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Sex & Sorcery 6


"The Cleanup Crew" by Serena Silverlake

“Tell me where my dick is!”

The elven man's fist was wrapped in the silken tresses of the woman’s hair, which shone like spun gold in the flickering light of the many lamps ringing the parapet atop which they rutted.

“Oh goddess, it’s in my ass!” she replied, her response a wail of promiscuous bliss. “It’s so deep in my filthy fucking ass!”

The elf woman’s breasts were small and delicate, not enough to really jiggle even with the nearly violent rutting she was receiving from her partner. The only things that jounced on her toned body were the delicate silver chains attached to her nipple piercings which marked her as a Spellsinger, one of Bromelion’s mage-priests.

“Yessss,” the man hissed, his fingers wrapping around the soft flesh of the woman’s throat. “Swallow that fucking cock with your asshole, you nasty slut!” He worked his hips and his own set of spellsung chains twinkled, glinting as they bounced on his narrow chest with his frenetic movements.

Whim watched the male Spellsinger’s balls sway between his legs as he roughly claimed his partner and felt a surge of horny jealousy.

The young elf looked away from the tantalizing sight, searching for something to distract herself from her irritated arousal, but the whole damn veranda was filled with hot people fucking. She tried to focus on the lights out in the city below shining like earthbound stars, but the sheer variety of choice tits and ass on display made looking at anything else exceedingly difficult.

The elf surreptitiously slid her hand underneath her ceremonial robes. She parted the folds of the gossamer white silk and gave her sopping pussy a few rubs when she thought no one was looking.

Alas, someone was looking.

“Ahem,” came the noise of a clearing throat, and Whim froze guiltily. She glanced up at the central dais of the ceremonial veranda to see Niamh looking down at her. The fey enchanter stared at Whim, one of their artfully sculpted eyebrows raised in an expression of exquisite disapproval.

“Whim Spreadwood, what do you think you’re doing? Your task tonight is to serve, not to tamper with your tulip,” the senior Spellsinger reminded her. “This is supposed to be a punishment, after all.”

“Yes, Niamh,” Whim replied, absently wiping her wet fingertips against her robes and trying not to scowl too deeply. She slouched against a crenelation and resumed her envious survey of the unfolding orgy.

It was a frenzy of writhing, nubile elven flesh. The flickering light of the lantern ring made the sweat, spit and other fluids decorating all that elvish skin gleam and glisten. The steady, silver illumination of the stars overhead bathed the whole scene in an otherworldly glow.

Happy screams split the warm night air, voices of men and women suffused with desperate ecstasy. Not all the coupling elves were quite so filthy-mouthed as that first pair Whim had watched, but most were just as vocal. Living up to their name, the Spellsingers fucking there on the veranda produced a diatonic melody of moans and joyful wailing that rose like an offering into the clear night sky. The slap of wet skin beat out a primal rhythm that made Whim’s pussy throb with the need to be filled; cock, tongue, fingers... Pit, if someone came up to her with an appropriately shaped stick, Whim was pretty sure she’d spread her legs, make like a tree, and jam it in there just for some relief.

“Make like a tree?” she muttered sourly to herself. “That doesn’t even make any sense.” The horniness was making her all dumb. Her hand twitched towards her groin, but Whim didn’t have to look to know that Niamh’s eyes were still on her.

In addition to the maddeningly carnal sights and sounds of the orgy, there was the smell to contend with as well. There was nothing quite like the scent of a dozen elves fornicating under the starlight. It was sex and flowers, and here and there a note of maple syrup. Sweaty bodies moved together, hungry hands grasped flushed skin, and hair stuck wetly to foreheads.

Whim’s vagina practically growled with hunger. It simply wasn’t fair that she couldn’t be in the thick of things, getting the ever-loving shit fucked out of her.

“Oo... aaahhh!”

A woman’s scream caught Whim’s attention, and she turned to watch as two men claimed a silver-haired elf lass at the same time. One was underneath her while the other was behind, and if the bright pink of her cheeks and the glassy, glazed look in the girl’s eyes were anything to go by, she was getting both of her holes plowed properly. She kept screaming, a kind of keening, mindless wail that went on until a third man walked over and shut her up by pressing his bollocks into her mouth.

The newcomer beat his dick furiously while the silver-haired elf slobbered all over his nutsack, writhing like a pinned butterfly between the two other cocks. While that action unfolded, yet another man approached the growing nest of writhing limbs and grunting elf flesh. He dropped down onto his knees and joined the girl at her bollock-suckling, spit and drool running down his face and the toned expanse of his chest. Another elf wandered over to the group and started fingering the kneeling man’s ass. Naked, sexy elves were coalescing around the group like some kind of slutty dark star. No one wanted to be left out of the party of wet flesh and joyful howling.

Least of all Whim. She should be in there, getting her nipples tugged while she rode a cock to blissful oblivion. Instead...

“Water!” someone called.

Whim sighed. “Coming,” she said, trying not to sound too sullen, because she was not, in fact, cumming.

“I’ll get it,” another voice broke in, and a young man of about Whim’s age rushed forward with a silver ewer of springwater, pathetically eager to be of service.

Whim glared daggers at the man’s back. The only thing worse than being on-call during an orgy was being on-call with Tymar Thornyweave.

He wasn’t bad to look at. Whim had to at least give him that. He had a narrow, elvish frame filled with lithe muscle, and Whim found his round, apple-cheeked bottom quite diverting to look at. With his warm skin the color of varlywood bark, bright blue eyes, and broad, pleasant nose, Whim wasn’t ashamed to admit that she’d rubbed one or two out imagining what it would be like to sink her fingers into the tight curls of his umber hair and ride his pretty, pouty lips to a climax.

At least before he’d ratted her out like a fucking scabrous trash imp. Whim recalled the events of yesterday morning and felt her ire rising all over again.

“It’s for your own good!” Tymar had said, looking in horror at the mass of oily black tentacles Whim had summoned in her acolyte’s chambers. “Those things are super dangerous—try not to move. I’ll be right back with help, I promise!”

He’d dashed off before Whim could say, “No, wait, I summoned this on purpose!” As for, ‘Try not to move,’ well, that was a dumb bit of advice, given that Whim was hanging upside down with a baker’s dozen tentacles engaged in the delicious violation of nearly every orifice of her body. The ghargatuloth was perhaps a bit dangerous, and maybe she’d gotten a bit carried away with it, but Spellsingers were supposed to sing spells, weren’t they? Otherwise, what was the point?

“Spellsingers sing spells,” Niamh had said once they banished the monster back to the Pit and had gotten Whim cleaned up. “Apprentices do what they’re told, especially when what they’re told is to not play with dark forces.”

“Sorry. It won’t happen again,” Whim promised.

Naimh snorted. “I’ve heard that before. Nope, you’re in serious trouble this time. I’m putting you on orgy support duty for the foreseeable future.”

“What?” Whim spluttered. “The cleanup crew? No way, I—”

“You’ll do as you're told,” Naimh said in a tone of iron finality. “Just thank Solana above that Tymar came and got me when he did. Otherwise, you might’ve ended up as a fuckslave to some monstrous Pit-spawned demon.”

And that had been that. Whim was assigned to orgy support, which meant that after her studies she was to attend the Spellsingers at their work, provide them with whatever they wanted, and clean up after them. It was a shit duty, and as if to add insult to injury, Tymar had volunteered to do it with her. No one fucking volunteered for the cleanup crew! Except, apparently, for overly-keen ingrates like Tymar. What an asshole.

Another Spellsinger called for water, and Whim dragged her ample bottom over to provide the refreshment. She sighed as she poured a glass for the sweaty, flaxen-haired Spellsinger who’d asked for hydration, and considered for the thousandth time that maybe she should’ve joined up with the Ranger Corps instead of taking up magery.

The problem was that Whim had a natural aptitude for the Spellsinger’s art, and from what she’d heard of the training regimen for apprentice rangers, it involved a whole lot of pushups. Whim didn’t always take the easy way out, but none of her teachers in the Spellsinger’s choir would ever accuse her of being diligent.

Properly refreshed, the woman handed Whim the cup and dove back into the orgy, piercings and chains flashing. Whim sighed and walked back to the edge of the veranda. She set down her ewer by a burbling fountain and caught a glance of her reflection.

Whim had a glossy tumble of bluish-green hair that swept down from her head to brush her shoulders like a crashing wave. The color indicated she had fairy blood somewhere in her ancestry, while the silken smoothness indicated she spent a great deal of time brushing and conditioning it; Whim blew her reflection a kiss, then pouted prettily.

She was proud of her appearance. When Solana had made her, the goddess had clearly decided to use an unsparing hand. The teal-haired elf had a generous, plump bosom, a rounded little belly, and an ass that had conquered every pair of underwear that tried to tame it. Waifish or lissome might describe some elves, but not her. Whim was built lushly, and proud of it.

“Towel!” another voice called, crashing through Whim’s self-contemplation. The girl sighed, grabbed a fluffy white rectangle of cloth, and hurried over to wipe someone’s sweaty buttocks.

* * *

“Oh goddess, this is going to take forever to clean up.”

Whim groaned as she stared at the mess the orgy had left on the veranda. Although most of the loads had been spent into condoms so they could be saved, in the heat of the moment not everyone had used those rubbery sheaths made from the processed sap of the infecundity tree. Even if they had, there was still plenty of ladyjizz sprayed across the flagstones. The condoms had to be gathered and the rest of the mess carefully mopped up and preserved, grist for the potions and enchantments of the Spellsingers.

Whim looked at the puddles of love-slop and sighed. “At least it wasn’t the Festival of Golden Showers, I guess.”

“I know, right?” Tymar agreed, leaning on the handle of a mop he held. “We should probably count our blessings.”

Whim just glared at him angrily, her honey-brown eyes almost smoking with malevolence.

Tymar caught her look and laughed nervously. “Well. Erm. I’ll start over at this end?”

“You do that.”

They split up and began the arduous process of cleaning up after an elvish debauch. Whim slapped a rag down wetly on a table covered with streaks of congealing spunk and started to scrub. She looked up and saw that the centerpiece, a carved idol of Solana herself, had little dangles of jizz quivering from the wooden icon’s face.

“How the fuck did they manage to get spooge all the way up there?” she groused. Whim reached out and swiped at one of the drips of spunk, collecting it on her fingertip. It was still warm and sat there on her finger like a dollop of icing, all thick and viscous.

The curvy elf glanced around, surreptitiously checking for anyone who might be watching. She needn’t have bothered; she and Tymar were the only two people left on the veranda. The rest of the Spellsingers and acolytes had long since retired to their groves, laughing and recounting lecherous tales of the night’s events as they departed.

Surely just a taste wouldn’t hurt, Whim reasoned. All of the effluvia from this ritual was meant to be preserved, the stored power of lovemaking destined to fuel Spellsinger workings. But a little bit wouldn’t be missed. Whim bet that if she asked Solana herself, the goddess wouldn’t begrudge her a teeny tiny taste.

Satisfied with her mental justification, Whim popped her cum-covered finger into her mouth and sucked it clean. Her eyes half-closed as she savored the taste of the semen, spreading it around on her palette with her tongue and swishing it from cheek to cheek as if it were a fine wine.

Mmm. Damn, but it tasted good.

“Hey!” Tymar’s voice sliced through her appreciative reverie like a harpy’s shriek. “That’s not allowed, Whim, and you know it. All of this needs to be saved to make magic.” The elf waved his long-fingered hand to encompass the spunk-spackled veranda.

Whim had been irritated—now she grew positively cross. Who in the Pit did Tymar think he was? The shithead had tattled on her, then joined her in her punishment presumably so he could enjoy her degradation. The wild urge to rebel rose within her, the same feeling which had led to several disciplinary hearings with the Spellsinger council and more than one reprimand.

“Oh, am I not supposed to do this?”

She dragged four fingers through a puddle of jizz on the tabletop then stuffed them all into her mouth, sucking lasciviously at her digits.

“No! C’mon Whim, that’s not right—”

The full-figured elf rolled her eyes and bent down so she could slurp the spunk directly off the table's surface. She pursed her lips and drew in a nice mouthful of the cooling seed, then swallowed it down with a showy gulp. She opened her mouth wide and displayed it to Tymar as if to prove she’d eaten up every last drop.

The curly-haired elf looked absolutely scandalized. “Whim! Come on! What if Niamh catches you? You’ll get in even more trouble than you already are.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she replied, her eyes narrowed dangerously. “Are you going to tell them, huh? Snitch on me like you did yesterday with the ghargatuloth? What is your problem anyway, Tymar?”

“Whim,” Tymar said, “the thing you summoned for a bit of recreational sportfucking was a demon from the Pit. I had to tell someone—I couldn’t bear the thought of you getting hurt!”

In response, Whim tossed her cleaning rag aside and stooped to pick up a used condom from the flagstones. It had been tied off so that the spunk inside didn’t leak out, but it only took Whim a moment to unwork the knot.

“You wouldn’t dare!” Tymar said.

“You’ve got no idea what I would or wouldn’t dare,” Whim shot back. She placed the open end of the condom between her lips, tilted her head back, and let the load drip into her eager mouth.

“Solana’s Grace, Whim, cut it out, okay? You made your point. What do you want me to do, clean it all up myself? I will if that’ll get you to stop.”

“Aww,” Whim purred, tossing aside the drained condom and reaching for another one. “You want me to stop?”

She untied the knot, faster this time, and squeezed the jism out into the palm of her hand. She flung the condom aside and shrugged out of her loose-fitting ceremonial robe. Naked, breasts bared to the night, Whim smeared the cum all over the slopes of her generous tits, working it into her flesh until her skin gleamed with the treacly spunk.

“If you want me to stop,” she cooed, batting her eyes at him, “you’ll have to make me. We’re supposed to be the cleanup crew? Fine. I’m going to eat every fucking load on this gods-damned veranda, then lick it until it sparkles.”

She smirked at Tymar, the sweet innocence of her face entirely a pretext. Hints of her indecent intent could be seen in the wicked glimmer of her brown eyes, like the flash of teeth at the bottom of a dark well.

“You’re being absolutely ridiculous,” Tymar says, although his eyes were fixed on the spunk-shiny skin of her breasts. “There’s no need for this.”

“I’ve been having my needs denied all night,” Whim shot back. “It’s time I got some of them satisfied.”

The curvy elf walked over to a little pile of condoms—whoever had been milking cocks in this part of the orgy had been spectacularly effective—but when she reached out to grab another one to drink dry, something caught her hand. She looked down and saw a sinuous green vine had coiled around her wrist.

Incredulous, Whim turned around to find Tymar standing there, palm raised, the glow of magic suffusing his hand.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” she said, her voice practically a growl.

Tymar swallowed but didn’t back down. “Well, you said that I would have to make you stop, so...”

Whim angrily wrenched her hand free of the vines that had sprouted from among the cracks in the flagstones. Her fulsome lips twisted into a sneer as she stared Tymar down.

Tymar was in his Third Rutting and had the piercings to prove it. He hadn’t chosen a Spellclade yet, but everyone knew that given his skill with vines he would probably pick the Clade of Cogent Thraldom. Despite being a year ahead of him in her studies, Whim was only in her Second Rutting—something that further irritated her. Niamh themself had remarked on Whim’s natural skill with magic, lamenting that she didn’t apply herself enough. “You’re a natural fit for the Clade of Joyful Debasement,” the Spellsinger had said, “but you're too bloody indolent, Whim.”

“You think you can take me?” Whim asked, opening herself to the wellspring of Solana’s power.

“If I have to,” Tymar answered, spreading his legs apart in a ready stance. His blue eyes flashed with resolve. The contrast of those beautiful sapphire eyes of his against the dark skin of his high-cheekboned face was annoyingly appealing. The challenge in them sent a little thrill through Whim’s body.

Her cunt pulsed, the hungry ache reminding her of what she’d missed out on tonight. Suddenly, she wasn’t sure if she wanted to beat Tymar. She imagined what it would be like to have him on top of her, his hands wrapped around her throat and his prick filling the wetness between her legs. A spiteful, frenzied fuck, where she yanked the pleasure from his root with a joyous sneer.

“Don’t make me bind you,” he warned, the golden glow of his magic intensifying around his splayed fingers.

Whim’s lip curled. “Do it already, you fucking pussy!”

Tymar hesitated. “Wait, how is that an insult?”

“I don’t know,” Whim admitted. “I heard some humans saying it at the docks the other day? I don’t get how calling someone a pussy is derogatory, but you know how humans are.”

“They’re very strange,” Tymar agreed.

Whim didn’t like the common ground they were finding in their shared bewilderment at human behavior. It was undermining the whole antagonistic thing they had going.

“What’s strange,” she spat, trying to reignite the spark of their hostility, “is how my cunt isn’t filled with your dick right now.” She took a threatening step towards the pile of used condoms, wetting her lips with her tongue.

Tymar blew out a strangled breath. “You’re completely infuriating! Fine—you know what? We’ve got to refill the condoms you ate anyway, you... you... you greedy slut!”

The mage threw up his hands, and vines exploded from between the flagstones. In the span of a heartbeat, Whim found herself wrapped up in flexible green plant matter. Skeins of leafy ivy bound her hands behind her back, and ramblers curled around her chest, framing her breasts. One slid between her legs, pressing with delicious insistence against the buzzing, throbbing nub of her clit.

Now that was more like it. A dark urge blossomed in Whim then as she stood there, helplessly restrained. It was the same urge that had driven her to the docks last night to get pounded into a paste by a bunch of smelly human sailors; the same urge that had made summoning a ghargatuloth to her room for a raunchy tumble seem like a good idea.

“Fucking wreck me then, Tymar!” she challenged. He’d left her mouth unbound, and she intended to use it until he made her stop.

Tymar scowled, but the tent his cock made of his ceremonial robes belied his interest. He stalked over to her angrily, halting scant inches from her naked, bound body.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Whim, her sneer belying her mounting desperation. She worked her hips as best she could against the restraining vines, hungry for a little friction to relieve the wild, molten urge that bloomed from the core of her sex and suffused every inch of her body.

“You have no idea how long I’ve been wanting to do this!” Tymar said.

“We’re elves, you idiot, not bashful bloody humans. If you just asked me for a fuck, I would have said yes!”

“Fine then,” Tymar hissed, “can I fuck you, you irascible, lazy, vexingly attractive bitch?”

Whim put every ounce of contemptuous cheek she had into her smirk. “Only if you rail me with such ferocity that I have to crawl to the bathroom afterward.”

“Argh!” was all Tymar managed to get out.

The curly-haired mage moved his hands, and the vines responded to his command. Whim found herself spun through the air, her body forced into position by their ponderous, botanical strength.

She hung there suspended, with her face down and her ass up. It seemed that Tymar intended to take her from behind because of course he would. She was barely more than a rutting animal to him, just a piece of meat to satisfy his filthy, debased urges...

“Mmm,” she groaned aloud, her nipples aching with the need to be pulled. Despite the warmth of the night, Whim’s pussy was so hot that she expected little wisps of steam to rise from the slick, pink lips of her vulva.

“Put it in me, you fuck!” Whim demanded, and when no cock was forthcoming she struggled against the vines, trying to twist so she could see what that idiot Tymar was doing back there. Then she felt his breath on her cunt, and understood.

“Your pussy is as lovely as the rest of you,” Tymar murmured against her honey-soaked nether lips, but Whim wasn’t in the mood for sweet words and soft caresses.

“Ohmygods, do me already!” she snapped, but then a vine slithered up and into her mouth like a horse's bit, and all she could do was squirm and grunt.

Just like an animal, she thought.

Although she couldn’t see him, Whim felt what Tymar did to her back there. His strong, slender fingers spread her ass apart, and the wet, flexible tip of his tongue dipped into her. He licked her up and down, kissing her cunt like a Synestrian lover, before moving on to delve into the depths of the pretty pucker of her asshole. His thumb joined the party, slipping into her quim while he ate out her ass. The thrusting was gentle at first but grew rougher, and Whim sobbed with delight against the viney gag in her mouth. The sensation was strange and wonderful—she was suspended by Tymar’s magic, almost weightless, helpless, completely at his mercy.

Whim groaned when Tymar pulled out his thumb, then shivered when it was replaced by a pair of fingers. Goosebumps ran up her spine, and the sensitive buds of her nipples pulsed sympathetically along with the throbbing of her cunt. She was almost there, climbing that hill to the peak of her pleasure, so close...

And then Tymar stopped.

The teal-haired elf sagged in her botanical cocoon, sobbing with pleasure denied. Tymar walked until he stood before her, and waved away the vine covering her mouth with a flick of his hand. He stood in front of her, Whim’s face at crotch level. His robes were parted, and the hard, ebon length of his cock jutted proudly from between his legs, so close she could almost lick it.

“If you want me to keep going,” Tymar said, “you have to ask me nicely.”

“Oh, go and eat ibaux dung, you asshole.” Whim replied.

“Fine,” Tymar said with a shrug. He turned to go, and Whim lost sight of his beautiful dick.

“No, no, wait,” she pleaded, and somewhere deep inside of her she marveled at how quickly she capitulated. “Look, I’m sorry. Please. I’ll be good. Please keep going. I neeeed it.”

“That’s more like it,” the other elf said. He bent down and wiped the wetness of Whim’s cunt on her face, and she turned her cheek, trying to lick his fingers.

Holy fuck. Where had this version of Tymar the teacher’s pet been hiding? He was perfect for the Clade of Cogent Thraldom, that was for sure.

Tymar reached into the pocket of his robes and pulled out something. Whim was confused when she saw it was a condom.

“You don’t need that,” she protested, but Tymar shook his head.

“We’ve got to replace the loads you gobbled up,” he said, rolling the flexible resin sheath onto the proud shaft of his cock. “I know you don’t take these things very seriously, Whim, but I do. You’re going to suck a load out of my cock, but you’re not going to get to eat it.”

It was oddly hot for Whim to watch Tymar put on the condom. She hung there, eager and open-mouthed, anticipating what was perhaps her favorite thing in the world—a dick in her mouth. He took his time wrapping his prick, perhaps enjoying the look of wide-eyed desperation on her lovely face.

“Now, suck it,” was all he said, and he shoved his cock into her mouth without further preamble.

For all of the oral acrobatics Whim had engaged in over her elf-young sixty-odd years of life, she’d never blown a dick with a condom on it. She struggled at first—there was a bit of a learning curve, and the added friction of the sheath made it harder for her to take the cock down her throat than she was used to. The little extra bit of material at the tip tickled and very nearly triggered her gag reflex, something that hadn’t happened in a long, long time.

But while she might have been reticent in her magical scholarship, when it came to sucking dick Whim was a fast study. She quickly flooded her mouth with spit and encouraged Tymar to plunge deeper into her throat where his prick could dredge up the thicker, longer-lasting saliva that was perfect for providing the extra lubrication she needed. Before long he was pumping away at her mouth like it was a pussy, and she was slobbering all over his dick like the most depraved member of the Clade of Tamed Livestock. Restrained as she was, Whim couldn’t use her hands or her breasts or any of her other usual tricks, so she had to get a little creative. She hummed as she choked on Tymar’s prick, making sure he could feel the rolling purr she made in the back of her throat against his penis.

Tymar gave a few thready little moans, and when she felt his dick twitch in her mouth through the wrapper of the condom Whim knew that he was undone. He gave a final thrust and lodged himself deep in her throat, and his cock pulsed thickly against her tongue. She braced herself, expecting the usual flood of hot spunk to choke her and make her nostrils sting, but of course, the barrier of the condom prevented that. Tymar spent wave after wave of himself into the sap-made wrapper before he finally dragged his dick out of her mouth.

“Solana’s Glorious Gulch,” the blue-eyed elf exclaimed, panting. “You’re a suck-witch, Whim.”

Whim tried not to preen at the compliment. She was still pissed off at Tymar. Wasn’t she? She attempted to muster back some of that fire.

“Yeah? Well... you, uh, you suck, bitch!”

Tymar gave her a pitying look as he tied a knot in the condom and dropped it onto the ground. “Wow. I feel embarrassed for you right now.”

Whim hung her head, the vines supporting her generous body. “Eugh! Fine, that was pretty bad. Now, will you fuck me? We’ve got to pay back that second load, right?” She didn’t try to hide the beseeching tone of her voice. They were well past that—the wet drip of her lusty pussy made it obvious what she wanted.

Tymar walked behind her, and although Whim couldn’t see him, she certainly felt the warm blossom of stinging pain as he slapped her ass.

“Ugh, shit,” she grunted. Gods, but she wanted to get railed as badly as she’d ever craved it.

There was a rustling as Tymar wrapped his dick in another condom. He was still hard—one of the first enchantments taught to novice Spellsingers was the Incantation of Concupiscence—and he proved it when the fat crown of his prick nudged between the drenched lips of Whim’s vulva.

She squealed like a damn hog, shameless and loud, as he entered her. Tymar groaned in kind, grabbing her hips and thrusting into her with a wild passion right out of the gate. There was no slow buildup to a peak, no gentle grinding. He wanted to use her, and Solana be praised, she was in the mood to be used.

Their thighs met as his cock slid in and out of her with the wet noises of rough sex. His fuck-thrusts rocked her against the vines but the plants held, making sure Whim couldn’t run from the relentless force of his brutal coupling even if she tried.

“You like that, don’t you, Whim?” he grunted as he claimed her so thoroughly she almost blacked out. “This is what you were after from the start, wasn’t it?”

“Ahhh ah ah ah... shiiit!” she wailed.

Tymar’s thumb found the divot of her asshole. He played with it, dipping teasingly into her anus, but as flirtatious as Tymar’s thumb was, his dick was all business. He fucked her, his root socketing into her body with a wet thunkthunkthunk. His cock filled her beautifully, spearing so far inside of her that she felt as though he was touching the center of her very being.

“I’m gonna... aaaaah!” she screamed, and she came on the next thrust of his hips. Whim rode the wild wave of unspooling bliss, her tits heaving on her chest, her hands balled into fists as she had no choice but to take the pleasure, accept it into her. The ecstasy flirted with agony, and she whimpered like a whipped puppy as she came again and again on Tymar’s lovely, terrible cock.

Whim’s body responded automatically, the velvet-steel lips of her vulva clamping down on Tymar’s pussy-wet rod as hard as they could. He gave a piggish grunt and bent his body around her, his hands grabbing the heaving flesh of her tits, then her belly. He squeezed them, hard and rough, and she came again as he reached and passed his peak, his cock throbbing inside of her quim with pulses of spent cum that gushed into the condom.

“Fucking condom,” Whim growled breathlessly. “I want to see what sprays out of you when you come.”

“You’re insatiable,” Tymar wheezed. He pulled his cock out of her, the now-bulging reservoir tip of the condom dragging wetly against her nether lips.

The vines holding Whim up gradually withdrew, depositing her gently onto the veranda. Her legs felt a little wobbly, so she crawled over to where Tymar was pulling the filled condom off his prick.

“Come on,” she begged, batting her eyelashes up at him. “Please! I’m fucking parched over here. Just a taste is all I want, just a few drops. I’m so fucking thirsty...”

Tymar looked down at her, and when his expression softened she knew she had him.

“No way I could say no to you when you’re begging like that,” he muttered. “Stick out your tongue.”

Whim did as she was bid, turning her face up and opening her mouth. Tymar upended the contents of the condom on her forehead, and the milky sludge slid down her fetching features. She pushed it into her mouth, eagerly eating it up and smacking her lips with satisfaction when she was done. Tymar smiled and placed the empty condom on her forehead, where it stuck to the trail of slime left by the load.

“Somehow, you look even more perfect wearing that,” he chuckled, and Whim giggled despite herself.

“You know,” Tymar said, squatting down next to the befouled elf girl, “I was serious earlier. I couldn’t bear to think of you coming to harm, Whim. I didn’t mean to get you in trouble with the whole ghargatuloth thing. I felt so bad that I even signed up for cleanup duty to try and make it up to you.”

“Wow, that was really dumb of you,” Whim replied, and the starlight glinted off her wolfish smile. “So, so dumb. What a ridiculous way to impress a girl.”

“Careful,” Tymar said, the corners of his eyes crinkling as he grinned, “you’re liable to get a repeat of what just happened.”

“Promise?” Whim said, running her fingers in teasing circles around her nipples.

“Oh Blessed Solana’s Bounteous Bosom,” said Niamh’s exasperated voice. The winsome elf mage stepped into the veranda, boots clicking against the flagstones and eyes flashing as they took in the sight of the two naked apprentices.

Their gaze settled on the spent condom still stuck to Whim’s forehead, and they rubbed their temples as if trying to forestall a headache.

“I swear to the gods, I can’t leave you alone for a single moment, Whim. You know very well that the whole point of the ritual was that the cum is supposed to be saved, not squandered. And you,” they continued, rounding on Tymar. “I expect a certain level of irresponsibility from Whim at this point, but I thought better of you, Tymar.”

“Sorry, Spellsinger Niamh.” Tymar hung his head, all trace of the assertive, sensual man who’d bound Whim up and made her beg for his dick evaporating the face of Niamh’s disappointment. “I take full responsibility, Spellsinger,” he said, clearly ready to fall on his proverbial sword for Whim’s sake. “It was all my idea.”

Whim was totally fine with that. “Yeah, it actually was,” she agreed.

Tymar shot her a look but kept his mouth shut. She smiled at him sweetly.

“Uh-huh,” Niamh said skeptically. “Do I look like I was born last century? You’re both on cleanup duty until further notice. Now I’m going to sit here and watch you sponge up every last drop of jizz until this veranda sparkles, and I expect you both to be at the Grove of the Unrelenting Stallion tomorrow evening for the next ritual. And there will be No. Funny. Business.  Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Spellsinger,” the two apprentices said in unison.

Under Niamh’s watchful eye, Whim retrieved her washcloth and joined Tymar over by the ritual altar. As they both collected the spent condoms and their precious contents, the teal-haired elf whispered to her new fuck-buddy out of the corner of her mouth.

“Looks like we’re stuck together for a while on the cleanup crew,” she said.

“Looks like,” Tymar agreed, and he didn’t sound even a little bit glum about it.

“Niamh’s wrong about one thing,” Whim said, chucking a particularly well-filled condom into the bucket they were using to gather them. It made a soggy thump as it hit the bottom of the container.

“What’s that?” asked Tymar, and his blue eyes sparkled as if he knew the answer already.

“There’s definitely going to be some funny business.”


Snow Queen’s Desire" by Alana Church

It started with the wind.

The wind came from the north, drifting from the polar seas, where no ship dared to sail. Over frozen coasts and lifeless waste, until it hit the jagged heights of the Sharkteeth. It climbed over those forbidding peaks, up into the clouds, briefly dancing with snow and ice before flowing back down the other side of that pathless mountain barrier and moving south. Over farmland now, homesteads and tiny villages speckled with orange lights, tiny flickers of life in the darkness. Across a mighty river, now covered in ice, but nevertheless the pumping heartbeat of a nation.

It turned, following the river south and then west as it swept towards the sea. There, humanity clustered, a teeming, massive city. Large bridges spanned the river, a wall encircled the houses of men. Part protection, part warning. Guards patrolled the walls, eyes squinting against the wind, ever vigilant against an approaching foe.

The wind paid them no heed. Faster now, driven by need and some innate sense, it darted through the streets of Lutsk. Men and women huddled into coats and cloaks as it whipped by. Through the broad thoroughfares given to the nobility and to merchant princes who could choke off the blood of trade, then down the hill, toward the river, to the poorer quarters. Here the streets were barely wider than the breadth of two men’s shoulders. Craftsmen, tradesmen, common laborers, families living in small, crowded rooms, piled on top of each other.

One building was larger than the rest, more openly prosperous. The sign over its red-painted door read, ‘The Cub and Cardinal,’ under a carving of a bright-red bird perched on the rump of a roly-poly bear-cub.

There. What the wind wanted was in there. It swirled in frustration, then leaped forward to batter at the entrance. Once, twice, and then at the third attempt, the ill-hung door swung wide on its crooked hinges and the wind poured through with a cloud of snow and sleet.

“For the love of all the gods,” the barkeeper shouted over the din of the common room. “Somebody shut the be-damned door!”

There was a general grumbling, but then a man got up and shouldered it shut with a grunt.

“Marta,” the barkeeper said. “Remind me tomorrow to have a carpenter over to fix that damn thing. It’s getting worse every day.”

“I always remind you, Hans,” the barmaid said over her shoulder, drawing a pint. “And you always forget.”

“Then remind me again.”

Marta said nothing and placed the tankard onto a tray filled with its mates. “Impudent wench,” he muttered as she pushed past him and towards a table occupied by a quartet from the smithy down the street. The apprentices laughed and flirted with her, and she returned their sallies with a saucy smile, though she was careful to keep out of reach of their hands.

He sighed and turned back to the man who stood at the bar. “Karl. What can I get for you?”

The man facing him across the polished wood might have been tall once. But now he was stooped with fatigue. Dressed in a motley assortment of cast-offs, his hair was speckled with snowmelt, and his broad hands shook, as if with some palsy. “Wine,” he said, rubbing a hand across his face. “A bottle of wine.”

Hans made no move. “Ten coppers,” he said, his voice flat.

Behind an ill-tended, silver-shot beard, a pair of lips attempted a winning smile. “I’m working tomorrow. Caravan job. I’ll pay you when I get back from Saltstrand. My word on it.”

“Your word on it,” Hans said softly, then struck the bar with the flat of his hand. Silence fell at the sound. “Your word is worth nothing, Karl Grayson! A caravan job? At this time of the year? In this weather? Do you think I am a fool? Ten coppers,” he repeated. “Or nothing of mine walks out of that door with you.”

“Hans.” Karl ran a hand across his forehead, though it emerged just as furrowed as before. “Please. I need something… just to help me sleep. One night. Please, old friend.”

The older man shook his head, but there was pity in his eyes. “There is nothing in a bottle that can help you, old friend. Come to me tomorrow, and I’ll give you what help I can. You’re still a young man, Karl. I know many men who could use a pair of strong arms like yours. Even me. Honest work and a warm place to sleep. Doesn’t that sound better than drinking yourself to death, Karl? What do you say?”

“You don’t understand. None of you do.” Karl raised his voice to a roar, rattling the crockery. A battlefield voice. “Is there not one person here who will have mercy on me? Not one?”

No one answered. Some of the faces held sympathy. Some, contempt. Others just looked away.

“Karl…”

“Forget it, Hans. I’ll not be your mule. I still have that much pride left.”

He turned his back and walked away. By some trick of the wind, the door slammed shut behind him.

“By all the gods,” one man said. “I hate winter.”

* * *

As he trudged away from the inn, Karl pulled the hood of his ragged, threadbare cloak up over his head. The storm was growing worse. Every step he took seemed to steal a little more warmth out of his body, until by the time he reached the alley where he had spent the previous night he was shivering. He trudged through snow nearly up to his knees, until he reached the sagging tenement. A recessed doorway gave him some protection from the wind. He shook snow off a pair of blankets, and then drew them around himself, trying to recreate the warm nest he had made the night before, when his landlady had thrown him out, unwilling to listen to his excuses and his promises to pay two full months of back-rent. But that night had been calm, though the growing clouds which had eaten up the night sky had told him a storm was on the way. This night had a wind straight from the Sharkteeth, and it would be a miracle if he survived until dawn.

Ah, well. Freezing to death is supposed to be a rather pleasant way to go. At least, when compared to the alternatives. Though Karl had never heard of anyone who had returned from the dead to report on what was the least painful way of meeting the gods. Another gust of wind raked him with claws of ice. Karl had a flint and steel in his belt. But it would surpass the skill of any man to light a fire on a night like this, even if he had dry tinder handy, which he didn’t.

His head nodded, and he forced himself awake with a snarl. If he froze to death tonight - and his old soldier’s canniness thought it likely - he was going to go with his eyes wide open. Not with the screams of women in his ears, born of the nightmares which plagued his sleeping hours.

He stared out into the swirling snow. Lit by the torches in Brewer Lane, it seemed to dance, twisting and bowing at the whims of the wind. Sometimes, against all logic, it seemed to hover in midair, as if time itself had stopped.

Karl blinked. No. The snow wasn’t hovering. It had ceased moving completely.

And then it swept aside, pulling away as if it were a veil. And a woman stepped through. The woman. The woman who put all others to shame.

She was clad in pure white, though her feet were unshod, walking across the surface of the snow as if she were weightless. Her gown was all of ice and snow, rising from her shins past slim hips to her impossibly narrow waist. From there, it rose again, separating into strands like fingers that cupped her lush breasts, until they rejoined again to draw across her shoulders. At every step, a length of ivory thigh, scarcely darker than the frost-white of her dress, slipped out of a slit in her gown.

Her face matched the rest of her. Plump lips like berries frozen on the vine. High, narrow cheekbones. Eyes that seemed to change whenever he looked at them, from pale blue to green to violet like ice at dawn. Her hair was a blonde so pale as to be almost indistinguishable from the snow that surrounded her, waving in the wind like seaweed around a shipwreck. 

She was lovely. Impossibly lovely. Cold and haughty and arrogant as a queen.

“Mortal man,” she said to Karl, looking down her aquiline nose. Her voice was deep and rich. A bedroom voice. “Are you afraid to die?”

“No, Lady Mab,” he croaked. “I am afraid to sleep.”

“You know me?”

The corner of his mouth twitched. “A woman, gowned as a queen, coming to me out of the teeth of a blizzard? Who else could you possibly be?”

“Indeed.” His respect seemed to please her. The wind ceased, and the deathly chill seemed to ease somewhat. Karl couldn’t call it warm, but the awful, wracking shivering of his body slowed. “Why do you fear sleep, sir knight? It is my understanding that most mortals find sleep pleasant.”

“Sir knight?” he repeated with a bitter laugh.

Why not tell her? At least then someone would know the truth, and why I have been reduced to this lowly state.

“Yes, Sir Karl Grayson, I once was. Because of my success on the battlefield, I rose high in the king’s favor. And seven years ago, during the war with Pustinar, I was given the command at Kamil.

“We held.” Karl swallowed sickly. “We held. Through eleven terrible months, we held. Through everything the damned Pustins threw against us. The town burned, but the fortress held. We ate rats, walked through human filth up to our knees, but the fortress held. One night, I led a sortie against a company of sappers that were trying to undermine the northeastern curtain wall. I choked on smoke and knifed men I could barely see, but the fortress held. We were surrounded, cut off, with no hope of rescue and with nothing to do but compose our death-songs, but the fortress held,” he snarled.

“And then, one day, when my command, what was left of it, looked like a gang of starving scarecrows, a courier was passed through the Pustin lines. Oh, he was a sweet, tender young thing. Well-fed, perfumed, dressed in silk, and set on a mount that would feed a company for a week.

“And he told us to walk away. That Kamil had been sold. That all of our effort, all of our sacrifice, had been in vain. That Kamil, the key to our western battle line, had been bargained away for two hundred thousand marks that would do nothing but line the pockets of our oh-so-noble chancellor.

“As I marched away, I could already hear the screams of the women. I have heard them in my dreams ever since.”

“And then what happened?” The voice was soft. Velvet over silk.

“Then?” He laughed, harshly, then coughed. “Then I walked down the road that led here, my lady. First, as a captain, in my lord Wilhelm’s train. I helped him lose the Battle of Tralus. And then, when I had proved untrustworthy, as a common knight.”

“Knight. Mercenary. Bodyguard for the idle rich. And then as a lowly caravan guard.” The words fell lightly from the woman’s lips as she listed the levels of his defeat. “And even that proved beyond your skills. So here you are. A pathetic drunkard, unable to even afford a bottle of cheap rot-gut, freezing to death in an alley. No one to mourn your passing when you are gone.”

Karl put his head back against the splintered wood of the doorway. “Have you anything else to say, lady? Or will you let me die in peace?”

“Oh, no. I have use for a man of your particular set of skills. If you are interested. Have you given thought to why I am here, mortal?”

Karl had. And the mere idea terrified him. Getting on the wrong side of the gods was one thing. Gods could be bribed, with prayer and tithes and good deeds. And the one thing Karl had not done was stint on his duties to the higher powers. This woman, though. No. If the old tales were true, if she found you, the wisest thing would be to slit your own throat.

“You are Mab. The queen of ice and darkness. Queen of the winter fae.”

Her smile widened. “It is always pleasant to be reminded that I have not been forgotten.”

“And what do you want of me, Queen Mab?”

“Something I can get from no other. For this task, I need a mortal. And my own, alas, is no more.” She sighed, her lips forming a petulant pout. “Mortals are so distressingly short-lived. It makes one wonder, it truly does.

“I offer you a bargain, Sir Karl. I need a champion.”

Karl found himself falling, entirely unwittingly, into the courtly cadences of his youth. “I am, of course, honored by your regard, Queen Mab,” he said, ignoring that he was sitting in a freezing alleyway, surrounded by rotting, half-frozen garbage. “But what can any mortal do for you?”

“I need a champion,” she repeated. “My court grows restive. The winter fae are seldom biddable, even at the best of times. I need a strong hand to maintain discipline.”

Karl let his eyes close. “Then set one of your own to keep them in order. Why choose a mortal?”

“One of my own? And put him and his clan above the rest of my courtiers?” Mab laughed, high and clear. “Oh, poor mortal fool. Then all others in my court would rise up to throw him down. I need someone who has no clan, no family, and no allies. Not even a common race. No allegiance to anyone.” Her eyes hooded. “No one but me.”

Legend said it was perilous to bargain with the fae. But Karl was coming to the end of his rope, the last powers of body and mind leeched away by months of deprivation and suffering. “And what will I get in return?”

“Warmth. Food. Clean clothing. A place to sleep.” Mab smiled, her back subtly arching. “Coin enough to satisfy even the greediest of mortals, if such be your desire. And… other benefits. Not even the summer fae can compete with Winter, when it comes to beauty. Not all of the legends you have heard of us are false. Come with me, and you will know such pleasure that the afterlife your gods offer will pale by comparison.

“What say you, Sir Karl?”

Karl swallowed. “Can you take away my dreams?”

Mab shook her head regretfully. “No. But I can give you the chance to avenge the women you were forced to leave behind. Even in my court, there are those who are weak, who need protecting. And there are those who prey upon them.

“And you can reclaim your honor.”

My honor. Karl had thought he was beyond desire. That there was nothing he could live for, nothing anyone could offer him that would provide any temptation. But now there it was, hovering just out of reach, dangled at Mab’s fingers. “My honor?”

“Weren’t you sworn to defend the defenseless? To help the helpless?  To be the arm of justice, when all other justice failed?” Her voice sharpened. “Would it not be pleasant to live up to those ideals once more?”

She turned away. “But perhaps you don’t care. Perhaps you would prefer to perish in this stinking alleyway. Forgotten, unloved, and unmourned, with even your own kin ashamed of the depths to which you have sunk.

“Goodbye, Sir Karl,” she called over her shoulder. “Give my regards to the gods.”

“Wait!” Karl lurched to his feet. “My lady. Wait!” he called, staggering forward, though his muscles screamed, numbed by cold.

Mab turned, her eyebrows high. “Yes?”

“I need…” He wiped his mouth. “I need guarantees.”

If anything, Mab’s expression grew even more haughty. “You would bargain with me, worm?”

“Why not?” he retorted. “You came to me. I didn’t come to you. If you want my skill with a blade to keep order in your court, I require assurances that I will not be set against my own people.”

“The people who betrayed you? The people who would have happily let you die?”

He lifted his chin. “Yes. My loyalty is given to all mortals. Not just the ones who bear noble titles.”

A tiny smile crossed Mab’s lips. “Well said, Sir Karl.

“I accede to your request. In the unlikely event I should ever need to lift a hand against a mortal, you will not be the instrument of my vengeance.”

“One day,” he croaked.

Mab cocked her head. “You are wary. And wise.”

“I am terrified,” he countered.

“Ah. La, then. Fear and wisdom oft dwell in the same house. Very well. My word on it. One day. And if we find each other amenable, let us - what is the mortal term? - ah, yes, we shall renegotiate the terms of your employment.”

Before Karl could flinch away, she had flowed up to him. Her mouth opened. “A kiss, to seal our bargain,” she whispered.

“A kiss?”

“Indeed. Not all of the tales mortals tell of the fae are lies, Sir Karl. Though the seed of truth may be deeply buried.”

He expected her lips to be cold. But he was wrong. She was warm; as warm as any mortal woman. Perhaps more. Her body was soft and firm at the same time. And to his incredulous surprise, despite his oaths to never take a woman to bed until he had regained his honor, Karl found himself instantly, savagely aroused. He pushed against Mab. Unexpectedly, she pushed back against him, the ripe mound of her groin grinding against his engorged manhood.

“Enough.” Mab pulled away, breaking their kiss. The back of one wrist passed across her mouth, which was creased in distaste. “That is sufficient. You are mortal. And male. That is more than enough for me for now.

“Will you come with me, Sir Karl? Or do you wish to die?”

“I will go with you, my lady.”

In moments, there was only snow and the wind in the alley, quickly filling a single set of footprints.

* * *

Karl stumbled out of the frozen hell of a winter blizzard and into…

Well, not the heaven the priests had promised him, when he was young and foolish enough to believe in a benevolent afterlife, that was certain. But it definitely wasn’t the Hell of the Adversary, either. In the first place, there was a noticeable lack of demons, pools of brimstone, and the wails and lamentations of the sundered souls of the unforgiven.

In the second, it was almost…ordinary. Karl raked his hand through his uncut hair, spilling out a mass of snow and ice-cold meltwater. The corridor in which he found himself would not have been out of place in any fortress or stronghold, though instead of gray stone, it was made of what seemed to be pure white marble. Wide enough for six men to march abreast, it arched high above his head.

And, of course, there was the not-so-simple matter of the members of the winter fae who turned in his wake as he followed Mab, their faces twisted in a combination of confusion and disgust. Male and female alike, they looked on him with barely-concealed disdain, though their heads bowed in respect as their queen passed. Karl, however, used to the ways of ambition, caught looks in their eyes which told him they envied the queen her power.

“My queen.” A male, tall enough to tower over both Karl and the queen, raised an eyebrow. “Have you decided to take a mortal pet?” His coal-black eyes glittered with malice. “I fear this might not be the best specimen you could have acquired. Of course, one knows that with age the faculties fade.”

Karl didn’t need to know the hidden currents of Mab’s realm to hear the sneer behind the male fae’s words. His right hand flashed to his belt. But his last dagger was gone, the rust-pitted blade sold to buy a flagon of wine two weeks past. So instead of drawing a weapon, he leaped forward, his fists bunching in the silk at the lordling’s throat. Even in his current state, his arms and chest held enough muscle to lift the fae and slam him against the wall of the hall.

“I think you may have just…insulted…Queen Mab,” he breathed. “As her champion, I take exception to such an act.” He stopped, eying the other members of the fae, who had paused, taken in by the show. Just as so many cats, he thought, would halt their feline business if offered a more interesting distraction. “But I am sure that was completely unintentional. Wasn’t it.”

His hands twisted the man’s doublet, the cloth tightening around his throat. Mab looked on impassively as the fae’s heels drummed against the unforgiving stone of the wall. “Lord Blackthorne?”

Karl allowed his hands to loosen, just enough for the fae to haul in a breath. “Queen Mab asked you a question, my lord.”

“No! Yes!” It came out as a sort of choking gurgle. “I am…loyal to you, my queen! I did not intend to insult you! Please. Forgive me!”

“Sir Karl. Release him.”

Karl hesitated. Just long enough for Blackthorne’s eyes to widen in renewed fear. Then he stepped back, releasing his grip, allowing the fae to fall at his feet in a crumpled heap. “As you wish, my queen.” With difficulty, he kept himself from planting a boot in the fae’s ribs. He glared down at him, allowing himself the smallest measure of satisfaction as Blackthorne scrambled out of reach.

“Shall we go on, my champion?” Mab offered him her arm. Karl took it.

“That was well done,” she breathed as she led him down the hall. “Blackthorne is one of those who thinks he can fill my shoes. This tale will be all over my realm in a matter of hours.”

“Your realm.” Karl swallowed. “My lady. Where are we?”

“Mortals have many names for it. The hollow hills. The lands of faerie. The shadowed lands. The twilight realm.

“If you stay on as my champion, you will gain the ability to move between this realm and the mortal lands at will.” Her dark lips pursed. “In truth, it will be necessary for your work. Not all of the realms of men are as ignorant of our existence as yours is. There are still some who welcome us. And, of course, you will need to make your bow to my sister, the Summer Queen.”

“The Summer Fae,” he breathed. Of course. “What is she like?”

Mab smiled. Her teeth were sharp. “Savage.”

“What?”

“Do you think it is only winter that is cruel, Sir Karl? Have you never seen a mother protect her child? If you have, then you will know that love is as vicious as hunger. And as unforgiving.

“Ah. Here we are.” She pushed open a door. “Your chambers, while you reside with us. Mine own are nearby.” Her voice rose. “Kitaen. Present yourself.”

There was a flurry of skirts and a woman appeared. She knelt before the queen on one knee

“Rise, child.” Mab’s voice was almost warm. “Kitaen, I have found my champion. At least for a day. His name is Sir Karl Graystone.

“Feed him, clothe him.” Her nose wrinkled. “By all the gods, bathe him. Make him acquainted with his chambers. I will call for him tomorrow. Be sure that I expect to be satisfied with the results.”

“Yes, my queen.” The elf-maid Kitaen was inhumanly beautiful. She had a delicate, lovely face, crowned in bronze-gold hair, with ears that swept up into narrow points, and a woman's body under her pale blue gown. “You will be.”

“Sir Karl.” Mab’s eyes caught his. Caught them and held in a black gaze, disturbingly intent. “Learn this, and learn it well. Whether you spend one day as my champion, or decades, the rules will not change. And I will say this only once. Anything which is freely offered, you may accept. And any bargain you strike will be binding.”

She raised her fingers. Ice grew from her nails, sharpening into razor-sharp talons.

“But if you try to take anything which is not yours, be it the merest trinket, then the last thing you see before I freeze your eyeballs solid will be your entrails lying at your feet. Do you understand me?”

Karl shuddered, looking into those dark, dark eyes. A shark’s eyes might look that way, just before it devoured you. Cold and pitiless and utterly inhuman. “I understand, my lady.”

Mab stared at him, as if judging the depth of his fear, then nodded once. “Very well. I leave you in Kitaen’s keeping. I will send for you on the morrow.”

With that, she swept out of the room. The door closed silently behind her.

“Sir Karl?” Kitaen’s soft voice broke the silence. “What would you have of me, my lord?”

“I am no lord,” he mumbled. All at once he sagged, feeling like a puppet whose strings had been cut. He looked down at himself. Dripping snowmelt on the polished wooden floor, hairy, dirty, absolutely reeking with dried sweat and the garbage of Lutsk’s filthy alleyways, and dressed in clothes which were little better than rags. “The queen mentioned a bath?”

Kitaen nodded quickly, and Karl wondered if he smelled even worse than he thought. And then if that was even possible. “Of course, my lord. Your suite has a splendid bathing chamber.”

“I told you once,” he growled, making the girl jump. “I am no lord.”

Kitaen’s chin rose. “You are the champion of Mab, Queen of Faerie. For one such as I, you are a lord.”

He shrugged acquiescence, too tired to argue, and followed the girl through a door. It was, as promised, a bathing chamber. A large tub was sunk into the stone-flagged floor, big enough for a squad of mercenaries. “It’s going to take a long time to fill this,” he said, imagining a brigade of bucket-hauling servants. “And by the time it’s full, it’ll be freezing.”

“Oh?” Kitaen pulled a handle. Water, fairly steaming with heat, poured out of a short, curved pipe, and the tub began to fill.

“My gods! What magic is this?”

“No magic.” Kitaen’s smile glimmered. “Lady Mab is fond of her comforts. She made a bargain with a dragon. In exchange for certain inducements, she heats our bathing water, among other things.”

Karl didn’t ask what the other things might be, afraid of what the answer was. Disposing of inconvenient bodies, perhaps.

But no matter how, the prospect of a hot bath, of being clean, was enough to drive those thoughts out of his mind. He began to strip, his fingers pulling off layer after layer of sweat-stiffened clothes until he could finally climb clumsily over the rim of the tub and bathe.

Oh, Gods. Thank you. The water was hot, but not scalding. Almost immediately, it turned cloudy as month’s worth of grime was washed away. But Kitaen made an adjustment to the handle, and somehow new, clean water came in as quickly as the dirty was drained away.

“Soap, my lord?”

“Thank you,” he said absently, then flinched violently. While he had been distracted by the wonderful sensation of hot water, Kitaen had stripped down to her shift. In the lamplight of the bathing chamber, Karl could clearly see the curves of her lovely, elven body through the thin cloth.

“Here, my lord.” She moved behind him. “Let me aid you.”

“I’m not… I don’t…”

“The Queen put me at your service,” she breathed. “You cannot present yourself to her tomorrow looking like a roadside vagabond. I have served as a maid, for both men and women, for decades. I will make sure you do not shame your people.”

Karl was too tired to argue. He lay his head back and closed his eyes, letting the heat of the water soak into his bones as Kitaen helped him clean himself. Then she trimmed the edges of his ragged nails, murmuring some elvish imprecation about their state. And Karl nearly moaned as she worked soft soap into his hair, ordering him to dunk his head over and over until it was clean enough to suit her.

“Your beard, my lord?” she asked. “Should I trim it? Or shave it completely away?”

He fingered it. “What do you recommend?”

Her fingers stroked his cheek, making him shiver. “It depends on how you wish to present yourself. Do you wish to have the authority of a mature man? A commander? Then the beard should stay. Though shorter, so you don’t look like a half-tamed savage.

“Or do you wish to vie with the fae for the attentions of women? Your face has good bones. You are a well-made man. Twould be a pity to hide that behind a mask of hair. And it will mark you as foreign, as well.”

“Male fae…do not grow beards?”

“Indeed not.” He could hear an amused smile in her voice. “All of their hair… is elsewhere.”

“Shave it off,” he decided, and leaned back again. He watched through slitted eyes as globs of black and gray hair fell into the soapy water. Kitaen handled the razor with ease, not nicking him once as she ran it up the length of his throat, scraping away the last of his stubble.

By the time she was done, he almost felt human, rather than something the cat had hawked up. He stood, swaying only slightly, as Kitaen fetched him a towel.

“Oh.” Her voice was distant.

“Oh, what?”

Kitaen swallowed, the thick white towel held loosely in one hand. “I had not realized,” she whispered, staring at his middle. “Are all mortals…so...large?”

Karl stared at Kitaen, then blushed as her words hit home. To his utter mortification, he began to stiffen and swell under her avaricious gaze. He tried to cover himself with his hands, but it was little use.

“Your gods have blessed you, Sir Karl.” Very slowly, Kitaen walked forward. Somehow, as she had helped him bathe, her shift had grown damp, almost transparent. It clung to the ripe mounds of her breasts. The tips were stiff with desire, tenting the thin cloth. And lower, he could just make out the dark, shadowed place between her legs.

He took a step forward, then two more, until their bodies were almost touching.

“You can take me, Sir Karl,” Kitaen whispered. He could almost feel the heat, rolling off her body. She swayed forward, until the tips of her breasts were almost grazing his chest. He ached to cup them, to feel their warm heft in his palms. “I won’t fight you. I won’t even scream.”

His hand rose. Kitaen’s mouth opened, her tongue licking her lips.

Karl never knew what saved him. Maybe it was the tiny anticipatory glitter in Kitaen’s sky-blue eyes. The hint of hunger that had nothing to do with the desires of the flesh. Or perhaps the tenseness of her body. Not fear, but the coiled muscles of a predator before she leaped.

He closed his eyes, pummeling his wine-addled memory.

If you try to take anything that is not yours, be it the merest trinket, then the last thing you see before I freeze your eyeballs solid will be your entrails lying at your feet.

You can take me.

I won’t even scream.

Take.

Take.

“No.” Turning away was the most difficult thing he had ever done. But somehow he showed her his back, gulping in deep breaths of air. “No. I have never taken a woman unwilling. Nor will I.”

There was a faint snort. Perhaps approval. Perhaps disappointment. “So. You are clever. The queen chose well,” Kitaen said. “This time.”

Karl turned back around, fighting against the lure of that unearthly beauty. “This time?”

“Aye. Think you are the queen’s first choice? Or even her tenth? You are not. But you are the first to past this test.” She cocked her head, and Karl wondered how he had ever mistaken her for a servant. Now her posture was haughty. Even arrogant. “I was getting tired of having to clean up the bodies.”

Very carefully, he took the towel out of her hand and covered himself. “And now what?”

“Now I show you to your bedchamber. Where you will sleep. Alone.”

Karl was secretly relieved. Even if Kitaen had shown herself interested in lying with him tonight, he didn’t think he would be able to perform. The elf-maiden was beautiful, but he was worn to the bone.

He allowed Kitaen to lead him to his bedchamber. It seemed a pleasant enough room, with a floor of polished wood that glowed in the candlelight. Blushing under her level gaze, he drew a set of soft linen trews over his legs. “Thank you, Lady Kitaen. Will I see you on the morrow?”

“Who knows what tomorrow will bring?” she answered. Her lips quirked. “Like as not, it will be something you have never imagined”

“Like as not,” he agreed, closing his eyes and lying on the bed. It was soft beyond his wildest dreams. He slipped under clean sheets and warm coverlets. A bit of warm fire was burning in the fireplace, heating the bedchamber. “Thank you, my lady,” he said, his slurred words owing nothing to wine and everything to an overwhelming weariness.

“For what?”

“For not killing me.”

“Ah.” He could hear the smile in her voice, though he was sinking towards sleep. For once, he embraced it. “You gave me no offense, Sir Karl. And I would not shame Queen Mab by slaying a man under her protection, if I had no reason to do so.

“Good night. Dream sweetly. Most likely one of the fae will kill you in the morning.”

* * *

Karl woke the next morning to the tantalizing aroma of hot food.

He sat up with a jerk, one hand reaching for a weapon that wasn’t there. As he did, a shape gasped and flinched away. “My lord?” a voice quavered.

How many times will I have to insist I’m not a lord before these people will stop calling me that? He blinked, objects slowly coming into focus. From the bright sunlight that flooded into the room through a pair of high windows, it seemed to be mid-morning. The sun picked out the colors on his coverlet, and the wooden floor fairly glowed.

“Good morning.” He cleared his throat. “I’m sorry if I startled you. I am Karl. And you are…”

“Oh!” The girl, clearly a servant, bobbed her knees in a quick curtsey. “I am Rania, my lord. Are you ready to break your fast?”

“Gods above, yes,” he said fervently, as his stomach growled. Rania smiled, setting a tray on a small table near the hearth. Quick as a blink, she laid it with bowls and platters containing more food than Karl had seen in the past week. A bowl of hot porridge, fried eggs, slices of ham, crispy around the edges, and a plate of ripe fruit, along with both milk and a large carafe of fruit juice.

“When you are ready, my lord” Rania said as he wiped up the last of the egg yolk with a heel of bread, “Queen Mab bids you to seek out her armsmaster. She wishes that someone judge your true skill with a blade, before she chooses you as her champion.

“She also said,” the maiden continued, in so dry a voice that it had to be Mab’s exact words, “that no matter how diverting it might be to see you strangle her foes, in her realm we do try to be more… civilized.”

Karl nodded, and rose to clothe himself. To his slight surprise, the clothes-chest in his chamber held more than enough garments to dress himself without shame. Karl put on dark breeches, a white tunic, and a waistcoat decorated in twining designs of red and green and blue.

He stamped into his worn boots. All of his other clothes were nowhere to be found, and good riddance to them. He doubted that they would even be suitable for cleaning rags. “Can you take me to the armsmaster?”

“Of course, Sir Karl. Please follow me.”

Following Rania was a delight. The girl looked as human as Karl, but her body was as slender as a willow, impossibly graceful. She looked over her shoulder once, and the impish gleam in her eyes said more than words that she was aware of his regard.

“Here.” She pushed open a pair of double doors. “I will leave you in Captain Meredith’s competent hands. Good luck, my lord.”

Karl stepped into a room almost big enough to serve as a tourney field. High windows gave a sufficiency of light. The walls were hung with weaponry – everything from swords and daggers to lances, spears, maces, and halberds.

“Ah. There you are.” A tall, spare woman approached him. “You are Queen Mab’s prodigy?”

“Prodigy?” Karl didn’t need an introduction to know this was the armsmaster. Her air of unhurried competence told him that this was her domain. She was the first person in Mab’s realm who showed signs of age. Her face was unlined, but her dark hair was streaked with silver at each temple.

“You are her new champion, are you not?”

“Temporary,” he hedged.

Meredith snorted. “Once she has her hooks in a human, she rarely lets go, child.” Her eyes scanned him from toes to crown, and shrugged. “Tall enough. And strong by the look of you, though it seems you’ve been on short rations recently. What’s your weapon?”

Karl shrugged. As a younger man, he had been trained in all weapons a knight might be expected to use.

Meredith nodded at his explanation. “Then choose one,” she said, waving a hand at the walls. “Or two. And then we’ll see if you’re worthy of being our queen’s champion.”

A sword. Karl shivered. Taking up a weapon again seemed to be the first step on a strange journey. Could he do it? Could he regain the self-respect he had lost between the betrayal at Kamil and the moment when Mab stepped out of the snowstorm with her impossible offer? He paced around the salle, eying the weapons with an expert’s gaze. Some were obviously too big - gigantic two-handed broadswords he doubted he could even lift, let alone use. Others were just as obviously the playthings of the nobility – mere toys. He had no use for a rapier that couldn’t hold a decent edge.

In the end, he chose a sword, long enough for a man of his height, but light enough he could wield it with one hand if he had to. The hilt was almost brutal in its simplicity, wrapped with black calf-leather. After some hesitation, he also took up a long, wickedly sharp poniard, to balance it.

He hung the knife from his belt and moved through the opening forms of his old exercises with the sword, just as he had in the days when he was a mere squire for Baron Swift. In those days, the baron had seemed about ninety years older than the moon. Karl’s lips quirked at the memory.

His old skills came back to him quicker than he would have thought. Blood sang in his veins, his muscles warming as the blade wove patterns in the air.

“Very pretty,” Meredith commented, leaning against a post. She drew her own sword. Shorter and more slender than Karl’s own blade, she bore it as if it were an extension of her arm. “Care to try your skill against me?”

“With bare blades? And no armor?”

“The day I let a mere mortal draw blood against me is the day I tell the queen to find herself a new armsmaster,” Meredith snorted. “And I daresay I can keep your blood inside your skin, where it belongs.”

Karl drew his breath to reuse, but then hesitated. The look in those calm gray eyes wasn’t quite contempt. But he was alone, with no allies, and with only the uncertain temper of a queen known for cruelty and caprice between himself and death. Why not try his strength against the armsmaster, and perhaps win her respect?

“Very well,” he said, unbuttoning his waistcoat. He raised his sword into high guard. “Begin.”

Meredith sprang towards him in a blur, her sword whipping towards his throat in an arc of silvered steel. Karl parried as hard as he could, but was still driven back a step. Before he could even think about a return strike, her sword was whistling towards his stomach.

Dead. I’m dead.

But at the very last instant, the armsmaster twisted her wrist, so that rather than disemboweling him, he received a savage slap with the flat of her blade. He grunted in pain, but kept his own blade up, and circled to his right, seeking some advantage.

There was none. As Meredith stalked him around the room, Karl decided that he knew nothing of swordwork. The woman was quicker than a cat, slippier than an eel, with a wrist like steel. For every panting blow he managed to aim at her, a dozen snaked through his wavering guard, leaving him bruised and gasping.

“Enough.” Just when he thought he would collapse, Meredith took a step back and lowered her blade. Her face was impassive, but Karl thought he saw a flicker of respect in her eyes. “You’ll do.”

“What?” His hair was lank in his eyes, dripping with sweat. His knees were wobbling, there was a stitch in his side that felt as if a dagger was hilted in his guts, and he was panting like a man on his way to the scaffold. “You could have killed me. I lost track of the times you could have killed me.”

“Aye. I could have.” Her lips quirked in wry amusement. “But for a mortal, you are uncommonly skilled. Give me a year, and I will make such a bladesman of you that none will risk your wrath. Or Mab’s.”

“And until then?”

“Ah. Win your first fight, mortal. If you are impressive enough when you do so, there will be few who would risk a second.” Her eyes looked over his shoulder. “Yes? What is it, child?”

“Armsmaster.” Karl recognized Kitaen’s voice. “The queen sent me to make sure that Sir Karl is prepared for the banquet this evening. He is to be presented to the court.

“It’s a full six hours until then.”

“Well.” He could almost hear the smile. “One must take care to not rush these things. And she is the queen.”

“So she is.” The older woman flipped a hand at him. “It has been a rare pleasure to cross blades with a mortal, Sir Karl. If you survive this night, and take service as the queen’s champion, I will undertake to train you up to a standard worthy of our queen.”

Her blade swept up in salute. Karl returned it soberly, then followed Kitaen out of the salle.

“Do we really need all this time to prepare for the banquet?”

Kitaen sniffed and sped her steps. “Indeed. I for one think the time is hardly adequate to make you presentable. Or do you intend for the court to see you as you are? When dealing with mortals, one must grow used to a certain amount of human stench,” she said austerely. “But there is no reason to stink like a hound that has been swimming in a cesspool. We must rectify it, Champion. Or face the queen’s displeasure.”

“Oh.” Somehow, whether by the queen’s order or by mere pity, it seemed Kitaen had been appointed as his guardian. So Karl submitted to what he thought of a completely ridiculous amount of primping and pampering, culminating in a complete emptying of his clothes-chest and a series of maids scuttling in and out of his chambers, their arms laden with clothes as the light outside grew dim.

“This,” he said at last, at a complete loss of patience.

“Hmmm.” Kitaen, who seemed to enjoy the process of clothing him in much the same way his younger sisters did with dolls, put her head on one side. “Yes,” she said slowly. “That might do. The queen favors white, after all. You would complement her very well. And with your hair and eyes, you would seem to be a very angel of death. Almost an omen.”

Karl nodded and began the laborious process of dressing again. Black breeches, black silk shirt, black waistcoat subtly embroidered with blue and green and white to show where his loyalties lay, boots of black leather. On the left side of his belt he hung his sword. His poniard went on the right.

“Mmmmm.” Kitaen hummed her approval. “Yes. Very martial, indeed.” She held up a mirror. To Karl’s surprise, he looked younger than he would have dreamed possible. Hunger and deprivation had lent his face some of the bony gawkiness of his youth. But his mouth was hard and his eyes grim.

“You will have their curiosity.” She kissed him, fierce and quick. Her lips were hot. “Now demand their respect.”

* * *

Walking into the festal hall was worse than commanding a siege, Karl thought. What seemed like hundreds of eyes swung to him as the majordomo announced his name and title. They stared at him with all the calm, malicious amusement of so many cats. His knees shook, but he fixed his eyes on Mab on the dais, who rose to her feet in greeting.

“Sir Karl,” she murmured as he approached.

“My queen,” he responded. Out of some unused lumber-room in the back of his mind, he retrieved a courtly bow, bending over her extended hand. Her fingers were cool as he brushed his lips across the backs. When he straightened again, her lips were curled in an approving smile.

“My lords, my ladies. And dear guests. As you can see, I have chosen a new champion, Sir Karl Grayson.” Her eyes, hard as agates, swept across the room. “I trust that this night will not be disturbed by any unpleasant incidents. Do so under pain of my displeasure. And of Sir Karl’s chastisement.”

“Do you think that will really work?” Karl said, as Mab sat. At her gesture, he took a place beside her.

“Of course not. They will try you tonight. And if they prove you a weakling, I will be forced to do away with you and my position will be weakened as a result.” She took a goblet of pale wine and sipped. “In order to impress them, I will have to make your death rather amazingly agonizing. So do not lose, Sir Karl.”

Stomach churning, Karl nodded, and looked around the room, seeking the hidden currents, the fault lines that would tell him where allies became enemies. In one corner a group of dwarves sat at a low table, jesting and quaffing ale. They were openly armed and mailed, but their voices rang with boisterous good humor. A tribe of giants glared at them from across the hall. One lifted what seemed to be an entire sheep-leg to his mouth and bit down. Even dozens of yards away, Karl thought he could hear bone crunch.

And there were more. More creatures that only a day ago Karl would have sworn only existed in the fancies of bards and madmen. Elves, impossibly graceful and beautiful, Lady Kitaen among their number. Green-skinned goblins, armed with hook-bladed knives. Hulking, warty ogres. Bare-chested centaurs whose hooves clattered on the marble floor. Lumbering trolls who careened drunkenly about the room. Sylphs and naiads and river hags with flowing green hair.

Karl watered his wine, though it seemed a sin to so spoil such a vintage, and took a bite of fish so tender and flaky it almost melted in his mouth. He nodded thanks to the servant who filled his plate, and speared a carrot. “Who are your enemies, my queen?”

“Enemies? No one in this hall, to be sure.”

Karl blinked. “What?” If the queen had no enemies, why did she need him?

“My enemies…are elsewhere.” Mab’s face went cold. No. Colder. “Beyond my realm, beyond the mortal lands, the world is gnawed by nameless things. They always seek a way in.” Mab’s frozen-berry lips tightened. “My people, and the summer fae as well, are always vigilant against them. If we ever fail, this world, aye, and the mortal realm as well, would see an orgy of destruction that would make the gods weep. These?” Her hand waved. “These are not enemies. They are rivals. And I do not suffer anyone, mortal or fae, to contest my authority.

“Especially,” she added, her voice dropping into a furious snarl, “some four-legged, horse-brained donkey who should know better.”

Warned, Karl followed her gaze. In one corner, a group of centaurs clustered around a table that accommodated their unusual body type. Mab’s servants darted in and out, laden with trays and platters and jugs of wine, trying to avoid their groping hands. As he watched, Rania was pulled into the embrace of a chestnut stallion who ignored her swatting hands and nuzzled her neck.

“Why so shy, little dove?” he chuckled. His hands groped at her skirts, pulling them high. Rania shrieked as he pawed at her. Cloth tore, and the maiden tried in vain to cover herself.

“Champion.” Mab’s words fell into the air like chips of ice. “Put an end to this.”

“Yes, my queen.” Red with wrath, Karl stood. “You!” he shouted. “Brood-mare!”

The silence that followed his words didn’t just hang. It dangled like a corpse from a gibbet. The centaur turned. “What did you call me?”

“Were the words too long for you?” Karl growled, descending from the dais. “Let. Her. Go.”

“And if I refuse, mortal?”

Karl drew his sword. “Then I find out how many stomachs a horse really has.”

A low chuckle issued from a hundred mocking throats. The centaur turned, then shoved Rania away, sending her sprawling to the floor. From a sheath at his back, he drew a sword. In his hands, it looked as large as a tree trunk. “Do you think so, human?”

Karl smiled. For the first time in years, his heart was clear. This was what he had been born for. “Come and try me, mule. No. Wait.” He raised his hand. “What’s your name, you slug? So that I might pray for your soul after I send it into the afterlife.”

“I am Uskillion,” the centaur snarled. “And I will piss on your body when you are dead.”

His sword swept down with enough force to behead him if it connected. But Karl parried, his shoulders burning with the effort, disengaged, and circled, trying to see the weakness of a foe who fought on four legs.

In moments, he knew it was hopeless. Uskillion was too quick, his form perfect. His attacks were repelled with almost contemptuous ease, while Karl barely kept his blade away from his vitals. The weight of his body gave even his weakest blows the force of a battering ram, until Karl was sure his sword would shatter.

Perfect. Too perfect. Uskillion had never been on a battlefield, where lives were measured in seconds. Karl closed with him, hilts locked. His legs quivered with the strain as he tried to force him back, even one step, and he drew his poniard, his shoulders hunched as he pitted his two blades against Uskillion’s one.

“I admit it,” he gasped. “You’re better than me.”

And then he dropped his right hand, trusting his left arm and his poniard would buy the one precious second he needed to reverse his sword in his grasp.

And then he punched Uskillion square in the face with the hilt of his sword. Over and over, crushing his cheekbone, pulping his lips, spraying his teeth out of the side of his mouth. The centaur staggered drunkenly, and Karl bore him down to the ground. One hand closed around his neck. The other put his dagger in the hollow of his throat.

“Apologize to the queen,” he said, as the centaur’s legs kicked helplessly. It was almost funny. Almost. “And to her servant, who you molested. Or die.”

“You wouldn’t.”

He pricked his throat, drawing blood. “Nothing in the wide green world would give me greater pleasure than seeing you die. Apologize,” he repeated.

Very, very slowly, Uskillion raised his hands in surrender. “My queen. I apologize.”

Karl pushed his dagger deeper. “And to the lady.”

Wide-rimmed eyes flicked to the side. “And to you. Miss…”

“Rania,” Karl growled.

“Rania!” the centaur squealed. “Forgive me. Please!”

Rania stalked forward. Karl could almost hear her thoughts. But instead of kicking the centaur in his balls, she settled for a blow to his ribs.

“I hope the queen has you gelded,” she hissed, her lovely face black with fury. “And then hung up as a warning to every other fool who thinks he can flout her will.”

“My queen?” Karl did not let the edge of his blade stray from Uskillion’s throat. “Shall I dispatch him for you? Or would you rather have the pleasure for yourself?”

“Oh, what to do, what to do?” Mab purred. Her heels clicked across the marble floor as she descended from the dais. “There are so many ways to inflict pain on one who has overstepped his bounds. Aren’t there, Uskillion?” she said, crouching down to look the centaur square in his red-rimmed eyes. “Do you think I have not heard whispers of your plotting? How you believe that I, Mab, have grown soft?

“Take him away.” At her words, a squad of hard-eyed elves moved forward. “To the cells with him, where he will wait upon my displeasure.

“And for you, my champion.’ Her gaze briefly warmed. “You have my thanks. What reward will you have?”

Karl stood. “Service is its own reward, my queen.”

“Oh?” Her dark lips turned up. “And have you decided to make our arrangement… more permanent?”

Karl hesitated. This decision would change his life.

But what was there for him, back in Lutsk? Even if he was able to climb out of his pit of poverty and despair, his past would still haunt him. What lord would give him a place in his entourage now? No one would trust him with a command. He was disgraced, an object of pity and contempt. The best he could hope for was the lot of a common soldier. Or even worse, a mercenary, where half of his companions would be obsessed with looting and rape.

I can be a man here. Reclaim my honor. Maybe even make atonement for my mistakes.

“Queen Mab, I have.”

A hungry smile curved the queen’s lips. “Our first bargain was for a day, my champion. And that day is all but spent. How long do you wish to serve me? A day? A week? A year? A mortal life?”

“All the days the gods give me.”

“Ah.” Her smile widened. “Then let us go to my chambers, my champion. And seal our bargain.”

* * *

“My queen?” Karl hoped his voice did not quaver. But as the doors of Mab’s chambers closed behind him, he had the uncomfortable feeling he had walked into a trap. “What is happening?”

In reply, Mab turned her back to him and drew the silken mass of her moon-blonde hair over her shoulder. “Disrobe me, Sir Karl.”

Karl looked around. He would have expected a flock of maidservants to descend on the queen as soon as they entered. But he and Mab were alone in the chamber.

He swallowed. But the queen had given him a command. And he had just pledged to serve as her champion. It would be very poor form to start disobeying her now.

Also unhealthy, his mind reminded him. So he stepped forward, his shaking hands undoing the tiny bone buttons on the back of her ice-blue gown, until a stretch of her bare back appeared, her skin like cream in the candlelight.

“Ah!” Mab sighed in relief. “That is better.” She turned, her arms looping around Karl’s neck. She was very tall, for a woman. As tall as he. Her eyes were on a level with his. “Lady Kitaen reports you are not one of those men who desire other men, my champion,” she murmured, her lips a scant inch from his. “And that your manhood is quite…impressive. “Come. Will you seal our bargain?”

“Our bargain?” he repeated numbly.

“Our first bargain was for a day. Do you recall how we sealed it? With a kiss, Sir Karl. Do you think that pledging your life to me will be a simple thing, with the two of us scrawling our names on a scrap of paper?

“No. You are mine now. Mine until the day you draw your final breath, as Sir Lewis was before you. And when you do, you will know your life has not been wasted. That you have stood between your people and the forces of darkness.”

“The forces of darkness. And who are they? Your people, my queen?”

Her eyes blazed. “Not my people.” A palm-edge slashed through the air. “My people are capricious. And cruel. And driven by hungers mortals cannot understand. But we are not evil. One day, Sir Karl, I will bring you to where my warriors battle against the very forces of Unbeing. And you will look true evil in the face. And pray your mind doesn’t snap against the strain.”

She shrugged out of her gown. “But for now, I need you to fuck me.”

“My lady?”

“Are you deaf as well as blind? A small bargain means a small price. But what you have pledged to me is no small bargain. It is an oath, that must be recorded in blood and flesh. Our flesh.

“You will not own me, my champion. No. You never will. But there’s an empty place inside me only you can fill.” She peeled down her gown, until it fell around her waist like the petals of a frost-seared flower. “Take lovers by the dozen. Scatter your seed over both my realm and the human one. But when I call, you will answer.”

She ran a finger up the stiff line of his cock, which was throbbing with want. “You are mine and it is time for me to claim you. It is ill luck to leave a bargain unsealed.”

And with those words she seized the back of his head in her fingers and drew him towards her, a tiny mewl of need escaping her lips.

One did not make love to the fae. Their hearts were too cold, their desires too sharp.  If you were a mortal man, Karl thought, your first priority should be to simply survive. Mab kissed him like a starving woman, her tongue darting into his mouth, her teeth nipping at his lips. When he brought his hands up to the firm, snowy hills of her breasts, she groaned aloud, and when he circled her nipples with his thumbs, they stiffened under his touch immediately, her torso rippling as she pressed her body against his.

“The bed,” she gasped, tearing her mouth away from his. “The bed, or I’ll have you take me standing.”

Karl blinked. “People do that?”

Mab chuckled. “Oh, you are such an innocent, Sir Karl. When it comes to copulating, both mortals and fae are endlessly inventive.” She took him by the arm and led him into her bedchamber, her breast warm and firm against his side. “Whenever I think I have tasted the last drop of passion, someone refills my cup.”

Methodically, she began to strip him of his clothing, humming softly under her breath in approval as his body came into view. “I see Lady Kitaen was correct about your impressive endowment. Yes. You are a more than adequate replacement.”

Karl was tempted to cover himself. But one did not win the respect of Mab by showing cowardice. Instead, he spread his arms wide, inviting her to look at him. He turned the gesture into a courtly bow. “What will you have of me, my lady.”

“In time?” Her smile sharpened, showing teeth. “All of you. But for now?” She turned, wiggling out of her gown. She was, Karl was faintly scandalized to notice, wearing absolutely nothing beneath. With sinuous grace, she got onto the bed and leaned against a snowdrift of pillows. Her trim thighs parted, and her hands swept down, framing her woman’s cleft. “Now, I command that you pleasure me.”

“As my lady bids.” With considerably less grace than Mab had shown, he joined her on the bed and arranged himself between her legs. Her scent was musky, her hair pale blonde and close-trimmed. Karl slid his hands under her buttocks and lifted her up, bringing her lips close to his mouth.

“Oh, yes,” Mab moaned as he took his first lick of her. Her hands reached down, her nails pricking his scalp. Just painful enough to be a warning if he should be thinking about moving away.

But he wasn’t. Mab’s taste was… well, Karl would say the fae queen tasted like wine, but he’d had too much bad wine over the last few months to insult her by making that comparison.

But he feared she might be just as addictive though. She tasted of nothing he could describe, and yet everything. Salt and honey and a faint floral scent, like snowdrops or winter roses. He opened his mouth as wide as he could and took her in, took it all in, his tongue running over her secret bud. He let her responses guide him, the low, growling groans as her pleasure took her. Her thighs tightened around his head, and then loosened, over and over again. Each time a little tighter, each time her growls lower, more guttural. Each time her hips rocking higher as Karl licked her deeper, his tongue exploring her depths.

“Yes,” Mab panted. Her hands tightened on his scalp, her nails digging deep. The pain was a goad, and Karl found her bud, flicking his tongue over it in a staccato rhythm that made her squirm. “Yes, yes. Yes!”

The ripples of Mab’s climax began at her head as she slowly turned back and forth, her mouth open wide. From there, they spread down her body, her breasts heaving, her nipples hard as pink peaks of granite poking through a pair of snow-covered mountaintops. Down, past her flat belly, where hidden muscles tensed. Down, over her golden mound. Slowly, the thrusts of her loins up at him increased, in frequency and force, her pale pink nether-lips dripping with her womanly dew.

And then, all at once, her body stiffened, all of her muscles locking into place. A high shriek, wordless, tore loose from her panting mouth. At the same time Karl’s mouth was flooded with a gush of cool, thin liquid, tasting of spice and snowmelt. He drank it down, swallowing over and over until it stopped.

He raised his face, looking up at Mab, hoping for…something. Not love, certainly. The queen of the winter fae was not a mortal woman. One might as well hope for affection from a thunderstorm or a blizzard.

In his time, before his fortunes had turned sour, Karl had made love with several high-born ladies. If Mab was one of them, he might have expected some soft, quiet talk, bodies comfortably close, before they took pity on him and gave him the release he desired.

They certainly wouldn’t have leaped forward, twisting and throwing him until he was pinned under their fever-hot bodies, and then lunged for his cock, their mouths open wide in dangerous, feral hunger. He reached down to slow her, but his wrists were pinned to the mattress by Mab as she devoured the entire erect, straining length of his cock in one incredible plunge.

Karl struggled, trying to break Mab’s grip, but was brought up short by the unmistakable press of teeth around his staff. He froze, watching Mab’s eyes as she looked up at him. Slowly, she smiled, showing him her teeth, fastened delicately in the skin at the base of his cock.

Trust. He had to trust her, insane as that might sound. He had given her no reason to harm him. And, truth be told, he found his position more than a little bit exciting. Slowly, muscle by muscle, he made himself relax.

Mab’s smile grew, as if she sensed how perversely arousing he found the danger. Slowly, she removed her teeth from his shaft. Lips and tongue took their place, caressing the places where she had scored him, and then she began to bob her head up and down. Salva dribbled from the corners of her mouth, coating his manhood as she pleasured him.

Karl threw his head back with a groan, his hands fisting in the blankets as he fought for control. It had been months since he had last lain with a woman. And that drunken encounter with a blowsy prostitute had been nothing to remember.

But with Mab’s lips and tongue sending him to heights of ecstasy he had never thought to reach again, it was almost asking too much to keep a leash on his desires. He reached for the fae queen, his hands gathering in her large, lush breasts. She moaned around his cock, the vibrations from her lips making his body tense. He could feel a tiny spurt of his essence leave his cock-tip and Mab lifted her head. A long strand of spit connected her mouth to his straining manhood.

“You taste lovely, my mortal.” She ran her tongue from root to tip. “Full of life. Fertile. Virile. A true man.” She peeled his foreskin back from his glans, tongue swirling around. Her other hand slowly fisted his slick length. “Are you close, mortal? Are you ready to spend your seed?”

Karl had never been more ready in his life, not even when he had been a ignorant, randy youth, about to give his virginity to a lusty farm maid a year older than he. But he clung to his pride, making his voice deliberately light. “If it be your will, my lady, I am ready to serve you.”

Mab’s eyes grew dark. “For the rest of your life?”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

“Done.” And with that single word, Mab let go of his cock. It slapped against his belly, then sprang up again, a defiant shout of desire. Mab straddled him, looking down, her eyes deep, unfathomable. “Done in the old way, and no one can claim the forms were not honored.”

She took his face between her hands, her lips kissing him hungrily. Her hot, wet cleft slid up and down his rod, teasing him, teasing them both.

And then Mab opened to him, taking him inside in one long plunge. Almost, it seemed to Karl, he could hear a faint click in his head, as if a lock had closed.

Or, he thought around a gasp of inconceivable pleasure, as if a door has opened.

Mab’s mouth came down on his. She kissed him, her tongue questing deep. He kissed her back, her passion feeding his. The fae queen writhed against him, not stopping until she had taken him all in, his cock utterly sheathed inside her, impossibly deep.

“Oh, yes, my champion,” she murmured. “Yes. Fill me. Give me what I need. Heat to sooth my chill. Light to shine in the darkness. Fill the emptiness inside me.”

Her words inflamed Karl. He found himself thrusting up against Mab. As she arched up, he cupped her lovely breasts, running his tongue around her stiff, swollen nipples. Mab moaned in his ear, her teeth fastening painfully on the lobe, as her loins rocked on top of his, each pistoning thrust sending wet, lewd noises through the bedchamber. Their legs twined as each fought for leverage, tangling like wrestlers grappling for dominance. Mab’s arms wrapped around his neck. His clutched her around the waist, clinching her tight, his nails digging into the tops of her buttocks. Her teeth fastened in his neck, while his scraped her nipples. Beyond his control, his groin punched up at her sheath, desperately seeking release.

Abruptly, Mab stilled. Her loins began a slow, circling motion as she ground down on him. Then all at once, her channel gripped his cock, inner muscles working like an invisible hand, stroking his length in a way guaranteed to drive any man mad.

Karl exploded in a wordless shout of release. His cock throbbed as he poured out years of hopeless yearning into Mab’s welcoming vessel. Burst after burst, spasm after spasm, until his balls were drained and his shaft almost sore with the clutch of the queen’s steaming cunt.

“Yes,” she sighed, replete at last, as the final twitches of his climax slowly receded, like the last burst of snowflakes after a storm. She rolled and pulled him onto his side, her milky white thigh idly stroking his flank, and drew in a soft, appreciative breath as Karl cupped her breast in his palm. Even with their coupling over, he could not resist a few slow, final strokes, prolonging what had already proven to be an unforgettable evening.

“Is my queen pleased?” he asked.

“Mmmmm.” Mab smiled, the expression startlingly tender. “Sir Lewis served me faithfully and well, Sir Karl, and for many years. I never had cause to fault him, either in the bedchamber or out of it. But you…”

She kissed him, her caress lingering. Amazingly, Karl felt his cock begin to stiffen again. ”Some lovers are like the finest foods or drinks. No amount can ever truly quench the desire for them. The more one has, the more one wants.”

Karl looked into her eyes. He did not love her. And he knew she did not love him, or care for him any more than a child might a toy, or a pet. He did not know if she was even capable of love, or if he could love a woman who was so utterly inhuman.

But he did desire her, in all of her fierce beauty. That much was certain. And he was beginning to respect her. It could not be easy, holding the violent, fractious peoples of the winter fae in check.

Sir Karl Grayson smiled, and embraced his destiny. “I am yours, my queen. My sword and my service are at your disposal.”

“And your body?”

He moved inside her, his smile growing as her eyes widened in faint shock. Her body trembled in renewed pleasure.

“That, as well.”

When Karl slept, many hours later, his sleep was deep.

And dreamless.


"An Offering Of Seed" by Tom Demiurging

At the base of Lod's Rest, the city was alight in celebration of a bountiful harvest. Beer flowed like water and fried dough was passed about with no mention of payment. Swine made fat and lovely over the year were slaughtered and the smell of simmering suet filled the air on every street. The sheer bounty of decadent foods threatened to tip plates and cups overflowed in tipsy hands.

Wax, firewood, and lard were available in such seemingly inexhaustible quantities that even modest homes were lit as though it were mid-day. Women dressed in their finest, most colorful cloth and men, proud of their work, went out in clean, new work clothes or nothing at all to display bodies honed by their crafts and bellies sustained thereof. One could not find anywhere quiet in the whole place, song and dance being the preferred entertainment of the night beside gorging.

Out in the hills, bonfires raged among the farmers' shabby halls like stars among heaven. Their work had been hard and their winter would be tiresome in its own way, but this night they would sing and dance and play like that was the purpose of life.

A line of lanterns showed the path up the mountain to the shrine, where the penitent would offer up their sincere thanks as well as their requests for the year to come. Many carried babies for the god's review, to see that their labors had been blessed. There was an earnest feeling of gratitude which touched everything in sight; thanksgiving for the god's efforts.

The shrine of the god they once worshiped was the one dark building, kept clean only to discourage the buildup of miasma or that god's wrathful return when overly slighted. The festival procession passed by without a good word said, but the folk songs didn't skip a beat and soon enough the new god's palanquin could no longer see the old shrine.

Seynne sighed behind her veil. Outside the walls of her palanquin, she watched the old place fall away as they turned a corner. It was not befitting her status that there should be any ill will between her and Porodi, but the old god of pigs had left in a trail of tears and angry spittle, sparing only curses for their target being a true heavenly maiden rather than another elevated spirit of nature.

She tried to clear her thoughts on it, return her mind to the celebration. Her pole-bearers were a pleasant enough distraction, shirtless and glistening with sweat, firmly muscled from their daily labors. These men were nothing compared to the heavenly warriors and courtiers to which Seynne was accustomed, but their comparative impotence was adorable in its own way. Their smell was nothing like the perfumed skins of the heavenly court; it seeped through layers of cloth to invade Seynne’s nose along with the scents of boiling oil and ash.

Unpleasant as it was to endure these lesser beings’ odors, it was necessary to acknowledge the hard work it represented. She did, however, arrange for a cool breeze to pass among them for a small comfort. The sighs of relief she heard from her servants filled her breast with warmth, that they appreciated her tiny blessing so readily. As a side benefit, their stink was gone from her nose for a short time.

A piglet lay by Seynne’s feet, calmed by her divine presence. It had been an offering by a small farm her palanquin passed earlier in the day, when the sun still hadn’t begun its westward journey. The poor farmer, richer yet than the year before, had only the little thing to give when the basket came forward to receive his contribution. It had been allowed to ride in the palanquin by her will, lest it be buried and suffocated by the offerings now threatening to spill from the huge basket.

Did the farmer think she wouldn’t notice he was giving up the smallest runt available, and a sickly one at that? Seynne allowed herself a smile and stroked the piglet’s fine hair. None up above would dispute her cause for a curse on the man’s home or his person for an insult such as that, but she felt the little thing would grow fine and healthy on the grounds of her shrine. One day, this sickly piglet would become the centerpiece of a fine feast, and the farmer would be invited to partake.

She made a note of her fantasy that she would not forget in the year to come before its fulfillment.

There was more than enough room for the thing. Seynne’s own butt only half filled the seat provided and her outstretched fingertip only just scraped the ceiling. It wasn’t the same palanquin once used by old Porodi but this one seemed to have been built to accommodate one of like corpulence. She didn’t mind the luxury it provided, but pondered if these dirt people expected her to become as the nature god they had spent so many prayers to evict.

Whatever the case, these pagans were to learn etiquette proper for their station in relation to that of Seynne, if they did not want to again be put under the jurisdiction of some uplifted, vulgar spirit. Heaven did not send its sons and daughters to be insulted in such ways, no matter a courtiers’ grace or lack thereof. However, she bowed her head in thought, these people would learn in time and her grace should be wide enough to allow some of these indiscretions with less than even a sharp rebuke.

The piglet snored, resting its head on Seynne’s foot. Whose idea was it that these adorable things should grow into snorting, ravenous wads of tough flesh? She made another note to pull the patent file for the species. Perhaps the god who took credit for their creation would be amicable enough to make a pygmy version which could serve as more a pet than an investment in future meals.

The sounds of celebration dulled as Seynne was carried up the stairs to her shrine, the procession staying to eat, drink, and shuffle into their many bedrooms to celebrate privately. She knew, seeing from the eyes of idols kept on many household shrines, that the next spring would see many more dirt people.

She felt her face grow warm as her gaze settled on one such couple, unsettling her in her seat. The man’s erection sprung from his pants and he roughly tore away his woman’s garments with a booze-slackened expression. For her part, the wife wagged her ass for him, daring his manhood to ravish her right there. The smells of oil, alcohol, and rut intermingled. Seynne tore her sight away from the idol just before the man pushed inside.

This was one thing the dirt people excelled at which heaven lacked. Seynne’s only example of rut up to the time of her appointment on Earth had been at the hands of a god of wine who, at a banquet, proudly displayed his member for all to see, twirling in the air with forceful hip motions. Seynne’s attendant cut off the sight of it with an arm clamped over the eyes, but the image of that purple, engorged thing would not be done away with so easily.

Such was Seynne’s relief upon seeing a human’s penis, to know they were not all so grotesque as that drunkard’s.

Still unsettled in her large seat, it hardly helped that as her pole-bearers ascended, her butt slid back and forth with every step. They tried to coordinate their movements, but eight men did not so easily synchronize. Seynne felt every bump along the way, warmth pooling in her lap after her witness of that lewd scene.

She pulled one arm into the sleeve of her vestments and ran her fingers down her belly until her fingertips reached the soft, wet source.

The trip up would take some time and she recoiled at the thought of spending it uncomfortably holding back her desires. Worshipers passed as her palanquin rose up the stairs, candlelight peeking into the layers of curtain between Seynne and her adherents. Beneath her veil, she closed her eyes to block out the tiny lights and began moving her fingers.

Shame caught hold in her breast, toes curling, lust tingling down her spine to where she sat. Where her fingers caressed delicate skin, she felt the like of fire and lightning, warmth and sensation that filled her mind, slowly pressing down the shame. She could feel her heart against her fingers, throbbing in her loins, wetness spreading and slicking her hand. Only the faintest of touches produced feelings that had Seynne bowing her head to focus and stop herself moaning.

She thought of Horii, a god who had won her affection at one time, his perfect body dampened with sweat after some herculean effort. Were they to marry, would he take her to his chambers, send away their attendants, and throw her onto the bed? Would he tear off her fine clothes without care of their cost to see her bare skin a moment sooner? Ram his cock inside her while she moaned and thrashed underneath him, back arched in pleasure?

Her breath was rough, unintentionally holding it as she disallowed herself sound. Still, the lights of her worshipers passed by and she thought of them peering inside, bearing sight of their goddess with a finger dipped inside herself, gratifying herself among them.

Shame again rose with vengeance and Seynne resettled herself, her fluids hastily wiped from her hand onto her belly before refilling her sleeve. It wouldn’t do for these dirt people to imagine themselves her equal because she failed to restrain her desires. She could do as she liked in the inner shrine without worry of even the eyes of heaven invading her sanctuary.

To calm her nerves, Seynne brought the piglet into her lap to pet. It roused from its deep sleep, cuddling against her warm stomach and ruffling her vestments. She might be mildly rebuked on return, but they were her clothes after all, why shouldn’t she dirty them as she saw fit? Bosi, she decided, would be personally tasked with the piglet’s rearing if he gave her any more than a stern look.

At the top of the stairs, Seynne’s palanquin was met with respectful bows as her servants circled around to where the vehicle would be stored  until spring. Here, away from the raucous crowds below, elderly petitioners went one by one to pay their respects at the altar, hurriedly emptied by priestesses before the mound of food and coin could spill out onto the floor. Their larder would be overflowed for months to come until the servants could make a reasonable dent. Perhaps a feast was in order, Seynne thought, especially to rid them of the foods more quickly spoiled.

Then again, a sack of peaches caught her eye and her mouth watered at the thought of fruit preserves all winter.

Seynne leaped out from her vehicle as entered the storage shed, carrying the piglet with her. The animal she deposited in the garden with a rope tied about it marking it as her property, not to be disturbed. As she entered the inner shrine, spirit attendants meekly touched their heads to the ground upon their mistress's return then went back to their duties.

They helped the goddess disrobe without a prurient thought among them, covering her again with another, yet more elaborate set of vestments. She’d thought of trying this herself, but decided that these spirits - blessed through their service - might feel their contribution wasn’t appreciated. Yet she removed her own veil and strode to the outer shrine, where Bosi sat among ledgers, brush in constant motion, with only a screen between him and the altar that served to allow him to act in her name in her absence.

Candles and lanterns from without and within cast tired shadows across the spirit’s face. He spared only a moment of attention to bow his head for Seynne and then returned to his writing.

“They are a rowdy bunch, are they not?” she said, kneeling beside Bosi on a provided cushion.

Bosi nodded, nearly losing the grip his glasses held on his thin nose and requiring a moment to push them back on. “Hard work strains the mind as it does the body. Their diversions are an important balance.”

Seynne ruffled her golden hair and yawned. This attendant, a holdover from the days of Porodi, deserved such a comforted dispensation from her. His ceaseless service was a reminder of the heights that these dirt people might reach once they left behind vulgar flesh. Her other servants, deserving of praise as they might be, came to her by order of heaven rather than their own wills. But Bosi had, in his own way, simply arrived in the shrine upon its completion and resumed his work under a new master.

One of many human priestesses ran by with a basket full of offerings going to the kitchen, dutifully averting her gaze from the divine being sitting nearby.

“Wheat is the food of the body, cooking is the food of the spirit.” Seynne said. “We remember coming here and thinking that men should not so resemble skeletons.”

“Porodi was not so adept in the clearing of miasma as our lady. Her talents lay primarily in other means of fertility.” Bosi had to pause to open another ledger, setting the previous one aside on a growing pile. “We have no prayers yet which represent a problem in immediate need of attention, my lady. The greater number of them are requests for safe childbirth, continued crop yields, and more rain.”

There was a smudge of ink drying on his cheek, so Seynne licked her thumb and rubbed it away. A year ago, Bosi would have recoiled from the familiarity, but now only shook his head.

“Remind us in the spring to send a letter to the god Horii. Rain is not in our repertoire, but the god owes us a favor." And it would be a fine time to observe the god with wet cloth sticking to his skin.

"You truly intend to answer all of these? I worry that my lady may be overextending herself, setting her flock up for disappointment should lean times come despite her efforts."

Seynne let her mild offense wash off before responding. "Boy, do you think that your descendants do not deserve our efforts? That your previous master was deficient or delinquent in her duties as a god of the land should not reflect on how we intend to perform said duties. We will not see starvation in times of plenty."

"Her deficiencies aside, it may be found that humanity has a remarkable capacity to ingratiate. Should their contributions fall without a commensurate decrease in blessings, they will soon learn that their god can be taken lightly. They will take and expect more - even as they swim in fat."

"We have not yet reached a point where such a concern is present." Seynne said, tuning herself to hear the prayers directed her way. The voices of the dirt people were deferential and always paired with praise.

"Oh, fair Seynne, I am but a humble woman, I pray only for the safe delivery of a healthy son to my eldest daughter. I am unworthy of thy grace and have nothing to offer save my gratitude."

Bosi wrote it down as quickly as the prayer was spoken. "My lady will know that the same words were spoken at the shrine of Porodi."

"And how long do such words fall on deaf ears before they stop entirely?"

"Generations."

"Even still." Seynne yawned. "We will need to spread new customs over the next year. These pagans are not yet up to the standards expected by heaven. What sufficed for that nature spirit is near insulting to a daughter of the court."

For some reason, what she'd said tinged Bosi's aura with anxiety. With respect for his distinguished service, Seynne declined to mention it. She simply waved away the tiny amount of miasma he had generated and reclined to listen to prayers as they came in.

Petitioners came for several hours, well into the night. Seynne would have preferred more timeliness, but her own weariness was a small price to pay for allowing her flock their merriment. As the night grew old, their prayers became more licentious, no longer concerning themselves with healthy childbirth and fertile land but for success in love - or, more often, sex.

Seynne did not ignore these requests, though the attention lower beings placed on physical pleasures disconcerted her. Dirt people naturally desired the act, as their reproduction required it; she was not unaware of this basic fact. That they craved sex as they did could be considered a mandate of heaven, and deserved no reproach, no matter her own feelings. Had they simply asked for success without reservation, she might have deigned to bless one’s appearance or their aptitude for work to become more attractive to a mate, yet most phrased their desire couched in vulgarity.

“Let me fuck the third daughter of my boss,” one prayed.

“I’d love to get sucked off tonight,” pleaded another.

“Don’t let my wife find out.” It wasn’t even phrased as a request, but an order. Seynne found herself straining her sense of grace to avoid cursing this one with impotence.

Bosi diligently wrote each one down for later review without so much as a grimace, though his aura continued seeping small puffs of miasma. Still, Seynne forgave his manners and purified it as it came, as she didn’t have the heart to tell him those prayers would never again be read.

“We notice that they have become more bold with the night.” she said.

Bosi did not look up from his writing. “Until nightfall, the younger men enjoy the festivities. There is more meat and drink to go around, so I imagine many would have their fill before visiting the shrine. I do apologize for the manners of my descendants.”

Seynne waved away his concern. “The influence of a nature spirit elevated beyond her ability. We do not think them contemptible for this simple boorishness. It may take a generation or two to instill proper behavior among this group.”

“Yes, my lady.”

The line petered out as the moon rose high and the stragglers were finally gone from shrine grounds. Bosi’s anxiety could be tasted in the air and the stench of miasma would not dissipate easily. His aura was a ghastly shade and impossible to ignore.

He set his writing aside and bowed before Seynne, pressing his forehead against the floor.

“I beg, as my lady’s faithful servant, for her forgiveness,” he whispered with a trembling voice.

Seynne once again purified the air, becoming tired of it after hours of attending the man. Yet she spoke softly, “Lift thy head and speak, we promise only fair judgement.” Whatever the straight-laced clerk could confess, she was confident her grace would hold.

“There is a ceremony to be held tonight in the inner shrine. The disgraced goddess Porodi, on hearing of my lady’s appointment, disguised herself as a priest and went among the people, spreading knowledge of this rite. It was one that she herself performed, yet it was thought that a heavenly maiden would not. At the same time, my obedience was compelled such that my lady would not become aware of this until it was too late to stop.” Bosi shook, his head still bent to the floor. Clearly, he expected to be killed on the spot.

“So that disgrace thought to surprise her betters? There is no ceremony which would be impossible for us, certainly not if that one was capable.” Seynne scooped up her servant’s face and lifted his head to look in his eyes. “Faithful one, do not think that this breach is thine. Describe to us our duties this night, then go to clean thy face. Tear-streaked cheeks suit not an attendant of Seynne.”

Bosi contained himself as best he could but trembled still in his seat. “Tonight, men of the valley shall come here and enter the inner shrine. There, they mean to meet my lady, clothed in white, and offer her their… their seed.”

“More grain, then? Our larder can hold only so much and our servants can eat only so quickly.” Seynne covered her mouth with an upraised sleeve so her laughter would not reach the serious man’s ears.

“My lady,” he said, “They mean to offer the seed of man. Porodi would spend two full days being attended by the men of the valley…”

Now fully comprehending the situation, Seynne’s humor turned sour. So the uplifted sow spirit sated her lusts with the lower beings in the way one used a wooden phallus? She intended to lay this so called “duty” in the lap of a heavenly maiden without facing repercussion? It took several seconds for Seynne to calm her thoughts, but her wrath was saved for those not in attendance.

“This practice will be fulfilled after a fashion, but let it be known that in years future, an offering of this kind will result in a shriveled manhood. And send a messenger to heaven with a request for the demon Porodi’s head.”

* * *

The goddess Seynne entered the inner shrine, where a white robe waited for her alongside a wide, silver bowl. Her vestments were taken by tight-lipped maidens, their knowledge of what would come written in the miasma of their guilt. It was surely not only the men who knew, and Seynne piqued at the thought that this debasement had been normal for so long.

Dressed in the pure white robe and a filmy veil, Seynne knelt before the offering bowl and waited. None would say that her flock had done wrong this night in doing what they were told she wanted, she meant to ensure it.

Their prayers reached her as a line of men crossed onto hallowed ground. As she thought, those who approached held lasciviousness in their hearts. Images of flesh and sweat forced themselves into Seynne’s mind. These dirt men came not with the intention of giving, but of receiving pleasure.

So Porodi - that corpulent, gluttonous swine - gave them her body for days at a time? No small wonder, then, how it had taken generations and famine for their thoughts to turn to heaven for relief.

Seynne threw her sight far above. She could not count the number of lanterns in that line of menfolk, all veiled and covered by white robes. It seemed to her that each and every man in the valley was in attendance. Hundreds of them, echoing the desire for her soft, pink flesh.

Pity, then, that she intended to give them nothing this night.

They arrived and a group split off the line, as it was obvious that they all could not fit in that small room. Those thirty entered the inner shrine in reverent silence.

Their robes, they discarded at the patio, filling the sides of the inner shrine in nothing but loincloths and veils which did nothing to hide them from Seynne’s divine gaze.

One - a farmer called Milo, according to his thoughts - came before Seynne and prostrated himself, making a disgraceful figure with his bare ass hanging out in plain sight. He knew of her beauty only from the idols used ceremonially to venerate her in household shrines, and the fair-haired, willowy woman before him put any stone carving to shame. Her divine beauty inspired a manly reflex which occurred under loincloths all around.

‘Please, my lady, take me inside thy womanhood so that I may offer my seed,’ he prayed.

He wished for her to disrobe, displaying her pale, flawless skin to all in attendance. In fact, what he wanted to do with her sent shivers down her spine.

Instead, she indicated the collection bowl with one extended finger. The simple sight of his goddess should be enough to satisfy any faithful man, and Seynne intended to do nothing more than sit.

Milo timidly untied his loincloth and took his manhood in hand. While he thought of what he really wanted to do and Seynne diligently ignored his degenerate thoughts, he stroked himself.

This was the first time Seynne had seen a human cock in the flesh, so she did watch from behind her veil to satisfy what curiosity she had. It was an ugly, wormy thing with blue veins and flappy, bunched-up skin. Though she had never seen under the robes of her male counterparts, their divinity ensured that they were more attractive in her mind. The wormy thing’s bulbous, red tip was leaking some sort of liquid that dripped along Milo’s fingers, making a horrid, squishing sound as he pumped the meat in his hand.

The smell of it made Seynne want to pinch her nose, stopping only because that would have offended her guests, such as they were. No matter their disgusting, sweaty bodies, they were entitled to this much respect.

His pumping grew faster and his legs clenched. He knelt before the offering bowl and thrust his penis over it, cloudy, stinking fluid shooting into the container. His portion done, Milo slunk out of the shrine for the long walk home and another man from the line outside took his place.

Seynne didn’t bother to find the name of the next man. He was already hard, his cock hot and dripping. It was larger than the last and the man’s burly hand enclosed only half of its girth. He moaned as he stroked, his mind filled with her imagined ass, spread open by her own fingers and quivering in anticipation. The image of Seynne in his mind begged for his cock, wanted nothing more than to have her puckered asshole penetrated, to hear her pathetic whines as he filled her.

It felt like being molested, watching his thoughts, but Seynne sat in silence. After all, wasn’t it natural that a man have such desires in the presence of true beauty? Surely, this should be counted as a compliment of some stripe?

He didn’t last long, wringing his cock until another load shot into the offering dish. Again, another man took his place.

Casting her sight around the room, she saw no end of her own body in more and more disgraceful mental scenes. One man in the corner wanted to take her legs and bowl her over onto her back to plow himself into her from above. Another wanted to take her with two others, filling her mouth and her ass while he took her womanhood. Yet another wanted her to kick him in the balls while he masturbated. Seynne stopped looking.

The third man had finished and the line hadn’t measurably diminished. Seynne’s dish sat before her and as she looked at the dollops of fishy-smelling, cloudy liquid, her chest hurt with anxiety. She was supposed to drink this stuff? It wasn’t much yet, only three men so far, but the line outside stretched down the mountain, beyond her sight. She didn’t want to drink even this amount. The image of it sliding down her throat, past her tongue, gave her shivers.

Another man and another load passed, then another, and another. The offering bowl steadily grew more full and Seynne’s tongue dried up. It looked slimy, each shot sitting atop the others like a vile chowder. Would she feel each one as it slid down her throat like little lumps of slime? The stale smell did nothing to assure her of the taste as it wafted up in the cool air.

Then an old man came before her. It took him quite a bit of work to become aroused and his balls hung like bells between his legs, swinging in Seynne’s face as he jerked his half-erect cock. She knew that humans grew weary in their old age, his difficulty had nothing to do with her beauty, but this one thought of Porodi.

The swine god’s image was forefront in his mind, a memory of a previous festival when he was a younger man. Porodi’s voluptuous curves jiggled under the force of his thrusts, his hips slamming into her ass while another man took her mouth. The old man knew of a more accepting god, one whose holes he’d taken year after year until she was ousted and replaced by an uptight bitch.

He jerked as fast as he could, but he wasn’t getting any harder, any closer to finishing. The other men were getting impatient, slowly trickling miasma into the inner shrine. Seynne considered ejecting him, but she instead moved for the first time since they arrived to wave two others before her.

Now flanked by virile, young men with bulging manhoods, the old man jerked furiously, trying to protect his pride. Those two took their cocks into hand and began milking, finding humor in the elder in their minds for his impotence. They both wished to grab Seynne by the ears and plunge their stinking cocks down her throat until she was crying and gagging with their cum leaking out the corner of her mouth.

She tried to ignore it, but it wasn’t just her they mocked with their contemptuous thoughts. The elder burned with shame and began thinking he would have to slink away in defeat without performing the offering. This, she decided, would not come to pass.

So, hardening her heart against the disgust she felt, Seynne lifted her veil and bent forward, taking the elder’s limp cock between her lips. Right away, grateful prayer fell on her ears with a flood of positive vibrations.

The cock came to attention, hot and growing in her mouth. Savoriness and salt spread across her tongue and a scent like vinegar and sweat invaded her nose but she refused to budge from her path, pressing herself forward until her nose touched the elder’s groin through the bunched-up veil.

Jealous glares beamed down from the other two, forced to watch while their elder was serviced and all they could do was pump their hands. They should be grateful, Seynne thought, to be permitted to gaze upon her while they did, but they yearned to have her personal attentions.

It grew in her mouth, its leaking tip coating her tongue with saltiness as it pressed toward her throat. Grateful moaning came from above and she knew how hard it was for the elder to keep his hands to himself when Porodi would have allowed him so much more by this point. He held his crossed hands behind his back and only mildly pushed his hips forward to feel her warmth wrapping around his cock. She saw in his mind what he wanted and decided his restraint in the face of cultural pressure would be rewarded.

She licked the tip of his dick and shivers of pleasure ran up his spine. ‘You may touch my head,’ she said directly to his mind.

"Are you sure, your grace?" he asked shakily, the first words spoken that night against the ritualistic silence.

Seynne licked him again as if it was something sweet and he twitched against her tongue. He got the message, gently placed shaking hands upon her hair. Then she began to bob, lapping at his saltiness and tenderly suckling, the slight effort drawing little moans from her that caused erections to thicken all around her.

The two on either side watched with anticipation as she sucked the wrinkled cock, only jerking enough that they could keep their erections primed and ready. They thought if they could hold out long enough for the elder to cum, they would get a turn in her mouth. She popped off the cock and caught her breath, taking a hand from her lap to cradle and rub the man's hot, dangling balls.

"If thou art not interested in making an offering," she spoke with her body's voice so that all may hear, "take thy leave of this place and do not return until thine heart is filled with repentance." Seynne lifted her veil above her nose again and sucked the elder's cock until it tickled her throat and his sack was hot against her chin.

Finally, he passed the point of no return and a dribble of stinking fluid squirted into her mouth, nearly down her throat. But she caught it in time and knelt to the offering bowl, letting the semen drain off her tongue into it. Thankfully, her veil ensured the elder would know not how she grimaced in tasting his seed.

He fell to his knees and laid his forehead against the shrine's floor, offering ecstatic prayer in a flood of emotion.

‘My lady, you have my everlasting gratitude for the season and I pray your favor will shine upon us once more in the coming year. Your grace's magnificence is wasted on mites such as us.’

She pushed her real thoughts aside with the taste of his semen lingering on her tongue and bade him raise his head. After pouring out more praise, he hobbled out of the room, more surety in his step than in his arrival.

His spot was taken without Seynne's instruction, but she knew the line stretched far into the darkness of the night. If only a single adherent came up at a time, they would be busy late into the next day. This one was a farmer with sturdy muscles, rough hands, and a cock with a scent straight from the fields, like soil. It was an odd kind of dirty, something about its odor invaded the goddess' throat and tensed her insides.

The other two were still hoping to get the same treatment their elder got and held themselves at the edge of euphoria. Their lesson wasn't learned, but they were still her followers so Seynne brought up her hands and wrapped slender fingers around their penises.

Both burst at her slightest touch, shooting hot cum across her sleeves. Seynne scraped the fluids off into the offering bowl and glared through her veil as the two retreated amid laughter from the crowd. Then two more took their places, both again rough and hardy from work. Everyone there had taken a bath beforehand, but the stench of man remained after scrubbing, forcing itself past the god’s nose and down to where it rested on the tongue along with the sticky flavor of fresh, warm semen.

She took the cock of the man directly before her in both hands, barely enveloping the heavy thing with its bulbous, red head poking out and throbbing. It felt so strong, its heartbeat hot against her palm as it twitched with the desire to invade her. Without much thought, Seynne had leaned into his space to gaze more closely at it.

He stood straighter as she began stroking, pre-emissions dribbling against her hands. Her rubbing soon spread the fluid all across his skin and made squishing sounds. It seemed to give him great pleasure, so she tended to his little desires, making sure her slicked fingers teased his throbbing tip, twisting her grip just a little as she stroked him back and forth. Unknowingly, she brought her face closer and closer until his scent was just beneath her nose and her veil draped over the tip of his cock.

Wondering what this fluid tasted like, she lifted her veil an inch and gave him a tentative lick. It was oily on her tongue, salty, and his skin itself tasted mostly of sweat. This was the lingering stench of hard labor that she tasted, and she took him deeper into her mouth, wrapping her lips around him. His hands were held tightly behind his back with respect, so Seynne did the effort of taking him deeper until the tip rubbed against the back of her throat, threatening to go the extra inch that would begin choking her.

She reared off, sputtering and coughing with eyes burning with incipient tears. The man began to retreat in shame but Seynne grabbed him by the ankle to hold him fast.

“It is alright,” she said, “we were merely surprised.” Gently, she had him turn back and present himself for her once more, then plunged herself back onto his hard cock, ignoring the tickling sensation until her veil-covered nose pressed into his curly bush of black hair.

Slurping her way back off his shaft, she then repeated the motion as he moaned above her. Again, she could tell that he was trying not to ejaculate as long as possible to enjoy the pleasure he found being enveloped by her mouth. She increased her pace, running her tongue down the length of his cock and lapping at the sensitive spots she found along it, feeling waves of pleasure emanate from his soul as it approached a peak he could no longer hold back.

Once it was a certainty he wouldn’t be able to resist, Seynne quickly pulled her head out of his groin and vigorously rubbed his cock, milking it into her other hand. It splashed into her cupped palm, making a little pool of the warm, milky-white fluid.

He said a brief prayer as she deposited it into the offering bowl and was replaced by the next man in line. But she was preoccupied with the sticky sensation of cummy film left behind when all that could be scraped away was gone. It was difficult to think of a way to get it off with no water available and no desire to dirty her garments further, so in a hazy state, she licked the remaining bit off of her hand. Somehow, it had tasted better fresh.

The other two hadn’t even been trying to get themselves off, holding their cocks toward her with the expectation that she would do for them what she had for the third man. She grabbed both by their dangling balls and pulled them close enough that she could plunge herself down on the cock to her left, suckling at the manly taste while she stroked the other man waiting his turn inside her. A feeling of warmth settled in her belly with a tightness behind it as she gave them turns surging against her tongue, precum spilling down her throat that she gulped up if it didn’t drip down her chin.

The one before her was short with a fat dick and Seynne lamented she could not include him. But as her robe became wet despite her best effort, she thought up a solution.

Taking a pause from her sucking and stroking, Seynne undid the sash holding her robe together and let it fall from her shoulders, revealing all from neck to navel, her small, pale breasts drawing stares from all across the room and some peering in from outside. Before resuming with the other two, she beckoned the third man to place his thick cock between her breasts and once nestled within, kissed the tip.

He took her small breasts in both hands and pressed them together around his cock, allowable if not expected, then began rubbing himself against her, slicking her chest with precum. Three men being satisfied, she began sucking the other two in a rhythm, popping one out from her puckered lips just as his pleasure approached the peak and she could hear his yearning to explode against the back of her throat in his moans.

Pride swelled in her chest as each man glowed with the pleasure she provided, kept from ultimate satisfaction by her whims. She waited until all three were near their limit and slurped with all her force, thrusting her chest against the man between her breasts and milking the third with a tight grip.

Cum splashed against her tongue, her cheek, and her chest all at once in a flood of warmth and pleasure. She hadn’t noticed when she began breathing harder, her heart throbbing with carnality.

A fourth man was added to the next group as she scraped the last round into the offering bowl. How did they expect her to please four men at the same time?

The answer came in a flash of prayer from multiple spots around the room. Images of Porodi being taken from every side by as many men as she had holes. And they expected her to allow such treatment at the hands of lesser beings?

She swatted away the fourth man who’d come behind her and tried to settle himself beneath her hips, pointing him to her armpit. Surely that would teach him for trying to take such liberties from a god, she thought, but he took it with a sense of glee, lubricating his cock with a gob of saliva and thrusting into the space.

Without prompt, one of the other men did the same and the softness of Seynne’s breasts was soon being poked on either side by the surging tips of two firm cocks. The two inside her armpits humped, rubbing themselves to their own satisfaction against the smooth softness of a heavenly maiden’s skin.

The other two seemed to present themselves as a pair, penises side by side before her face. Perhaps they knew one another? Whatever the case, the object of their desire was obvious and she stretched her lips around both of them the best she could, urged forward by the de-synchronized thrusting against her arms.

Bounced back and forth with dicks slipping and sliding against her armpits and filling her cheeks, Seynne felt like a plaything being fought over. It muddled her thoughts, as they forcefully plunged their cocks inside her crevices, signs of arousal spilling out against her tongue and thoughtlessly gulped down so she could breathe. Their movements moved her entirely, making her butt rise and plop back down as she swayed to the mad beat.

A pleading sort of tingle settled between her thighs, tightness in her chest. Fuzzy as her head was, her fingers wandered down the curve of her belly and settled in that warm valley. A simple touch sent a jolt thorough her entire body, stiffening even as she was jostled on all sides.

"Think she's finally getting into it?" one of them said. She didn't bother identifying who.

The thrusting into her armpits became more intense, prodding against her bouncing breasts. From the wetness she felt dripping down her ribs, it seemed they would soon enough burst. From the two cocks sharing her mouth, she could feel bubbly saliva escaping that she couldn't slurp down, pouring off her chin into her folded lap. Tongue running below their throbbing meat, savory foam popping in her mouth. Her own moans and slurping sounds joining the chorus of grunts, skin slapping, and squishiness.

It was impossible to coordinate their pleasures. Seynne's breasts were hit with spurts of hot cum first, splashing all over her side and streaming down until the thick stuff was spread over her skin as a thin film and cloudy droplets. She didn't have time to consider it properly as the two in her mouth came at nearly the same time, hitting the back of her throat with such force and suddenness that she was forced to swallow a small amount of the stinking fluid.

Leaning over the offering bowl, she coughed and spat out what she could and scooped off the loads from her sides, depositing it all in the bowl. What had started as solitary drops of cum were now pooling at the bottom as a single, swirling mass of white and clear fluids. The smell coming off of it filled her lungs with dazing manliness.

The feeling between her thighs hadn't dissipated even a little. Was this some kind of sickness? Seynne's legs felt weak and her heart raced, something inside her still ached for satisfaction. But she gathered her will to sit back up and greet the next adherent; her people must not see her weakness, she thought.

Rather than a mass of men, only two approached this time. A man and his son, just old enough to start thinking of marriage, still soft and comparably fresh from his mother's breast, perhaps eighteen.

The father bent to his knees and bowed his head to the floor. "My lady, I beg that my son might become a man by your hand. My family owes a debt which cannot in one lifetime be repaid, yet I swear our fealty to the end of time."

Seynne gathered herself and tried to present an air of dignity despite the robe bunched up at her waist and cum drying on her skin. “The same honeyed words were once spoken to the sow who brought thy people to the brink of starvation, that caused thine prayers to be sent heavenward for salvation. Be not afraid, for thou shall not be rebuked. We cannot accept thine homage in the form that thou present; however,  bring thy son forth and we shall deign to fulfill this request as best we can.”

The son approached with a hesitancy which set off impatient glares throughout the congregation.

When he had come close enough, Seynne bade him kneel beside her and said, “We cannot allow the maidenly garden to become sullied with the profanity of this world. Yet the blessing of manhood shall we shall bestow unto thee, as we hear of a practice involving the…” She searched her memories for an adequately poetic description, but the lessons given on the topic back home were incomplete in this area. Her only knowledge of the act in question came from observations of the dirt people engaging in it, with her eyes ripped away before she could glean detail from the scene. “The anus,” she eventually finished.

The room roared with unrestrained emotion despite the tattered remnants of reverent silence. Her words were passed among the men and down the line with a gushing of lust like a wineskin punched through with an awl. Even the son, shaking with a lack of confidence, had his loincloth raised with an expectant erection.

Trembling herself, Seynne stood and let her robe fall completely away, leaving herself with only a filmy veil between her and the world. Chill air passing through the inner shrine raised goosebumps on her skin and she hoped that her shaking would be taken as having the same cause. Really, she was terrified.

Before, she had tried pleasuring herself in secret, behind the secure walls of her shrine where even her servant spirits could not venture without her sufferance. A saliva-slicked fingertip pushing through the lips of her womanhood with a gathering of the same heat she felt in the midst of these men. Like she was drunk, she’d wiggled her finger against heat and wetness until the tightness within unraveled in a burst of fearsome pleasure. The next days had been filled with unease as doubts forced themselves upon her that she was not seen degrading herself so.

And now, she stood nude in attendance with this mass of burly men.

She put out thoughts of how father would see her in this moment and went down to her hands and knees. The man quickly took his place. The tip of his dick passed over her lips as he moved it into position, pressed against the entrance to her butt.

It hurt. Seynne bit her lip behind the veil to bear it as the son pushed himself against her, trying to pierce the tightened pucker of her butthole. Were those pathetic whimpers and grunts she heard coming from her own mouth? The encore of emotions each one elicited from the gallery confirmed the fact, pulses of erotic pleasure from all sides with every sound made.

With a surge of effort, the son pushed inside. Seynne’s head was saturated with fireworks, signals throughout the physical body she inhabited screaming with pain, her ass stretched around the girth of his cock with a feeling as if her insides were on fire, tearing.

Her distress caught his attention.

“Miss, are you sure this is okay?” the young man whispered.

Before she could respond, someone shouted, “Just pound her, buddy! The harder you go the less it hurts!”

Seynne couldn’t follow the logic of it, but these dirt people knew far more in this area than she, so she turned her head and said, “Please, take this gift with grace and continue.”

He pushed deeper while she tried to contain her cries, every inch a battle until it seemed he passed a threshold and suddenly bottomed out inside her, his hips meeting her butt. Her belly hurt, her spine creaked, and her butt burned, but she could feel that tightness winding up inside her again. It still hurt as he slowly retreated, but the second insertion went a little easier. The pain remained, but she could feel herself relaxing into the movement, letting the son inside her at his own pace while she focused on the winding.

They settled into a gentle rhythm, taking his cock deeply inside her ass, rocking the rest of her with the motion. Seynne found her arms grow tired and bent to rest her breast on the floor. A freed hand journeyed up her belly, coming to rest in the warm valley between her legs.

Testicles bounced against her fingers as she discovered her own wetness. Her fingertip passed over her lips with a tingling sensation not unlike being tickled, with a twinge of pleasantness as she passed over her pearl.

With so many eyes passing over her bare skin, so many sets of ears listening to her moans, Seynne felt a warmth as the agony of her ass was pushed to the back of her mind by a rising tide of pleasure. Prayers bounded across the room, imaginations going wild as the god in each of their thoughts allowed them to perform more and more degrading actions. Several men had begun masturbating, impatient for their turn as the son neared his end.

She almost expected the dirt people to rush her, tear the young man from her hole and plunge in themselves wherever they could, holding her down and rubbing themselves against her silky skin when there were no holes left to violate. Tingles emerged in her hips, trickling down her wobbly legs, settling in the cusp of her lap where her hand remained, stroking a fingertip across her most sensitive pearl.

Without permission, and without the need for it, the young man took hold of Seynne's hips and pulled her back onto himself, cock diving as deep as it would reach inside her butt. In his last effort, he thrust wildly, too fast for any individual stroke of his cock to register any pain within her. Something was coming from within, tension rising within her and fuzz in her head.

In a final, hard crash of hips, the young man blew his load inside her. Emotion boiled over within her body and she barely felt herself contracting as the ecstasy spread like lightning throughout, a spray of droplets coating her hand while it moved seemingly of its own accord across her lips.

As sudden as it came upon her, the feeling faded into a low warmth in the background. The young man had retreated into the crowd with several hearty slaps on the back from the other men and Seynne came back to her senses lying weakly on the floor where she'd fallen like a puddle moments before.

Already, three new men were jerking themselves over her.

She hadn't called them up, but thought the night would never end if each adherent needed to be individually acknowledged. Seynne felt the young man's semen inside her and squatted over the offering bowl, inserted a single finger with some stinging to open herself up enough that she could drain into the bowl.

One of the men came from behind and took her into his arms, rolling onto his back to where his cock - double the size of the last young man - was nestled between her supple thighs. Fine, she thought, if this is what they wanted from their god…

Reaching between her legs, Seynne guided the head of his cock to the entrance of her ass. He was ruthless, shoving her down into his lap and bottoming out within her without much effort. She bit her lip to keep from screaming at the sudden pain, but it was obvious to all how she felt from the way she twisted in his lap, legs flailing with curled toes, fingernails scraping along the man's belly where she could reach, and shoulders buckling against his chest.

Pitilessly, the man thrust up into her so she bounced in his lap, his cock stretching her out. It wasn't long before she was no longer able to keep her voice down, tasting copper on her lip. But neither could she scream, the force of his thrusts carrying up into her chest, stealing her breath for anything but weak moans.

Settling into a heavy rhythm, the man underneath took her in his arms, filling his hands with her firm breasts, pinching her nipples between calloused fingers. Her head filled anew with fuzz, arms dangling at her sides; this man was once again as thick as the son before, but the tingling warmth radiating from inside her spirited away her agony. He nudged her legs with his knees until she was sitting fully atop his thighs, fully under his power as his thrusts racked her from below.

Seynne could feel the heat of her breath reflected by her veil back into her face, its fabric sticking where errant drips of semen had soaked in.

Men closed in, pouring into the room without the respect to wait in line. Two grabbed Seynne’s wrists and brought her hands up to grab their cocks. She couldn’t think well, but it was enough to curl her fingers as they used her hands like makeshift holes, thrusting against her palms.

Her veil was ripped away, exposing for the first time her deific beauty to the dirt creatures. Their true faith was proven by the fact they were not struck blind by her divine radiance. She had little time to consider it as one man grabbed her head, bending her back over the man fucking her ass, and pushed his cock between her lips, far into her throat.

With balls slapping her in the face, a cock prodding the back of her throat, two leaking against her hands, and one plunging inside her ass, Seynne could only do her best to suck, to keep her butt tight, and stroke the others. The pleasure emanating from her people, the love they showed brought her again close to orgasm.

Then past it.

Seynne squirmed in ecstasy as the men surrounding her pounded at her, but the feeble wriggling only served to inflame the passions of her lovers. Right away, there were spurts of cum across her belly, warm fluid splashing against her palms which were quickly refilled with more penis.

Drool leaked down her cheeks, sloshing against the man filling her throat. She could already feel him throbbing against her tongue and his balls tightened in preparation. He held her tightly in place as he thrust, pumping hot cum directly down her throat.

When he pulled away and the scene was again visible to her, Seynne coughed most of his cum back up into her mouth, but she wasn’t able to spit it into the offering bowl. She was surrounded by manly flesh, engulfed in their smell.

Each had a cock in his hand and cum fell like rain, splattering against her face until it caked her eyes shut, spurting into her open mouth until she couldn’t move without some spilling down her chin, shooting across her chest and belly. Underneath, her ass was filled with hot cream and the man inside her pulled out, passing her over to another who immediately pierced her anus. It didn’t matter that she was limp and drowning in pleasure, they no longer asked permission to do as they liked.

One man grabbed her feet and stroked his cock with them, and various men stuck themselves in whatever crack or hole they could find. Only her mouth, overflowing with bitter, savory cum was safe from penetration. With the motions rocking her from every direction, she strained for breath, hopelessly gargling, the flavor of cum seeping down her throat and soaking in.

One after another used her asshole, bringing her weak body to orgasm over and over in a haze of pain and pleasure. Cocks rubbed against every inch of her body, even handfuls of her flaxen hair being wrapped around cocks and stained with semen. Seynne was reduced to a pile of mindless flesh as her followers endlessly sated their lusts.

* * *

The goddess Seynne was gently roused as servants entered the shrine and began to clean up from the revelry from the night before. These spirits were at least reverent enough that none so much as gazed upon the recumbent form of their lady as they performed their duties, yet she did not rise up with the confidence that no opinions were being formed.

When the last of them was gone, Seynne came up to her knees before the offering bowl. The night’s emissions teemed near the bowl’s rim.

Bosi entered without a word and laid his head on the ground.

“Boy,” Seynne acknowledged him, trying to emanate the dignity of anything more than a cum-soaked whore. “The ordeal is done and we do not accuse our faithful servant of malfeasance. Lift thine head and speak.”

He could not meet her eyes. “My lady, shall I dispose of this?”

Her chest ached along with most of her physical body as she stared into the pool of fluid. The taste of it lingering on her tongue and cold, dried spots crusted her skin. But her memory of the night was tinged in the color of love; she’d basked in it, floated atop its surface, been filled by it.

The sow had corrupted these dirt men, but their love was true and beautiful despite its fashion.

She swallowed her anxious heart. “No, this was given unto us and we shall not dishonor our following for the reason of simple distaste.” Pinkish aura wafted from the surface of the liquid, pure and loving emotion with only the barest red tint of lust intermixed. "Boy, go about thine duties and leave us to our task."

He left without a word, trailing a relieved air.

Taking the bowl in both hands, Seynne lifted the rim to her lips. The aroma of it suffused her head, the breath of its air burning her lungs with its taste.

Slowly tipped, a mouthful slipped between her pink lips and puffed her cheeks. She had to set the offering bowl down as her tongue waggled, engulfed with the tang, the sticky bitterness that clung and crept down her throat as she breathed around it. This taste that she'd had only a night to become accustomed to prompted memories of men's bellies inches from her face as they pressed their manliness inside her.

One slender fingertip vanished inside her neglected womanhood. It burned, envious of the puckered hole behind it, twitching and caked on the inside with cum. Without anyone to hear, Seynne brought up her chin and let the mouthful drain down into her belly, twitching around her fingertip with a cum-flavored gasp escaping her lips.

She dared to look at the bowl, hardly diminished for taking in so very much of its swirling opalescence. So much remained, she imagined her belly swollen with nothing but man's seed.

As she only had the one hand free, and dismissed without thought the idea of removing the finger from where it gently stroked her, Seynne dipped her other hand into the bowl, forming her fingers into a cup which she brought, dripping, to her lips. The smell filled her head as she slurped it up and her finger inched a bit deeper, felt her beating heart from within her tight hole.

Another cupped hand brought up to her lips, countless loads of semen swallowed. The texture of it passed over her tongue; the fluid's nature as many singular emissions expressed itself as a slush. She could feel her other hand moving, a single finger fully inserted, dipping in and out as her palm brushed up against wet lips, the hidden pearl of pleasure sending up jolts when her thumb passed over.

It wouldn't be fast enough, she knew, to scoop it up one handful at a time. Swallowing down what she could from where it rested in her mouth, she went on her knees to the entrance of the inner shrine and said to a passing servant girl, "Bring us a mug, such as one used in drinking alcohol."

The servant nodded, returning after a moment and handing Seynne the mug while being careful not to look directly upon her.

So Seynne returned to the bowl and submerged the mug within, bringing it back up full and heavy with the thick liquid.

She shoved two fingers inside her pussy, knowing full well what she meant to do, stretching the tight hole with a wince. How large was one of their cocks? Three fingers, four? Her two plunged into the depths despite her hips reactive writhing. When they were buried to the knuckle, she shut her eyes tight and upended the mug, swallowing cum as it came.

Most, she was able to swallow as it poured, tongue awash with sticky, warm cum and throat bubbling under the flood. Some escaped, dribbling across her cheek when she'd failed to swallow it fast enough, but Seynne emptied the mug and left it to the side, wiping up the dribbles into her mouth that they wouldn't be wasted.

Another mugful and the water line of the offering bowl had receded somewhat. She didn't notice, focusing more on pumping her fingers within herself, the schlicking sound of it and her moans filling her mind in that moment.

Not enough, still not enough. Each breath brought the manly scent to her nose, fueling the blaze in her loins. Three fingers... But surely  some of them had been worth four? Seynne throbbed against the three already pumping within her; it still hurt, but pleasure had overwhelmed the pain until it had become a flavoring within each wave.

She'd begun humping her hips against her hand. Racked with rippling ecstasy, she fumbled the mug's handle as she reached for it, sending it tumbling away. Only a few feet, it may as well have been a universe away if it meant pausing to go and pick it up.

Seynne licked her lips. There was nothing else to say, this physical manifestation of her flock's love beckoned for her. 'Drink me, drink me,' it seemed to plead.

Lifting her ass in the air, Seynne bent down to set her chin in the depths of the warm liquid, sucking in cum and gulping it down as her fingers crazily pumped inside her. Orgasm was coming and she knew it, rested it on the tips of her fingers, held back as she slurped up their love. Cum-soaked hair falling against her cheeks and plastering there.

When the bowl was empty and her belly filled, she harshly swirled her thumb against her pearl, bowed and tense and squirming as pleasure ripped throughout her body, still plunging fingers into her pussy to extend the unbeatable feeling for as long as she could.

Panting, glowing in the aftermath, Seynne rested her head within the offering bowl. There was yet some clinging film of semen. Without the promise of an orgasm to spur her on, she slowly returned to her knees and brought up the bowl, then ran her tongue around its inside, scraping up the dregs and gratefully swallowing.

Someone waited by the entrance to the inner shrine, but Seynne let them wait as she cleaned herself up. She transformed into spirit form and washed in a passing cloud, then returned to the flesh and dressed in the clean robes left for her. Only when she felt her form was again acceptable did she address the one who waited.

"Boy," she said, "tell us of the mood in the town below."

Bosi appeared. The man trailed anxiety, mortal fear that draped over his shoulders like a cape; had he been a less loyal servant and her a more cruel mistress, this alone might serve as justification for execution within this holy place. "These sorts of celebrations do tend to last longer than the day itself. Few have returned to their occupations and most have chosen to sleep till midday. Food is in abundance and the similar abundance of drink is causing no end of headaches. My descendants are not accustomed to so much excess..."

Seynne nodded, noticing the man's eyes drift toward the empty offering bowl. "Thou may send a messenger to heaven decreeing that this pagan ritual has its place in the community, though we will work on reducing its more distasteful aspects in the decades to come." This didn't seem enough to ease the man's heavy heart, guilt at having tricked her into performing such acts weighed on him. She bade him close and touched his cheek, placing a small kiss on his forehead. "We do not wish to obtain an epithet in the vein of 'cum breath'. Refer any who attempt to append such a thing to our name to the war god, Tun."

"I truly am sorry..."

She sighed. "Tell us. In thine youth, did thou have sex with Porodi?"

"From the time I was old enough to marry until the year I died. Forty-three times did I lie with that woman in the hopes that her displeasure in being unsatisfied by our attentions would not result in famine for the year to come." His shoulders sagged less and the dark aura faded. "In those times, we prayed only that our efforts would not be destroyed by her hunger, her wrath. My ancestors worshiped a god who could be relied upon to drive away monsters, not one who would tear up our own fields. Now, my descendants may worship one they may feel gratitude toward, rather than terror."

The taste of their gratitude was fresh on her lips, it seemed, and settled warmly within her belly. "Bosi, while my people sleep, let the both of us find something fried and walk among the fields. We feel a constitutional is necessary."


"A Strange Comes To Maalen" by Val Peychaud

“Qaara!”

Upon hearing her name called with such urgency, Qaara’s head whipped round. The voice belonged to her oldest friend, Lissiil, who was hurrying toward her by nimbly darting around the saplings Qaara had been planting all morning.

“Qaara,” Lissiil shouted, waving and seeming none the worse for his breathless sprint, “Enuum spotted a stranger in the woods, and if we hurry, we can get a good spot!”

Qaara dropped the infant fig tree she was in the process of planting, and took the time to murmur a brief “Clarensis!” before running to meet Lissiil. As the spell took effect, the dirt and sweat that Qaara had been unintentionally cultivating all morning simply dropped away from her clothes and skin, and she instantly felt re-energized.

She followed Lissiil at a fast jog through the young orchard, back toward the village. Despite a perpetually disheveled demeanor that suggested sloth and clumsiness to most observers, Lissiil was much faster and more coordinated than Qaara, but they had run together often enough over the last two decades that he moderated his pace automatically.

Neither spoke as they concentrated on running, but Qaara was very curious what, if anything, Lissiil might know about this stranger that had been spotted. The last stranger to come along had been when Qaara was maybe five, and she only recalled it dimly… but the fact that her elders wouldn’t speak of it willingly suggested that it had not been a pleasant encounter. However, the novelty outweighed any potential fear, and besides, there shouldn’t be any real risk.

If any of the stories about other lands were halfway accurate, then strangers were apt to be unable to use magic at all. As Lissiil led her through the sparse woods that marked the outskirts of the village, Qaara struggled to imagine living that way.  Stumbling over an errant root convinced her to think about it later, though. Maybe she would even be able to ask the outsider about it herself!

Moments later, Lissiil came to an abrupt halt, and Qaara almost ran into him. Enuum spared them an irritated glare from his position athwart the path some dozen paces ahead, then turned his attention back to the west (the direction this stranger was evidently coming from). Lissiil darted into the trees to the left of the path, so Qaara scrambled up a sturdy birch tree on the opposite side.

She settled into a fork in the boughs just in time to see the stranger come around a stand of trees the path curved around. Qaara felt her eyes go wide as she took in the stranger’s odd appearance.

The first thing that struck Qaara about this stranger’s appearance was that they were wearing a lot of clothes – more cloth covered their body than even the high elder wore during the solstice rites! The large, wide-brimmed, pointed hat that concealed much of the stranger’s face seemed especially odd to Qaara, since the woods were so well shaded already. And who would make a hat out of cloth, instead of leaves or straw?

All the clothes were made of strange cloth, too: heavy, dyed in an unusual variety of colors, and cut into a dizzying array of distinct garments that Qaara thought must be intolerably stuffy to travel the woods in. Seeming to accord with this was the obvious damage and wear on many of the articles of clothing; maybe the stranger had come a long way, or they were just terrible at woodcraft?

After that first moment of purely visual study, Qaara realized that, because of the unfamiliar clothing and concealing hat, she could only tell one thing about this stranger: their frame was almost frighteningly large. Was that why they were wearing all those clothes, to hide their weird body? Perhaps they were a dangerous exile, or even a monster or giant or something! The thought was frightening, but also exciting. Qaara leaned slightly forward on her branch and intensified her study of the approaching figure.

For their part, the stranger appeared focused on Enuum where he stood in the path, trying his best to look stern (but quite ruining the effect by nervously toying with his beard, which he seemed to be unaware that he was doing). The stranger came to a halt some ten paces from Enuum, leaning heavily on a sturdy walking staff as they came to a stop. Qaara could see the weariness in their stance, but after a moment, they made a conscious effort to stand straighter and square their broad shoulders. Goodness, but they really were large! Qaara was tall for a young woman in her village – only a handspan shorter than the tallest boy, and of a height with Lissiil – but now that they were standing up straight, this stranger looked like Qaara might not even come up to their shoulders!

Enuum finally spoke, using a commanding voice that stopped just short of sounding hostile: “Identify yourself, stranger, and state your purpose in coming to Maalen of the Osbaa Vales!”

The stranger cocked their head and spoke what sounded like a question, but in pure gibberish. Qaara had heard that outsiders couldn’t be understood, but actually hearing it was surreal. Almost as interesting to her was the stranger’s voice: rich but very feminine, making Qaara think of smoldering incense, while its timbre and cadence were strangely musical in a way that sent a thrill through her. The stranger was evidently a woman, but so big… Another thrill went through Qaara, then subsided as she tried to imagine how big the men must be wherever this woman came from.

Enuum glared at the stranger impatiently, and snapped, “Speak sense, and answer the questions, stranger!”

The outsider woman covered her face with a hand, speaking in frustration, but seemingly to herself. Qaara found it odd that someone would speak nonsense to herself in the same way that Qaara might grumble at being given unwanted tasks around the village. Could the sounds the woman made actually have some meaning that Qaara was unaware of? That… well, that didn’t seem impossible, actually, now that Qaara thought about it.

Her attention snapped fully back to the woman’s words as her tone and volume changed. As she got louder, her voice became more resonant and thrilling to hear, and she made some odd motions with her walking stick, which Qaara realized after a moment were the woman drawing something in the dirt of the path. Before Qaara could get a good look at what the woman was using her stick to draw, though, her odd, but authoritatively pronounced gibberish reached a crescendo, and the strange, complicated shape she had drawn in the path with her walking stick flashed with a bright cerulean light that consumed the stick, leaving the woman’s hands empty.

Qaara gasped as she realized what she must have witnessed: outsider magic! She found herself grinning. She had just known they couldn’t really live without magic, but if it took so much effort for them just to get a split second of weird light and a disappearing stick, then it was no wonder the stories said they couldn’t use magic at all!

Then the woman spoke again, and Qaara’s thoughts were scattered. “There, can you understand me now? Where am I? Who are you? Where in the eleventh hell are your clothes?”

The woman’s voice hadn’t changed, its rhythm and intonation hadn’t changed, and in fact, if Qaara concentrated, she could still remember hearing her speak the same gibberish sounds as before – only now, she could also remember the meaning as though the woman had spoken properly. Was that the magic the woman had performed with her stick? It was… it was miraculous!

Enuum was similarly dumbstruck, his mouth working silently in a way that made his beard bob about comically. In the lull, the stranger sighed loudly, then struck some kind of pose, as though she were about to break out into song in front of an audience. Instead, though, she swept the pointed hat from her head with a small flourish, and bowed in a way that struck Qaara as comical. Travel-mussed ravens-wing black hair fell around the woman’s head, obscuring her face even more completely than the hat had.

Without straightening, she began to declaim so grandly that Qaara assumed she must be using sarcasm (though the accent made it hard to be sure), “You have the pleasure of the company of Miyah Natlhi, late of the Lilonian Central Magic Institute!” She began to slowly stand up as she continued, “Recently finding myself no longer welcome there, I have traveled long in search of more welcoming communities.” Having said this part, Miyah straightened fully, tossing her hair back with a final flourish, and revealing her face to Qaara for the first time.

Qaara almost fell out of her tree.

Reminding herself to breathe, Qaara studied the most fascinating, beautiful face she had ever seen. Miyah’s features were all strong, but also struck Qaara as refined: there were large, violet eyes under lightly sculpted eyebrows, which in turn marked the bottom of a large, yet graceful forehead. Her nose was long, straight, and gave Qaara the impression of a predator; combined with her prominent cheekbones and strong, angular jaw, Qaara thought she might even have looked savage, were it not for the casual smile touching her lips and eyes.

But almost certainly the most arresting feature was Miyah’s skin, which was an almost apple-like green, smooth and uniform from her hairline to the collar of her excessive clothing. Qaara’s first bewildered thought was that she must somehow be part plant, but immediately on the heels of that thought, Qaara realized the truth of the matter: Miyah had enchanted herself to change her appearance in a more aggressive way than Qaara had even imagined possible.

Quite aside from being smitten with Miyah’s beauty - though she was certainly that, too! - the boldness of such drastic cosmetic magic took what little was left of Qaara’s breath away.

Time seemed to slow.

Enuum was saying something, Qaara realized belatedly, and only because he had stopped talking partway through a sentence. A sound had interrupted him, Qaara realized: a moan, to be precise. With dawning horror, Qaara discovered it was coming from her, and promptly fell out of the tree.

* * *

“Er, yes, well, I’m afraid you won’t find any particularly welcoming communities–”

The man Miyah was trying to convince of her harmlessness somehow managed to project the quality of being a stuffed shirt without actually wearing a shirt. Thus, Miyah initially took it as a blessing when he suddenly stopped talking.

Over the next two seconds, Miyah rapidly went from relieved to confused to alarmed to amused. First, she registered the sound that had cut the man off: a poorly stifled moan from somewhere nearby. Then, someone fell out of a tree to the man’s right, and Miyah took a reflexive step toward them. The person who had fallen sprang up, looking panicked, and met Miyah’s eyes. A look of abject horror crossed the young woman’s face, and then she sprinted away from Miyah, past the officious man in the path, and was gone from sight.

She’d had many of the same features as the man in the path, who was staring after the departing girl. They shared a medium-dark complexion that spoke of much time spent outdoors, steely silver eyes that shone in the sunlight, seemingly healthy physiques that bespoke plentiful food and plentiful work, statures on the small side of what Miyah was used to, and a fairly immaculate cleanliness that Miyah hoped meant baths were easy to come by here.

There was also the matter of their apparent aversion to any clothes but undergarments: the man in the path was wearing a leather necklace strung with elaborately polished semiprecious stones, an undyed wool waist-wrap that only covered him from below his navel to the middle of this thighs, and nothing else. At least the departed girl had been wearing some kind of leather-and-cloth work smock in addition to her own waist-wrap and more abundant jewelry.

Miyah realized she was also staring after the departed girl – and she could admit to herself, especially after so much time by herself on the road, that it had been nice to watch such a shapely, barely-clad young woman go. Perhaps if she could talk her way into the village, she could ask for a tour from the apparently shy young woman…

The man cleared his throat, and Miyah suppressed a sigh as he picked up where he left off.

“As I was saying, our village is not in the habit of welcoming exiled strangers, especially not ones so… flamboyant as yourself.”

Miyah just about gaped at his accusation of flamboyance. She had been told that the people of this region were rumored to use magic to modify their bodies, just like she had, so she had hoped – perhaps foolishly – for greater compassion than this. Moreover, it galled her that this man standing out in the woods in his skivvies was calling her flamboyant. She bit back the first thing she was inclined to say in reply, and instead worked to keep her tone even and her words clear.

“I apologize if my appearance is uncouth, but I assure you, I am no exile.” It was true, technically. “I left my native land because I disagreed with powerful people there on the matter of how magic should be used. According to the sparse lore my people have of your way of life here, my philosophy on the use of magic is closer to your own than to the one I was raised in.” She hoped that would at least start a conversation, even if she was no longer very hopeful about where it might lead.

“Oh come on, Enuum!” a new voice called from somewhere on the man’s left. A lithe, tanned young man dropped nimbly from a tree and stepped into the road. He was as barely clothed as the pompous man – Enuum, apparently – but less put-together and significantly more cheerful. He waved at Miyah, and said “Welcome to Maalen, Miyah!” then turned back to Enuum. “Look, if she was hostile, she could already have broken both of us in half over each knee in turn, so what’s the harm in at least letting her rest a bit?”

Enuum looked like he had just smelled something unpleasant, and groused, “You saw her strange magic. We don’t know what she could do while we weren’t looking…”

The young man rolled his eyes and turned toward Miyah, who had been watching this exchange with a carefully neutral look on her face. He extended a hand toward her even though she was still at least a cart-length away. While Miyah tried to figure out what to do in response, the young man suddenly began to forcefully waggle his hand in front of him, leaving his wrist loose so that his hand flopped haphazardly. After a moment, though, he seemed to catch Miyah’s flummoxed expression, and let his hand drop.

“I’m guessing that our few stories about you strangers aren’t very accurate, either,” he chuckled with a nervous edge. “I thought ‘shaking hands’ was an awfully odd way for people to greet each other…” He seemed to recover somewhat, and continued, “Anyway, I’m Lissiil, that’s Enuum”–he jerked a thumb at the unhappy man scratching his beard–“and the one who ran away was my friend Qaara.”

Miyah couldn’t help the smile that made its way onto her face. She immediately liked Lissiil; even if his joviality struck her through the translation spell as somewhat forced, she sincerely appreciated the effort.

“In fact, we do ‘shake hands’ as a greeting, but it’s a little less… well, it goes like this.” Miyah approached slowly, and took note of Enuum stepping backward at her approach. She extended her hand, grasped Lissiil’s, and gave it two firm, but gentle pumps, then released it, being careful to maintain eye contact and not to grip too hard. Lissiil’s smile become a hair more genuine. “As you know, I am Miyah. It is good to meet you, Lissiil.”

“I think I see the confusion, now,” he mused. “Shall I show you how we greet one another here, in return?” Miyah nodded, and Lissiil reached toward her, having to stretch considerably to rest his right hand lightly on the left side of her head. He paused for a moment, and then chuckled nervously again.

“I think you’ll need to lean down for it to work, with you so much taller than me. You’ll put your hand on my head, and we’ll rest our foreheads together lightly, and close our eyes for a moment.” Somewhat embarrassed by the closeness of the gesture, Miyah fought down a blush and followed his instructions. Lissiil was warm, his hand was rough from hard work, and the sheen on his forehead bespoke sweat, and sun. Hunching to let his forehead reach hers was not especially comfortable, but Miyah found that she rather liked the closeness, and the gentle, earth-and-cinnamon smell of him.

For the love of the gods, Miyah thought to herself, you may have been on the road by yourself for a solid month, but that’s no excuse for being this worked up!

After a moment, Lissiil spoke up again, low and gentle. “The gesture would usually be briefer, more perfunctory than this, and a casual greeting would be ‘You’re a welcome sight, Miyah.’ Sorry about Enuum, but I’ll try to get you into the village.” His hand dropped from her head, leaving the spot where it had rested feeling cooler than the rest of her body, and they both straightened.

Lissiil turned to Enuum, and Miyah took a deep breath, schooled her expression, and tried to look as harmless and friendly as she could around two next-to-naked men she absolutely towered over.

* * *

Qaara was so stupid. All the time she spent trying to convince her elders that, even at just twenty planting-seasons, she was ready to be considered a fully independent adult, and here she was getting so gooey over a literal stranger that she fell out of a tree!

She let herself indulge in a bit of self-pity amid her self-recriminations as she gently rubbed the scuffed spots on her knee and elbow where her landing had been roughest, but made sure to get right back to the cesspit of loathing in short order. She uttered an absent-minded “Asclepius” while she rubbed her scrapes, and both the stinging and the redness faded with a cool tingle.

What must Miyah think of her after that first impression? And why did she care so much, when Miyah was a ginormous green outsider with gorgeous hair and smiling eyes who Enuum probably wouldn’t even let into Maalen anyway? Stupid, stupid, stupid!

Qaara was huddled by the seedling storage barn not far from where she supposed Enuum was in the process of turning Miyah away – as good a dim, isolated sulking spot as any, but still close enough to watch for Lissiil. She was about to let out a theatrically muffled seething groan when a different sound preempted her: Lissiil’s voice, in what she thought of as his “chipper mode”, when he was putting a lot of effort into easing social situations.

“...why we’d need to remove the forest to live here? If anything, that’d make it harder!” was all Qaara caught of whatever Lissiil had been saying. Then, a confusing mishmash of feelings all tried to overwhelm her at once as she heard Miyah’s voice in reply.

“That’s a… novel way to look at it, though I suppose it makes sense when you put it that way. Where I come from, it’s almost always either land people are using or forest, not both. But this is quite charming!”

Qaara tried to sort through what was happening while simultaneously tracking their conversation, which was rapidly approaching her hiding spot. All-consuming shame for her earlier display? That got shoved as far down as it would go. Excitement that Miyah had apparently talked her way past Enuum and into Maalen, where Qaara could spend time with her? Front of the line, please. A pleasant tingling feeling and acceleration of her heart rate that Qaara was determined not to think about at all, even if it did come with tantalizing, half-formed images of how completely Miyah’s embrace might engulf her? Oops, no time!

Qaara calmed her thoughts, took two deep breaths, and then, before she could talk herself out of it, stepped out onto the path with a halfway genuine smile on her face.

* * *

“...a question of the things that might eat you, or your stored food, I-” Miyah stopped mid-sentence in her conversation with Lissiil, somewhat relieved. He was friendly, and she was learning a little about Maalen, but it was clear something was a bit off with the interaction, and she kept getting a familiar, uncomfortable feeling from it. A feeling that she was determined to think about later.

She had stopped because the girl who had fallen from the tree, Qaara, had appeared in front of them with a terrified grin plastered on her face and panic in her eyes. There was a beat and a half of crooked silence, then Lissiil sprang into action, thank all the gods and spirits.

“Qaara, glad you’re here! Miyah was just telling me that the forests where she grew up are too dangerous for most people to live in, so I think we have a lot to show her!” He was speaking loudly, and with a too-wide grin, but it did a lot to break the tension anyway. By the time he was finished speaking, Qaara had shaken herself from her stiff, staring, stupor, and could address them verbally, if not, by Miyah’s reckoning, comfortably.

“Oh… well… our forest is much friendlier than that sounds,” Qaara replied brightly, sounding more certain as she spoke. Miyah blinked. She could almost swear the girl was flirting with her… Miyah’s attention sharpened onto Qaara’s face again. Was she actually biting her lip? A tingle ran through Miyah as she realized just how Qaara was looking at her.

A quiet moment had passed, and had not been lost on Lissiil. He cleared his throat, then seemed surprised by the sound. He stammered out, “W-w-well, I-I’m sure I’ve monopolized you enough, Miyah; Qaara will get you settled in, then we can present you to the elders at dinner.” He was speeding up as he talked. “Enuum will have told them about your arrival by now, but I’ll go and let them know to expect you at mealtime. You should have a couple of hours to get settled in, so I’ll seeyoubye!”

And with that, he was gone, darting down one of Maalen’s paths that Miyah couldn’t really spot until someone used them. Miyah stared after him for a moment, then turned to Qaara, smiling, and swept her hat off her head.

* * *

Qaara turned from watching Lissiil's hasty departure in mild confusion. She knew he sometimes had trouble in certain social situations, but he’d never seemed to want to talk about it with her, so she put it out of her mind, and turned toward Miyah, her thoughts already warming again.

Miyah was already looking at her in a way that made Qaara shiver slightly. Miyah’s smile was clearly supposed to be amiable, but there was a hunger to it that caused Qaara’s heart to flutter. She’d been feeling foolish for her impulsive attraction to the large, oddly-colored outsider: it was immature and presumptuous at the very least! Or so she’d thought. But seeing how Miyah looked at her now…

Qaara didn’t have to make an effort to smile this time. Now that she knew Miyah was interested, she was in more familiar – and at the same time more strange and exciting – territory. She motioned to Miyah, who seemed to be studying her as intently as Qaara had been doing to her from the tree earlier. “Come,” she said, letting her voice grow sultry. “Let’s get you comfortable before you have to deal with the elders.”

Miyah smirked confidently at her, and replied with a swagger in her tone, “Lead the way. I’ve been traveling for a long time, and I could really use some comfort.”

Feeling emboldened (and increasingly turned on) by their flirtatious back-and-forth, Qaara offered Miyah her hand. Miyah took it, but to Qaara’s surprise, she grasped the proffered hand in a way Qaara had never seen before: Miyah draped Qaara’s hand over her own much larger one, so that Qaara’s fingers were curled over the ridge of Miyah’s hand between her thumb and forefinger, and grasped lightly to Miyah’s palm. Qaara’s heart drummed at being handled with such casual delicacy, and she reveled in the warmth of Miyah’s hand against hers.

Hand in hand with the stranger she’d wanted at first sight, Qaara did as Miyah bade her to: she led the way.

* * *

Miyah felt like her heart might explode. The village, if the term really applied to something this expansive and loose-knit, was like something out of a storybook back home. But that was only the smallest part of how she was feeling; most of the overflow came from how adorable and alluring Qaara was managing to be simultaneously. Her smile was almost coquettish, but far more honest than similar expressions on court women back home, while her hand in Miyah’s was deliciously soft and small. It was a heady mix of confidence and uncertainty, of innocence and experience. Miyah knew she should slow things down, worry about her long-term welcome in Maalen, but she just couldn’t make herself care with Qaara leading her.

She took the opportunity of the walk to get a better look at Qaara. Miyah had only seen three of Maalen’s people so far, and at first they had all looked similar, but she was coming to see their distinctiveness more clearly already. Qaara’s hair was dark and smooth, where Enuum and Lissiil had frizzier hair, and Qaara’s was a warmer dark-brown than theirs, more mahogany than the walnut of the other two. Hers was also longer, though not by leaps and bounds, and tied loosely at the nape of her neck. The overall effect was casual, but adorable, in Miyah’s estimation.

She was impressed at how clean Qaara was, especially given that Lissiil had implied they had spent most of the day working outdoors prior to her arrival. But Qaara’s hands were as smooth as the rest of her skin appeared, her hair was sleek and shiny, and her face lacked the sweat and dust that Miyah had noted on Lissiil’s during their greeting. Her clothes, too, were immaculate, save for where she’d been sitting on the ground before Miyah and Lissiil had caught up to her, and Miyah was oddly grateful she was wearing more of them than either Enuum or Lissiil. While Miyah was virtually salivating at the prospect of peeling that smock and waist-wrap off of Qaara (though she was thinking she’d leave the necklace and bracelets on…), she found herself glad that Qaara was wearing both to begin with; it made her feel more in control, more like she was on familiar ground.

And under the clothes, well, some things were left to Miyah’s imagination, but Qaara had the kind of plentiful and prodigious curves that Miyah tended to prefer on her partners. Qaara worked too hard, too often to be quite as pleasantly plump as Miyah’s occasional paramours in what she was already coming to think of as her “previous life”, but she nevertheless had thick, welcoming thighs, a round, cushy rear, soft curves through her middle, a pillowy bosom, and an adorably rounded face that gave her features an irresistibly innocent cast. Miyah itched to bully her, just a little, and make Qaara whimper before she made her moan.

Miyah was so lost in such thoughts that she was surprised when they stopped, and Qaara turned to face her. The sun was apparently starting to descend toward the horizon up above the canopy of the forest, and the slowly-dimming, dappled light cast Qaara’s dimpled smile in a particularly beguiling light.

“This is my home,” she said with earnest shyness, and gestured Miyah through an archway that wouldn't have been too small for any of the Maalen residents she’d seen, but was a tight fit for Miyah. Qaara followed her in, watching as Miyah took in the cozy abode. The structure was a precisely and solidly built cabin, with a clay-brick floor and walls made by interlocking small logs carefully around the surrounding trees, the chinks filled in with what appeared to be crystallized sap. The ceiling was made of branching boughs that had been shorn, shaven, carefully woven, and seemingly cured, with a layer of treated leather tied atop them. A small, round hole at the peak of the roof would let out smoke when a fire was going in the recessed clay oven in the center of the space without letting the elements in much. There was a fairly large, fairly thick pile of bedding in the middle of one wall, and a small variety of domestic workspaces and storage around the others. Qaara lit a handful of beeswax candles that were sitting in carved niches in the larger wall-logs while Miyah took in her surroundings, and the dim interior warmed with an intimate light. It was not as  well-appointed or as luxurious as the quarters Miyah had had among the mages in Lilonia, but it was much more than she had expected and she found it extremely welcoming. She turned to Qaara to tell her as much, but was brought up short.

Qaara was bent toward the last unlit candle in the cabin, her hand cupped around the top of it, as though to ward off errant drafts, but both hands were empty of any match, taper, or the like. Instead, as Miyah watched incredulously, Qaara simply murmured, “Vulcanus”, almost inaudibly, and just like that, with a brief golden glow that emanated from her cupping fingers, the candle caught light.

* * *

Having lit the last candle, Qaara turned to find Miyah gaping at her as though she’d just found the roots of the First Tree.

“What…” Miyah began, “what did you just do?” After a moment, Miyah supplemented her question with a slightly flailing gesture at the lit candle.

Confused, Qaara slowly replied, “I lit a candle?”

“But… how?” Miyah asked.

“I used vulcanus.”

Qaara’s lack of understanding was plain enough in her voice that Miyah was shaking her head slightly and blinking as though to clear her vision. “No, I mean… well, what in the world is 'vulcanus’?”

Hearing the magic that Miyah used to communicate slide off the invocation when she repeated it, understanding dawned on Qaara: Miyah spoke using a whole other set of words and sounds! “I feel silly now! Of course the invocation of fire would be different where you’re from. We use vulcanus, what do you use?” Qaara asked, feeling relieved to have gotten to the bottom of it. When Miyah’s face didn’t clear up at all, though, she started to feel nervous again.

“Hells on earth, that was magic?!” Miyah asked, her incredulity readily apparent. “That one word, that did magic?”

Qaara’s eyes widened, and she thought back to the speaking spell Miyah had cast in order to speak to Enuum. Her mind spun at the implication that Miyah’s people weren’t just adept with unfamiliar, powerful magics, but that magic meant such fundamentally different things to their two peoples.

It was Qaara’s turn to speak with slow care. “Yes. It is the only way we know to use magic, the only way I’d ever conceived of magic being done until I saw your spell earlier. We have invocations, which we use to channel our will for the magic’s effect. Is that not how you use it?”

Miyah laughed, seeming to relax some now that she had an explanation. She shook her head, seeming amused. “No, magic is, for us, a matter of long study and rigorous ritual. I was only able to use that ‘speaking spell’ so quickly because I had thought ahead when I departed and had completed most of the necessary steps prior to coming here. Using it for something like lighting a candle, well, it would probably be possible to manipulate heat that finely, but the effort and education required would be comically wasteful next to just using a match or a taper.”

“Oh” was Qaara’s only reply for a long moment while she digested this information, and, in a hurry to break the silence and restore the flirtatious mood from before, she blurted out the first question that came to her mind, only to regret it immediately: “How do you stay clean then?”

Miyah blinked, then abruptly burst out laughing. Qaara was a little embarrassed to be laughed at, even though she knew it was a somewhat insulting question that she wished she hadn’t asked. She wanted to feel irritated at Miyah for laughing, as well, but found that Miyah’s humor was too good-natured, and her laugh too resonant, for the feeling to stick. At any rate, she recovered from her mirth before it became actually insulting, and hastened to explain.

“We clean ourselves and our clothes with water, cloth, and herbs. I’m guessing from your question that you must use magic?”

Qaara just nodded, her brow knitting. “Yes, it’s one of the spells I use most frequently, but I don’t understand why it was so funny! Using water and herbs makes sense, I suppose, but…” She trailed off, seeing Miyah’s eyes twinkling.

“Qaara, the most accomplished users of magic in my home would fall over themselves hearing magic used for something they would deem so frivolous, only to realize once they thought about it that no one in Lilonia has ever had the finesse that would be required to clean a human body, much less with a single word.” Miyah shook her head, still amused. “Even if it could be accomplished, the amount of work and power it would take… Why, creating the water, cloth, herbs, and basin from thin air would be less wasteful!”

Qaara thought she was beginning to understand the gulf in magics between the Osbaa Vales and this Lilonia, and her head spun with half-glimpsed implications, but Miyah was already continuing, half to herself.

“I wonder if I could learn some of these miraculous, one-word magics. Do you think it can be taught?” Miyah took Qaara’s hands in her own, and Qaara’s breath caught once more in her throat. “Do you think you could teach me?”

Qaara stared into Miyah’s smiling eyes for a long moment, and swallowed hard. Miyah’s expression softened as she took in their proximity, but also sharpened as she slowly inched her face closer to Qaara’s.

“Miyah,” Qaara began nervously, before having to pause for a deep, calming breath. “In Lilonia, is it terribly intimate for one person to wash another?”

Miyah blinked, her face halting so close to Qaara’s that Qaara could feel even her lightest breaths. Gods and spirits, though Qaara, she’s so deliciously big!

“Yes, in most circumstances it would be considered extremely intimate, even between people who were–” Oddly, whatever the last word in the sentence was, Miyah’s magic couldn’t convey its meaning to Qaara, but she got the gist of it from context. She nodded slowly, her forehead lightly brushing Miyah’s nose as Miyah loomed enticingly above her.

“Well, that’s true here as well. Using clarensis on another person, even clothed and at arm’s length is so intimate that it’s indecent to do it where anyone might see. Even those who have lay together many times often do not wash one another. But I want to show you, and, I… I want to, t-to…” Qaara trailed off, her cheeks burning, unable to meet Miyah’s eyes, but unwilling to backpedal, either.

She felt Miyah’s lips brush her forehead, just barely, and could hear the genuine warmth in Miyah’s murmured reply: “I would love for you to wash me, Qaara. Thank you.” Miyah’s hands left Qaara’s and came to rest gently on her waist instead, delicate as falling leaves, as if Miyah was worried she might startle and bolt like a rabbit.

Qaara closed her eyes and smiled, her heart beating wildly. She stretched up a bit to lean her forehead against Miyah’s, and slowly placed her hands on either side of Miyah’s face. She splayed her fingers along Miyah’s incredible jawline and regal cheeks. She was surprised at how thick and husky her voice sounded as she intoned, “Clarensis.”

* * *

Miyah was excited to witness more of Qaara’s crazily off-hand magic, but Qaara’s splayed fingers sliding along the sides of her face as they traded smoldering glances ended up taking precedence. Miyah’s hands clenched slightly where they rested on Qaara’s waist, and her smile grew.

Qaara spoke: “Clarensis.”

Miyah’s eyes shot wide open, then fluttered, and an embarrassingly needy moan escaped her lips. The sensation was… it was no wonder using this magic on another was seen as intimate! Miyah felt, for a bare few moments that nevertheless seemed to stretch until it was almost excruciating, the most tantalizing sensation everywhere on her skin at once. Even her eyelids weren’t spared!

The feeling was like nothing she’d ever experienced, at least not in isolation. It was the cool, wanting tingle that was left behind after a warm tongue had been between her legs, its owner having withdrawn it. But the sensation was everywhere at once, waxing and waning from moment to moment at different paces on different parts of her body, making even the least responsive spots feel, for a moment, as sensitive as the nape of her neck, or her earlobe, or her nipples, or…

And just like that, in the space of two brief, endless breaths, it was over.

Miyah hadn’t realized she’d closed her eyes, or that she’d crushed Qaara to her chest, and she hadn’t noticed herself start shuddering, but all those things appeared to have happened in the brief interval. (Qaara, for her part, did not seem to mind the crushing, judging by the small nuzzling motions her head was making where it was pressed into the valley between Miyah’s breasts.) Slowly, Miyah mastered the shuddering, then her breathing, then she shakily loosened her grip on Qaara. She marveled all the while at how pristine her clothes, hair, and skin did indeed feel after the spell, even if her attention had been otherwise occupied for the duration of the magic.

Drawing herself up to her full height, Miyah looked down at Qaara as the smaller woman lifted her head from Miyah’s bosom. Miyah did her best to fix Qaara with her most intense gaze, and said in her smokiest voice, “I think it’s well past time I tasted you.”

* * *

Qaara shuddered with pleasure at Miyah’s words and tone, and at the gleefully aggressive look in her eyes. Qaara had never been exactly shy about her desires and preferences, but her options in Maalen had been limited, and no one had ever quite been able to give her exactly what she wanted – in part because she had had trouble articulating all of what she desired. Now, though, she had no such problems; what she wanted was Miyah, and for Miyah to take her and do absolutely whatever she wanted with her. Qaara was literally trembling at the thought as Miyah roughly pulled her close, reveling in the warmth and strength and passion of this mesmerizing stranger.

One of Miyah’s hands grasped Qaara’s hair right above the band she’d used to fasten it into a loose, practical ponytail that morning, and gripped it tight, just enough for Qaara to feel a hint of a pull, and then drew Qaara hard into a searing kiss. Qaara just had time to think, Oh good, they kiss where she’s from, before all coherent thought was obliterated by Miyah’s lips, soft and demanding, and her tongue, tender and forceful. Qaara melted in the larger woman’s arms, moaning into the kiss, and Miyah effortlessly supported the smaller woman against her body.

Qaara registered a moment’s surprise as, with her whole length pressed against Miyah’s body, she felt a rigid length press against her stomach. At once, her mind was filled with a new set of images, ways she hadn’t previously imagined that Miyah might use her, and her moans grew louder.

Suddenly, Miyah broke the kiss, and Qaara caught a glimpse of her madly-grinning face before her vision was obscured and she felt her smock pulled off of her in one irresistible movement. She was just registering the sensation of air moving over her bared, hardened nipples when she felt Miyah’s hand hook the waist of her wrap. There was a brief pause as Qaara found Miyah’s gaze again, and Miyah held the heated stare as she bit her bottom lip slightly and then whisked Qaara’s wrap off.

In addition to the many more direct and obvious ways Qaara could feel her unprecedented levels of arousal in that moment, she could also register her desire slowly trickling down the inside of her thigh, now freed from its stodgy confinement. Miyah leaned back slightly and gave Qaara a thorough looking-over, her hands absently stroking Qaara’s back and waist.

“Mm,” Miyah hummed, one hand working its way around and up to caress a delectable round breast. “You are delicious,” she murmured, and took Qaara’s erect, brown nipple between two fingers. Leaning closer as Qaara began to tremble again, Miyah carefully pinched the nipple between her fingers, gauging Qaara’s reaction, and when she was leaned over close to Qaara’s ear, she whispered, “And I’m going to eat you up.”

“Ahhhnn…” Qaara couldn’t help the breathy moan that escaped her at that, especially not while Miyah’s fingers continued to work her nipple. For a moment, Miyah’s mouth and tongue found the other nipple as well, and Qaara’s knees almost gave out, but Miyah was too doubled-over in that position to remain there for long.

Instead the larger woman straightened, cast a considering look up to the cabin’s ceiling, then at Qaara. Just as Qaara was about to ask what she was looking for, Miyah got a wild grin on her face and told Qaara with a low, urgent tone, “Hold on!”

Without waiting for a response, Miyah grasped Qaara tightly, one arm supporting her back and shoulders and the other wrapped beneath her supple rear, and hoisted her toward the ceiling. Acting on startled reflex, Qaara squealed, and her arms and legs sought anything they could find to cling to: a sturdy rafter just above and in front of her head in the case of her arms, and Miyah’s neck and shoulders in the case of her legs. In the space of a moment, Qaara went from being held in Miyah’s hands in front of her, to resting her thighs on Miyah’s shoulders, her hands gripping the rafter in front of her as the larger woman buried her face between Qaara’s legs. Qaara’s heart felt ready to give out; it had already been pounding from the sizzling sensuality of the moment between her and Miyah, then it was pounding wildly from being lifted so high, so suddenly.

Now, though, her heart positively thundered as Miyah’s lips and tongue pressed over Qaara’s slick labia. She cried out, her hips jerking on Miyah’s shoulders, and crossed her ankles behind Miyah’s neck, pulling her paramour’s head tighter between her legs. Qaara felt utterly, exultantly lost in the abandon of the moment. The thought spun through her mind that this was more than a little crazy: she'd first seen Miyah less than two hours ago, they didn’t share a language or a culture or an understanding of magic, and it hadn’t been until she felt Miyah’s cock hard against her abdomen that she had even considered that there might be bigger differences between them than size and skin-color. But even that ghost of a thought was whisked away by the recollection of that hard heat against her and the pressure of Miyah’s tongue as it pressed into Qaara’s folds and slid up to press against her clit. In response, Qaara felt herself positively undulate against Miyah’s face, pressing and grinding desperately as the pressure within her built.

Miyah’s hands gripped Qaara’s thighs, her butt, her back, and kept her secure and tightly pressed into Miyah’s expert mouth. Despite being almost as high off the ground now as she had been in the tree earlier in the day, Qaara felt utterly secure, utterly… possessed on the larger woman’s shoulders. Without thinking, shuddering with each stroke of Miyah’s tongue over her clit, Qaara hunched forward over Miyah’s head, letting go of the rafter she’d been using for leverage and instead taking fistfuls of Miyah’s lustrous black hair in her hands. She felt Miyah’s tongue between her legs grow more forceful still, sinking into her on every stroke between her lips, and flicking forcefully back and forth over her clit a few times at the apex of each stroke. While her force increased, though, Miyah only barely increased her pace, and so Qaara’s eventual climax approached at a torturous pace, growing more and more titanic with each pass of her lover’s tongue.

Qaara heard her voice change from sharp cries of passion to pleading whimpers of entreaty, but was completely powerless to make herself sound less pathetic. Miyah heard the same change, and started moving her whole head along with her tongue, adding even more pressure and making it so that every part of Qaara’s sex felt her upper lip, then her tongue, then her lower lip in turn. Jerking and shuddering with her impending peak, Qaara tried to smile as she realized the encouragement she could give Miyah to push her over the edge – though with her mouth hanging open and gasping for air in between whimpers, the smile she intended was transformed into something altogether more wanton.

“Pleeeeeaaaaasssssse!” Qaara cried, her voice high and breathy. “Oh gods and spirits, please yes, yes, please use your tongue!” Qaara found she didn’t have to try very hard to sound needy and plaintive, and that seemed to be exactly what Miyah needed to encourage her; her tongue redoubled its efforts, but now focused on Qaara’s clit more narrowly, sending her ecstasy into the stratosphere. “Oh, please please, gods and spirits, please let me coooooooooooooome!”

And just like that, Qaara came.

She bucked and writhed against Miyah’s face, slicking her lips and chin with her nectar. As her orgasm peaked, Qaara bucked hard, her heels uncrossing and drumming against Miyah’s shoulders, and she distantly felt her hands sliding away from Miyah’s head. Qaara’s eyes fluttered closed, and her body relaxed… for a moment. Then, she felt herself falling and, as her eyes flew open, remembered that, given where she’d been sitting, she definitely should not have relaxed.

But almost as soon as she felt the lurching sensation of falling in the pit of her stomach, she felt Miyah’s strong arms catch her, careful, solid, and gentle. Her towering lover held her close and slowly lowered her until Qaara was gazing into her eyes. Miyah had the shiny, self-satisfied smirk often found on the faces of those who have just used their mouths to bring their partners to shattering climaxes. Just as Qaara had regained enough breath that she might have said something, Miyah leaned in and kissed her fiercely. Qaara tasted her own warm, earthy musk on Miyah’s lips, and moaned raggedly into her mouth.

All at once, Miyah leaned back from the kiss and lowered Qaara onto the mattress on her back. “Having fun so far?” she asked, simultaneously cheeky and earnest. Qaara nodded fervently, and Miyah grinned. “Good, because that was only the beginning!”

With that, Miyah began to shuck off her clothes with a rapidity that impressed Qaara, and she sat up on the bed to watch. She would have thought that so many garments would have been slow and cumbersome to remove, and compared to a waist-wrap, that was true. But before Qaara’s amazed and greedy gaze, Miyah hurled her traveling cloak, tunic, boots, trousers, and smallclothes into various piles around the floor of the cabin, all in a matter of moments. Qaara was temped to stand up and help unwrap her gift, so to speak, but she knew how much fun they were both having with Miyah fully in control, and so she resolved to have fun removing all those nonsensical layers later.

Miyah hoisted the top of her smallclothes over her head and her bountiful green breasts bounced free, the bobbing of their large, dark green areolas and prominent nipples mesmerizing Qaara for a moment. Only momentarily, though. Her gaze shifted downward as Miyah whipped the drawstring on her smallclothes bottoms out of its securing knot. Her bulge was clearly visible through the fabric and, to Qaara’s eyes, quite large; the way Miyah smirked as she paused with her thumbs hooked into the waistband suggested she knew what her audience was thinking. With a roughish wink and an exaggerated flourish, Miyah tossed her last remaining garment aside.

* * *

Miyah grinned as her cock came free with a satisfying, meaty thwack, especially enjoying the way Qaara’s eyes widened and fixed on it. She was proud of the results of her magical experiments to realise her inner self-image, even if ultimately they had meant she was “asked” to leave the Institute. Her true self turned out not to conform entirely to Lilonia’s expectations of either masculinity or femininity, and also involved her current strikingly unnatural hue, so there had been no hiding it, and no escaping punishment. So this would really only be her second opportunity to take her new body for a spin with a partner. She reached down to grasp her shaft and angle it upward some, giving Qaara a full view of Miyah’s masterpiece. Miyah heard the smaller woman’s intake of breath, and her smile grew.

“Y-you have… how?” Qaara struggled to form her question as her eyes took in the slick pussy at the base of Miyah’s cock, where she might have expected testicles instead.

Miyah winked at Qaara again. “We can talk logistics later. For now, how about you just enjoy having it all at your fingertips?”

Qaara just nodded, wide eyes growing sultry as she considered the possibilities. She licked her lips and, with an effort, made eye-contact with Miyah, though on its way, her gaze lingered on the darker green of the head of Miyah’s cock, of her nipples, and of her lips.

“Can you... can it get me…?”

Miyah shook her head, her hand absently beginning to stroke her length as she answered, “No, nothing to worry about there. I made sure I could still come with it, but the adjustments I made mean I’ll never give or get a child.”

“Oh,” Qaara replied, seeming unsure. “That’s…”

“Exactly how I want it,” Miyah gently interrupted, “and exactly what we need right now.” She let her grin come back, and began to pump her shaft more quickly. “Now, if you want any say in how I take you, speak up!”

Qaara smiled, and reclined on the bed as she spoke. “While it’s tempting to taste you first, that will have to wait. I need all of you without delay, Miyah Natlhi, so come and take me!” Miyah didn’t need to be told twice, and advanced on her paramour, cock in hand. For her part, Qaara spread her legs obligingly, stroking herself with one hand and cupping a breast with the other. Miyah appreciated both the tableau and the effort, but she was also eager to reclaim control – and she had a feeling Qaara would also enjoy that.

Miyah crawled onto the mattress between Qaara’s feet on her hands and knees, cock swinging between her thighs, and planted a quick string of light kisses up one of Qaara’s legs. Qaara twitched and hummed in response, still rubbing herself with one hand. As Miyah moved up Qaara’s body, though, she avoided kissing too near to the soft curls that framed her lovely cunt, and instead collected Qaara’s hands in one of hers. Qaara cooperated readily, but began to squirm and wriggle beneath Miyah.

Oh, thought Miyah, this will be a lot of fun…

She positioned herself over Qaara and slowly but decisively used one hand to pin both of the smaller woman’s to the mattress above her head. Qaara’s lips parted, and she began to pant as Miyah slowly pushed her hips forward until the thick head of her cock gently prodded Qaara’s soft labia. The warmth from Qaara’s cunt sent a tingle all the way up Miyah’s spine, and Qaara’s breath began coming in short gasps. The expression on her face was a combination of longing and… fear? Miyah paused.

“Is this okay, Qaara?” she asked softly, doing her best to sound only half as lust-drunk as she felt with her shaft poised to finally enter her lover.

“Of course!” Qaara answered in a rush. “It’s just… fingers are the only flesh-and-blood I’ve had inside before, and even the… tools I’ve had haven’t been as large…” Qaara looked to one side, at least as much as she was able, pinned as she was by her wrists. “I do want you, all of you, but I can’t help being nervous.”

Relief flooded Miyah, and she smiled. “I understand, Qaara. Can you trust me?”

Qaara nodded, with no hesitation, looking adorably determined.

“Then close your eyes, relax, and kiss me,” Miyah said, her smile evident in her voice.

Qaara smiled back, and obliged, so Miyah leaned down, repositioning to account for the difference in their heights as much as she could. Their lips met gently, tenderly, and their kiss a soft, warm, and lingering one at first. But Miyah gradually increased its intensity, keeping the tip of her cock positioned just at Qaara’s entrance as she began to moan against Miyah’s lips. Miyah slipped her tongue into the kiss, and Qaara responded with enough enthusiasm that her hips bucked slightly, working Miyah’s tip slightly inside her. Qaara gave an open-mouthed moan that broke their kiss for a moment, but Miyah resumed it fiercely before Qaara could finish giving voice to her pleasure.

Miyah waited briefly for her moment, and when Qaara next bucked against her, she rolled her hips forward into her, sheathing her whole length in one smooth stroke and continuing to press her hips to Qaara’s thighs, keeping her whole length seated inside her lover.

Qaara’s eyes went wide, and her mouth formed an almost perfect “O,” but Miyah could see no signs of pain in her face. She trembled beneath Miyah for a moment, and Miyah could feel her cunt twitching and spasming around her length as well. But after another long moment, Qaara’s rigid body relaxed, accompanied by a gusty, satisfied sigh. Miyah decided that meant Qaara was comfortable enough for the next step, and pulled her length slowly out of Qaara’s cunt, feeling how impressively wet the smaller woman was. As Miyah came almost all the way free of Qaara’s tight confines, Qaara let out a disappointed whimper and tugged at Miyah’s grip on her wrists somewhat. Miyah decided it was time for a little teasing.

“You don’t seem so nervous anymore, little Qaara. Did that feel good after all?” Miyah asked with a slight mocking tone to her voice.

In response, Qaara whimpered and tried to push herself up onto Miyah’s length, but Miyah adjusted her own hips to keep herself just barely inside Qaara’s entrance. Qaara let out a little whine. “Pleeeeaase, you felt so good so deep inside me, please fuck me!” The whole time she was begging, Qaara never stopped trying to move her hips to get Miyah deeper inside her.

Miyah chuckled. “I don’t know, what can you do for–”

Qaara interrupted her by taking one of Miyah’s nipples between her teeth; their respective heights had put them, tantalizingly, just above Qaara’s head anytime Miyah wasn’t leaning down to kiss her.

Miyah shuddered and gasped as she felt Qaara’s warm lips and hard teeth on her nippple, then let out a throaty chuckle. “Oh, you little brat,” she murmured with a mix of affection and menace. “Well, if you want to get fucked…”

She released Qaara’s hands and encircled Qaara’s shoulders and lower back in her arms, holding her close without letting herself slide any further inside her lover. Once released, Qaara’s hands slid rapidly over Miyah’s shoulders, over her breasts, and down to her hips, all without Qaara ever releasing Miyah’s nipple from her mouth. Her hands gripped Miyah’s hips, trying to pull them toward her.

Miyah let Qaara keep trying in vain to take more of her length inside her, and meanwhile, Miyah secured her grip behind and beneath Qaara, who seemed oblivious to Miyah’s movements.

Once Miyah was sure of her grip on Qaara, she squeezed the smaller woman close and shoved herself back into a kneeling position, bringing Qaara with her, clasped close to her chest. The shift in position, and the force of gravity, thrust Qaara all the way onto Miyah’s shaft, with Miyah supporting her weight in her arms. Miyah grinned wildly as Qaara shook and moaned against her at being filled again so suddenly and completely, and took the opportunity to reposition the girl in her arms. By the time Qaara had regained her senses enough to wrap her arms around Miyah’s neck and murmur, “Gods and spirits, you fill me so full!”, Miyah had gotten Qaara’s legs draped over her elbows, with her hands gripping the smaller woman’s soft, full ass. Qaara might not realize it yet, but Miyah had total control over her movements, held in midair and impaled upon Miyah’s cock as she was.

Miyah was finding that being so firmly ensconced in Qaara’s intoxicating depths was challenging her control, so she made a split-second decision. She lifted Qaara up until only her tip remained inside her lover, gave her a quick kiss, and murmured, “Ready or not…” Miyah took a moment to set her kneeling posture, then got started. She dropped Qaara back onto her shaft, thrusting up to meet her lover’s plummeting thighs with a loud clap. Giving Qaara no time to recover, or even to react, Miyah lifted and dropped her rapidly along the whole length of her cock.

Qaara cried out on each thrust, a short, wanton sound pounded out of her with each stroke. Miyah had complete control over Qaara’s movements, and was determined to absolutely overwhelm her with pleasure. She cranked up the pace even further, and in response, Qaara bit down on the upper slope of one of Miyah’s breasts, hard, moaning into the soft flesh held between her teeth. Gritting her teeth against both Qaara’s bite and her own impending climax, Miyah grunted between thrusts, “Come for me, little forest nymph!”

And she did.

Instantly, Qaara was spasming and crying out and coming on Miyah’s cock. She was already tight and wet and responsive, and Miyah had been on a razor’s edge for too long to hold on any longer. With a growl, she crushed Qaara to her chest, pressing her down and thrusting up as deep into her lover as she could as her orgasm crashed over her. Miyah’s cock fired shot after shot into Qaara’s depths, and both women moaned and twitched in their shared ecstasy.

Slowly, the tension bled from their embrace, and at length, Miyah laid down on her back on the bed, bringing Qaara down to lie atop her. Neither of them made any move to withdraw Miyah’s length from Qaara.

After a warm interval of indolent silence, the two began to talk softly of small matters, using the intimacy to get to know one another in more mundane ways, slowly working up to more significant matters. Miyah found out that Qaara had struggled to be recognized as a full adult by her elders largely because they had found out about her preference for women over men – it was seen as something she needed to grow out of before they would allow her to start a truly independent life. In turn, Miyah told Qaara about her departure from Lilonia, and how her use of magic to change her body precipitated it.

“We make small changes to our bodies frequently, but I can only imagine how harshly the elders would react to making the kinds of changes you made,” Qaara responded.

Miyah smiled crookedly down at Qaara, who was nestled by that point in the crook of her arm. “That’s just the thing about the mages back where I’m from: they’re very accepting of personal preference and expression. They had no problem with a student who had a cock and who had been raised male changing their name and clothes and modes of address to be feminine. They were all scrupulous about calling me ‘Miyah’ and ‘her.’ But as soon as I even broached the idea of using magic to change my body, I was threatened with expulsion.” Miyah shrugged the shoulder that Qaara wasn’t resting on. “So I prepared the spell in secret and decided that if I was in for a penny, I was in for a pound. Once it worked,” she grinned down at Qaara, “and worked so well, I decided to seek more welcoming people.”

Qaara kissed the side of her near breast, and stroked her side. “I am glad you came here, but your tale would not make you welcome here, I’m afraid. In principle, nothing is seen as wrong with changing one’s body to better suit oneself or one’s role, but that’s the problem. The elders are very insistent that a role is something one is born into, and our magic is easier, but less dramatic. Changes to oneself have to be small, incremental. Anything that would place you at odds with your role would not go over well.”

“Is that what’s eating Lissiil, then?” Miyah asked.

Qaara opened her mouth to reply, her expression puzzled, but before she could speak, both were distracted by a noise from near one of the cabin’s windows. Miyah sat up to look, but noted with wry amusement that Qaara dove into the bedding to cover herself. It was nearly full dark now, so Miyah couldn’t see very well outside the intimate candlelight of the cabin, but she had a suspicion and nothing to lose if she was wrong.

“Lissiil,” Miyah called, “is that you?”

She waited, and after a few moments’ silence with Qaara regarding her in confusion, the door quickly opened and closed, and Lissiil stood just inside it. He was flushed, and diligent about looking everywhere but at the disheveled couple on the bed. He kept his head turned to one side, and his hands twitched and fidgeted at his sides. His mouth opened twice, but he seemed not to know what to say. Miyah’s heart went out to Lissiil, but she didn’t want to make any faulty assumptions either.

“Lissiil, how long were you at that window?” Miyah asked gently.

Lissiil flinched slightly, but answered in a quiet voice, “I came to fetch the two of you to dinner around the time you were… disrobing. I was curious, so I stayed, then…”

“It’s okay,” Miyah interrupted as softly as she could. Qaara was looking back and forth between the two with her brow furrowed, thoughts clearly percolating; Miyah decided to leave her to it, for now. After their conversation, she trusted Qaara with where she thought this was going. “You have a problem fitting in here a little like what Qaara has, don’t you? But maybe even more?”

Lissiil blanched as though Miyah had drawn her hand back to slap him, even though they were a good ten feet apart. Then his face fell, and his shoulders slumped. Miyah waited. When he spoke, his voice was small at first. “Yes,” he all but whispered, “worse.”

All at once, though, Lissiil seemed to reach a decision. He straightened up and looked directly at Qaara, who blushed, but didn’t look away, then at Miyah, who gave him her best encouraging smile. Lissiil took a deep breath, then his question came out in a rush: “Can I do it too?”

Miyah thought she deserved a medal for not laughing at the way Qaara’s face registered surprise, then flushed from her cheeks down to her collarbone. Miyah left the question hanging for a moment longer. Qaara started to smile, and toyed slightly with her hair where it fell over her shoulder. But just as she looked like she might speak, Miyah answered instead.

“Perhaps. How clearly can you picture yourself – your real self – in your mind?” she asked.

Lissiil thought about it for a moment, closing his eyes and clearly picturing something, then he nodded to himself. “I have it perfectly,” he said with confidence. He opened his eyes, now alight with excitement.

Qaara, seeming to catch on more fully, asked tentatively, “How should I… How do you want to be called?”

Obvious relief washed over Lissiil, relief that Miyah could fully empathize with. “Lissiil is still my name, and I think…” He looked at Miyah consideringly. “Will I turn out like you?” he asked, with a clarifying gesture in the general direction of his pelvis.

This time, Miyah couldn’t keep her laughter inside, though she tried to make it clear that it was not at Lissiil’s expense. “Not if you have a clear picture of something else in mind!” she reassured him.

Lissiil nodded, his excitement clearly building, and addressed Qaara’s question once more: “If this works, I don’t think I’ll be ‘him’ any longer, but we can stick with that until we see what happens.”

Qaara nodded her agreement, and turned toward Miyah. “So how does it work?”

Miyah’s grin turned predatory again. “Why, we fuck, of course!”


"The Warded Shaft" by Nate Greene

"Madam Medicine," he called. "I think it is working."

The medicine woman strode through from the other room and cast an eye over him. "I'll say. Either that or you are smuggling a yam under your skirt."

Jaq blushed.

Quinta, the medicine woman, was by some distance the most enigmatic person in the tribe. She had been born here but had then gone… somewhere for a dozen years, only returning when the previous medicine man died. Such a thing was pretty much unheard of. There were plenty of rumours but if anyone actually knew where she'd been, they hadn't told Jaq. But then no one told Jaq anything; he was just a kid. Well, for another couple of days, at least.

She sat down at the stool opposite him and Jaq got his first close-up look at this near legendary figure. To an extent, she was much like any other village woman with her hide skirt and vest, rich brown skin and long black hair shaved at the sides and gathered behind her in a horse's tail. But her markings set her apart: she wore the decorated leather apron of her trade and, even more noticeably, the tattoo of womanhood around her eye was unusually expansive and her left arm and left leg were both covered entirely in more tattoos. Obviously the people of the tribe had tattoos but none so numerous. They were badges of her craft but also her mysterious life.

Quinta was also extremely attractive. Jaq knew that she was near enough twice his age but she certainly didn't look it. Perhaps it helped that she had no children. And that was another part of the enigma: she had never bonded, nor did she take part in the feast celebrations, despite being - by common consent - the most desirable woman in the tribe.

Seated less than a span from her, Jaq had the opportunity to observe this for himself. The atmosphere in the canopied room suddenly felt close; the heat before a storm broke. There was an uncomfortable feeling of intimacy - Jaq's first with a member of the opposite sex - and this was heightened by what was to follow.

The medicine woman wasted no time. "Right, you better take your skirt off then."

"Off?" echoed Jaq.

"Yes, off. We need it out of the way, don't we?"

Jaq had known this was coming but still felt his mouth go dry. Hesitantly he undid the toggles at the side of his skirt and slid it to the floor. It was the first time he'd been naked in front of someone else since first childhood and he waited nervously for what would happen next.

Nothing...

And then, slowly, Madam Medicine's eyebrow raised. "Well, well, well."

What did that mean?

"You might as well spit out that cud, you aren't going to get any harder," she said, passing him a small bowl.

Focussed on spitting out the wad of masticated leaves in his mouth, Jaq was totally unprepared for the hand that came snaking out and grasped him firmly by the middle of his shaft. As his hand wobbled, Madam Medicine deftly plucked the bowl from him with her free hand and deposited it back on the treetrunk table beside her. Meanwhile Jaq's entire being was now concentrated on the alien and intense sensation emanating from his groin. It felt different to when he touched himself; pleasurable but both sharper and strangely muted. He hissed air through his teeth.

"Don't worry," Quinta said, smirking. "There shouldn't be any risk of eruption."

She rattled the bowl where it sat on the table. "That cud contained falatria which is an aphrodisiac. That means it warms the blood in your balls which is why your dick feels like a iron bar." She squeezed for emphasis - causing Jaq to gasp. "It also contain gladroot which is an analgesic. That means it cools the blood in your skin which is why you don't exploded when I do this." So saying she tugged quickly up and down, the same motion he had made many time him when he snuck off to quiet places in the forest to relieve the aching pressure in his groaning testicles. It felt a thousand times better but - thankfully - also slightly detached. So he only hissed again in pained pleasure rather than turning his balls inside out all over her arm. "Still, let me know if you think this giant snake is about to spit its venom. I don't want to drown," she added with a wink.

Was he being mocked? Or... flirted with?

Before he could really process everything that had happened, Quinta pulled his shaft down so it was horizontal and lay a notched strip of bark along the top. It ran from just behind the flared head down the length of his shaft to nestle in his pubic hair. A finger's width of flesh showed running down either side.

"Well, I can safely say this is the biggest penis I've ever seen and I have seen a lot. A genuine eight liner." She paused. "Not too much hair so I won't need to shave you which means we can get down to business. Don't worry, I am a master carver and you have brought me a mighty spear to carve."

A wash of different emotions flowed through Jaq. Embarrassment to be sitting naked in front of this women, pride at the word 'mighty' and unease at the word 'carve'.

"Is it good that it is big? Or bad?" Why can't it just be normal?

"Neither. Both." Quinta shrugged. "Our inherence is the whim of the gods."

That wasn't much help, Jaq grumbled to himself. But then everyone knew a medicine woman's words were either as quick and sharp as a dart or as slippery as a eel.

Quinta was still staring intently at his penis. "This is a three day job, young Jaq. But, as ever, we will begin at the beginning. Just the first three - the wards of procreation - for now. Hold it down flat for me, will you?"

Jaq did as he was bid and felt unexpected regret as she let go. He had rapidly grown accustomed to the medicine woman's hand on his private parts.

Quinta dipped a brush into a small bowl of gall ink and then deftly drew eight quick lines, using the bark as her guide.

"The first ward is the ward of penetration. Usually a formality, perhaps less so in this case," she continued, appraising the member in front of her with a practiced eye. "I imagine that many young women will be relieved by my handiwork when this great bull's head is lowered to charge."

Jaq blushed. He wasn't sure how many more blunt references to his size he could take.

"Not that there is as much magic in the world as there once was," she said as she used her brush to draw a stylised snake. "Or so we believe. But maybe there never was. We know the past from stories told to daughters who pass them to their sons who pass them to their daughters, down and down in an eternal braid. But do they twist their meaning like the stories we carve in tree trunks in our youth? Or do they merely fade like the stories etched into the living rock? The stories - whether told in stone or flesh - tell us things that are not true of our world - but does that mean they are not true at all?"

The medicine woman's speech was hypnotic and Jaq found himself following her words rather than her work. That, he realised, was the point.

"Down on the coast, the sun is thinner and the seasons crueller so they make buildings out of cut stone and timber rather than in partnership with the jungle. They mash and press plants to make sheets and they ink these sheets so that a story might be shared with many without ever changing. But just because the story does not change, does that make it any truer? I have read their stories about our stories. Much of it is guano. But some of it... sometimes they tell stories about us that we are not able to tell ourselves."

"But are the tattoos real?" asked Jaq.

"Oh, the tattoos are very real."

"I mean do they work?" Jaq continued impatiently. "Are they magic?"

"They work. Here, now, they will make you a man; that is their work. But magic?" Quinta stopped her work for a moment. "I believe there was magic, when the world was younger and stranger, and I believe there are still echoes and ghosts. But I have spent much or my life experimenting with wards and nine times out of ten, I have seen better results from using a plant."

She lay down her brush. "Done."

"This first one has always been mostly symbolic but it does contain a minor ward to promote serpents' tears," she said. "But then you are already weeping prodigiously."

Unexpectedly she illustrated this by dipping a finger into the precum oozing from the eye of his penis.

"See?" she said, smearing it over his head with her finger. "That should ease entry but you will want to make sure your partners are very wet. Shouldn't be a problem, just looking at this thing should get both a woman's mouths watering, but still, you need to do your part." Quinta made a vee with her fingers in front of her mouth and stuck her tongue out." Jaq blushed hard.

"Next, the ward of fertility." She pushed his shaft up against his stomach and cupped his testicles with her other hand, making Jaq jump in his seat. "Hmm, perhaps this is a formality too. I see you have bull balls to go with your bull's shaft. Then again, size and potency do not always align.

"And finally – for today, at least – the ward of potency. Again, not exactly needed today..." She demonstrated this fact by pushing his penis down and then allowing it to twang up against his belly. "...but you might be grateful in forty years time."

Jaq's cheeks were burning furiously now. It was like one of those nightmares where you were in the tutoring hut and you looked down and realised you were naked and everyone started laughing at you. But now he really was naked in front of the most senior tutor in the village. A tutor who was not only infinitely more wise and worldly than him but alarmingly attractive. And he wasn't just naked, he was massively erect. Madam Medicine seemed to be taking this entirely in her stride, slipping seamlessly between pedagogy and merciless sexual teasing, but Jaq wished the earth would open up and swallow him.

"This will take your mind off the embarrassment," she said, not unkindly as she rolled open a leather sheaf. Inside were a frankly terrifying array of bone needles and glass scalpels. Jaq swallowed. At any other time his penis would be attempting to burrow inside his body but the leaf drug - the afrogesiac? - still had him as hard as he'd ever been.

"Now, I suggest you don't watch me work."

Jaq readily complied, staring up at the ceiling and letting the medicine woman's words wash over him. As she talked, he felt her work but there was no pain. Merely... sensation.

"All done. Now, I assume you'll be wanting some relief? I can't send you out of here looking like that," she said with a pregnant glance towards his penis.

Relief? He looked down at his undiminished erection. Was she suggesting he had a wank? Or did she mean she was going to..?

Before his mind could spin any further, she brought out a jug of white liquid. It moved with the consistency of a thin clay.

"This should do the job. Xenia extract will leach the falatria from your blood and turn your serpent back into a worm." At this she cast an appraising eye over him. "Hmm, or perhaps just your python into a threadsnake. Anyway, no one is going to tease you on your way back to your hut. The liquid will also fix the colour in the dye, promote healing and guard against infection. Tomorrow morning it will flake off and then just wash as normal. You might be a bit tender though. You won't be able able to admire my work in its true glory yet so don't worry if things look a bit of a mess. A week should do the job."

The speech - back in her clinical mode - had made Jaq slightly more relaxed, if still as hard as sweteni wood. However, this sense of calm quickly evaporate as she poured the liquid into her hand and slathered it all over his shaft. Yes, she had been touching him before but not like this.

Then the physical relief hit him. It was the same delicious sensation of plunging yourself into a cool pool on a hot day. He started to soften and an ache he'd only vaguely been aware of suddenly lessened.

"No, not a threadsnake; it's still like a tree viper," she muttered to herself as she cradled his now white-coated penis. His slumbering serpent required two slack hands to contain.

"Anyway," she said briskly, standing and wiping her hands on her apron, "That's us done till tomorrow."

* * *

By the time he was finished, the drums had sounded for meal three. His parents had already spread their mat in their usual spot and loaded bowls at the canteen. Neither had been working on food production recently but such was the spirit of ekila. Jaq joined them, self-consciously stifling a wince as he sat cross legged.

"So," said his dad, sitting down. "How did it go? Everything okay? Going back tomorrow?"

Jaq's father was a loving man but a brash, booming presence. Jaq didn't think he's ever seen him so anxious.

"Er, yeah."

"All three?"

"Er, yeah."

"Excellent," beamed Jaradan, clouting him on the shoulder. All the tension left his father's body and he turned his attention to the meal, grabbing a flat bread and tearing it apart. "That Madam Medicine is quite something, huh?"

Jaq rubbed his shoulder, unsure of how to reply.

"Yes, she is," answered his mother for him, setting down a bowl of beans in the centre of the mat. Chandra gave him a kiss on the cheek as she sat down. "She is wise and experienced beyond her years. She is skillful and resourceful and just. And, most importantly, she saved Jaq's life."

Chandra's labour had not gone well and both her and Jaq had almost died. Quinta, then the apprentice Medicine Madam but already an accomplished midwife, had saved them. But it had been tough and Chandra would bear no more children.

Jaradan, oblivious to his wife's sentiment, nodded eagerly. "Yes, yes, sure, but she's also hot like lava. Eh? Am I right?" That last was accompanied by a vigorous jab in the direction of Jaq's ribs.

Chandra rolled her eyes as Jaq buried his face in his hands.

"What?" asked Jan in confusion. "He's a man now."

"He's a man, you are a little boy. Stop embarrassing him with your lecherous talk. Just because you want to fuck Madam Medicine"

"Mom!"

"Sorry, dear, but they are just words and you are a man now."

"A man," repeated Jaradan, beaming. "A toast!" he exclaimed, loudly enough to turn heads. "A toast to your manhood!"

Jaq covered his ears and chewed determinedly.

* * *

"The drug takes hold quickly, doesn't it? Right, young Jaq, the wards of pleasure are next. Women first, naturally; we wouldn't want to run out of room. Not that there is much danger of that here."

Jaq was starting to acclimatise to the way she so casually referred to what was clearly his abnormal size. It did spark a thought though.

"What if there wasn't room?"

"Then I couldn't ink you."

"That's it?"

"That's it for this ward. Didn't your dad ever explain how this works?"

Jaq shook his head and Quinta sighed.

"The first stage of the ritual of manhood is complete - that already happened yesterday. The second stage - and perhaps the most important for you - is the ceremony. So, everything after here..." She encircled his shaft between thumb and forefinger, just underneath the ward of rigidity. Jaq noticed her fingers didn't meet. He wondered if that was normal. "...is just a bonus."

"So what happens if you can't complete the first three?"

Quinta paused.

"Then you can't become a man. But that isn't very common."

"That's crazy! You said that they are all different sizes and that there is no rhyme or reason to whether some are big or small. If small pensises are just unlucky then that would be like stopping someone with red hair from becoming a man."

"We used to do that too."

Jaq looked at her open mouthed.

"Our culture has come a long way since then but, at the same time, it has a long way to go. You can travel places in this world- places that aren't even that far away - that will change everything you know. Places where our culture is viewed as primitive and crude and superstitious. And, although their contempt is unearned, they are not entirely wrong. Nor are you; your manhood does not reside in your root." She stroked it for emphasis, something he had become used to surprisingly quickly. "It is in your heart and your mind and your soul."

"Why did you come back then? Why are you doing... this?" Jaq gestured vaguely down at himself, unable to express everything he was feeling.

"Why are you standing here? Tradition. Community. Obligation. Ritual. And I didn't say the tattoos were without merit. They won't make a man but they can change him. You won't be a great man because of this great prick, although there were times when people believed that. But you might be a great man because you were wise enough to ask those questions. Most men don't, particularly not those who have been so abundantly blessed. Conversely though, why shouldn't a great man wield a great spear?

"But it is a little early in the day for thoughts this deep. I like to save my philosophising for when the sun has gone down. Let's get on and ink this conch."

Jaq had no idea what "philosophising" was and only the vaguest idea what a conch was but as Quinta deftly drew a cleft shell he blushed as he quickly realised what it represented. Boys and girls went naked in first childhood, only adopting the skirt and vest as puberty signalled second childhood.

"What does it do?" asked Jaq.

"Do? It doesn't 'do', it means."

Jaq could feel himself scowling slightly and the medicine woman laughed in response.

"Okay, okay," she said. "Some cultures believe the purpose of sex is procreation. They are wrong. Other cultures believer the purpose of sex is primarily procreation. Again, wrong. Sex for procreation and sex for pleasure are equally important. That is the gift of the gods. But the gods play tricks too.

"I would have to train hard to beat even a second circle wrestler. Say, Kotha, the lazy bastard. I'd have to work twice as hard and even then..." She waggled her head to indicate the uncertainty of the outcome.

"Equally, a man only needs a stiff breeze to stiffen his cock." She leaned forward and Jaq's heart stopped. Her mouth paused a hand's width from the head of his penis and she blew out sharply. "And he can spill his seed as easily as sneezing," she continued, raising her head. "Us women are more sophisticated; you can beat a man like a drum but you have to play a woman like the pipes. This ward..." She touched him lightly with a fingertip. "...is a reminder to all owners of penises not to think with their drumstick."

She paused.

"And if it does - or did - do as well as mean then it helps the lips, mouth and throat of a woman's sex relax and glow, radiating like the little nose." She touched a finger to her nose and then ran it down her body, between her breasts, to rest on her skirt, presumably marking the top of her own sex.

Jaq's dick twitched and she smiled.

"Now the male pleasure ward. The good stuff, eh?" she added with a wink. "A swap, almost. A man's orgasms are variations on a note; a woman's can be a song. That is the meaning. Does it work? The people of our culture have sex more often than others - that is the observation of others but also my experience - so maybe. But perhaps we are just more sensible, as is the case in so many other respects." She laughed. "Despite what other, more 'civilised' cultures may believe."

She paused briefly to rinse her brush.

"And last, the refractory ward. Again, not exactly necessary at the moment."

Jaq looked nonplussed.

Quinta slapped her left hand into the crook of her elbow and shoved her right fist upwards. "How long until you are like this again after you spurt."

"Oh."

"So, who would you like to use these three on?"

Jaq was taken aback by the sudden shift in conversation and the direct question... but it was a thought that had been much on his own mind. The ceremony of manhood - the consummation of the ritual - dominated his every thought.

If you had asked Jaq three days ago – and if he had been able to bring himself to answer – he would have said Leas. Now he unaccountably found Madame Medicine's own name springing to his lips.

"Leas, I bet," she continued before he could say anything out loud.

"No! Maybe. What makes you think that?"

"There is a glorious variety in our bodies and correspondingly, we are aroused by a multitude of features. But... almost all young men like a big pair of tits and Leas could suckle a litter of hogs."

Jaq's rarely swore but he did now. It was all too much.

Madam Medicine stroked his knee. Despite the fact she'd been handling his dick all day, this felt more intimate. "I'm sorry, I like to tease; a medicine woman's prerogative. But you are so young and this is serious for you. I shouldn't have been so callous."

"You know who it will be, don't you?"

Her look was inscrutable. "I do."

"And you can't tell me."

"I can't"

They held eye contact.

"But I think you will be pleased."

Quinta put down her brush. "Right, that was the easy bit. Now let's get down to business," she said as she unrolled her tools.

* * *

"All fine? All three done?"

Jaq's dad was nowhere near as tense as he'd been yesterday but there was still an eager note in his voice.

"Yes, dad."

Jaradan rubbed his hands together. "Excellent, excellent. Now just the fun part."

Chandra elbowed him and Jaq blushed.

"Who are you after then? Leas, I bet."

"Dad!"

"Stop embarrassing him. It's private and it's a secret. Only Madam Medicine will know. Well," she added with a wink to her son, "and the lucky lady themselves."

"Mum!"

"Sorry, sorry," Chandra said ruffling his hair. "Shannar said there is a lot of interest though. She even put her own name in."

"Mum!" Shannar was a friend of his mothers. Short, thick-thighed and heavy-breasted; she was twice bonded and had three sons to manhood already. She was attractive, certainly, but very much not what was hoping for.

"Don't knock it until you've tried it, lad. She's a fuck and a half," his dad put in helpfully. "Your mother still lets me take her for a ride now and again."

"Dad!"

His mother cuffed his father round the head. "I'm sorry, sweetie," she repeated. "We're just excited for you."

"I'm excited too. But I don't want to talk about it with you! Besides, I still need to have the last session."

Jaradan and Chandra stopped short, looking blank. It was his father who broke the silence, his relief turned to disbelief.

"Last session?"

"Yes, I need to have the last three."

"Three!?"

"It's..." Jaq paused, face crimson. It felt like there was a volcano inside him, pouring out lava. "Apparently its quite large."

Again, there was silence.

"Well," started his mother and then apparently didn't have anything else to say. She turned back to the fire pit and started to poke it, although there was absolutely no need.

"The last three," Jaradan muttered to himself with a shake of his head. "Good lad, good lad."

* * *

"This is new territory for both of us," Madam Medicine said by way of welcome. "But don't worry, I am the best."

"At what?" Jaq asked without thinking.

"At most things."

"Oh."

"But of particular relevance today, I know more about runes, wards and tattoos than, well..." She waggled her head. "Anyone within 200 miles. And only less than two people outside that. So, the wards of power.

"First, the ward of endurance. You control your seed rather than your seed controlling you. You will be able raise your balls from a gentle simmer to a furious boil without any risk of spilling over the pot.

"Next the ward of fecundity. I've done this two, maybe three times. So you are joining an elite band of brothers. This ward..." She tapped the ward of fertility she'd etched on the first day "... helps you to father a child. This one..."  She tapped the inked outline of latest ward. "... increases the production and potency of seed so that you could father a village. Don't pull that face," she added, flicking his knee.

"And last, the ninth and final ward. I have never made this tattoo myself."

"What does it do?" he asked when it became clear the medicine woman was not going to continue.

Quinta considered her answer. "It is a form of scent magic. On the coast, they have a word for it: pheromones."

"It will make my dick smell nice?" Jaq clapped a hand to his mouth to try and stuff the words back inside.

Quinta smiled.

"It will make you dick smell nice in the way a flower smells nice to the bee. But we are humans, not plants or animals. With great power, comes great responsibility and sex always requires consent. Even if your cock is hard to resist, in more ways than one," she said, her smile widening as she got out her tools.

* * *

His ordeal finally over, Jaq hurried home.

He was skirting the labour exchange when he bumped in Leas. Literally. They both apologised at the same time, laughing and blushing in awkward synchronicity. Then they lapsed into silence.

"So," said Jaq finally. "I haven't seen you about much." Since you became a woman and stopped coming to classes, he didn't need to add.

Leas' hand came up to brush her hair from her face but also to unconsciously brush the tattoo around her right eye. The mark of womanhood was still relatively fresh on her. Unlike the wards of manhood, those of women were all individual, the product of a ritual that was a fiercely guard secret. Jaq thought hers was exquisite; Madam Medicine really was the best at many things.

"I've spent a lot of time farming and weaving out on the Long South Path. Want to get enough tokens to build my own place. My parents are so embarrassing."

"Tell me about it."

"And its your ceremony soon?"

It was a question but not a question. Jaq nodded anyway. It was his ceremony soon and then - once again - he'd be her peer and equal.

"I heard..." Leas stopped and looked down.

"Yes?"

"Have you just come from Madam Medicine?"

"Yes," Jaq repeated, his voice slightly croaky.

"I heard it was your third day." After say this, she hurried on, the words coming out in a tumble - perhaps to avoid him responding, perhaps out of nerves. "It sounds like, um, she had a lot on her hands."

"Yes," said Jaq for the third time, now barely above a whisper.

"It's... Well, it's..." The pair seemed to be engaged in a blushing competition. "I've got to go," Leas said abruptly. "It was nice to see you, Jaq."

As she hurried off, Jaq quickly called after her retreating figure, "Hope to see you soon."

"Me too!" she shouted over her shoulder with a smile. And then she was gone.

* * *

Those words echoed in Jaq's head as he waited anxiously in the ritual antechamber. He was alone, naked and mostly in the dark, bowls of herbed tallow casting soft flickering light. He was also immensely erect.

Madam Medicine's work had fully healed in the days before the ceremony and Jaq had to agree with her: she really was the best. He'd previously thought of his penis as just another part of his body (one of the best parts but still); Madam Medicine had transformed it into an immense monument to her art. He now understood the power of the wards, regardless of their lack of real magic.

Once Jaq had arrived and removed his clothes, he had drunk deeply from the bowl waiting for him. It burnt through him immediately: fermented honey laced with falatria and who knew what else. Nerves were overlaid with an enormous arousal. And then he'd just had to wait, the unknown weighing on him.

A figure came through the hide flap that joined the antechamber to the ritual room itself. In the dimness of the room it resolved into a woman. A naked woman. Jaq found himself holding his breath as her features grew clearer. She was longer, lither than Leas... and tattoos twined all down her left hand side.

"Madam Medicine?" he croaked.

"Under the circumstances, I think you can call me Quinta."

Jaq didn't know what to say. Her beauty, presence and poise were overwhelming. "Are you going to teach me the tongue thing?" he blurted.

Quinta laughed. "There will be plenty of time for that later," she said, taking him by the hand and leading him into the ritual chamber.

If Jaq had been paying any attention to his surroundings, he might have found them anticlimactic. The room that had played endlessly on his mind looked much like that any bonded pair might share: a weft of live and dead wood enclosing a circular bolster. Maybe the bolster was a bit bigger, the rugs and throws more colourful but Jaq wasn't paying attention to that; his eyes were firmly focused on Quinta's arse.

She stopped and turned and Jaq was too slow in raising his gaze. But she only laughed. "Drink me in with your eyes. I am all yours. There is no pressure, no judgement here. You don't need to worry about the 'tongue thing' or anything else. Just explore my body with yours."

"How?"

"Do you what comes naturally. For example... you must want to touch my breasts," she said, cupping her perky peaks with their coal dark nipples.

"I do," Jaq whispered fervently. But he stayed as still as a statue.

Quinta reached out, grasped his hands and replaced hers with his. "Don't be shy."

"But I am shy!" Jaq said. Saying it aloud was mortifying but also liberating.

Quinta kissed him. It was so quick and soft and unexpected that Jaq didn't even notice until she pulled back. "You have no need. Do you desire me, Jaq?"

He nodded. "You are stunning."

"Even though these aren't as big as Leas'." A teasing note entered her voice as her hands squeezed his.

"They are amazing," whispered Jaq reverently as he kneaded the soft brown flesh of her mounds.

"I desire you too. Let me show you." She reached down and grasped his cock then used this to lead him over to the bolster.

"On your back," she said with a gentle shove. "You don't need to pleasure me tonight - there will be plenty of time for that in the future." In the future? "But you are a good boy and deserve a taste."

She climbed along his prone form and then squatted over his face. Her hair their was as fuzzy as the shaved sides of her head. It concealed little of her secret mouth and then her fleece was pressed to his mouth, her thighs sealed his eyes and he could see no more. He kissed and licked, taking her advice to do what came naturally. The taste, the scent, was new and addictive. He pushed up to meet her but she was gone.

"More," he begged.

"No, just a taste," Quinta replied, stepping down. She tucked her fingers efficiently inside herself with a little sigh. "I have an important job to do and that task involves your cock." As she said the word 'cock', she gently pumped her fingers and removed them. "Okay, one more taste," she said, feeding her wet fingers through his parted lips.

Jaq started to suckle but they had already gone. Quinta bent down beneath the bolster, gifting Jaq a view of her cheeks parting and her nether lips glistening below. All too quickly she stood. Jaq didn't know how much more of this he could take.

In her hand was a clay jar which she unstoppered. "Nature makes us wet when we are in heat. But a helping hand never hurt, particularly with these sort of dimensions in play."

She straddled his legs and started to tip the jar. Oil drizzled out and she scored a bull's eye; the thin stream splattered against the head of his penis. Without pausing in her pouring, she used her other hand to hold his cock upright, stroking the oil up and down. Jaq hissed as intense pleasure surged through him. He now realised what an impressive job the gladroot had done during the carving.

"Don't worry if you erupt." The medicine woman's voice was husky, almost as if she wanted to him to do just that. She put the jar aside once he was slathered and brought both hands to bear on the task.

"This is definitely a two handed job. Maybe four. Fuck, what a cock. And I've made you my masterpiece."

Jaq didn't say anything. He was hypnotised by Quinta's hands, the sinuous motions as they glided up and down his shaft. He did indeed want to erupt but also desperately wanted the feeling to never end.

One of the hands disappeared and he followed its path back to Quinta's chest where it cradled first one breast and then the other, leaving a shiny trail. Then both hands disappeared, his forlorn penis slapping wetly onto his stomach. Quinta tugged hard enough on her nipples to make herself gasp and then gave both breasts a quick, crushing grope.

"You aren't going to get any more slick," said Quinta, standing. She drew a finger along the slit between her legs. "And neither am I." With that she crawled up his body till they were face to face.

"You are beautiful," she said, planting a kiss. "I am lucky to be making you a man." She ground her crotch against his and her eyes turned sly. "Of course, you are lucky too. Every man in the tribe wants to fuck me. With good reason, even if I do say so myself. But tonight I'm all yours."

"I want to fuck you."

"Then you are in luck," she said, reaching back.

Quinta lodged his achingly hard member in the cleavage of her buttocks then pushed her butt back so he was standing as straight as a totem. Then she raised up in a crouch to gain sufficient clearance. From Jaq's perspective a seemingly endless length of shaft was revealed as she ascended. Judging from her expression, Quinta was slightly dazzled by how high she was having to lift her crotch as well. Eventually, however, Jaq was no longer trapped in her arse crack. Quinta deftly caught him as his head slipped forward and planted it in her folds.

The pair locked eyes. Then, with only momentary resistance, Jaq was inside a woman for the first time. The ceremony - endlessly anticipated - was truly begun.

"Nnnghph," grunted the village medicine woman as she slid down his pole. The pace of her descent seemed to have surprised her; she had been well and truly skewered. Her journey continued unabated until she reached the base, her firm buttocks banging into his equally firm thighs.

She sat straddling him, a look of dazed awe on her face. "That..." She stopped, seemingly unsure of how to continue.

"Is it okay?" asked Jaq. From his perspective, it was very much okay. He'd never experienced such a sensation or sight.

"Our union should have required more... effort." Quinta licked her lips. For the first time in their dealings, she seemed at a loss. "I think... I think the wards are actually working."

"What does that mean?"

"It means," said Quinta, a wicked grin starting to form on her face, "that I can put you through your paces."

She rose up and then bore down. This time it was Jaq who made a strangled noise of surprise. Before he could draw breath, she had repeated the motion, settling into a steady rhythm. Jaq laid there feeling less like a man than a plaything - or prey. Not that he minded in the slightest. Quinta could have ridden him till the end of time as far as he was concerned.

The medicine woman seemed to have a different view. There was a fierce gleam in her eye and her tempo increased. This was pleasure but it was also the serious task of ritual. She put her hands flat on his chest, pressing down hard, supporting her weight as she continued to pound down onto him. She started to tweak his nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. Jaq whimpered but this was not the desired result. With a snarl, she wrapped her hands round the back of his neck. She rode him like a jockey thrashing her bird to the finish line.

But it was not him who she carried over the line. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as her rhythm deserted her and her hips went into spasm. The table was turned on Jaq's anaconda as her cunt constricted around his cock, crushing the life from him. Quinta collapsed onto his chest, her orgasm still reverberating through her body and soul.

"I thought I had you," she gasped when she was able to speak again. "I can't believe you didn't come."

Jaq had no frame of reference for this achievement but was pleased to have exceeded Madam Medicine's expectations. Tentatively, he stroked her deliciously smooth skin of her back. The moment seemed to stretch out endlessly then, letting out a huge puff of breath, Quinta raised herself off his chest. Loose strands of hair stuck to the sweat on her forehead and a deep flush extended down from her cheeks to the slopes of her exquisite breasts.

"Your turn."

"To do what?"

Quinta stroked his check and shook her head in tender despair. "To roll me over and fuck me till you explode inside me."

"Oh."

Jaq wrapped his arms around her waist and flipped her onto her back causing her to yelp.

"Are you okay?"

"I'm fine. I'm impressed. Don't spoil it!"

Jaq tried not to spoilt it; he sunk to his balls in her vice-like grip.

"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Quinta hissed through her teeth.

"Are you okay?"

Jaq had asked the question instinctively. Quinta's hand lashed out and smacked him hard in the face. The cheek she'd only just caressed flushed with pain. "Ask me that again and I'll walk out of here and leave you unmade. Just fuck me."

So Jaq did. He forgot about her and fucked for himself - and Quinta urged her on. Her violent imprecations whipped him into a frenzy as he plunged into her again and again, her body yielding to him yet claiming him as well. Jaq's vision blurred and lightening coursed through his body. A torrent gushed from his balls, flooding Madam Medicine.

Panting and disoriented, he stood on shaky legs, his dick pulling out of Quinta with a protracted slurp. That had been - by far - the greatest experience of his life. He should have felt tired but instead he felt... powerful. In fact, he felt invincible, the king of the world. Until, that is, he looked down.

"Madam Medicine, is this normal?" he asked in alarm.

* * *

It took a moment for Quinta to realise Jaq had spoken. To her chagrin, this virgin lad of eighteen summers had comprehensively fucked her into semi-consciousness. He had stretched and stuffed her far beyond any previous experience but her abused hole only pleasantly tingled rather than burned and stung. She was aware she gaped lewdly, her labia distended to reveal her inner tunnel, and from her widespread opening what felt like a gallon of man milk flowed.

Her own words echoed in her head: A master carver for a master spear.

Now he stood above her, still tremendously erect, the wards no longer just expert tattoos but glowing with the vivid, unnatural light of magic. So the legend was true...

"Normal?" she repeated, a hand drifting down to gently pet her poor sex. "No, its not normal; being able to make the nine wards is not normal. But nor is it anything to worry about."

"What should I do?" Jaq didn't sound particularly reassured.

What should he do? He should reunite the tribes and the nomads into the one people they had once been. He should spread ekila from the mountains to the coast. He should protect the people from the predations of the emerging carbon economies she had turned her back on. But first...

Quinta flipped herself over onto all fours and tilted her arse up into the air, pointing her drooling sex at him. "I strongly suggest you fuck me again."


"Re-Roll" by Dragon Cobolt

The door to Dakota’s apartment opened and Kevin invaded, backed up by Andrew and snacks. The snacks were why the invasion was not immediately rebuffed by Dakota, who was hunched over the kitchen table that dominated the middle of his apartment – he instead glanced up and said: “Oh! Mike and Ikes!”

“And a good afternoon to you too, Kody,” Kevin said, flicking the package of sweets at his friend. Dakota caught it from the air, while Andrew noticed the sprawl of papers and pencils and, of course, dice that dominated the table. His brow furrowed.

“Uh, I thought we’re not gaming while Wendy and Tracy are out of town?” he asked, cocking his head.

“Oh, this is just for fun,” Dakota said.

“As opposed to why we usually play Wild Talents, yes,” Kevin said, dryly, sitting down next to the pile of books. He expected to see the hardcopy of Wild Talents: Superheroic Roleplaying in a World Gone Mad or maybe the new Dragon Prince tabletop game that Dakota had been thinking of picking up. Instead, he saw a cracked, ancient-looking hardcover book – one that could easily have been printed in the mid-Eighties. The book was opened to a page of  interminable tables, printed in tiny, tiny, tiny font alongside an illustration of a busty, naked catgirl wearing a collar, her breasts just barely concealed by a single arm draped over her chest.

“The fuck is this?” Kevin asked.

“I present to you, in mint condition…” Dakota whipped the book around, careless of its age, and clapped it shut, revealing the cover. A two-headed dragon breathing flames at a scantily clad barbarian with a shield, sandals, and battle ax in his hand, sat below the words: MASTERS OF DRAGON PASS! FIRST EDITION!

“Holy shit, it’s the RPG that kills people!” Andrew said.

“It doesn’t kill people,” Dakota said. “It’s just that the factory printing the first edition line... exploded.”

Kevin took the book from him and started reading aloud. “To begin making a character, roll one dee twenty. Add your relationship quota, as determined by table five point one A. Jesus Christ, Dakota…”

“The actual mechanics work real good once you make a character, I promise,” Dakota said. “And besides, making characters is basically like a game itself, it’s so fun!”

Kevin frowned, but Andrew sat down with an eager grin, drawing his chair in close. “So, like, on Reddit, I heard that there are only twelve first edition books of Masters of Dragon Pass that survived the factory explosion, and each of them has been passed from hand to hand – because each time, the owner died in a mysterious accident. The second edition isn’t cursed, because they changed all the rules.”

“Oooh, wow, and next, you’re going to tell me about the time your friend found a haunted Sonic cartridge?” Kevin said, pulling one of the cans of soda he had crammed into his carrying bag. He popped it, careless of the froth that nearly spilled on the hardback book. Dakota snatched it back hastily, holding it to his chest.

“Dude,” Dakota said. “This book cost me, like, seventy bucks.”

Kevin rolled his eyes.

“Well, I wanna try making a character,” Andrew said. “How do we start?”

“First, you start off by rolling on this table to see your species,” said Dakota. “Oh, uh, you also need to pick a RQ, that’s on this table, it’s based on your date of birth and how long you’ve known the Dragon Master. That’s me.” He smiled. “Well, actually, can I make a character too? It’s so fun.”

“Fine,” Kevin said.

Dice rolled.

“Wow,” Kevin said. “A Catlyian, a species of... erotically endowed, loyal love slaves to the Virgoroths? Part feline, all women... Holy shit, Kody, seriously?”

Dakota put on a serious face. “The dice land where they may.”

“Ooh, I’m an Amazella!” Andrew said.

“Let me guess: they're like amazons,” said Kevin.

“Right, but they’re nine feet tall!” Andrew said, pointing at the statline.

Dakota rolled his dice. He got a Gremlel, one of the hideous goblin-men from beneath the core of the world, who served dark gods for their short, pathetic lives. He frowned, then prodded at the die so it shifted from a 2 to a 20. “Eyyy,” he said. “I’m a Godlen. Half god, half man, half king.”

“That’s three halves,” Kevin said. “And you know we can see you cheat, right?”

“Yeah, but I’m the GM; I’m not even going to be playing, so it’s fine,” Dakota said, smiling. “Now, we begin the lifepath! You roll to see where your character began their life.” Dice clattered. “All right, Andrew, your character was born in a gladiatorial lust pit, to a master gladiator who was chosen to mate with a noblewoman as a reward!”

“Yay?” Andrew’s brow furrowed.

“It means you get to roll on the gladiator-slave and noble child path,” Dakota said. “And Kevin, looks like you’re an orphan.”

“And you?” Kevin asked.

“Well, I just so happened to have rolled a nat one.”

“We rolled a dee one thousand,” Kevin said, his voice dry as he rested his palm on his cheek. “You had a one in a thousand chance to roll that.”

“I’m the son of the Emperor himself,” Dakota said, cheerfully. “Now, we roll the early life encounters and statistic growth over the first one dee four years of our lives…”

The rolling went on and on and on. Kevin, despite his grumbling, stuck to his rolls, while Andrew only used one re-roll to make sure his character didn’t get killed during one of her many, many battles with mountain trolls. Dakota ended up using less and less justifications for his cheating. By the end, as the afternoon sun set in the window, he wasn’t even bothering with dice.

“Jesus Christ, dude, if character creation is anything like the rest of the game, then a single round of combat will take all week!” Kevin said, rolling his shoulder slowly as he looked down at his nearly finished sheet.

“We’re nearly done,” Dakota said, humming as he scribbled on his stats. It looked so nice to have so many triple digits. One hundred strength, one hundred dexterity, one hundred and one constitution… He shoved the book away from himself so that he could lay out the whole of his character sheet. It actually covered five pages, to hit all his special abilities. He beamed down at himself.

Neither he, nor Kevin, nor Andrew, noticed the faint shimmering glow that creeped from under the book’s cover as it settled on the far end of the table.

“What do we have to do last?” Andrew asked.

“Name your characters,” Dakota said. “There’s a random table here, if you need some.”

“Oh, no, if I roll on that, I’ll be Slutella or something,” Kevin muttered. “How about Karja?”

“Trixa Bloodsword!” Andrew said, scribbling his name on his character sheet.

Unnoticed by the three, silent lightning crawled along the book’s spine, and spread along the pages.

“And I’ll be…” Dakota rubbed his chin. “Dakota!”

“That’s just your n-”

Kevin and the book exploded at the same time.

But the book was a lot less figurative about it.

* * *

Dakota groaned. His eyes opened. His head pounded and he felt like someone had whacked him in the back of the head with a shovel. His hand lifted up to his head – and he noticed two things, immediately. The first was that he was naked. The second was that he was in someone else’s bed, because there was no way that his bed was this large, this comfortable, and this silken. Also, most importantly, his bed didn’t usually have someone else in it.

Someone feminine.

Someone feminine who was, currently, sighing and nuzzling against him, kissing along his chest with eager, soft lips. Dakota sat up, yanked the sheets back, and gaped in shock at... everything that he saw.

Firstly, the room.

He was in a room of pure gold. The walls were gold, the ceiling was gold, the floor was gold, the lights were gold – gold crystals that shimmered with a warm buttery yellow light that caused everything in the room to glitter and gleam. The bed was on an elevated platform – three steps up to reach the bed – and it was one of those four poster types with swaying curtains on each side that had been drawn back. The wall behind the bed was dominated by a row of weapons: swords, axes, spears, staffs, everything you could use to maim and brutalize your enemies that one could imagine.

Secondly, the woman.

She was black. Not black as in African-American, but black as in ebony black, with long pale white hair, blood red eyes, and long, pointed ears. Black as in a drow straight from the pages of the Monster Manual. Except instead of trying to kill his character in some fictional tabletop game, she was dressed in a spider-silk thong and bra that just barely contained her heavy, full breasts, which pressed against his shoulder as she caressed his belly with her dark fingers. Her throat was banded by a golden collar, but if she minded it, she didn’t show it as she kissed her way to his nipples.

Thirdly, the... himself.

Dakota was pretty aware of his body. He was a twenty-something nerd. Tubby. Kinda schlubby. Cute, if he worked hard on shaving his chops and stood at the right angle so his two chins didn’t show themselves as much as they might have. Average cock sized. Just a guy, really. He was not a broad shouldered, muscular Adonis without a single spec of body hair on his whole body, and a cock that could have put a horse to shame. He did not radiate a raw, killing power from every iron hard slab of muscle. He did not have golden-brown skin and a long shock of bright gold hair that spilled down his shoulder like a cascading waterfall of pure silk.

“Uhhhhh,” Dakota said.

“Good morning, my liege-master,” the drow woman crooned. “Ah, it is such an honor to be one of your bed-pets, Lord Dakota.” She closed her midnight black hand around the base of his cock – her fingers not even able to reach her palm. Dakota opened his mouth to tell her that she should maybe run that by him again – but before he could, she leaned down and pressed her dark red lips to the tip of his cock, then sucked him down with an eager gulping noise. She paused at the almost midway point, her ear-tips twitching up eagerly as she closed her eyes, focused, then pushed down with clear effort, her hand pumping the rest of him.

Dakota trembled and gasped out: “Holy shit!”

Then the drow woman pushed her mouth down another few inches and passed halfway. Her knuckles bumped against her lips as her pumping hand slipped up and down his cock, squeezing him. Her spittle dripped along her palm and she began to bob her head with the lewdest, loudest, most eager slurping noises that Dakota had ever heard in his life.

And he had watched a lot of hentai.

“Oh yes!” Dakota groaned, losing himself to the pleasure as he laid back in the bed, figuring that this dream might as well hit the final climax, where he’d wake up. That climax came swiftly – his balls twitched, churned, and then he cried out: “C-Cumming!”

This just pushed the drow woman to shove her mouth down a few extra inches, her throat working with desperate eagerness as she swallowed his cum with every gushing spurt, her eyes closing tightly. She trembled and her moan vibrated through his cock as he saw her back arching, her thighs spreading. Her spider-silk thong dampened, visibly, and he realized she was cumming from sucking his cock alone. That was nearly enough to set off another climax inside him – and Dakota realized that he was actually able to cum as many times as he wanted, as if the pleasures inside of him had no maximum upper limit.

He grabbed onto her hair, drawing her head back, and the girl moaned as her mouth popped free, cum and spittle dripping lewdly down her chin as she opened her mouth, lolling her tongue out, and Dakota felt another spurt of his seed splashing into her mouth – and then felt his own mouth open. Because his cum was gold.

Their bodily fluids, from blood to manly essence, are all the color of their corresponding purview – gold, being mastery of all elements, is the most prized…

The words popped into his head. They were from the multi-paragraph description of the Godlen sub-species he’d rolled, the High Godlen.

He flexed his fingers, while the drow woman licked her lips, swallowed, then laughed. “And to think, I once questioned if a queen of the spider people would ever debase herself for one such as you.” She laid her thigh on his. “When you first conquered me atop Dragon Mount as army retreated, I thought I would hate you forever. But oh, you did woo me, Lord Dakota.”

That’s an event I rolled, Dakota thought. Then immediately: Holy shit. Kevin! Andrew!? I have to find them!

The doors to his room boomed inwards. Two men in golden plate armor, bearing exceptionally sharp looking swords at their hips, strode inside, their boots clattering against the gold tiled floor. Both of them bowed low, then stood.

“Lord Dakota, one of your guests is demanding to speak with you. He has a complaint about one of his servants,” one said.

Dakota stood up, and his mind raced faster than he thought possible. Well, no duh, part of him thought. You have Intelligence and Wisdom scores that top the scales. But the rest of him thought about the fact  Kevin had rolled pretty tragically for his character. Karja had spent a good chunk of her life running up to when the game would start as a slave-girl for a Virgoroth lord named, according to the book’s random tables, Sir Serrin.

“Sir Serrin?” Dakota asked, and paused as he realized his voice sounded different. Bassy and rumbly and... pretty fucking hot. He was into women exclusively, and even he thought he sounded damn sexy.

The two guards inclined their heads.

“I will, ah, deal with this personally,” Dakota said. “Bring me my clothing.”

The two guards bowed, then retreated from the room. The drow queen – well, former queen – sighed. “Why must you always be so dutiful and just, oh my lord?” she writhed. “I long for nothing more than every inch of your mighty cock to plunder my womb again and again!” She cupped her own breast, squeezing herself through her spider-silk bra. “But, alas, your nobility leaves me bereft once again, for if you were the man to ignore the needs of your subject for my sake, then you would never be the man I love so.” She sighed, dramatically.

Dakota blinked at her. Plunder my... womb?

The worst thing about this cheesy dialog was that it was somehow reaching into his brain, finding the big horny button, and just hammering it as hard as it could.

Before he could respond, three halfling girls walked into the room, bearing with them silken cloth, anointing oils, and an enormous scabbard containing an enormous sword. The women were about three feet tall and incredibly curvy, their bodies barely contained by their white shifts, which clung to their breasts and hips as they quietly moved around him. One of them stepped onto the bed to reach his shoulders, rubbing the oil into his skin. The other two looped his hips with a loincloth, then strapped the scabbard on, leaving him…

Dressed?

Looking down at the loincloth that barely covered his mighty cock, Dakota had to admit that he actually felt more naked now than he had when he was fully nude. Remembering his character sheet, though, he did know that the loincloth was enchanted to be on par with a suit of plate armor, and the sword was a plus five longsword of righteousness. So, he supposed, he didn’t have anything to complain about.

He strode out of the front doors of his home and into the Palace of the Godking. Which was his palace. The weirdest thing was, he knew precisely where to go through the labyrinthine corridors, as if the skills and memories of his character were beginning to unfurl inside of his mind. He was able to make good time to the throne room, where the court was held when he had to make regal decisions for the entire empire he had under his command. Currently, the court held only one petitioner and several guards.

The petitioner was a Virgoroth – a burly species of green-skinned humanoids that... were basically just orcs, honestly. He was clutching his hand to his face, while blood dripped past his fingers. He glared directly at Dakota, his hand dropping to the sword that hung from his belt, the guards around him tensing, each of them ready to throw themselves at any threat to their king. Dakota lifted his hand unconsciously, the subtle order that the guards should back off. Grudgingly, they did so, while Sir Serrin snarled and then spat out.

“Lord Dakota! Do you know what you have done? You have broken the chains of the world themselves! The natural order is that the Catlyian serve their lords and yet, one night, my loyal Karja was the best kitten I could ask for. The next, she clawed my eye out!” He pointed his finger right at Dakota. “She claims to be your comrade and ally – thus, you must have put these thoughts into her head!”

“I, ah, I’m sure that we can deal with this,” Dakota started, but he found a growing anger bubbling in his belly.

“Oh, I have dealt with her! I’ve sent her to the punishment stocks, where my horse can have his way with her ill bred behind!” Sir Serrin snarled. “As for you, I demand that-”

Dakota had not realized that seeing red was a literal thing that could happen to him. His eyes narrowed and he growled. “Guards, go to this barbarian’s stables and bring Karja to a suitable chamber where she may be treated as the fine lady she is.”

“How dare you!” Sir Serrin strode forward, drawing his sword with a rasp. “She is mine!”

He swung his sword at Dakota who was so shocked he nearly let himself get decapitated. Time seemed to slow – and he brought his palm up, whistling in a knife chop that cracked against the inside of Sir Serrin’s forearm. He expected the blow to simply knock his hand aside – but instead, the green-skinned man’s entire arm snapped almost in half. Sir Serrin gaped in shock, dropping to one knee, clutching at his arm as his sword clattered to the ground.

“Take him away and get a healer for him,” Dakota said, without thinking. He forced himself to look as calm as he could while the guards immediately leaped into action – dragging the shocked lord away, who only seemed to realize he should be screaming by the time he was out the door. As the door swung shut, Dakota breathed slowly, steadily.

Holy shit, he thought.

“Your mercy once more astounds,” a voice at his elbow spoke. Dakota yelped and jerked his head around, to see a short, old, pot-bellied man standing beside him, holding a stone tablet. “Shall I rearrange your afternoon appointments to after you have... comforted this exotic Catlyian wench?”

“Uh. Yeah.” Dakota said, then coughed. “We’re just friends though.”

“Of course, sire,” the old man said. Thinking back to his character sheet, Dakota realized this must be his advisor, Vizira. He’d fudged the roll to make sure he was both incredibly loyal and incredibly skilled. In fact, if Dakota remembered the statlines right, the only reason why Dakota would ever be needed to actually manage the kingdom would be if something went wrong out of the bounds of normal situations – otherwise, Vizira could run things almost entirely by himself.

“Do you require the scented oils, aphrodisiac powders, and lute player?” Vizira asked.

“Uh, no. Again, just friends!” Dakota started to retreat.

“That is what you ask for your friends, my Lord,” Vizira said, smirking.

Dakota gulped.

***

The door to the chamber opened to a furious, husky, feminine scream.

“I said bring me clothes!”

“These are clothes-”

“For a doll!”

Dakota stepped inside and found himself looking at Kevin. Or Karja. It was actually pretty hard to even think of Kevin as Kevin at the moment, because... well, Kevin was a guy. Rail thin, too tall, bad mustache. Kevin.

Karja, though?

Karja looked as if she had stepped right from the imagination of a thousand incredibly horny lesbian She-Ra fans. She was an athletic catgirl with heterochromic eyes and a wild mane of hair that framed her sleek, attractive features. She also looked like she was about five seconds away from using the razor sharp black claws that tipped her fingers on the serving girl who was holding up the ‘clothing’ that she had thought that Karja had requested. Since, in this world, Karja was a Catlyian wench, and that meant wearing almost nothing.

And a slave collar! Don’t forget the slave collar!

“Uh, hey, Kev! Sorry about this,” Dakota said as the serving girl, seeing him enter, bowed hastily and slipped backwards through one of the side doors. Karja slowly turned to face him, her eyes narrowing to thin slits. She was currently ‘dressed’ (for a lack of a better word) in the red sheets from her bed, which she had wrapped around her body in a makeshift toga. The sheets were semi-transparent and meant that as she stood on said bed, the light from the window shone through and cast her alluring silhouette.

“Youuuuu!” Karja snarled, pointing a single clawed finger at him. “This is your fault!”

“I didn’t know the book was fucking magic,” Dakota said, throwing his arms wide.

“Yeah, well, you still could have fucking not cheated!” Karja said, looking him up and down. Her cheeks heated. “Jesus Christ, Dakota. Fuck me.” Kevin had clearly intended this to mean ‘fuck me, I can't believe this’ but out of Karja's mouth it sounded more like  like ‘fuck me, right now’. Dakota tried to ignore it. Just like how he was trying to ignore the hard little buds of her nipples, and the scent of her eager pussy, which his nose could detect even from this range.

“Hey, because I cheated, we now have a palace and a bunch of money, which we can use to figure out how to, you know, de-catgirlify you,” Dakota said, walking forward, and putting a large, golden hand on Karj... Kevin’s shoulder. He tried to think of her like that. Not as Karja. Not as a nubile Catlyian girl who he had just rescued from sexual slavery, who’s entire body was trained within an inch of perfection to be both an acrobatic killer and a sublime lover. He tried to not think about all of that.

Karja - Kevin! – tossed her head and huffed, reaching up to brush her hair back behind her pointed ears. “Well, I guess there is that,” she said. “What about Andrew? Er, Trixa Broadsword?”

“I’ve asked my vizier to send out agents to find her. They should be able to pick  her up within, let's see,  one dee four days,” Dakota said, grinning as he walked to the bed and took a seat on it. “Reduced by my vizier’s skill level. I really did cheat a lot.” Karja laughed, then thumped backwards against him. Her shoulder was a shockingly light weight against his back, even as she laid her head backwards so that the wild poof of her mane was nestled against his neck.

“So, think this is how the book kills people?”

“We’re not going to die, Ka... Kevin,” Dakota said, turning around. Now, her back was pressed to his chest, and his hands could go to her shoulders. She craned her head backwards, so that their eyes met. Her cheeks darkened as Dakota murmured, softly, “I’ll keep you safe.” His hand caressed her hair, gently, finding the join of ear and skull. Karja’s eyes closed and she began to purr, quietly, her breath catching as he petted her head – his palms moving with an instinctive, ingrained skill.

Dakota recognized that he was turning on the charm. It was so easy and natural that it honestly took him aback. He just... knew how to get girls to relax and then into his bed. It came from having a 95% Art of Seduction skill, backed up by a charisma modifier in the double digit range. “I, uh, do you want me to give you some space?” Dakota asked.

“No, I want you to-” Karja bit back her first response, then sighed. “Yes, please just go.”

Dakota nodded, then stood and started to walk away – but with each step, he could hear Karja panting softly. The panting got heavier and heavier, faster and faster. His ears heard something slick and soft, and when he turned, he saw that Karja had just pulled her hand away from her thighs, looking hazy and confused. She whimpered, then said, softly. “Wait…”

“Yes?”

Karja’s green and blue eyes were full of a desperate need, one that was only ratcheting upward every few seconds. Her face flushed and she let out an animalistic whine. Dakota’s 95% in Lore: Slaves and 95% in Lore: Biology and 95% in Lore: Catlyian all kicked in at once. She was going into the Lust Frenzy, which all Catlyian did when they soul bounded with their true love / final master.

Dakota felt a strange, almost out-of-body need to find the author of this RPG and kick him in the dick. Kajra’s eyes flared and her irises actually turned into tiny hearts as she looked at him, and whispered: “D-Dakota, come back, please.”

Shit, Dakota thought. What happens if you don’t dick down a Catlyian who is in the midst of their Lust Frenzy?

They die, came the knowledge back.

Dakota put his hands over his face. He nodded to himself. He would just have to find a way to reverse the soul binding later. After he dicked down his best friend, who was currently in the form of an incredibly horny catgirl slave going into magically induced super-erestus. He could do that! He stepped forward and caught her chin with his fingers. Karja whimpered, and Dakota leaned forward to kiss her, hungrily. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, feeling the roughness of her tongue.

Feeling the neediness of her.

Feeling her purring moan.

Kajra’s sheets slipped aside, revealing her nimble body as she pressed up against him, her mouth breaking away from his just long enough to breathe in a quick, eager gasp. Then she pressed in again, moaning as her tongue met hers and dueled. Dakota’s hands slipped along her back, down to her taut rump, squeezing and lifting her as he moved his knees underneath him. Karja’s thighs scissored around his waist and she pressed her hot cunt against his belly as she clung to him. Her claws bit against his golden bronzed skin, but failed to do much more than dimple them. Natural armor class really did help, huh?

Dakota broke the kiss and then pressed his mouth to her jaw, then her neck. As he sucked on her throat, Kajra moaned and gasped. “I, ah, I need this, I need this so bad, Kody, ah, yes, oh god!” She panted. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me for so long!” She trembled against him, grinding her hard nipples. “I mean... I... guh!” She closed her eyes tightly as Dakota kissed along her neck and to her breasts, sucking on her nipples. Each moment of pressure he put on her wrung another shuddering tremor from her; from the tips of her toes to the end of her ears, Kajra shook like a leaf in the wind.

Dakota drew his mouth back, looking down at her perfect little tits. “What do you mean?”

He could feel the way the deep rumble of his voice almost set off her climax.

“I have two memories in my head,” Karja said. “Kevin and Karja. And, right now? Karja’s memories of longing to feel the cock of the great Lord Dakota are way fucking stronger.” Her eyes half closed. “I... call me Karja.”

“Karja,” Dakota whispered, speaking aloud what he had been thinking this whole time, kissing her throat again, feeling the racing of her heartbeat. Saying it made it feel even more real.

“Say you love me,” Karja whimpered, her voice almost breaking.

Dakota paused, then shifted his grip. Karja’s back pressed to the bed, her tail curling up to tickle against his thighs. Her arms lifted above her head, her hair spreading around her head like a halo, her eyes glittering with eagerness and fear alike. Dakota noticed that somewhere in the mess, he had lost what little articles of clothing he wore – meaning that his cock was resting against Karja’s belly, tracing the lines of her muscle with the tip. She trembled against him, her breath shallow, fast, eager.

Dakota licked his lips. “I love you, little kitten,” he said, caressing her hair. Her eyes closed and she whimpered, relaxing back into the bed, spreading her thighs wider.

The soul bond flickered for a moment, faintly visible even to his eyes. It was a thin white chain, binding their spirits together, and then it faded. Dakota knew it wasn’t fully forged, not just yet. That would take…

He shifted, moving backwards and heaving himself upwards, his hands pinning her wrists. Karja moaned in desperate eagerness as his cocktip pressed against her cunt. She looked so very small next to him, but one of the advantages of her species was, well, they were made to take literally anything. Dakota still tried to be gentle as he pushed into her, his jaw tightening, his eyes closing to thin slits as the raw pleasure of her body swam through him. His breath caught and he groaned, thrusting inch by inch by inch into her. Karja rolled her head back, crying out.

“Yes! Dakota! My Lord Dakota! Yes! Yes!”

He paused.

“Ah! I’ve never been so fucking full!” Karja moaned. “You feel so fucking huge, you’ve fucking ruined me for-”

“Er, Karja.”

His amused voice cut her off. Karja lifted her head and Dakota glanced down, between them, indicating she should tilt her head forward.

Karja did so.

And she saw that Dakota was half into her.

“You gotta be fucking kidding!”

That sounded more like Kevin than Karja at the moment – and it actually made Dakota feel a swell of hope. He leaned forward and pressed his forehead to Karja as she clenched her teeth, a mixture of pleasure and pain flashing through her as he shoved another few inches into her, easing himself deeper and deeper. Her mouth opened in a silent moan and Dakota could see her sharp, glittering canines. Then, at last, he was inside of her, his balls resting against her taut rump.

Karja panted, softly, her eyes closed. “Mm. Mmmm!” Then she grinned. “Hey, Kody?”

That sounded more like Kevin but also, not. Because Dakota was pretty sure that Kevin wouldn’t have felt this comfortable and playful with this much dick inside of his pussy. Dakota blinked as Karja opened one of her eyes, the green one, and her grin grew more wicked.

“Watch this,” she said – and then her pussy clenched on him as if she had muscles on muscles on muscles, giving her sex the fine grained control of a human hand. The sensation was... intense. Unique. And utterly blissful. It only got better as something buzzed and vibrated against the base of his cock and Karja began to rock her hips, literally fucking back against him as powerfully as she could. Her hands wriggled against his palms, trying to escape his restraints.

And that trying to escape was enough to set Dakota off. His hands shoved down harder and he started to not just rest on his laurels.

He started to fuck Kajra.

His hips slammed against hers as the whole bed squeaked and groaned and rocked, the headboard slapping against the wall with a rhythmic crunching noise that was nearly as loud as the meaty slap of his heavy balls against Karja’s drumhead taut ass. Her eyes glittered as she looked up into his face, her voice a snarling eager hiss.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me, Kody! Ah! Yes! Ah! Fucking god!” She closed her eyes again, her back arching as another climax roared through her. She began to purr and Dakota started to fuck her even faster – barely hearing the door behind him opening.

“Sire,” his vizier said.

“Yeah?” Dakota gasped out, trying to keep from cumming as another nearly explosive orgasm rocked through Karja’s lithe body. Her girljuices frothed along his dick, dripped from his balls, and soaked her thighs, while her moans were becoming more guttural and her dirty talk more desperate and foul... and distinctly Kevin-esque.

“You fucking dickhead, fucking screw me into this bed, ah, fucking fuck me up, yes, choke me, you bitch!”

“I see the Lady Karja is just as spirited as the rumors proclaimed,” the vizier said, quietly. “And, we have found Trixa Broadsword. Do you wish me to send her in?”

“I-”

“Ahhhhhhh!”

Karja’s scream and the tightening of her sex around his dick was enough to put Dakota over the edge. He found himself groaning and shuddering and his balls clenched as white filled his gaze. He felt his body locking up as his cum began to gush into Karja, pumping into her womb with every moment, his dick throbbing inside of her as he gasped out in pure, absolute pleasure. His cock twitched then softened as he emptied his last reserve of cum into her, leaving Karja’s belly swelling ever so faintly. When Dakota drew out of her, cum dripped from her pussy and she looked like she was a kitten that had caught the canary.

Then fucked it.

Then eaten it.

Dakota sagged back onto his haunches, sweat beading along his godlike body.

“Jesus Christ,” Karja mumbled. “That was everything I’d ever imagined.”

“Choke me?” Dakota asked.

Karja made a motion that, if she had put even a tiny bit of strength behind it, might have thrown a pillow at Dakota’s head. But she looked so spent that merely lifting her hand a few inches was enough to completely exhaust her, and so instead, her palm dropped back at her side a few inches away from where it had been.

“Fuck you,” she said. “But also, next time, yes please.”

The door opened and a nine foot tall woman with breasts the size of Dakota’s head – which, on a nine foot tall woman, meant she was essentially a C-cup – stepped into the room, wearing nothing but a chain-mail bikini, chain-mail bottoms, and a greatsword that would have taken a human man both hands and all his focus to hold aloft but which she clutched in one hand as if it was a toothpick. She beamed as she stepped into the room.

“Hey guys! This place is great! Look at this freaking sword I got! And-”

Trixa, formerly Andrew, blinked as she took in the sight of the well fucked Karja and the completely naked Dakota.

“Uh, do you need me to come back in a bit?”

***

“So, he fucked you?”

“Yeah.”

The pause was so glacial that Dakota was able to draw a whole third of the summoning circle before Trixa said: “Was it good?”

Dakota lifted his head from the drawing – one of the advantages of having a 95% in Lore: Arcane Magic and innate magical talents was that it made inventing a new spell out of thin air quite easy. Karja was dressed in what passed for clothing for her kind, a silk shift that was so sheer and thin that it was nearly transparent, and she was currently glaring at the chainmail bikini-clad Trixa as if she wanted to rip her throat out.

“Sorry!” Trixa said, lifting her hands. “Just, you know, curious. We’re going home once the magical spell is done, right?”

“Yeah, if this works the way I think it does, then these reagents, combined with the summoning circle, will focus arcane energy inward to a single point and blow a hole from this world to our dimension. Then we’ll be home!” Dakota said, turning to face them. He wasn’t sure about some of the finer details on the transference, but he figured that getting home was always the first step. If they ended up somewhere in Europe or Egypt or the depths of Antarctica, then at least they’d be closer to home than an entire other dimension.

“Okay!” Trixa said, giving him a thumbs up.

“Keep working!” Karja snapped. She was trying to sound like Kevin – but her ears twitched up when Dakota flashed her a smile and she shifted her pose to better show off her limber body. The soul bond, working its magic. Dakota chuckled, then turned back to his scribbling, using chalk to make the strange, interlocking angles.

Very quietly, Trixa whispered something in Karja’s ears. If Dakota hadn’t cheated as hard as he had, he wouldn’t have been able to hear it at all.

As it was, it was clear as day.

“How many times did you cum?”

Karja was silent for a moment, then whispered, “I lost count.”

“Holy crap.” The awed, eager sound of Trixa’s contralto voice caused Dakota’s body to tingle with a mixture of mortification and smug eagerness. He paused in his drawing as Trixa whispered. “I’m halfway tempted to…”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“You want to fuck him, don’t you.”

Dakota resumed drawing before either of them noticed, his cock hardening against his loincloth despite himself. He was maybe eighty percent of the way through drawing the circle.

“Yeah,” Trixa breathed.

“Don’t,” Karja said, her breath catching. “God, I can barely keep myself from begging for him to keep me here, in this world, forever. The only reason why I can ask to go home is cause my stupid soul bond is all happy about heading out with him.” She shivered. “I just want to get home and back to my regular body a-and…”

“Yeah,” Trixa whispered. “He’s really hung though.”

“Yeah,” Karja sounded as if she was biting her lip.

Dakota scribbled the last bit of the circle as fast as he could. He stood and turned to the two girls, who were both watching him with undisguised hunger. He clapped his hands and the two girls jerked their gaze from his crotch to his eyes, their cheeks flushing at the same time.

“Okay,” Dakota said. “If this spell works, it should send us back home and correct any transformations. We’ll be absolutely normal again, back on Earth, and we can put this all behind us.” He smiled. “Any last requests?”

“Fuck me,” Trixa whispered.

“No! No! No!” Karja leaped onto onto the Amazella's back, clapping her hand over her mouth. “He’s mine and we’re going home. Got it?” she snarled into Trixa’s ear.

Trixa squirmed, then sagged slightly, nodding. Her voice was muffled behind Karja’s hand, but Dakota was pretty sure that she had just said she was ready to go home.

He began to rub his palms together. “Step into the circle.”

Trixa took one long step, her height making it easy for her to clear the entire summoning circle. Karja kept clinging to her back like a limpet, and bit down onto Trixa’s shoulder – something that caused Trixa more confusion than pain. “Huh?”

“She’s keeping herself from saying anything,” Dakota said, stepping over his drawings carefully. He began to make passes with his hands, his fingers curling into odd patterns to form the magic that he was drawing into his body. “I better make this quick – that soul bond isn’t going to be happy about this.”

Karja trembled and closed her eyes tight.

Magic began to crackle around the circle, flaring to life and shimmering faintly before glowing brighter and brighter. Now, Dakota began to speak. He already knew the words, and yet, he was still faintly surprised by the sound of them as they rang out within the small stone chamber he had chosen for his casting. The runes he had scrawled with chalk began to pulse with a steady, throbbing light.

Karja released Trixa’s shoulder. Her voice was a desperate whine. “Wait, do we have to go, Master!?”

The magic was roaring through the room now, rushing about their bodies, faster and faster.

Dakota kept incanting – knowing that if his focus slipped for an instant, the magic would be loosed and rip through everything around him with effects ranging from the catastrophic to the cataclysmic.

“Master!”

He spoke one last word.

The magic flashed so brightly that even Dakota’s eyes smarted.

Everything went white.

Then black.

* * *

Slurp.

Suck.

Kiss.

Moan.

Dakota groaned as he came back to consciousness with the unmistakably delicious feeling of warm, wet lips wrapped around his cock. He groaned, softly, feeling the quiet purring of a catgirl’s throat against him, while equally warm lips pressed to his balls, a pair of feminine figures pressing to his legs, their hands sliding along his belly. He sighed mentally, and knew that he’d be waking up soon – and then his eyes opened as he realized that he was awake.

He was sprawling in a large, comfortable bed in a room that combined modernity with attractive stylishness, all of it proclaiming: This guy? This guy is classy. Beneath the sumptuous  sheets were two writhing feminine figures.

Dakota grabbed the sheets and yanked them aside, revealing…

Not Karja and Trixa. But not Kevin and Andrew either.

Kevin was a brunette with an athletic build, heterochromia and the sleek curve of a cat’s tail rising above her – but the now tail was from a buttplug that was firmly seated in her rump. Andrew was a sleek blonde with full breasts and plush dick-sucking lips, but she definitely wasn't nine foot tall. The two girls looked up at him with eager eyes and Kevin drew her mouth back, panting and laughing. “Good morning, Master,” she said, grinning as she showed off the collar she wore. The name KAT glittered on the nameplate, while Andrew’s had ANDI on hers.

What? But... but the spell!? Dakota thought as the door to the room opened. A woman in a professional looking blouse and skirt came in, carrying a tablet under one arm. She didn’t even blink at the sight of the two girls who were going back to sucking on Dakota’s cock and balls with gusto.

“Mr. President, your first meeting for the day is being prepared. Do you want the suit, or will you be going au natural?” she asked, as she pulled the curtains wide.

Dakota’s head felt as if it was ringing as he looked out the window.The view from the White House was just as he had expected and like nothing he could have imagined. There was the green front lawn, and there were the protesters. Except they weren’t protesters, they were legions of women of all ages and races holding signs like WE LOVE THE PRESIDENT and TAKE MY PANTIES, C-IN-C. Beyond them, he could just barely see the Washington Monument.

It was eclipsed by a massive, golden statue, of him standing in a heroic pose.

The spell will make you normal, he thought. I am normal. Now.

“Mr. President?” the aide asked, curiously, as Kat began to deep-throat him again.

“Oops,” Dakota said.


"Last Night" by EK O'Doherty

Kasha limped through the huge infirmary tent, heading for daylight, distantly aware of the moans of wounded warriors around her. As the burning pain of runic healing faded she found that she could walk almost normally. What had moments ago been open lacerations from the bloodbriar across her arms and legs were now thin red welts. The relief made her feel buoyant - after days of creeping through the forest, evading deadly plants and animals as well as Dominion soldiers, just being mostly pain-free was joyous.

She stepped out into the war-camp. The absence of pain had allowed other demands from her body to surface. Fatigue hovered over her like a cloud of buzzing insects but hunger was more pressing. And the need to be with other people. And to get clean. Something else nagged at her too, but she was too tired to work out what it was. She glanced reflexively at the sky, though it was unlikely that any monster would be diving down to snatch her here. The sun was dipping towards the horizon that it would never reach at this time of year, casting lengthening shadows across the ground. Through a gap between two tents she could see where the land abruptly stopped, plunging hundreds of spans down to the river that wound through the gorge that gave the capital, Sunder, its name. To the north the colossal trees of the wildwood were still in the calm air. The city itself was almost completely underground, as was typical in Heartrift. Kasha hadn’t seen much of it – she’d grown up far to the east in Wind – but she knew it was part of a much larger city left by the Earth Folk before humans came to this land. A lone tower near the edge of the gorge was the only Earth Folk structure visible above ground. She tried not to think of her own city. Few of her kindred had made it this far after the Dominion tore through. Goddess let them still be alive.

Across the crowded roadway from the infirmary tent Kasha saw a group of courtesans relaxing in the golden evening light outside their own tent. One woman had her traditional long skirts hitched up around her thighs. The sight of all that brown skin and the smile that flashed across the woman’s face as she joked with the man beside her ignited a spark in that nagging feeling Kasha had been aware of.

Oh.

Really?

She had been out in the wildwood for many days tracking Dominion forces. Goddess knew she was due some fun and relaxation, but now? Her clan was scattered. The enemy was outside the walls, and tomorrow… She tried not to think of the thousands of warriors swarming into the capital city. Surely this was where the Dominions relentless advance into Heartrift would end? Unease bubbled in Kasha’s belly, dimming the spark. She should eat and rest, she decided, then find what was left of her hunting troop and prepare for whatever was coming tomorrow. Their elected leader had asked them to meet in the city below in the morning. She turned to move away down the churned mud path between the tents but somehow she couldn’t quite drag her gaze away from the courtesans and was sent reeling back as she walked into someone going the other way. Strong hands caught her, stopping her from sprawling into the mud, and she stammered apologies.

“Kasha?”

Kasha took in tumbling red hair, freckles scattered liberally across pale skin, and an amused smile; a figure clad in chain-mail, runed leather, and steel plate.

“Hana! I’m sorry!”

The Nordrun woman grinned down at her. “No need to throw yourself at me in the street! You could have just asked.”

Kasha was suddenly hyper-aware of the fighter’s gauntleted hands on her back and waist and felt a blush creeping across her cheeks. But Hana released her and moved back a half step looking suddenly subdued.

“Um...” Kasha searched for something intelligent to say. She hadn’t seen Hana since they first came to Sunder together twenty days or so ago. They’d spent half the summer together before that, escorting refugees down the river from the war-front to the capital – days spent running, hiding, and fighting. The Nordrun mercenary was part of one of the many warbands that had answered Heartrift's call for aid when the Dominion had started smashing their way through the small nations at the eastern border last flood-season. Hana had proved to be a fierce ally in their flight west, always there when Kasha needed help, cheerful, confident and strong. Kasha had nursed a surprising sense of loss for a few days after they arrived at Sunder and Hana headed back to her warband with just a touch on Kasha’s shoulder and a slow, lingering smile for a goodbye. Since then, Kasha had been out in the wildwood most of the time. She hadn’t had much time to think of anything but hiding and fighting, but now…

“Do you want to get something to eat?” she blurted out.

Hana’s grin flickered to life again for a moment. “Sure, I’m ravenous.”

Kasha looked around at the crowds flowing through the tent city. Warriors carrying weapons and armour, hunters running messages from their scouting missions, domestics leading giant beasts of burden laden with supplies – they were all so purposeful and she suddenly felt lost. A shadow fell across them and she flinched instinctively but it was one of their own dragons. She looked up at Hana.

“This was all farmland when we first arrived. I went back out with a scout troop the day after we got here and I’ve been out in the forest since then, I don’t know where anything is.”

“I wondered why I hadn’t run into you.”

“I meant to look for you… everything's moving so fast.” Kasha looked around at the rows of tents. A flight of dragons of various sizes swooped low over the crowd, heading for the enemy army.

“Aye, it’s amazing how quickly all this sprang up,” said Hana, her face pinched as she looked away over Kasha’s head, following the dragons' path. Flames leapt up beyond the wall. “It’ll all be abandoned soon enough.”

“Abandoned?”

“You haven’t heard? High Circle have asked everyone to retreat underground by tomorrow. I don’t think anyone believes the wall will hold when the Dominion decide to come over it. Defending the city will be easier.”

Kasha’s belly churned with ice cold anxiety. She was trying to stay hopeful but she’d already seen her home, Wind, overrun by the Dominions forces. Could Sunder do any better? Goddess, I hope so.

Hana was giving her a sad smile. Her eyes were so green under those long lashes...

“There’s a mead tent over that way.” The Nordrun fighter pointed with a steel encased hand. Kasha nodded and followed beside Hana. She noticed that Hana slowed her pace so Kasha didn’t have to jog to keep up with her. She appreciated it – there was still a dull ache in her leg where the bloodbriar had dug in. She felt the faintest warmth kindle within her again as she watched the easy movement of the woman beside her; admired her striking profile. She couldn’t be more different from the courtesan but still...

“Have you seen much fighting since I last saw you?”

“A little,” Hana nodded, “My warband has been riding out, trying to disrupt their supply lines. Not so much in the last few days.” Kasha glanced up at the subdued tone.

“You’ve suffered losses?” she guessed.

“Yah, some.”

“Will you be at the front line tomorrow?” In the days Kasha had fought alongside Hana in their desperate flight she’d never seen her look so despondent. The Nordrun woman grimaced at the question.

“Nooo… We leave for the north in the morning.”

Kasha found she’d stopped dead in the middle of the busy pathway. A man leading a towering aurochs shouted at them to move and Hana scooped her out of the way of the shaggy beast. They stared at each other, pressed up against the heaped stones of a dragon nest. The scaled monster dozing on top ignored them.

“Your warband is leaving?”

“Most of our people are. We haven’t been paid for far too long and tomorrow is looking like a last stand. The warlords decided it was not in our interest to remain.”

“Oh.” That must be one tenth of all the fighters here.

“I...” Hana made a hopeless gesture.

“What do you think?” said Kasha.

“About what?”

“Do you want to stay?”

“I don't want to die. Anyone who stays here will die, I think, or flee further down the river. I want to see the steppe again.”

“You think this is hopeless.”

Hana shrugged, but she straightened her back, lifted her chin. “You saw how quickly Wind fell. And Anvil. And Glint.”

Kasha looked around at the constant activity in the warcamp. Now she saw a direction in the ebb and flow of bodies and sleds, a general movement, especially in those heavily loaded, towards the squat building that marked the way down into the city. We are still running, even here. She wondered again what she should do. How would she be most useful? Her stomach growled, contemptuous of her higher concerns. Food first. Then… we’ll see. She gave Hana what she knew was a weak smile.

“Where is this mead tent then?”

* * *

The mead tent was hot and loud, the air thick with the smell of bodies, ale and cooking meat. Warriors and providers, chroniclers and scriveners crowded the long trestle tables. The thick aurochs hide that formed the walls blocked out almost all light and the warm-orange light-runes were spaced too far apart leaving the place in soft gloom. Kasha was still mentally staggered by the news that the majority of the mercenary forces would be pulling out tomorrow. The impending attack seemed suddenly more real, and the raucous, apparently cheerful conversation being shouted all around her seemed seriously at odds with the situation outside. To her surprise Hana took her hand with a touch of soft leather and cold steel, and led her towards where the food was laid out, forging a way through the crowd. By the time they reached the table which was arrayed with several joints of meat, a pot of thick, red stew on a heat-rune slab, and various breads and fruits, Kasha had re-evaluated her first impression. The seemingly carefree atmosphere had a brittle edge to it. The patrons had an urgent, nervous energy, their laughter just a little too loud, their tempers short. She saw two fights break out in the short time it took to cross the tent. Hana pulled her hand away and Kasha felt the urge to take it again but the Nordrun woman was reaching for a bowl, frowning at the stew in its heavy cast-iron pot.

“I’ve never tried that stuff.”

“You've been down here how long and still haven’t tried dunra stew?”

Hana shrugged.

“Well, I guess this might be your last chance. You should try it, it’s delicious.”

Hana inclined her head and took a generous helping of the stew and served some for Kasha too. They loaded up with meat and rissa farls to soak up the juices and again Kasha followed Hana as she shouldered her way through the crowd to a seat. Kasha looked down at her plate.

“This is a lot better than what they were cooking when we first arrived.”

“They’ve started slaughtering a lot of the livestock, so the Dominion won’t get it. Plenty to eat for now.” Hana peeled off her gauntlets and set them on the table by her bowl. She unslung her axe belt and laid that down too. Kasha recognized the weapon as the one Hana had carried on their journey to Sunder, with its narrow blade and slightly curved, smooth, wooden haft with a thickening at the end to stop the wielder's hand slipping.

They were silent for a while and Kasha had to stop herself from bolting her food. Goddess I’m hungry. As they ate though a question grew inside her and after a long draft of ale, she found she had to ask it.

“Hana?”

The Nordrun fighter looked up, green eyes almost glowing behind a lock of fiery hair that had fallen across her face. “Uh huh?”

“Why do you – the Nordrun, I mean - follow your warlords so unquestioningly?”

Hana frowned. “We swear to follow when we join the warband. What is more important than keeping your word?”

“But that means that one person decides on the best course every time. What if they are wrong? In Heartrift we have nominated leaders for any given action but if we don’t like their decisions, we go our own way.”

“All very well when you’re farming. In battle you need an experienced leader and instant obedience.”

“But what if you end up doing things you think are wrong?”

Hana reached out and took one of Kasha’s hands in both of hers. Calluses rasped across Kasha’s skin but something deep in her belly flared to life at the touch.

“Like leaving for the north? We’ve made our decisions about tomorrow,” Hana said, “We should enjoy tonight. Look!” She pointed to where a trio of musicians was scrambling up onto a cleared table. “Do you like dancing?”

Kasha wondered again if she should be resting, but her heart was thumping in her chest and Hana’s mesmerizing eyes were fixed on her. The fighter’s lips parted slightly as she flashed a lopsided smile. A discordant first gasp of bagpipe music flowed into a fast, wild dance tune. The chatter in the space grew louder, punctuated by loud whoops. Rest and prepare or try to embrace this distraction from tomorrow? She looked around. Maybe these people have it right. Kasha stood up and laced her fingers through Hana’s pulling her towards the gathering dancers.

Hana shed her armour and Kasha couldn’t take her eyes off the Nordrun woman. Without plate, chain, and padding she was wearing only soft leather trousers and a waistcoat that left her muscled abdomen and a lot of her chest uncovered. Kasha drained the last drops of a mead horn and tossed it away, feeling the buzz of the alcohol as she stamped and swayed. Hana’s dancing was wild, arms raised, hair flying, legs pumping. Watching her made the rest of the world fade around Kasha, even the horde of Dominion elves and their human serfs out beyond the walls that were ever looming in her mind. She moved closer to Hana, close enough to touch, if she reached out. Hana seemed lost in her dancing, eyes closed. Kasha wondered if she was thinking about them dancing with their bodies pressed together like she was. She wiped sweat from her brow. Heat was radiating from her skin and she decided to take her shirt off.

Something struck her back and staggered her – a warrior losing his balance. His movements were impeded by alcohol and seemingly his thoughts too as he lurched after her spitting angry words she couldn't pick out. An arm wrapped Kasha’s shoulders and Hana was there, reaching past her with her other hand to seize a fistful of the warrior's shirt. The panic that had flared in Kasha’s chest waned as quickly as it had come. She felt muscles flex against her shoulder as Hana pushed the man back a few paces. For a moment they stood there, Kasha pressed close to Hana, the warrior catching his footing, face reddening, people around them backing away or turning to see what the disturbance was. Then the drunken idiot surged forward, fists swinging. Hana didn't let Kasha go. She just caught the warrior's hand in hers and spun him around. Then she punched him on the side of his head. Kasha felt the force of the blow shock through her body. Her assailant went down and didn’t get up again.

“Maybe we should move along,” Hana murmured in Kasha’s ear. Kasha felt a little lightheaded as Hana’s warm breath caressed her neck. “One of the clans set up a bath-house nearby, let's get clean.”

Kasha felt a blush coming - Hana’s suggestion conjured some delightful images. She nodded quickly and, with a pang of regret, pulled away from the fighter’s embrace, heading to where they’d left their weapons and Hana’s armour. Hana pulled on her axe-belt across her chest and hung her gauntlets and helmet from it. She adjusted the leather strap to lie between her breasts and settled her short-handled axe into a comfortable position, then snatched up her chain-mail and chest plate. Kasha reclaimed her spear and satchel and they stepped out into the clear evening air.

“Thank you,” Kasha said, “For...” She gestured back at the tent. She wondered if Hana wanted to hold hands.

Hana snorted. “It’s nothing, I owe you far more.”

“Owe me? How?”

“I wouldn’t have made it here in the first place without you. I would have starved or been eaten in that spirits-forsaken forest.”

“I don’t-”

“Remember when you led us round that rockwyrm lair? I would have walked straight into it. I doubt I could have even found my way in all those trees; I don’t know how you do it.”

Kasha found herself smiling, warmth suffusing her. “Are there really no trees on the steppe?”

“None. Just grass as far as you can see, to the edge of the world. It’s beautiful.”

“Well, I’m sure I’d be just as lost out there. And I’d have given up in despair or been run down by a Dominion soldier long before we got here if you hadn’t been with me.”

“I don’t believe that,” Hana murmured, but she stepped closer to Kasha and took her hand, lacing their fingers together. Her touch felt charged to Kasha like she was holding a lightning rune and she felt her heart beat faster. “Maybe we’re just a good partnership,” Hana said. Kasha thought she was smiling by the sound of her voice but suddenly she couldn’t bring herself to look up at the beautiful fighter. They walked for a while in silence.

* * *

The ‘bath-house’ was another huge tent lined with wooden tubs that looked like they were made for two or three people. As they walked in an attendant was filling one of the tubs and placing heat-runes carved on stone slabs into the water. Tables down the center were laden with soap, drying linens and spare rune-stones. The beautiful stone bath complexes in Wind had wide pools of different temperatures, steam rooms and water cascades. Compared to that this was a hovel, but the thought of submerging her aching limbs in hot water made it look glorious to Kasha. Unlike the mead tent the place was almost empty – just a few other bathers relaxed in the water in ones and twos.

They undressed, and Kasha suddenly felt self-conscious. Nudity was quite normal in Heartrift - especially in a bath-house – and she knew the same was true on the Nordrun steppe, but with Hana there she suddenly felt both excited and scared. She didn’t look directly at the Nordrun fighter as they both pulled off their underclothes and climbed into the same tub. With the water up to her neck, warmth already leeching the aches from her body, she finally looked up and was immediately snared by Hana’s striking green eyed gaze. The woman raised an eyebrow and gave her a tentative smile, red hair falling around her shoulders into the water. This uncertain look filled Kasha with the sudden feeling that this was no time to hide what you wanted. Blood roaring in her ears she crawled forwards, steam beading her skin and eyelashes with water. Hana’s smile broadened as Kasha came closer, her eyes narrowed – with desire Kasha hoped. She couldn’t get any closer without climbing into Hana’s lap. Her heart was thundering against her ribs, her vision filled with Hana’s face.

“I want to kiss you,” Kasha whispered.

Strong hands grasped her shoulders and pulled her in but the kiss Hana planted on her lips was soft and gentle. Hana pulled back so they were nose to nose. “I want to kiss you too,” she growled and then their hands were tangling in each-others hair as they crushed their mouths together hungrily.

Sensation flooded Kasha, her skin tingling where Hana’s hands clasped her waist, where their breasts were pressed against each-other. When Hana took Kasha’s bottom lip between her teeth for a moment, tugging gently, her awareness of their surroundings faded to just the hot water and their entwined bodies. An urgent need was blazing low in her belly and she found herself straddling one of Hana’s muscular thighs, grinding her sex against it. Her hands ran up the fighter's slim torso and found her breasts. Hana gasped into her mouth as Kasha pinched her nipples. Fizzing fire built between Kasha’s legs as she rubbed herself more vigorously against Hana, but then the larger woman was pushing her gently away. Kasha moaned with need, but Hana planted two fingers against her lips. “Whoaa, let's slow down a little.” Kasha’s heart sank and it must have showed on her face because Hana laughed and shook her head. “I want this! I want to make you come so hard you can't walk, but not here. Let's go outside somewhere. It’s always best outside.”

“Alright,” Kasha mumbled past Hana’s fingers. The beautiful fighter caught Kasha round the waist with both hands and lifted her clear of the bath, flicking her tongue across one of Kasha’s aching nipples before placing her on her feet. Hana leapt out after her in a surge of water and they stood there for a moment, dripping, taking in each-others bodies. Hana had several scars – white ridges of tissue across her shoulder, belly, and thigh – but so did Kasha. You didn’t hunt the wildwood for long without picking up injuries. The hot water had made her newly healed blood-briar wounds stand out bright red against her brown skin. Hana stepped in close to trace them with a finger. “You got these out in the forest?”

“Two days ago. A healer painted me with runes just before I ran into you.”

“Still sore?” asked Hana, “Your peoples' rune magic is amazing but the healing hurts worse than fire.”

“A little, I’m okay.”

Hana wrapped her arms around Kasha and kissed her mouth, holding her for a long moment as their tongues entwined and the air cooled their wet bodies. Hana broke the kiss and whispered, “Let’s go find somewhere quiet out under the sky.”

Kasha shoved most of her clothes into her satchel, only pausing long enough to dry herself and pull on her chest wrap, kilt and boots. Her inner thighs were wet again in moments. The summer air outside was still warm even though it was near the middle of the night now – the sun approaching the lowest point it would reach over the gorge before it started to ascend again. The frenzy of the war-camp had calmed, and the two of them walked slowly between the tents, holding tight to each-others hands, only occasionally having to avoid an aurochs pulling a giant sled or a group of worried looking scriveners who were scribbling notes and reading scrolls as they hurried along, arguing all the while. The sky was gorgeous. In the west, thin cloud was lit orange and pink by the low sun, the surrounding sky fresh and pale. As you looked east the sky changed gradually to a deep dark blue. Kasha took a deep breath, a feeling of serenity settling on her. Am I… happy? It had been a while.

“Come with me tomorrow.” Hana’s voice was low and it took a moment for her words to sink in.

“Come with you?”

“Ride north with me. Don’t stay here to die.”

They were crossing an open space amongst the tents where a huge greatwyrm dragon was being loaded with fire jars – sealed clay pots full of fire runes that would burst into flame when the clay was shattered. Soon they would be raining down on Dominion soldiers. She realized she hadn’t thought about the invading army or what might happen tomorrow for some time. Her stomach felt hollow as she remembered.

“What would we do?”

“Travel the steppe and even beyond. Eat, drink, sing, fuck. You’re good to be with.”

“I don’t know...” Kasha’s mind raced. Could she do that? One of the core tenets of Heartrift’s society was being ready to protect your home, kindred, clan, and country. But her home was burned and empty. Her kindred were dead or lost. Would her clan even survive this conflict? Maybe she’d lost enough that it was time to think only about herself. Maybe the outcome of this siege was as inevitable as the Nordrun warlords clearly believed it to be.

“Forget it.” Hana pulled her close, breaking her from her thoughts. Green eyes enchanted her again and she found herself rising on her toes for a kiss. Hana’s mouth and the scent of her so near was overwhelming bliss and Kasha almost asked if they could leave now. Hana pulled back and looked down at her. “The offer’s there, think about it later if you want to.” She pointed to the Earth Folk tower on the edge of the gorge. “I think we should go up there, if you still...”

Kasha didn’t reply, she just wrapped her arm around Hana’s waist and urged her toward the tower. Hana followed and put her arm across Kasha’s shoulders, a sensation that made Kasha’s insides feel like hot spiced mead. She realized she was rubbing her thighs together as she walked.

Kasha was not familiar with Earth Folk architecture – Wind was built by humans – and as they neared the structure its alien nature became more apparent. The stone was smooth and without any joint or mortar that Kasha could identify. Its curved walls rose straight up, dark and almost glassy to a flat top. Close up she could see that every bit of its surface was inscribed with runes in complex patterns. She reached out to touch the stone and was surprised to find it warm.

“This way,” Hana seemed unfazed by the seemingly impossible structure and pulled Kasha towards a ladder – clearly a recent, human made addition. She dropped her armour and started to climb. Kasha tested the wooden rungs as she would a tree branch in the forest and followed.

Kasha’s leg was beginning to ache again by the time they pulled themselves over a low parapet onto the flat, circular top of the tower. As she dropped her spear and satchel what was left of her breath was taken away by the light of the evening sky all around them. Then Hana was turning, pulling her close, lifting her, kissing her, and Kasha forgot the rest of the world was there.

She wrapped her legs round Hana’s waist, groaning into the fighter’s mouth at the pressure on her clit. Hana’s hands were grasping Kasha’s arse under her kilt, holding her tight against her muscled body. Hana’s tongue was in Kasha’s mouth and Kasha was running her hands through Hana’s flaming hair, reveling in her lover's strength. For a timeless moment they stood like that, on top of the world, then Hana was sinking down, still effortlessly holding Kasha, until the Nordrun woman was lying on her back with Kasha straddling her. Hana wriggled down between Kasha’s thighs until Kasha was sitting over Hana’s mouth. Their eyes locked and Hana flicked her tongue between Kasha’s labia, up to her clit, the soft wet pressure sending lightning shocks through Kasha’s body. Hana hooked her arms over Kasha’s thighs pulling her down so she could lick and suck every inch of Kasha’s sex. Then she reached up, ripped off Kasha’s chest wrap, and began to brush her hands over Kasha’s nipples as her breasts swung free. The sparks that lanced through her at Hana’s touch brought a growing warmth in her belly, a bubbling urgent sense that soon something had to give, building faster than she’d ever experienced before, almost frightening - like the slow moment when a dragon breathes in a deep breath before it bathes the world in fire. The dragon held its breath and Kasha squirmed on Hana’s face. Then fire exploded through her and she bucked and squealed, clasping Hana’s hands to her breasts, arching her back as pleasure ravaged her. Eventually the spasms shaking Kasha’s body lessened and she became aware again of the twilight summer sky above her. She collapsed onto Hana, trembling in her embrace. The Nordrun woman showered Kasha’s face with kisses, her mouth wet from Kasha’s body.

“That felt good?” Hana murmured.

“It was… uuhhh, it was unbelievable.” Kasha sat up. “Now it’s your turn.” She scrambled around to lie on the smooth, warm stone between Hana’s legs and awkwardly peeled off her soft leather trousers. The fighter's thighs were thick and toned and Kasha ran her hands up them feeling almost worshipful. Hana was propped up on her elbows watching her.

“You’re beautiful,” Hanna reached out to caress Kasha’s cheek. Kasha caught the hand and kissed it, blowing the kiss back to Hana. Then she lowered her head and nuzzled at the triangle of soft curly hair above her lover's sex. She delved deeper, tongue probing into soft wetness, lapping slowly from vagina to clit over and over. A low groan came from Hana and she collapsed to the floor again, arching her back and gasping out, “My tits. Squeeze my nipples,” as she tore her waistcoat open. Kasha obeyed, reaching up to fondle soft flesh and firm swollen buds. She felt like a devotee at the henge worshiping prostate before her goddess. Slowly she increased the pressure and speed with her tongue until Hana was writhing against her mouth, moaning and giving little cries when Kasha changed her rhythm slightly.

An idea came to Kasha and she relinquished a breast to ease two fingers into Hana’s vagina. She sucked Hana’s clit between her lips, flicking her tongue over it as she kept the pressure on and worked her fingers inside. The deep groan that broke from Hana’s throat made Kasha’s skin tingle, the hairs on her arms and the back of her neck standing up. She felt powerful as this strong woman yelped and writhed at the mercy of her tongue. A deep sense of rightness filled her as Hana’s thighs clamped around her head, the woman’s whole body tense, her groan becoming a growl. Kasha could hardly breathe and for a wild moment she wondered if she could die like this, crushed between these magnificent thighs, drowned in Hana’s divine cunt. No ritual or dedication to the Goddess had brought her half as close to feeling this sense of spirituality.

Then Hana’s hips bucked and her thighs clamped harder so that Kasha could hear the blood pounding in her ears. As Hana screamed her orgasm to the sky Kasha was jerked up and down like a rock-goat caught and about to be swallowed by a dragon. She didn’t fight it, glorying at what she’d caused in her lovers' body. Then she was released and Hana was curled on her side panting and laughing.

“I’m sorry, did I hurt you?” the fighter gasped, gathering Kasha into her arms.

“No!” Kasha kissed Hana messily, teeth grazing lip and chin.

“I just couldn’t control myself.”

“I could tell. And I loved it; I loved making you lose control.”

“I love- I loved it too.” Hana gazed at her, her beautiful green eyes wide. Then her eyes flicked to the side and a mischievous grin crept across her face. She climbed shakily to her feet, shedding her waistcoat to walk naked to where she’d left her belt and axe. She pulled the axe from its loop and turned back to Kasha.

“What are y-”

Hannah flipped the axe in the air, catching it near the head and held the thick, slightly curved wooden shaft out towards Kasha. “I want to fuck you with this.”

Kasha felt her mouth drop open and she realized she was spreading her legs without even thinking about it. Anticipation made her heart race and her breath was ragged gasps as Hana lay down behind her and pulled her close. The axe clicked onto the stone floor and Hana’s arms encircled her, hands exploring her breasts, her belly, her legs. Hana’s breasts pressed against Kasha’s back. Kasha twisted her head round to receive a hot, fierce kiss from her Nordrun fighter. She felt something smooth and hard slide between her labia and a shiver ran through her. Hana worked the axe-shaft up and down Kasha’s cunt until the wood was drenched with her juices. The thick end of the shaft probed around Kasha’s opening, stretching her, teasing her. Hana released Kasha’s tit with her free hand, instead gently encircling her throat to pull her head back for a kiss. “What do you want me to do?”

“Put it in me,” moaned Kasha, “Fill me and fuck me.’

Hana did.

It felt amazing. Held tight in Hana’s arms, Hana’s legs forcing her thighs apart, the shaft slid into her. The feeling of fullness was immediate and intense. For a few heartbeats they were still, caught in a perfect moment, Kasha’s skin sensitive to every touch and little movement, her cunt clenching around the axe shaft. Then Hana started to work the weapon back and forth, tiny movements to start with but growing into longer strokes. Hana’s lips were on Kasha’s neck, leaving trails of fire. Kasha reached back and buried her fingers between Hana’s legs, thrilling at the fighter's response to Kasha finding her clit. The axe shaft was getting deeper and deeper, pulled out to her opening before plunging back in. That sense of rightness returned and Kasha hazily wished they could be locked together like this forever. The axe shaft touched a spot inside her that sent intense waves of pleasure searing through her. “Stop there,” she murmured, reaching down to guide Hana’s hand.

“There?”

“Yes,” Kasha gasped, “Hold it there... just little movements...”

She squeezed her cunt around the shaft pressure mounting and mounting, like a wave building and swelling towards breaking point. Hana was whispering in her ear about how she’d wanted to do this since they first met, how she’d thought of nothing else, how she-

The sensations were too intense and Kasha let go the breath she realized she’d been holding through gritted teeth. “Fuck me,’ she cried, “just fuck me with it.” She could feel that Hana was getting close too as she started thrusting the thick wooden shaft in and out of her, faster and faster. Hana was holding them tight together as her muscles tensed again, sweat slicking skin where their bodies touched. “It’s filling me so... so... oh Hana.”

The wave broke and Kasha was swept away. She was vaguely aware that Hanna was coming too, moaning Kasha’s name into her ear but all she could do was let orgasms flood through her, held tight in her lover's arms.

When she could think again, Kasha found she was curled in against Hana’s chest, the last aftershocks dying away, leaving her spent and trembling. They lay that way for a long time, the sounds of the camp below filtering back into Kasha’s consciousness, her body cooling. Eventually she stiffly disentangled herself from Hana who was dozing on the stone floor, and walked to the edge of the tower.

The camp was quiet, few people moving about now, the huge forms of the dragons still. To one side the land plunged into the shadows of the gorge. On the other three sides, sweeping around in a vast semicircle was the wall that encircled the city's outer reaches. She could see warriors with spears standing watch there, some walking up and down, others stock still. Beyond the wall was the wildwood, but between the two in a wide swathe of open land was the Dominion army.

Kasha had seen them before – she’d been tracking and ambushing them for days – but from up here she got a sense of the scale of their adversary that hadn’t been possible when stalking them through dense forest. Their tents and cookfires filled all the open ground to the east of Sunder. The light of the low sun glinted orange from spear tips and helms as she watched soldiers marching between the tents and begin to array themselves before the city walls. Yet more soldiers marched out of the wildwood carrying hundreds of siege ladders in teams. It was like watching an ants' nest mobilize for war.

But they are not ants and they’re coming now!

She knew she should sound the alarm but the warriors on the wall could see what she could see and a series of horn blasts rang out. Kasha turned to look at the naked woman lying on the stone behind her. At a second blast of horns Hana began to stir. Stay or go Kasha? It seemed a stupid question – Hanna was right, Heartrift could not stand up to this tide of war any more than any other country that had stood in the Dominion's way could. But...

Some of her kindred and clan might be out there and they needed a safe place to come to. Much as she wanted to climb up behind Hana on her tall steppe horse and explore the grass and beyond with her lover, she knew suddenly that she wouldn’t. Her upbringing, the way she’d been all her life just didn’t allow it. And someone had to stop the Dominion before those arrogant elves overran the whole world. Would they really be safe on the steppe if the conquerors just kept coming? And what are you going to do to change anything?

“We all have to do what we can,” she said out loud. She felt tears spill over onto her cheeks. Hana came to stand beside her and looked out at the gathering army. She swore quietly. Kasha pulled her down for a kiss – held it until her resolve was dangerously frayed. She pulled back, that separation worse than any wound she’d suffered. “It’s time for you to go,” she whispered, and watched the tears well up in Hana’s eyes.
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