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 Fresh From the Fight 
 
     
 
    Is tonight a good night to die? Tyra looked to the moon and the serene mists overhead. Inhuman howls came from the tree line as the militia shouted orders. The heart of the shield-maiden was steady, but she perspired despite the chill. Looking on at the darkness, she pondered the nature of the foe and why her peace was always stolen away. 
 
    “Everyone that can fight, in front of the gates!” The captain’s voice betrayed his justified fear. A few small lights dotted the hills, where homes burned. Tyra picked up her shield, a heavy span of oak rimmed with iron, and her mace, which was long and tipped with a spike. She wore unconvincing armor but bore few scars. She was resplendent, marching out to join the fighting men with her heavy armaments and flowing cape. They seemed emboldened by her. 
 
    “Have you ever fought barbarians?” one of the other militia leaders asked her, craning his neck to study Tyra’s face. 
 
    “Not like these,” she said. The man was small enough to fit fully behind her shield, and she raised it to indicate that she would defend them. 
 
    “What madness possesses them?” a pikeman asked. No one knew. Soon, torches could be seen in the forest and then dark moving shapes. They charged with total abandon, sprinting while still far off. 
 
    There was no more time to plan or think, and the gates were pushed shut. Tyra counted the attackers until she had reached five dozen, and then they were upon her. She caught a glimpse of a harrowed face as the firstcomers threw themselves at her shield. Mindlessly they bit it with their axes and blades while the militiamen at Tyra’s side tried to funnel them to her with pikes. Tyra pulled back her shield and toppled two men. 
 
    They crawled like animals and tried to attack her still, showing no concern for their lives. Tyra then felt a strange pity, when she normally would have destroyed such foes like a barrel of brew. She kicked one hard and bruised or broke the other's hip with her mace. At once they ceased to fight. Seeing a nearby soldier overwhelmed by three enemies, she took two heavy strides to his defense, ramming her shield into the attackers with force enough to send them flying. 
 
    These foes were weak, and there was not a true horde of them. After that, Tyra became a blur of action, fiercely striking and defending, but killing few to none. Those badly hurt lost nerve and fled, and she held back from pursuing at first. She picked up one man and hurled him against a tree with a mighty roar to test the enemies’ resolve, but it seemed that only pain awoke them to fear. Still more came, and as some of the militiamen fell, her wrath was ignited. 
 
    She demanded that the enemy rout. As their rush began to dwindle, she met every approaching threat with brutal precision, crippling and incapacitating with her brawn and steel. She surged forward, a juggernaut to halt the charge. Showing her shield to an archer, she charged him down in the woods and beat him unconscious. Fierce figures rushed at her from all sides, and she had no choice but to retreat down the hillside, parted from the fort and the rest of the defenders. She fought against five and then seven and had to run to avoid being surrounded. Tactically, she dealt with them all. 
 
    When just two were left, she struck one with the hilt of her mace and he fell at her feet. She ignored him for only a moment, ensuring the other assailant could not keep giving chase, but he slashed out with a blade and sliced her above the ankle. Tyra gasped and stumbled back. The cut felt icy cold and blood was pouring out. 
 
    The wound was shocking but Tyra continued to move until she could not hear any pursuers. Her war-fury had left her and she felt peculiar and vulnerable. She hurriedly fell down a slope to a muddy riverbank. Gasping for breath, she sat upright and still, ready to make a final stand in the small clearing. 
 
    There was silence in the forest, and she could not hear fighting from the fort. She felt exhausted as she had never been and looked down to see the sand stained red by her wound. It bled terribly, too terribly even for her. She tore her cape and bound her leg, but a deep sense of sleepiness set upon her, and the moon and stars grew dark in her sight. 
 
      
 
    Penelope Halesing found her hours later, by early morning light. She tumbled down the same way Tyra had fallen and rushed to check for life. Tyra was warm and breathing slowly as though in a peaceful dream. 
 
    The halfling was a cleric of the local priory and a kind soul. By the might of the light within her, she rejuvenated Tyra. Her own vital energy sank into Tyra’s muscled body and returned the robust color to her skin. Kneeling by the warrior, Penny was amazed by how glorious she looked even when overcome. She feared for the loss of such a champion, but soon Tyra groaned and opened her eyes. She stared at the much smaller woman who was laying hands upon her and felt the warmth of holy magic. She did not look confused or startled, which surprised Penny. 
 
    “Thank you,” Tyra said in a soft voice. She suddenly lurched to sit upright and Penny bid that she relax with a gesture. There was no stopping Tyra though, who stood on her feet moments after coming to and swayed dangerously overhead. “Where is the enemy?” 
 
    “They are gone. Routed, and some are in the fort, captive,” Penny said, standing and readying herself to make an attempt to catch Tyra if she fell, though it would have been in vain. She gaped as she stared up at the shield-maiden, who was twice her height. “You should rest. You nearly died,” she told her. 
 
    Tyra looked around them as though expecting to be attacked at any moment, but then slowly turned her gaze down to Penny. “Valhalla must wait.” She seemed to ponder things a moment. “Is there sign of a larger force?” 
 
    Penny shook her head. “No more yet, though some riders are missing that we expected from the mountain pass. Those taken to the fort are no longer in such frenzy.” 
 
    Tyra frowned thoughtfully. “It seemed very odd. Where can I rest and eat?” she asked, awakening to the needs of her body. “The mountain pass is my destination,” she said in a curious tone. 
 
    “It may not be safe yet, but come to my priory on the way. We are seeing to the wounded,” Penny said, staring at Tyra with wonder. It was a short hike up into the hills to reach Greytor Priory. Beyond it, the pass led through the Crannard Mountains to lands ruled by clans and tribes. On the way, Tyra told Penny about the battle. 
 
    “What do you think could have provoked this? Did the attackers seem to be on some sort of invigorating substance?” Penny asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, but…” Tyra paused a moment and then spoke sincerely. “I had a vision.” 
 
    Penny blinked with surprise, almost jogging to keep up with Tyra as she walked through the woods. “What do you mean? A dream?” 
 
    “I saw my valkyrie. She chastised me for not dying in the battle,” Tyra said. 
 
    Penny was amazed and believed Tyra was telling the truth. “A valkyrie? What did she look like?” 
 
    “She had long, fiery hair, and was clad in glimmering bronze: hot like it had just come out of a forge. She said I can still go to Valhalla.” Tyra looked up at the icy peaks to the north-east. “She said I must go and find a shaman of the barbarian tribes, and that I will be challenged, first by fire and then by ice.” Tyra looked down at Penny and reached toward her. She set her sizable palm on Penny’s warm brown locks and ruffled her hair. “She also said I would have unexpected help.” 
 
    Penny was flabbergasted and a blush hued her freckled cheeks. “That is some quest! Why must you face so many enemies?” She was filled with admiration and began to feel butterflies in her stomach. Tyra seemed like a true and marvelous hero. 
 
    “Tell me about it,” Tyra complained jestingly. “But I will see it done. A small price to assure my valor.” 
 
    “I am glad to have stumbled upon you in time. I’ll give you all the help I can.” Penny spoke with sincere and warm words. She walked right beside Tyra, fascinated and drawn to her. 
 
    Tyra smiled at her warmly. “That is very noble of you. You have spirit. Tell me your name.” 
 
    “I’m Penelope,” Penny said and nearly skipped. “I now recall tell of a great hero on the field. Your return will be cause for some celebration, I think!” she said, her voice filled with adoration and excitement. 
 
    “I am Tyra Griddóttir. Tell the men I am sorry for holding back against the enemy,” she said. 
 
    “I doubt they saw it that way,” Penny said with a chuckle. “Will you not come?” They went up a path around a hill until the priory was in sight. A jagged stone rise was behind it. 
 
    “It is too early yet to celebrate. I will come and wait while you attend to your duties.” 
 
    Penny perked up with interest. “What then, after?” 
 
    “We eat, rest, and get ready to go.” 
 
    Penny laughed warmly and then froze up, staring at Tyra with surprise. She could scarcely keep up with her thoughts. “You want me to come with you?” Oddly, the idea gave her immense glee. 
 
    “Why not? It seems fortunate.” Tyra put her shield down in front of Penny and halted. Penny was enclosed between the shield and Tyra’s muscular body. “I would not allow you to come to harm.” 
 
    Penny blushed and she didn’t know where to look as Tyra’s sparsely clad form filled her vision. “I have to think about it. The pass might be filled with bandits! Or an army could come from there any time,” she said, gesturing and speaking swiftly. Tyra moved her shield to let Penny step away, and the cleric paced before her, tapping a finger on her chin. “The two of us may make a good pair,” she considered on the other hand. “Let me take news to the priory and see what they have heard.” Tyra nodded and followed her, but Penny halted on the path. “Down that way is my own shack. You are welcome to wait there!” she said, her voice high and happy. 
 
    “You are very kind,” Tyra said. Saying nothing else, she went off toward Penny’s house. She was interested in Penny and thought her nature a boon, and her soft warmth a welcome contrast to all things harsh and frigid. She had felt just such a presence beside her in the glimpse of the future granted. She took a glance over her shoulder and saw that Penny was watching her as she went up the hill. Tyra waved to her amiably. What a doll, she thought to herself. 
 
      
 
    Penny went up to the priory and got the latest. Barbarians were in the mountain pass, and an outfit of fire monks were assembling to destroy them. Everyone was reassured of their safety, but Penny felt unease and that the whole thing was wrong. She worked hastily to help those who still had a critical need but then found herself filling a pack with supplies. 
 
    She thought about what Tyra had told her about the enemy. They had come with a strange and cold haze and seemed unable to think or see clearly. The arcane power of clarification was complicated but there were spells to disperse auric magic or enclose a space from poisoned gas. She prepared as best as she could for the uncertain task ahead. 
 
    As she was going down the hill, Penny laughed to herself suddenly. All this excitement is exactly what she had long dreaded; war coming to their lands, terrible and uninhibited foes. Yet she was filled with joy. Her conviction was sterling and she felt clear-headed confidence. When she reached the door of her own home, she was blushing and giddy. She fixed her messy, curly brown locks and wiped the sweat from her brow. 
 
    Tyra was reclining beside the hearth, a mighty presence in Penny’s little cottage. Her cape was draped on the hot stone to dry, and she held a little glass of red wine. Penny was pleased to see she had helped herself and gotten comfortable. She beamed a bright smile as she set down her pack. 
 
    “You have decided to come,” Tyra observed warmly. “I admire you, Penelope.” 
 
    She was made speechless by the compliment, coming from such a champion. “I’ve still hardly thought it through!” she exclaimed, unsure where to begin. But she felt whatever details must be considered, her answer would still be yes. 
 
    “Come, tell me your thoughts,” Tyra said. Her posture and visage were inviting, and Penny felt bold in her own home. She moved forward hurriedly and sat at Tyra’s side, almost against her body and before the cozy fireplace. 
 
    “I have not been in many battles and I don’t know how the two of us can deal with a whole barbarian camp. Although, it is said there are some intending to handle it for us. Fire monks. That makes me concerned too, because of your prophecy,” Penny said, putting her thoughts in order. 
 
    “Yes, I thought of them as well. There are some in that monastery who are adversarial and dangerous,” Tyra remarked, sipping from her glass. “I believe I must protect the shaman from them.” 
 
    “Then I will help you,” Penny said quickly and surely. “Maybe some good will come of it. We may stave off something worse,” she said hopefully. “Further, I…” her words halted a moment, but she had already begun. “Would not part from you now under any threat.” 
 
    Tyra looked down at her and slowly blinked. She stared intently at Penny’s warm freckled cheeks and her petite and perky nose. “Never be afraid,” she told Penny gently, but with a hint of command. “My ancestors have protected me. You, I can see and touch,” Tyra said. “So we will not fall.” 
 
    “I believe you,” Penny said, smiling up toward her. “I believe in our victory.” 
 
    Tyra reached down and placed her hands around Penny’s sides. With seemingly no effort, she hoisted her up and pulled her into her lap. Penny gasped and then giggled under her breath, eyeing Tyra curiously but ultimately straddling her legs. The two were as close to face to face as they had come, and Tyra was looking at her in a potent and tender way. 
 
    “We will go through fire, through ice.” Her voice was so gentle and warm that the prospect seemed inviting. 
 
    “I will hold fast to you in any storm,” Penny told her. She tilted her head back and forth and let her hair sway. “With faith you’ll never falter.” 
 
    Tyra’s hands sank into Penny’s locks and passed into the warmth behind her neck. As Penny leaned up and toward her, Tyra did not delay. She met her lips and pulled her in tight, and they kissed with unabated closeness. Tyra’s armor clinked as Penny pushed up against her bust. Her muscular biceps flexed and she hoisted Penny up to taste her lips. Penny’s body was supple and pleasant and Tyra had to squeeze her. Penny didn’t shy away. She opened her mouth relaxed to Tyra’s grasp and spoke with her tongue for a while. 
 
    The shield-maiden reclined under her warmth and clung to her like a plushie. Penny’s lips tasted sweet, and she cooed such cute and soft notes of delight that Tyra was entranced by her. Penny had taken hold of Tyra’s breastplate and when their lips parted she giggled, seeing her fingers had slipped between it and the swell of Tyra’s bust. 
 
    “Help me out,” Tyra instructed, leaning back and gesturing down at her gear. “It unlatches at the sides.” 
 
    Penny gnawed on her lip and enjoyed the task, thinking of herself like Tyra’s squire. There was not much armor to remove and she was surely nude under it. Her hands explored Tyra’s sides until she found the clasp to the breastplate. 
 
    “You may be a little surprised,” Tyra informed her and flicked her ponytail out of the way. 
 
    “I expect to be!” Penny said and laughed. In her head, she began to guess what could be so surprising. Anything she could think of just made her more eager. The front part of Tyra’s breastplate swung away like a steel gate, and her very large, well-rounded breasts flopped free. They were finally able to relax. To Penny, they were truly enormous and she drank in the sight that filled her vision. She was very busty herself, even more so in proportion to her small body, but Tyra was a small giantess with a sculpted, seven-foot stature. 
 
    There were no scars on her breasts though Penny counted many on her biceps and forearms. She enjoyed both the soft and firm places on Tyra, and looked her over with delight, forgetting her task. Tyra twirled her braid with a finger and watched her with warm patience, though she was already anticipating her next move. Her remaining equipment, little more than a golden girdle, began to feel quite confining. 
 
    “I can’t stop looking at your cute face, and your happy, healthy tummy and tits,” Tyra told her candidly. 
 
    “I shall give you a good look at them in a moment,” Penny promised. She had lowered herself down Tyra’s body and reached around to undo the second set of latches. The armor piece was pushed away from within. Tyra was hung and her long pale cock bobbed up readily before Penny’s eyes. She was uncertain for a moment but laughed heartily at the way Penny crossed her eyes and stared, her lips just slightly parted. 
 
    “You’re impressed,” Tyra said. 
 
    Penny’s mouth moved though she seemed too stunned to form a proper reply. “Can I…?” Both her hands and her lips had come close to Tyra, hovering near enough for her to feel the heat. Penny seemed ready to take that formidable length into her cozy embrace and Tyra desired it greatly. 
 
    “Have at me,” Tyra encouraged with cheer and flexed her shaft, causing it to lurch up. “You have the prettiest words and the best lips.” 
 
    Penny delicately ran her fingertips along the underside of Tyra’s shaft. Her cock was almost a foot long and at its thickest was as broad as her forearm. It extended beyond the length of her face as she drew in close. In the air, there was a heady aroma, which seemed charged by Tyra’s very passion. Penny was not repulsed but breathed in deep, and then set her plush lips to Tyra’s shaft and kissed her near the base. The warmth seeped into her face, and the bit of a taste she took was rich and salty. 
 
    “I love your body,” Penny said with amazement, finally turning her gaze up to take Tyra in in full. Her skin hued just a bit golden, or perhaps Penny imagined it. Penny gently batted her face with the unwieldy length. It had swelled up but retained a  pleasant and flexible quality, supple enough to invite much play. Slowly she fished her heavy, round breasts out from her tunic. Each had an arc of freckles like the one across her face. Penny lifted her breasts with her palms and hugged Tyra’s shaft between them. She leaned forward to put her bust in Tyra’s lap and tuck her cock snugly between her tits and chest. “You deserve a softer touch.” 
 
    “That’s divine,” Tyra said with a low moan of pleasure. Her length strained rigidly and was enclosed on all sides by Penny’s warmth. It was Tyra’s turn to be impressed, and she fixed her eyes on the slow up-and-down motion of either breast. 
 
    “Uhuh?” Penny asked playfully, and stuck her tongue out, laying it out before the tip of Tyra’s cock. Penny squeezed tight with her tits and pulled them up to wring Tyra’s length from base to tip. A white bead of cum appeared, swelling up to adorn the head of Tyra’s cock like a marble. Penny swooped in with her mouth and kissed Tyra there, slurping down that first taste of the shield-maiden’s seed. As she pressed her breasts together they slid upward along Tyra’s length, tugging her skin and making her throb. 
 
    “You're good at this.” Tyra was amused and endeared by her, and she felt her pleasure mounting. She had been on the trail too long and would be blasting Penny’s pretty freckled face soon if she kept at it. Penny invited just such a release with her parted, plush lips. Her tongue dancing readily, she soon licked and teased her glands. 
 
    “I’ll give you my all!” Penny assured merrily. “You deserve it… and I want to please you.” Penny wanted to worship her every inch. She turned her face up and rapidly heaved her breasts up and down around Tyra’s length, stroking it with some vigor. She watched Tyra’s strong body tense and flex with growing bliss. Her breasts slapped down into Tyra’s lap again and again, and her perky pink teats rubbed against her broad ab package. 
 
    Penny could feel Tyra’s heart beating, and the sensation of her cock forcefully throbbing and twitching between the pillows of her bust. She returned her lips to Tyra’s tip and this time did her best to swallow it up, fitting the bulbous head of the warrior’s cock into her mouth with some effort. It pinned her tongue and puffed out her cheeks, but she drooled like it was an oversized sucker. 
 
    Tyra tilted her head back and her lip trembled. “That’s… I’m!” Her face suddenly squinted, and when she opened her eyes they rolled back in her head. “Haah!” she heaved out a loud note of sudden and forceful pleasure. Penny’s eyes went wide and then she felt and tasted a hot and rich fluid swiftly pooling up in the back of her throat. Tyra’s tip swelled so broad as she came that Penny felt it was stuck fast in her mouth and gulped, swallowing a massive load of the delicious cum. More filled her that very instant, and she had to drink it down hastily, lest it spray out her nose. 
 
    “My lucky stars,” Tyra exclaimed with passionate delight, gasping and breathing heavily. “Oh, Penelope,” she said the name like it was regal and splendorous, watching the smaller woman valiantly guzzle down her release. Tyra pushed to give her it all, but the sudden orgasm had not been entirely sating. She remained hard when the spewing stopped. Penny cleaned her mouth and the tip of Tyra’s cock with the dexterous exploration of her tongue. Her eyes were hazy with pleasure as she focused fully on the taste and the sensation of fullness that sept down into her core. 
 
    Penny tugged her head back until she popped her lips free of Tyra’s tip. She threw back her hair and swallowed again. A strand of cum draped across her chin as she took a hefty gasp. “You are mighty,” she said, astounded and filled with playful amorosity. 
 
    Tyra placed her hand on one of Penny’s breasts and felt its warm curve, her thumb pushing down into the tender swell of an areola. “You are a little wonder,” Tyra remarked with a soft chuckle. Again she suddenly took a hold of Penny and pulled her up high. Now Tyra buried her face in Penny’s breasts and kissed them messily while the halfling squealed giggles. 
 
    Tyra pulled Penny’s pants off with surprising swiftness and then took her firmly back into her lap. Her half-flaccid cock was squeezed high between Penny’s soft, generous thighs. Tyra caught a teat between her lips and sucked it in, and then rolled her tongue over its tip and the bumps about its base. With a moan of pleasure, Penny humped on her lap and bid her feast. She held the other breast ready so Tyra could take her pick between them, and soon felt her new lover’s cock tensing up again. Shifting her legs back and forth, she played with it with her thighs and eased it against her wet slit. She ground on it and gave Tyra a look that expressed her obvious thought: It’s so big. 
 
    Tyra grasped Penny’s plush thighs, her fingers sinking into the pale freckled fat. She heaved Penny up with a grunt and let her drop back into her lap. The swollen, leaky tip of her cock disappeared into the valley of her thighs and then protruded eagerly out again. “I’m going to spill my seed inside of you,” Tyra promised her fervently. “You are so warm and wet… your little buxom body is the perfect sheath,” Tyra said. With a gruff noise, she lifted Penny up and pulled her forward, until the head of her cock was pressing up tightly against Penny’s well-cushioned pussy and her pleasant weight bore down on it. 
 
    Penny tried. Her heavy hips shifted back and forth and she moaned from the effort. She needed to feel Tyra stretching her out from within, and wouldn’t consider the idea that she couldn’t take it. She spread and relaxed her legs and felt a rush of intense pleasure as Tyra’s slick cockhead gradually pushed up inside of her. It parted her lower lips wide and tightly massaged her inner walls. Managing the start was a victory in its own right. The tip of Tyra’s cock filled her snugly but she felt certain she could take even more. 
 
    Rolling her body in a circular motion, she gradually claimed inch after inch. Tyra fondled Penny’s heavy breasts and studied her face, watching the progression of pleasure and strain, and how determined, greedy even, Penny seemed to be for her prize. With the sense of her cock rising further into Penny’s warm and inviting passage, Tyra felt awe and then was shocked to see the swell of her tip well up and near Penny’s naval. 
 
    “Ohohohh,” Penny moaned with a great exhale, her hand running over her tummy and feeling where Tyra bulged from within. There was great satisfaction in the sound of her voice, and Tyra shared her bliss, feeling her whole length enclosed by Penny’s perfectly silky sex. “You’re in deep!” she moaned and swung her head in a loop. “Fill me up, Tyra,” she ordered needfully and began to stir with her body, teasing Tyra’s length at every angle. 
 
    “Here we go!” Tyra declared, straightening out her posture under Penny. She let her hips drop and then thrust up into her, pushing until Penny’s soft groin collided with her own, and every inch of her formidable cock was stowed. “Ah!” Tyra exclaimed with satisfaction, and then she began to rapidly jerk her powerful hips up and down beneath Penny, pounding her forcefully enough to make her bounce and jiggle with each impact and moan a warbling tune.
“Yayayaya!” Penny whined her approval with a voice that grew loud and sharp. “Fuhuhhh!” she yelled a moan as Tyra was barreling into her. Tyra held her tight around the body and pulled her soft form down with each rapid thrust. She suddenly rose up, draping Penny out before herself she was held belly-up high above the floor. Tyra stood upright and slowed her pace, making deep rhythmic passes through the depths of Penny’s drenched pussy. She swung her around and slammed her gently down onto her bed. It was rather small for Tyra, but she laid Penny out there and crawled on top of her. 
 
    Penny wrapped her legs around Tyra and pulled her in tight. Tyra jerked her hips around in a circular motion and slammed her groin down into Penny to pin her tight. The halfling’s face was buried between Tyra’s tits, muffling her shrill moans. “Yes baby,” Tyra gasped. “You’re fucking blessed,” she said and felt intense ecstasy welling up inside. “You’re the best,” she told her, and then she felt herself beginning to cum, deep against and up inside Penny’s womb, packing her. “You’re mine.” 
 
    “Mmmm!” Penny moaned with raw joy. Tyra’s hot spunk was stretching her out within and packing even deeper than her lengthy cock could reach. She was buried altogether under sublime muscle and the force of an orgasm set upon her like an avalanche. Cum sprayed out from around Tyra’s cock, but much more was stuffed in safely and suitably inside. Tyra shook as she pulled out and when she finally rolled off of Penny she collapsed, utterly spent and satisfied. Penny’s belly was slightly distended, making her look pregnant. She was shaken by bliss and crawled up to be against Tyra’s side, thick white cum pouring steadily from her pussy. She kissed Tyra’s neck and her cheek and held to her tight. “Whatever happens, I am yours,” Penny told her. 
 
    The great relief and comfort was too much for Tyra’s battle-weary body, and her eyelids soon fell closed, as though heavier than her shield.  
 
    “I will be there for you,” Penny whispered to her lovingly. “Come fire or ice.” 
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