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"No, I'm sorry, sir, I haven't seen anyone that looks quite like that around here," Samantha Silverborne said.

She nervously squeezed the edge of the door as the soldier craned his neck to try to peer deeper into her cottage. The soldier's face was completely hidden behind the visor of his dark iron helmet. His hot breath hissed through the grates of his mouth vents like the billows of a forge.

"Are you alone, lady?" the soldier asked in the heavy, dull accent of someone from the northern territories. "Big farm for one person. Husband been drafted? What regiment he with?"

"My father was drafted, yes. He's serving in the east with the Scorpion brigade." As intimidating as the towering figure before her was, Samantha firmly held her ground at the doorway to stop the soldier from advancing into her home unbidden.

"Oh? Not married, eh? Bet it gets lonely out here so far away from town," he said, his suspicious questioning quickly morphed to a more lecherous, debauched speech. "Haven't been able to quench my thirst at the tavern for almost two weeks now because of that fugitive business. Maybe I can come in, have a look around to satisfy my duties, and perhaps we can help each other with a few drinks to slake our thirst?"

Samantha forced herself to smile and held firm on the door. "No, I'm fine, thank you. I've had plenty to drink already. Our cows provide the finest milk in the area."

"Hahaha!" the soldier chortled. Samantha winced when he leaned forward and wrapped his gauntlet around the edge of the door frame. If she slammed the door on his fingers it wouldn't even phase him. "If you like milk, I think I might have something you might like..."

"Yudr! The last patrol already searched that house!" A voice from down the road called out. Two other soldiers came into view, waving at their compatriot who was mere inches from entering Samantha's cottage. "We're calling off the hunt for now! Let's get back to the village!"

The big, heavily armored man huffed through his visor and backed away from the door. He looked down at Samantha and in a dejected voice said, "Maybe I can see you at the tavern sometime after this mess blows over?"

Samantha nodded frantically while continuing to hold her smile. "Of course! Once things calm down, let's have a glass of milk together!"

The soldier nodded, turned around, and sulkily walked back toward the road where the rest of his group waited for him. Samantha, frozen at the doorway, waved goodbye to the patrol of guards until they disappeared around a bend in the road and off of her father's property. In a sharp exhale of anxious energy, she slowly closed the door and leaned her forehead against it.

On the other side of the door, out of sight of Yudr, hid Daphne. The futa warrior stood silently in a fighting stance with her longsword held expertly over her head. If that soldier had stepped one foot into the room she was fully prepared to lob his head off.

Samantha looked to the stoic, beautiful woman she saved ten days ago. The same dangerous fugitive that all of those soldiers were looking for. The intense concentration in the warrior's light blue eyes subsided once it was clear the threat had moved on. Daphne let out a long, focused sigh and slackened her tensed muscles, lowering her sword to the ground. She ran a hand over her sweat-covered forehead and through her long, silky, blonde hair.

Due to the stab wound in her side, Daphne wore only a long linen bandage wrapped around her heaving chest to give herself some modesty as she healed. The thin cotton shift around her thick thighs gave a tantalizing peek of her nether regions.

Samantha averted her eyes away from what lay beneath her undercloth. Daphne's lean, tight muscles glistened with sweat. She seemed exhausted, clearly needing more rest, from having to hold her sword up so high for such a long time.

"Look at you!" Samantha fretted. She swooped under the warrior's arm and wrapped it around her shoulders to support the larger woman like a crutch. Together, they limped back to the bed. "I told you to let me handle it! You need to rest!"

Daphne was so much taller than the petite, dark-haired woman underneath her. Samantha groaned against the dense weight of the warrior's muscles. They stumbled but Samantha was able to correct themselves before they fell over. She blushed when she felt the mighty swordswoman's face nuzzle against the top of her head.

"I'm fine," Daphne grumbled as she pulled her face away from the tangle of Samantha's hair. Too proud to admit her weakness, the fierce fighter tried her best to hide a grimace of pain as she slid back into bed. "It didn't look like you had everything under control. What would have happened to you if that soldier came inside? I heard the way he was talking to you."

"Thank you for your concern, but I can handle myself," Samantha said with a cocksure grin. "Besides, I'm not sure if you noticed, but that boy was just puffing himself up. I bet he's one of the fresh recruits. Sometimes all that metal they're encased in gets to their heads."

"And sometimes it goes to their cocks." The intensity resurfaced in Daphne's frosty eyes. Samantha had to turn away, too embarrassed to stare too long into the warrior's protective gaze. "If he had laid a hand on you, I would have chopped him into bits."

"Yes, and then the rest of his friends would have finished you off." Samantha rested her hand on the other woman's solid forearm. "It's a good thing you didn't kill that captain. The patrols aren't too bad. They must think you've escaped at this point. Once the captain heals, they'll move on."

Samantha didn't say it out loud, but she knew what the consequences would have been if Daphne had killed that captain. The soldiers would have turned the village inside out to find the wandering adventurer. There would have been no escape or chance of hiding from the vengeful soldiers' rampage.

The captain had overstepped his flirtations with the lone warrior at the local tavern. When his hand slipped under the table, Daphne decked the officer across his jaw to the surprise of the townsfolk and his men. A fight broke out and in the chaos, someone drew a knife and stabbed Daphne in the side. In a fury, she grabbed a chair and broke it over the captain's head, knocking him out.

In the confusion and the soldiers' distress for their unconscious commander, Daphne was able to escape the building. Despite watching the whole affair unfold in front of her, Samantha rushed to the aid of the wounded warrior and hid her under a bushel of onions in her cart.

It was a stupid risk on Samantha's part. This drunken and battered brawler was a complete stranger. A stranger who just became a wanted fugitive for attacking an officer of the Empire.

The young, naive woman carted the injured stranger back to her cottage where she stitched up her wound. It was a nasty gash but it didn't seem life-threatening. It was, however, incredibly painful for Daphne, as she introduced herself, on Samantha's kitchen table.

Daphne wanted to run off as soon as her wound was sewn up, but Samantha knew she wouldn't get far in her condition. The soldiers were surely already scouting the area, hunting down the fugitive for justice. With a stern hand, Samantha forced the weakened warrior to stay with her. And so, for the next two weeks, they managed to evade capture by putting Daphne in a secret space in the cellar whenever a patrol came knocking.

In those ten days, Daphne and Samantha grew closer. Very close. It was that first night while patching the injury, that Samantha discovered Daphne's lineage as a futa tribeswoman. When she had first set her eyes on the warrior's staff, she was stunned.

Samantha had never known such a thing was possible. Her village was small and far on the edge of the Empire. It was a rarity for travelers to pass by. The exciting events of that night were going to be talked about for years.

After a brief explanation of the history of the futa tribe, Samantha became more and more intrigued by the ravishing swordswoman. In the evenings, Daphne regaled the innocent young woman with tales of her travels and exploits as she rested in Samantha's father's bed. With her mouth agape at the stories, Samantha's wanderlust began to resurface.

Before her father was drafted, Samantha desperately wanted to leave her quiet little village behind and explore the wider world. With the war in the east and her father's recruitment, it fell to her to look after the farm. She begged her father to leave the farm with her uncle who was too old for the draft. But he refused, stating it was far too dangerous for a young lady to be traveling alone. Being the dutiful daughter she was, she relented and did as she was told.

Listening to Daphne's stories rekindled her desire for adventure. She wasn't strong like Daphne, but she could use a bow quite well. Being an only child who lost her mother shortly after she was born, her father taught her how to hunt as soon as she was able to walk. She could earn enough money from selling pelts while also feeding herself from the land. She had everything planned out. And then her father snuffed out her calling. Until the day she rescued Daphne.

The time they had together was quickly running out. Soon, the soldiers would move on and Daphne would simply head in the opposite direction on the road. Samantha's heart lurched. She desperately wanted to join Daphne's journey. Not only due to her wanderlust.

As they talked and became accustomed to one another, Samantha started to feel things toward Daphne that she didn't think were possible. Until now, she only felt those sorts of feelings toward some of the young men in the village. She had never felt this way with a woman before.

For two weeks, Samantha resisted the urge to give herself to the alluring female mercenary. There was a tight, constricting knot in her stomach. Her resolve had weakened with the encroaching deadline of Daphne's departure. Samantha knew if she didn't act, she would forever regret it.

Samantha gently squeezed the taut muscles of Daphne's forearm. Slowly, she looked up to the warrior's eyes. The intensity of her vigilant stare had not diminished. A crimson blush rose on the farm girl's cheeks.

"And once the soldiers move on, I suppose you'll leave not long after, isn't that right?" Samantha sorrowfully asked.

"Yes," Daphne said coolly with a slight nod as her lips curled into a wry smile. "Once they are gone, I can continue on the road. I'm sorry for having been such a burden to you."

"You're not a burden!" Samantha shouted. Her hand tightened around the firm forearm. "If anything, I'm the burden! Please, I'm begging you! Take me with you! I don't want you to leave me!"

Surprise crossed Daphne's face. Samantha was on the verge of tears when the taller woman started to laugh. Before Samantha could ask what was so funny, Daphne wrapped a hand around Samantha's dark hair. With a firm pull, their lips collided.

It was good that Samantha was at a loss for words because she wouldn't have been able to speak anyway. Daphne poked her tongue past Samantha's lips and into her mouth. The hot, wet wriggling of their tongues against one another made the naive country girl's mind go blank. All of her senses focused on only pleasure.

Without conscious thought, her free hand fell onto Daphne's fit, muscular thigh and slid the thin cotton undergarment down her long legs. She grasped the thick cock in her hand and marveled at how hot it felt. Strong, healthy blood pumped into the shaft and she could feel the rhythmic pulse of it through her palm.

Daphne withdrew her tongue and planted multiple soft, little kisses over Samantha's face and neck. Between her smooches, she spoke, "I was afraid you didn't want me. I've been dreading the day I had to leave."

Samantha's grip around Daphne's pole strengthened. "I have been as well! I was scared that if I gave myself to you that you would just leave me here. I want to travel with you, Daphne. I want to be with you."

Up and down, Samantha stroked the futa warrior's cock. The warrior's chest rose and fell as she gasped for breath. Her balls looked heavy and swollen. She wasn't proud to admit it, but Samantha tried to sneakily catch Daphne pleasuring herself. With how the trained swordswoman writhed on the bed from only her hand, it was clear that she was suffering from a lack of release.

"I want to put you in my mouth," Samantha whispered enticingly.

She heard the other girls talk about sucking on the penises of the boys. Why would anyone put something like that in their mouth? But for Daphne, Samantha would try anything.

Samantha brought her face down to Daphne's large, meaty penis. It was much bigger than any of the village boys she had been with. Tentatively, she opened her mouth and sucked on the mushroom tip. It was salty with sweat, but not entirely unpleasant. Daphne groaned with lust and bucked her hips, spearing more of her pole into the unsuspecting farm girl's mouth.

She gagged when the head tickled the back of her throat. Seeing Daphne in such an intense state of ecstasy was a feast for Samantha's eyes to behold. She wanted to make this skilled adventurer not see her as a simple village girl. It was true she was ignorant of the outside world beyond her county, but she was willing to learn and adapt. Both in combat and in the bedroom.

Samantha spat out her cock and slowly stroked it using her spittle as a lubricant. "I won't be a burden to you, Daphne. I'm not weak. I can help you in a fight. And as your lover."

Samantha kissed the tip of Daphne's penis and swallowed it down to the hilt. It was far too thick. Her throat stretched uncomfortably around the other woman's cock.

"Ah, you can't just do things on your own!" Daphne groaned. She wrapped her powerful arms around Samantha's waist and hoisted her onto the bed. "If you're coming with me, then we must learn to work together."

Daphne reached underneath Samantha's dress and pulled down her undergarments. Samantha groaned around Daphne's cock, her head bobbed up and down, as the other woman demonstrated her own superior oral sex skills.

This was another thing Samantha had not experienced. It didn't even dawn on her that she could receive oral satisfaction as well. Daphne's expert tongue danced her wet hole and tickled her most sensitive areas in ways she couldn't with her own fingers.

Desperately, Samantha suckled on the adventurer's finely honed weapon. She wanted to make Daphne cum first. She wanted to prove that she wasn't just some country girl that she could play with and forget. Samantha wanted to show this warrior that she was just as strong and brave and sexier as she was.

Daphne grunted and her solid frame trembled against Samantha's body. She smothered her face deep between Samantha's thighs, breathing deeply. The larger woman wrapped her robust arms around the petite waist of her savior in a tight embrace.

A flood of hot, sticky cream exploded in Samantha's mouth. A reward for her hard effort. She swallowed all of it hungrily, praying that some of the futa warrior's strength would transfer into her body from her powerfully fertile seed.

Pride welled up inside of the young woman and mingled with her quickly expanding lust. Samantha crushed her thighs around the silky strands of golden hair around the swordswoman's head.

Daphne's tongue swirled in a frenzy over Samantha's dripping folds. The warrior's hands strongly gripped her backside as she feasted on the smaller woman's honey pot.

"Right there, Daphne!" Samantha urged her. "I'm cumming!"

Samantha's body jerked much like Daphne's as a red hot wave surged through her tingling form. The warrior growled with satisfaction. Both women breathed heavily, idly toying with the sex of their partner with their fingers and tongues.

The futa warrior's cock started to harden again from the farm girl's playful teasing. Samantha watched in awe. With each pulse of blood, her penis steadily grew back to its full height.

Samantha cupped Daphne's large balls and squeezed them gently. She had just swallowed two weeks' worth of saved semen. From how heavy her sack felt, there was still plenty of cum to be milked out as well.

"I want to fuck you," Daphne murmured between Samantha's legs. She kissed her thighs and ran her tongue down to her slit. "I will protect you, Samantha. I'll keep you safe on our journeys. I want to mate with you."

A shiver ran up Samantha's spine. She wanted Daphne to wrap her up in her strong arms as she claimed Samantha's body for herself. A twinge of disappointment entered her mind. Daphne was still injured. It would be incredibly painful for her to take the lead.

But neither Samantha nor Daphne wanted to stop so soon.

Samantha pulled herself away from her patient's enveloping grasp and knelt over her. When she looked down, she was awe-struck at how beautiful the golden-haired looked lying on her father's bed.

Nervously, she grabbed the bottom edges of her dress and pulled it over her head. Daphne's eyes sharpened and focused on her modest bosom. The intensity of her stare made Samantha blush. Reflexively, she started to raise her arms to cover her breasts in modesty but Daphne caught hold of her hand and held her still.

"No!" she commanded. "You're beautiful. Please, let me look at you."

"Alright," Samantha muttered. With Daphne's hand over hers, she reached out to her bandage-covered chest. "If you let me see you fully nude as well."

Wordlessly, the futa warrior unwrapped the long, linen bandage from around her chest. Samantha was mesmerized. The bandage fell away and both women stared at one another.

Daphne's tantalizing curves were solid muscle, all the fat in her body must have accumulated in her large, full breasts. Samantha was smaller and skinnier and her breast size paled in comparison.

Daphne put a hand on one side of Samantha's wide hips and attempted to sit up in the bed. She tried to hide a groan of pain but Samantha's sharp hearing was able to catch it.

"Daphne, no, you need to lay back." Samantha gently pushed the warrior back and halted her easily from rising.

"I'm strong enough to fuck you," Daphne grumbled. Her hurt pride flashed in her glacial eyes. "I won't let this injury stop me from mating with you."

"Let me do it instead," Samantha said. She rubbed her hand over the warrior's stitches. "You said we should work together, correct? Then lay back and I'll satisfy the both of us."

With her hand over Daphne's chest, Samantha climbed onto her new lover's lap. The futa warrior's cock pulsed savagely when it brushed against Samantha's dripping folds. Her nethers tingled. It was huge! So much larger than the village boys and so much thicker as well!

Daphne looked at Samantha with a predatory gaze. Samantha bit down on her lower lip. She was so small in comparison to the seasoned adventurer. Even in her weakened state, Daphne could take her whenever she wanted. If she wanted to keep the warrior at bay, she had to be more assertive.

Samantha raised her hips and guided Daphne's girthy cockhead to her entrance. With a gaze filled with forced cocksure confidence, Samantha sank the futa warrior's length into her pussy. It stretched her insides, molding around Daphne, imprinting the shape and size of her cock into her flesh.

Maintaining her false bravado, she resisted the urge to close her eyes and lose herself in the ecstatic pleasure of their union. They shared an intense, hungry stare between them.

Daphne's hands went to Samantha's hips. Daphne's grip was tight but she gently pulled Samantha's body down until the entirety of her rigid pole was inside of the ambitious farm maid.

"You're very tight, Samantha," Daphne groaned.

"That's because you're too damn big," Samantha playfully shot back. "Are all futa tribeswomen this large?"

Daphne's grip tightened and she smirked slyly. "Looking for something bigger already? Not getting your fill with me?"

"I'm plenty filled, thank you." Samantha lifted herself up what she felt was an impossibly long rod. Halfway up, she slid back down, hissing in agonizing bliss with each inch she buried inside of her.

"Mmmmm, are you sure about that?"

With a powerful thrust of her hips, Daphne expectantly rocked Samantha in her lap. The young woman squealed. Her body quivered and her muscles spasmed. Her upper body fell forward and she caught herself by planting her palms onto Daphne's large, soft breasts.

The poised and cool demeanor evaporated from Samantha's face. Daphne was just too strong and experienced. Heavy, wet slaps filled the little cottage as Daphne hammered relentlessly into Samantha's slick cunt from below.

Samantha dug her fingernails into the warrior's breasts. She was supposed to be the one doing all the work! But she couldn't deny the wonderful feeling of the greatest fuck she ever had.

"You're fucking me so good!" Samantha moaned. "But you're going to hurt yourself!"

Daphne put a hand around the back of Samantha's head and pulled her head forward for a deep kiss. Both women moaned with satisfaction, their tongues intertwined while Daphne continued the frantic swing of her hips.

"This is how we work together," Daphne murmured. "You don't need to worry about me. A good fuck helps me heal faster."

With a quick twist of their bodies, Daphne had Samantha's back planted on the bed. Samantha's heart skipped a beat when the angelic warrior towered above her, Daphne's shadow fully engulfed her smaller frame.

"Just don't overdo it," Samantha choked out. "We don't want your stitches opening up."

Daphne chuckled and lovingly pecked Samantha's lips. "Is this what I have to look forward to on our travels together? You being a worrywart about every little scratch I get in combat?" Daphne brought her mouth next to Samantha's ear and whispered, "I'm sorry. Don't worry, I'll be more gentle."

A content sigh escaped Samantha's lips. Daphne laid her large frame over top hers. They fully embraced, their hearts beat furiously inches apart from one another. Samantha wrapped a leg around Daphne's waist and basked in the sweltering heat their combined bodies produced.

True to her word, Daphne calmed herself down and started to slowly make love to Samantha. For its large size, Samantha was both equally surprised and delighted by how delicately the futa warrior was able to use her penis.

With each slow, rhythmic thrust, Daphne grunted loudly in Samantha's ear. Even if she was being gentle, there was still a carnal lust radiating from the warrior.

Samantha's leg tightened around the adventurer's waist. She hungered for each inch. A bubbling ball of lust built up in her core.

Suddenly, Daphne growled like a mad beast. Her teeth latched themselves to the nape of Samantha's neck. For a brief, fearful moment, she thought Daphne was about to tear out her throat. Thankfully, her teeth were just on the cusp of breaking the skin.

A gush of hot liquid began to fill Samantha's canal. Not only was Daphne's penis larger than the village boys but she also shot out more seed than all of them combined!

"Daphne, I'm cumming as well!" Samantha breathed out.

Samantha ran her fingers through Daphne's silky gold strands as the boiling heat of the other woman's semen triggered her own release. It was incredible! Her inner walls milked more and more of Daphne's cum from her balls.

The futa tribe was renowned for their fertility. Luckily for Samantha, she purchased a charm that prevented any accidental pregnancies from a traveling merchant. Lacking the coin that the merchant was asking for, Samantha came up with the ingenious plan of trading a few nights of bareback fun in exchange for the charm.

Finally, the torrent ended inside of her. Daphne released her jaws from Samantha's neck. She rubbed the sore skin. The indentations of Daphne's teeth were deep and clear across her fingertips.

"I'm sorry," Daphne said bashfully. She kissed the tender spot. "I tend to do that from time to time. I've just been backed up while you've been teasing me with your sexy body."

Samantha blushed and shoved Daphne's head away. "I have not been teasing you!"

They chuckled and kissed one another. Throughout the rest of the day, they continued to feed their mutual lust.

Over the next few days, the secret couple continued to evade the last of the patrols until, finally, the soldiers and their humiliated officer moved on from the sleepy village. Whenever they had the opportunity, the two women's bodies were locked together in a heated embrace.

Samantha thought Daphne was kidding when she said that she healed faster after a good fuck. Almost miraculously, her wound started to mend itself until only a faint, pink scar was left in its place. As her strength returned, the rougher and hotter their sex became.

They had planned to head out on their new adventure together not long after the soldiers left. However, that deadline shifted as they wasted day after day indulging in the pleasure of each other's bodies.

The wanderlust finally took hold. Samantha in particular was ready to escape her childhood home. And, as heightened as Daphne's libido had become, it was time for the warrior to start earning money again.

They set a date and laid out their plans to begin their journey. Samantha gathered up any extra supplies they may need on the road. Daphne planned out their route. She had heard of a rumor of a runaway princess in a nearby city before she was rudely stabbed in the gut.

Samantha took the time to write out a letter to her uncle explaining that she was leaving and that he needed to care for the property. Her father wasn't going to be happy when he returned but Samantha would be far far away by then.

It was the day of their departure and Samantha had her cheek pressed against the wall as Daphne took her from behind. Annoyed and aroused by the unending sex drive of the futa warrior, Samantha decided it was fine if they got one last fuck in before hitting the roads.

At full strength, Daphne was a powerful battering ram. Her hands gripped tightly around Samantha's petite waist as she slammed into the smaller woman.

"We have to get a move on, Daphne," Samantha groaned against the wall. Her fingernails scraped down the wood. "We can't keep pushing this back!"

"Mmm, last one Samantha, I promise," the sellsword said.

Normally, Daphne would have simply pulled up the hem of Samantha's dress to take her. But today, Samantha had on her new adventuring gear. They didn't make it to the front before Daphne shoved Samantha against the wall and roughly pulled down her brown leather pants. The futa warrior exclaimed that the other woman's ass looked amazing encased in the tight leather and couldn't resist one last fuck.

As much as Samantha wanted to leave, she couldn't resist one more go as well in the comfort of her home. The cold ground was soon to be their future bed, so they may as well savor whatever comfort they could get. At the rate they were going, why even leave the farm at all?

Samantha clutched her hand into a fist and rubbed her forehead on the wooden wall. She moaned loudly, completely hooked on Daphne's cock. It wouldn't be so bad to stay on the farm. But only if her futa lover stayed here as well.

The grip around Samantha's hips tightened. Daphne was so strong. Farm life wouldn't suit her. She needed battle and adventure. This was most likely the longest she had stayed in one spot.

Maybe one day, if they were still together, they could retire into a simple life filled with fantastic stories. Samantha didn't want to dwell on what would happen in the future. As Daphne continued to ram her from behind, Samantha focused on how wonderful she felt in the moment.

"Harder!" Samantha cried out. "Harder, Daphne!"

Daphne pounded into her eager partner's soft body. Samantha bucked her rear end back furiously to match each of the futa warrior's stiff jabs. After their first night together, the once-innocent farm girl learned how to keep pace with the much more experienced adventurer.

She clenched her muscles and squeezed down on Daphne's prick. The larger woman grunted and leaned forward, planting her rod deep into Samantha's cunt. Her large hands went from the slender woman's waist up to her modest breasts still encased in her leather tunic.

"Damn this armor!" Daphne hissed in Samantha's ear. "I want to feel your flesh in the palm of my hand!"

The husky need that reverberated in Daphne's throat sent Samantha over the edge. The dark-haired woman swiveled her head around and expertly locked her lips with her partner. Their tongues wrestled with equal fervor as they enjoyed their mutual climax.

The futa tribe's sexual prowess must have been bestowed by the gods themselves. No matter how many times they did it in a day, Daphne's testicles were an endless fountain. Five strong surges of cum pumped out of Daphne's cock and filled Samantha's pussy to the brim, once again.

Daphne growled and broke their kiss. "It is very frustrating that you have that charm on you. I can feel the spirits of my ancestors urging me to mate with you. One day, I'm throwing that damn thing away."

Samantha giggled and pushed her lover away. "One day, I'll throw it away myself. But for now, I want to go on an adventure."

After a moment to clean themselves up, the pair finally departed the farm and set off on their journey. Samantha grabbed her bow and bid her childhood home farewell. She grabbed the hand of the fugitive she risked her life to save. The golden-haired warrior smiled down at her and the two adventures started down the path out of the sleepy village and out to an unknown future.


The End

If you enjoyed this story please leave a review.  Feedback and criticism are highly appreciated to help me improve.
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