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 The Garden of Hera 
 
      
 
    Codel has sacrificed much to serve the Queen goddess, Hera, in the Antheian Gardens. She gives comfort and pleasure to faithful and esteemed mothers, attending to the temple and the beautiful fields that surround it. Soon, the young servant girl is spurred out into the wilds as she pursues a beast that had intruded into the terrace and stolen from the sacred vines. 
 
    She may find that the thieving beast is not what she expected, and that the domain of the wild has secrets of healing and erotism that the human woman had never known. 
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    Although the grandest of the world’s mountains loomed above it, and the lushest mystifying forests enclosed it against that stone ascent, there were few places more beautiful to the mortal eye than the Antheian Gardens. In an act of worship to the god and goddess, loyalists built temples to Dionysus and Hera on low hills that approached the sacred summit. Between these temples a large garden curved around the side of Olympus, providing a terrace of serenity and pleasure there between the mountain and the woods. 
 
    Hera’s side of the garden was the epitome of true leisure. Pools, partially obscured by finely trimmed hedges, provided mothers and the expecting a place to bathe or soak. The water that fed them flowed through a series of tunnels that brought the water near the heart of the mountain, to warm it, before passing it through the pools. The women here would want for nothing, as servants attended to their every need. 
 
    For this was the place of the Mother goddess, and none were closer to Hera than matriarchs of righteous homes. Only those of great esteem and beauty were chosen to leave the city and come to this place in the final weeks of their pregnancy. Here they would remain until a time after childbirth, ascertaining that this sacred period of the mother’s life was as blissful and gentle as possible. 
 
    Someone needed to trim the bushes and wash the sheets; someone had to care for the women and prepare the food. For a women of poverty, such was at once an honor and a forlorn duty.  
 
    Codel served both gods here, but it was Hera that she had prayed to, and to Hera that she had dedicated her life. The young woman was blonde and fair in appearance, with wry features and a well-defined, good-natured grin. Her hair was cut short and combed cleanly, and a single pearl earring adorned her left ear. She was not unmarriageable at twenty-three years of age, but she did not intend to abandon the service of Hera for many years to come. Now she knelt nearer to the center of the garden, where a plot of grapes was shared between the deities. Whatever quarrel between them, both shared in the blessed fruit. 
 
    The servant girl’s wicker basket had been filled to the brim with plump, green, grapes. She inspected each bushel as she picked it, plucking off any unsuitable grapes and returning them to the soil. Codel knelt there in a toga adorned with the ornate image of a peacock in golden filigree, her knees settled upon a white cloth that kept her off the dirt. Although she was a servant to the gods and expected to present herself as humble and lowly, fine clothes and cleanliness were among both her luxuries and obligations.  
 
    Codel hummed softly as she gathered up her basket and cloth to stand. Out of the corner of her eyes, she could see a breach in the hedges that lined the grape plantation. It was unsightly beside the well-trimmed furnishings of the garden, and she approached it. Through the gap, she could see the field that separated the garden from the woods. It was as though an animal of some manner had thrown itself through the hedge in a violent effort to either enter or escape. 
 
    She peered down attentively at the soil and noticed a track there. It was like that of a goat, sunken more than an inch into the soft loam. So too was there a small strand of coarse hair clinging to one of the shrub's branches. She was not troubled by it. A goat in the garden would soon be caught, and it was a grand opportunity for a feast and sacrifice.  
 
    “Girl,” A woman’s voice inquired from the main vineyard path.  
 
    Codel immediately rose to her feet and swiveled on her heels, adopting a respectful and collected posture as she politely directed her attention toward the voice. The servant’s expression was ever amiable, but her amber eyes expressed a degree of reservation and grace. “Good morning, madam!”  
 
    “Would you come attend to me?” The question was, of course, a command, but the woman presented it politely as she had seen that Codel seemed to be at work on another task.  
 
    “Of course, blessings to you,” Codel said, setting down her wicker basket and walking with unreluctant haste to the woman. She was no older than Codel, but late into her pregnancy. The soon-to-be mother’s shapely form was covered with a soft silken toga that covered her swollen belly and one pale breast, leaving the other exposed to the cool summer air. As the servant approached her, she turned and walked the path toward an alcove amidst the hedges where there were chairs beside one of the heated pools. She settled down on a cushioned stone chair with a tired grunt and immediately reclined in a lax manner, expressing her complete exhaustion and simultaneously begging to be pampered. It was a mannerism Codel was well familiar with. 
 
    “The Ilithyian make you walk, don’t they?” Codel cooed comfortingly, standing near the woman as she waited on her commands. These were the servants that aided in childbirth specifically, and they often compelled the women to exercise in order to induce labor.  
 
    “Oh, they do. Sweet girl, my name is Amara,” she said, lazily opening her eyes to behold the servant. 
 
    ‘It is a pleasure to be here with you, Amara. My name is Codel.” Her greeting was highly formal, but such was a wise practice when with an unfamiliar superior.  
 
    “Would you aid me with my aching feet?” The woman flexed her toes against her sandal strap, displaying her gold-painted nails. Codel was quick to offer her an affirmative nod, laying the towel flat on the grass and moving swiftly to her knees below the woman. Amara seemed somewhat surprised to see Codel take up her position so swiftly. “It must be near impossible to avoid stains,” she speculated.  
 
    “Truly, we are careful. The dirt washes out easily enough but the grass does not.” Codel straightened out her own servant’s toga, which she had managed to keep near spotless in a year of service, despite often needing to sew on a new hem as the edge became torn. Once she was upon her knees she refrained from staring up at the woman, so as to ascertain her service did not cause any awkwardness between them.  
 
    “I shall not take much of your time dove, Codel,” Anara assured her softly, extending one of her feet toward the other woman.  
 
    “Surely permit me to work for as long as you so desire,” Codel said, taking gentle hold of the woman’s feet one at a time as she slid off each sandal.  
 
    Anara reclined silently and permitted the serving girl to attend to her aching feet. Codel enjoyed giving massages and was skilled at them as many of Hera’s servants were. She moved her hands along the woman’s arch with a gentle kneading motion,  working her thumbs against the woman’s tired sole and gradually rubbing away the tension. When a time had passed Codel came to expect that Anara may have fallen asleep on her, and looked up to the woman, only to catch the woman’s half-lidded gaze affixed upon her. 
 
    “You are good at this, you know.” Anara complimented her with a soft tone, appreciation clear in her voice. “I know I should not speak such praise to you, who is humbled before the goddess, but it does seem as though you were born to soothe.” 
 
    Codel couldn’t help but blush as she shyly directed her gaze downward. She masked the aversion of her gaze by instead looking to Anara’s other foot, releasing the one she held to take it up in turn. “That is very kind of you to say. I bear the sin of pride toward my work.” 
 
    “The gods know worse crimes. How did you, if I may ask, come to be in this place?” 
 
    “Well,” Codel raised a shoulder in a small shrug. She’d spoken her story to many others before, but she had no desire to draw out pity or undo compassion from the woman she served. When she continued her words were enunciated casually, with a disregard that indicated she was without regret. “Our family was large, and my mother was widowed with many children, so I went to the temple of the Queen Goddess and asked her to provide for my family, and grant me a place there.” 
 
    Even still, it was clear Anara felt for her. “It is a sad thing when parents must be alleviated of their children.” 
 
    Codel nodded lightly, willing to concede the troubling nature of such a decision. “It is true, but I have found joy in my service here, and now my family has come to prosper, and a new husband has given my mother many new daughters.” 
 
    “I am pleased to hear that. I hope for her blessing as well, but I know that I have given far less than you.” 
 
    Once more her eyes crawled up along the form of the pregnant woman, a hearty smile upon her features. She reached up to set a handle gently upon the side of Anara’s stomach. “To carry a child is to give your body to the goddess, for a time. There is no gift more sacred.” 
 
    “I hope then, that my child grows to be as sweet and gentle as you,” Anara slid her feet back into her sandals and Codel quickly rose to her feet, preparing to aid the woman as she stood. She was genuinely touched by her compliment, knowing that a woman of her position could never speak to her publicly in this way. 
 
    Anara was aided to her feet and departed back toward the temple, and Codel soon returned to the vines. The basket, she was dismayed to find, was gone. She inhaled sharply, looking around with some haste so as to ascertain if it had simply been moved somewhere nearby. 
 
    It was not around. All of the grapes she had gathered for the day had been stolen. It may have simply been one of the temple servants or guests that saw them unattended and took them up and brought them back to their living quarters. It wouldn’t have surprised Codel and was not a huge deal, but she found her fist clenching tensely from frustration. 
 
    Then her eyes moved to the hole in the hedges, just a few feet from where the basket had laid. Codel was momentarily uncertain. Could a goat steal a basket of grapes? Perhaps the animal ate the grapes, and another servant took the empty basket. Surely someone would have noticed the goat. She huffs, confused and suspicious, and bends down to peer through the hole. She had not truly been gone that long, had she? Why do these things always happen to her? 
 
    There across the field between the gardens and the forest, amidst the thick bushes that began floral and later turned to thorns, was a rustling. It was a departing rustling; the disturbance in the brush receded away even as she watched.  
 
    Codel harrumphed. When a sudden surge of motivation, she fled the garden and made haste back toward her quarters near the temple. She would fell this goat and make a sacrifice of it for daring to intrude upon the garden. This was surely Hera’s will.  
 
    Under her bed, there was an old willow bow, laying unstrung amidst the stone dust. It was one of the few things she had taken with her when she came to this place. Now she drew the weapon out from under the bed and brushed it off, admiring its elegant form as she tied the string once more and felt the bow's power resist her hands. She had a quiver with a few old arrows as well, although she did not have clothes better suited for hunting. The Hunt was not within the responsibilities of Hera’s servants, but Codel knew that the Queen goddess tolerated no slight, and the intrusion in the garden must be punished. 
 
    With some degree of cool determination, Codel hastily departed the temple and left the garden, trekking across the field toward where she had encountered the disturbance. Her skills at tracking were not excellent, but she expected the animal would not have gone far. She kneeled amidst the thick lush grass to tighten the straps of her sandals before proceeding into the brush. 
 
    It was an arduous and slow task just to make it to the forest's edge, as she needed to trample over thick brush laden with thorns and sharp twigs. Soon her legs were scratched severely and bled from several tiny lacerations, and the lower hem of her toga incurred a few small tears as it was caught on the bramble. She was undeterred, now, certain that she was meant to pursue the animal. Codel’s spiritual view of herself and the world made her inclined to interpret such circumstances as a test from the gods, and she was determined to uphold their will as she was able.  
 
    It was quiet, out here at the forest's edge. She could still hear the noise of revelers coming from Dionysus’ half of the gardens, but they were faded. Now audible were the gentle sounds of the woods and the animals there within. Codel could hear a frog croaking over the sound of a myriad of chirping birds. Ordinarily, she would not wander into the woods, as they were not the domain of Hera, and servants were to remain in the presence of their god. Codel was no huntress, but she knew that she should give homage to the wilderness goddess before proceeding into the forest. Artemis aided women with the agony of childbirth, and many of the Ilithyian paid homage to her as well as Hera.  
 
    Codel set her cloth upon the ground as soon as she was clear of the bushes and stood upon the soft detritus of the forest floor. She knelt there and mediated with her bow across her lap, projecting a short prayer outward toward the goddess of the hunt. She told the goddess that she was an attendant of Hera’s temple and came now to hunt a goat that had trespassed against the Mother goddess. Codel had never heard the voice of a god, but she was confident that the Huntress would permit her venture in service to the higher deity.  
 
    Then she gathered up her cloth and trudged into the forest. Immediately, the cool twilight of the forest floor instilled in her a sense of depth and uncertainty. The sun still shone brightly in the sky but the only indication of it now was a freckled pattern of illuminated shafts that struck the damp soil and small ferns below. She looked to the soil and was able to find a hoof print within a few minutes, and hastily made way deeper into the wilds in the direction it seemed to face. 
 
    More tracks were discovered along the way. Codel was confident with this first success and expected she would find the animal soon. She could not stop and practice her aim, but with good fortune, her shot would be true. She had often played with the bow in her teen years. 
 
    Movement in the brush ahead caught her attention, and she inhaled sharply as she looked toward the source of the disturbance. She could see a rustling amidst the dense shrubbery ahead and caught sight of a furry little leg slipping between the branches. Here the forest grew denser, and had she not been so determined, she would not have tried to push through the bramble and vines. 
 
    She rushed in, inattentive to the damage to her Toga as branches snagged it and thorns cut the silken fabric. Soon, she was lost amidst the high brush, unable to see her surroundings but for that which was immediately present. Still, she pushed forward. She knew now that she had gone too far to abandon her task, and must return with something to excuse her absence and the destruction of her clothes. She held her bow in a draw-ready grip, feeling a surge of adrenaline as she incurred the thrill of the hunt. 
 
    Light glimmered through the brush, and she trudged forward with her arms barred protectively in front of her face. Into a clearing she emerged, and winced as she lowered her arms and was exposed to full daylight. Here the grass grew thick around a shimmering pond, and vibrant lilies sprung up at the water’s edge. Near the center of the clearing was a large apple tree, lushly adorned with unripe, lime-green, apples.  And there beneath the fruit, almost obscured from view by the deep dark of the tree’s shadow in Codel’s adjusting eyes, was a woman with goat horns. She was resting there in the shade with her eyes closed, and seemed fur blanket over her feet. 
 
    Codel instinctively lowered her bow, huffing in momentary confusion, as well as exhaustion, as she examined the figure reclining before her. Her horns were large and curled, doubtlessly in the manner of a goat, but her features were fair and womanly. She had fine copper locks that parted at the crown and cascaded down either side of her face, obscuring the place where the horns met her head. Codel could not tell if they were attached there by bone or glue or some manner of a headpiece. 
 
    She was naked. Codel noted the carved flute that hung from her neck and then her exposed breasts, but quickly diverted her gaze upon the realization. She would not stare upon a woman in this way as she slept. She did approach, however, and saw that the basket of grapes was beside the figure. Mentally rehearsing how she might engage in this confrontation, Codel came to suspect she must be some sort of wild savage. She gripped her bow tensely. 
 
    The figure moved, and Codel flinched as her attention snapped back to the laying thief. Still, her eyes were shut but she reached out lazily to pluck, with blind accuracy, a single grape from a cluster within the bowl. She tossed it up and opened her mouth to catch it, the action done with such confidence that she had surely practiced it a thousand times.  
 
    Codel didn’t have any particular intent of sneaking up on her, but she had come to presume the woman was going to sleep. Uncertain of herself she augmented her face with a convicted and disciplinary stare, one she had seen often on the features of the older servants as they enforced their dominance. This was the expression Codel envisioned on the face of the gods each time she imagined they scorned her. Standing but a few yards away and wielding this face, she cleared her throat loudly. 
 
    The woman sprang to life like a startled animal, kicking at the dirt and scampering back against the tree. She faced Codel with an expression of shock and terror, as though bewildered to find this sanctuary of hers breached. It was hooves clattering in the dirt, Codel realized amidst immense confusion, and then focused upon the startled woman’s legs and saw that what she had mistaken as a blanket of fur was, in fact, truly fur, like that of a goat’s hide, that lay about her ankles and shin and calf and faded in the rise to her thighs. There about her waist and hips dangled ornamental chains of golden links, all clipped to a belt that was further adorned with leaves.  
 
    “I thought you were a goat!” Codel exclaimed, confusion laden in her tone as she attempted to express some manner of apology for disturbing the woman, whilst maintaining the exasperation she felt. 
 
    The woman stared her down with wide eyes, accessing her and seeming to begin to calm. “What are ye doin’ here, temple girl?!” she exclaimed, beholding Codel’s torn toga and generally disheveled appearance. She rested her palm back against the apple tree as she stood against it, still seeming as though she might bolt. 
 
    “You stole grapes!” Codel held her bow at her side and no longer kept it ready. She didn’t intend to threaten the woman, but she could see her eyes upon it. 
 
    “You came out here ‘bout grapes?” the hooved woman inquired skeptically and then scoffed at Codel noisily. “With a bow?” 
 
    “I thought you were a goat,” Codel repeated, calming. She huffed and reached to her brow to brush aside the locks of hair that dangled to her eyes. “Those grapes belong to the gods!” Codel said firmly, stamping her foot in the grass.  
 
    “Piss off, you’ve got plenty,” the thief said defensively, grabbing the basket of grapes from beside where she’d laid and moving swiftly around the tree, so as to protect herself should Codel attack. 
 
    “They are not for you!” Codel gently tossed her bow aside, having no intention of wounding the thief, and moved at her. 
 
    “I am a servant of the gods too!” 
 
    “Then you ought to know better!” Codel lunged and tried to reach around the tree to snag the basket, but the horned woman quickly pulled it away from her and kept herself opposite of Codel with the tree between them. 
 
    “I am of the nature god, it is you that robs from me!” she claimed, sticking her free hand out to point at Codel accusingly. 
 
    Codel smacked it away tersely and halted her attempts to get at the wild woman around the tree. She grimaced and contemplated it. “If you serve Artemis then she should have directed me away from you, for I asked the Huntress’ blessing in pursuing the -  what I thought was a goat!” 
 
    “Not Artemis. These are mountain wilds! I am a Satyr of Pan.”  
 
    Codel furrowed her brow and took a small step back from the tree. She did not know the way of the Lord of the Wilds, and she couldn’t help but be startled by the realization that she may be assailing one of his chosen. Now she recognized the flute about the satyr’s neck to be a symbol of the nature lord.  
 
    “Well, you should not trespass upon the gods! Our fruit is destined for the denizens of the temple!” 
 
    “Nay, lass,” the satyr moved back behind the tree. “Fruit is destined to the ground!” She rammed her horned head against the apple tree’s side, sending a powerful shudder through the wood. At once, a nearly dozen green apples tumbled from the branches thudding against the ground. One of the apples clunked against Codel’s head, and she flinched and stumbled back. Codel’s foot settled into the mud at the edge of the pond and she slipped, falling onto her rear in the shallows and causing a large splash of muddy water. 
 
    Silently fuming, Codel sat there in the water as her face turned red. The satyr laughed at her heartily, prancing out from behind the tree to take up an apple and throw it playfully at Codel. It splashed in the water beside her, and the servant girl hardly so much as flinched. 
 
    She felt utterly defeated. Her toga was ruined and soaked, and clung on her form loosely, near shredded. She would return with nothing to show for this venture but cuts and aches. Soon, tears of frustration welled up in her eyes. 
 
    Through blurred vision, she saw the Satyr moving closer to her, and instinctively raised her hand to cover her face, lest the thief hurl another apple at her.  
 
    “Lass?” The satyr inquired, uncertainty in her tone. Codel could not so much as wipe her eyes, for her arms were soaked with mud. She lowered her arm and looked up at the satyr girl with a pitiful expression. “Oh… lass, why are you crying?” 
 
    Codel didn’t answer her immediately, battling back a combination of frustration and anger, much of which was directed at herself. Eventually, she struck the pond surface with her hand in exasperation and began her complaints. 
 
    “My toga is ruined, I’m all soaked and muddy, you stole my grapes, I’m completely lost, I failed my goddess, and when I go back they’re all just going to mock me for being an idiot.” 
 
    “Well, don’t they teach you not to go into the deep woods?” The satyr woman seemed vaguely sympathetic, but mostly just confused. “Don’t be sad. Cleaning up isn’t hard, grapes grow back, and words won’t kill you. I don’t even wear clothes!” 
 
    “I can see that,” Codel mumbled bitterly. She couldn’t help but feel ashamed of her actions even in the presence of the nude satyr, who had no sense of decency. Somehow she was the foolish one. “I am not of nature like you,” Codel said, looking up at the satyr as she drew closer again. Her form was generally lithe, but not unattractively so, and she had a pleasing curve at her hips that gave her a pleasant pear shape. Codel saw a little tuft of copper hair above the satyr’s sex, but avoided spending too much time staring at her. 
 
    “Sorry, I made you slip. It was… just play,” the satyr girl explained. “Maybe you would like to have some grapes? We can share them. I need some though so I won’t give them back. Garden’s big enough to share...” 
 
    Codel waved dismissively, having become unconcerned with the grapes in face of the other troubles. She heard the kindness in the stranger’s tone but was hesitant to accept it. 
 
    “Come on, now,” the satyr said encouragingly, and extended her arm to the soaked servant, smiling at her in an amiable nature. She seemed to have sensed the other’s weakness and abandoned her mischievous play, but still, Codel was hesitant to trust her.  
 
    She retracted the offered hand, and peered down at Codel for a lengthy moment, an air of attentiveness in her expression. As they both remained silent, the quiet noises of their surroundings once again became audible. Codel steadied her breath and listened to the chirping birds and the cool rustling air that passed through the clearing. The satyr spoke again. 
 
    “Here are two things I figure, and I figure I know,” she claimed, holding up two fingers in a gesture that was playfully wry. “Us two, we were not supposed to be enemies over some grapes. And second thing, this day is not over - Helios is above, high and mid-flight. Know this: you got a lot of day left and you get to choose what to make of it.” Having given her speech, the satyr extended her hand down to Codel once more. 
 
    Codel looked down to the muddy water and then back up toward the offered hand, and reached out tentatively to accept it. She put her weight behind her arm and allowed the satyr to tug her to her feet. 
 
    “I suppose you must not be the beast I figured you for.” Codel’s words softly conceded that she treated the satyr with cruelty, but she offered no true apology for it. 
 
    “It’s alright, temple girl. Lots of things in nature aren’t what they seem.” 
 
    Making an effort to make herself at least somewhat presentable, Codel wrung out her toga and straightened it out on her form. She’d been so disheveled by the chase and struggle that the piece was loosened about her form and threatened to fall off, but she could not truly be bothered me it. “I’m Codel,” she said softly, trying to keep her voice lighthearted despite the weight of stress upon her.  
 
    “I’m Laura.” The satyr gestured to herself when she spoke and kept her gaze attentively locked upon Codel’s own eyes. There didn’t seem to be much fear or concern in Laura’s expression, now, but rather curiosity directed towards the adventurous temple servant. She approached again, and gently moved her finger against Codel’s cheek to dab away her tears. Codel had calmed significantly but still could not easily wipe her face. 
 
    Codel felt bashful but also shared in Laura’s curiosity. “Were you born as this, or did Pan afflict with?”  
 
    “This is how I’ve always been.” Laura extended her hands to her side unabashedly to permit Codel a view of her form. She stepped back out of the water, the fur of her lower legs dripping as her hooves settled down upon the grass beside the pond. 
 
    It was odd, to Codel, to find that she was beautiful. Her eyes had never lingered long on the satyr’s nude form until Laura had seemed to give her permission with the gesture. She had perky breasts with an ample dusting of freckles, and her nipples were small, dark, and firm. Codel directed her gaze downwards as she felt the warmth returning to her face, and looked instead to Laura’s legs.  
 
    The fur about the satyr’s ankles was soaked with mud, but still, the lower portion of each of her legs was adorned with curly and fine copper fur to match her smooth locks in color. Codel observed the ripple in the fur as a breeze moved against them. The fur didn’t go much further than her knee but appeared finer and softer there. Codel, admittedly, felt the urge to feel at it.  
 
    “So then you serve Pan here?” Codel inquired, stepping out of the pond and onto the grass, to stand near Laura.  
 
    “Aye, and watch over the domain. These places of natural solace, untouched by order, and beautiful.” 
 
    “I suppose I am intruding, then,” Codel said softly. Perhaps she thought, then, that she might excuse herself and pretend none of this had happened. But she had not yet truly decided to go.  
 
    “Anyone can visit the wilds. To keep you out would be to order them.” 
 
    Codel smirked slightly. “Well, surely even animals keep up some kind of defense. Territory.” She raised her hands so as to mime a wall between herself and the satyr. 
 
    “The Wilds have visitors. Those that wander, those that pass through.” Laura moved her hands through Codel’s envisioned barrier and put her fingers against the servant girl's shoulder. Codel instinctively kept her hands up, pressing back gently against Laura’s stomach. Still, the satyr moved forward and walked her hand on two fingers, ascending the slope of Codel’s shoulder before hopping away behind her back. Codel let her hands down when she realized the satyr's meaning. “If they mean no harm.” Laura clarified. 
 
    “Well, I shalln’t bring ruin to your pond,” Codel said as Laura limply rested her arm over her shoulder. 
 
    “I didn’t figure so. I can share. Hey, you want some grapes?” She seemed to playfully mock Codel, but her offer was sincere enough. She pranced away suddenly, bending down to take up the basket. Codel’s eyes were immediately drawn to her fluffy little goat tail that wagged rapidly as she bent over, showing her excitement. It was then impossible for her to not direct her gaze below it, and observe Laura’s shapely ass. A dusting of freckles was upon her rear as well, and she was plumper there than compared to the rest of her lithe form.  
 
    “I’d… love some grapes,” Codel said, with a difficult-to-miss degree of distraction in her tone. Mentally she was considering the circumstance. Some part of her felt she should depart from there, as she was so anxious regarding all the failures she’d already endured. Yet, another part of her knew that it made no difference now, and was deeply curious to see where the story of this day would lead. She slowly came back to an alert state and found herself curious. “Are there many other satyrs?” she inquired. 
 
    “Aye, many. Many all over the world, actually. They call us many things. Faun, sometimes, or Sileni. And I’m also a satyress! Goat lady.” She reached out toward Codel with a handful of the stolen grapes, and Codel took them, and began to eat. “Come on,” Laura said, skirting around her and settling her rear where the grass was thick. Here they’d be far enough from the pond to rest on dry soil.  
 
    Codel came over to her and sat gently on the ground, subconsciously maintaining the presentation of elegance despite her roughened state.  
 
    “Perhaps you ought to cover yourself,” Codel said as Laura scooted in close to her. She felt as though she was somehow behaving scandalously just by associating with the nude satyr. 
 
    “Why? I don’t even have clothes.”  
 
    Codel sniffed. “Well perhaps I will bring you something.” she imagined she had a pair of common clothes she could part with. 
 
    Laura smiled at her cheerily. “That’s okay! Clothes aren’t for me,” she said, dismissively proud. “You look even more savage. Yours all torn and soaked!” 
 
    “I… I know that.” Codel said, looking down at herself. She quickly tugged the hem of her shirt up as she noted her breast was exposed by the hanging cloth. She popped another grape in her mouth to mask any awkwardness she felt. 
 
    “Why are these important anyway?” Laura asked, tossing a grape up and catching it in her mouth as she had done before.  
 
    “They’re grown for the temple denizens and the gods. They help women be fertile.”  
 
    Laura appeared skeptical. “Are you trying to have babies?” 
 
    Codel stifled a small chuckle. “Oh, no, as it were. I just serve the gods there - I serve Hera on behalf of my mother.”  
 
    “Do servants of Hera not have kids? Seems like you would since she likes families and babies.”  
 
    “Usually not,” Codel said, “Some leave when they are ready to have a family of their own if they think they’ve served long enough. If they think… Hera is calling them to be a mother.”  
 
    The satyress seemed to understand and leaned back with her hands resting behind her in the grass, as she peered over the pond’s rippling surface. “Must be a hard choice.” 
 
    “Yea, hard for many reasons. But I like women much more so than men, so I did not intend to have children.” 
 
    They sat quietly together for a moment, and Codel found herself gently shivering as the cool air passed through her soaked toga and chilled her. 
 
    “I guess I don’t get human romance.” 
 
    “It’s… also a complicated thing. Are there male satyr in these woods?” 
 
    “Some, deeper within.” 
 
    “I was surprised to see you with horns, as I thought horns were an attribute of male animals.” 
 
    “Sometimes! It is not so for satyr. All satyr got horns.” 
 
    Codel reached out and moved her hand over the smooth curved protrusions, feeling the ridges that marked their firm lengths.  
 
    “They’re heavy though. Good for ramming things! Sometimes my neck gets tired.” 
 
    “I imagine so,” Codel said cheerily. She couldn’t help but be reminded of the sore pregnant woman she so often attended to. It was only that Laura bore the weight on her neck. The servant leaned in to smell the vibrant lily that was tucked into Laura’s crimson locks in the shadow of her horn. It seemed fresh, and the scent was wonderful. Next, her eyes moved to Laura’s legs and observed the fur there.  
 
    “You can touch there as well!” Laura said, attentive to Codel’s gaze. The servant girl hesitated and then moved her hand against the fur gently. It was softer than she imagined, although curly and tangled in parts. She could feel the smooth skin of Laura’s thigh through the layer of goat-like fur, and gently moved her fingers to give the satyr a little scritch. She felt Laura just above the knee, and the satyr stifled a few noisy giggles.  
 
    “Ticklish, huh?” Codel was quick to prey upon the weakness and tickled Laura above the knee with both hands. Laura squealed and tried to pull away from her, her other leg kicking wildly into the air as she struggled through her giggles. Codel burst into laughter at the antics, ending the tickle assault soon enough. 
 
    “Guh! Don’t!” Laura squealed, breathing heavily. 
 
    “Sorry, had to. You’re all fuzzy!”  
 
    Laura ran her hands down either of her fuzzy legs from the knee to where her fur became muddy above the ankle. She reached out rather suddenly and lifted Codel’s toga to expose her legs.  
 
    “Your legs are all bare!” she said, setting her hand upon Codel’s soft calf and feeling her hairless skin. 
 
    Codel quickly grabbed hold of her toga to ascertain she was not exposed, but allowed the satyr girl to explore her features, just as she had.  
 
    “You’ve got cuts and stuff,” Laura observed, seeing that Codel had scratched up her feet and calves rather severely as she trudged hastily through the bramble. Now the wounds were tender and appeared uncomfortable, and many were slathered in mud.  
 
    “Oh… yeah. Quite a lot of them.” Codel said. She had more wounds all about her form where she’d torn her toga and scraped the soft skin beneath. 
 
    Laura moved against her gently, so that their sides rested against each other and Codel could feel the warmth of her form through what remained of her toga. The satyr reached around her with her right arm and settled her fingers upon the grass at Codel’s side. She seemed deliberate in the action, and Codel watched her hand curiously.  
 
    It was a curious thing to see, and for a moment, Codel could not quite understand what was occurring. An illumination of light seemed to emanate from the grass beneath the satyr's touch, casting a green glow out against their surroundings. At first, it was difficult to look at. When the brightness began to fade, Codel could see the grass stirring. The blades grew slightly, curving gently as they reached a high above the rest of the grass. There in the center of the growth, a stalk sprouted from the earth, rose, and budded before Codel’s eyes. Within moments, a small blue flower had grown at her side.  
 
    Fascinated, Codel gently reached down to touch the flower. She stroked its petals gently with her finger, as though confirming that it was truly there. “Magic…” she said, contemplatively. 
 
    Laura plucked the flower from the overgrown patch of grass and twirled it against her thumb. Codel peered at it, wondering if the satyr might offer the flower. Admittedly, she found it hard to look away. 
 
    Instead, Laura moved the flower against Codel’s bare thigh, running its fragile petals over her cuts. Where the petals moved, the servant woman felt immediate relief. She could hardly believe it. “Did you -” Codel reached down to feel at her muddy shin and rubbed at where her wound had been, ascertaining that the cut was gone.  
 
    “Simple magic,” Laura said cheerily. “For small wounds.” 
 
    “It’s - that is still extraordinary!” Codel watched with elated curiosity as Laura continued to move the petals against more of her small wounds, alleviating them with nearly no effort. 
 
    “I’m glad to help! You should get naked though.”  
 
    Codel stifled a little noise of alarm, surprised by the sudden request. She realized soon enough what Laura meant. “Oh, for my other wounds? You need not bother yourself…”  
 
    “Why so shy? I’m naked. We’re alone here. No one’s gonna be dumb enough as you can come all this way into the bushes.”  
 
    The servant huffed at her noisily but conceded the point. “I need to let my toga dry out anyway.” Codel rose, and Laura cradled the little flower in her lap while she waited for the human woman to undress.  
 
    She was shy to present her nude form to the satyr, but the forest alcove was warm and the grass was soft and thick, and Codel couldn’t help but feel as though there was little reason to be bashful now, given their circumstances. Rather, she was eager to explore further and see where this encounter between them may lead. The presence of magic filled her with curiosity, and she now realized her unlikely companion was beyond her in wisdom, at least in some ways. 
 
    She pulled her toga off, unconcerned about the ruined garment. She’d not be keeping it now, but she meant to wear it back to the temple, at least. A wave of anxiety assailed her as she thought about how she might explain her state upon arrival, but she pushed the thought aside for the moment.  
 
    When the cool air touched her nude form, she shivered tensely. She was still soaked from the fabric, but she knew she’d be much warmer once her skin had a chance to dry. She folded the toga in her hands and twisted it, wringing out as much water as she was able.  
 
    Codel could feel the satyr’s eyes upon her as she faced the pond. She was pale and soft compared to the satyr, but her body was blemished by small scratches and smudges of dirt that speckled much of her form. Her breasts, while slightly larger than Laura’s, were soft in appearance and did not perk up in such a well-defined manner. What am I still doing out here, really? Codel had to ask herself. The magic was an excuse to stay, but she couldn’t help but feel another factor contributing to her hesitation.  
 
    When she’d coaxed much water as she was able from her toga, she gently tossed it aside unto the grass. She was not concerned about staining it now. Laura gave Codel a cheery and good-natured smile as the servant returned to sit beside her, now equalized in nudity.  
 
    Laura moved close to Codel, coming against her side as she had before so that she could access most of her body. Her fuzzy legs settled against the bare legs of the servant woman, and the warmth of her body mingled with Codel’s own heat where their sides touched. 
 
    The satyr set to work right away, gently passing her flower over each of Codel’s little wounds. It took her a while to find them all, and Codel pointed them out as able. Relief was flooding into her, and with each erased wound, the pain and unease she felt diminished. It would be easier for her to move past this misfortune when her body was clear of the uncomfortable reminders.  
 
    She did not speak much then, allowing the satyr to attend to her. Perhaps she felt bashful accepting the aid and permits she feared her voice might betray her feelings. The soft tips of the magical flower’s petals graced her skin, and she found the sensation stimulating and unignorable.  
 
    It looked as though the flower had begun to wilt when Laura finished her task. The satyr flicked it away gently and gave Codel an expectant look after having permitted her the calm silence. Codel had prepared no words and found herself speaking uncertainly, filling the silence before it became strange. 
 
    “That is truly something special. I’ve never seen real magic.”  
 
    “Maybe. Magic is subtle. I can not do too much with it. Small wounds, at least.” 
 
    “Still, you did much for me.” 
 
    Laura moved her arm around Codel again and held her at the side, cuddling against her as her other hand rested, supporting her, in the lush grass to their backs. Her exposed breast rested gently against Codel’s own breast, and once again the flush began to return to the servant’s features, now that there was nothing to distract herself. She felt affection toward Laura now, and couldn’t help but realize she had been cruel. 
 
    “You’re… very cuddly. And nice,” Codel said appraisingly, and then quickly followed with “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare or threaten you.” 
 
    “I know it, lass.” Laura grinned at her widely and gave her a little squeeze against herself, eager to push back the servant’s anxiety.  
 
    “I don’t know what got into me, really. Maybe I thought I wasn’t doing enough, back at the temple. Or maybe I was just… missing something.” 
 
    Laura was quiet for a lengthy moment, breathing through her nose as her eyes were directed at the shimmering surface of the pond. “I feel for ya. ‘Course you’d be drawn to nature. You oughta get out and about more!” 
 
    “Aye well, look where that go me.” Codel’s tone was not as terse as it had been, but it was evident she was longing for some pity. 
 
    “Just be smart about it. Come out here in good clothes, and don’t force yourself through bushes or to somewhere you don’t belong.” 
 
    Codel raised a shoulder in a small shrug. It was good advice, and she knew she’d appreciate this place's beauty more under different circumstances. “I would return to see you, at least,” she said softly, uncertain of herself even as the words escaped her lips.  
 
    “Do you like me, then?” Laura inquired in an abruptly forthright manner. “I never really know - sometimes humans just can’t get past it.”  
 
    Codel stammered a little but took the opportunity to direct the attention back to Laura. “Humans can’t get past your fur?” 
 
    “And all the other things. Sometimes they do.” 
 
    Codel grinned. “I’ve heard satyrs to be masters of seduction,” she said, teasingly.   
 
    There was clear amusement upon Laura’s face, as she enjoyed Codel’s cleverness and how the servant was beginning to play a bit more about their converse. She was happy to see her relax. She leaned forward then, pantomiming a blatant kiss-initiation and making little kissy-noises. 
 
    Codel pretended to swoon. “Yes, just like that. For a more foolish woman.” 
 
    Laura exhaled through her nose. “What if I like them smart?”  
 
    “Then… that’d be unfortunate,” Codel said and then giggled intensely.  
 
    “You think yourself too much of a fool?” Laura leaned into Codel, turning slightly to face her more directly, but keeping herself body-to-body. 
 
    “You must think I am.”  
 
    “I think you’re cute.” 
 
    “Like a child?” 
 
    “Like a bumbling animal. All sweet and sad and lost. Like a domestic dog in the wilds.” Laura reached forward to gently squeeze Codel’s cheek between her thumb and finger. 
 
    “So maybe you can show me?” 
 
    Leaning against Codel once more, Laura seemed to ponder the question at length, as though the matter was secret and taboo and she hesitated to proceed. “I couldn’t… teach you everything. Not every power will be there for you but… I could show you a lot of stuff.” 
 
    “You’ve already shown me a lot of stuff, huh…” Codel grinned cheekily at Laura. The satyr snorted, amused, and playfully shoved Codel down against the thick grass.  
 
    “But still you want more.” 
 
    Codel watched, momentarily petrified, as Laura straddled her at the waist and leaned down toward her. She blocked the sun but the intense light filtered through her crimson hair, igniting her head in a wreath of warmth and vibrant color about her glimmering horns. At once she was in the satyr’s shadow and felt an immense sensation of intimacy as she was brought close and, at the same moment, shrouded in a personal solace of darkness.  
 
    She did not feel isolated now, nor exposed. The bushes that surrounded her seemed to secure them in this peaceful place better than any walls could, and the company she had found erased the loneliness, and much of the fear. 
 
    A moment passed quietly between them as they peered into each other's eyes. Codel seemed almost to lose focus, and then nodded gently and spoke in a soft tone. “Yes.” She didn’t know where the courage came from. Perhaps, the stronger choice then would have been to resist or decline. Now she was enthralled, and already submitting to the unknown; submitting to pleasure in the moment, and also to how their fates would interweave thereafter. 
 
    Laura settled her hand gently against Codel’s cheek and felt the warmth of her face. Her look was tender, but elated as Codel’s was. The tension between them was dissolved as the satyress moved her face closer to the servant girls, and parted her lips near her face. Codel could feel the warmth of Laura’s breath washing over her face, and moved up to meet her. She secured her lips against Laura’s and sat up slightly to move against her. 
 
    Slowly, Laura allowed herself to sink down onto Codel, gently pushing the servant back down with the weight behind the kiss. She closed her mouth gently against Codel’s lower lip, suckling it tenderly as the two bodies connected.  
 
    There was a sweet taste on the satyr’s lips, like a delicious combination of exotic berries and honey. Codel trembled as she felt the woman’s body settling down upon her own. The soft presence of the satyr’s breasts pressed against her own, and the initial chill of her skin immediately stimulated her own nipples to harden. She felt arousal moving swiftly through her as their soft embrace grew in warmth. Codel moved her mouth into Laura’s tongue to pursue the sweet and unfamiliar taste of her and opened her mouth to permit the entrance of Laura’s tongue in turn.  
 
    The satyress moved her hand gently down from Codel’s cheek, traversing her neck and shoulder before moving in and gently cupping her breast. She continued to work her tongue in their kiss, playing about in the other's mouth and enjoying the intimate closeness of it, as they leaned together to enter each other as much as they could. 
 
    Codel exhaled strongly through her nose, the sudden presence of Laura’s hand on her tit managing to catch her off guard. Her teats were immensely sensitive, and she’d not felt such stimulation upon them in some time. Laura gently rubbed her palm against Codel’s breast, massaging it as they made out on the grass. Codel embraced Laura with her hands wrapped around the satyress as they spooned together and suddenly turned herself to roll herself on top. 
 
    Laura giggled through their kiss, and pulled her mouth away to chuckle as spittle dribbled between each of their lips. “You’ve got me now!” she said playfully, wiggling beneath Codel’s grasp. Codel moved her face down along the satyress’ form until she was between her perky breasts, and peered up at her from there with suggestive eyes. 
 
    “Go on,” Laura said, her tone encouraging haste. Codel required no further prompting and quickly settled her lips upon the satyress’ left teat. Her lips encompassed it and her tongue moved over it, and the result was immediately apparent in Laura. She huffed a heavy breath and stared upwards, gasping as her chest rose and fell beneath Codel’s tongue. The servant girl pleasured her teat with little circles and gently nudged the nipple each time Laura began to relax, so as to draw another moan from her. “You’re good at that,” Laura said breathily. 
 
    As she suckled the nipple, Codel moved her other hand onto Laura’s unattended breast and massaged it in hand as the satyress had done for her, understanding that she found pleasure in the stimulation of her teats.  
 
    Gently groaning with gradually increasing intensity, Laura pushed back against Codel, moving her breasts against the servant woman’s mouth and hand and beginning to sit up against her. Codel found herself slipping backward and Laura advanced after, pushing her down onto the grass and putting herself above the human once again. Her was careful to keep her teat to Codel’s mouth as they adjusted, savoring the pleasure as she seemed hesitant to pull away. 
 
    Codel’s hands moved around Laura again, settling on her lower back. She felt fur brush against her as the satyress’ tail wagged, and stifled a cheery giggle into Laura’s breast. She reached down and took hold of the short and fluffy tail, squeezing it gently. It was much softer than it had appeared to be. 
 
    Laura let out a strange little noise that Codel could only describe as a bleat,  and lifted her torso enough for her teat to drift away from Codel’s lips. 
 
    “Does that feel odd?” Codel asked, clearly amused. She stroked the fluffy tail gently in her hand, and her other hand settled upon Laura’s ass. 
 
    “A little!” Laura was heavily aflush as she peered down at Codel. A strand of spittle still dangled between the servant woman’s lips and the satyress’ teat. They looked at each other for a short moment, both showing elation and eagerness in their features. Codel seemed to guide Laura forward with the hand upon her rear, encouraging the satyress to bring herself up to her mouth. 
 
    Codel let her arms down as Laura crawled up along her form. With her knees in the grass, her hairy shins rested against either of Codel’s arms, and her sex loomed above the servant girl’s face. It was quite a view for the woman beneath her, who looked up to see smooth thighs on either side of her vision and the nude form of the satyress towering above her. She could see Laura’s horns and some of her fiery copper hair past her breasts, but the satyress's face wasn’t visible until she leaned forward and grinned down at the woman pinned beneath her. 
 
    “You ready?” Laura inquired wryly. She didn’t give Codel much time to answer before settling her pussy down upon the servant girl's face and resting her weight on her. Codel was momentarily uncertain of herself, but quickly dispelled any cowardice. If she was not skilled at this, they’d surely have plenty of chances to practice. She extended her tongue out into Laura’s already-wet sex and tasted her. There was a sweetness to her inside that immediately urged Codel to work her tongue deeper, savoring her companion's arousal and hopefully coaxing more from her as her tongue began to move. 
 
    The little tuft of fur above Laura’s slit tickled Codel’s nose, and she inhaled deeply as she licked and worked her tongue deep within the satyress pussy, enjoying her taste and scent and the sound of her appreciative moans. Laura leaned back again, presenting her lower body to Codel’s service as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the stimulation. Her hand moved up gently to play with her spittle-drenched teat and pleasure herself while the servant woman ate her out. Her tail wagged vivaciously. 
 
    Soon, Laura began to gently hump and grind Codel’s face so as to add to her own pleasure. The servant girl was quickly improving her technique as the satyress gave feedback for her reactions, but Laura was able to add to it by working her clit against the soft bulbous tip of the servant girl's nose. Her wetness left Codel’s face slick and shiny, soon coating her cheeks and chin with a gloss that reflected the sunlight back toward the satyress.  
 
    Codel moved her tongue against the inner walls of the satyress sex, licking the inside of her pussy with long stroking movements and slathering the entire inside of her vagina with spittle. She ceaselessly worked within her, loving the taste of Laura’s sex almost as much as she loved the way the satyress’ pussy clenched against her tongue, periodically affirming that the motions were doing wonders on her. 
 
    The servant’s own hands rested on the satyress’ rear for a time before sliding down from there and feeling again at the thick and soft fur of her legs. She avoided the muddy lower portion of them, but idly scritched at the coarse fur even as she continued to eat the satyr out. Laura’s thighs were hairless until a few inches above the knee, and their warmth radiated through Codel’s head as she was pinned between them. 
 
    Laura groaned sharply and clenched Codel’s tongue in her sex, a sharp orgasmic surge accelerating through her as Codel’s tongue curved up inside. “That’s good,” she said sharply, pleading with the woman to continue. Codel’s hands left Laura’s fuzzy legs and moved down along her own body, her fingers settling against her petals as she began to pleasure herself. The fingers on one hand gently teased her clit and the fingers on the other moved inside of her wet sex, drenching themselves in her lubricant before beginning to stroke her labia.  
 
    It took a few moments for Laura to recover from the first spike in her pleasure, but as she did, she began to gently turn around on Codel’s face, momentarily taking her weight off the servant. Codel took a heavy breath and licked her lips, her mouth faintly coated with a layer of sweet fluid. 
 
    Again Laura offered her pussy to Codel, but now she faced down her body, and the upper portion of the servant’s face was pressed firmly against her ass. Even as Codel worked her tongue into the satyress’ sex once again, Laura was leaning forward to give her pleasure in turn. Codel moved her hands aside from Laura’s advance as the centaur leaned down and secured her lips over Codel’s pussy, becoming a flipped mirror image of her posture. Codel secured her hands on Laura’s horns and held her firmly against herself, immediately finding herself nearly overstimulated by the other woman’s tongue. 
 
    It’d been far too long since she had experienced this kind of pleasure. It was almost overwhelming in the first moments, but she would not alleviate herself of the intense sensation, nor beg Laura to stop. The satyress’ tail wagged back and forth rapidly, the fur swiping against the top of Codel’s head. Like Codel she worked her tongue deeply into Codel’s sex, but she moved her mouth much faster, rapidly licking along the servant woman’s slit between entering plunges. 
 
    Codel could feel Laura’s quickening breath around her sex and felt the satyress growing clumsy and almost frantic as her pleasure began to surmount her. She moved her hip energetically forward and backward, grinding herself against Codel’s tongue.  
 
    Her moans became loud and Codel knew she was orgasming. The woman below could feel the waves of tension and relief pushing through her, and felt Laura’s sex clench against her tongue, as though trying to keep her deep within. Ejaculate splattered out from Laura’s pussy and coated Codel’s tongue and lips. The taste of the other’s sweet release pushed Codel toward the edge, and soon she felt her pleasure overcoming her in turn. 
 
    Codel held Laura’s head firmly into her crotch as she came, rocking her hips upward to meet the hastily licking tongue. She groaned out with a high-pitched and squeaky moan as she came, the sensation of the tongue’s rapid movement driving her forcefully over the edge.  
 
    Laura moved her mouth from Codel’s sex when the orgasm had subsided, and gently licked it, providing a pleasure less likely to overwhelm the woman as she recovered. She moaned out softly in appreciation.  
 
    “Seems like you needed that. I know I needed that…” Laura said. She gave Codel’s clit a little kiss and turns again to straddle Codel about the stomach and stare down at her. 
 
    Each of them was breathing heavily from the experience, but Codel was filled with a tremendous sense of calm. She was no longer worked up about the incident. A new dress was one thing, and everyone made mistakes. “I did…,” Codel agreed softly, settling her hands on Laura’s hips as she felt the satyress wetness upon her own stomach. 
 
    Laura clasped her head and giggled cheerily. “We’re going to have so much fun!” she exclaimed with enthusiasm. “You’ll come to see me again won’t you?” 
 
    “Ah! Yes, of course! We might need to meet nearer to the edge of the wilds here…” 
 
    Laura laughed at her playfully, gently settling her hands on Codel’s breasts and pressing against them as she stood, to support herself. “Of course! Don’t want ta ruin your clothes.” 
 
    Once she’d stood, she offered a hand to Codel. Codel smiled at her warmly, standing close to her and feeling no particular urge to cover herself, now. A cool breeze was upon them as the evening chill began, but it was not unpleasant. “I am really looking forward to… seeing all these things you want to show me - and getting to know you better,” Codel said. She moved toward her toga and took it up in hand. It was still damp but would continue to dry by the wind as she made her way back. 
 
    “Me too!” Laura exclaimed, prancing about around Codel as she dressed. “Don’t forget your bow! And… and your grape basket.” Laura scratched at her head as she said it, perhaps now finally remorse for having stolen it. 
 
    “Is there a good way out of here, rather than through the bushes?” Codel inquired, peering around at the clearing’s edges.  
 
    “Oh, let me.” Laura raised a hand and aimed her fingers toward the place where Codel had first pushed through the bush. The branches seemed to recede slightly, as though by a gust of wind, so as to permit Codel a small walkable path between them and to where the brush was less dense. 
 
    She was fascinated by the magic, but as she took her first few steps in, she turned around to Laura. “Goodbye! See you soon. It was good meeting you!” Her tone was pleasant and cheery, and Laura gave her a happy wave in return as the bramble closed up between them. 
 
    With only the ambient noises of the woods to attend to her senses, Codel made her way back to the temple to wash up and think about her new companion, and what future the fates may have for them. 
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 Sea of Lust: Women of the Water 
 
    The ocean is unforgiving, and a crew of bold sailors on a death defying-quest are soon caught in the storm. Anne is a dashing young captain with strong determination in her heart, but when a torrential wave knocks her overboard, she fears it may be the end of her story. 
 
    The water, and the women that reside there, have other plans for her. A beautiful mermaid soon proves to be both her salvation and her pleasure, as she is pulled from the water and into a passionate and sexual embrace. 
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    Torrential waters crashed against the ship’s bow, the waves launching salty spray skyward to cascade forcefully upon the frantic crew. “We should have struck the yards!” a sailor’s voice called, barely audible over the roaring wind. Some among the pirates retreated below Haste’s deck, leaving the captain and her first mate to serve at the helm. 
“We will weather it!” Anne cast her gaze over the dim horizon. The clouds seemed to rupture over an island nearly obscured in the dark, illuminating its green terrain of life in the luminous glow of the sun. With each approaching mountainous wave their destination was momentarily obscured until the rupture of the collision settled and the pirate crew caught sight of it once again. “Look!” Anne shouted, dramatically pointing at the sun-graced island. “Our destiny is ahead!” The raven-haired captain held the wheel firmly, exposed to the elements at the helm of the sloop. She was a wily-natured woman, disheveled by the torrential wind and clad only in short pants and a canvas shirt. 
 
    Maria trudged up to Anne unsteadily, moving quickly and carefully across the slick surface of the tilting deck. “This is surely the place?” she asked, her eyes fixed on the island ahead, and beholding the splendor of its vibrant green color amidst the dark horizon. It blinded her to all else. The wind and torrential rain battered her form and soaked her clothes, but she would not be deterred. 
 
    “Look upon it, Maria! It must be!” Anne was focused on their destination. Those who lingered on Haste’s deck stared at their destination with wonder. They were ecstatic to see their journey’s end now in clear sight, despite the peril. This is what they had traversed the world to find. “At last!” Anne screamed, her elation and conviction overpowering the roar of the tropic storm. 
 
    “Rocks, starboard!” A voice called, followed by a sudden and alarmed cry. The ship shook violently to the rumble of jagged stone scraping across wood, and the wheel turned in Anne’s grasp forcefully. 
 
    “Dammed!” The captain threw a hasty glance over her shoulder at the barely visible rocky crag that was now drifting past their stern. The ship was turning in the water despite her efforts to correct the rudder and now rocked violently as the waves began to plow against its port side. 
 
    For the first time in months, a surge of fear assailed her. She saw, by the flash of lightning, a hundred ships dead upon abyssal stones, black rocks littered with fragments of wood and half-rotten sails. They were all filled with dead travelers that had once sought this place with the same conviction Anne did now. The inkling suspicion that her purpose was divine had been founded in a belief that few had ever gotten this far, but now she saw that was not true. This may be the end of her journey as it was for so many others, and she struggled to bear the weight of that doubt. 
 
    But turning back was not considered. She would stay her course, and if today was her last day, then she would know in her final moments that this destiny was never hers. Such closure to the soul was the sweetest death.  
 
    She put her weight behind herself and pushed the wheel to drive Haste away from the rocks, groaning with the effort required to control the ship. The sloop was unresponsive to her, and the relentless winds pressed it once more against the rock. The collision took her from her feet and ripped the wheel from her hands, and she slid along the slick boards of the deck. Anne quickly scrambled for her feet, but when she looked for her first mate, she had no sight of her. Maria had been standing just behind the captain.
“Maria!” Anne called out, shouting without direction as disorientation steadied her mind. 
 
    “I’m here!” Maria shouted. She was braced against the starboard railing just a few yards aft of her captain, clinging tightly as the glossy ebony stone scraped the sloop below her.
A wave surged over the side of the boat, colliding with Anne as she tried to rise. She felt pulled from the deck forcefully, thrown and carried by the water’s strength. Her hands grasped frantically at the railing as the flow swept her off of the ship, but she wasn’t able to get a grip on the slick wood. Immediately she felt ripped into the deep, dragged yards below the surface by the ocean’s dark grasp. Blinded and deafened as the current thrashed her mercilessly around beneath the waves, the captain struggled to orient herself. 
 
    It was as if she was a stone sinking in the water, how the current threw her into the depths forcefully. She felt herself collide with the rock some yards below the surface, but could not so much as turn in the water before the shifting ocean tore her away from the stone. She kicked wildly toward her presumed up, shock nullifying her pain. 
 
    She did not see the surface until her flailing arm broke it. Frantically kicking her feet she emerged from the water. Her head jutted up at the waves trow as she struggled to stay afloat. She gasped, inhaling sharply as she frantically took in her new surroundings. She was drifting away from her ship and watched helplessly as it slammed into a rock over a hundred feet from where she struggled in the water. She rose and fell with the waves, screaming for the ship before attempting a sharp whistle. Even as the boat struggled to turn its bow back toward the island, the current was drawing her away. She did not know if they heard her or not. She watched as the wind tore a headsail from its mast, snapping the very rope that bound it. 
 
    Disoriented and shocked, Anne was assailed with frantic thoughts as her mind searched for salvation. She should have tied herself to the wheel. She should have struck all the sails and stowed them below deck. She should have done much. She tried to swim against the current as she was able, but the water was carrying her along the rocky outcroppings and further from hope.  
 
    Something brushed against her in the water, the smooth touch of flesh beneath the water’s surface. It was as though a hand had felt at her, and for a moment she thought it may be another of her crew, struggling for aid. She submerged herself and looked about in the dark, unable to make out anything more than a few feet away. Just before she moved to the surface, she saw the glimmer of scales at the edge of her vision. Obscured by the dark, the unidentified creature seemed to be coming back around toward her again.  
 
    She burst from the water’s surface again, inhaling sharply as she took air into her lungs before submerging again, preparing to fend off an unknown creature. 
 
    For a moment Anne’s mind could not comprehend what she saw in the watery dark, as the creature approached her and reached out with two humanoid arms to grasp her about the waist. Anne kicked frantically, staring at a creature that looked as though a human had been half-swallowed by a fish, at a glance. Then she realized the reality. The mermaid held her about the waist and swam against her. She pushed Anne away from the rocks and into the depths, easily overpowering the captain’s swimming strength.  
 
    Anne struggled to free herself. Although the mermaid's appearance baffled her, she would not allow it to drag her to the depths. She was prepared to face worse threats than this on her journey to the goddess’ temple.  
 
    “Be still,” the mermaid said, her voice reverberating through the water with great clarity. Anne nearly gasped and filled her lungs with water, so shocked she was to hear the abnormal woman speak. She looked upon the humanoid torso and face of the mermaid, observing her slender and beautiful form in the dim light of the depths. She could see glimmering scales along the mermaid’s tail, though they dispersed to a pale human body at the waist. Some scales speckled the mermaid’s sides and encroached along the side of her breasts, but the mermaid had human teats and substantial tits to support them. 
 
    The captain did not trust the mermaid’s beautiful appearance or oddly soothing voice for even a moment. She had heard tell of the trickery this place employed to defend itself, from sirens that lured sailors to their deaths to wind that always blew away from the island. 
 
    She twisted wildly in the water, freeing herself from the mermaid’s grip and kicking for the surface. But she barely got away from the mermaid when she felt her hand secured around her ankle, dragging her back down to the dark.  
 
    “Be calm.” The mermaid’s voice was soft and chiding, as though she found Anne’s struggles to be little more than a trifling annoyance. The half-fish humanoid pulled Anne easily against her chest, embracing the human tightly in the water. One of her hands worked its way around Anne’s back, pressing the floating canvas of her shirt down against her submerged form as her other hand secured itself on the back of the captain’s head. Anne could not escape the mermaid’s embrace and met her eyes with fear and uncertainty as they were drawn together. 
 
    Suddenly the mermaid put her mouth against Anne’s and kissed her. There was warmth upon her lips, and Anne’s eyes widened in the water as she struggled to fathom the meaning of the action. The mermaid’s exposed breasts pressed against the human’s chest, their warmth seeping into her despite the intense chill of the ocean’s water. Immediately Anne felt an unworldly power radiating through her flesh in several intense surges. She felt energy traversing from her lips to her core, and driving out the water’s chill. 
 
    It was a sensation of intense warmth and comfort, and she wondered if she was dying. The abyssal dark around her seemed to slowly grow more luminous until she could see with ease the vibrant coral and kelp that reached up from the rocky floor of the ocean just below. All that had been obscured to her eyes was being made vividly clear. To her right there was a forest of jagged rocky stones that rose from the smooth ocean floor to the surface. 
 
    Her attention snapped back to the mermaid, who had allowed her own eyes to flutter shut in the kiss. Anne let out a muffled noise of confusion into the other’s lips, and the mermaid finally allowed their mouths to part. 
 
    Anne realized suddenly what had happened. She opened her mouth, and after a moment of hesitance and doubt, breathed in. The water seemed to flow into her lungs as easily as air would, and she felt instant relief as though she had breathed on the surface. The water could now sustain her life; the magic had changed her nature. 
 
    “Wha -” Anne instinctively tried to talk but was shocked when she found herself able to. Her voice carried easily in the water, and all noises of the storm were merely muffled murmurs from above. “What did you do?” she inquired, speaking the only question that she managed to form amidst her uncollected thoughts. She felt her heart beating forcefully. 
 
    “I saved your life. Poor girl, this is no place to be swimming.” The mermaid’s tone of voice sounded almost amused and continued to hold the captain in her nude embrace, fonding over her. 
 
    Now that the darkness had been pushed back, Anne could see the entity more clearly. She was beautiful, with sapphire scales and flowing hair of a dark midnight blue color. Upon her head was a crown of shells and pearls, adorned with three beautiful aquamarine stones. As the mermaid began to pump her tail back and forward against Anne’s body, she felt pulled easily through the water toward an unseen destination amidst the rocks.  
 
    “I must return to my crew!” Anne said sharply, casting a glance over her shoulder at her mind's estimation of the ship's location, though she could not make out the bottom of its hull beneath the waves, and had lost sight of it. 
 
    “All is well. They will be safe upon the rock.” The mermaid spoke dismissively, but Anne felt strangely reassured by the entity’s calm and genuine tone. Now relieved of suffocation, dark, and chill, Anne experienced security and safety in the mermaid’s grasp. Fascination began to replace shock as she realized that death had truly passed her by.  
 
    “Where are you taking me?” Anne asked, a small spasm of pain washing through her, She reached behind herself, shocked by the sudden discomfort as the shock subsided. She could feel a gash in her flesh, although beneath the water she could not tell how badly she was bleeding. She knew from ancient tales that mermaids were often inclined to steal away a sailor for sex, though she had dismissed many of these stories as superstition. 
 
    “You are injured,” the mermaid confirmed to her softly, her tone sympathetic as she saw the alert concern on the captain’s face. “I will take you to a place where you can be healed.” 
 
    Anne didn’t know if it was an offer or a statement, but she could not protest. She reached around the mermaid’s human back and embraced her tightly, feeling the other’s unusual form moving rhythmically against her as the mermaid pumped her body to swim. It was odd to feel the smooth yet hard texture of the aquatic woman’s scales along her hip and side, and Anne held her tightly for fear of losing her grip and being left in the abyss.  
 
    “What is your name?” she asked, and then, “Do you have a name?” She found herself curious about the mermaid, observing her beauty. Lustful thoughts of a more intimate engagement with the entity only touched upon the edge of her mind, as she was more so concerned with survival. 
 
    The mermaid smiled at her cheerily, revealing a row of sharpened teeth. “It’s Sona,” she said. Her playful expression and the amusement upon it seemed to suggest she was somehow attentive to the stirrings within Anne, and the captain quickly looked away. 
 
    Anne cast her gaze to the rocky outcroppings at their side as Sona continued to bring her away from the ship, and toward shallower waters on the other side of the obstacle. As far as the captain knew there were no habitable islands here other than the Island of the Sea Goddess which was her destination, but she wondered where this mermaid may have made her home. She seemed civilized, even regal; Anne assumed there were others nearby. “I am Anne,” she said uncertainty, trying to command some authority in her tone. She would not want this mermaid to presume she was meager in nature, despite their circumstances. “Captain of the Haste,” she added firmly. 
 
    “A lot of captains come here.” Sona didn’t seem particularly impressed. She began to swim toward the surface with Anne in her arms, rising in a nook between two rocky crags. Up ahead the water gave way to the dark again, swallowed up by a chasm in the stone.  
 
    “What is here?” Anne inquired vaguely, still rather alert. Her question did not refer to the island, but to the dark ahead. It was not easy for her to simply relax and entrust that the beautiful mermaid would be her salvation, and the ocean was want to punish the uncautious.  
 
    “It is a cavern. Half filled with water. Look.” Sona directed them upward and pumped herself against Anne as they rose to the surface. When the captain’s head broke the water she instinctively gasped for air, though she had not been lacking. The mermaid had brought them into a place more sheltered from the hurricane, where the water only moved gently against the surrounding rock. Up ahead, Anne could see the dark entrance to a large cave. As the mermaid had said, its floor was submerged by the rocky ceiling some yards above the water’s surface.  
 
    Anne furrowed her brow. Over the still deafening noise of the wind, she felt as though she could almost make out the distant voices of her crew. The ship had come hard against the rocks and was likely taking water, but Anne knew the men could be able to tie to the jagged stone and climb ashore. They’d be stranded, but safe for the time. She knew not if this storm would ever pass; legends said that the wind repelled the weak and that only the bold could ever reach the island.  
 
    She was a pirate, though it had not been her intention when the journey began. Her conviction in this task was resolute, and she had been unwilling to permit anything to prevent her from reaching the sacred place. The crimes that she and her crew had committed along the way had been the necessary evils of a just cause, and she no longer humored self-doubt.  
 
    Sona released her, then, and began to swim away and toward the cavern entrance. She remained on the surface of the water, her back skyward as she slid out of the captain’s grasp. Anne tensed as she felt herself floating freely in the water once again, but quickly regained her resolve when she found herself able to swim easily in the still water. Even still, the experience of being thrashed about so helplessly beneath the waves instilled her with uneasiness. Some part of her was inclined to want for Sona’s embrace again, trusting the mermaid’s confidence in the water. 
 
    The mermaid watched Anne with a warm and encouraging expression, never swimming too far ahead of her. The dark blinded Anne again as she entered the cave, her magically granted low-light vision seeming to leave her out of the water. She swam until she could find a place to climb from the water some yards within the cave’s opening. Heaving herself up onto the rocky cavern floor beside the water, she rolled onto her back and breathed heavily. 
 
    Her eyes were slowly adjusting, though there was little she could see past the cavern’s mouth. The water seemed to flow into the cavern for some ways, and on either side of its path, there was smooth stone wide enough for someone to walk. Sona continued to swim nearby, patiently allowing Anne a moment to settle her nerves. “There is a torch beside you.”  
 
    Anne flinched at the mermaid’s voice, her words echoing through the cavern and dragging the captain back into alert reality. She rolled onto her side and quickly spotted a small heap of items half hidden beneath a dark grey blanket of cloth. Rustling through it, she located an old torch and a striking stone. 
 
    “What is here? Be there a city of mermaids?” Anne inquired as she hit the steel and flint together several times, eventually igniting the torch. Sona swam closer lazily and drifted into the warm light.  
 
    “Not here,” she answered simply, her hand gesturing deeper into the cavern. “But there is something here. A boat left long ago, and many human items that I do not know the names of.” 
 
    Anne could feel the cut on her back bleeding, though it did not seem to be as large as she had initially feared. She ran a hand along the length of her body several times, wringing out the water from her shirt and pants and flicking it from her hands. The torches light revealed that the cave went rather deep, but remained open enough to easily walk in. “A ship?” she inquired, doubting the mermaid’s words, as they seemed almost too promising. “I shall need a ship to retrieve my crew.”  
 
    As Anne began to walk deeper into the cave, Sona swam alongside her in the water. She seemed to contemplate the captain’s determined stride. Anne’s expression was convicted, but she realized that the mermaid understood her doubt. She turned the first bend of the cave, holding the torch aloft to look down the passageway. “Tell me of you, mermaid,” Anne commanded suddenly, facing the woman in the water with a sharp and inquisitive glare. “Are you a guardian of these waters?”  
 
    For a moment, Sona did not answer. When she spoke, her words were spoken with little energy, escaping her by obligation. “All denizens of the sea serve the goddess.”  
 
    Anne continued to walk, though she now frequently looked over her shoulder. She was more attentive to the mermaid’s behavior now, despite being unable to read her body language; only Sona’s head was above the water. Still, the captain felt a curiosity forming within her as this entity alluded to a more complex truth than Anne had understood. 
 
    This mermaid spoke not of faith or superstition, as sailors were want to do. She spoke as though her duty was divine, and the sea goddess of the island had true domain over her will. The ancient tales had told of armies in the ocean, armed with weapons of preternatural nature to fend off any intruding crew. 
 
    “Am I not your enemy?” Anne asked as the question forced its way to the forefront of her thoughts. She could no longer maintain this balance of caution and curiosity toward the entity without demanding to know its true intent. Sona had saved her, but Anne knew the sea would resist her advance.  
 
    “I wish for you to succeed, but you have no allies or enemies here. The water does not know who you are, nor do any wish that you be judged unworthy.” Sona said, her voice chided but still bore some empathy. She reached from the water to gesture at Anne, and then at the cavern wall some distance ahead.  
 
    A small sandbank of rubble and dirt emerged as the water grew more shallow. There was a small shallop left there against the subterranean sandbank, abandoned long ago. Anne looked upon the ship attentively, wondering how it might have come to be in this place, or what fate its owners had met, but then returns her attention to Sona when the mermaid speaks again. 
 
    “The challenge is all there is. The enemy is within you, the entire journey is within. But… not all can reach the island.” Sona said softly, her voice grim with the revelation. Anne’s pirate crew was necessarily not worthy, even if their captain was.  
 
    Anne thought of Maria and felt conflict swell within her. She approached the shallop and examined it idly, distracted by her thoughts. The ship was not ancient but had been left here for some years. The sails had begun to rot, but the ores seemed usable still. There was room enough to seat twelve or more men, and between the benches were several old leather satchels and a small wooden chest, nearly obscured by grey dust as the captain held her torch aloft and examined them. Anne grimaced and turned once more toward the water. 
 
    “What then should I do?” she inquired, her tone bearing some indignity, as though she was resistant to looking outward for such an answer. “Sail them to their doom or leave them to their fate?”  
 
    “Do what is worthy of you. Stick to your principles. What is the word humans use for the place of the wheel?” The mermaid’s tone is amiable and encouraging as she speaks. She swims to the rocky shore beside the boat and reclined there in the water with her breasts against the slick black stone, and her features directed up at the torch-bearing captain.  
 
    “The helm,” Anne replies softly. Her brow was furrowed, but her expression slowly relaxed until she permitted herself a slight smile at Sona. Once, descriptions of mythical women in the sea stimulated the captain’s curiosity and filled her with the will to adventure. Now her goal had blinded her to her original inspiration and left her untrusting and incompassionate. She signed heavily, the soft rusting of breath echoing through the chamber. “Can you rise from the water, or do I need to return to you?” Anne inquired after a moment had passed. Her injury did not trouble her, though she knew it sting when next she entered the water. Admittedly, she was curious to look upon the mermaid again and feel her touch. 
 
    “I am pleased you do not wish to bid a hasty goodbye.” Sona sounded flattered, but the confidence in her tone suggested she was aware of her effect on the captain.  
 
    Anne moved to the rocky edge of the walkable path beside the water and winced as she lowered herself to a sit. She settled her legs into the water and bobbed them gently, planting the torch she carried into the ground so that it would stand by itself. Her hands gripped the rock to steady herself as she looked at her mermaid companion.  
 
    Sona reclined on her stomach near the captain and rested her head on her hands as she met Anne’s eyes. 
 
    “I do not despise you. Forgive me if I am guarded.” Anne said her words an uneasy confession, augmented by a tender tone that did not come easily to her. “I know there are things to test me in these waters that are… not so good-natured as you.”  
 
    “It is true,” Sona confirmed easily, conceding the point with simple understanding.  
 
    “Truthfully, you are a beauty to me. I find myself… enthralled by your unique nature.” 
 
    “You are among the more interesting I have encountered as well.” 
 
    “How many travelers like me have you spoken to?” Anne inquired. She dreaded that the number may be as astronomical as the wrecked ships seen about the rocky shallows.  
 
    “Many, in many years. But few like you. Women have rarely captained the ships of these waters, but pirates and soldiers I know well.” 
 
    “It must seem tedious to you, to only know ambitious humans with cruel will.”  
 
    Sona removed herself from the rock, swimming aside lightly to approach Anne from the water. “Humans still fascinate me.” She reached up from the water to gently settle her dripping hang upon Anne’s bare leg, curiously touching her. “And their company is not so common that I tire of them.” 
 
    Anne looked down at Sona and relaxed to her touch rather quickly. The innocent explorative nature of the mermaid invoked the captain’s own curiosity. She allowed her eyes to rest on Sona’s pale tits. They were pleasantly plump but perky, as though the gentle support of the water had alleviated her of the downward tug. The young captain couldn’t help but be jealous of the aquatic woman’s near-perfect form. Her own breasts, obscured by the thin fabric of her soaked canvas shirt, were rather small to match her lithely toned form. Anne did not always give great attention to appearing feminine, as there was little advantage to it in her position, barring those instances where she meant to use a sailor’s lust to aid in her control. Captains at sea must be inventive.  
 
    “I have been cruel to you. I am... guarded to strangers.” Anne said, by way of apology. “You saved my life.” 
 
    “I need not attest to the dangers of sailing to you. Perhaps you would have survived the storm, but I am loath to watch a beauty die in these waters.”  
 
    Anne looked down at the dark water beside the mermaid, shyly unable to meet her piercing gaze. She felt unwise and inexperienced compared to the mermaid and could muster no clever retort to make light of their circumstance. 
 
    “Remove your shirt, so that I may see to your wound,” Sona said, gesturing up at the captain. 
 
    “Oh - aye.” Anne had become inattentively to the small gash on her back, distracted by Sona’s beauty and mystical mannerisms. The gift of the boat meant that her journey would continue, but she was now hesitant to depart from the mermaid’s presence. A flush upon her features, Anne drew the canvas shirt up over her body and exposed her nude torso to the cool cavern air.   
 
    The mermaid permitted her eyes to settle upon the pirate captain’s breasts unabashedly, lingering there with half-lidded eyes and lax attention. Anne’s shoulders and neck sported a dusting of dark freckles, inscribed onto her flesh by days beneath the sun, but her breasts were paler and had a softness about them more so than the rest of her lightly toned and sea-hardened form. Her nipples were small and dark pink, jutting out firmly from the summit of each tit as they were coaxed to a point by the cool touch of water and air. Sona’s hand gently migrated up from Anne’s leg, sliding gently along the length of her thigh to settle upon her bare side just above the navel. She reached behind the captain, feeling for the cut upon her back. 
 
    “Ah, hold,” Anne said, bidding Sona to give her a moment to adjust her position. She turned there on the rock, drawing her legs out of the water and presenting her bare back to the mermaid. Only then when she’d removed her bare breasts from the mermaid’s vision did she secure her hands over them and cover herself for the sake of decency. Truly, she did not feel any less nude before the woman in the water, as there was a vulnerability in turning her wound to her the other conceding a weakness.  
 
    Radiating waves of soothing warmth flowed through Anne. The mermaid’s hand upon her back seemed to draw the chill out from deep within her, and the pain of the cut was immediately soothed. She could not observe what magic Sona had called upon, but the feeling of such pure and soothing energy entering her body filled her with calm elation. A shuddering gasp vibrated out of her throat, but Anne cut herself short when she heard Sona’s soft giggle. 
 
    “Feels good, does it not?” 
 
    “Aye, a touch of summer’s light.” 
 
    “You will know warmth when you reach the island. These waters are cool.” 
 
    Anne felt the flow of warmth cease, though her body remained cozily heated by the power of the spell. She rolled her shoulders back and exhaled peacefully, granting much ease without the distracting chill of pain. She knew that the wound was gone, but reached behind herself to feel the place where it had been still. Her hand settled gently over the mermaid’s, for but a moment. 
 
    Anne slowly turned to face Sona again, a more blatant uncertainty upon her features as her tough demeanor abandoned her. She did not cover herself now. Sona was also exposed, so she felt no need for her to guard herself with such reservation. Rather, she was feeling the urge to present more of herself to the mermaid and know the other better in turn. Her legs settled into the water on either side of the mermaid, but she did not feel its chill. 
 
    “My father was a merchant, and my mother a diplomat of the gold seas. So I did regard myself a daughter of the water.” Anne spoke softly and in an amicable manner, exposing her drive. “And I was adept at adventure. With no roots, it was in my nature to go out, ascend the horizon.” 
 
    “It is a sweet thing, to leave behind burdens and abide by your true nature,” Sona replied, seeming to understand.  
 
    “But I'm not a creature of the sea. Not a master of it, as you are. Though I have sailed, the ocean still punishes my every misstep.” 
 
    “You’re afraid,” Sona said, her voice expressing agreement, as she interpreted the point Anne meant to convey.  
 
    Anne is silent for a long moment, her eyes flicking between the mermaid’s sapphire eyes and the torch's reflection upon the cavern water. “How could I not be?” 
 
    Sona settled her hands against Anne’s hips, gently massaging her sides with a smooth motion of her fingers. “Do not insist upon mastering the sea. Only master yourself, and be true to your purpose.” 
 
    The captain nodded hastily. “Aye, I surely will try.” She looked down at the mermaid’s pale hands upon her side. They seemed to hover just above the hem of her short pants, though Sona made no move on her. “Once, all I wanted was the freedom of isolation. To be upon the water alone was addicting. The ocean had never hurt me, and I could say that of nothing else in my heart.” 
 
    “It is as I said. The ocean, the journey, and the natural forces of this world are not here to hurt you but rather to test you. Stay your course.” 
 
    With a gentle tilt of her head, Anne concurred. Her eyes were wide as a new conviction ignited within her, and she felt all fear and uncertainty leaving her. “You have done me good,” she said to Sona with simple grace. 
 
    “I would serve you still if you so desire it.” Sona offered. Initially, Anne seemed confused, though her brow raised curiously. But as the mermaid’s fingers gently curled around the hem of her pants, it became clear what the woman of the water was offered.  
 
    “I’d be shy to receive such a gift after all you’ve done,” Anne said, a blush upon her features.  
 
    “This is a gift I’d be pleased to give.” 
 
    Although the thought had danced amidst Anne’s thoughts since she first beheld the mermaid, it was odd for her to address her carnal desire so directly. Sona was beautiful, but her nature was so distanced from any Anne had known. Her form diverged from humanoid to something like a scaly fish at just the waist, and Anne observed that the divide between the human portion of Sona and her scaly tail angled downward at her hip. It seemed as though her vulva preceded the place where soft human flesh became scaled tail so that the mermaid’s sex would be familiar to the captain. Such was currently obscured by the reflective surface of the water, and Anne had not thought to look before. 
 
    “This the reward you claim for those lives you save?” Anne asked, chuckling heartily.  
 
    “It need not be. Most are not as desirable as you. Although have what mermaids call… a leg fetish.” Sona said, grinning as Anne burst into a fit of laughter.  
 
    “Truly so? I suppose they must be very odd to you.” Anne ran a hand along each of her bare thighs, scooting forward slightly.  
 
    “I’ve gotten used to them by now,” Sona said, lifting her shoulder in a small shrug.  
 
    After a moment more of contemplation, Anne hooked her thumbs around the waist of her pants and pulled them down. She lifted her legs over Sona’s head and lowered them again toward the water once the shorts were off, and permitted Sona to appraise her nudity as she placed her pants behind herself with her shirt. 
 
    Unseen beneath the surface, Sona’s body pumped her forward gently in the water to bring her face in between Anne’s legs. Sona’s head was at the level of the pirate woman’s crotch, and the mermaid settled in close. Her hands rested on either of Anne’s lightly toned thighs, leaving them slick with water. 
 
    Anne’s slit was adorned with a small tuff of black hair, trimmed short. She reclined backward and braced herself with her hands upon a rock to her rear. Sona’s face approached her sex steadily. It felt sudden to engage with her in this way, and Anne’s heart was still adjusting from the stress of the storm. She wanted this and knew that when she left this cave the opportunity may be lost to her forever. She may even die  upon the sea and never know another woman’s touch again. 
 
    Sona’s warm breath washes over Anne’s slit as the mermaid hesitates near her, the sides of her face just inches from either of the pirate captain’s thighs. She looks up toward Anne’s face, her sapphire eyes seeming to request permission before contact began.  
 
    Anne nodded slightly down at her, exhaling a long shuddering breath. The mermaid’s lips parted and her tongue emerged from her mouth to gently move along Anne’s slit, licking it tenderly from base to hood. Anne gasped as she felt the aquatic woman’s tongue slickly sliding over her petals before teasingly nudging her clitoris. The stimulation was initially shocking, as despite her arousal her body was physically unprepared for the sexual engagement. She was tense from the journey, even if the water's chill had now left her.  
 
    Sona’s cool blue lips followed her tongue forward, settling down upon the height of Anne’s sex in a gentle kiss. The mermaid pursed her lips and suckled gently upon Anne’s clitoral hood, her tongue working in small circles just within her mouth.  
 
    Anne trembled where she sat, shocked by the sensation of the mermaid’s kiss upon her clit. Her thighs tensed inward against the mermaid’s head, squeezing her gently between them and seeming to force the other’s head forward snugly against the her pussy. 
 
    Sona was pleased that she was able to provide such pleasure to the captain. It had been some time since she’d been with a human woman, and it often took a bit of experimentation or inquiry to discover what they liked. Men, in that regard, had been simpler in her experience. The mermaid was hardly new to the way of women, however, and moved her tongue along Anne’s slit in a rhythmic way as her nose nudged against her clit. She used the motion of her face to please the captain, keeping herself securely pressed against the other’s pussy as arousal began to wash over the captain.  
 
    Anne’s tension was leaving her. As Sona began to press past her petals with her tongue and lick about her inner walls, she felt herself relaxing to the mermaid’s invasion. Sona relished her sweetness, tasting her arousal as her tongue moved between Anne’s lower petals and slid more deeply into her sex. She moved her tongue slowly forward, retreating only when Anne’s pleasured sighs became sharp enough to suggest a hint of discomfort. Sona would retract her tongue and then move it forward again, slowly thrusting herself progressively deeper into Anne’s sex as the pirate captain surrendered her reservation and relaxed to the pleasure. 
 
    The captain’s arms bent as she leaned back, lowering herself against the stone. Her sex angled up toward Sona, encouraging the mermaid to press into her and work her tongue as deeply as its length permitted. Now that Anne’s hands were free, she moved them to her breasts. The young captain gathered up the soft presence of her tits in her hands and rubbed them tenderly, massaging her perky mounds in eager self-stimulation as Sona hastened her oral efforts.  
 
    Sona’s hands slid around Anne’s hips to secure themselves firmly upon her ass, guiding the human firmly forward to her mouth. She squeezed the captain’s ample rear and extended her tongue deep into her pussy, working it back and forth along Anne’s slick inner walls. The mermaid seemed desperate for a greater taste of her, lapping at Anne’s inner wetness and moaning out her appreciation for the gifted wetness.  
 
    Anne’s eyes unsteadily drifted upward, her neck relaxing as she laid her head back against the rock and stared upward at the black cavern ceiling. The sensation of the mermaid’s tongue moving deep within her pussy, even as Sona’s nose stimulated her clitoris, was a sensation unlike anything she had experienced in months upon the sea. She had not realized the extent she longed for this pleasure until she experienced it, and now she was dreading its conclusion. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said quietly between heavy breaths, allowing her focus to settle entirely upon the pleasure she experienced as all other concerns departed from her mind. 
 
    Sona opened her mouth widely to encompass Anne’s vulva as her tongue worked as deeply into the human as it could reach. She made love to the woman’s sex, seeming to make out with it as passionately as a lover. Anne settled her fingers upon her small dark nipples and stimulated her own areola with a gentle circular touch, breathing at a heightened pace as the mermaid’s pleasure continued.  
 
    The mermaid didn’t stop but withdrew her tongue from within Anne to move it upon her clitoris. She slurped and licked hastily, the soft pink muscle working in quick circles around the captain’s clitoral head and sending waves of overwhelming pleasure through her. Anne gasped sharply, her hands tightly gripping her own breasts as she felt the stimulation heightening with each passing moment. Pure ecstasy cascaded upon her in intense waves. 
 
    Anne’s noisy moans echoed through the cavern as the mermaid’s ceaseless licking stimulated her slit and clit vivaciously, energetically pleasuring the human as best as she was able and offering her no moment of respite. The captain’s orgasm sets upon her with inevitable strength, surging through her with intensity brought by long neglect. She shrieks loudly as her pussy tenses and convulses, her lower body spasming against the mermaid’s mouth and tongue.  
 
    Sona grinned to herself as the woman orgasmed, moving her tongue immediately back into the captain’s sex to lick up her ejaculate and savor the taste of her pleasure. Anne’s sex was hot against her tongue, and noisy moans continued to escape the captain’s lips as Sona licked the inside of her sensitive sex. 
 
    “So good,” Anne gasped, unable to muster the strength to lift her head and look upon Sona. She stared up at the cavern ceiling with wide, baffled eyes, unable to remember ever experiencing such sexual pleasure. “I needed that,” she softly confessed, her eyes fluttering shut as she finally regained some composure. The mermaid continued to lick her but slowed her pace to a gentle movement of her tongue as the captain recovered. Eventually, she drew her tongue out of Anne’s sex to speak. 
 
    “A bit of a parting gift. You deserve it.” Sona’s voice was sweet and alluring, and Anne sat up to look upon her face, still slick with her girlcum, though the shine of her wetness did not subtract from her beauty. 
 
    “You’ve done a lot for me. Come,” Anne said, beckoning the mermaid up. “Get up here. Can you?” Her voice was enthusiastic as she found herself excited to explore Sona’s unfamiliar body. 
 
    Sona grinned at her slyly, her sharp teeth shining by the torchlight. Securing her hands upon Anne’s thighs, she pumped her tail in the water and thrust herself up in a single powerful motion. Anne jolted and pulled back as the mermaid flopped up and onto her, pushing the captain back onto the ground. A little noisy little ‘oof’ escaped Anne as Sona wiggled on top of her, awkwardly scooting up along her body until they were face to face. It was not easy without legs.  
 
    Anne laughed heartily. “There you go!” The sensation of the mermaid’s naked form upon her was odd, as she could feel the scales of Sona’s tail along her legs. Sona placed her hands on either side of Anne and lifted her torso, peering down at the human’s torchlit expression with clear excitement.  
 
    “How is it that you mermaids do it?” Anne inquired, reaching up to settle her hands on either of Sona’s breasts. The scaling faded out more slowly along Sona’s side so that some scales could still be seen and felt along the outer sides of her tits, but the majority of each breast was comparable to a human's, but for their unnatural and sightly perkiness. Such tits made Anne rather jealous, in those instances where they were not in her hands. She was not generally self-conscious of her body, as a lithe form was better suited to fencing and did her favors when she wished to go unnoticed. 
 
    Sona closed her eyes, allowing the human to feel her breasts. “Not so different than what I’ve done for you, for these mouth things,” Sona said, tilting her head in a lieu of a gesture from her hands, as they supported her upright. “Though often in the water, where we might be stomach to stomach, like this.” 
 
    “I can imagine myself your embrace,” Anne replied, though such a position was likely used with a mermaid and merman, as opposed to a mermaid and a landlubbing human woman. “You’d need to do most of the work.” Anne snerked cheekily, guiding one of Sona’s breasts to her mouth. She settled her lips around the mermaid’s dark pink nipples, kissing them just as Sona had laid a kiss upon her clit. Sona’s skin had the familiar salty taste Anne had known before upon the tits of others, and she found herself affixed with the familiarity. Moving her tongue in gentle, slow motions around the mermaid’s areola, she gently teased and licked the teat in her mouth. 
 
    Sona exhaled with a soft shudder, her body flopping gently against the captain below her. Anne’s smooth legs rubbed against Sona’s tail, and she could feel the slight tickle of Anne’s pubes against her own hairless crotch. As Anne had observed, Sona’s sex existed on the human portion of her body near the place where soft flesh became scale, and rested against Anne’s mound. Sona arched her back to permit the human easy access to her breasts, supporting herself while Anne suckled her teat and worked the other nipple between her fingers.  
 
    “You like those, don’t you?” Sona inquired in a playful and teasing tone, observing how hungrily Anne suckled and licked her teats. The pleasure was almost an over-stimulating sensation to Sona, though she was enjoying it more with each passing moment.  
 
    Anne drew her lips away from Sona’s nipples to softly reply, “They are superb.” A strand of spittle dangled down from the mermaid's teat, drizzling over her. “Turn yourself so I can get at ya’,” Anne said, gesturing with a hooked finger. 
 
    Sona’s eyes widened slightly with curious anticipation. She began to turn herself around upon the human, flopping in as effective of a manner as she was able. Anne helped her turn, and then held her around the midriff as Sona laid with her back to Anne’s stomach. Her dark blue hair cascaded down beside the captain’s face and dripped on the cavern floor. 
 
    Anne’s hand moved slowly along Sona’s torso, beginning at her stomach and steadily traversing the few inches between her hand and the mermaid’s sex. The mermaid’s eyes were trained upon it, feeling the warmth of Anne’s touch creeping toward her sex. She relaxed upon the human, reclining on top of her with clear leisure as she permitted the captain’s exploration.  
 
    The tip of her fingers graced Sona’s clit with a gentle touch, resting upon her sex gently. She kept her fingers together and allowed the middle two among them to move in a gentle circular motion upon Sona’s clitoris, massaging it tenderly and coaxing quite a reaction out of Sona. The mermaid’s breath heightened as she watched the captain finger her, the human’s fingers quickly becoming slick with the mermaid’s aroused wetness.  
 
    Sona’s tail lifted and flopped back down gently against the captain’s legs, a small squeak escaping her as the stimulation caught her somewhat by surprise. Slowly her moans escalated as Anne continued to pleasure her clit, assaulting the mermaid’s center of pleasure directly with a fast and steady motion of her fingers. She moved her other hand from Sona’s side to her breast, cupping the plump tit in her palm and massaging it against the mermaid’s torso. 
 
    The sounds that escaped from Sona’s mouth echoed through the cavern, the sharp tones of her pleasure traversing the dark to escape out into the storm outside. For that moment, they felt so cozy. They shared each other’s warmth, in the solace of the storm, with an intimate moment by torchlight. 
 
    Anne leaned up and cooed a soft noise of contented pleasure into Sona’s ear. Her fingers worked their way into Sona’s pussy to coat themselves in the mermaid’s wetness before returning to her clit.  
 
    “Oohh… yes, yes - yes,” Sona’s voice grew tense and her tone rose a pitch, the repeated word catching in her throat. Anne was spurred on by the noises of pleasure she emitted, and continued to work her clit over in an almost aggressive manner, overwhelming Sona and driving her quickly over the edge. When the mermaid orgasmed, a substantial spurt of her cum blasted out onto Anne’s fingers. She flopped up and down wildly, squirting out several quick surging pulses of girlcum as Anne thrust her fingers into her sex and works a thumb around her clit. 
 
    Sona didn’t have a human ass, though the shape of her tail where her rear would be does seem to include soft mounds of human flesh like buttocks, securely nestled into Anne’s lap. Her scaly behind rubbed against the captain’s crotch as Anne continued to finger her through the orgasm.  
 
    As Sona’s breath began to subside, the two lay together in quiet ecstasy. Anne’s hand gently worked itself over the mermaid’s tit, running along her erect nipple and massaging the perky breast in an idle manner.  
 
    Anne exhaled softly, her touch slowly to a calm motion and eventually ceasing as her fingers settled into a rest upon Sona’s sex. “That was fun,” the captain said, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    “Ah yes… it had been too long for both of us, I think.” Sona reached back to cup Anne’s face in her hand, peering down at the captain’s tousled features with a great deal of affection. “I am remorse to see you go.” 
 
    Anne leaned up again to plant a small kiss on the back of Sona’s ear. “I am sorry to leave in such haste. I admit I feel great curiosity toward you and… no doubt will long for your touch when I am gone.” Anne’s tone became soft as she speaks more somberly. “But I will return here, with the wind at my back, when my quest is over.” 
 
    “I hope you do,” Sona said. She wiggled off of Anne slowly, slipping back into the water and allowing the nude pirate to sit up.  
 
    Anne watched her aquatic companion moving in the water and then directed her attention back to the shallop. “I do not suppose you can follow us in the water.” 
 
    Sona shook her head gently. “I am sorry, but my place is here.”
The captain rose to her feet and permitted Sona a last appraisal of her unobscured naked form before she began to dress. “And mine there. I will succeed in my mission. If the gods will it, I will not lose a single man upon the sea. Let my worth testify to theirs.” Anne drew her soaked canvas pants back over her legs and slipped into her shirt, pulling the wet cloth tightly over her lithe form. “I shall cherish the memory until my return, then,” Anne added, more tenderly, with a nod of her head to punctuate her confident claim.  
 
    Sona slowly drifted away from the rocky shore and gave the captain a final wide smile before disappearing beneath the waves. Were it not for the crew’s current predicament Anne would surely have stayed with her longer, but she could abide the bittersweet departure on the condition that she would one day see Sona again. It was yet another thing to strive for as she set out to complete her journey to the island.  
 
    The crew would doubtless be surprised to see her return from the dead with a ship and a small chest of treasure, but Anne had a knack for escaping a rocky situation without a scratch.  
 
    She climbed aboard the shallop, checking its seaworthiness and examining the goods its last owner had left behind. With a last longing look toward the water’s surface where Sona had been moments before, Anne began to row back to her stranded crew. 
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    “Just keep your eyes ahead!” Anne whispered harshly to the grumbling pirates, who all huddled at one end of the tiny shallop. There was room enough for them, but the captain and her first mate Maria had seized control of the back half of the ship for their activity.  
 
    Anne was reclined at the stern, her legs spread and rested on the backmost benches as Maria kissed her thighs with stifled giggles.  
 
    “If anyone turns and looks, I will throw them to the sea,” Anne promised aggressively, before sweetening her tone as her attention fell to Maria again. “Go on,” she encouraged, reaching out to take hold of the curly locks of the blonde first mate and guide her in.  
 
    As the vessel drifted through the still waters and fog, Maria licked Anne’s sex, eating her out to the backs of the crew. They had afforded the two this privacy, as the small shallop prevented anything more discrete, and Anne could not focus without some manner of carnal relief.  
 
    Maria was a sweet thing to her; she was a true loyalist. And her soft blue eyes, tousled golden hair, and dark but spare freckles appeased the captain's sensibilities of home, and the common look of familiar folk. She was tough, too, and not particularly shy. Still, she knew there was more to Anne’s sudden sexual request.  
 
    Anne swept her black locks over a shoulder and leaned back as comfortably as she was able, although she did not go so far as to risk slipping off the hind of the boat. Her mind was, in secret, preoccupied with the images of someone else. The mermaid, who had shared with her sweet tenderness and momentarily drawn her away from her quest, now consumed her thoughts and desires and weighed against her as she carried on toward her goal. Alas, she could not go back. 
 
    But the sweetness of her companion was a cool comfort on the see, and it was not in jest or irony that she made the request to be pleasured, even as the crew rowed hurriedly onward into the unknown. 
 
    The first mate let her tongue drag up against Anne’s lower lips, repeatedly licking along their length as she returned warmth to where had been exposed, and distracted Anne, as best as she was able, from these horrid circumstances. She leaned in with delight to kiss the other openly below and suck and slurp as she pleasured her. The stirred waters could only overly the sounds the captain produced, as her pleasured cries carried over the still surface of the water, into foggy planes of sea unseen.   
 
    “Perhaps this is not how I envisioned our first time” Anne confessed to the woman serving her, gently scratching at her head with the nails of her fingers, and shifting a thigh against her cheek. 
 
    Maria drew away with a cheeky grin, spittle and fluid from Anne’s sex wet her chin and strands of it connected her lips. “Aye, me neither, but we might be right short on time,” Maria said, casting a glance behind herself at the crew and the wall of white before them. “We might not have got another chance.” 
 
    “Aye, Maria. It is not my way to mix up romance in such a thing, but our story would be incomplete if we did not.” 
 
    The first mate returned to her oral service, working her tongue into the captain’s slit as though she experienced the sense of urgency described, and wanted now to cherish this special moment between them. Only then could she immerse in the work. 
 
    Anne unbuckled her coat jacket from the neck to the naval and moved aside the heavy cloth to show Maria her breast. She began to rub at it with a finger and stimulate herself as she observed the other woman’s eyes directed upon her. 
 
    The crew was willing to tolerate this sort of distraction, as all were quite convinced that Anne had some true sense of what she was doing. Her return to them, stranded upon the rocks, had been a sight to elevate her from misguided youth to true fated captain. The sea forgave little and spat up few who were swallowed in such a way. Still, one dared to speak when she needed to. “More rocks ahead,” she declared, coaxing an annoyed grown out of Anne. 
“So then sail by them, the water is calm,” she replied harshly, displeased to have been distracted from her joy. The rocky crags that jutted from the water on either side of the side seemed to narrow as they made way.  
 
    “We must be getting close,” another pirate said, her voice uneasy, as though she was attempting to disperse the awkward air. 
 
    “Hush!” Anne raised her voice. “I’m getting close,” she corrected, determined to make this happen. The tension she felt welling inside of her was enormous, as though she had not been pleasured in ages.  
 
    Maria stifled a giggle and encircled Anne’s clit with her lips, licking on it and often opening her mouth wide to drag the softness of her lower lip against Anne’s petals, as though to draw pleasure up into her focus.  
 
    Huffing heavily, Anna felt the first pulsations of the orgasm washing over her. The sharp sensation of pleasure was momentarily overwhelming, as she grunted and squealed, energy washing over her body and mind. Then came release, and her legs trembled as euphoria floated through her, and she was left tender to the other's kiss. 
 
    Maria continued to lick gently for a time, and then, with a grin, used her teeth to drag Anne’s panties back in place, although she required a bit of help from the other for it. “Did that do you right?” Maria asked although Anne’s gasping wordless state was answer enough. “On the island… there will be somewhere we can rest,” Maria supposed, and Anne nodded gently to her and then aided her in getting back to her seat. 
“Can we look now?” One of the ex-pirates asked, inciting a chuckle from the others. 
 
    “What’s there to look at?” Anne huffed aggressively. The crew began to assume their proper seats, now that the extra space was not needed. For the most part, they knew better than to continue to pester the captain or tease her over this. She was known to bite if she’d already barked. 
 
    Then, deep from the fog ahead, a soft humming sound presented itself. It was so soft, that for a moment, the sailors looked to each other as to find the source, and then stared confoundedly forward again. It was music, distant and subtle, which somehow pierced the fog to sound so sweetly upon them.  
 
    “Someone in the water? Or singing from the islands?” Maria inquired allowed, seeing that the others could hear the sound as well. 
 
    Anna narrowed her eyes and stared into the fog, although little was revealed. As the ship drifted forward another few yards, the sound began to transform from a soft humming, to a more clear-cut song, from a single voice. Euphoria came with it, as it was a divine sound such as could not exist in ordinary places of the world. 
 
    “Enchanting…” Anne said softly, although the word did not come with joy, but with tense uncertainty. 
 
    “It’s so sweet. Who could make such a noise? I’ve got to see,” one sailor said, leaning forward on the bench so as to be the first to lay an eye on the source. 
 
    “Crew,” Anna began sternly, raising her voice to gather the attention of those present. “Listen to my order carefully. Find something to plug your ears with from our supplies - anything you can.” 
 
    “You two gonna go again and we’re not even allowed to listen?” One of the sailors asked, protesting.  
 
    “No!” Anna was red in the face with restrained fury. “This song is dark magic. It is the voice of a siren!”  
 
    Maria gasped, and the crew knew to take the threat seriously. They began to scramble amidst their possessions for anything that might drown out the sound, despite how heavenly it was to hear. Some foolishly opted to merely hold their hands over their ears.  
 
    Anne strode to the edge of the shallop and stooped down near the water. She took up water in both palms and stuck her hands to the side of her head, working the water into her ears until she felt the world muted. 
 
    Still, they carried on forward, knowing that there was no way to evade this threat and still make their way to the island. Those that turned and fled now would find the current shredding their boat against the rocks, as this place was a natural trial, without tolerance for cowardice.  
 
    The song rose as they drifted forward, until at last they could see the outline of a large stone ahead, and there the sound seemed to erupt out of a reclined finger. She lay on the rock, relaxed, and posed with her belly facing the vessel in the water. She sang out with vivacious energy, and the song pulsated through any makeshift ear protection and instilled a deep sense of longing.  
 
    “Forward!” Anne raised her voice loudly. “Let nothing distract you, row on!” There was a clear way for the vessel beyond that rock where the siren reclined and emitted her magical sound. One among the crew removed her hands from her head to try to stuff her ears instead with a bit of cotton but halted before placing the piece to her ear, as though unable to commit to drowning the noise once she had a momentary taste. She looked slowly to the source, and then stood, and walked to the edge of the shallop aimlessly, scooting past her fellow sailors with distracted disregard.  
 
    Maria rushed to grab her, but the sailor strode to the end of the shallop and fell into the water. She then thrashed in the sea and came up with a grasp, reaching up to grab for Maria’s hands, as the fall had granted her momentary clarity. Even as Maria hoisted her onto the ship, she began to resist the first mate’s hold and tried to return to the water again. She slipped from Maria’s hands and began to swim away, now keeping her head above the water. 
 
    A piercing screech erupted from the sky above, as a large winged being descended from the clouds. She was humanoid, feathered, and fearsome to behold, with sharp teeth and ancient markings inscribed upon her feathered body. Claws came from her hands and feet and she was clothed in only a loincloth. 
 
    As the harpy descended through the mists, three more joined her, and the four of them set upon the ship without regard for the siren’s music, working in cooperation with the enchantress to tear apart the crew.  
 
    Anne held her hands to her ears as a harpy landed on the ship besides her, although the water inside had muted the sound well enough for her. She fainted, so that the creature might perceive her as an easy target, and then moved her hand away from her ear to quickly punch the harpy in the face, which concussed her, and allowed for Anne to forcefully kick her off of the boat and into the water.  
 
    Two of the harpies then descended upon the crew who had gone overboard and swooped down at her. Both grabbed her with their claws and lifted the bewitched sailor from the waters, carrying her over to a rock near the siren.  
 
    The fourth siren landed upon the ship and ripped a sailor's hands from his ears. He immediately became enthralled, and the harpy hurled him from the ship with disregard. She moved toward one of the rowers who had clogged their ears in a different fashion and tried to rip away the ore from them, but Maria intercepted and battered the harpy back with her fists until she flew away. 
 
    Anne glared with dismay as she observed the captured crewmate upon the rocks. The siren’s spell made her feeble before the harpies, who ripped her clothes off, and mocked her as she mindlessly obeyed them. She was too entranced by the music to resist the creatures, and soon began to serve for their pleasure, caught up in a passion of magic instilled lust. The captain grimaced, knowing that these monsters would only toy with their prey for a time. She moved swiftly to Audrey, speaking loudly to get her attention. 
 
    “I will go for the enchantress! Defend the crew!” she said and sprinted to the bow of the ship, and took her hands from her ears again to dive forward into the water. 
 
    She held her breath, swimming forward without hesitance. She swam as quickly as she was able and tried to stay away from the shock of the cold, focusing on her task. As she neared the stone ahead, where the siren reclined, she felt the power of the music seeping even below the waves. She groaned and resisted the desire for the sound just as she resisted the desire for air, carrying on until she felt the black rock beneath her hands. 
Then, Anne put her feet on the rock and placed her hands over her ears again. She leaped out from the water, using her legs and elbows to climb rapidly toward the woman reclined upon the rock. With each step, she could hear the piercing and beautiful song more clearly. It reverberated through her mind and slowed her, until she felt as though her body began to ignore her control, and her hands slipped away from her ears despite her will.  
 
    She felt the entirety of her mind captivated by the song, which shuck her mind and shattered any rising thought. She found herself walking toward her, and observing her with wonder and uncertainty. The fear in the back of her mind was repressed to a distant concern, as all that seemed important was the song and the one who produced it. The siren was a brunette woman adorned in fine robes of silken white cloth, unstained and unwetted by the ocean spray, and adorned with gold filigree and lace. A necklace of pearls adorned her cleavage, and she glowed, without blemish, as though ethereal. Anna could envision the magic of the song that escaped her soft lips, each note moving from her mouth as an aura of power and magic. It worked through the captain intensely, massaging every molecule of her form and alleviating the tension in her body and soul. Strong though she was, she could only succumb. 
 
    She now gave no mind to the crew behind her, slowly losing the fight to the harpy swarm. They were separated and dragged off by their captors, and soon subjected to humiliation as the harpies made thralls of them, and took them for their pleasure. So lost were the crew in the magic that they engaged with each other and the harpies alike, performing the acts of sex without regard for decency or restraint. The magic created among them an orgy without barriers. 
 
    Anne’s own euphoria was transforming into an intense lust. Her mind was filled with images of the mermaid in the cavern, Sona, who had captivated her passions even as Maria pleasured her earlier. Anne had thought much of this encounter with the magical woman of the sea, and now she beheld the siren with a delusional perception of desire, wherein she imagined that the siren, too, would be a comfort on the long journey, and a fond memory thereafter.  
 
    She strode nearer and tried to speak, although she found the words coming from her mouth slurring and jumbling together, as she could not make any coherent retort or comment. So too did it feel taboo, now, to interrupt the song. The siren would surely not respond to Anne, regardless of what was said, and so the captain said nothing but stooped forward in such a way that made her interest clear.  
 
    Magnificent and lax was the siren, so reclined and at ease. She lifted her leg with gentle disregard, halting Anne’s path as the captain found a foot in her way. She beheld it, and with little inner debate, drifted forward still. Anne’s face pressed against the sole of the siren’s foot, and she began to dote upon it, planting small kisses and breathing deeply of the siren’s immaculate scent. She held the foot in hand and secured a small kiss onto the enchantress’ perfect skin, and soon fell to her knees as she became immersed in the service. It seemed to her to be her ultimate duty, at that moment, to treat the other in exchange for the glorious gift of her voice. Her mind could not sustain any doubt as desire welled up more deeply inside of her with each passing moment. 
 
    “Weary soul of the sea,” the Siren sang to her, the words becoming clear through the magic when all other notes of her song were beyond direct comprehension. Anne felt as though the voice interjected itself into her thoughts, resounding as clearly in her mind as though it were her own voice, momentarily syncing with the song. The words called her down into a deep relaxation, as the Siren seemed to dote on her with such tenderness. “Let us be still,” she cooed, her notes reverberating unnaturally. The Siren moved her foot down from Anne and beaconed the captain forward. Anne found her hands moving up from the foot to the ankle and then the calves, where they began to massage the enchantress’ thighs, seemingly by their own accord. “So rare is tender company,” she mirthfully hummed, “let us do what we will.” 
 
    The song moved with such clarity through Anne’s mind, and she recognized her own deep desire to give in to every word of its truth and concede herself entirely to a moment of pleasure without any regard for what came after. Her confliction presented itself as its own sort of music, but the Siren’s song swallowed it as she continued to sing. Anne’s hands gently attended to the soft calves of the enchantress, and the smooth texture of the warm skin beneath her touch sent waves of desire through Anne, who could not help but advance with her hands. “Do not worry of a thing,” the Siren softly implored, seeing how Anne’s eyes tried to flee her task and look to see the state of her crew. “They, just like you,” the Siren begins with a pause and a soft breath of relaxation. “Know of what I sing, and choose as you do.”  
 
    Anne realized that each of the crew had undergone the same mental struggle as she had. They would truly be able to refuse the magic if their will was firmly placed, but without the threat of imminent danger, each had merely relaxed into the strange and unworldly moment, taking in the pleasure of a circumstance beyond their understanding or control. Still, Anne knew not if any could break out of the spell when these beings grew bored of the game. Her mind could not distance itself from the moment enough to plan.  
 
    Her silken robes, likely made damp by the spray of the ocean, were translucent in the faint light and displayed the Siren’s form, which was pale and without blemish in the way of a woman of the highest class, who had known leisure all her life. She had a softness that was elegant, and a charm that exemplified her simple confidence. The song was unwavering, The siren’s expression knowing and wise. Now, as the words became knowable through the magic of the song, Anne felt compelled to serve. 
 
    Her hands moved down from the Siren’s calves, sliding onto the softness of her thighs. Anne’s fingers moved smoothly over the unblemished flesh, pressing tenderly as she stroked and began a massage there. As she moved her touch back and forth, she gradually progressed along the thigh, feeling the increasing tenderness of each inch. So too was the Siren’s sensitivity evident, as her song fluctuated so gently, and a small gasp escaped her between a verse. The song urged Anne on, and she moved her palms firmly against the softness of the Siren’s upper thigh, and let her fingers advance beneath the silken cloth that adorned the regal enchantress’ hips.  
 
    A psychosis was upon Anne, wherein all things began to present themselves as objects of serenity, perfect and fantastical in their color and warmth. The sea spray sparkled like a dusting of diamonds cast upon the rock, which was black and glossy like mirrored silver chunks. The sky and the ocean reverberated with waves of subtle color, the song emitting breaths of blue and crimson to lay themselves upon the horizon. The enchantress was unworldly and divine, her skin aglow with light, he song captivating all things. The language that escaped her soft lips was an incantation of true bliss and pleasure and stirred in Anne the carnal truth. 
 
    She trembled with desire. There was an urgency behind how the captain fell to her knees and lowered her face before the Enchantress, offering herself for her pleasure. She pleaded, with her eyes, to be permitted to contribute a verse of gratitude to this moment.  
 
    The music in Anne’s mind was a sweet surrender, and she breathed out softly as her mouth came to hover near the enchantress's lower form. The siren moved her silken garbs for her and was bare beneath them, and wet with anticipation. The warmth of her distracted from the worldly chill, and Anne felt drawn into the comfort of a soft embrace, as the Siren’s thighs pressed gently against her, and Anne’s mouth drifted in toward the Siren’s low lips. 
 
    The expression of the enchantress confessed such tender compassion. It was not the look of a predatory being claiming her reward, but rather of a superior being accepting the submission of a weary sole, and offering her a sort of kindness. She allowed her eyes to flutter shut, her song becoming soft and anticipatory, as the lyrics told of a relaxation comparable to the one Anne had experienced in her own mind.  
 
    Extending her tongue out, Anne allowed the soft wet muscle to loll and drift across the Siren’s slit, tasting her skin and lathering her tender vulva with warm spittle.  Her eyes became unfocused, and she experienced such immersion in her task that she had not a thought to distract from the taste of the Siren’s sex. The music encompassed her mind and seemed to come as much from within as from without. Her tongue moved gradually against the other’s slit, making several passes as she heard the pleasure begin to seep into the enchanting song. Anne’s own body was filled with pleasure as the music titillated her senses in a way she had never experienced.  
 
    She advances with her tongue, pressing in between the folds of flesh as the siren’s thighs squeezed gently against her. She felt the sweet honey of the enchantress dripping down her chin as she worked her tongue deep into the other’s sex, and began to massage her inner walls with it.  The clitoris of the siren nuzzled against Anne’s nose, rubbing against the little nub of soft flesh as Anne was encouraged to press deeper still. So sweet it was, that Anne lost herself to bliss in tasting her, and licked repeatedly within her, so as to take up all that she would provide.  
 
    Now the harpies brought Marie over to the island, carrying her by her arms through the air, and laid her nearby. She was lost to the siren’s music and beyond the point of struggling and now laughed a bizarre and unabashed laugh as she reached up for the feathered thighs of the winged humanoids and squeezed there, teasing and coaxing the savage women to get on with it, as they prepared to relish in the pleasure of the music themselves. She acted, Anne saw, like how she had behaved one evening in a tavern, when bliss and beer had filled her to the brim, and the tender touch of a lady came to either hand. She guffawed and, without trepidation, tugged a harpy woman down over her face and began to eat her pussy with ferocity. The other winged human lay by them and pecked kisses upon Marie’s stomach, embracing the vivacious manner the first mate had assumed, as the music worked its way through her. 
 
    Anne looked away from her, and affixed her eyes up at the siren’s relaxed face, staring at her with calm gentleness as she worked her tongue as deeply as it could be extended within, and licked upward gently against her most tender spot. Pressed between the siren’s inner walls, her tongue felt itself being squeezed and massaged by her sex. The feedback to the pleasure provided sent waves of arousal through the siren’s body. Soon, it became clear that a climax was approaching for her. So too did the song build to this point of ecstasy.  
 
    When the Siren began to orgasm, her high notes were a little off, and the song did not seem quite as perfect and ethereal as it had been the moment before. Anne felt her tongue being squeezed deep inside of the other’s sex as she convulsed, and a large wave sent the spray of the sea over both of them. She slurped and licked and kissed even then as her mind began to return, and she became more aware of the bizarre circumstances of her position. She drew back away with the Siren’s fluids still dripping down her chin and looked to her first mate.  
 
    Marie had fallen momentarily free of the spell. As her face had disappeared beneath the feathery butt of one of the harpies, and the wavering in the song permitted her momentary clarity. She kicked one of the harpies off, who squawked and landed in the water beside the rock before flying away. The other she kept held down over her face for a moment while she planned what to do, using the bird-girl’s ass like ear protection. Then she threw up her legs and wrapped them around the harpy’s torso and then threw her off of the rock too. Anne went back to licking and slurping at the Siren’s sex to try to make her song a little bit less effective, finding the enchantress to be in such a state of sensitivity that the gentle licking of the captain’s tongue overstimulated her and coaxed a squeal amidst the song. 
 
    The Siren squirmed away from Anne in time, seeing that her power was wearing off, as the captain began to assert dominance through her sexual stimulation, and the control could not be reasserted. She sang a hymn about how she would remember them and then slipped into the ocean. With her gone, the harpies ascended into the sky and swarmed, laughing with delight, before they would disperse, leaving the crew to collect themselves off the rocks with the shallop. They spoke not of what occurred and made swiftly on their way in good spirits.  
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 Lair of the Dragoness 
 
    Dame Audrey Mathiel sets out on a paramount quest to defeat a true dragon, and permanently establish herself among the ranks of the heroes. After taking some time to boast and sample the local delights, she marches out to challenge what would be her greatest foe. 
 
      
 
    But unlike the lesser drakes that Audrey had faced before, this dragoness is a towering figure that invokes fear in all that behold her dark and enormous form. Audrey knows that if her strength falters, she may end up yet another meal for the massive winged beauty in the dark. 
 
      
 
    Filled with adventure, sex, and sizeplay, Lair of the Dragoness is the beginning of an exciting and titillating fantasy adventure. 
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    In the era before, when these threats were more genuine to the people, there were many that studied and trained vigorously with the intent of one day holding the title of dragonslayer. Successfully earning this reputation came with immense benefit within the society, and the status of the victorious champion rendered them exalted to the point of nobility. For everyone knew that only a true master of the skill, who had given their life in preparation for the task, could ever defeat one of these beasts. 
 
    Advancements in the weapons and magics of the mortal races afforded dragonslayers greater success until the governance of most areas was able to contract individuals with the ability and relocate them as needed. Soon, dragon lairs were effectively removed from populated territories. When they did appear, grievances from the common folk were soon to follow. The professional teams would arrive and address the threat given time, but until they did there was a window of opportunity for a brave or foolish, independent party to seize a victory for themselves; many threw away their lives in the attempt. The fame and potential for immediate status elevation made this a powerful aspiration or fantasy for many young knights. The status of a hero could come with one well-placed blow. 
 
    So when a lone dame in battered armor rode a spent horse down the hill into the town of Bluewater, it wasn’t difficult to guess the reason she had come.  
 
    “Here to slay the dragon, are you?” A gatekeeper’s voice demanded her attention, and she huffed slightly, offering a polite wave and keeping her visor down. The dame was passing in a hurried manner, despite the slow pace of her steed, and gave little attention to boasting or making chat with anyone along the way. “Be sure to buy a casket ‘fore you set off…” the man's voice said after her, followed by the sounds of him and his friends laughing heartily. 
 
    The words were wind to her, and her mind was not unlike her armor. Scoffed and dented from a lifetime of battering, the hurled remarks of common folk did not so much as touch her heart. With torn chainmail visible under her breastplate, and boots blackened by searing coal, she perhaps gave off the impression of someone tested and practical, or else the one to come upon their armor. She had a sword at her hip and a spear bound to the saddle, and the satchel at the side of her steed produced a clattering noise like that of steel and glass rummaging together.  
 
    Bluewater seemed a pleasant place, given a once-over by the dame. She observed a superb view of the ocean along the sloped hills to her right, beyond a slanted descent of shacks and structures that approached the shore. It seemed as though the main industries were likely fishing and lumber, which was enough to sustain many of these small villages along the old road.  
 
    The dame was not above descending to the ports to take a seagull. No one was likely to care if she slew and ate one, but she wouldn’t want it to be her last public act. Dying to the dragon would likely mean she got a shallow grave somewhere marked Gullslayer, at the very best. Not a suitable end for someone of her accomplishments. 
 
    And that was what Audrey told herself as she road to the tavern, tied up her horse, and counted out her last few coins. She figured it was one of those moments in life where the best advance was to remove all secondary options. So it was all or nothing, in a sense, and she’d prepared the best she could for the moment of truth ahead. If she succeeded in her task, she’d likely never want for money again. Otherwise, whatever she still had would just become part of the dragon’s hoard. 
 
    The interior warmth was quite welcome as the dame strode inside, allowing the heat to alleviate the acquired tension of the journey, as best it could. She pulled off her helmet as she came in, observing that it wasn’t too busy.  Few of the occupants give more than a glance in her direction, apparently unphased to see someone here in armor. Her bare plate steel might have stood out without a tabard, but that marked her allegiances in and of itself. 
 
    Two caught Audrey’s attention, they being a ranger who sat among gamblers but was done up in her traveling gear, and the bartender, who stood alone and was unusually pretty to behold. She wore a tight short-sleeve blouse with a brown necktie, visible pearl buttons, and a fine woolen skirt inscribed with leafy patterns. Admittedly the dame was distractible when it came to these things, as many people are in those moments when the journey wore upon them. She only took a short glance at the woman’s freckled features, noting that her face was terribly cute, before resolving that she would at least attempt to make company with this woman before she likely died. First, she moved to speak with the ranger, though, if only to grab a lay of the land and alleviate the tension of her presence among strangers. 
 
    “Evening lads, ranger,” Audrey greeted softly as she approached the table, showing courtesy with a soft nod to the strangers before directing her attention to the woman in foresting gear, and the bow slung about her chair. Though she was not dressed as though she intended to remain here long or become overly familiar with any of her present company, she was perfectly relaxed at the game table, reclined with her cloak drawn over most of her form. Only the arm she used for both play and drink peeked out from the cloth, and her face, cast mostly in darkness, confessed features both fair and feminine.  
 
    “Mm. Hello dame, just come to town, have you?” she inquired before Audrey spoke, sounding friendly enough despite her low and reserved tone. The dame could observe the faint golden glow of her eyes beneath the hood, outing her to be either some variant of holy elf or an entity in service to the sun. At a glance alone, the dame could not guess. 
 
    “I hope I’m not interrupting your game,” she said, easing forward to linger to a place near the game, but not so intrusive so as to suggest she would get a look at their cards. She turns a chair around and sits down for herself. Having straddled it in reverse, she scooted over toward the ranger. “I figured I should ask you for a bit of trail advice before I head off.” 
 
    “Off for what, might I inquire?” the ranger asked curiously, her tone lacking any particular suspicion, but still seeming attentive. 
 
    “Well. You might call me a fool,” Audrey began with soft hesitance. 
 
    “The dragon, then. How very typical, so incredibly predictable.” The ranger interrupted Audrey immediately, guessing her intention without a hint of pleasantness in her tone. “And I had thought perhaps we could journey together, but I’d rather not lose nights sleep knowing I lead you to your crispy end.”  
 
    “Whoa whoa! Relax. Don’t just assume I’m a total fool. I’ve… prepared well for this task,” Audrey said sincerely, expressing her serious intent to the doubtful ranger. Some of the gamblers chuckle at the exchange, distracted momentarily from their game. 
 
    She huffs. “Alright, perhaps then I’ll see you along the trail. But forgive me if I’m disinclined to give you hints about your certain death.” 
 
    “You won’t even point the way?” Audrey asked, irritated. “I thought a ranger would be good for advice.” 
 
    “I will advise you in this much, at least,” the ranger said. “If you can get a hold of some good treasure, you ought to just take that and run. It’s better than most people do, and your chances of actually slaying this one? Slim to nothing. She is… a dragon of unusual power.” 
 
    “Well if you won’t help me find her, you may as well tell me what you know of the dragon so that I might survive. Otherwise, it’s your fault.” 
 
    “If you promise me you aren’t throwing your life away just to make a name for yourself, then I will tell you what I know. It’s better to be a nameless dame than a dead one.” 
 
    “I’m not a nameless dame, anyway. I am Audrey, and I am well renowned in the northern territories for combatting drakes and wyverns, and many other lesser beasts.” 
 
    “Well, Audrey, are you sure you would not be better suited there, doing what it is you already prosper in? Often people rise beyond their skills, and fall like the stars…” 
 
    Audrey leaned up, although her posture made an intimidating presence impossible. How ironic, as she had assumed it only to convey her amiable nature, as people often made assumptions when they saw the tall and strong form of the dame. “I’ve confidence in my task, and soon you will see that I am quite serious about it. So tell me then of the dragon, so I may have my best chance. And tell me your name, too, for I mean to return to you and brag upon my victory.” 
 
    This stirs a good and joyful laugh from the table, who had gone from mocking her to tentatively rooting for her cause. It was hard not to, after all, when someone came to town with the promise of saving the people. Everyone secretly wanted to believe. The exchange seemed to have gained some attention. 
 
    “My name is Ilyria,” she states simply, reclining back again with a very unimpressed demeanor, but at least she no longer seemed angry at the dame’s mere proposition. “The dragon you move to face is a dragoness and a giantess, a towering figure, dark and horrid to look upon like the greater-scaled demons of old. She is so large and powerful that the earth trembles when she rolls over, and animals will not walk within five hundred yards of her cavern unless they are small enough to escape between her teeth.” Ilyria drinks deeply of her hard cider, staring Audrey down with a serious and warning expression on her features. “And even if you manage to avoid being eaten alive, I can already tell that your armor could never resist true dragon fire. Perhaps the Old Wards about your body will protect you, but the armor would be molted and slip from your form, leaving you exposed to her long and sharp claws.” 
 
    “Perhaps you ought to write horror stories for children, with the way you try to scare someone with your elegant words! But yes, I have thought this through. The dragon will not so much as know my approach before death comes to her, and I can hold my own, should it turn into a fight proper.” 
 
    The ranger gently set her fingers upon her forehead, exhaling softly in defeat. “Then good luck to you… I hope to not see your sword among the loot taken when the real professionals arrive. I intend to make my way there myself, and so too recruit the aid of the local wizard. We can contribute when the dragonslayers arrive, and get a fair share for our work.” 
 
    “I’ll set off tomorrow morning, and see it done upon my arrival. This is the big one for me - my endgame. My culmination of skill for the world to behold. You and the other dragon slayers may take what I could not carry away.” Audrey declared confidently. With a flourish, she turned around and strode away. She could not allow the illusion of fearlessness to fall, for if she did, the rumoring would make it seem as though she was victorious only by blind chance, even if she did somehow succeed. She wanted everyone to know she had addressed the threat without hesitation so that they might revere her as someone who could rise to any new threat, and destroy it with such ease. That is what it meant, in Audrey’s eyes, to be a dragon slayer. At least then she could live guiltlessly on the immense fortunes acquired.  
 
    Some chatting stirred up behind her, but she directed her attention away and walked swiftly up to the bar counter. The tavern girl’s gaze was affixed upon her all throughout the dame’s approach, only once Audrey approaches the counter does she shyly direct her eyes down and away. Then, she pretends to notice Audrey for the first time and does a little curtsey. 
 
     “Oh hey! A dame or a sworn sword? Curious to be getting armored folk around here!” she is already flush, with the tinge of pink seasoning her freckled cheeks in a way that made her seem to glow in the tavern's deep amber light. This was the kind of real soft farm girl Audrey would often crave, who so often carried deeper aspirations of adventure and would cling to the interesting folk that passed through an area otherwise uneventful. In their innocence and kindness, Audrey could find solace to ease even the greatest tensions.  
 
    “An aspiring dragonslayer - and dead girl, apparently,” Audrey said, laughing heartily. The bartender gasped and covered her mouth, a mixture of excitement and fear upon her features. 
 
    “You truly mean to do the dragon in?” she asks, seeming ashamed of her excited giggles. “Well, the attempt’s worth a drink at least!” 
 
    “Please, let me pay for it. I’ll have more coins that I need after my task, either way,” Audrey said with soft sincerity, again leveling with a stranger to express something closer to her heart than the general rambunctious boasting and false bravery. It might have gone over the other’s head, though. 
 
    “Aye… I guess that’s true. Well, I suppose you ought to be spoiled, at least for the evening! Have a last - I mean a good meal, a few good drinks. I admit I’d love to hear a story or two of your adventures… then I can tell of you should you not make it back.” 
 
    “I’d be quite pleased if you immortalized me in that way, so I am not just called gullslayer, or some nonsense.” 
 
    “What?” The lady asked, seeming a bit bewildered. 
 
    “Haha - sorry. Dumb thought I had earlier when I thought about taking a bird from the docks. I figured that’s all they’d ever remember me for.” 
 
    The bartender laughs heartily, slapping the wooden bar surface and buckling over just slightly. “Oh wow! You’re right about that. I’m sorry! What a cruel thing to laugh about!” It seemed she couldn’t help herself, and Audrey laughs in turn. 
 
    “Here, I’ll pour you something to jog your memory, and have Arin put on a steak,” she says, shouting a word back to the chef, through the kitchen door. Then she was quick to fetch a mug and fill it to the brim with a golden frothy mixture that bubbled quite intensely. 
 
    “Thank Arin for me, and what can I call you? While I’m learning everyone’s names.”  
 
    “Mine’s Sonna … I think I heard you say you were Audrey?” 
 
    “Aye! No real fancy titles yet. Scaled beast tamer, if that counts.” 
 
    “Scaled beast tamer?!” she exclaims as Audrey takes a bemused and confident drink of her beverage, which tasted like a strong and sweet maple bourbon. She was glad to feel the first wave of the alcohol’s effects, noting that the bartender had been kind enough to pour her a large glass. Some women understood when you were in need, without being told. 
 
    “Not as exciting as it might sound… and the job’s sorta fallen through, to tell it true. Not much work to be done, now that the north is well cleared of the buggers. But the south has… even bigger ones it seems.”Audrey drank again from her class, stifling a huff as it burned her throat. 
 
    “This is no drake as I understand it, she’s a real titan of a thing, a real towering fire-breathing creature of the dark. Her foot is as big as a person! They found tracks in the farmland you could easily lay in.” 
 
    Audrey couldn’t help but gulp slightly, mid-drink, but she tried to play it off like nothing. “Well. Big as she may be, I expect to settle this in a single blow.” She was used to exaggerations from the common folk, but somehow the bartender’s words brought a startling image to her mind. 
 
    “So are you very stealthy, then? Cause your armor seems really heavy and clanky-like…” 
 
    “Aye, well, yes and no. Let’s just say I’ve trained at striking dragons, and I can move precisely. Perhaps I should not brag too much before the deed is done, but know I am above the common swordsman.” 
 
    “I’ll trust your judgment, since you’re betting your life on it and all.” Sonna watches as Audrey takes down her drink with haste and an air of determination. “And you seem like a tough lady.” 
 
    “Your faith in me is HYUCK appreciated!” Audrey said, setting down the glass and stifling a small hiccup. She grins appreciatively at Sonna as the bartender refilled her glass, and then moved to go and fetch her the steak and stew. Audrey uses the moment to shrug off her pauldrons and stow them near her barstool, slowing her breathing to acclimate to the environment and try to relax. She can’t help but follow the bartender's work, and soon Sonna catches her gaze. 
 
    “I’ve always been quite a fangirl for dames and knights when they come around,” Sonna says amiably, returning with the food. “Guess it’s childish, but I sure still root for you.” 
 
    “Glad to be more than a fool in armor, to you,” Audrey replied, dipping the bread and eating hastily. She was more grateful than she expressed for the warm meal, but she did not have a special regard for it as a potential last meal, as she was no longer pondering the imminent possibility of death.  
 
    “One thing about dames is lowly or great they always got a lot of stories,” Sonna said, topping off Audrey’s glass once more before returning the bottle to its shelf. “Will you be having a room, as well?” 
 
    “I’ve got a few, perhaps, although I might be inclined to take my mind off of the adventure. For the night, at least,” Audrey said, leaning back on her stool as she enjoyed the sensation of fullness and a more powerful intoxication from her drink. “Although… I would love to have someone to chat with. Suppose you’re working the night shift?” 
 
    “I am off in but a few hours, as it were,” Sonna replied, leaning toward Audrey with visible curiosity. “Should I keep you a bit of company, then? Wouldn’t want you to be alone before the uh, big day.” Sonna tried to avoid a more blatant reminder, but she figured there was no point in trying to ignore it. 
 
    “There’s nothing I’d like more than to cuddle up and rest for a while. A bed is one thing, a nice soft friend to share it with is something else,” Audrey said, reaching out gently to give Sonna a little squeeze around the soft fat of her arm. 
 
    “Bumble on up there whenever, and I’ll bring you something more to eat when I come,” she said totally innocently, up until she punctuated the promise with a wink. With a flush on her features, she turned away and went back to tending the bar.  
 
    Audrey’s thoughts rarely drifted from Sonna as the evening drew on, and eventually, she made her way up to the room provided to await her. 
 
      
 
    By the time Audrey has shed her armor and made herself comfortable on the bed, there came a small knock on the door. A grin moved across her features before she called out “Come in,” to the individual on the other side. The door swung open, and Sonna scooted inside with a bit of haste.  
 
    “Evening,” Sonna greeted softly, grinning at Audrey as she walked the length of the room to come and stand bedside, gently resting a platter of food on the nightstand. “Good and cozy?” she inquired. 
 
    “Just about.” Audrey seemed pleased for the company, looking up at the bartender with a degree of attentiveness. They looked at each other, and there was an expectant air, as the invitation had been given but Sonna seemed perhaps uncertain of herself in imposing. She looks over the reclining body of the dame, now observing her without her armor.  
 
    Audrey was strongly built and had a slightly dark tone to her skin, commonplace among the humans of those middle lands. She was well endowed with muscle and also softness, and the old white shirt she wore did much to present the shape of her form and hung loosely over her ample chest. The blanket had been drawn up to her hip but Sonna observed that she seemed to be unclothed beyond that point, and stifled a little giggle, perhaps unable to invoke a word more to say.  
 
    “How very cute you look when disheveled,” Audrey said teasingly, grinning ear to ear as she stared down the bartender with undisguised appreciation, enjoying the sight of her after waiting. “Have your plans changed, or will you remain with me awhile?” she asked softly, in case the intention was misunderstood. 
 
    “I should much like to… although I would regret to steal too much of our sleep,” Sonna said, bashful and polite to a degree that might have appeared disingenuine under different circumstances, wherein the sleep was less valuable. Instead, it occurred to Audrey as being a sweet indication of the maid’s gently asserted desire for her. At least then the dame need not feel any guilt in their engagement, having such a brief moment on the night before her departure and uncertain return, as its nature was well understood and desired by both parties.  
 
    “Truly, I think I will only be able to sleep if you help me,” Audrey confessed, exhaling a tired breath as she seemed to allow the weariness of the journey to be present upon her features. “A sweet distraction from the task ahead, and perhaps you’ll help me tire.” 
 
    “I shall try at least not to bore you to sleep,” Sonna said, giggling with some amusement. She stood there before the bed and shrugged off her brown robe without a word more, revealing her soft body obscured under pale white underclothes, leggings with frilly lace hems, and a bra that could not contain her, but served its purpose in keeping her lifted. Her body was pale and freckled, pleasingly plump, and fashioned with grabbable curves. 
 
    “I suppose I should conjure a tale to hold your attention,” Audrey said, lifting the bed's blanket in a welcoming way, and in so doing exposing her bare lower form to the woman encroaching upon her. Sonna slipped into the bed and soon sidled on against the dame, allowing the blanket to be rested down them both. Her form softly rested against Audrey’s, sharing warmth with her in the bed. “Although I suppose the hour is late, and there may be a better use for our time.” Audrey conceded, grinning as she moved her lips in to nuzzle against the bartender’s nose. 
 
    “When you return victorious, I shall be especially inclined to hear that story.” Sonna reached behind herself and gently attended to the tie of her overburdened bra, undoing it, and allowing the article to slip from her heavy chest. The emergence of her breasts, large rotund and freckled in the same style as the rest of her, caused a sharp intake of breath from the dame. Suave as she may be, she could not turn her eye from the simple perfection of the woman who would attend her and found herself anticipating with elation what may be among her final pleasurable moments.    
 
    “And if I am not, say a nice word for me?” Audrey said, some deeper sincerity leaking through her tone, although she avoided descending on that route, lest she ruin the mood.  
 
    “By all means, if you show me you are a champion now, I will stand by it tomorrow,” Sonna laughed playfully, leaning into Audrey so that her heavy breasts pressed gently against the dame’s torso, the warmth of them seeping easily through the shirt. Audrey followed suit, pulling her shirt over her head and feeling the woman’s body come against her flesh before the fabric cleared her vision. She let it fall to the floor behind herself and watched the bartender’s eyes appraising her. 
 
    Although not as substantial as the paler woman’s, Audrey’s breasts were well shaped and sat high upon her body. She had dark pink nipples that had been quick to harden under scrutiny, and the visibility of her abs made her athleticism appreciable. The dame brushed back a lock of her long dark hair that had draped itself over her tit, ascertaining that Sonna was afforded as much of a glance as she so desired. 
 
    Sonna set in, and moved her hand gently against the dame's body, touching her at the shoulder and then, when no indication from Audrey discouraged her, at her chest. The bartender relished being able to feel her and gently squeeze the breast in hand, and soon Audrey did the same, gathering up both of Sonna’s plump breasts beneath her touch and massaging them against the maid. Perhaps it was a girlish giddiness that made them play with each other in this way, exploring the other’s body and engaging in an act of intimacy so as to heighten their mood and drive away any lingering distractions. Soon, Audrey leaned in to put her face amidst that softness and moved her lips swiftly along the curving presence of each breast. 
 
    Receiving her, Sonna leaned back slightly and made her chest more accessible to the exploring kisses and gentle suckling of the other's lips. Her teat found a place ensnared between the soft pillows of the dame’s mouth, and Sonna hummed gently as her extreme tenderness was tasted and teased. Audrey cupped her breast in hand to hold her steady, moving her tongue along the areola in a teasing circle until, at last, Sonna huffed out a little gasp. She was unable to retain her composure before the stimulation.  
 
    “Aren’t you a tease,” she said, resting her hand on the dame’s head and guiding her against the substantial breast. Sonna’s thigh moved over Audrey as the maid tangled their legs beneath the covers, resting her form upon Audrey and seeping into comfort there. 
 
    Feeling their bodies moving together, Audrey found herself able to quickly relax into the bliss. She let her tongue loll over the teat tenderly and at a slow pace, giving some stimulation to the sensitive woman as all other concerns and worries faded away from both their minds. Their bodies moisten slightly with the characteristic sweat of such cuddling, but Audrey does not pull the blanket away from them, instead embracing the wet warmth.  
 
    Sonna’s teat came free from Audrey’s mouth with an audible pop, spittle trailing between it and Audrey’s plump lip. “I wanna get a good taste of you,” she said with a heavy breath, turning her eyes to Sonna’s soft visage. 
 
    “Go on, taste what you’d like,” Sonna told her, aflush and giggling. She watched the dame return to work, suckling her other breast and then beginning a series of downward-directed kisses. Her hands stroked Sonna’s side as she migrated down beneath the covers, letting her face move gently across the bartender’s stomach with gentle brushing of the lips. The soft skin was a treat to her, a sort of comfort to be rarely had, and Audrey could not help but press her face against the pleasantly plumpish lass. 
 
    The warm embrace did much to soothe the knight's nerves. Even when her mind had been directed away from the task, her body retained the tension of the journey. Her need for sleep, at least, was delayed, and she found herself incurring a sense of restoration in each moment of closeness with the soft and kindly stranger. Such was the way for things for Audrey, when the journey offered sparse companionship, she was wanton to find it wherever she could, and grateful for its presence when it did arrive. Soon, she moved down from the other’s stomach and settled herself in between Sonna’s legs, moving her lips apart as she secured her mouth over the sweet slit residing there.  
 
    Sonna made her anticipation evident, her legs moving first in and against Audrey’s face in an almost reflexively defensive motion, before drifting slowly apart to welcome her. With her head and upper body not obscured by the covers, she stared forward at nothing in the room and let her lips fall agape, experiencing and focusing entirely on the sensation of the dame’s lips against her sex. When Audrey began in earnest, the subtle sound of slurping and licking was barely audible, and soon outdone by Sonna’s airy gasps and soft humming moans.  
 
    Audrey applied her full skill to the other’s pleasure, working her tongue along the slit until it was soaked with her spittle before beginning to advance inward and lick along the other’s inner walls. As she acquired the first sweet taste of the womanly honey provided, she exhales deeply from her nose, the warmth of her breath washing through Sonna’s little tuft of orange pubes and resulting in a rather ticklish sensation.  
 
    “Is this how you serve the noble ladies where you come from?” Sonna asked with soft amusement, her hands moving down to set themselves gently against Audrey’s head and take hold of her hair there, guiding her further into herself. She groaned softly as she felt the dame’s tongue extending within her, working its way deeper into her sex. Audrey did not reply at that moment, occupied as she was, but reached up to stroke Sonna’s heavy thigh and eventually migrate her touch around to her rear, and grab and squeeze there with a degree of reverie. 
 
    Audrey’s desire was amplified by the sweet taste of the woman’s arousal, and she pressed her face deeply into Sonna’s crotch with an eagerness to coax more out of her. Sonna rolled slowly onto her back, allowing Audrey to come over her legs as she continued to suckle and lick with the bartender’s hands affixed to the back of her head. Audrey rested her breasts against Sonna’s thigh and made herself comfortable there, increasing the intensity of the pleasurable movements of her tongue. Her hands affixed themselves around Sonna’s wide hips, securing her in place. 
 
    The stimulation seemed intense for the bartender, as she groaned and huffed and clenched the bedsheets with her hands, closing her eyes tensely and shuddering as the dame worked her tongue deep within her, slurping and licking and thrusting the soft muscle in every effort to stimulate her inner walls. Cheeks at the other’s thighs, Audrey felt embedded deeply into Sonna’s warmth, and breathed deeply of her, taking in the softness of her scent. 
 
     Audrey had a small degree of expertise when it came to invoking pleasure in another and used her tongue as she was able to encourage the arrival of that deep release. Sonna’s hands held her firmly in place as the first shuddering waves of pleasure moved through the bartender, quickly overtaking her will and bringing about a euphoric ecstasy.  Audrey did not halt in her slurping or licking even as the other woman grew so tense about her tongue, and the sweet expulsion of her fluid drenched the dame’s face. 
 
    Sonna huffed and breathed heavily as the dame wiggled out from between her legs, slumping backward onto her back in a stupor of post-orgasmic bliss. She gasped and giggled, and Audrey crawled up alongside her, running her hand over the other’s form with a tickling touch upon her stomach. “How was that? Song worthy? Legendary?” Audrey asked with a chuckle, teasing the precious other in embrace.  
 
    Together they lay in bliss and exchanged stories into the night. 
 
      
 
    Ilyria waited outside of the tavern, cast in the golden light of the morning, with a stern expression on her features as she beheld the disheveled dame. Audrey had emerged into the light, squinting groggily with her hangover, with hickies upon her neck. She looked with puzzlement at the sun-elf ranger. “Have you come to see me off?” 
 
    “I am surprised you are still set on this task, Dame,” she said with disapproval.  
 
    “It’s Audrey. Actually, you might as well get used to calling me Dragonslayer Audrey,” she said with a guffaw and went to her horse. 
 
    Ilyria stood with her hands folded across her chest and watched the dame mount up. “In a few day's time, a professional group is arriving. If you are successful, I recommend you take your keep and leave.” 
 
    Audrey grimaced at the threat, knowing that they who would slay a dragon for the hoard would not be above slaying a nameless knight. “I will be careful,” she said vaguely, knowing that the other’s remark had been a genuine warning. Then, unwilling to show hesitance, she rode away. 
 
      
 
    Nestled in a place between the rolling hills was a cavern that lead deep into the earth. About it, rose, thorn, and vine ran freely over the ground, doing some to obscure the wide dark crevice from those that trekked this far into the wild.  That path wound down unevenly, overgrown with twisted barbs and sharp bramble. Audrey pushed through it without hesitance as she made her descent. 
 
    She had rested, for a time, when she confirmed her arrival at the dragon’s den. She knew there was little time to waste, so she ate what remained of the food she had taken, and meditated in preparation for the task before heading down without further delay. 
 
    Now, standing before the opening, she could feel the warmth radiating out from within. It was the pure fiery energy of a dragoness of enormous power, which seemed to seep out into the world. She moved through the vines that hung over the entrance but did not chop them down, as she would not want to give a hint to any that came upon the cave that she had already gone in.  
 
    Treading carefully into the dark, she made her descent without her confidence waning. Those concerns that she had for the task had been addressed before she set out in her purpose, and yet she could not entirely rid herself of the anticipation. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped her scabbard tensely. Audrey made slow pace down into the lair, and walked without a torch, so as to keep her eyes adjusted to the deep dark and not give herself away before the opportune time.  
 
    The warmth rising up from the deep was intense, and so too could Audrey smell the dragon’s scent, and the deep earthy smell of minerals below. No doubt the creature lived quite comfortably down here, where the water came up from the depths in steaming pools, and there was plenty to feed upon in the surrounding lands, still largely untamed. The cavern expanded as she made way deeper until it opened up into a massive chamber, where the brown stone on the cavern's floor was faintly illuminated by light from far above, which shone like a sun in the subterranean chamber, and yet only faintly illuminated the lower stone. Pools of water lined the expanse of the cavern floor, gently steaming and glimmering where a ripple caught the light. 
 
    There, in the center of this massive chamber, in the largest pool of steaming water, lay a massive dark violet beast. Draconic and humanoid in shape, she lay laxly in the water, her legs extended far before herself, and her chest turned away from the entrance. She was at least thirty yards in length, and when she stirred, just slightly, a deep rumbling could be heard. Her scales scraped the brown rock as she shifted for comfort. Audrey was filled with awe at the sight of her and moved with great slowness and caution as she put herself behind a stalagmite, and observed. The dragoness, while as large and terrifying as she had been described, was far more human and feminine in shape than the drakes and beasts the dame had hunted before.  
 
    This dragon was clearly a being of powerful magic or some entity with a dark intelligence beyond the typical gold-hoarding lizard. Audrey lay in wait for some time, strategizing her approach. If the dragoness was sleeping down, or simply in a deep state of relaxation, then an approach could be attempted. She did not seem likely to turn and catch the dame unless she inadvertently let a sound escape. ‘ 
 
    All along the giant dragoness’ form, fine scales of deep purple and black lined her. She had a softness despite her tremendously dangerous build, wherein those parts of her about the back and legs seemed lightly armored, and so vulnerable, wherein other portions of her featured deep scales and plating that would surely withstand any blow the same could strike. To go for the throat would be ideal, as Audrey could end the strife with one strike there, and need only get close enough. 
 
    She emerged gradually from her place of hiding, moving with great caution as she approached, and often ducked back behind another outcropping of stone. She imagined she could lower herself into a pool of water to hide her presence as she came nearer, but the splash of the water could just as easily give her away. Eventually, she reached the last suitable hiding place before she would need to make her approach in earnest. 
 
    As she prepared to move in, calculating her swiftness as she judged how she might maximize the distance she could travel before the dragoness could react, she eased out from behind the rock. Then, with a great echoing grunt, the dragoness began to roll over. 
 
    Audrey rushed back to the presumed safety of the stone that had hidden her and heard the dragoness utter a soft hum, a noise of uncertainty or inquiry. Her heart jumped in her throat as she began to access her surroundings for potential paths of escape, should the dragoness encroach upon her hiding place.  She waited for a time, daring not to so much as peek out toward the dragoness. Soon, the voice of the being echoed through the chamber, as she spoke with great suave assurance to the suspected intruder. 
 
    “Oh… I’ve not had many guests, you know,” The dragoness said, her words soft and gently teasing, although Audrey was not distracted from the predatory threat. “Won’t you come and say hello? Don’t make me come over to you.” 
 
    Audrey breathed heavily in and out through her nose, slowly drawing her sword. She scanned the dark before herself, wondering how she might weave between the obstacles between her and the dragoness and make an escape. It was either this, or wait for the dragon to near, and attempt an all-or-nothing lunge for her vitals. This was not the optimal position for the drake-slayer, who would have preferred to have the drop on such an advantaged foe. She knew then that she must stall for time, to better judge how the dragoness would make her advance. So too could she pretend to be a lesser threat, as a being like this may be more inclined to play with an intruder than to dispatch of them immediately if they perceived some potential for fun in it. She leaned out slowly, attempting to get an eyeful of the other first, although she knew the dragoness’ gaze would be affixed upon her. 
 
    Now the massive scaled being lay on her side facing the entrance of the cavern. Audrey could not help but be impressed by the grand and curvaceous form of the one she meant to slay, who now supported herself with an arm and showed off her womanly features to the dame’s attentive gaze. The dragoness had weighty breasts of a softer violet than the rest of her form and was adorned only in a few chains of glimmering gold. Although the links were heavy, it was but a necklace on her. Her wings were furled behind herself, but Audrey could see their golden color, and the spikes affixed to the top of each. The only effort of modesty came in the golden-scaled mail loincloth that hid the dragoness’ sex but did nothing to hide her rear or thighs. 
 
    “Do you fancy these treasures?” The dragoness inquired softly, watching the tiny dame’s features from across the cavern, and knowing that she was being studied. The cavern rumbled as the great dragoness rose slowly to stand in the waters. Her towering form sent a wave of intimidation through the dame, as the steaming water cascaded off of the dragoness’ scales.  
 
    Audrey cleared her throat, stepping out from behind the stone with her sword turned down at her side, in clear view of the dragoness. She almost stumbled as the cavern trembled with each step of the greater being. “It is not for your treasures that I have come,” she declared with as much power behind her voice as she could muster. The treasures would have been a fortune, to be sure, but her task was beyond a simple heist. The dragoness beheld her dented and scorched armor, sizing her up with a mild curiosity, as the dame was regarded as far from being a threat.  
 
    “Not for gold? Nor gems, or scales? I have seen you knights parading in dragonhide armor.” The dragoness leaned forward, watching Audrey with half-lidded eyes, and then extending her black tongue to lick upon her lips. “No… you just mean to be a hero. Or perhaps you imagine you can steal my power away.” 
 
    Audrey paused as she pondered the dragon's statement. If the dragoness had access to powerful magics or enchantments, it would be another threat to the dame. She thought of how she might stall the dragoness, as she discovered the nature of the power she referred to. “No, great dragoness. I have not fancied myself a hero. I have come instead to bargain.” She tried her best to sound convincing as she declared this, but the dragon’s expression changed, as she seemed to become suspicious. 
 
    “You’ve come down here… to trade? You must know there is little that dragons desire, that humans can provide. Tell me, then, what is it you want from me, that you should risk becoming a snack for it?” The dragoness moved forward as she asked this, and Audrey dare not attempt to flee at that moment, knowing that the monstrous woman would be quick to react. 
 
    “I need that which only your great draconic magics can do. A wish, as you may call it, in exchange for a tremendous wealth of gold.” Audrey chooses her words carefully, hoping that the dragoness might betray more of a hint of her power in the response she chose. Clever as these monsters could be, it was possible that the dragoness did not have the enormous power she claimed to possess, and was simply inordinately large and curvaceous. The cavern here, while expansive in size, had few treasures other than those the dragoness wore upon herself. She must be wanting for something to decorate her lair. 
 
    “A wish. I like that. And a wealth of gold? Seeing as it’s not on your person, I suspect there is a catch.” The great dragoness stood up to her full height and hooked her fingers around the golden chains that dangled over her chest, allowing them to fall beneath her chest. “I have thought to add some length to my necklace, or perhaps forge for myself a few more rings to wear on my toes.” She tugged against the golden chains so that her breasts were lifted by the metal, and showed them off to the knight without great subtlety. Audrey huffed to herself, distracted by the strange and alluring behavior. It made her even more on guard, as she knew the dragoness might attempt to pacify or sedate her through some means before making a move.  
 
    “There is a catch. I must leave here alive. And so you may only know of the location of the gold cache… when our deal is concluded.” 
 
    The dragoness raised a brow at her, stepping out from the pool and moving nearer to the dame. She stopped and lowered herself until her great knee impacted the rock some yards before Audrey, and leaned in to examine her. 
 
    “I do not care for deals like this, dame, wherein I must put all my trust in a stranger. And yet you are surely unwilling to bear some of the burden of trust, despite coming here with blade in hand, and encroaching upon me unaware.”  
 
    Audrey tensed up, eying the dragoness neck as she calculated her position, and how she might leap and strike, should her hand be forced. The dragoness’ massive breasts hung from her chest as she crawled on all fours, her shadow engulfing the dame below.  
 
    “You seem distracted, little knight. Perhaps I should make the deals…,” the dragoness said, starting to reach down toward the dame with a massive clawed hand.  
 
    Audrey burst forward in a surge of motion, launching herself through the air as she swung her blade forward toward the dragoness. She had judged her position properly, but the dragoness moved with unnatural speed, rearing back and catching the dame in her hand.  
 
    “Not the best attempt I’ve seen, little knight,” the dragoness said with some amount of exasperation.  
 
    Audrey swung her blade down against the dragoness’ finger. It bounced off of her scaly skin without cutting her, and yet still the dragoness hissed and dropped the dame, rearing back with a look of disgust. Audrey landed with a clatter on the stone floor and quickly tried to right herself to strike again. 
 
    “Don’t you know that biting bugs get squashed?” The dragoness said, turning and allowing her tail to laxly sweep the cavern ground, knocking the dame headlong and throwing her form into a stalagmite’s base.  
 
    “This bug’s bite-” Audrey declared with a wheeze. “Is lethal!” She charged forward, diving over a pool of water, and then slipping past a pillar of stone before the dragoness tail could catch her again. She slammed her back against it, breathing heavily. 
 
    “You know not what you challenge, foolish knight,” the dragoness said with exasperation, approaching slowly on her feet again. She stooped down where the cavern ceiling began to decline, and Audrey could not see a route of escape behind herself. “Most are filled with awe to merely look upon me. Are you not impressed, little dame? Behold my great and powerful form; I am the dragoness Dosalyn, a champion from the voids!”   
 
    Dosalyn extended her wings out, showing her form at its full stature, towering as she was. What little light that descended into the cavern seemed to dim with her words, and Audrey found herself blind to all but the glowing presence of the dragoness’ golden eyes, which vanished with her blink, and left the dame with no visual of her enemy. Still, the deep rumbling of the earth accompanied the giant dragoness’ slow and unstoppable advance.  
 
     Audrey breathed rapidly to herself, her hand gripping her sword tensely as she calculated any potential means to escape imminent death. The dragon was too clever to fall to her wordplay now, and yet in her vanity, may be stalled for a time. 
 
    “You are truly a great power of the dark, and this is why I have come,” Audrey said, stepping out from behind the pillar of stone to stare at the dark, wherein she could feel the warmth of the dragoness body, which seemed to approach laxly toward her. “My destiny has called me here. All of my life I have built my skills for this moment.” 
 
    The dragoness voice purred out from the dark, her face mere meters away. “And in one moment, you will be extinguished…,” The sound of her words confessed her approach. 
 
    Audrey reared back and slashed with her sword at the ground, a cascade of sparks flaring up in the iron’s path, and casting light against the dragoness’ face in the dark. She flinched, her wings flapping once as she anticipated an attack from the dame. Audrey rushed forward, evading the swipe of Dosalyn’s hand and preparing to strike out at the softer flesh of her underbelly. Finding herself beneath the dragoness massive form, she hesitated, for even if her strike landed true, here, the Dosalyn would collapse down upon her. She readied herself to avoid the dragoness’ grasp. 
 
    Dosalyn simply lowered her form onto the cavern floor, smothering the dame with a heavy thud as her breasts pressed down against the tiny armored figure, and held her flat against the rock.  Audrey tried to gasp but found her face pressed against the soft scaled flesh of the dragoness’ breast. Only the dame’s armor, which was well-braced around her chest to protect her from strong impacts, prevented her from being easily crushed. Her sword-arm lay pinned, and the blade itself was squeezed from her grasp.  
 
    “Ah…. a better fate than most insects,” Dosalyn said laxly, perhaps believing her fun was over. She rubbed her chest against the ground, feeling the dame’s form beneath her tit. Audrey groaned at the immense pressure, struggling helplessly to free herself. “You’re still alive? Now that’s impressive, little knight,” the dragoness laughed. Supporting herself with an arm, she took her weight off of the poor dame and lifted her chest, peering down with great amusement at the disheveled victim, who gasped for air before scurrying over toward her blade. 
 
    “Come now, we’re way past that,” Dosalyn said, flicking the weapon halfway across the cavern with disinterest. “You’ve had your fun, now it’s time I had mine…” Audrey yelped as the dragoness extended a clawed hand down toward her, and seized her by her breastplate. Dosalyn began to pick off the plate armor with her claws, as easily as shelling a nut. 
 
    “Unhand me!” Audrey demanded, attempting to keep her voice commanding despite her position. The dragoness handled her like a toy, stripping her of her gear and then of her clothes, and finally holding her naked form up by a leg to examine her. “Dragoness, let me down!” Audrey implored her, gasping as she was dangled near Dosayln’s face, and beheld a dangerous grin.  
 
    “What a special treat you are. Your body is more impressive than your armor was, you know. Perhaps you really do have some talent.” Dosalyn let a great black tongue roll out from between her lips and brought the dame nearer to her mouth. The forked tongue lapped gently against the dame’s head, slathering her with hot spittle as the dragoness had a little taste.  
 
    Audrey squealed out with fear, seeing how easily she could be gobbled up. Her facade of fearlessness vanished, and she tried to find the words that might save her. “Don’t, dragoness! You’ll never find the gold!” 
 
    “Don’t beg too much, little dame. You’ll work up my appetite…” The dragoness extended her tongue again, and this time licked over Audrey’s form from head to toe, drenching her nude body in spittle. “I won’t eat you, yet,” she said with a bit of reluctance. “I’d rather a toy than a snack, for now. This can be such a lonely place.” 
 
    Audrey was filled with confusion and uncertainty at the dragoness’ words, but helpless to her will. She looked around as she was carried back over to the largest spring of water in the center of the chamber. She dared not even squirm as she was carried high above the cavern floor. “A toy?!” the dame asked when she worked up the courage for it.  
 
    “Yes, why,  a little toy knight,” the dragoness cooed with visible amusement, a deep purr rumbling from her chest. She reached up with her other hand and tenderly took up the end of the golden chair about her, and held it aloft for Audrey to examine. On one end, the dame saw was a pair of shackles. To the dragoness they were small enough to be like two links of a fine chain, but still, they were large enough to bind the dame’s wrists.  
 
    Audrey huffed, outraged at the prospect of being made so low, and doubtless humiliated up until the point of her death. “I will not be a slave to you, dragoness! Know that to be true!” she shouted with all the authority she could muster. 
 
    Dosalyn frowned with disappointment, eyeing the dark in a rather discontented way. “Because I am merciful, and you humans are such fickle things, I will give you some time to reconsider,” she said, her tone lush with mock defeat. She proceeded to shackle the dame by the wrists, and let her dangle like the stone of an amulet. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m quite glad to eat you. I simply had other plans that might be even more fun, for the both of us,” the dragoness explained casually to the struggling dame that lay between her breasts like a piece of jewelry.  
 
    “By my honor -” 
 
    The dragoness laughed, interrupting her, but Audrey continued more deliberately.  
 
    “By my honor, I could never serve you. I am Dame Audrey Mathiel, sworn to protect the peoples, and this is a vow I will uphold until death,” 
 
    Dosalyn began to settle into the heated spring of water, resting comfortably amidst the steam and heaving a deeply relaxing sigh. The massive pool was like a lake to the dame, but for the dragoness, it was large enough only to make a suitable bath. She reached up with a clawed finger and began to play with Audrey, gently nudging and poking her and amusing herself with how the dame squirmed, her little legs finding little traction against the dragoness’ breasts.  
 
    “Serving me need not break that vow, you know. It is not necessarily the ‘peoples’ that are my adversary.” She slid down gradually until the dame’s lower body settled into the water, and she felt the tug on her arms lessoned. She treaded water there between the dragoness’ breasts with her arms held upright. The intensely warm water was not unpleasant, but she was hardly able to relax into this soak. 
 
    “I know not how that can be so,” Audrey huffed. “You’d doubtless employ me against any who challenged you.” She craned her neck back to try to look up at Dosalyn, but the dragoness was inspecting her claws without much regard for the dame that now adorned her. 
 
    “I did not expect to be challenged, so much, really. You can see I haven’t really acquired a hoard, nor done much pillaging.”  
 
    “Humans and dragons can not coexist. In our society, to slay a dragon is the highest honor.” 
 
    “Funny, slaying humans is more like a chore, to us,” Dosalyn chortled. 
 
    Audrey wiggled against her restraints, releasing some frustration. “Then you should know there are those that make their work slaying your kind! Experts at it.” 
 
    “Are they all as fearsome as you?” the dragoness cooed, giving Audrey a little tickle with a massive claw. She hummed to herself, seeming to consider the little dame’s words. “More are coming, then? Yes, I suppose it is bound to be the case. I am not inclined toward frequent harassment at my place of residence, you see,” Dosalyn spoke softly as she seemed to ponder aloud the circumstance. 
 
    “Then you should leave this place, and never return,” Audrey insisted. 
 
    “Unfortunately little dame, you’re right. But I’ve got a plan of my own, already in motion. No, this little pitstop was for… something else.” 
 
    Audrey let herself limply soak in the water, her arms growing tired from her more vivacious movements. “Then release me, and leave. I will take none of your treasures.” 
 
    “That would be convenient for you, would it not? You could at least say you had scared the dragon off,” the dragoness seemed bemused by the prospect. “But what then would I get out of it?” 
 
    “You will have survived our engagement. And… I will hunt you no further,” Audrey said with sincerity. 
 
    “You will find, little dame, that this is true if I swallow you, as well. Only, by your terms, I am deprived of the satisfaction.” 
 
    Audrey knew that the dragoness was toying with her, but at least in conversation, she delayed a darker outcome. She had little to offer the dragoness other than service, but perhaps there was an opportunity for a deal of that nature, short of total slavery. 
 
    “I would… owe you a favor, by my honor, if there came a time when you called upon me, and the thing you needed of me required that I do no evil in this world.”  
 
    The dragoness yawned widely, idly petting the dame’s head with a finger. “Is your life worth just one favor? At the very least, I will see that you repay me for the hassle. You interrupted my bath.” 
 
    “Assure me that if I abide by your will for now… you will truly let me go, and not simply consume me once you are bored of my presence.” 
 
    Dosalyn grinned with amusement, looking down at Audrey again. She scooped a claw under the dame’s but and turned her upward so that she could meet the dragoness’ gaze. “Very well, little dame. Serve me well, and I will eventually let you go. You are actually quite fortunate, as I have affection for silly little creatures.”  
 
    Audrey contemplated her position. If the dragoness remained here, and the slaying party arrived, they would find Audrey as a captive. She would be totally humiliated, and left with none of the treasure, but would survive to fight again. Of course, she would be in harm’s way during any battles, if kept where she was. The dragoness did not seem immediately inclined to take her off.  
 
    “Allow me to serve you, then, and repay my debt. Let me down from… this.”  
 
    “Fine. I will say that you make a good pendant.” The dragoness reached up and undid the shackles, allowing Audrey to fall free. The dame yelped as she slid down Dosalyn’s stomach and into the steamy water with a splash. Surfacing there, she turned around and craned her head up to behold the dragoness body, finding herself treading water between her thighs. She began to swim around one of the great legs, to find her way to the edge of the spring and get out onto the land. The dragoness extended a great leg out and propped it up at the water’s edge.  
 
    “Come and attend to my claws and toes. Scrub them and rub them until I am satisfied,” the dragoness explained the order with simplicity, as though testing the dame’s competence in service.  
 
    “May I get clothed?” Audrey asked with irritation, struggling to keep her pride at bay.  
 
    “Stay as you are, for now. I quite enjoy looking at you, and I’m naked myself.” The dragoness observed the dame’s little form as Audrey approached the great draconic foot, which was significantly taller than her when stood on the back of its heel. It had a soft pad, like a human foot, but just three toes, each with a massive black claw protruding from the tip, rather than a nail. The scales around the toes were fine, and the pad of Dosalyn’s sole was dark matte and soft in appearance. Audrey did not further protest being kept nude, but she remained aware of the location of her armor and weapon, should an opportunity for escape arise. 
 
    Audrey was unsure of Dosalyn’s true nature, as the dragoness surrounded herself in exaggeration and insincerity. No matter what the dragoness promised her, there could be no trust between them. It was understood regardless that she needed to serve for the time being and consider her options. She put her hands against the soft sole of the draconic foot and began to rub it experimentally, which coaxed quite a chuckle from Dosalyn. “A little tickling. Be firm with your strokes, if you would,” the great dragoness advised. 
 
    Audrey heard, from out in the dark away from the spring, the sound of a huff or a sharp breath of surprise. She stared in that direction for a moment, confused as her eyes scanned the dark for a sign of movement. 
 
    “Please don’t run,” the dragoness said, appearing to misunderstand Audrey’s look. At the same time, it occurred to the dame that there may be another dragonslayer nearby, hidden away in the dark behind some stone. The dragoness eyes were surely keen, but she had no way to warn them. Audrey returned her gaze to the dragoness foot, a flush upon her features as she realized there may be other’s observing her humiliation. “I would hate to have to leave my bath again to fetch you.” 
 
    Audrey cleared her throat. “Do you have no way of keeping me here? No magic spell, or guardians about your cave?” she asked with a slight influx of volume to her tone, as though she was unsure if her voice would carry all the way along the dragon’s body to where her ears were, nearly thirty meters away. 
 
    “No, I suppose I have you on your honor, for now. Just don’t press your luck, little dame. If I catch you, our next deal will be more weighted in my favor.”  
 
    Audrey lowered her gaze, her hands moving around one of Dosalyn’s scaly toes. The warm surface of her flesh was smooth and strange to feel. “I will not run, dragoness,” she replied, always attentive to the dark in the corner of her vision. Dosalyn seemed entirely unsuspicious and heaved a deeply contented sigh as she began to relax into the dame’s work. 
 
    “It’s actually quite fortunate you came. I am quite accustomed to having many slaves to attend to me.” 
 
    “What brought you into this land?” Audrey rubbed some dirt off of one of the giantess’ great black claws, noticing the faint glimmer of her reflection in its glossy shine.  
 
    “There is a specific treasure which I mean to attain.” 
 
    Audrey hummed. “And what is that?” 
 
    “I won’t speak of it just yet. You know, these precious things can be startled away.” 
 
    The dame huffed but attempted to keep the annoyance out of her voice. “Be cryptic if you must. Obviously, I do not possess the thing you’re after.” 
 
    The dragoness did not respond and instead remained reclined back in the water, enjoying the rub of her toes. The dame was distracted enough in conversation to actually put some effort into it, managing to settle slightly into the role. Wordplay with her was simple, to Dosalyn, who was contemplating how she might go about gradually indoctrinating the dame into her permanent service.  
 
    It was only when the dragoness was at her most relaxed, enjoying the dame’s foot rub without a care in the world, that Ilyria leaped out from the shadow behind the dragoness, landing with total silence on the cavern floor. Audrey could see her past a toe but dared not give any indication that something was wrong. She continued to massage, her eyes trained upon the elf’s approach. 
 
    The ranger was cloaked in dark brown attire, but her features were clear and vibrant where uncovered. Her face was tight with focus, and she did not so much as glance Audrey’s way. It seemed she meant to creep up behind the dragoness’ head and strike her there. There was a pang of uncertainty in Audrey, as she sensed an explosion of chaos wherein any of the three of them could be slain. Now that the possibility of walking away peacefully was truly considered, she would have preferred to avoid an all-out fight. But still, some part of her desired to be immediately freed of her humiliating position.  
 
    “Do you like that toe, especially?” Dosalyn asked, noting how the dame continued to rub the same part of her toe, being too distracted to properly progress in her motions.  
 
    “Oh - no, sorry. I mean - yes I do,” Audrey said. Knowing that Ilyria was moments from striking, she had no idea how best to direct the conversation, other than to stall. “I just… couldn’t help but notice how shiny your claws were,” Audrey said, hoping that this would keep the dragoness attention on her toes, rather than let her eyes wander. 
 
    “Aren’t they? Well polished, like my horns,” Dosalyn said, reaching back with a great clawed hand to feel at the base of one of her obsidian horns, thick and curly as it was. She nearly swiped Ilyria with her claw, and the elf let out a small gasp as those massive claws passed near her. 
 
    “Ah?” Dosalyn inquired, immediately attentive to the sound. She pulled her foot away from Audrey and began to rise in the water. 
 
    Ilyria hurled a comet of arcane fire at the dragoness and struck her in the back. Dosalyn howled with anger, stumbling forward. “Ow!” she shouted, insulted to be attacked unaware in the middle of her leisure time. She slammed her tail down on the ground beside the spring and swiped it quickly across, much pleased to feel it collide with something small and annoying. 
 
    Ilyria was hurled through the air, smashing through a stalactite that would have impaled her at a different angle. She slides to a stop after hitting the cavern floor, groaning from the blow. Now the dragoness looks upon her and assesses this new intruder.  
 
    “Now this is simply too much,” Dosalyn said with displeasure. “No doubt I won’t get a moment to myself, here. Come and die quickly, sun-elf.” Dosalyn charged toward her. 
 
    Audrey ran over to where her armor was. She dreaded to join the fight against Dosalyn now, and yet it would forsake her vow to allow Ilyria to come to harm. She began to equip herself, knowing that the right choice would come to her, so long as she was prepared to act. She observed as Ilyria parries the dragon’s swipe with a golden shield, and then slipped between her legs, slashed her tail, and scurried away from her in the cavern once more. 
 
    Dosalyn continued to taunt the elf, who said nothing in response. No doubt she was wise enough to not let herself be distracted by words. “Shame on you. Do you have nothing to say for yourself? Only truly wicked creatures would interrupt such a moment. And look, you’ve nearly scared off my new toy.” 
 
    This time launching herself forward, Ilyria attempted to fire an arrow of the sun into the dragoness’ neck, but dark energy flared to life about Dosalyn’s scales, like a shield over her form. “Your Sun is useless here, glow-bug,” she said, moving forward swiftly to bring a great draconic foot down upon Ilyria. The sun elf disappeared in a moment under the foot, seeming to be smothered under the dragoness’ sole.  
 
    Audrey yelped with horror and dropped her helm, but gasped in relief to see Ilyria squirming out from between Dosalyn’s toes and scrambling away. She had somehow evaded death, perhaps by finding her form beneath the knuckles of the dragoness, where she would not have felt the full weight of the dragoness’ voluptuous form. Her quiver had been stripped off her back by the momentary pin, and she drew a short blade, reorienting herself as she prepared to attack only. But it was evident to Audrey at that moment that the dragoness had abstained from putting her full weight upon Ilyria deliberately, and now prepared another attack. Audrey tried to warn her as Dosalyn turned herself around and allowed her legs to give, dropping her massive rear unto the elf with a boisterous laugh. Again, Ilyria was smothered beneath her, although she could not hope to squirm free. 
 
    Audrey sprinted over, ready for a fight. “Get off of her!” she screamed at Dosalyn, pointing her sword at the dragoness challengingly. Dosalayn frowned, displeased at what she perceived to be a betrayal. She shifted how she sat, extending her legs before herself and leaning back to let her weight rest comfortably on her ear. Her thick thighs were flat against the stone, and if Ilyria was under there somewhere, she was surely lacking air. 
 
    “Don’t you think it’s a better way to go than being digested alive?” Dosalyn inquires, speaking slowly and seeming to have no intention of freeing the defeated elf under her ass. “Once she stops her delightful squirming, I can make a snack of her then. Although I confess, I enjoy an alive one from time to time.”
“Dragoness, so help me, if you do not release her you will fight us both,” Audrey huffed, raising her voice as she marched forward and raised her blade. She aimed it with the point toward the softest scales of Dosalyn’s thighs, and the dragoness lost her suave grin and gave Audrey a look of genuine irritation.  
 
    “Keep your little prick away from me, tiny dame. I would crush both of you and think little of it. If you have abandoned our little deal then I see no reason to waste more time,” Dosalyn growled, and then a grin crept back upon her features as she tensed and relaxed her thighs and ass, obviously enjoying the sensation of the trapped elf wiggling between her cheeks.  
 
    Audrey grimace and thought frantically, feeling a powerful surge of uncertainty and emotion washing through her. She could think of no easy solution, and yet could not permit the elf to die in this terrible way. Suddenly, she hurled her sword aside and fell to her knees. “Please, dragoness, please let her go!” she said, throwing herself down to beg. “I will serve you, I will be your knight, or your toy, or whatever you make of me,” she promised, unable to consider the repercussions of her words, as she deemed it a necessary sacrifice regardless of the cost.  
 
    “Ah…” Dosalyn hummed softly, seeming pleased to see the dame in such a sincere and defeated state, and yet her tone had a certain degree of reluctant sympathy as she spoke. “Very well, I can hardly decline a deal such as this,” she said, and with a tremendously lax manner, she gradually rolled onto her side. At first, the elf was held securely between the dragoness' ass cheeks, but Dosalyn relaxed her muscles there, and Ilyria fell free, landing with a small thud followed by several frantic and heavy gasps. 
 
    Audrey rushed over to the disheveled elf, who glared with wide eyes at the darkness as she breathed heavily, and then began to flail in rage. She sat up with a flurry and groaned and held her stomach, as though a rib had been fractured in the fighting.  
 
    “Ilyria -” Audrey could not think of what to say. The elf rose, aflush and furious, and whipped around to glare at the dragoness. She began to back up, and when she observed that neither of them meant to stop her, she turned and sprinted into the dark of the cave, disappearing with great haste. Audrey could not guess whether she was mortified because of what had occurred, or simply terrified and frustrated at her defeat. Perhaps simply fleeing would have been wise for Audrey, but it was too late for her now. 
 
    The dame turned to the dragoness, who had returned to her seated position with a flare of disinterest, and now trained her golden eyes upon the dame.  
 
    “No more games, now, little dame. I expect loyalty out of you. And I will be true to our earlier agreement, allowing you to serve me in a way that does not conflict with your other little oaths.” 
 
    Audrey stared back at Dosalyn with uncertainty. She knew then that the agreement had been struck. In time, she could plot a manner of escape, but if she showed her intention now, the dragoness would surely consider it to be a lost opportunity, and end their little engagement with a chomp.  
 
    “I will do as I said,” she conceded softly, treading up toward the dragoness. “That elf… met me on the way here. I thought with certainty that you had killed her. I could not permit her to come to harm.” 
 
    Dosalyn reached down and opened her hand to grasp the dame. Audrey flinched but did not move away from her or try to flee. Her armor held on unsteadily as many of the straps had been torn when the dragoness first stripped the dame of her gear, and she had been rushed to equip herself.  
 
    “As I told you, little dame, I am not inclined to kill. Your judgment of me as a demon is, for the most part, incorrect,” Dosalyn showed her teeth with a dark grin. “Although it can be truly tempting, and some force my hand.” 
 
    The sound of a distant voice echoed through the cavern, followed by some quick hushed words, that carried far from the deep dark. Audrey and Dosalyn were silent at the moment as several voices resonated, although the words could not be made out.  
 
    “It seems I have more company, already,” Dosalyn said in a tired way. She rose to her feet and extended out her wings, stretching them as she held the dame in hand. “I am quite tired of fighting, so this is where we make our departure,” the dragoness said, and once again began to strip Audrey’s gear off of her. 
 
    “Stop - why are you doing that?” Audrey asked, batting away the dragoness claw. “Am I to ride you, or are you to carry me? Can you even fly out from this hole in the earth, big as you are?” 
 
    “I will fit.” Dosalyn does not answer her other questions, persisting as she plucked off the metal from Audrey, and left her again in her underclothes. She let the pieces of armor fall to the cavern floor with a clank. “Now that you are my knight, I will make for you armor of my own fashion.” 
 
    “Should I not have kept mine, until then? They who approach now might hit me with a bolt my mistake, should they shoot at you,” Audrey said. 
 
    Dosalyn laughed. “Perhaps they would. Do not be concerned, little dame. I will keep you safe as we make our exit. Besides, I don’t like to fly with an empty stomach.” 
 
    Audrey understood in a moment was Dosalyn was implying, and before she could respond, the dragoness was lifting her up and overhead. 
 
    “What! No! You can’t!” Audrey squealed, shocked to find herself about to be made a snack.  
 
    “Relax, little dame. It won’t hurt none,” Dosalyn promised, her black tongue extending out to lick her lips, and then lick at Audrey’s dangling leg. She let the dame slide through her hand until she held her just by the arms, and opened her maw widely below her.  
 
    Audrey frantically squirmed confusion and fear washing through her. She knew the dragoness did not intend to kill her, and yet she could conceive of nothing but doom in the dark wet throat beyond those serrated teeth. Dosalyn’s mouth welled with spittle as she anticipated her meal, her eyes half-lidded with clear delight.  
 
    Slowly, she lowered the dame into her mouth. Her forked tongue worked itself around Audrey’s legs, tasting her and drawing her down. Dosalyn allowed her lips to close over the dame’s stomach, and she held the tiny squirming human between the soft pillows of her mouth, eyes crossed to stare at her and enjoy her disheveled and fearful state. She had wanted to consume the dame since she laid eyes on her, but she would be true to her word, and permit Audrey to serve her rather than dissolve in one of her stomachs. Still, she could not help but relish the experience of swallowing the little dame. 
 
    She licked and slurped at Audrey’s lower body, savoring her for a few short moments before a great draconic finger started to push the dame down between her lips and into her mouth. Audrey wrapped her legs around the dragon's forked tongue, trying to delay her descent into the throat. The dragoness hummed around her, chuckling softly as she closed her lips again, with the dame entirely within her mouth. Audrey whimpered she found herself in the warm wet dark without any control.  
 
    The draconic tongue pulled back, and Audrey felt herself slide off, and come into contact with the back of Dosalayn’s throat. It was intensely warm in here, and she could do nothing to steady herself as she felt the dragoness gag on her, and slowly go about relaxing her throat and swallowing her whole. Audrey was washed down with the thick spittle of Dosalyn’s mouth and felt squeezed between the fleshy insides of her deep throat, gradually being ushered down. 
 
    “Mmm,” Dosalyn hummed, her voice reverberating through her body, although Audrey’s own whimpers were hardly audible. She felt herself slide out of the throat, and into a damp and fleshy place, where a hot fluid engulfed her. Audrey did not feel it burning her flesh, but it was uncomfortably hot. “You truly do hit the spot. How did I let you convince me to not eat the elf, again? I will need a proper meal, soon,” she said, laughing. Dosalyn rubbed her belly with delight, feeling the little dame wiggling about in her storage stomach.  
 
    Audrey called out to Dosalyn, begging that she hurry and get out of there before more dragonslayers arrived. She did not expect it would be well for her if Doslayn was slayed with her still contained within. 
 
    Doslayn could hardly hear the dame’s muffled complaints but chuckled to herself at the small sound of Audrey’s voice inside of her. She lifted her great wings, and took into the air of the cavern, flying up to where the light breached the ceiling, and smashed through the earth there. 
 
    Dosalyn erupted from the hillside, sending soil and stone in all directions as she ascended skyward, far beyond any projectile's reach. She contemplated where next to make her lair, as her wings carried her far to the horizon, and then beyond there.  
 
    The dame, with few other choices, relaxed in her stomach and listened to the sounds of the dragoness’ insides, pitying those that found a place like this to be the last place they would know. Despite the circumstances of servitude she had found herself in, this would not be the end of her story.  
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    The pleather seat was pleasantly cool as Cora slid into the booth, snuggling up beside her pale-skinned companion. It was odd to be out this late, enjoying a dinner well past the typical last call, but these had become her hours.  
 
    Rubi received her affectionately, wrapping her arm around the soft blonde femme and drawing her near. With fiery crimson hair and lunar-pale skin, the vampiress would have stood out among regular crowds but found herself quite comfortable among the other patrons. This bar was a favorite place for the nocturnal and the misfit and was further populated by punks, goths, and those that Cora could not put neatly into any subculture. She knew, too, there was magic here, carefully disguised and reserved as her beloved’s was. 
 
    “Do I stand out here?” Cora inquired sweetly, laying her weight against Rubi’s supporting form. Their server approached, and Rubi twiddled a lock of Cora’s blonde hair between her fingers, humming softly from the depths of her throat.  
 
    “They may presume you are more than you appear if I am seen to be a vampiress. To dine with mortals without intent for predation is rare,” Rubi mused with a soft chuckle. Her gentle sarcasm assuaged Cora’s uncertainty. In truth, the human was more curious of the others here than how she might be perceived. Never before meeting Rubi had she known that places like this existed, where the preternatural discretely passed the hours beside the common.  
 
    For their dinner, Cora chose a plant-based sauteed mushroom burger, and Rubi had salmon. It was early in the morning, but for them, this was late in their day, and sunrise would see Rubi cooped up wherever she then resided. Cora kept an eye on the clock for her.  
 
    “I’m excited to see your home once more. Last time you didn’t show me but a tenth of it,” Cora said. 
 
    Rubi laughed at her. “Yes, well, I’m no tour guide. But I shall allow for some exploration.” Her estate was far beyond the scope of what seemed practical, and unrepresented by her humble character of spending, for the vampiress made no effort to draw yet further attention to herself. Cora could not see how such a place did not become dreadfully lonely and imagined Rubi wandering the various labyrinthian halls of her mansion night after night.  
 
    “I’m looking forward to exploring more with you,” Cora flirted at her playfully, unabashedly, and overtly sweet, for the night out together had been wondrous and she was anticipating a fun time at Rubi’s place once they’d eaten. First, they’d been at the beach, whereby the light of the full moon Rubi had insisted that she needed Cora to rub moonscreen on her. Only after letting the human massage disguised regular lotion into every inch of her pale skin did Rubi confess it had been a ruse.  
 
    “So very eager. Were it not for your hunger, we would be on our way now. But for my own hunger, I can wait,” she said with a soft hiss of desire, laying her chin on Cora’s shoulder as she embraced the woman against herself, and breathed deeply of her alluring scent. Rubi could eat, and in fact, quite enjoyed the filet, but her attention was more on her delicious companion, who seemed so flush and full of vigor as to make the madam salivate.  
 
    They had their meal and resisted the urge to fall into an embrace of kisses right there in the booth. Rubi kissed Cora tenderly on the neck while they waited for their bill, and soon the two absconded from the soft chatter of that place, out into the moonlit back-roads of Coquitlam, where the chill of summer night’s air licked pleasantly at Cora’s skin.  
 
    Rubi drove a crimson BMW R100S motorcycle, refitted and upgraded much over the decades she had owned it. Its seat was large enough for them both to be at comfort, and Cora sat in front of the vampiress, relaxing against her back once more as they accelerated on their way. The road taken brought them into the city’s outskirts and through high-reaching pine, winding on to the north and then the east, until no roads troubled them with bright headlights, and the quiet of early morning was broken only by birdsong.  
 
    Cora trembled as the wind licked her. What otherwise might have been a pleasant chill was made a bit biting by their speed.  
 
    “Next time you must bring a coat,” Rubi instructed her, and then Cora heard a zipper, as the vampiress opened her crimson-tinted leather jacket, bearing her soft pale flesh against Cora’s back. She was cool to the touch, too, but pulled Cora snugly to herself, partially wrapping her in the jacket. The zipper wouldn’t go around them both, but Cora giggled at the thought and regarded herself quite soothed as she reclined back against Rubi’s large breasts, finding the softness comforting even in the absence of exuded warmth. The vampiress focused on her riding, but gently planted a kiss against the back of Cora’s neck, the little acts of affection displaying that great desire within. Cora felt she could melt beneath the tenderness of the dominant woman’s touch, chilled though she may be. Before long, they rode up the long and winding driveway to Rubi’s home. 
 
    “So pleased that you may spend more time with me,” Rubi said, striding inside with her jacket still parted at the breast, letting her skin breathe as she gestured alight candles along their way. The fire coming forth at a flick of a finger was only somewhat impressive to Cora, who knew well the magical capabilities of her crimson hair preternatural companion. “Let us go up to the study. It should be cozy for you,” Rubi offered, and led her through the long hall after hall until at once they slipped into a chamber that was finely furnished with comfortable lounging chairs, a fireplace, and cozy decor collected over what seemed like ages. Rubi did not speak much of her past, but the vampire who had made an heir of her had been a rider too, of a horse, rather than a motorcycle. Her history seemed to extend swiftly into the blackness before the record, for her years were already many, and ages were traversed by just a few of her ancestry.  
 
    “Always, with you, the dim is a comforting dim. It’s cozy to be close to you in this place, though I’d dare not explore it alone,” Cora said with a giggle. She was guided over to a comfortable recliner, where Rubi settled down, and guided the human into her lap. She let the leather jacket slide away, and brought Cora against her pale and weighty breasts, wrapping the soft human up tenderly. 
 
    “I would want you to be comfortable. This is a lonely place, sometimes, but not a dangerous one. Not for you anyway,” Rubi mused softly. She breathed in deeply of the aroma of Cora’s flesh, and made her desire known to the femme, gently brushing her lips against her bare shoulder. Cora soon hooked her fingers underneath the black tank top she wore and pulled it overhead, tossing it aside as she turned to straddle Rubi’s lap. Before the admiring gaze of the vampiress, Cora felt craved with urgency and did not intend to long deny the appetite she knew the other bore within.  
 
    “Stave off all evil from me, and I shall stave away your loneliness,” Cora promised her and leaned in to embrace Rubi once more, securing her lips gently against the pale pillows of Rubi’s mouth. The vampiress' cool chest felt soft and supporting as Cora’s weight relaxed into her, and the chair’s back leaned from their weight, the lovemaking threatening to tip them over.  
 
    “And abate my hunger?” Rubi asked her softly, breathing her cool breath over Cora’s cheeks before pushing back into the kiss, and working her tongue within Cora’s sweet mouth. She knew that the human was as eager to be fed on as Rubi was to feed, for when done with care, there could be great pleasure in both of them for it. The vampiress saw how her human desired to be taken and consumed in all senses, and so eagerly presented herself for Rubi to unwrap and delight in.  
 
    “I did not come this far to deny you,” Cora said. “I’ll have a taste, and then you can,” she said with a teasing note, leaning down to secure her lips around the large and firm presence of one of Rubi’s teats. It was already firm beneath her tongue, and Cora closed her eyes, pressing her face into that pillow of softness as she worked the muscle of her mouth around its crest in circles, teasing about the bumpy circumference of Rubi’s areola. She was skilled with her tongue, and the taste of the vampiress's cool skin appeased her own cravings.  
 
    Cora loved the anticipation, knowing that soon her dom would take her, and fill herself with the delicious life force of her mortal blood. As she pleased her with a lick, Cora observed Rubi looming above her, studying the human with a lustful interest as she so eagerly made use of her tongue and lips. The vampiress slid her painted fingers gracefully down the form of Cora’s soft perky breasts and her stomach, feeling her warmth and the steadily increasing pace of her breathing that confessed the excitement her pet felt in her role of service. Cora laid over Rubi’s form and straightened her legs as the vampiress slid her fingers under the waistband of her tights, sliding them down to reveal the human’s plump and soft legs, which appeared like the utmost juicy treats to Rubi’s sensibilities, obligating her to wrestle down the desire to lunge and feed and once. The thought of sinking her teeth deep into the warm flesh where Cora was most sensitive was enough to make Rubi tremble, even more exciting than the skillful dance of the human’s tongue at her breast.  
 
    After letting the human slurp and lick away at her slick tit for a time, Rubi suddenly hoisted her up, using her preternatural strength to easily adjust Cora as though she were a mere doll, and turn her about so that her pale thick rear rested against Rubi’s crimson tinted leather chaps. Where the vampiress’ thigh was bare, between the top of the chap and her black panties, she felt that extraordinary softness and warmth seeping into her, and soon drew Cora snugly back against her breast, settling her lips once more against the human’s neck, and allowing her a moment to prepare for the euphoria to come. To be fed upon was not inherently a terror for humans, although not all vampires had the restraint to leave their meals unfinished, and afford them a chance for restoration between feedings. Cora was lively and had not been fed on in several days, and Rubi mirthfully anticipated her most delicious gift. Healthy as she was, Cora would have been a prime selection even if Rubi felt nothing intimate toward her.  
 
    “May I?” Rubi inquired softly, her cool breath washing over the soft skin of Cora’s neck. Like a patient getting her blood drawn, Cora relaxed back against Rubi and turned her head slightly, to enable access to her tender flesh. Her eyes grew half-lidded and she smirked with anticipation for that most extraordinary sensation, which included aspects of discomfort, but greater lasting feelings of bliss.  
 
    With a patient and controlled pace, Rubi let her lips part and wetly kissed Cora’s neck, her fangs coming to hover above their place. The vampiress slowly lowered her fingers along Cora’s stomach and passed there to the softness of her mound and petals, which were easily parted by Rubi’s pale fingers. Delicate as she was, her nails never caused Cora discomfort as Rubi began to stroke and enter her with her touch, allowing the mortal woman to descend into greater arousal, and find only pleasure in all the sensations of her bite.  
 
    As Cora’s trembling breath began to rise,  her anticipation seemed almost too much, and she waited with a wide-eyed eagerness for the moment Rubi would choose. Then, as she sighed out her contentment and pleasure from the work of Rubi’s hand, feeling the vampiress curl her fingers up gently within, she was pierced by the fangs. Rubi gently held Cora steady as her two elongated teeth sank into the soft flesh of the human’s neck. Even as she fed, Rubi cupped Cora’s breast in her other hand, and held her snugly to herself, drinking in her warmth by all means. For Rubi, the sense of relief, pleasure, and euphoria was immense and immediate, such that her delight was orgasmic and satisfying beyond any meal or sexual climax. She moaned out her enjoyment as Cora’s hot blood seeped up from her fangs, filling her mind with a palpable ecstasy that seemed to flow into the very sphere of her heart and mind and wash away all urgency, cruelty, and fear.  
 
    Cora’s physical pleasure was less immediate, although the pain was easily managed, and she delighted to observe the intensely expressive reaction from the ordinarily stoic Rubi. In that moment, Cora was her world, and the vampiress teased her pussy and breast with an attentive and vivacious manner, as though she desired above all things to share the very pleasure she now experienced with her prey. Only moments later, a heavy wave of warm bliss seeped into Cora from within. The distracting sensations of moderate chill and the sting of Rubi’s fang disappeared from Cora’s attention, and she felt herself numbing to all but the overwhelming joy of releasing herself to her love.  
 
    Swooning back, Cora planted sloppy kisses against Rubi’s neck and jaw, as the vampiress gently cleaned those two neat wounds left behind, and stopped their bleeding. She had drunk much from Cora, for as that most satisfying flow persisted, it was nearly impossible to will oneself to stop. Easier would it be for a thirsty desert traveler to spit out crisp lemonade than for a vampire to pluck their fangs with that primal craving yet unsatisfied. Even still, Cora’s health would see her unendangered, and even that most monumental trance of bliss would wear off within the hour.  
 
    Until then, Cora was unabashedly and wholly hers and moaned with growing excitement at the tenderness of Rubi’s stroking fingers, the undistracted state of her mind allowing a tremendous rising energy of pleasure to boil up within unimpeded. Rubi laughed delightedly, her voice sweeter than it ever was, as she shared in total pleasure with her beloved, each of them satisfied beyond all ordinary means. Hastening the pace of her fingers, Rubi stroked Cora’s pussy fervently, easily bringing the mortal nearer and nearer to orgasm until at last, she trembled and then spasmed in an eruption of sensation that rocked her form. Cora groaned, tensing herself firmly against Rubi’s fingers as her entire body rocked in the vampiress's lap, finding herself thrown about an ocean of pleasure like a woman thrown overboard. For some moments, the pleasure was all there was, and when her mind managed its way back into reality, Rubi’s presence filled the entirety of her thoughts. 
 
    Smiling with the wide and clumsy expression of one fucked-silly, Cora stared up with amazed affection at Rubi, gently planting her kisses along the vampiress’ breasts. Rubi seeped back into her chair, heaving a breath to settle into the utmost relaxation, the flowing sensations within leaving them both content to merely experience the pleasure of the other’s presence.  
 
    “Feeling well, my love?” Rubi asked softly. 
 
    “Never been better,” Cora assured her, although truly she was drunk with the influence of Rubi’s pleasant venom. Rubi wrapped her up snugly and rose from the recliner, settling Cora down on the fluffy rug before the fireplace, and striding over to a cabinet that hid a mini-fridge. From there she fetched some refreshment; a bottle of grape juice and a small wax-coated wheel of vegan cheese were brought back for Cora, who now splayed out most laxly on the ground.  
 
    In that cozy warmth, they relaxed for some moments, but soon fell into an embrace of kisses again. Cora guided Rubi’s face down along the length of her body, and the vampiress appraised the softness of her flesh, determining where next she ought to lay into Cora with her fangs. Her mouth hovered cooly over Cora’s breast and then her belly, and her tongue played gently near to the mortal’s clit as Rubi’s attention grew lower still, although she passed in that moment over Cora’s sensitive sex and instead settled her lips against the softest part of her inner thigh.  
 
    “Is that where you’d have your next drink?” Cora inquired, reaching down to twirl her finger through Rubi’s crimson locks. “Take more from me now, and I shall be in a state for nothing other than to lay back and serve you further,” Cora said to her with a dreamy allure, reclined back against the furs without concern even as Rubi’s sharp fingers hovered over the tenderness of flesh. She gently squeezed the other thigh against Rubi’s head, encouraging the vampiress forward as she so eagerly offered herself up to her.  
 
    “I’ll try not to take too much,” Rubi said with a soft chortle, eager to once again fill her senses with the full intensity of the earlier rush. “As for the other pleasure, you would do for me, I will take all you can give,” Rubi said with a smirk. “You had best prepare to savor your own treat.” As Cora cooed a noise of desire, Rubi brought her fangs forward, and gently pressed their razor-sharp tips into the softness of the human’s inner thigh, causing her flesh to dent from the pressure only slightly before each fang sunk into the warm softness and began to flow with her life.  
 
    The sweetness of Cora’s flow was remarkable, and the satisfaction as overwhelmingly intense as the first time that Rubi feasted upon her, heightened by the comfortable warmth she found with her head snugly held between the mortal woman’s soft and thick pale thighs. Swooning by the firelight, Cora sighed out a noise of utter contentment as she felt pleasure wash over her, moving in powerful waves up from the point of contact with Rubi’s mouth, where the vampiress eagerly drank of her. She did not take as much as before, for when bitten at the neck Cora’s blood had flown more generously, but savored a lengthy taste of her still, leaving her beloved pale in the features as she laid back against the ground with mouth agape. The gentle heaving of her breath made Cora’s chest rise and fall before Rubi’s gaze, and the vampiress drew herself from her bite before the human was left utterly incapacitated, and crawled up along her bare form with fang’s dripping that precious crimson onto Cora’s skin.  
 
    Although one craving was satiated, Rubi now felt another passionate desire and felt so invigorated by the invigoration of living blood that her mortal lust was fully awoken. She crawled up to straddle Cora’s face, seeing the woman snap from her stupor of pleasure and behold the looming presence above her. “You’re still with me, I hope?” Rubi inquired with a chuckle. 
 
    “Oh yes… although I feel as though I am resting amidst the clouds,” Cora said with a wide grin. She reached up and unclothed the rest of Rubi’s attire, tossing aside her chaps and panties with urgency. Now the vampiress beheld her lover’s eager features down through the valley of her massive breasts and scooted forward until her pussy loomed above Cora’s lips. She settled down gently, squeezing her thighs against Cora’s cheeks until her slit found its way to the human’s kiss. Obediently, Cora began to lick her, working her tongue along the length of Rubi’s folds and beginning to steadily advance within her. All tension dissipated from Rubi’s form, and she slumped down into a relaxed posture and gradually released her weight until Cora was snugly pinned and then smothered beneath her mound.  
 
    Moaning from the pleasure of Rubi’s taste, Cora reached up to grab hold of the ample ass of the vampiress and draw her in forcefully against her face, encouraging Rubi to relax her full weight as the human began to dance her tongue up deeper between her inner walls. She tasted her depths and waggled her tongue back and forth, intending to coax a tremendous bliss out of Rubi while the high of her vital intake still lingered.  
 
    The feel of Cora’s hot tongue eagerly lapping within her made Rubi shudder, her own pulse quickened by the bolstering of her energy. She humped the human’s face, grinding her pussy firmly down against Cora’s tongue and keeping her held snugly under her thighs. The human was so eager to please her, that she worked her tongue like a servant, abiding always the subtle clues as to which movements created the best stimulation for her vampiress mistress. With no resistance to the pleasure, both of them were soon immersed, and the world was still but for their passion. 
 
    Driving her tongue far up into Rubi, Cora slurped eagerly at the sweetness of the drenched passage and extended herself as far as the muscle of her mouth might reach, wiggling it about in circles within as her lips were snugly parted over Rubi’s slit. The vampiress bounced on her face, overtaken by the rising force of her pleasure, and swiftly approached a seemingly insurmountable peak of bliss.  
 
    Her moans echoing throughout the many empty halls of her mansion, Rubi was soon overcome and met her powerful orgasm with vigor as she continued to thrust herself back and forth over Cora’s drenched face, inviting the human to flail her tongue about ecstatically. Each movement added to the intensity of Rubi’s overwhelming climax, and she squirted out her sweet release into Cora’s receptive mouth, awarding the human’s efforts with a treat of her own. The taste of the vampiress made Cora swoon back once more onto the carpet, groaning as Rubi pressed down against her and rode her through the echoing force of her orgasm.  
 
    Serving her still, Cora licked Rubi clean, drinking up her nectar and withdrawing her tongue to let it loll over Rubi’s outer folds. The vampiress gently scratched through Cora’s blonde hair with her fingertips, groaning happily as the human performed such diligent service. Only when satisfied did she at last rise up from Cora’s drenched face and permit the human some air, seeing the dizziness of blissful stupor clouding Cora’s eyes. 
 
    Rubi could not be more pleased with her beloved, and with the echoes of lust quieting within her, she turned to her care, cleaning the bloody marks upon Cora’s thigh with a handkerchief. She would have fallen there beside the human once more, to kiss her and express the unspeakable appreciation felt within, but instead sought to bring her to where she might better rest, and recover for the night to come. Though it seemed not to be, outside had turned to day, and for them, rest called to beckon another fun evening ahead. Rubi took Cora up in her arms and brought her high into her mansion’s tower, where a master bedroom furnished with fine candlelit silks of red and white, and an aroma of sweet incense to greet them, afforded them a place of comfortable solace that they might rest the day away. 
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 Goomates 
 
      
 
    When Eyin learned she was getting a big goopy gal as a roommate, she wasn’t immediately overjoyed. It was quite an adjustment getting used to slimy floors and gooey door knobs. Now the two are as thick as thieves and set to become the academy pranksters. A lazy summer’s day invites a bit of mischief, and Dosa shows off just how fun she can be. 
 
      
 
    The magi at Solaris have only so much patience for it. Sent running and torched by flung fire, Eyin retreats to their dorm and settles in with Dosa for a slime bath. It seems to do the trick for her burned skin, and the two soon discover something else fun to engage in together. Playing with slimy tendrils and drinking delicious gel straight from the tap, Eyin finds more than one way to indulge in her gooey roomy. 
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    Eyin’s night seemed to pass in an instant, and the sun had already made her sweat through her sheets. She woke to a brilliant glare encroaching upon her face and moaned a note of protest before casting off her blanket and letting her body breathe. She would have slept in longer, but the day would not permit it. A familiar aroma tickled her nose, sweet but strangely stark and crisp. Dosa seemed to smell a bit like apples today. She looks like one too, Eyin thought to herself with a giggle, you are what you eat. She felt playful and the prospect of teasing her slimy roommate some was enough to get her out of bed. 
 
    It seemed like a beautiful day, and she had no obligations until their evening lectures. Presently, Eyin was studying ley polarity, and Dosa practiced telekineses. Eyin got out of her sweaty sleepwear and pulled on some white linen tights, and then her blue academic tunic, which was long enough to reach halfway down her thighs. Her wand, a short silver length with a curved end resembling a shepherd’s crook, was affixed to its place at her hip. 
 
    In the hallway, there was a green sticky note reminding Eyin to mind her step. Dosa kept mostly to her side of the dorm but the floor of the kitchen and shared walkway to the front door was always slick with gel. It had seemed almost too much to live with at first, but Eyin was only amused now seeing a fresh application of Dosa’s gel shining wetly on each surface. She found her in the shared living space beside the kitchen, reclined on her back beneath a cosmos of levitating fruit. An arcane text floated there in the center of it all, and with a flick of her finger, the gelatinous woman turned its page. 
 
    “Already up and practicing?” Eyin went and sat in the other beanbag chair and then kicked her feet up, planting them squarely onto Dosa’s substantial, jiggly belly. Her form was translucent and seemed to drink in the sun as it cut narrow paths through the shades, illuminating slices of her gooey body. 
 
    “Yes. I usually am at this hour.” A grape was orbiting her tome like a moon, and she sent it crashing down into her mouth. Eyin could see the silhouette of the fruit descend into Dosa’s chest where it began to fizz and bubble. “It’s a little boring until you’re up.” Dosa seemed quite the decadent slime, lounging and sating herself with magic. The light shone off the pronounced curves of her swollen belly and heavy breasts, and a thin and clear membrane made her appear slick and glossy. She didn’t seem to mind Eyin planting her bare heels into her gel. 
 
    “It’s too nice of a day to stay in studying,” Eyin remarked, resting her head in her hands and considering Dosa with amusement. Her bare foot pushed against the curve of Dosa’s jelly belly, causing it to sway. She had a look of concentration on her features as she finished the page on her text and minded to the other floating objects. “Maybe we can find a chance for some practical magic. Maybe a practical joke!” 
 
    Dosa closed the book with a slap and turned her head to consider Eyin with a grin. Her hair was formed in dense green globules that dangled heavily from her head. “It’s good to get creative. What’s your idea?” she asked curiously. 
 
    Eyin snickered and considered it. “Let’s go out and pick on professor Kafa. See if we can get her to blow her top,” Eyin said with a grin. “Or find some sort of trouble, you and me.” 
 
    Dosa grinned intently and sat up. “That’s a little scary! But okay. A prank seems right for a day like this; lighten everyone up a little,” Dosa said with a warm giggle, her gooey-rimmed glasses bouncing on her face. She was happy for the chance to spend some time out with Eyin, as they usually only hung out together a bit in the dorm. She sat up slowly, and after floating some apple slices down into her chest and absorbing them there, she put the rest of the levitating fruit back into the bowl on the counter, and let the book drop into her hands. 
 
    Eyin was amused to see all the fruit floating and gradually dissolving away in Dosa’s belly. She couldn’t help but wonder if her slime had always acquired a sweet and citrussy taste. It had skeeved her once, but now she found it pleasant and didn’t perceive Dosa as unclean, though she did seem to get stuck with a lot of lint. “Huh. You can move your goo all independent-like, right?” Eyin asked. She hopped to her feet. “I have an idea. Let’s see if they’re doing a lecture out in the terrace court,” she suggested. 
 
    Dosa rocked herself up and pushed to her feet, wobbling slightly. She beamed a wide grin at Eyin, ready to follow her on whatever mischief. She felt eager to be accepted among the acolytes, even if it meant sticking her gooey neck out some. “Yes. Any suitably large portion separated from me retains a connection to my gem cores,” she said. 
 
    Eyin smirked at the nerdy slime with endearment, and then her foot slipped out from under her as she stepped onto some slick tiles. “WHU!” she exclaimed, falling back with startling speed, but she felt caught and held upright from behind. Dosa’s arms had stretched a few feet to reach her. 
 
    “Oh! Are you okay? Sorry, I should run the mop through here again,” Dosa said bashfully, holding Eyin steady as she got her footing. Eyin slipped back a step and then turned to flop her body against Dosa’s for support, her feet sliding out from under her as though she tread on ice. 
 
    “It’s okay! Good save,” Eyin said. She was surprised at her quickness; Dosa was rather lax when it came to moving, more often than not, and her gelatinous legs did not afford her the ability to run. She let out a bashful huff of her own as her face nearly collided with Dosa’s large goo rack, and held her arm as she stood up properly beside her. After a moment she peeled herself away and skipped carefully to the door, opening it to let the light flood in. 
 
    Solaris Academy had tiered gardens beneath its academic halls and an observatory tower that overlooked the rolling hills east of Prima. From the dorm, a walkway took Dosa and Eyin to where they could look over the lower court and gardens, and as expected, professor Kafa was down there with about a dozen acolytes. Her shrill and curt voice could be heard like bird chatter disrupting an otherwise silent morning in the hills.  
 
      
 
    “Therefore, it is because of the orientation of the ley that solar and fire magics can not be simultaneously wielded, as one reverses the polarity of fire energy when invoking it.” Kafa drew solar magic into one hand and then let fire ignite from the other, though the magic of the first faltered in that same moment. Her students, standing together near the court’s fountain, seemed somewhat inattentive. The brilliant sunlight lit the hills for miles beyond the overhang of the lower gardens, and it was a beautiful day to be standing around. As the professor continued to speak, a slimy book slowly began to rise over the heads of the students, floating and glowing faintly as though haunted. A sharp gasp was let out as one of the acolytes caught sight of it. 
 
    “Wrong wrong wrong!” The book declared in a fiendish voice, flapping open and shut as it spoke. It flew out beyond the heads of the students and swooped toward Kafa. “That’s not how it works at all. I should know! I’m the ghost of the expert who wrote this book on the matter.” The supposedly haunted text looked gooey and foul, and slimy teeth seemed to line its rim. Some of the students may have recognized the book’s ‘voice’, and began to laugh among themselves to see the seemingly enchanted text berating their instructor. “It’s all right here, see!” Once more the tome swooped down at the professor, but this time she was ready for it. With a flick of her wand, she sent a bolt of fire right through the text, putting an end to the joke and sending it crashing down to smolder on the grass. 
 
    “Look Kafa, slime!” One of the student’s declared, kneeling and investigating the smoldering tome. 
 
    The professor slowly returned her wand to her hip, and ignoring the chortling of her students, scanned her surroundings studiously. The bushes near the overhang of the higher terrace seemed to catch her eye. 
 
      
 
    “SHH!” Eyin squealed under her breath, huffing a noisy giggle. Dosa couldn’t stop nervously jiggling and giggling. Eyin’s freckled face glowed with a blush, but she was already trying to haul Dosa up and make an escape. 
 
    “She looked so mad, oh gosh!” Dosa squealed, clearly enjoying herself. The slime woman clearly wasn’t used to getting into mischief, but Eyin feared the other boot was about to drop. 
 
    With a sudden burst of blue light, Kafa was before them, hands planted sternly on her hips. Dosa erupted with a squeal and burst into a puddle of goop. The steely eyes of her professor turned from the meek green pool to Eyin with force. 
 
    “I should have suspected you were the influence behind this slimy mischief,” Kafa said, slowly reaching to draw her wand again. 
 
    Eyin nervously giggled and backed up a step, slipping in Dosa as the slime spread everywhere and scattered. She raised her hands and tried to talk Kafa down. “Hey, professor! Uh - have you seen Dosa’s book?” Seeing that was no good she tried again. “Hey now! Not the wand! What are you doing?!” 
 
    Kafa’s firey lash sprung out and stung Eyin’s collar, whipping her and singing her skin. She squealed and began to run, but then halted in her course, turned back, and gathered up an armful of Dosa to carry with her. Another lick of fire stung her on the calf and she squawked, fleeing and scrambling over the bushes to get back toward the dorm. “Don’t laugh!” Eyin chided the giggling mass of slime in her arms. She took several more stings of fire before Kafa gave up the chase. 
 
      
 
    Eyin whined and prodded at her reddened skin as she waited for Dosa to reform just outside of their dorm. It took all the little globules a while to make their way back, and slowly amass into the shapely slime woman she knew. Dosa looked bashful but offered a bright grin. 
 
    “Wow! That was great!” Eyin said warmly, reassuring her as she knew Dosa was a bit concerned. “Don’t worry, Kafa was just putting on a show. She sure got me good though. Did she hit you?” Eyin asked, tugging at her collar as the air washed over her tender skin. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so. Maybe I didn’t feel it,” Dosa said, and giggled noisily, her body shaking. “That was such a rush! Oh goodness, it was scary,” Dosa said. “I didn’t mean to get us into so much trouble, though!” 
 
    Eyin laughed at her playfully. “Oh that’s nothing, don’t worry. Kafa and I go way back. It was my idea! Well, we got away near unscathed anyway,” she said with a friendly grin. “I should put something on these so I’m not all crispy,” she remarked, investigating the burned skin on her elbow. 
 
    Dosa reached out and put her hand on Eyin’s wrist, and holding her there, paused and examined her skin studiously. “I could likely help with that. I mean, my goo,” she remarked. “Not that it's intended for such. But the substance is a pleasant moisturizer.” 
 
    Eyin’s lip curled up slightly in a grin. Dosa’s behavior seemed curious to her. “Don’t think it will sting?” she asked. “You won’t melt my skin, right?” 
 
    Dosa giggled at her playfully. “No. I’m only really caustic in my belly.” She slid her other palm over Eyin’s forearm and where she had been burned, and there was an immediate sense of relief with the presence of her cool gel. Eyin sighed and bobbed her head to encourage Dosa to smear on a good layer. The substance was like jello and felt a little tingly. “It might exfoliate you some, after time,” Dosa remarked. 
 
    “Feels good,” Eyin said with a pleasant hum. When her arm was treated she turned aside and stood on her toes, displaying the singe mark on her calf. Without further prompting, Dosa knelt down behind her and reached with both hands to gently massage on an application of gel. 
 
    Eyin snickered and turned her head to admire Dosa. What a fun and useful woman she was, though strange and differently-natured in almost every way. Eyin didn’t feel she had to be bashful with her or worry about a thing. Her gel was cool and comforting, and Dosa’s touch felt attentive and gentle. For a moment, Eyin felt flirtatious. But she held her tongue with consideration, still unsure of Dosa’s feelings. 
 
    “I also enjoy the bit of touch,” Dosa said, and then seemed embarrassed. She stood up beside Eyin and opened the door to their dorm. “Well, at least it is fun to do something with you, or for you. I think you’re just the best,” Dosa admitted with a shy giggle. Eyin went into the dorm and was thinking over her words carefully. She let Dosa close the door behind them and then halted and looked her face to face. 
 
    “You do?” Eyin asked. “I’m slimy already,” she couldn’t help but snicker some, but turned her eyes down and lifted her hands to her collar. She undid the button there and loosened her shirt about the neck. The mark of fire trailed down from her collar to the valley of her cleavage, and she looked at Dosa as she exposed a bit of her breast. “How about… a bath?” 
 
    Dosa’s translucent fingers came to her lips and she concealed a warm smirk. “What exactly do you mean?” she asked and stepped slightly closer. Her eyes were drawn as Eyin slipped a shoulder out of her shirt and undid another button. Eyin’s freckled face was lit with a warm glow. 
 
    “It’s just, you feel good,” Eyin said innocently and then let out a sharp giggle. “A goo bath. We could go to the tub if you’d like?” she asked with a warm smile. Dosa seemed genuinely shocked at the proposition. She squealed an amused and excited note and put her hand down, clasping her hands in front of her belly. 
 
    “Of course! I mean, wow, I would really love to. Sounds fun,” Dosa said and laughed heatedly. “I really like you, Eyin. I mean, I know it’s just a bath, but,” she seemed momentarily unsure of herself. 
 
    “Heh. It might get messy. I think I can handle that,” she said and reached out to set her hands on Dosa’s shoulders. “Might be about time we ‘jelled’,” she said with a chuckle. The bright happiness on Dosa’s face was a relief to her. She hadn’t been sure how she’d react. Spontaneously, Eyin leaned in and kissed the gooey tip of her nose. A ripple of excitement seemed to move through Dosa and she beamed a dumbstruck grin. “Would you wait for me in there?” Eyin asked with a smile. She’d allow Dosa some time to process it, but intended to dive right in before she lost her nerve. 
 
    “Okay,” Dosa said elatedly, bouncing on her toes. Eyin began to quickly undress and Dosa scurried back and into the bathroom, where she could be heard excitedly humming and running the water. 
 
    Eyin was imagining squeezing in with her, and maybe laying her chin on those enormous jelly breasts. She took off her tunic and tights and loitered in the hallway for a few moments. Touching the gel on her arm, she tasted it and was surprised at its sweetness and faintly fruit flavor. She came to the door and opened it, slowly emerging into Dosa’s view with an intent look on her face. 
 
    Seated already in the tub, Dosa stared with awe and adoration at Eyin. She drank in the sight of her pale freckles body, studying the soft lithe curves that her clothes had hidden, and seeing her gel glistening on her leg and arm. Eyin’s breasts weren’t small despite being dwarfed by Dosa’s, and they were pleasantly high on her chest, with a small but bright pink nipple set on the peak of each. She walked up slowly to stand beside the tub and peer down at Dosa’s gooey substance. Some warm water was around her in the bath but Dosa still had the resemblance of being clothed and had retained her humanoid shape. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” Dosa told Eyin, staring at her with wonder and delight and patiently awaiting her in the warmth of the bath. “Just being close like this is so exciting. I hope you like how it feels.” 
 
    Eyin lifted her foot over the rim and set it down into the warm water. Her sole pressed down against Dosa’s body, but it seemed wrong to just smash her underfoot like some grapes. In the warm water, Dosa’s membrane was slippery and very smooth. She slipped her feet in around her legs and then settled herself down, sitting on Dosa’s feet. The sensation was pleasant. Dosa remained a little cool even as she stewed in the warm water. “It is nice. Feels good on my skin and… well you’re sorta cushiony. Might be nice to get comfy together,” Eyin suggested warmly, sliding her pale leg down along the side of Dosa’s thick, gelatinous thigh. 
 
    Dosa relaxed the posture of her legs too and the two let their limbs intertwine and glide against each other in the tub. The water was gradually becoming a little more viscous and Dosa seemed to spill out into the tub. Eyin let out a soft giggle as she could feel the gelatin against her thighs and groin, and the water seemed to resist her movements slightly more. “You’ve always been a comfort to me. So I’m more than happy to return the favor,” Dosa said sweetly. “Though, I know this is somewhat more than that,” she added with a playful grin. 
 
    Eyin tried to wrap her legs around Dosa’s wide belly and hips, and slid her feet in around her back, squishing the gelatinous body some. Each motion made jiggles ripple through Dosa, and she reclined back in the tub, scooting her body nearer to Eyin so that her big jello belly pressed into Eyin. They adjusted their posture and drew in close, and after a moment, Dosa looked down at herself and seemed to call upon her internal magic. 
 
    Her low-cut shirt, made of the same substance as the rest of her, melded seamlessly into her body, and in a short moment, her enormous translucent breasts were bared. Each looked like a balloon full to the bursting with green gel and seemed to faintly glow from within, as more active slime turned in the depths of her core. Each breast was weighty like a melon and her nipples were wide and engorged. Dosa’s nipples were sunk into her heavy slime breasts but had a bulbous crown still, and Eyin gnawed on her lip as she drank in the sight, and leaned in nearer with her lips. “You're sweet. In more ways than one!” Eyin said heartily. “After all this while, I didn’t realize how much I was craving you,” she admitted with a grin. “Now all I want is a taste.” 
 
    Dosa exclaimed a soft and excited note. Eyin had been casual with her, but now spoke words that hinted at more serious desire. For her own part, she wanted nothing more than to please Eyin. She formed herself this way for a reason, but it was really only Eyin’s attention she sought. Having her faun over her breasts made Dosa feel wonderful. Her hands supported them from beneath, and she offered up her rack with a wide and bashful grin. Eyin could hardly resist as she saw all that jello swaying back and forth, and the strangely perfect feminine form that the gel presented in its shape. Always Dosa had tempted her thoughts with her form-clinging attire, and the semblance of nudity her unicolor presentation afforded. 
 
    She lowered her face and set her lips gently upon the high curve of one lime-green breast. The cool gel greeted her lips as she kissed, and she could feel Dosa trembling. Eyin placed her hand gently against Dosa’s other tit and felt it all over, running warm water from the bath across its slick and shiny surface, and then bringing her fingertips to the round swell of her sizable areola. She was so soft there, and her surface seemed to gently twitch and move in response to the touch. A bead of bright green gel slowly welled up at the crown of the massaged teat, and Eyin affixed her eyes upon it. The little drop was like an emerald and Eyin licked her lips, drawn in by the little treat. 
 
    Dosa shifted her body and pushed into Eyin, drawing the smaller-bodied woman up further onto herself. She let out a little murr of anticipation, watching Eyin’s gaze and presenting her bust. Eyin opened wide and set her crimson lips directly onto the bulbous swell of one of Dosa’s areolas, engulfing its fat nub and the tender ridge of softness around it. The sweet drop of gel met her tongue and was sour and sweet like candy. 
 
    “Do I taste good? Don’t worry if you swallow some of me,” Dosa said, petting Eyin’s head with her hand and slicking her hair back with gel. Eyin brought both her hands to the enormous breast she was tasting and squeezed up with her palms, intending to coax just a bit more of that delicious jello out of Dosa’s swollen teat. But to her surprise a whole squirt of the syrup burst forth, spraying her tongue and filling her mouth. She exhaled heavily through her nose and stared wide-eyed with wonder, swallowing down the tingling gel as it burned her throat like a carbonated beverage. It was strangely refreshing and intensely delicious, and she worked her lips firmly against Dosa’s teat again to draw out another mouthful. 
 
    Drinking straight from Dosa’s tap like this was crazy, but it made Eyin feel beside herself, and she was so aroused that she scooted up and rubbed her groin against Dosa’s thigh, beginning to tease herself below in the mix of water and gel. This was such a treat, she was sure she would want to suck on Dosa’s tits at every opportunity, especially to stave off the heat on a day like this one. Her companion gave in abundance, and Eyin slurped and drank until she felt satisfied, without apparently depleting Dosa at all. She had to let the round bulb of Dosa’s teat pop from her mouth and take a few gaping breaths, the thick and sweet gel stuck to her throat. “Wow,” she said with a sigh. “You’re something else. A new surprise around every curve,” Eyin said with a heated laugh. “I’m really horny Dosa… you feel horny too, right?” she asked. Dosa’s systems of sense and pleasure seemed to operate on different terms, though her enthusiasm was clear. 
 
    “Yes, Eyin… It feels wonderful to be wanted like this. I want to get you off. I’m gonna come at you with me gel~” she said, her words a promise of surprising conviction. Now it was Eyin’s turn to blush a little. She had no idea just what means Dosa had for this type of play, or what she might do for her Eyin’s pleasure, let alone her own. She laughed warmly and crawled up onto Dosa’s belly, straddling her some on the tub. The disruption had seemed to cause enough of her to spill out that the water melded with her body, and Eyin sank her feet and legs into the pool of Dosa with delight, feeling herself being embraced from all sides by Dosa’s liquid portion. 
 
    “Come at me. I want to see what you do,” Eyin said. There was a fire in her eyes as the prospect of an utterly new experience was before her. All of today she had felt she had no idea what was coming next, but she let the moment carry her and felt right doing so. Dosa, too, opened up with such encouragement. She had an arsenal of delights to offer Eyin and had simply been waiting for the day her goomate would indulge. 
 
    “It’s time I make this really fun for you,” Dosa said. With her words, there was a bubbling and shifting in the tub, and then several tendrils of gel surfaced and began to extend from the water. Eyin gasped and looked to either side of herself as the serpent-like appendages of gel closed in. With them, Dosa wrapped Eyin’s torso and snaked around each thigh. 
 
    “So this is Dosa’s secret weapon! Better not let it out. I think I’d have to fight the other girls for you,” Eyin said with a noisy laugh. “I’ve seen many a magical mishap from a horny acolyte trying to conjure such supple playthings,” she declared with a raised finger. Her energetic words encouraged Dosa, who gradually bound Eyin in her gel, and then hauled her against the other end of the tub, putting her body on full display and bound like so. Her gelatinous tendrils wrapped around Eyin’s wrists and pulled tight behind her head, and a tendril at each leg pulled and parted her legs. 
 
    “It should feel wonderful. I’m terribly shy though, so, just, focus on your own bliss,” Dosa said, seeming intent to position herself as a spectator. While bodily she reclined opposite to Eyin in the tub, her attention was focused on the portion of herself dwelling in each tendril as it slid along Eyin’s body and gripped her pale freckled flesh. She felt through them, tasted through them, and gradually used them to position Eyin such that she could give her companion the pleasure she deserved and desired. Three dedicated tendrils emerged from the bath just in front of Eyin, where her groin hovered over the surface of the slimy water. 
 
    “Don’t be shy. Don’t hold back! I’m in goo hands,” Eyin said, laughing excitedly. She gently squirmed against Dosa’s tendrils, feeling a reassuring and firm pressure binding her from every angle. At once she felt a powerful anticipation welling up inside of her, as she was exposed and set to be worked over. Dosa’s capabilities here may well be beyond human, and for a moment Eyin had to wonder if she was truly ready for it. Then Dosa’s tendrils slid up to gently touch her pussy and press between her cheeks and play against her ass. In an instant Eyin trembled and relaxed altogether into the bliss of three different tongue-like presences, each working with care and attention at her pussy, ass, or clit. 
 
    It was like getting oral from three women at once, while she was bound and only able to moan and squirm. The jello tendrils lathered her pussy and ass and then submerged into her, slithering and sliding into her depths from either side and coordinating together to massage her inner walls. The thinner tendril remained outside and teased all along Eyin’s open slit and her tiny peaking clit. 
 
    Dosa watched with focus and arousal, her eyes maintaining a stare of passion and seriousness. Over the rim of her jello glasses, she looked like some sort of mastermind at work, focusing the fullness of her construct mind on Eyin’s bliss. Her effort was intense and she progressed things swiftly, beginning to pump more of her gel into the tendrils that squirmed and turned far up within Eyin’s groin and rear. She thickened them and danced them deeper, twisting and massaging Eyin far up and near to her core. Dosa rubbed her own teat and squirted out a bit of gel between her fingertips, and gnawed her lip as she could feel herself pushing up so tightly into Eyin through her tendrils. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum so fucking fast,” Eyin said, her mouth immediately becoming dirty as the first orgasmic signs began to rush to her head. Dosa was truly too effective when it came to utilizing herself as a toy, and their foreplay had Eyin feeling ready to burst. Her body rocked against Dosa’s tendrils, every motion sending a new surge of bliss through her. 
 
    “It’s not too much, is it? How about some gentle licks and nibbles?” Dosa asked. For a moment she slowed her pace, and Eyin felt held at the very edge of orgasmic bliss, as though the instant had been perfectly calculated. Dosa fell forward and parted her plush green lips, revealing the goopy insides of her mouth and strands of gel drool. She put her face up between Eyin’s thighs and enclosed them around herself, tucking her lips in snug to Eyin’s pussy and leaving her stuffed with gel as the rest of the tendril dispersed. 
 
    The slime in Eyin’s depths reformed from the tendril into Dosa’s tongue, long and thick enough to fill and stretch her. Dosa’s lips massaged her slit as her long slime tongue gradually began to pick up speed in its writhing motions again. Bright green eyes looked up at Eyin with elated expectation, anticipating the imminent moment of her release. 
 
    The pleasure pushed against Eyin’s thoughts, and her body bucked and humped Dosa’s face with vigor. Suddenly she was past the point of no return, and heavy waves of bliss washed over her. She felt herself squirting into Dosa’s gooey mouth, releasing a great surge of her ecstasy in a torrent. Dosa finished her off with a vivacious flourish, stroking within her pussy and ass and twisting her tiny tendril around Eyin’s clit so that the combined senses struck her like a lightning bolt the instant she finished. Eyin came so hard that her head was thrown back and bumped the bath’s rim, and her pale body rocked back and forth against Dosa’s restraining embrace. She moaned out a loud and steady note each time she filled her lungs and was carried to the heights of her pleasure, then suddenly afforded a blissful relief. 
 
    Dosa’s tendrils gently stopped their writing and slid out of Eyin carefully, and the squeezing pressure let up, allowing her to slip back into the tub. The warm gel embraced her lower body and she could feel Dosa swaying and gently pushing up against her. Catching her breath, she cupped a handful of slime from the bath and rubbed it over her breasts and belly, cooing a giggle at the tickling sense. Eyin could only swoon and delight in the reverberations of her orgasm as the blissful sensation seemed to traverse steadily through her center. 
 
    “I had wanted to do that for you for a long time,” Dosa admitted. She came forward and laid her body on Eyin, fixing her hair and smothering her with warmth. Eyin had to wonder where in the world Dosa had learned it, or if she had simply been designed with such knowledge and desires encoded within. She wondered what other secret gifts Dosa had, and was eager to explore further. For the moment, she had endured adventure and pleasure enough and softly hummed a contented song as she cuddled Dosa in the tub. 
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 In Her Wake 
 
      
 
    A massive whirlpool has a sloop in its grasp and the crew stares into the maw of oblivion, but the sea has even greater wonders than terror to reveal. A giantess emerges from the deep like a whale, ready to either rescue the crew or swallow them whole. 
 
      
 
    Captain Sara now has a tale to tell. It’s the modern era, and she would never have believed such majestic beings still dwelt in the seas. The enormous water nymph is a woman of myth and hints at splendor beyond any Sara has known. 
 
      
 
    The goddess Kyma is happy to be worshipped, but she intends to give more than a fantastic story to the little sailor-bold. The woman is dashing and cute in her dress, and just the right size to stuff into her treasure trove. She intends to keep the captain for herself, as a loving and willing worshipper, and treat her to the wonders of the divine world. 
 
      
 
    After indulging in her tiny treat, Kyma swallows Sara, storing her safely in her belly for the swim down into the hidden domain of the nereids. 
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    “Starboard, port, it's no use either way lads! Straight on! It’s our only hope!” 
 
    On board, the crew was frantic. The sloop tilted and the masts creaked. They pulled the sails and looked with fear at the ravenous heart of a vortex. To their right, the waterline sloped downward toward the abyssal whirlpool center, as though the ocean’s plug had been pulled in the deep. 
 
    “What are your orders, captain?!” One crew member yelled. There seemed no hope of escape. 
 
    “Steady on!” Sara didn’t know what to tell them. Her knuckles were white as she gripped the wheel. She stalled for time as their ship slipped toward oblivion. Maybe with the right momentum, they could break free of the sea’s grasp. In an instant, the whirlpool had formed before them. A great gulp of the sea was swallowed down as though by an unfathomable mouth. To their peril, it showed no sign of vanishing so fast. 
 
    It was dizzying. Around and around their ship coursed, gaining speed but inexorably locked in its arcing path. 
 
    “We will try to sail right past the middle, and launch ourselves free! Gentlemen, if this is the end, I say cheers to the adventure we shared!” she declared, turning the ship's wheel. It was all she could do. The sloop careened down into the swirling sea, and though it gained speed, the force and might of the ocean around them seemed inconquerable. For a moment, Sara felt sad that none may hear her tale, but it was her only regret. 
 
    “There she rises!” A crewmate screamed with fear and confusion in his voice that struck Sara even in the circumstances. A finger was pointed toward the vortex center and she cast her eyes there. Something was rising from the very center of the whirlpool. A great and bulbous mass of azure that looked almost like… a head. 
 
    All were transfixed by fear and awe. Under the strange blue locks, the enormous being had a woman’s face, and she turned slowly about to follow the sloop with her eyes. Sara yanked the wheel the other way but the sloop was too firmly held and sank inexorably nearer to the emerging giantess as it encircled her. She couldn’t begin to comprehend what she was seeing. 
 
    “Fear not,” a soft but powerful voice spoke clearly over the torrential noise. 
 
    “She spoke!” A crew member exclaimed. “By all that is holy…” the first mate remarked. Sara again looked to the giantess. Now her head was fully revealed in the whirlpool's heart, and she seemed to be disrupting the current with her body. Her skin was the cool blue of an early morning’s sky, and she was beautiful, though she seemed nearly large enough to swallow up the entire sloop in her maw. 
 
    For a moment crew and giantess stared at one another. Her expression was not fearsome but relaxed, but then she stirred, lifting a massive arm out from the swirling water. The force of the motion send water crashing over the sloop, and her arm followed it and secured itself around the bow. The nearest crewmen took one look at the enormous hand, with fingers nearly as large as himself, and leaped overboard. 
 
    “Oh no! Great.” The giantess let out a little huff that made the sloop’s sails flap. In an instant, she had raised the ship from the water and held it aloft near to her face. 
 
    Rigging and barrels rolled about haphazardly on the ship as it was turned this way and that. The giantess held it as gently as she could but spun still with the water, and her attention was directed downward as she felt around beneath the waves. Sara could only cling to the wheel for dear life. 
 
    “There!” The giantess exclaimed happily. She rose up from the water, pushing easily out of the whirlpool and walking along swimming some hundred yards out to sea. Her closed fist hovered over the ship, and then she opened her hand, dropping the sailor who had gone overboard unceremoniously onto the deck. 
 
    He flopped around and caught his breath. “She grabbed me!” he exclaimed, wild-eyed. 
 
    “Lads!” Sara exclaimed with sudden realization. “She is saving us!” 
 
    The giantess swam with the ship in hand until they were clear of the whirlpools pool. She found her footing deep beneath the waves and stood, stopping to hold the ship up and examine it closely. 
 
    “What bold little adventurers.” The giant woman of the sea seemed endeared by them. Beholding her massive face looming near, most of the crew was not yet assured. 
 
    “Aye maybe to eat us later!” A crewmember declared. 
 
    “No. No, don’t fear. You’re truly too tiny to be a good snack,” she told him. Then the great pink eyes of the giantess turned to the captain and looked at her intently. They shone like coral against the blues of her face and hair, and Sara saw brilliant bits of shell or shiny rock encrusting the giant woman’s face like specks of glitter. 
 
    “Great woman!” Sara called out to her. 
 
    “You don’t have to yell, tiny one,” the giantess replied and harkened to Sara with a smile. 
 
    “What are you? You have pulled us from the jaws of death! Will we live to tell the tale?” 
 
    “Heheh. You are a charming little sailor-bold. I am the great sea-nymph Kyma, nereid, daughter of Nereus. And yes, you are safe.” 
 
    “Whatever she be, tell her to put us down. I’m going to be sick!” The first mate groaned. 
 
    Kyma rose further out of the water as she strode swiftly along. Walking up the coast with ease, she came to a stretch of beach set against high-reaching cliffs. A channel of water parted the cliffs at one place, just large enough for the giantess to slip through. Then, they beheld a magnificent secluded cove sheltered behind the rock. The bay within shone bright and clear and brilliant, large growths of coral could be seen beneath the surface. There, Kyma knelt in the bay to gently set the sloop back into the water. 
 
    The crew could hardly get a hold of themselves. They dared not address their curiosity at the giantess herself but bickered and voiced their fears to one another. Kyma sat down gently in the water and seemed to put her legs around the ship so that it floated near her lap. As the echoes of peril subsided, Sara went to the bow and beheld her. 
 
    “We owe you our lives,” the captain said, craning her neck to look up at Kyma’s features. The sea nymph wore nothing, and her long azure locks draped wetly over her enormous pale breasts. She seemed to be curious of the ship herself, stroking its sail with a finger as her eye fell on Sara. 
 
    “You should not be too grateful. I made that little stirring of water when I opened a chamber to the palace below.” Kyma chuckled, the sound of her mirth echoing against the cliffs. “But I am pleased you are alright.” 
 
    Sara leaned against the railing and gaped. “You are like none I have ever seen,” she said to Kyma with a tone of wonder. “I do not understand who you said you are,” she admitted. 
 
    Kyma’s massive eyes studied Sara closely, and she was sure she felt the weight of their stare. “You are a little woman of England, aren’t you?” Kyma asked her. Her hand curled around the railing near Sara as she leaned in closer. Sara was surprised at the question. For some reason, she thought this giantess must be as ignorant of their people as she was of hers. 
 
    “That is true. We are an English expedition! It is a funny coincidence, we were to seek out and chart coves just like this which you’ve brought us to,” Sara said with a hearty laugh. Excitement welled within her but it was not from the geological discovery. Five sailors with a true modern account of a sea nymph would set the world to alight with wonder. Happiness welled within her as she envisioned telling the story, but at that moment, all she wanted was more of this fantastic, enormous whatever-she-was. 
 
    “There are more and more of you in my sea. But I am fond of you, and your little uniforms.” Sara tried to comprehend a sea giant’s view of the human world. Kyma extended a single finger that neared Sara, giving her a moment’s apprehension. Then, with sudden certainty, Sara relinquished her distrust and put her chest gently to Kyma’s finger, letting the giantess stroke the fabric of her shirt. She smiled up at Kyma happily, feeling certain the giantess would not harm her. “What is your name? You tempt me to keep you. Yes, in a bowl of air, like men do for fish of the sea.” 
 
    Sara burst out with laughter at the remark of the giantess. She felt giddy and had the urge to lay affection on her. “Aye, well there is no bowl on earth big enough for you,” she said playfully. “I’m Sara. Captain Sara! Kyma, you say you are a sea nymph? Are you the biggest of all?” she asked. Her mind drifted to the myths she had read as a child, though she could not recollect the many names. 
 
    “Not the biggest. There are fifty nereids, and a dozen of us are the ‘big sisters’,” she explained. Her hand opened up behind Sara and her palm rested against her back, supporting the tiny captain. “Gaia is my grandmother. Perhaps you know her?” 
 
    Sara bore down her amazement and laughed. “By name, only,” she said. “Kyma… you are the most wonderful thing I’ve seen in all my adventures. I wish now I had paid better mind to the stories. How I would love to see more of your world.” 
 
    Kyma’s great blue lips slowly curled with a smile. “Then I will show you.” She closed her hand around Sara and grasped her. Her strength was inexorable but she was surprisingly gentle as she took Sara up in her hand. “Come and know me better, and maybe through your own stories, others shall too.” 
 
    “Crew! You make sure she’s ready to sail! I’m going off on my own quick adventure!” She called out and laughed gleefully. 
 
    Kyma slowly stood up, the stirring waters causing the sloop to drift off toward the center of the bay, and she walked up onto the shore with just two strides. There she sat on the beach with her feet in the water and cradled Sara in two hands near her lap. Though her mouth was high above she spoke less forcefully now, but her words were still clearly heard. “You did not come seeking me. But of what are you now curious?” Kyma’s finger touched Sara’s head and felt her ponytail. The captain was a tall and toned woman with light brown hair. To most, she had a formidable and striking poise, but in Kyma’s hands, she felt like a doll. “I will take you down into my home, and give you something. A hero should return with a trophy, for a proper tale,” Kyma said. 
 
    Sara had a sudden thought and she loosed her shirt at the collar, revealing an amulet with a sizable sapphire stone. “Behold if your eye can see this glimmering speck, this treasure is one I would have sworn I’d never part with before now,” Sara said. She removed the amulet and held it up toward Kyma. “But for the lives you saved, and how it suits you, I would give it.” 
 
    As Sara spoke such words, Kyma bit her lip and showed a flicker of delight. She lifted her near to her face and studied the tiny trinket. Extending a finger through its loop, she gently took it and dangled it before her eye. “I will cherish it always,” Kyma said. She lifted the stone with her fingertip and then pressed it against her cheek. Sara felt some confusion, but when the hand moved away, she saw that the sapphire and its golden set had been affixed firmly to Kyma’s cheek, adorning her face with another bit of sparkle and color. 
 
    There was peace and calm in the cove, and the clear water gently lapped against the waves. Sara didn’t know if they were on the shore of Syria or Turkey, but as least in this secluded place, the world seemed wonderful and untamed. She hadn’t truly believed in nymphs, mermaids, or any of the old legends of the sea. The thought that such wonders could still be stumbled upon renewed her love for the world. She looked up at Kyma with adoration and the giantess returned the stare. There was a humanity in her manner, though she had claimed to be among the gods and titans. More than anything, Sara felt curious about the woman she saw. 
 
    “We in England serve one God and one queen. Though it seems right to call you a goddess, it’d surely be wrong to… worship.” 
 
    Kyma laughed at her with a warm but booming voice. “Are you inclined to? Yes, call me a goddess. But you need not perform any rite to me nor should you expect me to hear your prayers. If you wish to dote on me because of my grandeur, that is only natural.” 
 
    Sara laughed at her playfully. “It is hard not to fawn over you. You are so stunning; a beauty divine,” she said. 
 
    Kyma closed her eyes and slowly reclined back on the beach until her back lay on the grass slope. She set Sara upon her belly and released her there, to let the explorer explore her body. “I am not so used to words like this. We nereids keep no mortal followers, but perhaps that should change,” she seemed to relax deeply as Sara found her footing on her belly. “I could get used to the attention.” 
 
    Sara was full of giggles as she carefully walked along the gently rising and falling surface of Kyma’s tummy. Before her, the impossibly massive breasts of the giantess slumped gently back against her chest, and her azure locks began to dry and slip clear to reveal her. All Sara perceived was swallowed up by Kyma’s presence, and she could feel the thud of a great heart beneath her feet. “I’m good for many words. I could speak on your delights for all my mortal life, and not exhaust things to say. Nor do I think, even if I tried, I could kiss you in each and every place, for the task is just too great for these tiny lips of mine.” Sara skipped up through the valley of Kyma’s breasts as she orated for her. She wondered truly what more she could do beyond praise, as the giantess of the sea was as unwieldy and inconquerable as her domain. 
 
    “But you would try?” Kyma inquired with sweet warmth in her tone. She appeared smug, happy, and yet intently focused on Sara and hanging on her tiny words. “Aren’t you scared of getting… smushed?” 
 
    “Maybe a little. Or that you’ll crush my heart, more likely.” Sara was merely being playful though. She felt elated and slumped against the great swell of one of Kyma’s tits, and reclined there to beam a silly grin toward the high and happy features of the nymph. 
 
    “No Kyma… it is you humans who are the heartbreakers. You give us mere moments and we carry on with them forever,” she said wistfully. Her hand slowly came down and cupped Sara at her breast, gently pressing her into the hilly mass. 
 
    “I am not the first you’ve plucked from the sea?” Sara asked, feeling a shiver move through her as the surprisingly soft surface of Kyma’s breast embraced her on one side. She turned her body to lay her face and belly against the breast and gently kissed Kyma’s pale blue skin. She wondered how a woman could love across the centuries, or what bold mortal had performed before her, so as to remain yet in her heart. Perhaps Kyma’s recipience to her attention came from a longing for affection had long ago. 
 
    “It has been ages since I have held a little human in my hands. Or had a woman to myself, who would adore me so wholly. You have tempted me…” Two fingers gently pinched Sara’s hips and she was hoisted up to the top of the breast and set there before a large dark blue nipple. Kyma’s areola spanned more than the length of Sara’s body and she fell on her hands and knees when dropped there, struck by the softness beneath her. 
 
    “Can you… even feel my tiny kisses, or if I licked along with my tongue?” Sara was at a loss for more refined words then. An oceanic freshness rose from Kyma’s body, and her massive nipple filled her view. Sara crawled forward and put her hand gently against the rise of Kyma’s teat, and felt the chest she perched on shifting with an unsteady breath. 
 
    “I can feel you. And that you lust for me, delight in me, gives me pleasure. Do your best but fear not. I will not bore of my little sailor-bold.” 
 
    Sara remembered she was called that before, but this time it made her blush. She must have seemed novel to the giantess. Perhaps it was because there were so few sailing women, or maybe all modern people struck the ancient goddess as strange. Excitement welled within her as the giantess seemed to share her desire, though she still knew not how to please her. With her hand, she gently caressed Kyma’s teat, and her other palm slid along the vast dark surface of her areola, massaging it. Sara lay there and was immersed in the sense of Kyma’s great body gently twitching and shifting beneath her. Kyma’s teat was far too big to swallow up or even properly suck, but Sara opened her mouth wide and set her lips against it, and then pushed against the soft but enormous nub with her tongue. Kyma tasted a little salty, but there was a warmth even in her apparently thick skin. 
 
    “Your little tongue is ticklish,” Kyma said, petting Sara’s back with her finger. She breathed deeply and relaxed her enormous body in the sand, letting the tiny sailor woman enjoy herself. “I will guide you along. The journey is too much for you to make on your own,” she cooed with a playful tone. Sara felt Kyma’s fingers gently take hold of her again and rushed through the air along the surface of her body. Kyma’s momentary indecisiveness saw her swiftly pull Sara down toward her hips, then up between her breasts, and then finally to her side and under her arm, where she gently pressed Sara into the crease between the side of her breast and her torso. The simple motions were like flying or being thrown about to Sara, but they ended with her landing against a bed of softness. “Here?” Kyma asked, her breast slowly rising and falling with her relaxed pace of breath, “Or perhaps…” Instead, she slowly pushed Sara up, until the little sailor was snug against her smooth armpit. The giantess stifled a giggle as she lowered her arm and enclosed her snugly there. 
 
    Sara didn’t feel a moment’s aversion. She went along with Kyma as though locked in her current, and felt a rush from the soft and intimate warmth embracing her. Being right against the surprisingly tender armpit of this enormous, beautiful nymph, and feeling her strange and smooth skin against her cheek, she could no longer cling to restraint. Sara splayed her hand against the softness and opened wide to drag her tongue along Kyma’s skin. She felt the whole mass of the giantess’ body shaking around her as Kyma giggled. 
 
    “I should keep you this near to me always,” Kyma said with pleasure. “The stone you gave sparkles well, but perhaps you will be my pendant,” she teased. “But ornament or worshipper, you would be more to me than any riches, above all else kept in my treasure trove,” she said with a sultry but sincere tone. 
 
    “I would dote on you forever. My tiny hands and lips won’t tire of caressing your vast splendor. My delight would match your own, even as I kissed your toes, or slaved away to braid your endless hair.” 
 
    Kyma gently lifted her arm and plucked Sara from there again. She brought her before her face and studied her with a plain and transparent adoration, her excitement and readiness unveiled. “I hope your spirit matches your ambition,” she said. Pinching the cloth of Sara’s tunic with the finger and thumb of either hand, she ripped her clothes off as though unwrapping a candy. Sara’s perky breasts rose and fell with her excited breaths, her ponytail wild and messy. “Shall we?” 
 
    Sara huffed a heated note at the query. “I am ready for anything,” she said with a hearty laugh and grinned up at Kyma with adoration and excitement. 
 
    “I have gotten bigger since last I held a human. I shall try not to get carried away,” she promised vaguely. Kyma turned about some and then leaned back to raise her legs and set them on the sloping hill away from the beach. She rested her head on the shore of the bay and let the water lap at her hair. Kyma let out a warm giggle as she moved Sara to her groin, and gently set the sailor down between her thighs. Nothing covered her enormous, perfect pussy, and though she was hairless down there, her mound was adorned with a trail of sparkling bits of shell and aquamarine stones. 
 
    Sara was momentarily at a loss for what to even do with such a thing. It was big enough to swallow her right up, and Kyma could have crushed her like a sparrow’s egg between her massive thighs. Still, she was drawn right in and walked with her feet planted on either giant leg, and then flopped forward to fall bodily against Kyma’s slit. Kyma twitched and let out a stifled gasp. An enormous splash was heard as she threw her head back against the water. It gave Sara pleasure that she could affect Kyma so, despite the immense difference in size between them. She hoped her crew was focusing on their work. 
 
    The giantess shifted and massaged her belly as Sara cuddled in snugly against her lower lips. Her eyes closed with satisfaction as her great mind focused keenly on every little sense Sara provided. The inner lips of her pussy were dark blue and trembled gently against Sara’s chest as she pushed in with her body. Toward their heights, the folds came together in a hood, and just beneath that the swell of Kyma’s clit emerged just beside Sara’s face. Sara gently pushed her lips against it and kissed that most sensitive place, listening to the soft gasp and moan of the giantess that seemed so forceful and far away. 
 
    Though it would not have seemed as though their bodies were made for one another, it felt right. Sara’s lips curled with a grin as she kissed and nuzzled her face against that little peak. She could feel sense the waves of pleasure traveling through that mighty form and was united with her in bliss, even if the whole of her mass matched merely one of Kyma’s fingers. Kyma’s hand had snuck up there behind her, and those massive fingers pressed gently against Sara’s back. In an instant, she was pushed down from the nymph’s clit and between the fatty swell of her pussy-lips. 
 
    “I will try not to drown you,” Kyma warned her. Sara had just a moment to draw breath before her entire body was stuffed face-first into Kyma’s passage. She was snugly enclosed by warm, wet walls that trembled and hugged against her, and she could hear the rush of blood moved by an enormous heart surging around. She was left in the dark, and Kyma’s moans reverberated around her, muffled by meters of divine flesh. It was strangely comfortable, and the warm aroma of seawater had a hint of sharpness that tickled her tongue. 
 
    Sara wasn’t sure if Kyma would even hear her if she spoke. She might interpret screaming as a plea to escape! But there was no place she’d rather be. The carnal, sultry position she found herself in was a treat afforded to none, beyond her fantasies, and yet given to her in the most perfect and exciting form. Kyma really was like a goddess, clean and perfect and soft and with a general degree of refinement mortals could not hope to obtain. When words fail to demonstrate adoration, Sara drew upon her secret weapon: Dancing. 
 
    To the music of Kyma’s heartbeat, she began to twist and turn her body. Sliding easily against Kyma’s soft inner walls, she stirred up bliss for the giantess with the rhythm of her hips and lathered her body in salty nectar. Kyma moaned loudly enough to fill the bay but Sara felt no shame. She lost herself to the dance for Kyma, massaging and stroking with her body, rubbing this way and that, and listening to the muffled tune of the nymph’s moans to guide her course and speed. The soft flesh around her shifted and then one of Kyma’s pale blue fingers slid in to join Sara, stroking as she did, and feeling against Sara’s tiny feet. 
 
    “That is so good… the way you move. Dance for me, my little captain,” Kyma encouraged between breathy moans. After a moment she grasped Sara’s feet gently and began to pump the small woman back and forth within her sex, pushing her deeply to her core and then drawing her back to her drooling slit. The giantess seized control almost at once, though Sara did what she could to make her body a suitable toy, kept straight and proper and wieldy, as the giantess seemed to want her sailor-bold to be. 
 
    Despite the uncountable centuries she must have lived, Kyma’s sensitivity was clear, and her voice rose louder to boom as it had before, even in her stifled and restrained moans. Her pace accelerated and Sara felt forcefully jerked back and forth, so rapidly that she felt rather shaken up, though she could only laugh and try her best to hold on as Kyma surged toward release. A great pleasure welled up fast in Kyma, and anticipating her orgasm, she stuffed Sara deeply up inside of herself and pulled her fingers out to rub at her labia and clit. The walls bounced around Sara from the rapid motion of Kyma’s hand, and then she felt them tense and shudder as climax washed through the giant nymph. 
 
    With her release, clear and salty cum flowed into her pussy and flooded the cozy space, drenching Sara and sending her slipping down and out. She was washed away by the waters of Kyma’s forceful squirting, and expelled to be caught in her big wet fingers. Sara swallowed down a big gulp of the she-water and then coughed and caught her breath. She felt herself being carried gently back up along Kyma’s body and swooned in her hands in a blissful stupor. 
 
    “Are you okay, my little brave?” Kyma asked in a deeply relaxed tone, a heavy sigh escaping her enormous lips. Sara was brought near to her face and examined. The sea nymph was pleased to see her undamaged. “You did so well for me. Yes, I will make you mine after all. Though I suppose you must see to your quest,” Kyma remarked with a warm giggle. 
 
    Sara was lowered to her lips and they kissed, with the captain's little head pressed between Kyma’s lips like a pea. “So I will show you my temple, and let you pick a prize. Then, send you off to have your glory. But when the story is told, you will sail back out to sea, alone, and be claimed by me.” Her words were spoken with love but the soft conviction that only a woman of great power could wield. Her lust momentarily sated, Kyma again seemed to remember her might. But Sara was all too willing, and hugged the dark blue lips before her with glee, pressing against Kyma’s mouth with her bared chest. 
 
    “It’s a deal,” she agreed sweetly, ready to give so much more to Kyma than she had. 
 
    Kyma gently pet her head with a finger. “Now I will take you down there. But you must be inside of me, to survive the sea,” Kyma told her. Sara was made to gasp and blush and glanced back at Kyma’s lower body. 
 
    “Does that thing have a closing hatch?” she asked humorously. 
 
    “No, silly sailor. Like this,” Kyma said. Her great lips parted and revealed a massive blue maw, as wide and gaping as the heart of a vortex. Her massive wet tongue extended out to curl under Sara, and in an instant, the sailor was drawn into the sea nymph’s mouth. 
 
    Sara felt a rush as her thoughts went from apprehension to bewilderment to uncertain curiosity. “How will you get me out?” That was all she could think to ask. She might better wonder how to explain it to the crew. Kyma’s massive tongue slurped her body clean and worked her around in her mouth. 
 
    “Well… it isn’t simple, but it is safe,” Kyma said vaguely. “You’ll be nice and comfy in there, for a little while,” Kyma said. Then, with one big gulp, she swallowed her sailor-bold down. Sara was gently squeezed by her throat and eventually deposited in a small chamber. Kyma’s stomach was mostly empty but for a bit of water and, for some reason, several massive pearls. 
 
    From the sound and feel of it, Kyma had pushed off from the beach and into the water. She swam down, far deeper than the bay had seemed where they set down. Sara could only giggle to herself and wonder at what was to come, and what world the immortal beings of the past might have hidden away for themselves. She trusted that Kyma had not just tricked her into being a willing snack, though it amused her how readily the giantess had claimed her, as though under her authority as a treasure of the sea. 
 
      
 
      
 
     [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 images/00006.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00007.gif
T¢DC;
YA BIdCPA





images/00005.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg
THE

GARDEN
OF HERA





images/00001.jpeg





