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 Larger than Life 
 
     
 
    Tyra had been in battle just the night before last. She had nearly nothing to protect her from the elements, yet it was Penny who shivered, sweated, and ached on the long hike up into the mountains. She long withheld complaint but when she did, Tyra heeded her at once, hoisting the curvy halfling onto her shoulders. She did not slow or tire all the rest of the way. It was a welcome service and much-needed warmth, and Penny regained her spirited enthusiasm. She trusted Tyra to uphold her if she should falter. 
 
    They ascended over the low hazy clouds, and the sun broke through and kissed their skin. Suddenly, the bright and vast surface of Lake Glaser was before them. It looked like a bed of diamond and aventurine, with uncounted low ripples under a brisk tickle of air. 
 
    The shield-maiden seemed warm, and she cast her great cloak aside. “Gotta splash some water on it,” Tyra said in reference to her body. She stooped low to let Penny dismount. 
 
    “We made good pace!” Penny said, hopping down and beginning to strip off her warm clothes. She had been well bundled, and the cool air was striking even under the sun. “We’ll reach them with light to spare, alright,” she said. “After a quick wash!” 
 
    “Don’t have to freeze your tits to impress me,” Tyra said, already wading out into the water. Penny soon followed and did not relent, even when the cold seemed, at first, too much to endure. She could bear it for a time, and Tyra would be there to warm her. As she waded she looked even smaller than usual, shivering and snugly wrapping her bust in her arms. The water was up to her belly where it had only reached Tyra’s mid-thigh. Thankfully, the much taller woman remained near the shore. She smiled at Penny, seeming pleased with her determination. 
 
    In a swift motion, Tyra grabbed Penny and hoisted her high. She held her to her chest, letting their naked bodies exchange warmth. Tyra spun with her and found her lips with many kisses. Penny swooned in her strong arms. 
 
    “One dunk?” Tyra asked. Penny was humming a song of delight in her kiss but then cooed a note of surprise. Tyra’s great body toppled slowly back into the water, landing with a powerful flop. The water rushed over Penny. She clung to Tyra, embracing her and the chill. Penny was holding tight as she was lifted back out from the water. Tyra rose up to her knees and stroked her arm down Penny’s back, and she shook the water from her hair. 
 
    “One d-dunk is enough!” she said, shivering and then giggling fitfully. The discomfort was fast passing. Tyra knelt and held Penny in her lap, keeping her above the lake. Penny felt a rush that woke her to all the thrill and wonder of her circumstances. The cold was forgotten, and she looked her lover over, titillated by the sparkle of water on her lustrous skin. 
 
    “We must be ready. Ice will challenge us,” Tyra reminded her. Where her warm hand passed it was very soothing. Penny put her face down between Tyra’s breasts and her hands splayed on her muscled back. 
 
    “I wish fire would challenge us now,” she remarked. She gazed at one of Tyra’s breasts as it filled her vision, and she could hear the steady beat of her heart. Tyra’s teat was firmly rigid and Penny brought a hand there, sliding two fingers around it. “You’re cold too,” she said slyly. 
 
    Tyra chuckled. “Not all of me is so often exposed,” she said. Penny noticed the tan lines left by Tyra’s sparse armor and how perfectly unblemished the few usually guarded bits she had were. She thought of Tyra’s poor cock immersed in the lake, no doubt shrunken to a mere ordinary size. She pushed her hips snugly into Tyra’s lap and moved her lips gently across her skin. 
 
    “Not all of you has been kissed enough,” she softly retorted and found one of Tyra’s rigid peaks with her mouth. The teat was quite firm and Penny licked the chill from it, favoring it with the warmth of her breath and tongue. 
 
    “It is a lot of body, even for such kissy lips as yours,” Tyra said, combing Penny’s wet and messy locks back from her face. A deep note of pleasure rumbled from her chest as Penny danced her tongue against her nipple, and she took a deep breath that lifted Penny up against her chest. “If we were not in a hurry, I’d have you kiss my every muscle, a cleric’s blessing on your lips.” 
 
    Penny’s lips popped free of the teat she was sucking and she grinned brightly. “What muscle is biggest and most important?” She asked playfully, showing she was eager to do well with what time they had. 
 
    “That would be my glutes,” Tyra said matter-of-factly, and she smirked at Penny, pushing her head down into her other breast so that its crown might also be soothed and softened. “Though I can guess which you might like to kiss.” Tyra looked across the lake toward the other shore, which was nestled between two high rises in the mountain range. “We have time enough,” she mused, tempted by the idea of a quickie. 
 
    “Has anyone ever smooched your butt, actually?” Penny asked. Kissing one place was as exciting as another, but she realized she’d mostly only seen Tyra from the front. She was eager to explore every inch with her hands, and when they had more time, to massage her and offer yet more relief. 
 
    “No. Someone dared slap it once,” Tyra said. “I have not been kissed so much as you guess.” 
 
    “Let’s fix that,” Penny said enthusiastically. She started to stand up, no longer bothered by the waters against her legs. 
 
    “My butt?” Tyra asked, surprised. 
 
    Penny laughed. “Anywhere. But, If you have never felt it, then maybe that’s the best place for me to kiss now,” Penny said. She eyed Tyra up as the shield-maiden rose up from the water and turned to display her side. Each of her legs was as massive as Penny and her broad, well-defined rear was so wide as to match the spread of her arms. Penny thought it fortunate that she stood level with Tyra’s butt when they were on the same ground and had envisioned stuffing her face there. 
 
    “That does stir something in me,” Tyra said, her hand grasping one of her own cheeks, which flexed against her palm. “A new pleasure. Yes, I have heard it is good for some,” she said, but in truth, she could only think of those who had received her from behind. 
 
    Penny stepped in and stood right behind her. “I think you will love it,” she told her in a gleeful tone and put her hands on Tyra’s hips. She exhaled a warm breath over Tyra’s buttcheeks and leaned in close. 
 
    “Your hair,” Tyra said with a rare giggle. She felt Penny rub her buttocks and then part her cheeks, and then the warmth of her breath again, now rising up against her intimately. It felt as though Penny’s lips were hovering just inches from her asshole, and her cock began to twitch, though it was dripping with frigid water. “You —  Oh!” She lost her thought at the first sensation of Penny’s plush lips caressing her pucker. “Ohh…” she moaned and felt a kiss there much like the kind she received on her lips. 
 
    Penny was brazen with her tongue and delved. She correctly guessed that it’d be the perfect way to get Tyra going in a hurry. She hummed an encouraging noise, unabashed as she licked deep. The sudden flex of Tyra’s cheeks squished Penny’s own cheeks tight, and her tongue was squeezed in Tyra’s anus as she clenched. 
 
    “Eheheh, mwah!” Penny smooched her good. Her lips pressed in snugly to the supple flesh around Tyra’s hole. Her hands rubbed actively over Tyra’s mighty rear but then came down under her and fondled her balls. They felt cold in Penny’s hands but were swiftly warming and began to draw up tight to Tyra’s shaft, as though put in place by the halfling’s touch. 
 
    “Your tongue feels so deep… I can not imagine taking more,” Tyra said, the pleasure intense enough to make her throb and swell. She leaned forward and parted her legs further, letting Penny reach deeper despite her words. Her face was contorted with pleasure as she focused on the sensation of Penny’s diligent and delightful tongue playing and moving every way it could. 
 
    Penny’s warm hands settled onto her cock, and brought it to its fullest. She was moaning happily as she slurped and messily kissed, immersed in her own world of bliss. Her petite and pale fingers snaked around the bulbous head of Tyra’s length, rubbing its glands. Then she stroked it from base to tip with both hands. With each jerking motion, she pushed forward with her mouth and made her tongue a toy for Tyra to bounce back against. 
 
    She only paused once, to bury her face in the swell under Tyra’s balls, and breathe in deeply of her freshened aroma. Her body was clean but the aroma of fresh sweat rushed to meet Penny’s senses. “Yummy~” She kissed her testes and tried to swallow one up in its mouth. She might have managed it but contented herself with rolling her tongue over the smooth skin of Tyra’s nuts and then dragging her tongue up from there to lick its way back into Tyra’s arse. She extended her mouth’s muscle deep and played it around inside of Tyra, reveling in the taste that shook her senses. 
 
    Tyra stood with a sturdy forward-leaning pose, as though ready to meet the charge of an enemy. She felt very exposed, her body glistening, and the halfling so eagerly pushing up into her most intimate warmth. She watched Penny’s pale hands moving along her length and was repeatedly shaken by the sudden jolts of pleasure her tongue invoked, teasing and touching something deep inside of her. 
 
    “You’d do anything for me, huh?” Tyra said under her breath. 
 
    “Uhuh,” Penny said, bathing Tyra’s butt with her tongue. She smooched her and licked all around, cleansing Tyra’s taint and balls, and leaving her ass slick with spit. When she returned her tongue to its most useful place, she sought out Tyra’s pleasure, exploring and pressing deeply until she felt Tyra tense and heard her whine. Then she lapped that spot with repeated teasing motions of her tongue, feeling as though she was tickling Tyra’s very core. 
 
    “I’m gonna cum,” Tyra announced, unable to help herself. Penny’s efforts only redoubled, and she used her hands and tongue to entreat Tyra to a wonderful release. When the moment came, Tyra pulled away and shakily stepped around to turn her rigid length down at Penny’s face and torso. She threw her head back with a vigorous groan and Penny was at once splattered and blinded by the first sizable rope of cum, launched squarely onto her face. She gasped for air with her mouth wide open and turned her head up to meet the downpour. Tyra took aim, when she could, and let the bulk of her spunk splatter and frost Penny’s generous freckled tits. Finally, she wrung out the last of it, stroking her hand from base to tip and guiding a shot of cum to fill Penny’s mouth. 
 
    Tyra toppled like a bested gladiator, falling into the water and then slumping back with utter and total relief. As for Penny, the required second dunk was met reluctantly, but she flopped down into the water for a rinse before quickly scrambling up onto Tyra’s body, making a warm raft of her. The taste of her seed was rich in Penny’s mouth and she took her time swallowing it. 
 
    The sun was hot overhead, strangely so for such heights, and they laid and bathed together for a time, sharing many wet kisses and trading warmth with touch. Tyra suddenly became alert, and she sat upright, scooping Penny into her arms like a pet. A streak of smoke was rising from the woods beyond the lake. “That's our sign,” Tyra said and already moved with an actioned pace. 
 
    Once carried to the shore, Penny hastily dried and dressed. They walked around the lake and went toward the source of the smoke. “It may be the monks got there first,” Penny said, and it was small surprise. Tyra quickened her pace as they came across signs of the barbarian encampment. There was some fishing gear abandoned on the lake shore and a trail leading into the woods. Then they could hear loud voices, but it was not the sound of a fight. 
 
    Tyra crested a hill and laid eyes on the camp. It had palisades, but the gate was blown open and smoking. Fire monks astride mules had already forced a surrender. Tyra could see the barbarians, men and women who were now unarmed, gathered together and standing in the camp. One of the pyromancer leaders was interrogating them with shouts. Tyra waited for Penny to be at her side and then approached openly. 
 
    A fire monk sharply whistled, and she was soon rode up on. Several encircled her and Penny. “You working with the invaders?” A monk questioned sharply, and when Tyra hesitated to choose her words, he thrust a heated poker at her. With instant and terrifying effect, Tyra deflected the strike and then used her free arm to swiftly batter all three riders off of their mules. She grabbed the one who had struck at her and actually threw him back onto his steed, which carried him off into the woods before he toppled again in the brush. 
 
    Tyra put her mace in her hand too, expecting that fire would now challenge her no matter what she did. But as the leader of the fire monks rode over, Penny ran forward and called out to her. 
 
    “We are not enemies, but here to put a halt to this madness! Will you not hear us out?” Her voice was clear and reasoned. 
 
    The rider who was in charge was a formidable-looking woman, with bright, fire-red hair woven in tight braids down the back of her head. She had a loose orange robe with leather padding and carried a small arsenal including a shield, bladed mace, and crossbow. “We will hear you,” she said, her voice cool and relaxed as she studied Penny and then Tyra. “But these barbarians will not be turned back by less than fire and steel,” she said. 
 
    Penny considered the faint hope they were pursuing. “These lot are not so fierce as you expected, are they,” she said, gesturing to the forlorn but amiable captives. There was little sign of a prolonged fight or the preparations for one. 
 
    “They would set upon you savagely enough, cleric, when chill and desperation come,” the leader said. 
 
    Penny pointed at her. “It is exactly that! A wicked storm! An evil magic is carried in the frozen mist!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “You are mad.” 
 
    “It’s true! Neri, hear me!” One of the captives spoke with a conviction that was difficult to dismiss. “You too will succumb if you do not turn back!” 
 
    Tyra stared at the one who spoke, a woman clothed for primal ritual and knew she was the Shaman from her vision. 
 
    “I will destroy the enemies' ability to raid us no matter what pretense they use,” Neri said harshly. She pointed a finger sharply at Tyra. “We are going to see it done, and you will not go walking, loose-lipped and naive, into the enemy lines!” 
 
    Penny growled in frustration, but Tyra gently set her hand on her shoulder. It was as though to say that this matter could only be decided in one way. 
 
    “I am Tyra Griddóttir, honor-bound to aid that woman as she undoes the treachery upon her people. Not by fire will it be undone,” she said. She squared off to face Neri, resolute to any challenge. 
 
    Neri dismounted and smacked her mule to dismiss it. She held her shield and mace, parallel to Tyra. “You face Pyroclast Neri. Yield now or smolder in defeat!” These were fighting words, to which the shield-maiden had only one answer. She heaved her shield up and charged. 
 
    Neri stepped back but did not retreat. She swung her mace up, and Penny saw that it was carved with many blades resembling the tongues of fire. Suddenly it burst with true flame. She was ready to bring it down upon Tyra’s defense, and Penny exclaimed with fear. She and those nearby did not dare encroach just then, indeed it would swiftly become a controlled duel. 
 
    Neri’s first blow landed explosively, and splinters of wood were hurled away, causing all spectators to flinch. When Penny looked again, Tyra was rushing forth with shield ablaze, and Neri spewed fire from her mouth. They fought with such violence that Penny was ceaselessly fearing a deadly finale. Nimbly, Neri perched her feet on two splintered logs of the palisade wall and quickly drew her crossbow. It launched a volley of three explosive bolts that erupted around Tyra’s feet with fire. As she stumbled back she roared in pain and then struck and split one of the logs with her mace. Neri lept over her, hitting her head with the wooden, fire-crested shield she carried. Despite the show of such skill, Tyra did not seem weakened, nor distracted by the flash and display of pyro arcanism. She continued to pursue Neri, guarding herself from the most dangerous of her attacks. 
 
    Suddenly the shaman was beside Penny, and staring at her intently. Her face was painted with a curious pattern of elegant shapes, and her eyes were verdant green. “This was predestined,” she said. Her hands were bound but she did not signal for Penny to try to free her. She turned to watch Tyra fighting Neri. With some deliberacy, Tyra had stripped her foe of her shield, then her crossbow, and finally her mace, which got stuck into Tyra’s shield and was hoisted up out of Neri’s grasp. “They will fight, and then fight together.” 
 
    Neri’s hands ignited with a roaring flame that illuminated their surroundings. She faced Tyra savagely, and the heat was like a bonfire. “Have you no fear?” she asked. The pain of fire upon bare flesh was enough to stagger and halt almost any foe. Neri slammed her fists into the ground and the earth was heated red-hot all around her. Fire erupted in a circle, and lashed out in unpredictable wisps. 
 
    “Not of hot air,” Tyra said, and with one sure step, she walked directly into the flames, and clobbered Neri with her fist. Tyra strode forward and through the fire as it burned her skin, and put her foot on Neri’s chest to ensure she would stay down. A small patch of dirt now simmered behind her as the flames lost their vigor. 
 
    Penny ran to Tyra, checking her at once. Her skin had turned bright red all about the legs and at other places she was singed and battered. 
 
    “You have gone through my fire like a ghost,” Neri complained, gasping and protesting her defeat. “Now you mean to charge into this unnatural cold?” 
 
    “It is my duty,” Tyra said. At once there was no violence in her, and she allowed Neri to scramble away and recover to her feet. 
 
    “Eithe of Many Ancestors,” Neri said, looking to the shaman. “You have said this madness comes from a singular wicked source. What is it?” 
 
    “A Frozen Lord. Atheun, an ice giant that long lay dormant in the white sea.” Eithe came forward and gestured at Tyra with her bound hand. “Maybe she can stop him. I do not know.” 
 
    Tyra cleared her throat and spoke up. “I was granted a vision. Much was left uncertain. But I felt clearly the coming of a great and evil cold, and at my side, there was… the unmistakable presence of stalwart companions, glowing like golden lanterns.” 
 
    Her cryptic words confused the other onlookers, but Eithe seemed greatly reassured. She came forward and had Tyra cut her bindings off. Neri did not protest but was thoughtful. 
 
    “One person’s dreams and hunches are folly, but if you have both seen it…” she looked between Eithe and Tyra searchingly. “If all of this really is the fault of one icy creature, then I would see it melt. I will add my fire to those beside you.” She looked around at her men. “I will go with the shaman and these two back into the wilderness, and we will put an end to this curse!” 
 
    The fire monks beat their chests in support of Neri, though not all of them were initially convinced. After such a display of fury, Penny was somewhat intimidated by Neri still, but she no longer seemed to hold any hostility toward them. 
 
    Neri ordered the fire monks to take all the captives back to Siglarin, the nearby fort that had borne the first attack. Tyra went and sat down on a log that was smoldering on one end. Quickly, Penny knelt before her and began to use regenerative magic to heal the burns on Tyra’s lower half. She was surprised when Eithe came and settled down beside her, lending a hand and attending to Tyra’s other enormous leg. 
 
    “So now we all share in this strange and sudden quest!” Penny exclaimed, keenly aware of Neri pacing around beside them. She had gotten beaten up well too, but did not ask for or receive mending. “My name is Penelope, I am of the church of the New Dawn,” she said. 
 
    “Perhaps with the four of us, this will not be all folly,” Eithe said. She applied a magical healing poultice to Tyra’s leg. 
 
    The shield-maiden observed the two women, curious if Penny would show a sign of jealousy. She and Neri exchanged a glance as, in fact, each was thinking over their fight. “Penny has inspired me. It was she, not I, that first believed in our victory,” Tyra said, setting a hand warmly on Penny’s back. “She has all of my heart, and my nerve is owed to her.” 
 
    “There does seem to be something fated about this affair,” Neri remarked, gathering up supplies on her mule. She and Eithe could see that Tyra and Penny were in potent love. 
 
    “I knew a champion was coming, but you are something else,” Eithe remarked, grinning up at her playfully. “The two of you are heartening, truly.” After saying such, she suddenly scowled and looked to the north. “I dread our task. I have felt the fear and wrath that comes with the mist,” she said, shivering. 
 
    Penny thought about the meager enchantments she had prepared. “We have luck, we have fire. Fortitude, and knowledge too,” she said, weighing each advantage. “Let us rest the evening and then test ourselves against the dark power. I have a few spells to try.” 
 
    “I shall abide by your optimism, for it is contagious,” Eithe said with great sweetness. Soon Tyra was completely mended. 
 
    They traveled a bit further, following Eithe to a cave. It made a suitable den to camp in, and the shelter was welcome, as a cold wind came with the setting sun. Tyra draped her cape over the cave’s entrance, and Neri was quick to stoke a fire. Tyra laid out the bedroll she and Penny had been sharing, and Neri also made a bed where it was warm. Somewhat distant, Eithe sat and relaxed, entering meditation. 
 
    As it was in all of their journey, Penny and Tyra could not keep apart. They cuddled together and were soon as warm as they could wish to be. Neri seemed to eye Tyra’s little golden armor pieces with interest when they were cast out from the bedroll. Penny, stripping as she had begun to sweat, was conscious of her gaze. Regardless, her attention was soon entirely on Tyra, and she doted on her, praising her victory unabashedly. 
 
    “I shall not fear for you so much next time. Not even against this ice giant. I fear for him!” Penny declared. “Our side has a warrior who is glorious like a goddess.” She smooched Tyra on the bicep. “Quick as a hawk, stronger than a bear.” 
 
    Tyra laid back and heaved Penny onto her chest, resting an arm on her. She looked pleased with herself but snorted with amusement at Penny’s praise. “Let us not tempt the fates,” she said. 
 
    Penny giggled and wiggled herself further down into Tyra’s bedrolls. She kissed her breasts and gently caressed her abs. “I can not help but boast of you,” she said lovingly, pinching Tyra’s supple breast with her lips. “I crave your triumph, and I feel it coming too,” she said. 
 
    “You are full of cravings,” Tyra told her. She closed her eyes, soothed by the sense of Penny’s sizable breasts moving against her abdomen. She found one with her hand and tenderly massaged it, noting how soft Penny felt to touch. “And you wish for the whole world to envy you,” she gently accused.  
 
    “Yes, they should,” Penny assured curtly and playfully shook her face against Tyra’s breasts then kissed her side high above the ribs. The sense was a little ticklish and Tyra gasped. She pulled Penny against her side and turned her body to rest one large breast on the halfling's head. It was just a tad larger, and Penny grumbled a happy note to be buried under the weighty pillow of flesh. She licked it, and her tongue’s path led up into Tyra’s underarm, where she also licked. The shield-maidens fresh sweat was slick against her tongue, and Penny quietly groaned a needful note. 
 
    There would be no waiting for the others to go to sleep. Penny may try to be discrete, slipping under the covers, but Tyra already knew it would be a show. “Spoil me the way you wish to,” Tyra told Penny with a low and hearty chuckle. “Go on, inspire.” 
 
    In a mischievous grin, Penny’s teeth caught the firelight. Then she slipped down and under the covers. The dim shape of her mass moved lower in the bedroll, and Tyra reclined with her head in her hands, smirking somewhat bashfully. 
 
    This was Penny’s chance to reward her hero, and now that she had seen her fight up close, her desire blazed. Still, she took her time and savored the act of giving bliss, finding as much pleasure in serving Tyra as in anything she might claim for herself. Tyra’s cock was already beginning to swell when Penny’s face pulled up beside it, and the warmth of her breath caressed her skin. Penny positioned herself comfortably, and a humorously high mound was made as her butt pushed up from within the bedroll. The lump began to move and shift, and over the sound of the crackling fire, there were wet, intimate noises. 
 
    Penny fit Tyra’s cock into her mouth while it was still easy to do. She ran her tongue around it, feeling it swell up with each throb of Tyra’s heart. The flavor was one she couldn’t live without and as it filled her mouth, her every thought turned to lust. She wanted to give Tyra something worthy. 
 
    She enclosed Tyra’s wet cock with her breasts and tongued at the tip. As it grew to its fullest, she squeezed it tight with either tit and shoved them together to hug and tug the shaft. Tyra could sense her passion and rose to it swiftly, and Penny wanted to have her good and ready for what she’d do next. 
 
    Tyra softly hummed, controlling her voice as she controlled the rising of her bliss. She would give Penny time to immerse in the pleasure of servitude and suck, even struggle with her cock. The halfling had always brought her swiftly to release and Tyra wanted to relax to the feeling of her lips. Her legs enclosed around Penny and kept her close. 
 
    Penny was glad to take her time, feeling for the first time during their quest that there was truly no hurry. They tried to be quiet, but the steady pattern of wet kissing and sucking sounds, soft moans, and the occasional abrupt gag made their fated affair hard to ignore. Neri kept an eye on them openly, but Tyra didn’t care. She became truly cozy and comfortable and enjoyed the active, titillating warmth that came with Penny’s performance. A few times, she began to feel the stir of a coming orgasm and was ready each time for release, but Penny would hold off just as she approached the edge. They were at it until the fire began to dwindle. 
 
    Penny emerged from the bedroll in a new state, giving Tyra a wild, worked-up look after she had slurped and licked her cock clean for almost an hour. Tyra was throbbing and her cock ached, but the pleasure she felt when Penny mounted her was indescribable. With a swift effort, Penny rocked her hips forward and took Tyra’s cock far up into her drenched, ready pussy. Tyra could finally feel that deep welcome appeasing her every inch. She was frozen by the force of rising bliss that assailed her, seeming to come up from the ground and erupt through her. 
 
    Penny’s body turned upright, and her heavy freckled breasts glowed in the light of the coals. Tyra didn’t have to move a muscle, as she began to hump and thrust herself down onto her lap, riding her with fury and for her own insatiable need. Their moans told the whole story, and that final race toward release was prolonged like its preparation. Penny began to whine a steady and noisy song of strain and ecstasy, and Tyra emptied her lungs with a gruff exclamation. She came high and deep inside of Penny, and the throes of orgasm shook her, causing her to buck and thrust up into Penny’s soft and hot weight, as creamy white spunk sprayed out into her groin. The clap of Penny’s bouncing breasts echoed through the little cave, and then the sound of sloshing and squirting liquid, proclaiming the excess and totality of the finish. 
 
    Penny collapsed into Tyra’s arms once more, and they were finally quiet, catching their breath and nearly too exhausted to kiss. Neri seemed to quietly chuckle, bemused or impressed. From Eithe there came a moan, which may have been arousal or possibly annoyance, but Penny was far too pleased with herself to care. Tyra held her warmly and they both sank into unrivaled sleep.  
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