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Chapter 1

“Disgusting half-breed!” one of the bullies taunted as he repeatedly kicked Lyra across her back. With no adults in sight by the crystal stream, the half-elf girl could do little more but endure and hold her mouth shut, refusing to cry while she lay in the dirt, surrounded by the three kids who were far bigger than her.

The painful lessons from the bullies taught Lyra that protecting her head was the most important, so she kept covering it with her scrawny arms while she pressed her knees to her stomach to reduce the damage as much as she could.

You won’t see me cry! Lyra promised silently. She knew that as long as she closed off her mind from what was happening, endured the pain, and refused to show any emotion, the kids would eventually grow bored and move on.

“Enough!” a girl’s voice rang out, clear and commanding. It even broke through Lyra’s shut mind to the point that Lyra dared open her eyes.

"Ah," a quiet gasp slipped from Lyra's lips when she saw a magical spirit emerge from the trees like in a dream. No taller than Lyra, the approaching girl was illuminated by the setting sun and her flowing, radiant hair shined with all the colors of the forest as she ran toward the river’s shore.

“Princess Sylvi!” a tall, heavily armored elf called out as he followed the princess out of the trees.

“P-Princess?” one of the kids stammered.

“W-What? You’re going to protect a human spawn!?” the tallest of the bullies stepped forward to challenge the princess, but his fighting spirit evaporated as soon as he saw the approaching guard behind her.

“Shame on you!” the girl shouted as she quickly closed the distance, and all three bullies turned around and fled as fast as they could.

The princess did not chase them, instead, she fell on her knees in the sand at Lyra’s side and asked, “Are you hurt? Oh!” Sylvi gasped when even a cursory glance revealed the numerous nasty bruises all over Lyra’s arms and legs.

“I… I…” Lyra stammered at a loss for words as she looked at her divine savior, despite flinching from the pain as she tried to rise off the ground.

“Stay still!”  Sylvi commanded and held out her hands over the biggest bruises on Lyra’s forearms. Lyra saw the girl’s lips move as she silently chanted a spell, and a second later a soothing warmth radiated from the princess’ hands and spread across Lyra’s arms.

“Princess, we’re already late,” the elven guard spoke up as he slowly approached the two girls.

“It does not matter! I am not leaving her in such a condition,” Sylvi said sternly as she kept her eyes and mind focused on her hands as she cast her healing spell and moved from bruise to bruise.

“Very well,” the elf reluctantly agreed and sighed. Lyra looked at the tall elf with awe. He towered above the girls, his polished armor shining in the sun, and even the golden cape he wore was of finer material than any Lyra had ever seen in her small elven village. On his chest, Lyra recognized the sigil of the royal guard which her aunt once showed while telling stories of her grandfather.

“What is your name?” Sylvi asked the girl she healed.

“L-Lyra,” the girl answered.

“I’m Sylvi,” the princess said with a warm smile.

With each passing second, the aching pain on Lyra’s arms lifted while Sylvi moved her hands to the other bruises.

“I’m sorry, I’m still learning,” Sylvi apologized, though Lyra could not understand what for—she felt her pain lift just from the mere presence of her kindhearted savior. Some part of her was even thankful that the princess took her time, as even being so close to the princess of the elven realms was more than Lyra could have ever hoped for.

“Galdor, how could this be allowed?” Sylvi asked her guard. “Didn’t my mother outlaw the use of that awful term?”

“She did, Princess,” the guard confirmed. “However, shameful as it is, even elves do not always obey every law, even more so when you talk about children. And with the current battles on our northern borders…”

“Do they think that this girl fought for the humans in those battles?” Sylvi asked, frustrated by the injustice.

“Of course not,” Galdor said. “But many warriors came from these lands. It is a sad reality that many elven children have lost a parent or a sibling.”

“… That is no excuse,” Sylvi said though her temper cooled.

“No, it is not.”

Sylvi continued the healing quietly until she softly said, “I want to take her with us to the palace.”

“Princess, that will not happen,” Galdor said bluntly.

“Why not!?” Sylvi’s voice grew louder.

“That is not my place to say.”

“Then she’s coming with us!”

“No, Princess.”

“Why not!?” the princess asked again.

“You should talk to Her Majesty,” Galdor sidestepped the question.

“I will!”

“Princess Sylvi!?” shouts came from the edge of the forest and more elves appeared. “There you are, Galdor! What are you doing?”

“We must really go now, princess,” Galdor insisted.

“I know… I’m sorry,” Sylvi apologized to Lyra. With her magic exhausted, there was little more Sylvi could do to help.

“You’ve already done so much!” Lyra exclaimed as she got on her feet, nearly completely pain-free. “Thank you for everything!” she bowed deeply. Lyra too wanted to go with Sylvi. She wanted to repay this debt. But she felt like she knew the reason for why that was impossible even better than the kind princess.

“I will talk to my mother, I promise!” Sylvi said while Galdor nudged her back to their group of elves.

“Thank you!” Lyra bowed again. She did not doubt the princess’ earnest heart, but she had few illusions about the outcome. Still, Lyra wanted to see the princess again. And again. And spend time with her.

But the other elves who came for the princess looked at Lyra far less kindly. Why would anyone ever allow someone like me at her side? Lyra wondered as she watched the elven guards surround the princess.

“Ah!” Lyra gasped, and before the princess and her guard left, she asked aloud, “How do I become one of the royal guards?”

The guard paused, turned around, and looked at the fragile little girl. She was shorter than most girls her age and had a scrawny frame—barely anything more than skin and bones, even if her shoulders were a little wider than some of the boys. And those hazel eyes and heir did betray her unwelcome lineage. But those hazel eyes also burned with impressive—if a touch foolhardy—determination.

“Go to the capital and find Master Manaan,” Galdor finally said, keeping an indifferent facade. “Mention my name. If he accepts you, and if you survive… He will make you long for these little beatings.”

“You can do it!” Sylvi exclaimed with radiant confidence. “I would love for you to be my guard! Prove them all wrong!”

“Ah! I will!” Lyra swore.




Chapter 2

“Faster!” Manaan’s voice woke Lyra from her trance and she hurriedly made a few uneven steps forward, nearly tripping on one of the many broken clay pot pieces that now lay scattered across the paved training grounds.

Yesterday at dawn they numbered twenty, a week ago they were sixty, now—only eight remained. Some begged for a second chance, others breathed out in relief when they realized that their torment was over.

From the very start, the hopeful recruits had grumbled and complained to each other that this was torture and not training. Some even postulated that they were not meant to endure these trials, that this was all designed by Manaan so that he could sit back in peace until even the most stubborn candidate gave up. But none dared put forth such accusations to Master Manaan directly.

Yesterday, before the first light had struck, they were all told to put on a full set of soldier's equipment that was too large and heavy for their young bodies and carry those clay pots—full of water—on their heads while walking in circles with bare feet.

Spilling even a single drop was enough to be banished from these grounds. And so, they walked like that until the last drop of water evaporated. Their only relief was the permission to drop the pots. They were too tired to recognize the feigned kindness, and since then they had to navigate the broken pieces while keeping their pace through the night and into the next day.

Nobody would care if Lyra complained that her joints felt like they were filled with glass or that her shoulders bled from the harsh straps that were pulled down by the pounds upon pounds of heavy armor. And it only grew heavier by the hour until all sense of weight or time had left her completely.

“Khah!” one of the remaining elves exclaimed when he stabbed his foot on a broken shard and fell. A final straw that finally broke the elf—he passed out within seconds of the fall. Lyra and the remaining recruits had to walk around him until his unconscious body was dragged away by Manaan’s assistants.

I swore, Lyra reminded herself when she was at her weakest. A chance to guard the princess! A chance to be accepted in the palace! For someone like me? Lyra was surprised when Manaan accepted her, and she could not allow her weak self to squander this singular opportunity.

Sylvi seemed oblivious to the issue, but it was no surprise to Lyra that she would not be let anywhere near the palace. Even when she entered the capital, the lonely half-elf was checked and questioned over and over at the city’s gates, and it seemed that only Galdor’s name had granted her reluctant passage.

Lyra heard how badly the war against the human kingdom was unfolding. It didn’t matter that both her parents perished too—Lyra had the vile blood of savages inside her, or so the other kids told her.

If anything, Manaan’s training grounds were a pleasant change. The other recruits treated her as she would have expected, on the first day. But by the time the sun had set, as long as Lyra stayed out of everyone’s way, they were too exhausted to even acknowledge her existence. Now, she was just another hopeful recruit, too stubborn to quit, and their number dwindled by the day.

“Rest!” Manaan commanded them before he limped away from the yard.

“Haaah,” Lyra’s knees buckled and she collapsed where she stood, as did the others.

“Again!” Manaan bellowed, and Lyra stood up once more, with her wooden sword in hand, taking a stance to defend herself against three recruits at once.

“It’s not fair!” Lyra’s old self might have complained in her weakest moments as she cried herself to sleep back when all that she could do was endure the bullies and pray for their abuse to be over quickly. Lyra had trained her will to bear through it and survive unfairness long before she stepped onto these training grounds—for as long as she had memories. But now she had the skills to defend herself, and their master had taught them that there was no fairness in battle—only preparation, skill, and the sheer will to overcome all odds. And she did.

Manaan taught them to shut out all distractions. As Lyra focused on her wooden sword and the movements of her opponents, even the distractions as loud as today’s cheering crowds beyond the walls of their training grounds faded from Lyra’s mind. One fall, two falls, three falls—even three opponents attacking her in unison could no longer outclass her. She held her guard and waited for them to rise again.

“Princess Sylvi!” a joyful cry from beyond their training grounds pierced through Lyra’s concentration. She looked to the small window in the outside wall, and just for a second, Lyra saw that radiant forest hair flow past the crowds outside.

Sylvi! Lyra gasped. She would never mistake the hair that she had seared into her mind all those years ago. Her eyes followed the very last strand of green and blue before it disappeared out of view while the crowds cheered for the procession that moved past them.

“Ghuuh!” Lyra convulsed and fell to her knees, struggling for breath, after a sudden strike knocked all wind out of her.

“You dare aim to join the royal guard when you are so easily distracted?” Manaan asked as he stood over Lyra, holding a wooden sword in his hand. “That single distraction just cost you your life. What if it had the life of your charge?”

“I will… give… my life for her,” Lyra wheezed.

“Throwing your life away is easy,” Manaan dismissed her words. “You must be more than that. You must fight past death. If a hundred men attack your charge, then all hundred of them must lay dead before you are allowed to fall. Three novices and a single strike from a cripple was all it took to bring you to your knees. You would disgrace the royal guard.”

“AARGH!” Lyra lunged at Manaan with her wooden sword, but he parried her vehement strikes, and with a single precise swipe knocked her back to the ground.

“You are still a child,” he said while he pressed his wooden sword into Lyra’s wrist until she cried out in pain and let go of her weapon.

Lyra spent the next forty-eight hours walking in circles with even heavier weights upon her shoulders—plenty of time to contemplate her mistakes, as Manaan would say.

***

Lyra’s breath was heavy when she finally sat down at camp after her first battle. She looked at the blade of her sword and spotted several red drops. She hurriedly grabbed a cloth and anxiously scrubbed the blood off her blade over and over and over again.

She was sure she had cleaned it all earlier. But even if she cleaned her blade… Lyra still saw that man’s face as clear as the moment she thrust her blade through the gap in his armor. She could not get those terrified eyes out of her mind. It was the first time her hand had wavered in years. A hesitation that nearly cost Lyra her life.

Murderer! Lyra heard her own voice and had no argument against the accusation. Those fights with wooden swords now seemed childish to her.

“She’s about to cry because she has to fight her own kind,” Lyra heard the quiet gossip amongst the other soldiers. She had learned to hone her senses during her years of training, but these elves also didn’t seem to care too much if she heard them or not.

“Shows you where her loyalties truly lie,” someone whispered back.

You’ll have to do better than that to get to me, Lyra’s answer was silent as she kept cleaning her weapons and hiding the fact that she heard them.

“If she can kill her own kind, who’s to say she won’t ever turn her blade on us?”

“At least now she can see with her own eyes what those savages are capable of!” a third elf spoke, not even bothering to hide his disdain.

But though she hid her emotions well, Lyra could not deny that their words stung. She was one of five who had passed Manaan’s training and who he sent to the frontlines to learn what they could not in the safety of the capital. Through years of brutal training, they had become close, and Lyra even started to forget that she was anything other than an elf. They were the closest she had to friends. But now they were over fifty miles apart, with different battles ahead of them. And she was once again a half-breed. No, worse—a kinslayer, Lyra told herself as she still could not erase that man’s eyes from her mind.

Just then, their unit’s commander walked out of a tent and said loudly for all to hear, “Rest well, while you can. We move out at dawn to reunite with our main forces. New orders come directly from the council to take the Misty Pass before our new queen’s coronation.”

“New?”

“Coronation?” the elves asked in confusion.

“Queen Elaine passed away yesterday. Princess Sylvi will succeed her, and her coronation will be five days from today.”

“No! Queen Elaine!?” sorrowful news spread quickly, momentarily overshadowing the grief for those they lost today.

“Wasn’t yesterday the princess’ birthday?” one of the elves asked.

“How horrible! Having your mother die right on your birthday. Barely sixteen and she already lost both her parents.”

“Not unlike many elves in these dark days.”

Lyra sat in shock and silence. Queen… She’s the new queen. At such an age! She’s probably stricken with grief, yet already her duty calls. Sixteen… She’s the same age as me after all? Will either of us even live to eighteen? If by some miracle I do survive, I might just become her guard, the Queen’s royal guard. But… Lyra looked at the blood-stained cloth in her hands.

Will she want to meet me after this? Does she even remember me? So many years have passed. She protected me as a girl, but did she know that she protected a murderer, a kinslayer? Will she be disgusted by me if she finds out? But if I dare to hide this will that make me even worse?

What if they’re right? Lyra gripped the cloth tightly. If I am capable of killing my human side, who’s to say I’m incapable of doing the same with my elven half? Who would entrust me with the Queen’s life? Lyra sighed heavily and looked up to the overcast sky. Maybe I’ll be dead tomorrow and all these worries are for naught?

***

When several years later Lyra rode through the same gates that she passed through as a child, the guards did not dare question her—the captain’s emblem on her shoulder commanded enough esteem to outweigh even her lineage. But Lyra got little joy from it.

As she rode past the playing children in the lively streets, Lyra wondered, how many more lost their parents over the years? How many more grew up to hate humans and all who shared blood with them? The Queen had treated her as she would anyone who was in pain. But there was one elf who had not even acknowledged her lineage over the many years.

“You have done well,” master Manaan’s smile was bittersweet when Lyra stepped onto his training grounds for the first time in three years. Lyra had hoped that the rumors were false, but she saw the truth in her master’s eyes—she was the only one of his final five students to return.

“Thank you,” Lyra bowed. Her master’s words honored her but even so, she pulled up the long leather glove on her left hand as high up as she could. Her left forearm was scarred—a constant reminder of the bloodbath in the Misty Pass and the dozens she slew that day. Lyra kept that ghastly reminder from her sight as often as she possibly could.

“You will be invited to the palace in a week,” Manaan spoke while he and Lyra walked past his new recruits. Lyra noted how much more pronounced Manaan’s limp had become over the years, though that did not stop him from making his new recruits walk in circles beyond exhaustion.

“Thank you,” Lyra thanked her master again. But although she knew he was responsible for her invitation, what Lyra truly thanked her master for was the grueling training which was often downright abusive, but had in the end saved her life on the battlefield more than once.

“You do not seem nearly as enthusiastic as I would have expected,” Manaan noted. “With your achievements in battle and my recommendation, your place in the royal guard is all but guaranteed.”

“Oh, I am!” Lyra tried to find her excitement but struggled to rekindle it. Sylvi’s light in Lyra’s mind was now tainted with blood, even though that was through no fault of the Queen. Sylvi had been on the front herself, thrice, and all three times against the advice of her council, according to the rumors that Lyra had heard.

It was those visits that drove the Queen to pursue peace with even greater fervor, even as it split her support amongst both the nobles and people of the realm. But the front was vast and Lyra’s path with that radiant girl from her memories had yet to cross again. There were times when she began to question whether her childhood memory was even real, or just another dream.

“We have not seen each other since we were children,” Lyra finally spoke aloud her fears. “Even if she remembers me, even if she is the same as I remember her, will she recognize me? After what I’ve done? It was to become strong enough to defend her and yet—!” Lyra pulled on her glove again as she heard the heart-wrenching screams in the mist.

Lyra trembled when Manaan put his hand on her shoulder and said, “That is why she needs you.”

“I thought of the royal guard’s polished armor, of how lucky I would be to stand by her side, to walk beside her through her realm, what an honor it would be to give my life while fighting off some faceless minions… What a naïve fool I was!” Lyra’s voice trembled, but she refused to let her master see her cry.

“You are ready,” he said and added nothing more.




Chapter 3

Lyra’s appearance in the Golden Palace—the heart of the elven realm—was met with mixed reactions.

“A captain's rank wasn’t insulting enough?” Lyra heard some of the noble elves whisper amongst themselves while she walked to the throne room. “What is the commander thinking?”

“It’s probably the Queen’s influence—she’s had a soft spot for the likes of her for years. She has too gentle of a heart for these times.”

But despite the thinly veiled disdain amongst some of the nobles, none yet dared say a word openly in the Queen’s court. The vast throne room was a sight to behold—its towering arches were adorned with intricate carvings, and grand tapestries depicted the wondrous elven past.

The throne room quickly filled with more and more elves, many in fine silks and jewelry, sparkling in the sunlight that shined freely into the throne room through countless arches. Lyra looked ahead at the empty throne that was carved from oak and ivy and her heart beat a little faster.

“Her Majesty, Queen Sylvi, daughter of Elaine, ruler of the Woodland Realms,” the commander of the royal guard announced, and Lyra recognized Galdor, the elf who guarded the princess on that fateful day. But Lyra’s attention was swiftly stolen when the Queen walked through the arches into the throne room, followed by two guards behind her.

It took Lyra all her training to stay still and not stare blatantly when the girl from her distant memories, the girl who she had hoped to meet at least once more, had finally walked back into her life, shining even brighter than Lyra had remembered.

Sylvi’s graceful figure dazzled Lyra, completely eclipsing her dimmed childhood memory. Even the sun itself seemed drawn to the Queen and basked her in its warmth and energy, making her many golden ornaments and leaf-themed crown sparkle and her ethereal hair shine as it flowed behind her.

And though Lyra tried not to stare for too long, Sylvi’s eyes were too captivating for Lyra to look away for long. They sparkled in the sunlight like blue gemstones from the Kresten Mountains. And Sylvi’s long ears were a sign of her bloodline all on their own. Smooth, yet strong, and with such delicate curves that they looked divine.

And there was no way for Lyra not to notice another difference between the princess of her memories and the queen before her—Sylvi had also matured as a woman. While Lyra’s own body seemed stuck in place for several years now, a far cry from the graceful elven forms, hardened further by the unforgiving training and desperate battles, Sylvi had blossomed in ways that Lyra could only ever dream.

Sylvi’s skin was flawless, with not a blemish in sight, unlike Lyra’s callused and scarred hands. Her hips were wide and promised to deliver many healthy heirs, while her breasts were full that Lyra wondered how the queen could keep her steps so light and her back so straight.

But though Lyra studied the Queen from head to toe, she could not say the same for Sylvi. Lyra was but one among many elves who filled the throne room, with many waiting for their turn to stand before the Queen. Lyra’s formal acceptance into the royal guard was seemingly deemed far from a priority, and thus, she stood for hours waiting for her moment. And not once did Lyra catch a single glance at her from the Queen.

Of course, she wouldn’t remember me, Lyra thought with little surprise. But although she had expected this, in the presence of the girl—now a blossomed woman—whose memory she had cherished so dearly for so long, Lyra had allowed her childish hope to sneak back in. And the disappointment stung. But it doesn’t matter! Lyra resolved. Even if she has long forgotten that brief encounter, I am here to fulfill my duty and be her shield!

“Lyra Greenfield, step forth!” the commander of the royal guard spoke aloud with a strong, gruff voice.

This is it! Lyra’s heart skipped a beat when her turn had come to finally stand before her majestic queen for the first time in all these years. She pulled up her glove and walked forward with the pace and form that was expected of a soldier until she stopped a few feet from the commander of the royal guard and kneeled before the Queen. Galdor spoke the ceremonial oath, and Lyra repeated:

“In the name of Queen Sylvi, daughter of Elaine, ruler of the Woodland Realms, I Lyra Greenfield, do swear to defend my queen, the royal family, and the Elven Realm with unwavering loyalty and courage. I will stand as a sword and shield for my queen and her people, and I will defend her until my dying breath and beyond.”

“And I graciously accept your service,” Sylvi spoke, and her words were followed by unenthusiastic, but adequate applause for the new guard. But Lyra would not have cared if she had not received even a single clap—Sylvi had finally acknowledged her presence and spoke to her! Lyra was finally Sylvi’s guard! Her heart was beating fast, but she was supposed to remain silent. Still kneeling, she looked up at her queen, and their eyes met. Sylvi smiled warmly, and Lyra preferred to think that she noticed Sylvi’s smile a touch warmer than what she offered earlier to others who had come for an audience.

“Stand,” the commander said. Lyra rose, and the commander placed her new golden cape on her back. And like that, her moment was over—she took her place among the royal guard while the Queen’s long duty resumed.

This is what I fought for, Lyra reminded herself as her expectations and reality clashed inside her mind. She now struggled to remember how exactly she imagined this day. Did she imagine the sun shining on them both and receiving applause for her achievement? She did get both. And the palace was beautiful. Did she expect Sylvi to drop all her duties and hang out with her new guard all day? The two of them strolling around the palace? Traveling the realm while sharing stories? You know better by now!

This was her reality now—standing guard, one among many, silent, still, vigilant, while the queen performed her duties. If it was any different it would mean that Lyra was not fulfilling her duties. But it would have been nice if she had at least remembered me.

Another hour had passed before the queen rose from her throne, and her six guards—Lyra now included—followed her out. Sylvi did not speak to them while she walked through the splendid palace. Only when she stopped at certain ornate doors did Sylvi speak to the commander, “Galdor, I would like some rest. Perhaps Lyra can stand here tonight? A simple post on her first day?”

“As you wish,” Galdor bowed and gestured to Lyra her post at the door.

Lyra bowed in return and took her station. She looked at the commander’s back as he walked away with the other guards and tried not to throw glances at the queen who for some reason still stood at the doors to her room without saying anything.

“I knew you’d make it!” Sylvi suddenly exclaimed and hugged Lyra tightly.

“A-Ah!?” Lyra was at a loss for words. This was certainly improper. She didn’t even know what she was supposed to do in such a situation.

“When I heard about that part of the guard’s training,” Sylvi’s voice trembled. “I feared I might lose you like we lost countless loved ones.”

“I did promise I would become your guard,” Lyra said and—for just this once—let her emotions guide her as she returned the warm hug, improper as it was. For a moment, all Lyra’s fears and guilt were burned away by Sylvi’s warmth, and only a single truth remained: She remembered me!




Chapter 4

It was a single moment of weakness, Lyra told herself the next day when she resumed her post at Sylvi’s chambers. I let myself celebrate my fulfilled dream, nothing more. Just then, the door opened, and Sylvi walked out of her chambers.

“Good morning, my queen!” Lyra said clearly and dispassionately—as would be expected.

“It is, isn’t it?” Sylvi said, her voice seeming melancholy to Lyra.

“Is something wrong, my queen?” Lyra asked while she followed Sylvi.

“No,” Sylvi’s reply was short.

Yes, we should keep our conversations short and formal, Lyra thought before she saw Galdor up ahead as he joined them.

“They are waiting, Your Majesty,” the commander said after a bow.

“How many today?” Sylvi asked.

“Only three, Your Majesty,” the commander replied.

“Let us get this over with,” Sylvi said with a heavy sigh as she walked to the throne room.

Lyra wondered what they spoke of, but as she followed her queen into the filled throne room that brimmed with speculation, Lyra quickly joined her queen in the unease that this situation brought. And as she took her post beside the queen’s throne, Lyra wondered why this hadn’t crossed her mind before. Of course, the queen would have endless waves of suitors vying for her hand! She’s almost twenty now! If anything, it’s a miracle she hasn’t accepted a proposal for this long.

And yet, as Lyra watched the first suitor step forth, she couldn’t help but feel an unpleasant prick deep within her, a strange and unfamiliar feeling that kept gnawing at her soul and refused to go away.

The elves who had come for Sylvi’s hand, their numerous supporters, and the many elves of the court were all dressed in the finest robes that money could buy. Adorned with countless shining jewels, many of which were even bigger than any Sylvi wore. They stood tall, proud, accompanied by grand entourages, yet for all their entitled confidence, Lyra saw not a single elf among them who had been through war, even among their guards in shining armor.

“Lord Turin,” the commander announced, and a wiry elf strode forth. His silver hair was longer than the Queen’s and his eyes were nearly as bright as hers. However, it did not escape Lyra’s notice where his eyes had lingered for far too long, even before he took a single step toward the dais upon which the Queen sat on her throne.

“My queen,” he purred, bowing low enough to let his golden jewelry jingle, “the vast and fertile lands of Altherion have kept the elven armies and our people fed throughout our costly wars. They are yours, as is my hand, and my devotion.”

Lyra found it hard to believe that anyone would be unable to spot the way Turin’s lips curled in a smirk while he lingered on the word “devotion”, and she felt her grip tighten on the hilt of her sword.

“And we thank you once more for your generous support during the war,” Sylvi said as she maintained her light smile. “As we thank all our realms for the sacrifices that they made for our people.”

“I... My queen!” Turin stammered. “Of course, we all sacrificed. But that generous support from my family and our lands—far greater than any others—was offered under certain terms that were agreed upon.”

“Your implications are unappreciated,” Sylvi said, her smile dissolving. “I would hope that you have not fallen victim to the rumors that continue to spread throughout your lands. As grateful as we all are for your unwavering support, I have to remind you that we are all bound by the same ancient laws, and news of a betrothal will never be heard in a faraway tavern before it is announced in this room, before hundreds of witnesses.”

“But as I wrote to you ahead of my arrival, if you do not accept—”

“I will hear all proposals before I consider any of them,” Sylvi said.

“But the letter—”

“Letter read, reply given,” Sylvi said and gestured to Galdor.

“Lord Eryndor,” Galdor called forth the next suitor.

“Tsk!” Turin scowled, visibly furious, but he did not risk making a scene any bigger than he already had.

Lord Eryndor’s physique was impressive, even more so for an elf. He further accentuated his barrel chest and wide shoulders with a wide and heavy metal breastplate and massive pauldrons. But as intimidating as he might have desired to appear, Lyra knew from experience how slow and cumbersome his movements would be in the thick of blood and muck on the battlefield and how many openings he would present if he ever dared approach the frontlines. But although Lyra never saw lord Eryndor on the front, his name did seem familiar to her.

“Your beauty surpasses the stars, my queen,” Eryndor declared. “It was shameful for lord Turin to insinuate that you would ever welcome his sly fingers upon your thighs.”

Lyra’s chest moved as she took a deeper breath. Her queen remained still and silent, though Lyra saw Sylvi’s fingers curl a little closer together.

“Let us not forget who provided you with the largest armies, even if mistakes were made in leadership,” Eryndor continued.

Oh! Lyra remembered where she heard this lord’s name. Lord Eryndor did indeed bolster the elven lines with the largest numbers. They were also the most poorly trained and equipped and were slaughtered by the hundreds in their first battles.

“Just like we are grateful to young lord Turin for his grains, we are grateful to you, Your Majesty, for the tenuous peace you secured for us, even when many throughout our realms objected and saw it as a cold betrayal.” Eryndor walked about as he spoke, sometimes stepping closer than was permitted. “But let us look toward the future! Unlike some of our disgruntled lords, I saw through your brilliant scheme—give the gullible human scum a favorable treaty that they could not help but accept while we regroup and strengthen our alliances. And I have been in ceaseless negotiations toward just that!

“Marry me, and I will give you not just soldiers for future victories, not just many healthy heirs, but also the alliances that will allow us to finally eradicate the human scum once and for all! Let us correct the mistakes made in haste and inexperience, let me help you avenge our fallen brothers and sisters, and return our rule onto proper path!”

“Our rule”? “Correct the mistakes”? Lyra gripped the hilt of her sword even tighter. Whose mistakes are you implying!?

A few of the nobles whispered in the crowd as the Queen's lack of response lingered just long enough to be noticed before she finally replied, “As always, we are grateful to you, lord Eryndor, for working tirelessly toward the safety and prosperity of the elven realms. You will, of course, remember our many discussions with the council on the questions of alliances, and I am sure that lord Aerin would like to speak with you on this matter further.”

For a moment, Eryndor’s gaze moved from Sylvi to her half-elf guard, and Lyra recognized the silent disdain that was far too familiar to her. But Lyra did not have to pretend not to notice for long as Sylvi gestured to Galdor who called for the last suitor of the day, “Lord Dayce!”

The slender lord Dayce winked to a beautiful elven maiden who stood close next to him all this time and strolled forth with a seemingly charming smile. But as he passed lord Eryndor, Dayce looked at his competitor like a pitiable fool who was too far beneath him to even know it, even though lord Eryndor was twice the size of the much younger elf.

“Politics, politics, politics,” lord Dayce shook his head as he wandered about like he owned the place. “Can’t you all see how you bore our queen with such dull talks? If any one of you had the wit greater than that of a horse, you would see that our young, beautiful queen is barely keeping herself from walking out right now.

“Look at her—the cherished jewel of our realms, in the prime of her youth, holding on to her virtue far longer than any queen before her because all her suitors thus far have been as charming as a sack of potatoes. The fact that our queen is still without a proper elf at her side is a testament to how poor the offerings have been until now.

“Lord Turin, lord Eryndor, whether you sleep or lie awake, all you see is the crown, the realms, future titles and glories, and a pair of thighs to keep you warm at night. So desperate to claim the crown that you forget about the woman you’re proposing to. ‘Many healthy heirs’, ha! Surely you jest? Talking of our queen as if she were a broodmare. Would you even care to take off that ridiculous getup before you stumble to her chambers to claim your rights?

“Any elven maiden desires an elf who can treat her properly during the day and at night. Even more so at her ripe age. Her body is begging, tormenting her mind with its need for proper company. And when those needs are left unfulfilled… You wonder why her patience is running thin of late?

“My queen, you do not need to trust my words. Trust my renown! With my life on the line, an elf is yet to find even a single maiden that was left unsatisfied by my company. And there is no better proof of my skills than the prosperity of my ventures, in spite of the superficial condemnation by certain envious types.”

“Your… establishments are known,” Sylvi said, struggling to keep her serene mask.

Lord Dayce took the Queen’s comment as a compliment and lightly bowed as he said, “You honor me even further! Of course, only witless fools would expect your answer straight away. Take your time, perhaps talk with your handmaidens. I wager that some of them would have stories to tell.”

Dayce bowed again and did not bother to hide his gaze upon Sylvi’s body before he returned to his female companion and had her blushing in seconds. With no more suitors to come, chatter broke more freely amongst the elves, more so around the huddled supporters of the first two lords, while Dayce whispered something in the elven maiden’s ear and she turned away to hide her face.

Sylvi rose from her throne and cut through the chatter with a regal—yet icy—tone, “I thank you for your passionate proposals, my lords. There is still much that requires my attention, but I promise to think back on each word spoken today as I consider my reply.”

Sylvi descended the dais as the murmurs spread, and the queen’s royal guard followed her out of the throne room, leaving the open speculation behind them.

As soon as they were within private corridors, Sylvi turned to her commander, “Galdor, can you find out which of my handmaidens Dayce spoke of?”

“I can, Your Majesty.”

“I want them out of the palace. Now.”

“It will be done, Your Majesty,” Galdor bowed and diverged from the queen’s path, leaving Sylvi under Lyra’s protection. They walked like that in silence for several minutes. Sylvi kept her regal form as they approached her private quarters. But as time passed, Sylvi’s composure cracked. It was the little things that Lyra noticed—a slight tremble in her hands, an uneven step, a silent frown.

“M-My queen,” Lyra finally spoke up, “the blatant disrespect they showed you…”

“I’ve heard worse,” Sylvi whispered, yet her voice trembled. “I’ve lost count of how many lords fought amongst themselves for either my crown or my body, stopping short of negotiating on how better to carve me up.”

“I couldn’t even say which was worse!” Lyra’s anger rose as she recalled the thinly veiled disrespect and threats. “And those rumors you mentioned when you answered lord Turin…”

“About how he secured my hand in exchange for his support?” Sylvi let out a bitter laugh. “Lord Turin was far from the only one to try it. Of course, he never said it openly—he just let the rumors spread and further fanned them with his actions.

“He figured that if he would make it an obvious ‘open secret’ I would have no choice but to accept or risk tarnishing my name and further losing my support across the eastern realms. And he’s right!” Sylvi fell into the nearest chair and hid her face in her hands.

“That’s reprehensible!” Lyra exclaimed. “Such blatant impudence must be punished harshly! In the army, if a soldier spoke a single word against his commander—”

“I wish I could!” Sylvi breathed out in an exhausted voice. “But this isn’t the army! I can’t simply punish those who openly serve the realm for their indecent comments or secret plots.”

“I’m terribly sorry!” Lyra bowed deeply. “It is not my place to speak on such matters! I’m still not used to court and don’t understand how am I supposed to stand still when I hear such insolence, both toward you as a ruler and as a woman.”

“Maybe lord Eryndor was right,” Sylvi said with a heavy heart. “The treaty which I ultimately struck was appreciated by few, though even fewer had a better proposition that went beyond blind zeal.”

“It is not his place to challenge a queen’s decision!” Lyra insisted, the rules of the army still drilled into her. “As for that scum, lord Dayce, just give the command and I will bring you his tongue at once, even if you’d be forced to order my execution for it!”

Sylvi smiled, but silently shook her head, denying the order.

“I remember how weak my mother grew day by day during her last year,” Sylvi said as she looked into the distance. “Always someone was objecting furiously no matter which decision she made. And too few restrained their eagerness to criticize her with the benefit of hindsight. And when the crown passed to me, the infighting only got worse!

“Some sought to control me, others openly fought for ‘my hand’ while they argued how many cows or sacks of wheat I was worth. Their hate for men just barely kept them from tearing each other apart! And even if we could have prevailed eventually? Should we have kept on fighting humans until both our kingdoms were in ruins and our neighbors divided what was left?”

“When we learned about the truce, many soldiers openly voiced their anger,” Lyra said. “‘How many of our brothers and sisters died in vain?’, ‘we had them on the run!’, and such. Those who were relieved that they would live and finally return home stayed quiet. Cowardice was never tolerated.”

“And what did you think?” Sylvi asked.

“… We all knew that we would lie dead sooner or later,” Lyra said bluntly but hesitated to continue. She didn’t want to say it. Ever since her first battle, she dreaded this moment. But Lyra knew that she would not forgive herself if she kept hiding this from Sylvi. If I don’t say it now, I never will. She pulled on her left glove as she gathered her courage.

“What do you hide beneath it?” Sylvi asked.

“It’s… It is ugly,” Lyra said as she looked away.

“That’s not the true reason,” Sylvi discerned the lie upon her guard’s lips.

Lyra bit her lip and pulled down her glove, revealing the many long scars that spanned her forearm.

“Scars from my second battle,” Lyra said quietly while she looked at the floor to avoid facing her queen’s reaction. “I survived by mere chance while elves and men fell around me and soaked me in blood. My first kill was hard. But I surprised myself how easily the next ones added up. Those are the scars from the day the girl you knew died.

“As the days of battle turned to months, I convinced myself that if I died it would have been for the better because you wouldn’t want a murderer like me by your side. When we were kids, you saved a small girl from bullies who had never even hurt a fly. But now I… I got up to a hundred and twelve before I lost count of how many I killed.”

Sylvi leaped to hug Lyra. “I’m sorry!” she said, holding her bodyguard tightly. “I’m sorry I didn’t put an end to it sooner! You’re not a murderer! You’re not!”

“Ah,” Lyra’s voice trembled. She didn’t reject me! A mountain fell off her heart. Relieved beyond words, Lyra let the hug continue, far longer than she knew she should have, and an even deeper part of her enjoyed the tingling warmth that this momentary closeness brought.




Chapter 5

The opinion in the court of the Queen’s new guard hardly improved over the next few weeks, though there was little she could do to sway opinion as her only job was to be silent and keep the queen safe. Lyra’s brothers-in-arms were all hardened veterans and only saw a loyal warrior who they could rely on. But that was far from the case among the disgruntled elites.

“The queen prefers to give token positions to half-breeds over dealing with that lousy treaty,” Lyra’s sharp hearing caught a whisper while she walked through the vast palace toward her next station.

“Shh! You know how she feels about that term,” replied another, though nothing in his tone suggested disapproval.

“No wonder she gave in to so many of their demands!” the elven lord scoffed.

Lyra had gotten too used to those words to feel their sting. Neither did she blame these lords for their ignorance of war. Too many of these sheltered court elves lived far too leisurely, oblivious of what it took to protect their lands. That was what we fought for, Lyra reminded herself. We shed our blood so that many others could live in peace, not knowing the horrors of battle.

But Lyra’s ambivalence evaporated when her hearing caught a different whisper.

“Do you think she had a taste of lord Dayce’s company yet?” some lord muttered while his companion chuckled.

“He had a point—the Queen has her needs. Even if his station is far too low to be seriously considered.”

“That was probably the reason why he held nothing back. Even brought one of his girls to court!”

“Speaking of his girls, did you hear that our dear Queen quietly dismissed two of her handmaidens only a few days later?”

“Don’t tell me—”

“Jealousy!” they laughed together.

Lyra’s blood boiled and she found herself wishing that she was back on the frontlines. At least there it was a soldier’s duty to kill those who disrespected the Elven Queen. But her Queen’s command was clear and Lyra let the elven nobles live to see another sunrise.

However, over the coming days, Lyra felt the ire of the nobles increasingly converge on Sylvi, and not just within the court. Standing guard outside the council chambers, Lyra heard shouting more than once. And during the most recent council meeting, she witnessed two of its members storm out before the meeting was over and since then neither of them had yet to return to the palace.

And by the time of the harvest festival, Sylvi’s situation had only gotten worse. It was obvious to everyone now that the Queen had no intention of accepting any of her latest proposals. And it just added more fuel to the fire.

“It’s understandable that she can’t please everybody. But she chooses to please nobody but her whims!” the disapproval among the nobles grew ever louder even on the day of the festival.

Snakes! Lyra cursed the elves who dared speak in such a way while their queen was almost within earshot, in the palace’s lush gardens where the main celebrations took place. Lyra’s duty was to protect her queen and keep her senses as sharp as her blade, and she found it difficult to ignore their treacherous tongues.

“Making enemies wherever she goes,” a noble elf shook his head. “Just when lord Eryndor was making progress with securing much-needed support.”

“Do you think that maybe our queen doesn’t seek male companionship because… she doesn’t seek male companionship?”

“Can’t be!”

“But it would make sense, wouldn’t it? With her complete disinterest in suitors despite her being at an age when heirs are already expected.”

“And if we look at her tolerance for humans…”

“That half-breed guard?”

Lyra’s blood boiled at the outright giddiness with which they engaged in such insolent gossip. This has to be curbed! Lyra thought. She knew from her time in the army that letting disrespect fester could lead to disastrous results. And yet it was also her duty not to question her queen’s decision on the matter.

Lyra looked toward her queen. Sylvi’s emerald gown shimmered in the countless dancing lights. Lyra witnessed firsthand how little sleep her queen got as she prepared for the festival in hopes of shifting the thoughts of her court and her people from the past toward a brighter future. Sylvi smiled and engaged in talks with as many guests as she could for hours now, dissuading the worries of her people with earnest reassurances.

Do you think that if you keep pushing on and refuse to show any weakness despite their harsh words they will tire and move on? Lyra wanted to ask. But these aren’t kids from a neighboring village! If too many soldiers stop trusting their commander—

All of Lyra’s senses snapped into focus as her eyes darted toward a silhouette that moved far too quickly among the relaxed crowd. The elf moved in a clear direction, keeping his hands hidden as he approached the queen. Lyra darted at the suspicious elf through the crowd with lightning speed and tackled him to the ground before he could ever reach his target.

“Don’t move!” Lyra demanded of the elf as she subdued her suspect and revealed a dagger that fell out of the elf’s twisted hand.

“Argh!?” another elf screamed only a second later, and Lyra looked up to see Galdor overpower another suspicious figure.

A distraction! Lyra realized when she saw that both she and Galdor were drawn away in opposite directions from the queen who now stood with only one guard at her side.

“Your Mastesy!” Lyra shouted, her voice cutting through the startled gasps of the surrounding elves who had not yet grasped what was happening.

Lyra snatched her suspect’s weapon, slashed his leg so that he could not run away, and dashed back to her queen. But Sylvi only had time to turn, her eyes widening in shock as she saw no less than three assassins emerge from the crowd and converge on her and her remaining guard.

Lyra drew her sword as she jumped through the air and cut down one assassin before he could act. She engaged the other two just as they wounded the solitary guard and fought them off until Galdor arrived to even the odds. And that was when Lyra saw another figure in the crowd a distance away from them, his hand raised and the tip of a bolt at his wrist sparkling in the light.

Too far! Lyra realized in horror that she could reach neither the attacker nor Silvy. Instead, she threw herself onto the path between Sylvi and the assassin and flung the confiscated dagger into the attacker’s face. Her aim was true, as was his, and the bolt that was aimed at Sylvi’s heart sent Lyra sprawling on the ground after the searing pain in her stomach robbed Lyra of her strength.

“Lyra!!” Sylvi screamed when she saw her guard fall with the assassin’s bolt pierced through her armor.

Not yet! Lyra grit her teeth and willed herself back on her feet. Tapping into the reserves she had built over years of training that saw her through the Misty Pass, Lyra’s blade was like a blur in the eyes of witnesses as she struck down the remaining assassins before surrounding Sylvi on both sides together with Galdor. Lyra held her blade firm, ready to strike down any who dared approach, and scanned the crowds for further danger while more guards rushed to the scene.

“Take her Majesty!” Galdor commanded his royal guards.

“Lyra!” Sylvi called out to her guard but was given no opportunity to stay as Galdor and his guards swiftly took her back inside the palace while Lyra and more palace guards secured their flank.

With the Queen whisked away under the protection of over a dozen guards, Lyra kept an eye on the one remaining assassin who still drew breath. “Keep him alive, and check the others,” Lyra ordered the palace guards who quickly surrounded the bleeding assassin before he could try to limp away.

“You’re wounded!” one of the newly arrived guards noticed. “Let me help you to a cleric.”

“Later!” Lyra insisted. “Check every guest and servant for weapons! Do not let anyone leave! We must find all villains involved in this plot!”

The entire palace was soon in uproar. Rumors spread like wildfire of the attempt on Sylvi’s life while many nobles protested being treated like suspects.

“How dare you block my path!? Do you not know who I am?” one of the nobles yelled. But any objections were met with only further scrutiny by the guards, as the entire palace grounds were put on lockdown to search for possible accomplices.

But with every palace guard now on alert as they blocked all exits and searched every guest for weapons, the immediate danger was now seemingly dissipated, and with it so did Lyra’s strength.

Not yet! Lyra silently screamed at her traitorous body when she noticed her sight lose focus. She was intent on seeing the night through, but her reserves were sapped. With each step she felt the numbness spread and her senses dull. Before she knew it, Lyra already had to lean against a wall for support as she staggered toward the queen’s quarters to check on Sylvi’s condition.

Keep moving! Lyra commanded her feet as she took heavier and heavier steps while sweat poured down her heated face. Even if her sight betrayed her, Lyra had memorized the palace in her first days as part of her duties and could navigate it blind. As long as she willed herself ahead, as long as she still had her hearing to confirm that Sylvi was safe, that was all that mattered…




Chapter 6

“Ugh…” Lyra groaned, as she slowly regained her awareness.

“Idiot!” Sylvi yelled at her guard. “You could have died!”

“What… happened?” Lyra muttered weakly. She tried to rise, but her body refused to obey. Lyra could not even move her head. So, she moved her eyes to look around and recognized the luxurious private bedroom of the queen. Her dull mind failed to understand why or how she ended up alone with her queen in her bedroom.

“What happened is that you’re an idiot!” Sylvi yelled, on the verge of tears. “The guards found you unconscious in the hall. I had to order them twice to bring you here!”

Lyra looked down and saw that Sylvi had both her hands an inch from the bloody wound just below her ribs. Lyra realized that she no longer had her breastplate on her, and the assassin’s arrow was already removed, revealing how serious the wound was, despite Sylvi’s continued healing.

Lyra’s wound looked far more vile and gruesome than what she would have expected from a single arrow, and the warm light that radiated from Sylvi’s fingers seemed barely able to contain the darkness that craved to further spread across Lyra’s skin.

“I am not worthy of your efforts!” Lyra exclaimed and tried to move again but a sharp pain forced her back down.

“Stay still!” Sylvi yelled again and did not move her hands away even long enough to wipe away the tear that rolled down her cheek. “What would have happened had you collapsed in some dark corner and not found until the morning?”

“I… How long?” Lyra asked.

“It’s been four or five hours since that incident,” Sylvi said. “Galdor insisted that I rest. He’s turning the palace upside down. The council will meet in the morning to discuss this matter.”

“Then you should rest,” Lyra insisted, “save your strength! I already feel better. Any cleric in the palace can take care of the rest.”

“Not another word!”

Lyra bit her lip. At least the glove on her left hand was still on. Lyra dreaded drawing more attention to it and tried to subtly rub it against the bed to pull it higher.

“Why did you not seek help straight away?” Sylvi asked. “When I saw you fall, I feared you would not rise. You could have died.”

“I’ve failed in my duties,” Lyra said. “I failed to anticipate the attack. I let the assassins get close to you. This is the price. You never should have to worry for your life.”

“Then you have almost died for my mistakes,” Sylvi whispered. “You warned me, Galdor warned me, the council warned me. But I did not act. I never imagined it would get this far.”

“I will find all who were involved,” Lyra swore.

“You will rest!” Sylvi insisted. “The arrow was both poisoned and hexed to counteract healing magic.”

“Why do you not have guards inside your room?” Lyra asked.

“Galdor would have put an entire army here if I let him,” Sylvi said. “But I’ve seen enough weapons for one night. I let him keep as many battalions outside my doors as he saw fit.”

“And yet I hear none,” Lyra noted, wondering if her hearing was still as dull as her other senses.

“Just as they will not hear us,” Sylvi said. “I practiced my sound barrier for years to have at least some semblance of privacy in this palace.”

“That’s dangerous!” Lyra exclaimed and tried to rise but the pain forced her back on the bed. “What if something happened to you while this barrier was up?”

“Those were Galdor’s words too when he so often forbade me from using that spell,” Sylvi smiled. “But what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him. Now lay still!”

Lyra sighed as she gave in to her queen’s commands. There isn’t much I can do outside these walls in such a state anyway, Lyra told herself. And if Sylvi won’t allow any guards within her chambers, better, then, that she at least has me than nobody at all to look out for her.

But as minutes passed, Lyra noticed something strange. Is healing magic supposed to feel this pleasant? Lyra wondered. As her senses returned, rather than feel more pain that permeated her body when she was first struck by the vile bolt, Lyra felt a strangely pleasant feeling that slowly permeated the area around her wound.

The pain subsided so quickly that before long Lyra would not have even guessed that she was wounded had the mark upon her body still not been visible. I wasn’t the only one who honed her skills, Lyra thought. If we had a hundred such skilled healers in the army… The army’s clerics were efficient enough, even if their treatment was often hasty. With so few in their number, as long as they got the soldier back on their feet that was all that mattered.

And as a single guard among many, Lyra was not entitled to such special treatment, from the Queen herself no less. Even if she was part of the royal guard, simply being in the presence of the queen, in one of the most beautiful places in the world was already the greatest honor.

But this is simply too good! Lyra could not deny how she felt. Is this the strength of the royal family’s magic? Or is it because this is her magic? … So beautiful. Ah, she’s too close! Lyra closed her eyes to keep them from wandering where they shouldn’t. As long as I don’t look at her, this will be over soon. The pain is all but gone. Just a little more and she’ll tell me to leave. So… until then… I can just enjoy this moment.

No! Not enjoy! What are you thinking? A test! This is just another test! Lyra told herself as she tried to strengthen her resolve against her shameful thoughts. I’ve had to meditate through beatings. I can manage to endure this, surely!

But closing her eyes did not help at all. Even though Lyra could no longer see Sylvi, that only strengthened all of Lyra’s other senses which now returned in full force thanks to Sylvi’s healing. It’s as if she’s strengthening my senses! Lyra thought. All for a single devious purpose of tempting me!

And no matter how hard Lyra tried to shut out her surroundings, no matter how much she tried to shift her focus, there was nothing to latch onto. They were all alone, not a mouse in the wall, not a bird behind a window, hidden, trapped within the Queen’s barrier as if in another world, and all Lyra’s efforts only resulted in her senses converging on Sylvi even more.

She heard Sylvi’s every controlled breath, the speed with which the air flowed through her nostrils. To properly and effectively channel magic, the breathing had to be managed as precisely as during archery, Lyra knew that much. And even though Sylvi was so clearly agitated, even though she survived a cowardly attempt on her life just a few hours prior, Sylvi controlled her breathing splendidly, and all for the sake of one lowly guard.

She felt Sylvi’s touch. And not the hands which Sylvi kept barely an inch away from Lyra’s wound. Lyra felt Sylvi’s hair fall upon her skin as Sylvi leaned close it was smoother than the finest furs and sent light shivers across Lyra's body. She felt Sylvi’s knees and the way they pressed against her thighs. By accident, surely, Lyra told herself. She wouldn’t press so close to me on purpose. My armor is dirty and stained with blood after the fight. She’ll ruin her gown! More than that, it is improper for us to touch even if I was pristine, no matter how much I might enjoy her closeness.

She smelled Sylvi’s perfume so clearly that she could almost taste it. Jasmine, Lyra deduced. How could I miss it before? Did I keep my senses dull on purpose? What kind of bodyguard was I? If I missed such simple things, what else did I overlook? If I wasn’t so preoccupied with not thinking about her, maybe I could have prevented this attempt before the assassins ever got as close as they did!

But worse of all, Lyra could still see Sylvi so clearly even with her eyes closed. And her closed eyes allowed her imagination to run wild. With her eyes closed, Lyra was free to look at all of Sylvi: her gemstone eyes, her godlike skin, her tempting shapes. And as long as Lyra did not know where Sylvi looked, Lyra’s mind was free to imagine Sylvi staring lovingly at her face.

Despite all of Lyra’s objections to her own mind, despite all her attempts to recall her meditation lessons, her mind refused to cease focusing on Sylvi until Lyra saw every part of her—from the tips of her beautiful long ears to the delicate toes upon her naked feet.

Lyra scowled at the thought that those lowlifes got so close to robbing this world of a girl as kindhearted as Sylvi. Had they succeeded, Lyra feared to imagine what she could have been capable of in her thirst for vengeance. But it was fine now—Sylvi was safe, and the warmth of her healing touch made a decade of harsh training and brutal war all worth it.

“Hnah,” a soft moan escaped Lyra’s lips.

“I’m sorry, did I hurt you?” Sylvi exclaimed.

“No, you could never!” Lyra’s reply was instant and she inadvertently opened her eyes only to see Sylvi’s shining gemlike eyes look right back at her. Both women froze in silence. As if time itself had stopped, they kept looking into each other’s eyes without saying a word.

Lyra hoped that time indeed had stopped in place—she then could have kept looking into her queen’s eyes for hours without guilt or notice. Alas, the warrior noticed the queen’s quickened breathing and Lyra hurriedly looked away. As she did so, she saw the drastic change where her wound used to be—there was barely any sign left of the ghastly cut and the dark taint that was there earlier.

“I’m sorry for disturbing your concentration,” Lyra mumbled quietly. The worst part was that she had noticed the shameful part inside of her awakening and gained strength. The part of her that was glad for the disturbance and wished that the Queen would have to start her healing all over. To punish that shameful side of her, Lyra added, “I’m much better now, thank you for your kindness. I’ll take care of the rest myself.”

“Absolutely not!” Sylvi refused with such an adamant spirit that it shocked Lyra. “If you want to apologize for disrupting my healing, then apologize by laying still! Your skin may look healed now, but with the spell interrupted there might still be more damage left underneath. I have no choice but to start over!”

“S-Surely not—” Lyra began to say even as her shameful side cheered.

“You dare disobey your queen?” Sylvi asked Lyra.

“A-Absolutely not,” Lyra stammered as she repeated Sylvi’s previous words and looked away. She never saw this commanding side of Sylvi and was both surprised and impressed by it. Has her magic spread so far that it made my face hot too? Lyra wondered. Oh, please don’t tell me I’m blushing! She hid her face in her hands to avoid discovery.

But as seconds went by, Lyra felt her heartbeat quicken despite her attempts to the opposite. Get a grip! You’re a member of the royal guard! So what if you’re all alone with the woman who gave you this honor and fulfilled your dream despite the objections of those around her? So what that she’s healing you with magic that is reserved only for the highest of nobles? So what that just her touch heats you up more than the fire spells of the human sorcerers?

“Haah,” Lyra let out a strained breath. She really was hot. She wanted to ask for leave even though she did not want to leave. Don’t say a word! What kind of soldier disobeys a direct command? You’ll manage! Just a little longer and she’ll be done…

But “managing” wasn’t the issue. Lyra knew that she’d laugh at herself later about being unable to “manage” laying on a comfortable bed under Sylvi’s personal care. What worried her was that her queen would discover the reason behind her uneven breathing and rosy cheeks, that Sylvi would uncover that shameful side of her bodyguard and banish her from sight.

“Ahn!” a moan sounded through the queen’s chambers. Lyra instantly covered her mouth, but it was already too late.

“Did I hurt you?” Sylvi asked.

“N-No,” Lyra’s voice trembled. Why does that spot feel so good? Scars aren’t supposed to feel that way! Lyra shifted a little to increase the distance between herself and Sylvi’s healing hand, but Sylvi quickly closed the gap and kept channeling that warm energy into the wound. And that energy spread further and further through Lyra’s body, making her hot and tingly in places where she dreaded to feel anything at all while in the presence of her queen.




Chapter 7

“Tell me honestly—do you want me to stop the healing?” Sylvi asked.

Why did you have to ask it like that? Lyra’s breathing was disrupted even more by the question. She couldn’t lie to her queen. Of course, I don’t want this to stop! But if this continues…

“No,” Lyra finally answered but dared not open her eyes, fearing Sylvi would see right through her and discover the reason for wanting the healing to continue.

“Very well, I will be done soon,” Sylvi said, and Lyra could’ve sworn that the energy that flowed from Sylvi and into her wound intensified. Lyra felt no pain, no discomfort, no sign at all of that wound for a long time now. But she had certain signs, certain tingling sensations in another place. And those sensations grew increasingly undeniable by the second.

“Haah,” Lyra struggled to keep her breathing under control. She was burning up now. She had to take off something. Although her metal breastplate was already off, she still had many layers of cloth and armor—some for practical, others for ceremonial purposes. All those layers now threatened to expose Lyra even faster. I’m sweating because I’m overheating! Lyra grasped for a reasonable explanation. I’m breathing like this because it’s hot here! It’s not because I’m a shameful person!

“You should remove all this leather,” Sylvi said, and Lyra’s heart skipped a beat.

“M-My queen?” Lyra stammered and opened her eyes from the sheer shock of what she heard.

“Healing magic can often heat the body up over time if the healing takes too long due to the severity of the wound,” Sylvi explained, and Lyra clearly heard the nervousness in her queen’s voice as if she too was no less embarrassed by this.

Lyra was fairly certain that healing magic did not work like that, but who was she to argue about royal magics of which she understood very little? Lyra nodded and rose up a little to take off her top layers. Maybe what she says about the healing is true, Lyra tried to convince herself. She’s clearly as uncomfortable by this as I am and would not something me of this unless it was absolutely necessary.

“But I must continue the healing,” Sylvi said, keeping her hands at Lyra’s side throughout the undressing, never removing her hands for more than a few seconds when Lyra took another layer off. “Otherwise, traces of the poison or the evil magic that formed the hex might stay inside your body unnoticed and spread once more while you sleep. I cannot allow that to happen!”

“As you say,” Lyra answered. She was more worried about the fact that no matter how many layers she removed, she was still burning up. She undressed her upper body all the way down to the cotton cloths that she had wrapped around her chest, the only other item she kept upon her upper body was the glove on her left hand, and even so—Lyra felt the heat inside her grow stronger than ever.

“Maybe we need to stop,” Lyra finally said, a desperate resistance against her queen’s command to avoid discovery. “I’m… I’m still burning up.”

“It must be because the curse fighting back. Lay down!” Sylvi insisted. “I’ll have to use my most powerful healing magic. Please endure!”

“I… I will…” Lyra breathed out. She was afraid to even think what Sylvi’s “most powerful” healing magic could do to her when the regular healing already tested Lyra to her limits.

“O spirits, please grant me the strength to banish the foul magic that still flows through your servant and threatens her life.” Sylvi chanted and her voice got louder with each word. “For all that is good and just, Healing Restore!”

“Ahn!!” Lyra groaned when the magical waves surged through her body like a storm. She bit her finger to not let out any more indecent sounds, but this challenge proved more difficult than the most brutal training of Master Manaan.

It’s too good, my queen! Lyra almost cried out, and she thanked the stars that she had her finger to bite on even harder. Stop moving! Stop moving!! Lyra shouted at herself, but her body refused to listen.

Lyra had her finger to bite on, and she dug her other hand into the bedsheets behind her back, but Lyra had no way of containing her squirming legs. And with the pleasureful heat between her legs growing unbearable, Lyra found herself wishing she was locked up and bound in the deepest, darkest dungeons within the human kingdoms. Anything to not reveal that she was completely lost.

Please move your hand a little lower, my queen! Lyra wanted to beg and kept biting on her finger to avoid giving sound to such shameful wishes. The pleasant waves that emanated from the queen’s hand practically vibrated and reverberated throughout Lyra’s body, and those tingling vibrating pulses were at their strongest around the queen’s hands, spreading outward in all directions.

Lyra’s wound was on the side of her stomach, just below her ribs. Too far from the place where she wanted to feel the queen’s magical pulses reach. But if Sylvi’s hands were even a little closer to that place, then the pulses might have just barely reached that place. Just a little lower…

Why didn’t he shoot me straight in the stomach!? Lyra cursed the lousy aim of the scum assassin. Ah, and if they had wounded me just below my belly? Sylvi’s hands would be on my abdomen right now. Perhaps then this seductive heat would already have subsided...

What am I thinking!?!? Lyra came to her senses for the briefest of moments. Heat? Abdomen? Did I just really wish for—?Oh, spirits, protect me!

But no spirits could save her. The spirits knew—as she knew—that Lyra wanted to climax from her queen’s healing hands. And that was when Sylvi’s hands moved lower.

“Hnnn!!!!” Lyra cried into her finger and hurried to close her mouth with her other hand and muffle her cry. But it was too late, Sylvi heard her.

“I think I cured most of the evil magic within you,” Sylvi said. And yet the pulsating waves that emanated from her hands grew only stronger. “If… If my touch is that unpleasant, we can end the healing now. You will be fine… But… But if you want to continue… Lyra? D-Do you want me to stop?”

Lyra held her mouth shut and did not answer. She knew that if she dared try to speak, the only sound that would escape her mouth would be…

“Do you want me to… to continue the healing?” Sylvi asked with a quiet, trembling voice.

After contemplating her choices, Lyra gave in to her shameful self and allowed a single, short nod.

“I see, yes, you’re right—we must complete the healing properly,” Sylvi said. She then bit her lip while thinking, and added, “I will examine your body for possible remnant energy of the hex… And I will need your help! If you feel a certain reaction within your body, that means that we must focus on that spot. Will you tell me where to focus my healing?”

Lyra nodded again.

“Good,” Sylvi said, took a deep breath, and added, “Then let us proceed.”

Yes, please proceed! Lyra gave into her shameful side more and more. Each small step made it that much easier to make the next step. Before she even knew it, Lyra counted seconds until Sylvi’s hands would finally glide below her abdomen and spread that hot, healing energy where she needed it most. But to Lyra’s shameful self’s dismay, Sylvi’s hands did not move where she needed them.

“Do you feel any reaction here?” Sylvi asked while she hovered her hands above Lyra’s solar plexus.

Lyra shook her head. The distance from her solar plexus to her needed spot was practically identical to the previous distance from her wound. And the more Lyra thought about it, the more she came to the conclusion that it was almost impossible to make such a perfect arc around the ultimate spot by accident.

Even so, the healing was not unpleasant—the way the warm healing pulses washed over her breasts brought Lyra new discoveries of sensations she did not know before. Those sensations gathered around her nipples, making them tingle in ways that made Lyra want to touch them.

No! She’ll discover me and stop this before she reaches that place!! Lyra’s fears rose as did her nipples. Lyra feared how obvious her hardened nipples would become. She needed Sylvi to move her hands once more before it was too late.

“Hn!” Lyra let out a sound when Sylvi’s hands finally moved lower, to her belly.

“Am I getting closer?” Sylvi asked, and Lyra instantly nodded positively in response.

I’m not even trying to hide it! Lyra thought in horror, but in this heated state, her shameful self took full control. At least stop making those sounds! Lyra tried to bargain with her perverted side, but as soon as Sylvi’s hands moved even lower, that too was a lost cause.

“Ohhh!” Lyra could not hold back her voice even as she bit her hand.

“What a strong reaction! I must be getting close to healing the hex! Am I moving in the right direction, Lyra?”

Lyra shook her head up and down frantically, desperate for Sylvi to continue. And Sylvi did continue—her hands moved lower, indecently lower. But Lyra no longer cared how indecent it was—the pulsating waves set her body ablaze and barely holding back her cries of pleasure was all that she could do.

“Incredible! To think there was still so much of the hex and poison left within you!” Sylvi gasped. “It is a good thing that we continued the healing ritual. Is this the spot? Or… further?”

Lyra shook her head and almost pierced the skin in her hand with her teeth when the epicenter of Sylvi’s healing pulses approached the ultimate spot.

“Lower?”

“YES!” Lyra cried out, demanding her queen’s healing touch between her legs. The guard already quaked and trembled, and as soon as the center of Sylvi’s healing touch settled over Lyra’s wet, burning place, Lyra cried her soul out without holding back.

“Found it,” Sylvi let out a soft laugh, though Lyra could not even hear those words.

“Ooooohhhh, yesss!!!” Lyra screamed and her entire body started shaking. Faced with such a situation, she could not have held back her cries even if her life depended on it. Sylvi’s healing pulses stimulated Lyra’s swollen clit directly and sent her into a magnificent, soul-lifting orgasm.




Chapter 8

“I think that might have been sufficient to expel all foul magic that still resided within your body,” Sylvi spoke quietly after Lyra’s most violent convulsions had subsided. “If you are feeling better… we could end this now, and I’ll leave you to—”

Lyra interrupted Sylvi’s words by jumping from the bed, grabbing her queen’s face, and kissing her right on the lips. She kissed her queen strongly, passionately, and she did not let go until all her pent-up feelings for Sylvi were finally released.

“Ah!” Lyra moaned as Sylvi responded to her kiss. How could she let go now? Lyra’s mind and body cried out for this far too fiercely for far too long. For too long she repressed these feelings. Even if this kiss lasted for days, it would not begin to approach the debt that she was due to her shameful self that Lyra finally let loose, and now reaped the benefits from it.

No going back! Lyra thought as she kept pressing her lips against Sylvi’s. If I’m going to be executed for this, I might as well make this the most cherished kiss that any elf has ever known! I want her to remember me until her dying day, just like I will only see and think of her until the executioner takes my life.

Lyra finally let her tongue move forward, and Sylvi’s lips parted all too easily. Not only did Sylvi’s lips welcome Lyra’s passionate tongue, but the Queen’s royal tongue quickly connected with Lyra’s and danced with it together. The Queen matched her guard’s forbidden passion as she embraced Lyra, and both women gave themselves to their desires.

She wants me! She wants me too! Lyra’s soul lit up with a blaze of a thousand suns as her queen’s gentle hands moved swiftly all over her naked body. Lyra was right to listen to her shameful self, she was so right, and she was so glad for giving in.

Thank you! Lyra thanked her shameful self over and over again, while her body trembled from her queen unwrapping the cotton cloths that covered Lyra’s chest. She wants to touch me too, she wants to touch me more! Then I too can…

Lyra instantly gave in and started undressing Sylvi. If her queen was fine with revealing Lyra’s breasts, if her queen wanted to touch them, to feel them, to make love to them, then so could Lyra. Sylvi’s breasts!! Lyra struggled for breath from sheer horny excitement as she fumbled to do away with Sylvi’s garments.

For all the disgruntled opinions many elves had for their queen, Sylvi’s beauty was never questioned and well known throughout the elven realms. Her magical hair, her ears, her eyes—there was no part of her that wasn’t perfect, that wouldn’t desired by any man or woman of the realm.

And her breasts… Oh, those giant breasts! Lyra’s mouth watered at the mere thought of finally unveiling the Queen’s divine bosom. To see it in all its glory, to feel the weight of it, to touch her nipples, to suckle on them gently—it was worth dying for!

Too often Lyra caught the perverted gazes that were directed at her queen’s tempting body. She could do nothing about it even as it made her temperature rise in anger. But now that they were together like this, now that she was about to see Sylvi’s breasts for herself, up close and fully exposed, Lyra understood that she was no better than any pervert in the royal court.

I am the worst of them all, Lyra admitted, pretending that I am any better when I harbored such forbidden desires. But if that means that I can hold Sylvi’s breasts in my hands, squeeze them, kiss them, suck on them, then I gladly accept being the worst elf in the entire realm!

“OOhn!!” Lyra moaned when she fondled Sylvi’s big tit before she even exposed it fully. She could wait no longer, and the weight of Sylvi’s breast in her hand dwarfed all imagination.

Sylvi pulled away from Lyra’s lips, just for a few inches, laughed softly, and asked, “You like them? But me first!”

“Ah?” Lyra gasped, and only after she followed Sylvi’s gaze down did she realize that her own humble breasts were already completely naked. Lyra was so preoccupied with Sylvi’s breasts that she did not even pay attention to Sylvi’s hands upon her inferior chest.

What was there to pay attention to? Lyra’s passion shrunk a little from embarrassment. I didn’t notice because there’s nothing to notice! Why would anyone ever find those uninviting things attractive?

Lyra could no longer even tell if her nipples remained erect because of excitement or embarrassment. Not even the size of a pair of apples, her breasts looked even smaller when put in direct opposition to the Queen’s royal melons. And yet, her queen moved quickly and she put Lyra’s left nipple in her mouth before Lyra could apologize for disappointing Sylvi with her meager offerings.

“Ahn!” Lyra threw her head back from the sudden electrifying shock when Sylvi’s tongue swirled around her nipple. Lyra instantly wanted more. She put her left hand on the back of Sylvi’s head and pressed her queen even closer.

More! Lick them more! Lyra begged, though she dared not command her queen openly. Sylvi’s mouth was so warm, her lips made Lyra’s nipple tingle. The other one too! Lyra pleaded and inadvertently pushed Sylvi’s head to the right side. Sylvi slid her tongue sideways across Lyra’s chest until she reached the other nipple and made love to it too.

She did it! Lyra moaned even louder. She knew what I wanted! She followed my guidance! Lyra wanted to repay her queen. She used her one free hand to finish what she started and undo Sylvi’s dress. Lyra did not want to rip the queen’s priceless gown, but she was on the verge of doing just that if she did not finally gain access to the breasts that rested in her lap while Sylvi worshipped her chest.

“Finally!!” Lyra cried out loud when Sylvi’s dress slid freely off her back. “My queen!” Lyra leaned down to meet the queen’s mouth that made such sweet love to her breasts. She kissed her queen again to thank her before moving down to thank Sylvi’s other parts.

“Oh, spirits!” Lyra gasped when she saw what she had unveiled. She knew that Sylvi’s breasts were big, but seeing them fully revealed humbled Lyra in new ways. How are they even bigger? Lyra stared in amazement at the breasts that appeared to be nearly as big as her head.

Ever since Sylvi blossomed, many elven maidens used various tricks to imitate the most coveted chest in all the elven realms. They lifted, they padded—nothing was sacred. Even in the barracks, Lyra saw with her own eyes a few examples of reality not matching the façade.

But Sylvi’s possessions were the real deal—she was the Queen after all! Full and heavy, with the soft pink on her even nipples that matched the color of her lips, it was a wonder to Lyra that the elven realms had yet to descend into open war for these breasts.

“D-Do you not like them?” Sylvi asked nervously. “I know that they’re too big. They get in the way all the time, and our tailors struggle to make the right fit, but—AHN!!”

The Queen moaned when Lyra suddenly enveloped her areola and nipple with her mouth. Lyra refused to hear such nonsense. How could you ever say that!? Lyra resolved to use her mouth to prove her love for her queen’s breasts and snuff out the insulting suggestion that she could ever not love these breasts.

“Huaah~!” Lyra breathed heavily through her salivating mouth as she kissed and licked everywhere around that nipple while caressing both breasts with her hands. Unable to hold herself back for a moment longer, Lyra attacked the queen’s breasts with a burning desire to make love to that inviting pink and forever claim it as her own.

So huge! So heavy! Lyra was amazed yet again at how Sylvi could walk so gracefully and with such a perfect posture at all times when she had this heavy of a weight always pulling her down. What, perhaps, was most impressive to Lyra, was how Sylvi’s heavy breasts managed to stay so high up without any support. They sagged as little as Lyra’s meager fruits despite the size and fulness that could not begin to fit in the guard’s hands.

And they’re mine! All mine! Only mine! Burning hot with desire, Lyra barely held herself back from biting into Sylvi’s soft flesh while she buried her face in it. Despite her recent orgasm, Lyra felt how wet and hot she was down there too, aching for stimulation, just like she stimulated her breasts.

Somewhere deep in her mind, Lyra knew that she was too aggressive already, that she allowed herself far too much, that her fingers dug too deep, squeezed too tight. Surely, it was unthinkable to allow her teeth to touch those delicate nipples? And yet, the hotter Lyra’s fire burned, the more insatiable she became, the louder Sylvi moaned under her guard’s passionate assault.

I wonder if she’s as wet as I am, Lyra’s mind grew ever daring upon hearing Sylvi’s sweet reactions. It was probably the hotness between her legs that spoke these thoughts, but the more of Sylvi she got, the more she wanted. And if the queen’s entire body was a shining example of perfection, it would only assume that her most sensitive place was as magnificent, wouldn’t it?

The royal beauty was famous, as was the potency of the royal magic. And those stories fanned the flames of less wholesome rumors, spoken by lecherous minds who could never dare hope to confirm them. That a queen’s pussy was second to none and would make an elf unleash his seed within a single thrust.

The rumors disgusted Lyra. And yet, she too now desired to touch Sylvi’s pink, to make her quake with delight just like she did. Lyra had no magic, but if her lips upon Sylvi’s breasts made her queen moan so sweetly, Lyra dared imagine that her lips would prove equally successful between Sylvi’s legs.

Let me please you as you did me! Lyra silently asked Sylvi as she finally let her hands part from Sylvi’s breasts and slowly descend where no guard was permitted to descend. The fantasy of her graceful queen losing herself to pleasure drove Lyra mad with lust as she imagined Sylvi holding her head down, pushing it toward her aching place, and begging for more.

Whether Lyra was a man or a woman, a pure elf or a half-breed, seeking the Queen’s hand was unthinkable for someone of her lowly standing. And to lay with the Queen secretly? Madness! We’re both mad then! Lyra told herself as she let her hands slide across Sylvi’s thighs and slowly move beneath her skirt.

“Oahn!!” Sylvi groaned when she felt her guard’s hands move beneath her dress. There was no hiding it anymore—her thighs were wet. That her pussy was overflowing and soaking her dress was now revealed. Countless suitors for many years, the weight of all elven realms upon her shoulders, yet she was wet for her guard and no one else.

She wants me! Lyra’s mind lit up and all her attention swiftly shifted down below, where her hands felt the sticky wetness upon Sylvi’s inner thighs, hidden beneath layers of cloth. She squeezed those thighs, caressed them gently, and slowly exposed them more and more. 

Lyra continued to make love to Sylvi’s breasts with her tongue, but in her mind, she already imagined her lips softly kissing the most sensitive little button that every woman had.  Much smaller than the Queen’s nipple, yet infinitely more susceptible to caring attention.

Lyra’s only worry was whether she’d be able to please the Queen as well as she wanted to. Her only experience was that of her own hands when her urges got the better of her. And she was terrified that her crude fingers would fall woefully short of satisfying royalty.

Erase all doubt! Lyra reminded herself. It was the only way to survive on the battlefield. And what is sex if not a battle?

Sylvi had delivered the first strike—she made Lyra’s defenses crumble and willingly embrace defeat. The fight for their hilltops went back and forth without a decisive victor. And if Lyra wanted victory, if she wanted to plant her flag deep in Sylvi’s soul, she had to move with iron resolve and ruthless purpose.

Lyra dug through Sylvi’s skirts faster and with renewed fire. Her heart pounded, she almost bit down on Sylvi’s breast just to contain her thoughts at what she would do when she’d finally reveal the maker of a royal bloodline. The closer she got to the unveiling, the brighter her flames burned, the more Lyra let her tongue loose on Sylvi’s mountains as she coated them with her wet desire until she felt the resistance of Sylvi’s skirt crumble.

“Ah…” Lyra gasped and let Sylvi’s giant tit out of her mouth when she brought to light that which those pompous noble elves could only dream of.

There it is! Lyra’s fires froze for a moment as she looked upon Sylvi’s smooth pink for the very first time. Cleanly shaven, evenly formed, yet the sparkling strands of love revealed the indecent desires within this perfection. Lyra’s breaths were ragged as she slowly descended toward it, drawn by some unseen force to where no lips had ever been.

I’m really doing this… The last semblance of Lyra’s sense broke through the sea of desire as she became aware of their unspeakable actions. We’re really doing this! She’s not stopping me. This is her last chance to stop this. If we do not stop now… Lyra remembered the rule of battle. No hesitation!

“Ohh, Lyra!!” Sylvi cried out and closed her eyes as soon as her guard’s warmth enveloped the certain tiny spot between her legs. Lyra’s tongue moved across it, around it, caressed that spot from every angle as it moved across the entire length of her aching, wet place. Sylvi closed her eyes to better engross herself in every subtle sensation while the moist, hot massage overwhelmed her.

She’ll know! She’ll know! Sylvi covered her mouth to hide her moans. If I moan too loudly, she’ll know how much I like it. She’ll know how often I touched myself while thinking of her. She can’t know what a pervert I am! She can’t know how much I want her to keep going and make me tremble just like I made myself tremble while thinking of her.

I can still pretend that the healing was an accident, just a small unforeseen side effect, Sylvi told herself. And even kissing each other’s beautiful breasts is not that bad—we’re women after all; a kiss or two is nothing of concern. But if I put my hands on her head to bring her closer, she’ll think that I’m no better than any of those ignorant nobles that bullied her... I don’t want to bully her… I just want her tongue inside me!

She’s holding herself back, Lyra deduced as she made love to Sylvi’s clit. But what is the reason behind silencing her voice? Does she not like my efforts? Is she patiently waiting for me to improve my technique?

Yet Lyra’s knowledge was extremely limited. She could only follow her heart and her senses. What would she want? What made her heartbeat quicken? At times it appeared that soft teasing was more effective, at other times a stronger touch made her tremble while a muffled moan broke through Sylvi’s hands upon her mouth.

But with each passing minute, Lyra wanted ever more. She wanted to go deeper inside Sylvi. She only licked the edges, but she wanted to explore Sylvi’s pussy as deep as she could. She wanted to involve her fingers and assault Sylvi's wet cave in ways a man would, even though it seemed so wrong.

If I do not please her properly I’ll insult her, but if I act too improper I’ll disgust her… This is already a crime against every law and oath I know. She’s showing kindness just allowing this much, and yet I want more.

With two paths before her, equally dangerous, Lyra had only one source of wise council—her shameful self. That inner pervert who had not failed her yet. And that inner pervert made her decision abundantly clear a long time ago. Do not doubt yourself! Lyra reminded herself as she finally let her tongue invade her opponent’s keep while she brought her right hand closer and combined two fingers, ready to quickly follow inside.

“HHhhmmmmm!!” Sylvi’s muffled moans were too loud to contain even with both hands over her mouth. She figured it out! She figured out what a pervert I am! How could she not? After what I did to her under the pretense of healing? Shame on me!

I’m supposed to be so much better than this. But she’s making me feel too good! Oh, mother, why did you not warn me that a tongue upon my pussy from the person I love would feel so good? Ah, there’s no hiding it any longer!

Sylvi put her hands on the back of Lyra’s head and pushed her guard down onto her pussy, signaling clearly how much she needed her guard even deeper within her overflowing keep.

She accepted me! She accepted my tongue! Lyra cheered as she followed her queen’s pressing guidance. The deeper Lyra went with her tongue, the more her queen flowed with love, and the more her queen pressed her on for even deeper ventures.

“Oahn!!” Sylvi let her moans flow freely, knowing that they both were under the protection of her barrier. Yes! Feel my love! Sylvi did not dare cry out such words for fear of being discovered as a total pervert. Yet it did not stop her from feeding her love juices to Lyra as she got off on her guard licking them all up and going deeper for more.

“Pfuah!” Lyra licked and swallowed all that her queen offered. She did so not because it was her duty, but because Sylvi’s juices were delicious: her most intimate offering, and Lyra alone was permitted to feast on it.

Lyra’s training helped her stay down without breath for such lengths of time that Sylvi started to forget where she was. And that was before Lyra brought forth two fingers which she pushed inside Sylvi’s trembling cave.

“Oh, yes!” Sylvi cried out and let go of Lyra’s head. She had no strength to control or to guide. Her guard’s thrusts were deep and precise yet her tongue was soft and gentle upon her clit. Sylvi trembled more and more as the resistance within her keep crumbled. Lyra’s victory in this battle was assured and Sylvi would have waved the flag of surrender if she had any strength to do so.

Yes! She wants this! She needs this! Lyra could not stop herself when Sylvi’s body shook more and more from her thrusts. Lyra felt how wet she was herself. Sweat and juices drenched Sylvi’s sheets, and Lyra squirmed against them, eager to climax together with her queen as she fucked Sylvi’s pussy with her fingers and tongue.

“Keep going! Ah, don’t stop!” Sylvi moaned as her quakes reached the point of no return.

Lyra caught the motions that pleased Sylvi most and continued them repeatedly as Sylvi’s shaking hips rose toward her mouth and fingers until Sylvi could do nothing but moan as her trembles turned to convulsions and she pushed Lyra’s head down into her pussy once more.

Sylvi could not imagine being parted at this moment. Her mind flashed with pleasures that eclipsed all her lonely ventures. She felt as one with Lyra in her soul, and she held her tightly to be as one in her body as well. And through all that, Lyra dutifully kept her lips around Sylvi’s clit and gently caressed it with her tongue, not to overstimulate, but to guide it over the waves of ecstasy and devour all the shaking, all the juices that flowed from Sylvi’s pussy.

Neither of them could have known how long the quakes lasted. When Sylvi started to regain her senses, she still felt Lyra’s loving tongue between her legs—a soothing massage after a violent storm.




Chapter 9

“Mmh,” Lyra moaned while she slowly and gently licked around Sylvi’s pussy, collecting any juices that were still left, making sure that nothing was left to slide down and cause indecent stains upon the sheets beneath Sylvi’s hips, even while her own pussy felt like it was in a puddle.

“Did I please you, my queen?” Lyra asked as she looked up at Sylvi.

When Sylvi heard those words and saw the cute expression her royal guard made with those half-elf hazel eyes, Sylvi lit up with such a fire that all the sweat upon her face nearly vaporized into steam. Sylvi rose from bed and pushed Lyra down beneath her, holding her guard down as she got on top of her.

“M-My queen?” Lyra stammered. She could barely recognize her queen. That possessed look was unlike anything she had ever seen on Sylvi’s gentle face. It was far more from base lechery which Lyra saw upon occasion on some of Sylvi’s lecherous suitors or gossiping nobles at court when they thought that no one was looking. But even they did not allow themselves to display such a primal, animalistic desire.

Sylvi’s stare turned from possessed to possessive. And although Lyra had no intention of ever resisting anything her queen did, she did notice Sylvi display unexpected strength as she held her guard down—with one hand—while she used the other to completely undress Lyra below her waist.

“Oh!” Can’t be! Lyra moaned as she felt a familiar radiating heat pulse through her thighs where Sylvi undressed her. Unable to wait even long enough to make Lyra’s thighs naked, The Queen already moved to conquer her guard and cast her healing spell once more.

“Ah… Do with me as you please, my queen!” Lyra gasped as she raised her hips to help Sylvi undress her.

“I will!” Sylvi finally dared reveal her heart in the heat of passion and kissed her guard with burning desire while she did away with the last obstruction between them.

Sylvi’s hands trembled with anxiety and excitement. She had never been with anyone before, and her inexperience brought fear or underperformance, but her desire to be one with Lyra and climax together again and again and again surpassed all her apprehension.

Sylvi brought herself to climax many times while fantasizing about her guard, yet none were as powerful as when brought forth by fantasy turned to reality. As soon as Lyra’s wet thighs and pussy were revealed, Sylvi pressed her loins close and trapped her healing hand between them.

Sylvi barely understood this strange, base desire to conquer a woman and hear her moans beneath her. As if her hands were not her own, as if her entire body and mind were taken over by a completely different person, and yet Sylvi eagerly gave in to this animalistic control. She agreed with it, embraced it, she pressed her hips against Lyra’s, and channeled all the magic power she had between them to make Lyra writhe in sweet agony and join her in the lewd depravity.

“OOOhh!” Lyra’s moans grew louder and her hips moved to meet her queen. Truly, a royal bloodline! Lyra trembled from Sylvi’s healing power. And she’s this excited… for me? Lyra looked into the fire that raged within Sylvi’s beautiful eyes, and as their hips danced to the rhythm of Sylvi’s magical pulses, Lyra could only say, “I am yours!”

“Ohh!” Sylvi pressed her lips against Lyra’s once more upon hearing those words as another strong pulse of heat and pleasure united them.

As Sylvi held down her guard, she noted a certain glove upon Lyra’s left hand and forearm, from which Lyra was yet to part. Sylvi slid her hand across it, but Lyra stopped her as soon as Sylvi’s fingers touched the edge of that glove.

“It’s ugly,” Lyra muttered with shame.

“It is not,” Sylvi said and kissed Lyra again while she slowly pulled off the glove.

“Ah,” Lyra moaned from both the warmth they shared between their legs and Sylvi’s touch upon her damaged hand. Lyra did not even like to look at it herself, but for her queen to desire to see it now... How can she want to see it? Lyra could not believe it. And despite Lyra’s disbelief, Sylvi brought her scarred hand close to her lips and kissed it softly, in the middle of the deepest scar.

“Ohh,” Lyra now trembled not from the warm pulses below her abdomen, but from Sylvi’s soft lips moving across her gruesome scars.

“I could heal them if you wished it,” Sylvi whispered and slid her tongue across Lyra’s forearm.

“Please don’t!” Lyra said without hesitation. She couldn’t even understand why she refused such an offer. She hated those scars. And yet they were a part of her now, a necessary reminder.

“As you wish,” Sylvi said as she took Lyra’s hand lower to their shared heat. “I want to feel you too.”

That hand!? Lyra gasped. “But…”

“I will alter my spell. It will not heal wounded flesh.”

As soon as Sylvi said those words a strong pulse shot through both their bodies as she altered her spell. But the radiating warmth from her fingers did not disappear, and she moved those fingers inside Lyra’s pussy.

“Ahh!” Lyra trembled while Sylvi’s hot fingers moved ever deeper. She moved them back and forth back and forth inside Lyra, spreading the hot, pulsating energy throughout her guard while she pressed Lyra’s wounded hand against her wetness.

The pleasure overwhelmed Lyra’s senses to the point that she did not notice that her fingers were now again at Sylvi’s delicate pussy. But this time those fingers were the ones that Lyra never thought she’d reveal, let alone touch her queen with them.

Sylvi let go of Lyra’s hand, grabbed her face, and said, “Make me yours as you are mine!”

“As you command!” Lyra said and thrust her fingers into Sylvi.

“Oh yes!” Sylvi’s moaned, and Lyra felt Sylvi’s reaction throughout her body. Sylvi’s fingers moved quicker, the energy they unleashed grew, and both women pressed their hips together—each spurred by the action of the other.

Within seconds it turned into a race of who could please the other more. They exchanged kisses all over each other's bodies; Sylvi pressed Lyra into her breasts, urging her guard to lick and suck and bite them while they fucked each other with their fingers and entwined their bodies.

Sylvi dug her hand into Lyra’s hair and grabbed hold of it, guiding Lyra’s insatiable mouth toward her other nipple until it too received the kind of treatment that no elf would dare bestow upon the Queen’s royal breasts.

The hotter the two women got, the rougher they became, their fingers curling inside one another’s overflowing pussies while Sylvi’s magic coursed through them and built their pleasure to unimaginable heights. Each of them wanted to bring the other to an even stronger climax, and both of them wanted to climax together.

“Lyra!”

“Sylvi!”

They screamed each other’s names as their flight reached the heavens. As their pleasure consumed their flashing minds and trembling bodies, they let out such screams of ecstasy that threatened to shatter Sylvi’s barrier upon her chambers. But in that sacred moment, neither of the lovers cared for such mortal worries as they melted in one another’s embrace, hips together, sheets drenched, united as one.

Even after their shaking orgasms had long subsided, both women still lay together in warm embrace. Neither of them wanted this dream to end. Both wanted nothing more than to stay like this, just the two of them, away from the plots and schemes that surrounded them.

“As long as I draw breath, no one will ever harm you,” Lyra swore.

“And there is no one else I want by my side other than you,” Sylvi replied.

A moment later Lyra felt Sylvi’s gentle touch upon her face as her queen wiped away a drop from her cheek.

A tear? Lyra was shocked. She had finally allowed herself to cry.

The End.
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