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Chapter 1

“I still don’t understand why we can’t stay at my family’s place.” Greenville was a town known for its hot springs and landscapes, and as such a fairly popular venue for vacations. Its central position only made it more attractive, and it wasn’t rare for noble families to have a manor in the area.

When Julie suggested they adjourned there for the days off the princess gave her, she expected to stay at the Daubigny manor. Miriam had other ideas however.

“You can never truly get to know a town by laying about in some mansion, miles away from where the people live.” Miriam’s smile made her whole face shine for a moment. “A land is its people, and only by meeting the people can you understand the land.”

“You’ve read that somewhere, didn’t you?” Julie asked, pursing her lips, and Miriam laughed, loudly. It made the noblewoman’s heart soar, but then, seeing her lover happy always did. Being near her always made her feel good, and lately they hadn’t had too much time for one another.

Some of the people in the streets looked at them, and then away when Julie returned their gazes. She was a noblewoman after all, and most commoners would be afraid of having her attention. Julie pursed her lips once more. Respect was something owed to nobles, true, but what she felt from these people wasn’t respect, but fear. She didn’t like it.

Not that it was something uncommon, plenty of rulers only knew how to command through fear, but she didn’t have to like it. It wasn’t her problem though, not in that moment. She was in Greenville to enjoy some days with her lover, without worries, without fighting. There was enough of that in Amelie’s court, and she had sacrificed her share to fight for justice; she deserved some time for herself.

Miriam’s hand on her shoulder made her startle, and she realized she had lost herself in thought. Her lover’s gaze showed her understanding, and Julie smiled back at her, before grabbing Miriam’s hand and tightening slightly, letting her beloved pull her away.

The Grove was an inn near Greenville’s main plaza, though not exactly a famous one. She didn’t know how Miriam found about it, or who she contacted to arrange for accommodations there, and when questioned her lover only smiled. Still, when they reached it, she could see it was a clean place, and entering the building only reaffirmed her first impression.

The innkeeper smiled at them when they entered, though he hesitated slightly when he realized they were nobles. Well, she was, Miriam only seemed one, but then Miriam had even better poise than Julie, and was more attractive. She dressed more feminine as well, and Julie shouldn’t be surprised that people would think her a noble. They had used that little ruse more than once before, and those that knew better understood that Miriam was under the aegis of house Daubigny.

Her lover winked at her, then stepped forward to talk to the man, and Julie let herself stay behind. Miriam knew what to do after all, and Julie used that opportunity to study the inn a little better, as well as its guests. There were a few men and women seated in the tables near the bar, and she studied them for a few moments, though none of them drew her attention. Soon enough, Miriam was back at her side.

“Did our things arrive?” Julie asked, once more taking hold of the other woman’s hand. Miriam nodded. They sent a courier ahead with their belongings, preferring to travel by horse, and not wanting to be burdened by anything. Not that they sent much, just clothes for the most part.

“Yes, earlier this day. Our room was booked as well, the best in the inn, the innkeeper says, though I’m sure he would have said the same even if it wasn’t.”

Julie nodded. “Then what now? Do we rest, or do we move out?” There were still a few hours of daytime left, but she was tired. Miriam smiled though, and she knew her beloved. There would be no rest for her, not yet.

They walked through the streets and saw the sights: from the church in the main plaza, and some statues and other buildings of importance, to the circular walls that protected the richest part of the town, which had grown far past its humble beginning. There were several bathhouses all over the city, all of them supposedly enjoying water from natural springs in the area.

Though tired, she let her lover walk her all over town, and didn’t regret it one bit. Every time Miriam smiled when she saw a new sight, Julie smiled at seeing her lover happy. Every time, Miriam caught her smile and turned to her, and they would kiss.

She had never let herself so freely love the other woman, so openly, but in Greenville she was a stranger and no one would bother her. Most of the people that saw them politely looked away, seeing they were nobles. Some had something like interest in their eyes, but did nothing to talk to them, or bother them in any way, and Julie felt comfortable ignoring them.

Miriam realized that, and tried to push at their boundaries. More than once, her hands had moved down Julie’s body, touching in a way that was anything but appropriate, and Julie had been forced to push her away, though perhaps not as quickly as she should have. The smirk in the other woman’s lips showed she noticed, and Julie had to resist the urge to color.

“Maybe we should return to the inn?” She asked eventually, once she got tired of stopping Miriam’s advances. At least, that would be what she would tell the other woman, and herself, even if deep down she wanted nothing more than to make love to the other woman. “Adjourn to our bedroom?”

“I thought you would never ask.”

Unfortunately, it was not to be. They were passing near a closing store when Julie heard something that made her freeze in place. Miriam closed her eyes, then opened them and looked at her beloved, silently asking her to let it go, but that was not the type of person Julie was.

“Excuse me,” She started, turning to the merchant. He turned to her with a scowl in his face, but it vanished quickly enough once he realized who he was talking to. None who saw Julie would suspect her of being anything but what she was: a noble, and a powerful one, in both influence and magic. He started shaking. “Did I hear you insult the princess?”

His mouth opened and closed a couple of times before actual words started coming from it, and Miriam almost snorted. The sight was amusing, she couldn’t deny it, even if she would have preferred Julie to ignore him. She didn’t like the fact that even when they were alone they weren’t able to completely get rid of Amelie’s presence.

Much as she hated it, the princess had crawled into their lives and wouldn’t so easily vanish, and she was realizing that even the other woman’s shadow bothered her.


“Didn’t I hear you say
 ‘to hell with the princess’
?”


The shopkeeper trembled under Julie’s eyes, which Miriam found amusing. Her lover was a bit petite, and the man must have weighted twice what she did, but he still drew back, afraid. Julie calmed down slightly when she saw that fear, leaning back, and toning down her glare.

The man still swallowed and his words failed him once more before actually saying anything, and Julie’s patience wasn’t infinite. “Well?”

He threw himself to his knees, bowing his head at the same time, looking like a supplicant. It startled Julie and made her take a step back, and whatever anger showed in her face changed into something else.

“I’m sorry milady, I spoke without thought. I only wish the best for the princess.” He trembled as he said the words, fear dominating his motions, and Julie could see it.

Both of them could. Julie exchanged a glance with her lover, letting her confusion shine through for a moment, before turning to the man on the ground once more. “Get up, man. I’m not going to harm you.” Even if the thought had crossed her head, she wouldn’t be able to do it, not after seeing him brought so low by her words. She didn’t understand his fear, but maybe there was a reason for it. Her words became softer. “I just want to understand why you would curse our princess.”

He gazed up at them, licked his lips, still hesitant, and she reached out with her hand, helped him to his feet. It seemed to reassure him slightly, and he started talking.

He told them about the recent increases in taxes, and the tax collectors that had been plaguing their town for months, every week. How no matter how much they complained if they didn’t pay they would find themselves losing their properties, and the local lord was unable to help.

Julie’s face became stony as she heard his tale, and nodded along his words, and at the end of it she told him she would try to intercede with the baron for their sake. The shopkeeper’s face brightened, and Julie smiled before grabbing Miriam’s hand and pulling her away.

The former prostitute studied her lover, knowing something was brewing inside the noblewoman’s head. Julie was pensive, and her pace hurried. “What’s going on?”

Julie hesitated before answering. “Someone has been playing a game of some kind, and I fear we’ll have to cut our vacation short.”

Miriam sighed, especially when her lover looked almost ashamed at her. “I should expect something of the kind to happen. What was wrong about his story?”

“I’ve been Amelie’s confident and champion for almost half-a-year, and she hasn’t approved of new taxes in this whole time, nor any increase of the taxes that already exist. Someone’s lying about her role in this whole mess, and I intend to find out who.”


Chapter 2

“Seen what you wanted yet?” Miriam asked, tilting her head. Julie’s gaze was fixed on the noticeboard in front of her, reading every single piece of scrap, before she drew back with a furious gaze.

“Yes, this is a fake. That isn’t Amelie’s seal, though it’s a close forgery.”

Miriam sighed, understanding her lover would spend most of their free time trying to find the source of the forgery, whoever was behind it. From the look in Julie’s face, she wanted to do that immediately, but she reached out and pulled her lover against her front, surprising the other blonde, then making her blush when Miriam smirked. “I know well enough you won’t let this go, when you could easily pass this along and let the princess deal with it.” Julie made to open her mouth, but a finger against her lips made her still. “But we’ll get to it tomorrow. Tonight, you’re mine.”

There was no hiding the desire in Miriam’s words, and Julie gulped, feeling her own desire come forward. Miriam must have noticed it, and smirked, then grabbed Julie’s hand and pulled her along, back to their inn. She gave a nod to the innkeeper and he passed them their key, then the older woman led them to their room.

It was a fairly simple one, but Julie didn’t mind. She was no princess that needed to be pampered every hour of the day. She wasn’t Amelie.

Julie shook her head, it wasn’t time to think about the princess, and turned to her lover. She met Miriam’s eyes almost immediately, and the other woman smirked once more, before pulling her forward, pressing them against one another. Their mouths found each other and a moan escaped deep from Julie’s throat as Miriam’s hands wandered down her body. Before Miriam, she could never imagine how nice it would be to have someone touch her, make love to her. Sure, she heard plenty about it, read about it, but it wasn’t the same thing.

Every caress the other woman granted her made her feel joy, not just for the physical pleasure, but for Miriam’s presence as well. She loved the other woman, had no difficulty admitting it to herself, even if sometimes she didn’t say it out loud. It wouldn’t be fair.

In the end, her emotions didn’t matter much, not when the one that controlled her fate was her mother, and Miriam wasn’t who her mother would choose for her. Maybe they would find a way, but it wasn’t certain.

One of Miriam’s hands found its way to her bottom, squeezing that flesh, and Julie moaned, loudly, arching into the other woman. Her lover smirked down at her. “I kind of like my lover’s attention to be on me while we’re playing.”

Julie flushed, but didn’t deny her distraction, simply bit her lower lip, then leaned in and pressed her mouth against Miriam’s, kissing her with everything she got. This time Miriam was the one that moaned, and Julie couldn’t deny she liked the sound of it.

She kissed Miriam’s cheek after her lips, then her chin, her throat, her collarbone, slowly moving her clothes out of the way and tasting more and more of that skin. Her lover didn’t mind it one bit, grabbing unto her head, trying to direct her, but Julie wasn’t the inexperienced lover she was at first, and knew what she wanted. Knew how to make Miriam writhe.

Moving up for some moments, she closed her mouth around the woman’s earlobe, suckling it gently, loving how tight Miriam became in response. Her hands moved down the blonde’s body, baring more and more of her flesh, mapping it at the same time. They both moaned when Julie’s hands fell on those delectable breasts.

Miriam’s hands fell over hers, tightening her grip, forcing her to grip that flesh tighter, and Julie couldn’t say she didn’t like it. Miriam was far more curvaceous than she was, and though a little jealous she couldn’t deny she enjoyed playing with those curves a great deal. Those breasts filled her hands, and Julie kneaded the flesh, caressed it, softly at times, and harsher when she felt like it. Her lover never complained.

Soon, touching wasn’t enough to satisfy any of them, and Julie moved down, letting her lips and tongue taste every inch of skin until she reached those mounds, then tasting the breasts themselves. Miriam only arched when her mouth grasped one of her nipples, offering herself. Julie took that offering and more.

She flitted between those orbs, kissing and licking and sucking, driving herself and Miriam wilder with each second that passed. A fire grew between them, and the only thing that mattered was clenching it. For that, she started moving further down, ridding Miriam of her other clothes at the same time. When she saw herself facing the other woman’s sex, Julie swallowed.

Miriam was an earth mage and they had plenty of abilities related to fertility, sex and lovemaking. One of them, especially in mages as powerful as Miriam, was the ability to shapeshift their genitals, granting them the ability to have a sex they shouldn’t. In Miriam’s case, it allowed her to grow a … male member.

That was not what Julie found in that moment. Her lover was bare, open, and her female sex was completely in display, and Julie hesitated slightly. She wasn’t exactly used to it, not as comfortable with it as with the rod her lover usually used.

Her hesitation was noted, and Miriam’s hand caressed her head, tugging at her hair and making her look up. “Please.” The older woman asked, fire burning in her eyes. “I can change if you want, if you need, but I want you to taste all of me.”

Julie shuddered, she couldn’t deny her lover. The taste was different, but no less Miriam and her lover deserved all that she could give her. She gave all of herself to the motions, licking and tasting, doing everything she could to make Miriam enjoy. And enjoy she did.

Miriam writhed, her legs moving and imprisoning Julie against her core as she rode out her pleasure, making Julie realize just how much she made the other woman enjoy.

The older woman turned them around afterwards, smiling down at her. “My turn.” It wasn’t long until Julie’s clothes had joined Miriam’s on the floor, and the other woman had her, completely, first with her mouth, and then with her newly grown rod. Julie could only moan and clutch at her, spreading her legs and offering all of herself to the other woman.

The pleasure Miriam granted her was enough for her not to regret it one bit.

They had each other a few more times over the following hours, pausing to rest and spoon against one another before recovering their strength and going at it once more, then calming down in each other’s arms and resting a little bit longer.

Julie was falling asleep in that warm embrace when Miriam decided to talk. “What do you intend to do tomorrow?”

The question made the younger woman a little more alert, and she thought about it before answering. “Visit the local baron, probably. Either he’s being fooled as everyone in town is, and that means he’s an incompetent buffoon, or he’s in on it.”

“And that means he’s a crook.” Miriam finished for her, letting one of her hands glide down Julie’s body. It made the young woman shiver, and breathe deeply, but they were too exhausted to go at it once more. “Are you sure we should face him alone? We have no backup here if things turn south.”

“I don’t intend to let this become a fight.” Julie knew she was a powerful mage, and Miriam was even stronger, but numbers had a quality of their own, and the baron would have much greater numbers at his side. “I’ll just be a woman worried about the new taxes the princess has ordered.”

“Right, as if your name isn’t known all over the realm by now.”

Julie shrugged. She would think of something. With a smile, she buried her head in her lover’s side, and let sleep take hold of her. Just before oblivion reached her, she felt Miriam’s grip increase in strength, and her smile became just a little wider.

The next day found them in front of the lord’s mansion, waiting for the guards to let them step in. The men in front of Julie were nervous, waiting for authorization, knowing she was a noble and that defying one never ended well. Julie thought about smiling at them, but that wouldn’t help.

Eventually, a servant came, well dressed, with a certain poise, and obviously higher in the hierarchy than the guards stopping her from entering. He bowed at her, she showed him her sigil, the sigil of her family, and his eyes widened momentarily before gesturing for the guards to let them in. “My apologies, my lady, but lately there have been many seeking the master’s counsel, and unfortunately he doesn’t have time for all.”

A lord should always be ready to receive his subjects, no matter what. Many times, she had seen her mother spend days receiving visitors from the earliest hours of the morning to the latest of the night, and though obviously tired she always listened to them and their worries, and she never once barred anyone’s path, though sometimes they had to wait. That she was only granted passage after proving her heritage didn’t speak well of Baron Deschamps.

They were forced to wait at the entrance hall once more, while the servant went to get his master, but soon enough the baron himself received them. “My lady of Daubigny, what a pleasure to see you.” Julie extended her hand and allowed him to kiss it, even if she would have preferred to forget the pleasantries and get right into what mattered.

“Baron Deschamps.” She smiled, trying to hide her thoughts, trying to guile him. “A pleasure to be here as well.”

They faked their pleasantries for a little longer, and she could see it was fake. As she was sure he did. He didn’t want her there, didn’t want to waste his time with her, but that didn’t mean he was at fault over anything. Eventually, the time came for her to breach the matter that brought her to him.

“My lord,” She started, speaking softly. She tried not to show her mind, her intellect. Let him believe she was more foolish than in truth, let him think her a simple noblewoman and not one trained to lead her house since she was born. “I couldn’t help but notice how some people in your town resent our fair princess.”

“What? My lady, I know of no such thing.”

His eyes had widened, but his words rang hollow. She smiled once more, then shrugged. “Unfortunately, it is the truth, I saw it with my own eyes, but I’m sure these are just some malcontents, and that most of your people will be all too willing to show their love for the princess if they should have a chance.”

“You can be sure of that, lady Daubigny. My people are loyal.”

Oh, it wasn’t his people’s loyalty that bothered her. It was his.

“I’m sure. I did hear talk of some new taxes however, and increases in some of the taxes that were already laid on the people of the realm.” He didn’t fidget, he didn’t shake. He was too still, and that more than anything gave him away. If he wasn’t behind whatever scheme was being weaved over the town, he was aware of it. “I can indeed say that last time I was with her, the princess talked about some changes she wanted to make, and taxes were one of the matters she was more concerned with, but she hadn’t decided on anything yet. Obviously, that changed.”

It was a lie. Oh, Amelie talked about many things, she had many plans for the kingdom, as much as her mother would allow her to change, but taxes hadn’t been one of these matters.

“Obviously.” He echoed her words, though his voice was more uncertain than before.

“I was hoping you would be able to satisfy my curiosity and tell me as much as you can about these changes.”

“My apologies, my lady, but I’m no expert in these matters.” He bowed his head, and smiled, trying to appear contrite. “I leave them to better learned men, I simply rule these lands with a just hand, and try my best for the crown. I might be able to put you in contact with the crown’s tax collectors, when they return at the beginning of next week. I hope that will be enough to satisfy your curiosity.”

Julie tilted her head, and her sigh was loud. “Oh, that’s a shame. I shall not be here next week. We will leave your town before the week is over.” She shook her head. “No matter, I will have time to get familiar with these new laws later. I apologize for the time I’ve wasted you, my lord.”

He hesitated, but eventually bowed his head. “It was no bother, lady Daubigny, it was a pleasure to meet you.” He was mostly bald, and she could see the sweat that had gathered on the top of his head when he bowed.

She nodded back and turned on her feet, pulling Miriam along with her. They didn’t speak as they left his house and took to the streets, and they didn’t speak for a while longer still. Only when they were getting close to their inn, did she pull Miriam into one of the alleys and used her magic to put a shield around them, making sure no sound of their conversation could escape it.

“He’s in on it, or at least knows something isn’t right.” Though her words her shielded, she still took care to look around and see if anyone was paying attention to them. She had come to Greenville for a vacation, and found more plots against the crown.

Maybe she should have done as Miriam wanted her to, ignore the matter and keep going, but that wasn’t who she was. This was a plot against the princess, and it was obvious someone hoped to tarnish her reputation with it. Even if the truth was reestablished later, there would be some that would always blame Amelie.

Julie couldn’t let it happen. Not when the fate of her family was entwined with Amelie’s. Not when her honor and sense of justice would demand that she made sure the truth was revealed.

“That wasn’t hard to see,” Miriam shrugged, and used the opportunity to put her arms around her lover’s body, pulling her closer. Julie almost complained, but then saw the fire in the other woman’s eyes and let her do as she wished. “He was far too nervous, even if he tried not to show it. What do you intend to do now? Or are you happy with what you found, and will allow yourself to simply tell the princess what you discovered?”

Miriam’s tone gave her the answer she needed. Her lover was displeased, and she wanted to please her, and maybe, just maybe, the idea she had would pay out. “We enjoy the rest of our vacation, obviously.”

Miriam narrowed her eyes at her, and Julie could lose herself in those green orbs. “You mean to trap them.”

Julie caressed her face, laying a peck on her lips afterwards. “I mean to have fun with my lover, love her and let her love me in turn. Should anyone try to do something about us, I will surely be ready to defend myself. And if the baron believes we leave at the end of the week, but we let ourselves be here for a little while longer, then so be it.”

“They might not make a move against you if you leave before these tax collectors return, thinking you were fooled.”

“Oh, they know I will surely talk about this with the princess, but I’ll bet they will try to scam these people one last time, take as much coin from them as they can and flee. Whoever came with this scheme must have known they couldn’t keep it going for long, I just need them to think this will be the last chance they have.” Julie continued, caressing her lover’s face once more.

Miriam smirked at her. “You’ll have to reward me for this, you know?”

“And what would that reward entail?”

“That is something I’ll have to think about.”


Chapter 3

They spent the next days as they intended at first: having fun, visiting every sight that caught their interest, and loving each other as much as they could. Also keeping an eye for anyone that might be spying on them. Julie wasn’t foolish enough to think it couldn’t happen, though she was almost certain either she or Miriam would notice if that was the case.

More than once she thought about leaving Greenville itself and take refuge in her family’s manor, but in a way, that would be suspicious. It might prompt the baron to make a move against them, if indeed he was behind the fake tax collectors. No, after spending their first days on the inn, it was better to continue there until it was time to leave. Until the time they thought she was leaving. And in a way, they were safer in the Grove, with plenty of people around. An attempt on their life would have to be discrete.

Julie enjoyed those days very much. Oh, she could never truly forget about the threat she was under, but Miriam always brightened her day, and after months of only seeing the other woman sparingly, having to sneak away moments for the two of them, to be free and enjoys several days at her lover’s side was marvelous.

The nights were even better, and more than once she had been forced to use her magic to enchant their room, stop any sound from escaping it. She couldn’t help how loudly the other woman made her moan.

Two days before they were set to leave, the two of them were eating in a table, close to the corner of the inn, away from the other guests. The innkeeper had been all too willing to grant Julie’s request for a more private dining space, and now the two of them stood there, full and satisfied, gazing at the bar and the tables in front of it, at the people drinking and eating. “See anything of interest?” Miriam asked, and Julie shook her head.

It wasn’t as if she was expecting to find anyone that might be there to spy on them with a glance, but it didn’t hurt to pay attention. That wasn’t what Miriam was thinking about though.

“I do.”

“What?” Julie asked, almost jumping from her chair, which made Miriam chuckle.

“Nothing that would mean us harm, I don’t think. See that redhead seated in front of the bar?”

Julie’s eyes moved to the woman her lover mentioned, studying her. She was tall, with long red hair, and tanned skin. Not completely unattractive, but no beauty, though her curves were well proportioned, and her clothes drew attention to the fact. “What about her?” Julie didn’t think the woman dangerous, nothing about her posture indicated alertness or an ability to fight.

“She’s the inn’s whore.” Miriam answered, not an ounce of shame in her words. Julie just blinked at her, and Miriam raised an eyebrow. “You know, sleeps with people for money, makes them have a good time.”

“I know what … one of those is.” Julie hissed, unable to stop herself from coloring.

Miriam smirked. “Oh right, you do. That was how you met me after all, wasn’t it?”

Julie blushed even harder, and couldn’t come up with an answer to give her lover. Fortunately, Miriam turned to study the redhead, obviously interested in something, and Julie was free to organize her thoughts. It never really bothered her that Miriam had been a prostitute, she understood the other woman had done what she could to survive, but she couldn’t deny she was a little curious about her past. Miriam never talked about it, and Julie never pried, but that curiosity was there.

Maybe this was a chance to learn something about her beloved. “How can you tell? That she’s a … whore?”

Miriam shrugged. “How she’s dressed, the looks some of the regulars turn her way, or even the innkeeper. He won’t throw her out, someone like her can be good for business, but it’s obvious he doesn’t exactly like her presence. At least, when he’s not leering at her breasts.”

Julie studied the redhead once again, trying to see what Miriam had seen, and after a minute she thought she understood. There was hunger in some of the men that looked at her, and disgust in others. It didn’t mean anything really, it could have other reasons, but she trusted Miriam’s opinions when it came to human interactions. She knew better.

She turned to her lover, studying the gaze in Miriam’s face, and bit her lower lip. She was trying to resist the temptation, her curiousness; she didn’t know if what she wanted to ask would be painful for the other blonde, she didn’t want to hurt her lover. And yet, she needed to know. She had shared much about herself with the other woman, gave her a home, gave herself again and again to Miriam, and deep down she wasn’t fully content with what Miriam gave her back.

Oh, she loved the woman, and was pretty sure Miriam loved her back, but she wanted the other woman to trust in her as well, entirely.

“How…” She started, then paused and licked her dry lips. Miriam turned to her, and Julie had to force the words past her throat. “How did you become a …” She started gesturing with her hands, trying not to say the word.

Miriam’s smile was wistful. “A whore?” Julie didn’t look away, not wanting her lover to think she was ashamed. “Like many others before me.”

Julie didn’t say anything, letting the other woman gather her words, her thoughts.

“My mother was a prostitute and I grew up in a brothel, so for me it wasn’t something strange or out of the ordinary. And being an earth mage, I never found anything wrong with sex.” Miriam explained with a shrug.

Julie didn’t know if she could fully believe the other woman. Oh, Miriam never seemed too bothered about her past, but she fled it quickly enough once she had the chance. Still, she didn’t want to prod too much, didn’t want to hurt Miriam, and accepted her words at face value. “How did you become an earth mage? You’re powerful, scarily so, and it’s not just self-study that would make you so, someone had to teach you.”

“I had many teachers, and I started young.” Miriam explained, shrugging again. “When I was a child, some of the brothel’s clients would show me tricks once they realized I had magic, and I learned a lot. Also learned how to innovate, and magic always came easily for me. My father must have been a strong mage, but my mother was never able to tell me who he was.”

There was no doubt about that. In fact, Julie was almost certain Miriam’s father had to be a noble, maybe even a royal. No one else would be able to become as powerful in magic as Miriam was otherwise.

She looked away from her lover, hoping to find anything to distract them from the conversation. She didn’t really know the other woman better, Miriam didn’t tell her anything she couldn’t have guessed on her own, but maybe there wasn’t more to learn about her beloved. Maybe her story was that simple.

She hoped so.

As her eyes moved over the inn’s clients, Julie noticed the redhead once more, and remembered how she met Miriam. “Do you think she might know something about the tax collectors?”

Miriam raised an eyebrow. “Hoping to get her in bed as you did me?” Julie spluttered and she laughed. “Doubtful. She’s just one woman, in a fairly large town, though I don’t doubt there might be those that know more about these men, the problem will be to find them.”

“Better stick to the plan, then.” Julie answered, turning to her lover. “We’ll make it seem we left town and catch these tax collectors with their pants down.”

“Yes, but that’s later.” Miriam got to her feet, and then pulled Julie up. The hunger in her eyes gave the noblewoman pause. “Now I want you. Want to make you scream my name, want to feel you wrapped around my cock.”

Julie gulped, what else could she have done?

That night, Miriam was particularly vigorous with her, and Julie loved it.

Then the next day they got a surprise. They had just finished lunch when the baron’s servant came to them, raising his nose when the other patrons of the inn looked at him, as if he was above them. Julie had to resist the temptation to teach him a lesson, and only smiled when he reached their side.

“My lady, the baron would very much like to meet with you today, if it is possible.”

Julie leaned back in her seat, considering his words. Her gaze crossed with Miriam’s, who shrugged at her. “Then I’ll suppose we can make a bit of time to meet with him.”

The servant bowed his head at her, then turned on his feet and moved away.

“What do you think he wants?” Miriam asked, tilting her head.

Julie shook her head. “I don’t know, but I think we should anticipate our plans. Talk with the innkeeper, settle our debt. You said you found us some place to spend the weekend?” Miriam had told her to let her make the arrangements for their stay over the following days, and understanding the other woman knew the underworld of a town better she allowed it.

Miriam’s smirk didn’t reassure her much, but she knew the earth mage wouldn’t put them in danger.

It didn’t take them long to be ready to set out, and Julie made sure to mention where she was going to the innkeeper, loudly enough that the other patrons would hear her words. It made the man blink at her, but it also made certain they would know who to point fingers at if something happened to her.

This time the guards didn’t try to stop her, and the door to the house itself opened before they could get near. The servant that brought them the message gestured for them to follow, and they did so, entering the baron’s office.

“My lady Daubigny.” The baron got to his feet and bowed at them, and in reply Julie extended her hand and let him kiss it. There was a trembling in his hand, a nervousness that hadn’t been as evident when she had been there before, and she exchanged a quick look with Miriam, silently telling her to get ready for anything.

Her lover smirked, then took a step away from her, putting herself in a position where it would be harder to attack both of them at once. If the baron noticed it, he didn’t mention anything, his attention focused solely on Julie.

“Baron. To what do I owe the pleasure of this invite?” Julie didn’t think her face gave anything away, but deception was never one of her strong points. If it did, the man was too nervous to make note of it.

“My lady, I might have found something is wrong with the matter we talked about before. These new taxes.” Julie only tilted her head at him, letting him continue, and he licked his lips before doing so. “It has come to my attention that the men who brought me these new edicts might not belong to our crown, but are imposters of some kind, trying to burgle the good people of Greenville.”

She tried to appear shocked. “Those are very grave news, my lord. How sure are you?”

He shrugged, shaking once more. “I can’t be sure of anything my lady, but I would like your support for when I face them at the beginning of the next week.”

Julie couldn’t discard anything. He might be telling the truth, and was scared of failing the crown. He could be trying to prepare a trap for her together with his collaborators and kill her, or he could be working for someone and they ordered him to hold her back.

She didn’t forget Amelie’s fears, that someone was moving against her behind the scenes, trying to prepare to overthrow her family. Those persons could be behind this scheme, especially if they were blaming the princess for the new taxes.

Still, that didn’t mean Julie would let herself be caught. Whatever the truth was, she would be better served by keeping to her initial plan, and try to use surprise to her favor. “I fear I’ll be unable to help you in this matter, baron. My friend and I intend to leave your town today, some urgent matters have appeared north of here, and we will be forced to leave almost immediately.”

“Surely you can do this for the crown?” He riposted.

“It is for the crown we are going north, my lord. A matter more urgent than this, but that I’m unable to discuss with you further.”

He made to open his mouth once more, but closed it without saying anything. He couldn’t complain, not if she was telling the truth; to do so would only make him appear guilty, or incompetent. He still tried to think on a way to make her delay her task a little longer, she could see it in his eyes, but in the end, there was nothing he could do.

“If that is it, then I suppose there’s nothing to be done.”

A few more pleasantries were exchanged, but from the moment that he realized she wouldn’t be convinced to stay, the baron’s behavior became almost dismissive, and it didn’t take long for Julie to say her goodbyes and grab her lover’s arm, pulling her away.

They exchanged looks as they stepped out of the house, and didn’t need to talk to know what needed to be done. An hour later, they had their things, and their horses were saddled and ready to leave. They left Greenville a few hours before sunset, and returned after the sun had already given way to the moon, but this time on foot, silently getting over the walls of the town, careful not to be seen.

Their horses were close nonetheless, for any eventuality.

“Are you sure whoever you found to harbor us is trustworthy?” Julie questioned once more, under her breath, and her lover shot her an irritated look. She couldn’t help it though. Miriam was making a mystery out of it, and though she trusted the other woman she couldn’t help but be nervous.

“Yes, I am. Now shut up with that.”

Julie scowled, but closed her mouth and didn’t say anything else.

She did almost slap Miriam when they knocked at the door of a small house, and the redhead they had seen in the inn opened it. She turned a glare on her lover, but before she could say anything she was pulled inside, and decided to contain herself until the two of them were alone.

“Erika.” Miriam greeted the redhead with a smile, and the woman answered in kind, even as Julie tightened her lips, unwilling to let a sound escape. Jealousy burned in her chest, but she refused to let it out just yet.

“Miriam.” The redhead greeted Julie’s lover, before focusing on Julie herself. The lack of attention she paid the earth mage made Julie’s anger settle slightly, but not completely. “My lady. I’ve arranged a bedroom for the two of you, right there.” She pointed out the way. “And I’ll keep my mouth shut, just as promised.”

Julie didn’t quite know what to say, but Miriam took the initiative once more. “Here, take this.” She extended a couple of coins at the other woman, silver, and the redhead gaped at the sight for a few moments before grabbing them eagerly. “And keep to business as usual, no one can know we are here.”

Erika nodded again, then grabbed her things and left the small house, and Julie waited for just a few moments, to be sure the other woman had gotten away, before focusing on her lover. “What the hell are you thinking?”

Miriam shrugged, knowing perfectly well what Julie meant, but trying to appear unbothered. “We didn’t exactly have too much time to set this up, and so I took the only chance I had.”

“We don’t know her, she might be untrustworthy.”

“Why?” Miriam turned and faced Julie head on, narrowing her eyes slightly. “Because she’s a whore? A prostitute?”

Julie opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything.

“Are all prostitutes untrustworthy in your eyes?”

Though Miriam’s words were mild, Julie wasn’t fooled. Her lover was pissed, and deep down had reason for it. Sure, maybe if the other woman hadn’t made such secret of who would shelter them Julie would have reacted better, but it still wasn’t a reason to react as she had.

She looked away, and licked her lips, trying to think of what to say. Before she could, Miriam’s hands reached out and pulled her against the older woman’s body, and Julie gasped at the feeling of that chest against hers. Miriam smirked, one hand caressing Julie’s cheek, a smirk on her lips. “I know what I’m doing. No one will ever believe we would seek refuge with someone like Erika, and I’m paying her what she would gain in weeks for every night she shelters us.”

“It’s risky. Maybe we should have stayed on the woods or something, wait for Monday.”

“And risk them coming earlier and missing them?” Miriam questioned, raising an eyebrow. “We can’t be sure they weren’t warned about us. They might flee in that case, or try to attack us, or try one last time to rob these people before fleeing and never returning. If you want to catch them, we need to be here, ready, and have someone that can alert us if these tax collectors return again.”

Julie knew all of that, she was the one that came with this plan after all. She just didn’t like Miriam’s choice of refuge, and deep down she couldn’t understand why. Was she jealous? Well, a little bit, but was all that reluctance because of jealousy?

She couldn’t completely deny the thought out of hand, which only showed how foolish she was being. “You’re right.” She had her pride, and it wasn’t exactly easy to say things like that, especially when Miriam looked so smug, but better than having her lover pissed at her. “Though I don’t exactly enjoy the thought of being inside of this for almost three days.” She gestured at the small house, making Miriam smirk once more.

“I’m sure I’ll think of something to entertain us.”

Julie didn’t know why, but those words filled her with dread.


Chapter 4

In the end, the tax collectors came more quickly than any of them expected. Saturday afternoon, Erika entered the house in a run, forcing Julie to disentangle herself from Miriam before the prostitute could see them, only to realize her efforts had been in vain when the redhead raised an eyebrow at her. “Apologies, my lady.”

Julie blushed red, but tried to ignore her embarrassment. “What has you in such a worry?”

“They’re back, the men you’re seeking are back.”

“Are you sure?” She questioned, even as she tried to tidy up her clothes. The redhead only nodded. “They’re early, then.” Julie said as she turned to gaze at her lover.

“I think your gambit worked, and they’re scared. They probably think you’re in the capital, telling the princess what’s going on, and coming to arrest them on Monday.”

Julie smiled, and it wasn’t a nice smile. “They’ll get a surprise then.”

Once they were ready, they set out, with a nod in Erika’s direction from Julie’s part. It didn’t take too long to find the men. The shopkeepers they passed through were all too happy to point out the direction the tax collectors had moved to once they realized Julie’s intentions weren’t the best, and some even tried to follow her, but a glare made them desist.

When the two of them caught up to the men, Julie held back, considering.

“How do you want to do this?” Miriam asked, eyeing the men inside a shop.

“Follow them, maybe?” They might have some kind of lair in town, or they might even contact the baron and she would know the man was involved in their business for sure. And if they didn’t, and a fight broke out, it might be better to be out of town, away from any innocents that might get harmed.

“Doing it in front of everyone might be better for your reputation, and the princess’s.” Miriam replied, and Julie knew she was right. She still hesitated though.

What to do? She wondered. “That might be, but I’m not going to risk it. We wait for a better chance.”

Miriam nodded.

They followed the men for hours, and more than once had to hold themselves back from attacking them when their cruelty was shown. Many pled with the men as their coin was taken from them to pay for taxes that didn’t exist, but these burglars had no mercy in their hearts, they didn’t hold back from injuring those that resisted even slightly. And the city guards never intervened, not even when they were close. Julie could see they wanted to, but obviously had orders not to, and only the baron could have given them.

It made her certain she had done the right thing not to trust him. If he wasn’t part of this conspiracy, he was an incompetent fool that allowed others to abuse the people under his protection, and she would make sure he would be judged for it one way or the other after all of this was finished.

Eventually, the men started leaving the town itself, and Julie glanced at her lover, silently telling her to get ready. Miriam nodded, and moved ahead. They had a plan for this, and the blonde knew what to do.

It was obvious the men wouldn’t leave the town on foot, they either had horses waiting for them or even a carriage. As such, the two of them had arranged to have their own horses near the walls, ready to move out if needed. Miriam would go ahead and hinder the thieves; there was a turn in the road a minute out of town where they would be able to arrest the men before anyone could interrupt them. If the two of them attacked within sight of the town, the guards might try to intervene before they could convince them otherwise.

She didn’t have any doubts they would eventually move out to discover what was happening, the place they had chosen for an ambush wasn’t so far away that the sounds of combat wouldn’t be heard, but she hoped that by then the thieves would be subdued, and she would be able to use her rank to force the guards to obey her.

And then she would only need to discover if Baron Deschamps was implicit in this scheme.

Julie breathed in and out, trying to contain her nervousness. She bit her lower lip as she thought about her lover, hoping everything would go as planned. Sure, she knew her lover had been in plenty of fights before, from what James told her she had done well on the missions she participated, but she still didn’t enjoy the thought of being away from Miriam in a situation like this.

Many things could happen in a fight to turn it around, sometimes a little bit of bad luck was all that was needed to make you lose. And this wasn’t a fight they could allow themselves to lose, she had no doubt what would happen in that case. Fortunately, neither of the men she was following seemed to be a mage, and that reassured her slightly.

They entered a carriage, loading the half-full chest with the taxes they had gathered, and set out. Julie watched them go for a few moments before leaving to grab her horse and starting to pursue.

It was only a minute, maybe less, until she saw them on the road once again, just before they reached the turn where Miriam would be waiting for them, but it seemed longer. Soon though, she heard a crash and then the screams of men, and smiled, knowing her lover’s trap had been effective.

The sight of the carriage made her smile anew. Miriam had made a wall of stone grow between the horses and the carriage itself, sharpened at the top, which made sure to slice through the horse’s reins and free them, even as the carriage smashed into it and broke. It was only the fact the carriage had slowed down on the turn that allowed it to remain in mostly one piece; if they had hit the wall any faster she was sure it would have broken apart and few of the men inside would have survived.

Even then, she wasn’t sure the driver had survived. He was laying on the ground, a few feet ahead of the carriage, eerily still.

The carriage’s door opened and two men stumbled outside, shaking their heads and trying to regain their bearings. Julie didn’t give them much of a chance though. “Stop in the name of the realm. You’re under arrest.” Anyone could make an arrest, so long as they had good cause for it. That Julie was a noble and the princess’s handmaiden only reinforced her authority.

The men heard her, but instead of obeying reached for the swords they had on their hips. With barely a thought, Julie gestured in their direction and their weapons were ripped from their grasp by wind, flying away from them and into the woods, making them gape for a moment. Then they regained their senses, but instead of obeying her and sparing themselves some hurt, they tried to run. Julie didn’t have to do anything.

The ground under their feet became almost liquid, and their feet sank down and down, until they became imprisoned up to their waists. A whistle made her look to the side, and she saw her lover, leaning against a tree and watching the scene. Before Julie could say anything, the carriage’s other door opened and another man stepped out, though this one had a bow in hand.

He was quick, and a good shot. Julie could feel the arrow move through the air, directly at her, but unfortunately for him he was dealing with a wind mage, and it was easy to twist its path and make it crash down. It didn’t deter him and he drew a second arrow, but she didn’t let him attack.

A gesture and a gust of wind crashed against him, from the side, throwing him against the carriage. It dazed him, and he shook his head as he tried to climb to his feet, but she didn’t let him try again. Another gust of wind and he went against the carriage again, and this time he didn’t get up so easily.

By the time he did, Miriam was beside him, and her bloodthirsty smile gave him pause, before she kicked him in the chest, sending him flying against the carriage once more, and if the sound was any indication breaking a number of bones as she did it.

The two men imprisoned by Miriam’s previous attack winced, and Julie kept an eye on them, waiting for the other shoe to drop. It had been too easy, and it didn’t exactly reassure her, not with her luck. Lately, there hadn’t been anything she didn’t participate in that didn’t end in a fight to the death with some mage just as strong or stronger than her, and for a few moments she couldn’t believe it would be this easy.

But it seemed it was, and after looking around with her eyes and her power, she knew they were alone, there was no one near, and the men were defeated. Miriam smiled at her, almost trying to reassure her, as if she knew where Julie’s thoughts had wandered to, which might not be far from the truth, seeing as Miriam had been with her in many of those fights.

It wasn’t hard to bind the men in chains that Miriam made from the soil. With her abilities, Julie’s lover could harden earth until it almost seemed like steel, and though eventually these bounds would wither away and disappear, by then the men should already be in the local dungeon.

Sometime after they had defeated the men, guards appeared, trying to figure out what was going on.

At first, they almost seemed willing to attack Julie and Miriam, but then the noblewoman explained who she was, used her authority to arrest the men and explained the reasons why, and any suspicion turned from her to the collectors, as well as a heady dose of hatred. Julie had to make sure nothing happened to her prisoners during transport, not that she cared much for them, but she needed to find out who was their backer.

She almost wanted to arrest the baron as well, as a precaution, but that would be overstepping her bounds. Her only chance would be to make any of the men talk before the baron could flee.

When they realized how damned they were, the thieves were all too happy to talk, and point fingers, but in the end, they didn’t know enough for her to justify arresting the local lord. Someone had come to them, yes, and proposed a plan, but it wasn’t the baron, and even the person that proposed this scheme was only an intermediary. An intermediary that had approached them on the capital, far away from Greenville.

Far enough that when the authorities got to him the ones truly responsible would have enough time to flee without suffering any consequences for their acts, and that was if he didn’t simply appear in the bottom of a well, or floating in a river.

It didn’t please Julie one bit.

Baron Deschamps appeared at the end of the day, seemingly hurried. There was a spark of something in his eyes when he looked at her, and she was almost certain he hated her, that he had been involved in this scheme, this farce, but she didn’t have any proof.

“Lady Daubigny, are you alright? When my men told me what happened, I could scarcely believe it.”

She smiled, though with some difficulty. “Oh, don’t worry my lord. I can deal quite well with some simple brigands. There’s no need for you to worry about my health.” Worry about yours, she wanted to say, but knew better than to actually say it. Something of her thoughts must have shown in her face, because he drew back and his façade slipped for a moment.

Just a moment though, and soon his face regained the same concern. “Just as well, I couldn’t imagine what the princess would think if anything happened to her handmaiden while on my lands.”

“I’m pretty sure she would make those responsible for it pay with their lives.” There was no need to tell him there was no grain of truth in the rumors that were whispered about her and Amelie, that they were lovers.

“I’m sure.”

Miriam moved closer then, and pulled Julie against her side. The noblewoman allowed it, knowing it would confuse the man in front of her, this closeness she allowed Miriam when she had just finished letting him think she was with the princess, but in this case the more confused he was the better. And it wasn’t as if it would be strange for earth mages to have more than a lover.

The thought that people might start thinking Amelie and Miriam were lovers almost made her laugh out loud.

“Baron,” Miriam said, almost disrespectful. Not that he dared say anything about it. “I need to take the lady Daubigny home, you understand. The events that occurred this afternoon were exhausting and my lady needs her rest.” She didn’t wait for him to say anything, simply nodded again then started moving away and her hand held unto Julie’s, pulling her along.

It was a struggle for the noblewoman not to laugh in the baron’s face, but fortunately she succeeded, though maybe he deserved it.

“He won’t be happy about that.” She said under her breath once they were out of sight.

Miriam only shrugged, and Julie felt she could love her even more for it. “He’ll learn to cope, if he has the time.”

The tone of these last words was dark, and one Julie could agree with. Part of her only wanted to return to the baron’s side and shake him until he confessed, but she couldn’t. He was a peer of the realm, as she was, technically higher since her family’s titles belonged to her mother. She sighed. “Let’s just hope we get the chance to see justice made.” If it depended on her, they would.


Chapter 5

“I don’t understand why we can’t spend this last night at the inn.” Julie complained one more time, glaring at Miriam. Once again, the other woman ignored her complaints, only shrugging at first.

“We’ve already paid Erika for the pleasure, why not enjoy it?”

“Not that pleasurable.” Julie muttered under her breath. The room was tiny, and the bed not that comfortable, though it was well-sized. It allowed both of them to sleep in it without having to fear falling at least.

Erika was home when they entered and blinked at them, then asked how it had gone. Julie let her lover stay behind to explain, and went to their room, moving to the water basin on top of a small table near the corner. She picked up a cloth and bathed it in the water, then pressed it against her face, cleaning some of the grime accumulated during the day, letting the coolness of the liquid rid her of some of her tiredness.

It had been an exhausting day. The fight not so much, but the waiting, and following those men around town, having to see them bully innocent people and being unable to act, and knowing that at the end one of those responsible would be free for a while longer. She had no doubt that the baron was involved.

She lost herself so thoroughly in the act of cleaning herself that she missed Miriam entering the room. When the other woman pressed against her back she jumped, and the older woman chuckled, before turning her around and pressing a kiss against her lips. Julie melted into it, wanting nothing else but to forget about the day she had, and knowing that in Miriam’s arms she would succeed.

The kiss became warmer, more daring, and Miriam’s hands started roving over her body. Julie moaned, putting her own arms around the other woman, losing herself in the caresses. It shouldn’t surprise her that a kiss wasn’t all Miriam wanted.

The earth mage started pulling her clothes off, and Julie let her. Part of her was a little bothered about making love to Miriam in Erika’s house, with the woman just past the door, but then Miriam kissed her throat, let one of her hands move down and caress her clothed rear, and Julie forgot everything but the woman in front of her. Her lover always knew how to best her.

A kiss in Julie’s collarbone made her undulate against her lover, then Miriam kissed the top of her breasts and she moaned. Julie helped the other woman undress as well, moaning and shivering as their hands roved over each other’s bodies.

It didn’t take long for Miriam to have Julie on her back, climbing atop of the other woman and parting her legs, pressing their bodies in full against one another’s. They both moaned, and Miriam couldn’t resist the temptation to let her magic go to work, enhancing Julie’s lust, making her more eager. Her lover realized it and allowed it, kissing her in turn, pushing her breasts against Miriam’s.

Julie whined when instead of pressing her rod against her sex and entering, Miriam started moving down, laying a path of kisses until she stood at her core. She didn’t complain for long though, not when Miriam’s tongue started caressing her, roving over her nether lips, licking and doing things that Julie couldn’t find words to describe.

She arched from the bed when Miriam’s mouth tightened around her clitoris, one of her hands moving to press against the woman’s head, not quite knowing if she wanted to pull Miriam deeper against her, or if she wanted to push the woman away to regain some of her focus. In the end, it didn’t matter much. Miriam’s hands grasped unto her rear, her caresses gained in strength, and Julie came undone by her lover’s mouth, screaming her enjoyment out loud.

It was only when she came down from her high, when the rush of pleasure had diminished slightly, that she remembered where she was, and who was so close to them, and she colored.

Miriam chuckled at her, guessing what made her blush. “You don’t have to worry about Erika, I’m pretty sure she heard and did much more wicked things.” Her words didn’t reassure Julie in any way, and she glared at the other blonde.

Her lover’s chuckles only became more intense.

Julie narrowed her eyes, then decided to turn the tables on her lover. She turned them around, surprising Miriam, then she was the one that leaned down and kissed her, her lips, her throat then the flesh between her breasts, hesitating between lingering there and appreciating those orbs or moving further south and exploring other territories. In the end, her sense of adventure won out.

Miriam’s body trembled as she stopped to play with her bellybutton, and Julie had to smirk, especially when the other woman glared down at her. Then Julie kept moving down, and she only hesitated slightly when she reached her lover’s sex. Miriam was as she had been born, with only her female sex in display. It could change in a moment, her lover could use her abilities and shapeshift, grow the cock she so many times used to please Julie.

The noblewoman swallowed slightly before reaching out with a finger, touching those folds, caressing them. She did love how Miriam writhed at the touch, and became more daring, exploring further, letting a finger press against the other woman’s entrance and penetrating it.

She wasn’t as comfortable with this part of her lover, but that had to change. Miriam had allowed her to get used to their relationship, to their love, before starting to push her boundaries, but her lover was in her right. Miriam was a woman after all, one with an ability that made it easier for Julie to get used to loving her, but a woman nonetheless, and she deserved to be pleased as a woman should.

Once she put that thought in her head, Julie got rid of all of her doubts and just focused on making her lover enjoy. Miriam’s taste was unique, but it didn’t bother Julie at all, she quite enjoyed it really. She also enjoyed the sighs that escaped her lover’s mouth as her tongue moved up and down.

Her hands came to a stop against Miriam’s buttocks, grasping them and using that grip to pull herself closer to her lover’s center, using everything she got to make the woman enjoy.

Miriam shook as she came, tightening her legs around Julie, imprisoning the other woman against her. Julie didn’t complain, too lost in the taste of her lover, and in the satisfaction of knowing she had been the one to make Miriam enjoy so.

When she climbed up and pressed her mouth against Miriam’s, the other woman replied eagerly, kissing her back, pulling her against her body.

“That was nice.” Miriam said as Julie laid her head on the other woman’s bosom, content and happy, forgetting about the rest of the world for a while. Miriam kept caressing her head, even as part of her only wanted to fall asleep and enjoy a good rest. “Julie?”

There was something in Miriam’s voice that made Julie’s mind sharpen. “What?” She could see the worry in Miriam’s features, but also something like eagerness and want, and she wondered why.

“Do you remember how I said you owed me a reward?”

Julie raised an eyebrow. “Yeah.” Knowing her lover didn’t intend to stop there, she prepared herself for another bout of lovemaking. She couldn’t quite imagine what else Miriam might want.

“There’s something I want to try, but I don’t know if you’ll be comfortable with.”

Julie blushed, there was only one thing they hadn’t tried yet, and she wasn’t exactly sure if she was ready for it. Miriam talked about it before, in a day where Julie was feeling a little more adventurous and asked her about lovemaking in all its forms, but she didn’t exactly understand why some people would like to make love like that.

Miriam leaned in, biting her lower lip, and she seemed so delicious that Julie doubted she would be able to deny her anything.

“I want to bring someone into our bed.”

That was not what Julie had been expecting, and she stilled, frozen. “What?”

Miriam started running a hand over her body, even as her other hand came to a stop against Julie’s face. The earth mage opened her mouth and closed it without saying anything, once, then breathed deeply and continued. “I want us to have someone else in our bed,” She rushed to explain when Julie narrowed her eyes. “Just to try it, see if you can enjoy it.”

Julie was feeling so many emotions at once she didn’t know how to react. Part of her was hurt, that Miriam didn’t think she was enough. That part told her to push the other woman away, dress herself and run out of the room. She didn’t though.

Miriam taught her how to love, she was her first lover, and she was the one that Julie hoped would be her last, even if she knew that wasn’t probable. The other woman wasn’t a noble, wasn’t rich or powerful, though she had more than enough coin to enjoy the rest of her life. Sooner or later, Julie might be forced to leave her and marry someone for the good of her family.

And Miriam was an earth mage, sex and lust was something natural for them. More than that, Miriam’s life wasn’t one that would have led her to chastity in any way. She was pretty certain her lover had experienced this before, making love to more than one person at the same time, and she wanted it again. With everything else, with the knowledge she might one day be forced to leave Miriam behind, that she would basically betray the other woman, how could Julie deny her anything?

It was still strange, and part of her didn’t enjoy the thought much, but what to do?

“You’re a wind mage, and I understand those like you tend to be … jealous.” Miriam continued, eventually.

Julie almost scoffed, jealous wasn’t quite the word. In many ways, wind mages were the opposite of earth ones, it wasn’t just their elements that opposed each other, their temperaments as well. While earth mages tended to be quite open, flirty, wind mages were prude.

She had been quite prude before meeting Miriam and even now she had some difficulty understanding how the other woman tempted her so easily.

She bit her lip, and looked away from Miriam’s eyes. Should she trust in her lover once more?

“But I promise you I’ll do my best to make sure you enjoy. I’ve resisted my nature until this point, don’t ask me to hold back more of myself, please.”

It was an attempt at manipulation and that was what angered Julie most of all. She scoffed, loudly, and almost moved out of the bed. She did move away from Miriam, letting the other woman understand how pissed she was. “You think I don’t know better?” Miriam froze, and Julie gazed at her with an intensity that surprised the earth mage. “You think I don’t know you’ve laid with others while I was serving the princess?”

Miriam opened her mouth and closed it, and this time she was the one that looked away.

“I might do this, but it will be because I want to, not because you guilt me into it.”

“You’re not mad?” The other woman asked, and Julie turned away, not quite knowing what to say.

She was embarrassed, a little angry as well, especially at having what she had known deep down confirmed. She shrugged. “I was away and I understand earth mages have certain urges. I saw how hounded up you got when we went a day without each other, and suddenly I spent weeks away from you and when I came back you were fine? I knew, I just ignored it. It is what you are, and I can’t blame you for it.”

Julie saw the same hunger and desire in Amelie, though the princess contained it a little better. Still, plenty of the maids in the palace doubled as the princess’s bedwarmers, and were very well paid for their discretion.

Miriam was unbalanced from her words, and Julie smiled sadly. “We both know this might not last as much as we want it to, that someday one of us might die, or be forced to marry or simply move away.” She reached out and grasped Miriam’s face, caressing her softly. “I love you. What is a little jealousy in the face of that?”

She tilted her head, and a smile slowly grew in her lips. “So, does that mean you’re willing to try?”

Julie shook her head and chuckled. Her lover was persistent, always. “I suppose so.”

“Then I’ll tell Erika to come in.”

“What?” Julie drew back, startled. “Here? Now? With her?”

Suddenly, agreeing to what Miriam wanted didn’t seem to be such a great idea.

“Why not?” Miriam asked, and continued, answering her own question. “I doubt we’ll see her again, and you won’t have to worry about emotions with her. She’s a whore after all, you pay her, fuck her, and forget about it afterwards.”

Julie didn’t quite know what to say to that, especially with Miriam’s past. “I don’t know…” She hesitated.

“I’ve talked with her, and she has some experience with women.” Miriam moved closer to Julie, almost pressing against her, and Julie shivered when she remembered she was completely bare. “And it will be our last day in town. There won’t be a better chance any time soon.”

Julie bit her lip, but in the end nodded, agreeing to her lover’s plan. Miriam got up, and didn’t even bother to dress, stepping out of the room in search of Erika. Julie stayed behind and resisted the urge to bit her nails. Now that she was alone, she couldn’t believe she had accepted this, but before she could do anything about it, Miriam returned with the other woman, and there was no going back.

Miriam smiled at her and climbed into the bed, putting herself behind Julie, pressing against her, and stopping her from hiding herself from Erika’s gaze. And the redhead did gaze at them. Then she started taking off her clothes, piece by piece, slowly, letting them see each motion.

Miriam drew a breath and Julie knew her lover was enjoying the show, and she couldn’t deny the other woman had a pleasing body. Her breasts were full, her curves generous. She wasn’t as beautiful as Miriam, or even Julie herself, but attractive nonetheless.

Her lover’s fingers started moving over her sides and Julie arched, specially when Miriam used magic to make her lust come to the forefront. She could have resisted it, when it was a so delicate touch, but it was making things easier for her, why deny it?

Under the influence of lust, Erika’s body became even more attractive. The woman finished her little show and crawled into the bed, moving to them. Julie thought Miriam would want the whore to focus on her, but Erika came in her direction, and it didn’t take Julie long to realize the two women had planned this. She didn’t complain though.

Miriam leaned down and kissed her neck, her shoulders, and Erika pressed against her front, kissing her collarbone and then the flesh between her breasts. Julie arched, growing suddenly hot, the two bodies against her making her delirious with need. Their hands moved over her body, their lips feasted on her flesh, and Julie didn’t know what to do with herself. She wanted to reach out to Miriam, but the woman was against her back, and her hands wouldn’t reach her. Imprisoned as she was between the two of them, she could only reach out to Erika, and though it was a strange body at first, it was similar enough that she knew what to do to make the other woman enjoy.

Erika leaned down and suckled at one of her nipples, and Julie used her hands to caress the woman’s sides, then one of her breasts. It was easy to lose herself in the pleasure, specially when Miriam nudged it along with her abilities.

When the redhead started moving lower, towards her sex, Julie thought about stopping her. Erika was a stranger after all, and that seemed far too intimate, but Miriam’s hands came around her figure, stopped against her breasts and caressed, and Julie let go.

Miriam kissed the flesh underneath her ear, then whispered. “Let’s hope she knows how to please a woman.”

Julie shivered but didn’t get a chance to reply, because Erika reached her objective and showed that she did indeed know how to please a woman. Her tongue and fingers made Julie enjoy quite a bit, and every caress made her moan, every lick made her writhe. Miriam’s presence against her back, her touches, her whispering at Julie’s ear only made the whole thing more pleasurable.

It didn’t take long for Julie to reach a new height and coming again.

“Time to repay the favor.” Miriam whispered, pushing Julie forward at the same time, and the noblewoman let her. Lust was in control of her, and under that lust she wondered how Erika would taste, if it would be terribly different from her lover.

She noticed how Miriam positioned herself behind her, but didn’t care, pushing Erika into the bed, and reaching out to spread the woman’s legs. The redhead didn’t resist, and opened herself eagerly, then moaned when Julie leaned down to play with her.

Miriam used that chance to do what she wanted since she got Julie into the bedroom. She let her body change, grew a rod, and used it to thrust into her beloved.

What followed was a quick and dirty affair, with Julie feasting from Erika’s sex as the redhead encouraged her with caresses, and Miriam holding unto the noblewoman’s hips, using that grip to thrust again and again, until she reached her pleasure.

It wasn’t the last bit of pleasure of the night, not even close, and Julie got to do much more than she ever expected in that bed, but she didn’t regret it at all.


Epilogue

“You’re not going to say you didn’t enjoy it.” Miriam teased, and Julie blushed before telling the other woman to be quiet.

Both of them knew Miriam was right, but Julie wouldn’t admit it that easily; her lover would have to pry the truth from her, and she was sure Miriam would do it, eventually, but she would make her work for it.

Julie looked at Greenville over her shoulder and sighed. She had brought Miriam there for them to be together, without anything to worry them. Businesses of the realm had interfered and she was forced to forget her initial plans, but in the end, everything had worked out alright.

They had talked of things they should have talked a long time ago, but Julie had been afraid. Now there was a weight off her back. She didn’t know what the future held in store for her, but trusted that at least there wouldn’t be any misunderstandings. Maybe she would get her happy ending with Miriam, and maybe not.

For now, she would enjoy all the time she could with the other woman.

The end
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Fortuna (Futa Academy #1)

Despite being one of the newest academies of magic, Fortuna commanded respect and its opulence made it a very attractive prospect for any promising student. Gretchen didn’t care about it, she wasn’t there by choice, but she found that escaping the grasp of Fortuna’s staff was almost impossible.

It gave her a unique chance. She had been on the run since her parents were killed, living on the streets, fleeing from town to town, trying to avoid those her paranoia said were out to get her. Fortuna could be her home, her fellow students her friends and protectors, but there was something more to it all. Someone wanted her there, someone who knew what she was, and it made her afraid.

She was one of the last succubus on the planet, and unfortunately there would be many who would want her to disappear …
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Princess and Wicked Witch

Capturing a witch was dangerous, even deadly, and Amelie had the scars to show it. Fortunately, the princess-turned-knight didn’t have much difficulty catching the latest witch, and now all she had to do was turn the other woman to the villagers she intended to curse.

It was supposed to be a fairly straightforward task, and once done the world would have been rid of another monster, but there was something wrong. The witch was scared and frail, not as dangerous as Amelie was told, and the villagers seemed intent on destroying her at any cost despite the reassurances of a fair trial they had given Amelie.

There was something more to the history she had been fed, and Amelie intended to find what it was. What she couldn’t imagine was that the witch she captured might be the answer she had been searching for all along, and that with her help she might one day be able to cure her sister.

Princess and Wicked Witch is the first book in the Cursed Queen duology. Contains explicit sex and futanari (girl penis), not recommended for anyone younger than eighteen.
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Witch Worship

The gods had shaped the Hellenic nations in many ways, none more than Hera, goddess of gods. The Sisterhood of Hera was the most powerful religious order in the land, and the most loved. Noble and kind, they helped those that needed them.

It granted them the love of the people, but plenty of enemies. And their order had a particularly weak point. Since the beginning, when Hera descended into Argos and walked through its streets, the sisterhood had been led by someone touched by the goddess – a hermaphrodite.

Hermaphrodites were rare and brought to the sisterhood for protection, trained to one day possibly become the next divine, but now someone was attacking them, killing their leader and those that could take their place, all in an attempt to destroy them.

There was only one woman that could save them. Drusilla was a witch and hated the sisterhood. Had hated them for a long time. Could Alena and Hypatia convince her to be their savior? Or would they be forced to see their lives crashing down around them?
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