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This erotica collection contains the following lesbian facesitting stories by Alison Osias:








What Should We Try?: A Kinky F/F Breathplay Erotica


Natalia and Abby haven’t been able to stop getting it on since they met. The sex has been incredible, and each woman is addicted to the other’s bliss. When Abby’s dominant blonde lover gives her the invitation to pick her pleasure, the question opens up a world of erotic possibilities.







Tags: Lesbian, F/F, Erotica, Facesitting, BDSM, Breathplay, Strap-on, Deep-throat, Dirty talk, Breast sucking, Wholesome, Sexy blonde, Big breasts, Vibrator, Sex Toys







Word Count: 4100








Come to the Water: A River Nymph Erotica


The pressures of life gnaw on a young woman’s adventurous soul. Ros had often found her way to the Meran river, enjoying the solace and isolation of a place untouched by humankind. A vision in the night presents the image of a mystical beauty swimming nude amidst torrential magic, and Ros feels compelled to return to the once familiar place.



The intimate connection the two share in the river soon provides an opportunity for mutual pleasure and exploration of the unknown.







Tags: Erotica, lesbian, naiad, water nymph, potamide, mythology, oral, facesitting, nature, magic, sucking teats, masturbation, sex in water.
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Secret Pleasures of the Princess: A Toe-Sucking and Facesitting Lesbian Romance Erotica


Though forbidden by their circumstances, a fiery desire has been kindled in a princess and the dame that serves her. Loyal and yet impassioned with a lust she can not express, Lede has served princess Enser in all the ways but for the one she desires above all. When the mutual want between them is laid bare, everything changes in a day, and they indulge in a secret pleasure, fueled by long restrained lust and the frustration of the political barriers that kept their bodies apart. Unrestrained, Lede serves her mistress in a complete and devoted commitment to her orgasmic bliss.







Tags: Lesbian, Fantasy, Erotica, Romance, Royalty, Princess, Dame, Public Sex, Covert, Toe-licking, Foot massage, cunnilingus, anilingus, eating pussy, facesitting, stealth sex, denomination, forbidden, under table, foreplay, servant, secret sex, squirting, eating ass, femdom.
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Lights Out: A Facesitting Knockout Erotica


Jule is a stunning blonde with a knock-out body that will take your breath away. Her part-time coach, Tess, is a bit of a secret admirer. The tension between them shatters in the ring, and Jule soon proves eager to take advantage of her sparring partner’s other skills.







This highly sexual erotica features near suffocation by facesitting as Jule dominates her new partner’s face, concerned more with her own pleasure than her partners capacity to breathe.







Tags: Erotica, lesbian, facesitting, oral, boxing, sports, loss of consciousness, unconscious, orgasm, female ejaculation, suffocation, domination, humiliation, sweat, cunnilingus, pinned arms, breast play, panties in mouth, blonde, brunette.
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The Garden of Hera: A Satyr Erotica


In an act of worship to the god and goddess, loyalists built temples to Dionysus and Hera on low hills that approached the sacred summit. Between these temples a large garden curved around the side of Olympus, providing a terrace of serenity and pleasure there between the mountain and the woods.







Codel has sacrificed much to serve the Queen goddess, Hera, in the Antheian Gardens. She gives comfort and pleasure to faithful and esteemed mothers, attending to the temple and the beautiful fields that surround it. Soon, the young servant girl is spurred out into the wilds as she pursues a beast that had intruded into the terrace and stolen from the sacred vines.



She may find that the thieving beast is not what she expected, and that the domain of the wild has secrets of healing and erotism that the human woman had never known.
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Fae Lust: A Lesbian Nymph Threesome Erotica


Nicole and Jade have wanderlust, and the golden colors of autumn have called them to adventure. The two lovers are impassioned with the natural beauty of wild and untamed lands, and soon discover an even greater pleasure hidden in the woods. Faela, a petite and beautiful nymph, is hardly displeased to find the two women enjoying each other in her spring. Something about their strong, toned forms glistening in the midday light makes Faela’s wing’s flutter. The three of them engage in unexpected delight, transforming a chance encounter into a night to remember.







Tags: lesbian threesome, f/f/f, nymph, femdom, fae, facesitting, oral, strap-ons, naiad, fairy, spitroast, outdoors, nature, magic, myth, fairytale, muscular women, height difference, double-sided dildo
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Something was kindled when Natalia gave the advice to think up something most indulgent, beyond the norms, so as to spice up an evening with the risque. How could anyone possibly decide? Abby’s amorous spirit welled up to the bursting when she and Nat made love; it was hardly necessary to pursue any unusual erotic play at all. Still, the offer’s potential made her rather intrigued. For when was the time to ask for one’s most humiliating desires, but for when invited with an offer as sweet as that? Things had been fast and hot between them, but Natalia’s amiable and open manner left Abby feeling comfortable posing all manner of experiments.



The question remained: What did Abby truly want? What would stir in her such an ecstasy of lust so as to be unforgettable? These last few weeks with Nat had seemed too good to be true. Her energy, confidence, and vivacious spirit emboldened Abby to open up and speak sweetly as she never had, and the sex had been beyond amazing. They’d really been at it though, night after night the moment Abby got back off work. As she rode the subway home today, she was contemplating what on earth she should ask Nat to do to her.



The blonde was full of affection and dominant to boot, and seemed to delight in pushing Abby over the edge. Abby stealthily perused kinky guides on her phone, keeping aware of any eye that might be in position to discern something embarrassing from over her shoulder. There were more than a few things she’d be curious to try, although the prospect of some brought a sweltering flush to her face.



Her phone rang with a call from Nat, and she answered it after a moment's hesitation, lest her lover somehow detect the lewd ponderings of her mind. “Hi babe.”



Natalia hummed a long and dramatic noise of anticipation into the phone, causing Abby to clutch it near to her ear and turn her pink features down at the floor. “What, happy to hear from me?” Abby inquired, stifling a giggle at the playful moaning.



“Oh yes baby, just can’t wait for you to get home. I’ve been thinking of our plans all day.” Natalia breathed every word with dramatic flare, no doubt keen Abby’s anticipation. “What shall I discover to be your greatest secret want? All the better to reward you with when your best behavior shines,” Natalia teased.



“Can’t exactly talk about it here but…” Abby smirked and spoke softly into her phone. “I think it will leave me breathless. I mean, you are pretty breathtaking.”



“Oh ho ho… I’ve a guess what that means,” Natalia chortled at her. “You gonna swoon on me? Perhaps I’ll make you grow dizzy under me? Don’t worry, my ass won’t overstay its welcome when your struggling is done,” Natalia said to her, smug and far too knowing. With a ding, the subway doors opened, and Abby rushed swiftly on her way, lest anyone catch the foul words she’d utter next.



“I want you to smother my face while I eat your ass until I’m seeing spots,” Abby proclaimed in hush and haste. “And more I dare not say here,” she added with a laugh.



“I can hear that you’re at the terminal. What a long fifteen minutes this will be,” Natalia sighed dramatically and made kissy noises into the phone before hanging up.







Fourteen minutes and thirty seconds later, the door to Natalia’s flat swung open, and Abby strode inside. Natalia wasn’t in the hall of the living room, but before Abby thought to check the bedroom, she saw the steam coming from under the bathroom door, and perched herself beside it. She relaxed against the wall, hearing the sound of Natalia’s musical humming and the water from the shower. Abby moved her leather jacket, leaving herself in a white tank top that was a little damp from the sweltering day.



Though she was small of stature and a few inches shorter than Natalia, Abby’s breasts were plump and filled out her curvaceous body, for she also had softness about the hip and stomach. Her hair was glossy, black and straight, and made her seem tomboyish but despite her feminine features. She wore tight black jeans and reclined patiently as she waited for Natalia, until her lover began to hum a familiar song. “Darling I see you~” Abby joined in the verse of Mountains by LSD, singing through the door at her.



“Ohi there!” Natalia exclaimed with a gasp. “Welcome back baby. Come hang out with me.” she invited me. “I want to know you~” she added, playfully returning to the song as she called out for her girlfriend from the shower.



Abby opened the door and entered the steamy room, reclining by the towel rack as she observed the blurred image of Natalia’s body behind the shower curtain. “I’ve already cooked up such plans for you.” Nalalia told her, facing Abby’s obscured image as she scrubbed her body.



“I’ve a few good ideas too, I think,” Abby said with a flush on her cheeks.



“Well come here and tell me about them,” Natalia instructed her, beckoning with one figner around the curtain.



Abby peeled her hot tank-top from her body, exposing her pale softness and curvaceous mid section. Her heavy breasts were barely contained by a black lace bra, which she undid, allowing them to fall free. It was no small release for her to be out of her clothes, and she stooped down to pull off her tight black pants and panties as well, eager to join Nat for the wash-up. She looked up to catch Natalia grinning widely at her from around the shower curtain, her own perky breasts exposed and drenched, her wavy blond hair soaked and cascading about her shoulders. “Bring those fat tits over here,” Natalia demanded needfully, a hand reaching out with grabby-motions.



Sauntering over obediently, Abby came to the shower entrance and threw the curtain the rest of the way open, blocking the faucet’s spray with her body to some extent as the water bounced off Natalia’s nude form, already beginning to drench the floor. “Here they are,” Abby said, hoisting up her puppy’s in hand and bouncing them in her palms, the large presence of her soft breasts jiggling as they were presented.



Natalia snuggly embraced her lover’s soft form and smothered her face into her breasts, breathing in the warmth of her hot flesh. Her hands worked themselves around Abby’s wide hips to grip her ass and draw her in closely against herself, bringing her into the shower. The hot waser cascaded over them both as Abby pressed in with her heavy breasts and let Natalia enjoy herself.



“You ready for me?” Abby asked her, welcoming the intensity and immediacy of Natalia’s desire as she grasped the back of her head and held her face snugly between her weighty tits.



“Mmh~” Natalia moaned the muffled affirmative. Pulling back her face, she began to rub one of Abby’s massive breasts in her hand, massaging its teat beneath her palm. “You know I am. We’ve been at it a lot, haven’t we?”



“I’m enjoying the ride,” Abby cooed at her affectionately. She drew Natalia’s head in to smooch her forehead, and then tugged her further down to press her face against her left breast. With her other hand she stroked along Natalia’s clean and smooth body, feeling down to the neatly groomed tuft of drenched blond hair that adorned her sex, and then further still. “I don’t think I could ever tire of you. I know it’s early to speak of such things.”



Both of them were well experienced and had done their share of dating, but it was becoming clear that what they had was more serious, and established on stronger foundations than many a fleeting, lustful engagement. Their passions were mirrored, and each brought out the better of the other, so that Abby and Natalia both loved who they were when with each other.



“I should hope not… seeing as I’m adding you to the lease,” Natalia said, and with Abby’s ensuing gasp of delight, quickly secured her lips around her teat and sucked on her. Abby could not help but laugh at that reveal, enamored by Natalia’s amorous and playful veracity. She groaned out her excitement and leaned into her partner, pinning her against the shower well as she was kept down to lick and slurp at Abby’s breast. She embraced her with genuine appreciation, but smothered her face with the tit, giving Natalia as much as she could ask for.



“You’re an angel. I’m so excited! I had been trying to think of a way to ask,” Abby said, removing Natalia from her breast long enough to take her with a deep kiss. “To be going steady with you… it’s really the best thing I’ve had or wanted for so long. I really can’t get enough of you - all the time I’m not around, I’m thinking of the next time we’ll be together.”



“Mmnh, and here we are,” Natalia chimed, her tongue flicking repeatedly over Abby’s teat as she coaxed a little squeal of pleasure from her. “You scrub; I’m going to prepare,” she said, and with another kiss placed swiftly on Abby’s lips, she slipped out of the shower.







“A safeword doesn’t work if you’re smothering me,” Abby giggled at her.



“Right, of course. So what then, three quick smacks on my ass?”



“Alright. I’ll caress your thigh, too. If my hand drops, hop off me,” Abby said.



Abby had been positioned with her back on the seat of the couch, and her legs propped up onto its cushion. She stared at the ceiling as Natalia looked down at her. Nat had pulled on a lace bra but she was bottomless, and swung her hips slowly back and forth as she appraised the face beneath her.



“You’re going to hold your breath for real long, then? Let me ride you for two whole minutes of you choosing my ass over air?” Natalia slowly turned around showing her pale and goosebumped asscheeks as she prepared to drop herself Abby’s face.



“I’ve always been good at it. And I’m curious about… the feelings that come up, the euphoria.”



“I’m gonna get you real close… hold you on the verge of orgasming and passing out, both,” Natalia promised to her, smirking at the tremble of arousal her words caused in Abby.



“That sounds… -- well I suppose we’ll soon know if its a blissful trance or not,” Abby she said, her voice laden with anticipation.



“I know you’re gonna like it.” Natalia dropped her ass suddenly on Abby’s face, pressing her down into the couch cushions as she rested her weight and let the other be lost in the softness of her rear. She could feel the warmth of Abby’s exhale, and wiggled herself back and forth to bring her lover’s lips further between her cheeks. Natalia leaned backward and smothered Abby beneath herself as she reclined in a comfortable seat, resting her back against her sub’s legs.



Abby had hardly had time to so much as take a breath as Natalia lowered her ass, and now found her entire view encompassed by the dark warmth of her lover’s body. She wiggled her face to try to find a bit of space to breathe, but Natalia chased her lips and kept her snugly pinned with her mouth far up between those pale cheeks. She knew that soon the need for air would be urgant, but for the moment sank into a bliss as she experienced the erotic warmth of being so snugly pinned.



“Let’s see how long you can actually hold it. We’ll have to train you,” Natalia told her with a sultry laugh, running her fingers through Abby’s silky black hair as all but her lover’s forehead and scalp was buried beneath her crotch and ass. “I’m not letting you out until you give me a kiss,” Natalia said mischievously.



Abby’s hand squeezed against Natalia’s thigh as she felt the urge to try to lift the other from her face. But the want for air could be ignored by her strong will, and she chose her doms pleasure over the immediate need, opening her mouth widely to embrace Natalia’s star with her lips, and begin to work her tongue up into the other as though participating in the most passionate of french kissing. To the music of Natalia’s groans, Abby stroked with her tongue and extended it far up into her, stimulating her inner walls with wiggles of any direction, and giving the one who sat upon her face much more than the kiss she asked for. Finally, the need for air was too intense, and the throbbing in Abby’s chest made her frantically swat Natalia’s ass three firm times, at which point she was hastily dismounted.



“Uhn~ it was just getting good,” Natalia playfully complained, sitting back against Abby’s chest as she smirked down at the disheveled, redded face held now between her thighs. Nat stroked her pussy before Abby’s hungry gaze and afforded her a few moments to recover.



“Sure is hard to resist the need for air… maybe I will get better at it.”


“Keep practicing~” Natalia thrust herself forward and landed her ass upon Abby’s neck again, pressing her face down into the edge of the seat as she grinded herself upon her. Again Abby stroked her lover’s thighs as her tongue set out to pleasure her asshole, slurping and licking deeply with her hot and clean hole even as Natalia’s wet pussy drenched her face. Abby had taken a good deep breath in advance of this one, and worked her tongue dutifully and without sign of complaint for the better half of a minute.



Natalia bounced herself gently on Abby’s tongue, groaning with delight as her lover pleasured her without pause. When Abby began to squirm some, Natalia humped her face and wiggled her hips to keep the other tightly held within her, and challenge her to push the limit. Abby’s legs squirmed against each other as she felt an intense arousal in herself, every subtle movement and noise from Abby confessing the extreme pleasure she felt.



When at last the urge for air became powerfully insistent, Abby resisted it, feeling an intense and single minded euphoria prevailing. Only the lack of physical stimulation stopped her from approaching an orgasmic state in the mere minutes they had engaged, and she soon found herself in a state of intense sensation and need, and she patted Natalia’s ass for air again.



“Good job baby,”Nat said encouragingly, gently slapping Abby’s spit-drenched face as her lover laid dazed and breathed heavily against her crotch. Nat spun around, now looming with her rear to Nat’s chin, the blonds hands stroking her sub’s legs and thighs. Nat reached aside to take up one of the vibrating toys from the table beside them.



“Oh fuck baby… you’re gunna get me there this time. Just don’t let up,” Abby begged her with desire clear in every syllable. Natalia sat back again, smoothing Nat’s face under her ass as she brought her star to the other’s lips and bid her pleasure until her breath drew thin. She moved the vibrating toy against Abby’s drenched lips and worked it inside of her, causing her pinned lover to moan and groan out into her asshole even as she pleasured it with her extended wiggling tongue.



The sensation of pleasure was overwhelming, and Abby’s mind was filled with nothing but pure arousal at the thought of how Nat was enjoying her, and the rush she got from pushing her own limits in service of the dominant blonde. Within moments, the sensation of a powerful orgasm began to well up inside of her, approaching with great and insurmountable power so that it could be felt in its earliest ripples long before the crash. Abby immersed herself to the moment, observing with each passing second a great presence of pure bliss. Combined with the intense arousal, even the later and more urgent calls for air came across as ecstatic music of the senses, and she felt the entirety of her body producing the tingling of orgasmic pleasure. She came ferociously, all thought for herself lost, the orgasmic moans of the lover who rode her seeming distant, and yet the sensation of pleasuring her was all-consuming. In the midst of it, she lost sense of herself, and her hand collapsed from Natalia’s thigh.



“Oh fuck baby, you did so good,” Natalia cooed at her, having immediately removed herself when she saw the other grow feint. “Wow… you pushed yourself all the way, balls to the wall,” Natalia breathed deeply with an impressed expression, combing back Abby’s hair from her eyes as the other returned to reality.



“That felt unbelievable… the timing of it, both pleasures rising together… unreal.” Abby flopped backward with her head now hanging slightly off the couch, and took deep and heavy breaths, her chest rising and falling dramatically before Nat’s eyes.



“Good baby. I’ll do that for you any time. Maybe I’ll use my thighs and choke you out like that. Or… I know a way for me to try it, too,” Nat said, seeming to have an idea come to her.



“Oh? Seemed like good fun? I gotta warn you it’s a little uncomfy holding your breath like so.”


“I’m curious about it. Based on something we did with strap-ons early into our dating,” Nat said. She reached over and took a strap-on from the couch-side dresser, and gave it to Abby. “We’ll try the same thing. Just… pull out from me if I smack you thrice or if my hand drops,” Natalia chortled at her warmly.



Abby could still recall well those first few nights they shared, and remembered how Nat had seemed to quite like taking the long strap-on phallus deeply into her throat, even to the point where it might have been hard for her to breathe. The curvy brunette could not help but smirk as she thought of it, and began to tie the strap around her hip. “How brave of you, to let me choke you with this cock,” Abby praised her. “I think you’re really gonna like it. This one’s so huge, it’ll be halfway to your stomach,” Abby said, stroking her hand along the rubbery silicone length of the cock-shaped toy. It had a bright pink color and was partially transparent.



Natalia slid off the couch to kneel before her. She held the vibrating toy in one hand down at her side, and in her other hand raised a bottle of water based lubricant to pour over the soft and flexible length of Abby’s fake cock, coating it with her hand and ‘jerking off’ her partner as she got into position on her knees. The strap-on’s length was well over a foot, and it was rather thick in girth, but Natalia enjoyed such toys on the large end.



Nat began to use her toy to pleasure her own pussy even as she began licking and slurping along the strap-on’s length, teasing Abby and getting herself immersed deeply in the mood. Dropping the bottle, she brought her now-free hand up to grasp against Abby’s rear, and held snugly to her cheek with clenched fingers, drawing her thick subby girlfriend in to loom over her.



“Fuck my face a little, and then, pull back so I can take a deep breath, and bury that cock as deeply in my throat as you can. I want to feel it filling me up entirely, and smell your wet pussy while you fantasize of pumping into my throat. Leave me satisfied but gasping for air,” Nat pleaded with her heatedly, and wrapped her lips over the bulbous silicone head of the strap-on, beginning to take it into her mouth.



“As you wish, my love.” Abby grinned ear to ear, positioning her hips before Nat’s eager face. For a moment she allowed the kneeling woman to set the pace, as she gradually advanced with her lips and brought the tip of the fake cock to the back of her throat. But there came difficulty, for it was no easy thing to consciously drive an object past where it caused her to reflexively gag. Pleadingly, Nat looked up at Abby with a mouth full of strap-on, imploring her for aid.



Abby gently grasped Natalia’s hair in hand, and held to the back of Nat’s head, wiggling her hips slightly before beginning to steadily drive them forward. She stood on her tippy toes to work into Nat at a downward angle, gently wiggling forward and backward as she encouraged the other to relax the resistance of her throat. Slowly, the artificial cock made its way around the corner of the back of Natalia’s throat and descended deeply into her. Nat gagged as she found her windpipe cut off by the depth of the thrusting, as Abby jerked her hips gently back and forth to swab at the deepest area of Natalia’s throat. She pulled back gradually again, and when the strap-on only filled Natalia’s mouth, the blonde took a deep breath of relief through her nose. “Ready babe?” Abby asked, laying her palm on the back of Natalia’s head as she pulled her hips back in preparation of a thrust. With excitement clear in her eyes, Natalia groaned and bobbed her head yes, giving Abby’s ass a little reassuring squeeze with her hand.



Lurching forward, Abby stuffed the long length deeply into Natalia, until the other’s lips collided with her crotch, and the entirety of the massive strap-on was swallowed. She held Natalia there and met eyes with her, seeing how the other had simply relaxed herself in stillness with her throat so completely filled, simply delighting in the sensation as she looked up with adoration at Abby’s massive breasts and her smug, pleasured expression behind them.



Abby drew herself out only a few inches, and then quickly thrusted and withdrew that length several times, massaging all throughout Natalia’s throat she she made full use of the length of the toy. Natalia moaned and groaned with orgasmic delight as she stuffed the vibrating toy into her own pussy, working her hips against it even as she was held snugly to the base of the strap-on. Abby groaned with pleasure and moaned how she might when orgasming, so that Natalia could imagine a great release being projected so deeply within.



Natalia’s lips were tightly sealed around the base of the length, and her eyes rolled back before she considered throwing in the towel. She seemed to relax every body in her muscle, resting her weight on the vibrating sex toy so that it firmly stimulated her deeply within. Sensing that Natalia’s orgasmic bliss had also come upon her concurrent with the intense need for air, Abby understood how she was able to push her will so far, as every discomfort became orgasmic. Natalia squealed out an intense groan of pleasure from around the length, seeming to expel the last bit of air she held within. Abby feared she may swoon and fall to the floor if she went a moment longer, and gradually began to withdraw from her lover’s mouth. As she did, the need for air seemed to return to Natalia suddenly, and she removed her mouth from the length to gasp.



“Oh fuck, wow,” Natalia gasped, clearly overwhelmed with delight despite the frantic manner in which she breathed.



“Are you alright? I was worried I was losing you, there,” Abby said, unable to stop herself from giggling at the disheveled, bliss-wrecked manner of her typically confident and dominant partner.



“That’s something else,” Natalia groaned, flopping upright after a dizzy moment to rest her cheek against Abby’s thigh, planting a kiss against her there. “I don’t know if I could handle it often but it’s definitely something fun to… throw into the mix,” Natalia giggled warmly.



Abby pet her head lovingly, humming her agreement. “I think you and I are going to end up exploring a lot of fun things. I tend to like whatever I try, with you,” Abby said, drawing her lover to her feet and embracing her snugly for a kiss.



“Perhaps we’ll make a thing out of it. Every friday, we each come up with a new thing to try,” Abby suggested, her mind already racing with ideas.
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“You keeping me warm today?” The inquiry jolted Tess to attention and she looked up from the bench, smiling in a friendly manner to the boxer. Jule leaned against the ropes and peered down at her sparring partner attentively, taking heavy breaths as she enjoyed a moment of respite from her training.



“I’m up, huh?” Tess was moving to her feet even as she asked. She saw Jule nod in response, and grabbed her gloves.



The boxer she’d be sparring with today was a gorgeous and powerfully shaped blonde woman. She was lean in form, with tight and well defined abs to augment her strong, toned thighs. Tess already knew from experience that she wasn’t a light hitter. She slipped on her headgear and tightened it up before sliding under the bottom rope and into the ring.



Jule had been going at it for a while yet. Her tanned skin was already shiny with a layer of sweat, and her pale grey sports bra was entirely soaked through. Tess took the chance to appraise her body as she rose to her feet within the ring, noting, too late, that Jule’s eyes were upon her.



“What we working today?” Tess asked. She and Jule extended their fists and hit gloves.



“Body combos, stamina,” Jule said. She bounced on her toes before hurling a few punches into the air around Tess’s stomach level, albeit directed at an imagined target.



Tess resisted the urge to groan. She was used to being made a punching bag for practice, but so many blows to the body always left her aching and bruised. “Sounds good. How you doing?” Jule and Tess had sparred together a few times, but it’d been a week since their last session. Tess couldn’t help but feel as though there’d been a bit of a disconnect between them then, as the boxer reacted somewhat odd in regards to her sparring partner’s friendly behavior. Tess hadn’t intended to be overly flirtatious, but she figured that Jule had a pretty strong sense of how she felt toward her.



“Been alright. Fights in a week.”



“I saw your post about it. Feeling confident?”



Jule was still new to her fighting career, but had won her first four bouts. She took a moment to respond, opting to speak genuinely with her sparring partner rather than uphold any manner of confident fa
 
 ade. “She’s pretty fast. Good upper body movement.” Jule leaned against the ropes in her corner as Tess positioned herself closer to the center of the ring.



“Haven’t seen her fight. How’s her reach?”



“Little shorter than mine.”



“There you go.”



Jule pushed herself up from the corner and took up a boxing stance, and Tess was soon to follow suit.



“You’re gonna want to cut your volume a little.”



“I think I can outlast them, still. They got a bit more on the arm.”



“Bit stockier?”



“A little.”



Tess moved forward and gestured for Jule to start throwing punches at her. As she did, Tess would attempt to close the distance between them in the manner of a shorter fighter, and trade hits. She offered a few encouraging words each time, allowing Jule to try out different methods for resisting her attempts to get near.



Landing shots frequently, Jule seemed adept at halting Tess’ advances with long, precise, punches. Despite the battering her sparring partner permitted no lengthy respite, assuring that Jule made her punches count. Too many wasted throws and she’d begin to lose the advantage her longer arms gave.



“Keep your arms up,” Tess reminded her, knowing that Jule’s focus on practicing body-combos was resulting in her holding her hands a bit lower than usual.



As time wore on, Jule began to slow and the volume of punches she threw diminished. Tess made a point of obligating Jule to keep up a strong offense, capitalizing each time she was able to move in past Jule’s outer range. They both knew stamina and strategically punching was going to be a major factor in the upcoming bout. The gym had formally closed an hour ago, but Jule had worked out a deal to keep at it a few hours past closing, so long as she locked the door when they were done.



She was breathing heavily, and her punches were starting to come across weak. Tess moved in and threw a series of low body shots with her left arm as her right arm was kept down, protecting her right side. She was, admittedly, starting to feel the impact there. Maybe she was subconsciously less attentive to protecting her own face as she focused on Jule’s form. Jule threw a hard right that impacted the side Tess’s faceguard with a solid thwap, sending her stumbling backward until she fell on her rear.



“Oop!” Jule said. She wasn’t overly apologetic as they had been sparring and the point was to punch each other, but she could tell the sudden blow had really done a number on Tess.



“Damn,” Tess said, chuckling as she rubbed her head through the mask, dots swarming her vision momentarily as she shook the daze.



Jule laughed ecstatically, appearing suddenly bashful. “Don’t know what I was thinking. Just put some umph into that one.”



“Ah, well good! That’s the idea yeah?” Jule opted to remain seated for the moment, figuring it was about time they called it a day. “Was a good counter.”



Maybe Jule had a bit of the sense that it might have been a kind of cheap shot, as Tess was indicating positioning herself for a stopping body-combo, but it didn’t matter. Tess had shaken it off fast enough. She moved forward and playfully shoved Tess down, falling in turn to kneel upon the canvas beside her. “Worried I knocked you. Saw your eyes go.”



“You would’ve,” Tess said. She exhaled heavily, staring at the ceiling as she reached to undo her headgear’s straps before tossing it aside. Her short black hair was slick with sweat, and her ordinarily pale features were aflush pink from exhaustion.



Jule was clearly proud of herself. She had a cheeky grin as she peered down at Tess, something like elation strewn upon her features. Perhaps Tess’ fall had been the mock-victory she desired so as to draw the day’s training to a satisfying close. Tess couldn’t help but feel yet another sensation of dizziness washing over her as she now looked up at Jule’s form and saw her cavalier expression.



“‘Spose that’s the day, then,” Jule said tiredly, settling down beside Tess as she sat on the canvas near the other woman’s face.



“Yeah. You were doing great work, as always. Lots of improvement. Doing so great.” Tess was willing to let the encouraging words flow from her mouth, knowing that Jule had earned a sort of psychological reward for working so hard. She’d been rooting for her since day one, even if they’d only had a handful of chances to directly interact. Tess might have been one of her first true fans. She wished she could do a little more for her.



They sat together quietly for a minute in silence, the heavy breathes gradually softening and calming. There was an odd relaxation in how the sounds of the gym’s machines slowly became audible again over the rushing blood and airy gasps. Something between them seemed expectant in the old familiar manner of two people facing an imminent departure, but who are subtly remorse to truly separate. Neither of them pushed it, and instead they enjoyed each other’s presence quietly as the day’s primary event drew to a close.



Tess wanted, then, to find something profound to say. She wanted to engage with Jule on a conversational level that was just a hint deeper than the ordinarily babble. Perhaps she simply wanted to indicate, if there was any doubt, that she was feeling something.



“Getting beat up by you is the best part of my week.” She immediately resisted the urge to cringe as the words escaped her, realizing only too late how that sounded, but Jule’s immediately eruption of laughter and dispelled Tess’s nervousness.



“Do you do like me, huh?” Jule asked teasingly. “Or you just like being beaten up. I suppose that's make sense, if your job is sparring with boxers.” Jule seemed extensively amused by Tess’s mortified expression.


“No! - I mean,” Tess stammered, her mouth hanging slightly agape as she grinned up at Jule. “I just mean it’s nice training with you.”



Jule threw a fast series of mock punches at Tess’s stomach, stopping short and making comical little impact noises with her mouth. The punches that did make contact landed just hard enough to send little jiggles through her stomach. Tess laughed heartily, meekly attempting to fend her off. Jule climbed up along her as they played, and straddled Tess’ chest with her knees bent against the canvas. She’d managed to pin her sparring partners arms beneath either shin.


“That’s no fair,”



“What?” Jule asked, peering down at Tess’s face between her knees. She playfully brought her legs together and squeezed the other woman’s face.



“I’m a boxther not a wresthler.” Tess spoke through her squeezed cheeks, verbally tripping over her tongue. Jule had begun her sports career in wrestling, and done kickboxing alongside her boxing training.



“You just weren’t fighting me.” Jule waggled her brows at Tess knowingly. “I think you like being pinned.”



Tess snorted at her skeptically, trying her best to derail the teasing. Of course, Jule had her figuratively pinned just as much as she had her literally pinned, and was well aware of Tess’ appreciation for her body. Even now, Tess struggled to keep her eyes on Jule’s face. It was a long way up to look, and she had such a clear view of Jule’s body from this position beneath her. Her eyes wandered slowly up along her shiny abs to her soaked sports bra and the defined tone of her neck until finally rushing up to meet her eyes.



“I think you like getting up close and personal with me. You like me sweaty?” As she spoke, Jule’s tone of voice seemed to slip away from teasing and become something more sensual. Her eyes were glued to Tess’ features, now attentive to her every reaction in a deeply analytical way.



It was a proposition that Tess couldn’t miss. Her bashfulness washed away.



“I like you wet,” she said. The tension between them suddenly surged, and Tess could feel the trembling shiver of energy rising up through Jule even as she spoke.



“You like being there between me legs all helpless?”



“I’d like to be even closer.”



Jule rocked forward on her knees, moving her crotch nearer to Tess’s face with a teasing giggle. With only a thin layer of damp grey briefs between the pinned woman’s face and the boxer’s pussy, Tess couldn’t help but breath in her sweet scent.



“Is there… a janitor or anyone that comes by?” Tess asked softly. When Jule pulled back far enough for Tess to see past her abdomen, she saw that the boxer was removing her sports bra.



“No uh - it’s all good,” she assured Tess as she pulled off her boxing gloves and tossed them aside. She quickly proceeded to work her fingers under the elastic beneath her tits and drawing the piece of fabric up over her head. Her breasts fell lightly against her chest; a pleasing sight, given Tess’ location.



Tess had fantasized of a moment like this, and envisioned herself pinned beneath Jule on more than one occasion. Now the boxer leaned over her, scooting her knees forward so that her crotch came against Tess’s mouth and chin, the smooth fabric of the sweaty briefs she wore dampening the other woman’s face. Jule’s perky breasts hung down toward Kel’s upturned visage, affording her clear view of the her little pink areola and the firm nipples they surrounded.



“I’d Been hoping to get a look at those,” Tess said into Jule’s crotch. The boxer grinned, but quickly rested her crotch against Tess’s face so as to silence her. Tess inhaled deeply, taking in the sweet scent of Jule’s sweaty form and wet sex. If she’d known Jule was ready for something like this, she wouldn’t have skirted the edge so much conversationally when it came to them getting closer. She wanted to remain professional, and Jule had not been overly responsive to her flirting before.



“Is that good?” Jule asked, rubbing her crotch against Tess’s face through the briefs. Her own wetness soaked through the sweat drenched garments gradually, and Tess got a taste of her through the cloth.



“Mhm,” Tess moaned her agreement as she moved her tongue against the fabric at the supposed location of Jule’s pussy, and licked her. Jule hooked a thumb around the elastic band of her briefs on either hip, and pulled them down her legs. Tess found herself face to face with Jule’s exposed, wet, pussy. The boxer kept herself just out of range of Tess’ tongue, however, and rested her rear on her sparring partners dcolletage as she pulled her panties the rest of the way down her legs and off her feet.



Admiring the boxer’s sex, Tess couldn’t help but appreciate the tender perfection of her petals. They glistened with her wetness already as a small globule of her girlcum dripped down from her slit to land between Tess’ collarbones.



Jule scrunched up her boxing panties in hand, packing them into a tight ball of sweaty fabric. “Open,” she commanded, staring down at the other’s face. Tess did not protest, and opened her mouth widely for Jule. The boxer stuffed in her panties, forcing them all the way in. Jule’s sweaty panties had a delicious taste, but Tess couldn’t help but gag as they filled her mouth.



“You like those? Do they taste pretty fucking good?” Jule grinned with a wide eyed stare at Tess, who offered a hasty nod. She let out a pleasurable moan throat the fabric, although the sound was muffled by the gag.



The boxer swiveled around on her rear, turning to face down Tess’ body as the brunette was left with the panties in her mouth. She didn’t imagine she could get them out if she tried, with her arms pinned. The taste of Jule’s wetness in the fabric was making her mouth water.



Jule’s as was tan with a dusting of freckles, and her glutes were as toned as the rest of her form. Tess longed to be smothered beneath her ass.



Suddenly she felt Jule’s hands upon her stomach, following by the tickling movement of her fingers. She wiggled and struggled beneath Jule as involuntary bursts of laughter attempted to push their way out of the gag. Jule worked her fingers into Tess’s sides, tickling her along the ribcage and up toward the underarm.



Tess whimpered and squealed in protest, unable to escape her pin. Just as she was getting real worked up and out of breath, Jule moved herself back and set her ass right upon Tess’ face.



With the panties still bundled up in her mouth, Tess could feel her lips against the boxer’s sweaty asshole. Her cheeks rested firmly against Tess’ face as the boxer rested her full weight upon the woman below. Jule grinded against her, rubbing her ass forward and backward as her hands set upon Tess’ tits.



Jule ceased her aggressively tickling but now squeezed Jule’s tits through her tank top. She located each of the pinned woman’s nipples and began to fiddle with them with her fingers, twisting and tugging on them gently and coaxing them to harder in her gasp. Tess found herself short on air, and moaned out a little noise of distress. Jule didn’t seem inclined to alleviate the woman so soon, and bounced her ass firmly against Tess’ face each time she dared make an audible protest.



Sliding her hands into Tess’ cleavage, Jule took two handfuls of her breasts beneath her shirt and squeezed them in her palms. She pinched one of Tess’s nipples between her fingers and squeezed it firmly, relishing the sound of Tess’s surprise, muffled by her ass.



Finally Tess imply had to breathe, and she wiggled frantically beneath Jule, attempting to get her nose free of the boxer’s ass long enough to secure a breath of air. The pinning woman resisted for a time, seeming reluctant to allow Tess to breathe, but eventually lifted her rear just long enough for Tess to take a sharp breath through her nose.



Once more Jule patiently sat her ass upon Tess and waited for her sparring partner to get desperate. She seemed to practically forget about her, smothering her beneath her ass for another full minute without so much as acknowledging Tess’ needs. She seemed content to idly play with the woman’s tits and let her worry about breathing. Tess practically had to use everything she had just to wrestle her face away from Jule’s ass long enough to take a quick breath, as Jule continued to push herself down onto her and make it as difficult as she could.



Tess was surprised to see such a kinky display coming from her so quickly, as their intimate engagement had set upon them rather suddenly. She imagined this much be as much of a kink for the boxer as it was for her. Jule finally pulled her ass away from Tess and turned again, staring down at the pinned woman with clear pleasure as Tess breathed heavily through her nose. She reached down and pinched her soaked panties, pulling them out of Tess’ mouth and flicking them aside.



“You gonna let me eat that pussy?” Tess inquired between heavy breaths.



Jule ran her hands through Tess’ hair, feeling her drenched scalp and combing back her black locks away from her eyes. “I’m going to make you eat this pussy.”



Jule clearly required no further prodding. She kept Tess’ head secure in her hands and moved her sex forward to the pinned woman’s mouth. Tess was eager to get a taste of the pussy again, and wasted no time extending her tongue out between the boxer’s petals. As Jule rocked forward Tess moved her tongue back and forth and worked it up into her pussy, tasting her inner walls and moaning out her appreciation.



One of Jule’s hands affixed departed from Tess’ scalp to affix itself upon her own breast, and she began to massage herself there as the woman she’d made her seat gave pleasure with her tongue. The boxed leaned forward and humped the other woman’s face, grinding her clit against the soft tip of Tess’ nose.



This was exactly what Tess wanted. Jule set about using her for her own pleasure, rewarding her sparring partner with a view of her body and the luxurious taste of her dripping petals. Tess slathered her pussy with spittle and wiggled her tongue deep within, eagerly stimulating her. Jule’s wetness drizzled down either side of Tess’ face. The pace of Tess’s licking slowed for but a moment before Jule began to firmly hump her face, ascertaining that she did not go without stimulation or pleasure for any length of time.



“Keep going,” Jule ordered, her voice trembling as the pleasure assailed her mind. “Keep eating that pussy. Get your tongue way up there. Taste me.” Tess was happy to oblige, and moved her lips against Jule’s labia even as her tongue wiggled and prodded as deep within as it could reach.



Although her nose was pressed tightly against Jule’s vulva, Tess was still just barely able to breathe. Jule seemed somewhat unsatisfied with this, detecting the little breaths as the air flowed around her short blonde pubes. She reached down and pinched Tess’ nose, closing it off and beginning to pleasure her own clit with the rest of the fingers on the suffocating hand.



There was a strange excitement in Jule’s dominance over her. The face that the boxer had complete control of Tess’ body and seemed intend on using her for her own pleasure to whatever extent she desired. Tess struggled beneath her as her air supply was cut off, but continued to lick deeply within her pussy even as the urge to breathe grew more intense.



She spasmed beneath the boxer, feeling a dark presence pushing into the corners of her vision as she continued to exert herself with limited oxygen. Jule grinned down at her with blatant mischievous enjoyment, watching as Tess struggled to remain conscious.



Tess could feel her eyes involuntarily fluttering shut. She stared up at Jule with a pleading expression, far to exhaustion to physically shove her off, now. She realized that she was going to pass out and Jule would have complete freedom over her body until she woke up. Finally, she slipped out of consciousness.



It was not exactly clear how long she’d been under, but she feels air filling her lungs before her eyes are able to open. She feels a sensation almost like deep restfulness in those first moments, before exhaustion immediately returns to her. The boxer had finally lifted her pussy from Tess’ mouth and permitted her to wake with a sudden intake of air. No sooner had Tess filled her lungs than did Jule replace her pussy upon her sparring partner’s face once again, obviously determined to repeat the process.



Tess gave in. She was eager to please, and willing to let Jule use her however the boxer so desired. She began to lick Jule’s pussy with new found energy, awaiting the inevitable sensation of suffocation beneath her form. Jule moaned with pleasure now, enthralled by the sight of Tess eagerly licking at her even as she seemed to ride the fence between consciousness and unconsciousness.



Once more Tess became desperate to breathe, but she made no effort to shove Jule off her form. She accepted with excitement her approaching darkness, knowing what pleasure it’d give Jule to see her sparring partner eagerly choosing her pussy over air.



Jule screamed with pleasure, bucking and humping against Tess while ascertaining that the other woman’s nose was always either pinched shut or pressed firmly between her petals just beneath her clit. Tess felt the inner walls of her vagina clench against her tongue, squeezing it firmly as a spurt of ejaculate blasted out into Tess’ mouth.



The sensation and taste of Jule’s sweet cum filling her mouth was the last thing she registered before darkness again took her.



When she woke again, Jule seemed to be beginning to recover. She breathed heavily and stared down at Tess with an expression that seemed like something between admiration and appreciation. Less determined to prevent the woman from breathing, now, Jule allowed Tess to continue to lick up her ejaculate and provide some final pleasure before finally pulling off of her.



“Good girl,” Jule cooed softly, reaching down to pinch Tess drenched cheeks as she stared down at her.



“Glad to have served you…” Tess seemed a little bewildered as her brain was still calibrating. Her sense of time seemed a little askew, as though she’d rested during their sexual engagement and then begun again.



“How do you feel about making this a part of our routine?” Jule inquired, gently fingering herself as she continued to sit upon Tess’ chest, showing no desire to allow her to escape.



“Fucking’s good cardio,” Tess said, laughing heartily. She licked her lips to attain another sample of Jule’s sweet taste.



“That good, huh?” Jule inquired, brining her own fingers to her lips and suckling them. She seemed surprised by the taste of her own cum, and soon returned her fingers to her wet pussy to gather up more of her squirted ejaculate. This time she offered the fingers to Tess, who immediately began to lick them clean.



“I like the way you just went with all that,” Jule said, clearly amused, but also aroused. “Seems like you really know your place.”



Tess swallowed and grinned, leaning forward to plant a little kiss upon Jule’s clitoris. “What can I say? You’re a knockout gal.”



Jule slid off of Tess and rose to her feet, casually walking over to retrieve her shorts, bra, and gloves. She bent down for each item and presented Tess a final teasing look at her firm ass, otherwise unattentive to her sparring partners gradual recover.



“Same time next week?” she inquired in a casual tone, her words a simple confirmation of what she already knew.



“Yeah. And I do house calls, too, if you need me to do some more private work.”



Jule turned her head slightly and grinned in a cheeky manner and pulled on her clothes before stepping over Tess and slipping out of the ring.



Tess laid there for a time, the visual of Jule’s naked form grinding against her face imprinted in her mind.



“Lights out!” Jule called out before flicking off the lights, leaving Tess to lay in peaceful darkness.
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Come to the water,



and don’t be afraid.



The mountain’s daughter calls you to wade.



Come down to the river,



to the water in your dream.



Come and deliver your tears to the stream.











It was difficult to cling to the details of the rapidly fading vision. The dream began to slip from Ros’ mind as the morning hours passed. The place, at least, she knew well. She had observed a familiar area along the river near her home. It was a haven where she had found solace and privacy countless times before, and so she was unsurprised to find herself there as she slept.



This vision saw the water cast in blue light, shimmering with arcane color as though magic had erupted into existence upon its surface. She felt herself swimming forward and experienced the sensation of the cool flowing water upon her flesh, but her will was not her own.



Her avatar, unlike her in nature but hosting her consciousness, had been an preternatural woman with pale skin and vibrant blue hair. Her eyes glowed so intensely that their light outshone the torrential magic that lingered about, and illuminated her nude form in the water. She swam in a lax and contented manner with the current’s flow, seeming to traverse a great length of the river in a short span of time.



There was not a touch of human presence in that isolated stretch of the Meran, but Ros had incurred a sensation of belonging such as she had never experienced in the waking world. As she stirred from her sleep, the call of the river remained intense and urgent. She was immensely familiar with this place, and it was only a short hike from where she lived.



She didn’t know what any of it meant. The woman who provided the dream’s point of view was disconnected from Ros, and she could no longer fathom the clarity of the magic she had observed in her sleep, although it had astounded her in the moment. The memory of her dream was ethereal, now, and as she made her way to the river, all but the water’s call faded from her mind. The tone of the mystical song continued to float about in her mind, though she could no longer recall the words. It was difficult to focus as nostalgic memories of the river assailed her, and the sensation made her giddy.



Three years ago she had brought her then-girlfriend down to a sandbank along the river, where the water had receded over time from the gorge it carved. It had been an intimate thing, for Ros, to invite someone to this sacred and familiar place and copulate. In the end her partner had not acquired Ros’ enthusiasm, and all that truly came from it was sandy nethers and thigh chafing from the soaked hike home.



Ros was just nineteen, then. Now twenty-two. But while the years had put additional distance between the woman and her adventurous childhood, they had never separated her from the affection she bore the river. It had been some time since she had been there last. She remembered clipping her silky black hair by the reflection of a still pool of water there, and watching as the discarded locks floated away. The pale reflection staring back at her was that of a soft and sweet womanly figure with curvaceous proportions. Upon the right side of her face there was a scarred region of discolored skin, slightly darkened by the wounds of a burn sustained long ago.



Her fingertips lifted gently to settle upon her face, feeling the tender mark in an idle response to the memory. It had faded some, by now, but still provided a visible and uncomfortable reminder of the past. But in contrast, the memory of the river provided her great comfort.



She made way along the old hiking path that snaked some kilometers from her home, circumnavigating a lakeside valley and then leading further up into the hills. The river there turned violently for a time, winding through hilly terrain and floodplains as if to shake off any pursuers, before calming in a long and isolated stretch. Here the river was narrow and deep, and flowed easily between a carved cliff and accumulated sandbars opposite of it. She whistles the tune of the song from her dream idly as she goes, no longer giving it much thought.



There was a way down from the trail that had been forgotten by time to all but Ros. She used to take a machete to the path when she was younger, attending to her trail every few months as it became overgrown. These days, she allowed nature to reclaim it. She preferred to keep the secret place to herself, for the most part, as time rendered it forgotten to all others.



Carefully placing her feet, she descended from the overgrown hillside and climbed down the cliff face adjacent to her favorite stretch of the river. A fallen tree was suspended there, providing a slippery path to the sandbar on the other side of the Meran. Her foot slips on the smooth surface of the log, but she recovers easily enough, hastily running the rest of the distance to hop down onto the sand below.



Only then, as her boots settled on the sand and she turned to look downstream at the river’s long path between the hills, did she truly relax. A heavy sigh escaped her lips as she relished the natural sounds around her, the gentle air cooly touching her form as the river’s ceaseless flow laxly passed her by. It was impossible for her to be concerned with any of her regular troubles here, as she knew they all could wait. She allowed herself to shrug them off. The sun shone more directly overhead now and the sensation of it’s warmth upon her bare face and arms was pleasant.



She walked along the sandbar, leisurely making pace towards a turn in the river ahead. As she slowly followed it’s path around the bend, a large open field with a sizable oxford lake came into few. The water here had been cut off some years ago when the river’s winding direction changed, and remained to form a beautiful lake separated from the river by a small field. Early spring tulips adorned the grassy valley and followed along one side of the river, as well as a side of the lake, connecting them over the valley. Opposite of her, the frozen tips of the Haelan mountains were visible over the treetops, distanced from the river here by an expansive forest.



She had not always come this far, though on some occasions she had adventured much further. She could follow the river all the way to the falls some kilometers downstream, and used to take a trash bag with her as she hiked the route to gather up any garbage she found along its winding path. Though people rarely came here, plastic bottles and such sometimes flowed downstream from the mountains, where camping and hunting was popular.



She usually didn’t go far for swimming, often preferring to swim where it was deeper and test herself against the current. Here, the river was wider than it was just back by the log, and its flow slowing to a more leisurely pace.



Ros remembered all too well how she had floated on her back with the current from here. On a summer day warmer than this, she had been all too lax and fell asleep upon the steady surface of the water. Only the noisy rumble of the approaching waterfalls ahead had jolted her awake, providing only a few moments to orient herself in the water and scramble for a grip on the rocky shore.



It had been a dangerous event, but it no longer instilled much worry in her. She was not concerned of falling asleep as she enjoyed the water today. There were some smooth stones in the midst of the river just ahead, and she intended to halt herself there and lay on one to sunbathe. With the chill of early spring upon the water, she did not expect she’d want to do too much swimming.



Slinging her pack over her shoulder, she set it down and began to undress. She’d worn a teal fleece pullover with a navy blue vest and black cargo pants that fit her snugly, opting for them as opposed to her sports shorts so that she could avoid scratching up her legs along the uncleared trail.



She worked her arms out of the vest and set it down gently on her pack, and then pulled her fleece shirt up over her head before folding it in a rather careless manner and laying it on top of her other items. The cool air flowed upon her bare form and sent a shiver through her, and she found herself feeling momentarily hesitant to take a swim. She wouldn’t allow a bit of cold to deter her, however, and it’d make the sun’s warmth even more pleasant when she enjoyed it after.



It was a comfortable sensation for Ros to be able to stand there with her breasts exposed and feel no shame or need to cover herself. In all these years she’d never encountered a soul down here that she didn’t invite. She hooked a finger around her pants on either side of her hip and wiggled her rear to pull the cargo pants down from herself, stretching the elastic waist as they had no zipper or button. Her panties follow, and when all items have been carefully balanced on her hiking pack on the riverbank, she strode away from it toward the water.



Her step is graceful as she placed her feet upon the smooth stones, careful to avoid slipping or settling her weight upon a sharp rock. The cool water flowed over her bare toes and sent a small chill through her body, but the sensation was rather pleasant as it instilled her with familiar memories. She progressed forward with small and steady steps, feeling the chill of the water’s touch as it rose over her feet and then began to crawl upwards along the length of her legs. Ordinarily she might simply leap into the water at this point to spare herself a torturous and lengthy effort of adjusting to the water, but it was rather shallow here and she needed to get further out. Progress didn’t come easily, as her naked body trembles and shiver and the cool flow of the river lapped against her calves, and then her lower thighs. Quickly committing to the movement before she lost the will to, Ros fell forward into the water and submerged herself with a splash.



There’s an initial moment of shock as she dunks herself, shaking violently under the water to adjust to it more quickly. When she surfaced she gasped harshly, resisting the urge to let out an uncomfortable squeal as the river’s cold water assailed her form. Of course, the hard part was over, and with each passing moment she found the cool water more bearable. Now memories of swimming here flooded back to her, and with them, an image from her dream.



She could recall seeing the arcane magic about the river’s water as she slept, and as her point of view followed with the ethereal figure, she had passed this length of the river and perhaps gotten as far as the smooth stones up ahead. The image was almost too clear for a dream, although she now struggled to hold it in her mind, and Ros found herself staring downriver in the direction the flow was taking her.



She dragged her hands in the water with the current’s flow, slowing herself slightly as she enjoyed the passing scenery and continued to adjust to the cold. It did not take her long to gradually traverse the river to the smooth stones up ahead. Even still, she was chilled by the time she reaches them and wasted little time pulling herself out of the water and onto the smooth black surface of one of the partially submerged boulders. It’s intensely warm, baked by the late afternoon sun, and Ros watched as the splatter her wet body created on the rock evaporated with haste before her eyes.



Despite the hot surface of the stone, she laid down gently upon it and winced as the intense warmth touched her. The water upon her skin cooled the stone slightly, and she felt an immense relaxed sensation as the chill was drawn from her body and into the rock. A vibrant blue butterfly fluttered near her face, making its way across the river and towards the tulip fields between there and the crescent shaped lake. She canted her head sideways to follow its path until distance brings the little insect out of sight.



How soothing it was to lay there, out of the public eye, and truly relax in nature with no concern for her responsibilities. Even on the stone’s hard surface she felt incredibly comfortable, and soon shut her eyes to relax as the sun dried her form. She set her hands upon either breast, gently cupping them in hand to shield them from the cool breeze. Her nipples jutted firmly outwards and her the bumps along her areolae were firm and distinct to the touch.



The warmth of her hands upon her cool breasts was soothing as the stone heated her back, and she gently ran her palms over her chest and stomach in an idle and comfortable manner, softly massaging her skin as it dried.



The idle sound of chirping birds was audible over the steady flow of the water, though the falls ahead could not be clearly heard here. Her eyes studied the field between the river and the oxford lake, contemplating where she might set up a tent if she wished to spend some evenings around here. Isolated as she was, she could likely camp here for months and never be found. It was an exciting and intimidating thought, but of course she would not throw away her life just to enjoy the pleasure of untouched nature. Sunbathing out here was special because it was so unlike anything she could experience elsewhere in the world, as these places of true isolation seemed to grow rarer every year. And yet, experienced with the tickling sensation of water evaporating from her skin was the odd sensation that she was being watched.



It was a hard to place feeling, initially, and Ros wrote it off as paranoia and tried to rid herself of the feeling. Her eyes traced the riverbanks and the edge of the forest just past there, trying to locate any potential prying eyes. Surely no one could be out here, observing her. She could not be certain, but the fear seemed irrational. She expected she was simply so used to being watched that she could not convince her subconscious she was actually alone.



The warmth radiated through her gradually, and she soon found herself entire rid of the water’s cool chill. Once the flow of air had somewhat dried her body, it became marginally easier to relax. The sensation of being watched was still unnerving her, slightly, but she chided herself for being so paranoid about displaying her naked form. She could not permit that sort of distraction to make her uncomfortable in this familiar place.



Oddly enough, she was feeling a little turned on by the cool touch of the air, and the sexily lax manner of reclining naked on the stone. It was, admittedly, a girlish type of response to being able to indulge in lavish privacy for once. Perhaps she was eager to take advantage of the privacy, or perhaps the familiarity of a place she had once been intimate at made her inclined to experience a bit of that pleasure. Soon her hand slid the length of the her nude body and settled upon her lower petals.



Her fingers gently moved along the cool surface of her slit, warming herself with her masturbatory touch. It took her a moment to commit to pleasuring herself, as her eyes lolled lazily over the surrounding area one last time to ascertain she was truly alone. Seeing nothing but nature’s beauty and hearing only the river coursing gently against the stone where she laid, she leaned back and closed her eyes calmly. Ros slowly parted her labia with her pointer and ring fingers, pushing her middle finger into herself with a small shudder.



The image that jumped forward, to Ros’ surprise, was that of the peternatural woman she had witnessed in her dream the night before. Ros had been unable to picture her clearly since those early moments following waking, and yet now as she began to pleasure herself she could hold the woman clearly in her mind. Ros wasn’t sure how to label her, as she was unlike anyone she had encountered in the waking world. Her skin was pale and had an ethereal quality, as though it was composed of something less substantial than flesh, but it was not see through. It glowed, faintly, in the image of Ros’ mind, and cast the water in a light not incomparable to that of the moon but for the unnatural blue glow. Indulging in the fantasy, Ros imagined the mystical aquatic woman rising up from the water to claim her upon the rock. Her wetted fingers begin to progress more swiftly in and out of herself as the imagined fantasy took hold of her thoughts, and she felt her pleasure surmounting any hesitance that had remained.



The noise of stirring water came from near, and Ros jolted sharply. Freezing with her hand upon her pussy and a finger half inserted, she looked about over the river’s surface. She thought perhaps it had been a fish leaping nearby, though the sound had seemed large and close.



“That’s my spot.” The unfamiliar voice came from mere inches away, at the base of the stone just past Ros’ head.



Ros jolted up violently, an involuntary and startled squeal erupting from her mouth. She spun on the rock as she flopped onto her belly defensively and turned her head up to look at the source of the voice.



There, positioned where the water lapped against the boulder just a half-meter below where Ros laid, was the peternatural entity from Ros’ dream and fantasy. She laid her stomach laxly against the rock with all but her head submerged in the water, her arms folded to support her chin as she peered up at the intruding human with attentive sapphire eyes. Her vibrant blue hair was slick and smooth along her head, but expanded into a plane of vibrant arcane color where it met the water, somehow remaining entirely without tangle or knot.



Ros breathed heavily, shock washing over her. She could not even think to cover herself as the sudden appearance of the woman filled her with a sensation of confusion and disbelief. “You!” she uttered, with no cognitive plan of how to proceed. “My dream!”



“So you saw me, then.” The mystical woman said, the tone of her voice uncanny for how soothing and unnatural it was.



The young woman upon the stone blinked several times, confusion moving across her features even as initial shock and fear departed. “I saw you… in a dream,” she said softly, her hands clenched upon the rocky edges of the stone as she leaned forward to peer down at what, she decided, must be a spirit of some manner.



“Mmm, yes. Young women are sometimes drawn to the river.” The spirit said, blinking lazily as she peered up at the human’s nude self, perched upon the rock. Ros’ finger’s were still slick with her wetness, resting on the stone in clear view of the spirit below. “I’m Mera,” the spirit said softly, reaching a pale hand gently toward Ros in a friendly and encouraging gesture.



Ros inhaled sharply, her mind racing to make sense of what she was seeing. She could not comprehend how she might have witnessed this person in her dream, or what, truly, this person even was. She was human, but alien, and there was subtle but sharp divergence in her features that made her appear almost
 elvish.
 The mystic glow of Mera’s blue eyes made it more difficult to read her emotion. The name stood out to Ros suddenly, as she realized the connection between Mera and the Meran, and the meaning of the spirit’s words when she spoke of the river’s call.



“Ah! Mera - I’m…” Ros jolted sharply, looking down at herself. As she had begun to speak to the spirit she’d exposed her nude chest to her fully.
 And I had been masturbating!,
 she exclaimed in her mind,
 did the spirit not see me?
 “Naked!” she finished, exclaiming. “SORRY!”



Ros jolted sharply and reared back from Mera, frantically abandoning her grip on the rock to take secure hold of her breasts, and shield them from the stranger’s gaze. She fumbled back from the stone, sliding along its smooth surface into the coursing river with a noisy splash.



“Are you okay,
 Naked Sorry
 ?” Mera inquired softly when Ros surfaced. The human managing to squeal and gasp for air at the same time, producing a bizarre noise.



Ros squatted in the water with her head just above the surface, though the water here was only just shy of three feet deep. Her face flushed a warm pink as confusion and humiliation overwhelmed her senses. “It’s - sorry, it’s not Sorry,”



“What?” Mera interrupted as Ros fumbled for her words. But she quickly followed her inquiry. “Just playing, of course. I know your name, actually, Ros.” The spirit’s voice hummed gently with arcane energy, as though her power reverberated audibly in the air. But despite the spirit’s impressive manner of speech, she spoke casually and with the tone of familiarity.



Completely confused, and shocked from the return to the cold water, Ros found no words coming to her. As the blue-haired woman slowly waded around the boulder, she came into view again. The water only just reaching her navel, and her body glided through the river as she walked against the current; she did not disturb it or create more than a gentle ripple. “How did you know my name?” Ros inquired distractedly as her eyes locked upon the woman’s bare breasts. Each of her nipples had a cool and pale sapphire color. The spirit hardly seemed shy of her perky and plump breasts, nor did she seem hesitant to approach the human that hid her body in the water.



“I overheard it once, some time ago. You’ve been coming here for a while, haven’t you?”



The question was hypothetical, but Ros replied softly, “Yes.” The word came uncertainly as she realized Mera’s meaning. If Mera was a spirit tied to this lake, then perhaps she had seen her before? Ros had been here hundreds of times before, and as she contemplated it now, she realized she’d often had a subtle suspicion that she was not alone. She suddenly felt an intense surge of curiosity towards Mera, as the river served as a point of connection between them. “Are you… a goddess?”



“Your people are always giving us different names.” Mera raised a hand to her chin as she seemed to ponder it, stepping close to Ros. She peered down at the human in an appraising way, her glowing eyes bearing some intensity. Despite her form remaining blurred beneath the water, Ros felt truly naked. “I am the mountain’s daughter, but the first name humans gave me was potamide.”



“Potamide?” Ros inquired as she stared up at the nude spirit’s body. She was familiar with the term and some of the mythology about it, but she had never contemplated such things in the realm of fact. “Like… a water nymph?” she inquired, clarifying what she still struggled to believe. Such ancient stories were connected to many of the river’s that came down from the Haelan mountains, and had fascinated Ros in her youth.



“Or a naiad, or a nix,” Mera named them casually, as if to suggest it was unimportant. “I could go on.”



Ros struggled once more to find words, speaking slowly when she manages to form together a rational comment. “I didn’t know those were real.”



“Do you believe it is a coincidence that so many of your cultures tell stories of us?”



“I assumed… they were untrue. Most of the stories were untrue. And I’d never seen someone like you - I don’t think anyone has in a long time.”



“You would not see me were you not called to the river.” Mera explained softly. Her hand lifted and she gestured around in a lax motion, bidding Ros to direct her gaze to their surroundings. “A spell, set over a thousand years ago to divide our world from yours. But the illusion can be broken.”



Ros looked down slowly, her eyes falling from the potamide’s breasts as she pondered. She looked upon the other’s stomach idly for a moment or two before turning away. “There’s magic here?” Mera inquired, remembering how she had witnessed ethereal lights in her vision.



“There’s magic everywhere. But, yes, much power here.”



“Do you watch over the river?” Ros drew her hands through the water to stabilize herself against the current, as it began to push her toward Mera’s belly.



“I am the river.” Mera said, seeming slightly amused. Her tone was lax and pleased as she moved a few additional inches closer. Her demeanor was almost playful, and her eyes held desire as though Ros was some manner of treat. Ros didn’t know what to make of the other’s closeness, or the intimacy of her tone and their shared attachment to this location. The sensation that she felt most strongly, and was first able to identify within herself, was potent lust. Goddess or not this entity was perfection. She was untouched by any blemish or scar. Her pale shape was slender and attractive, with firm breasts and lightly toned arms, and her skin faintly glowed. Her reflection shone upon the water, glimmering before Ros’ eyes and denying her a view of the woman waist and legs.



Mera reached down slowly, her hand settling against the side of Ros’ face and brushing back a misplaced strand of her drenched hair. “You have the kiss of fire upon your cheek,” she said softly.



Ros felt a small tickling sensation as the water spirit touched her, though she had no desire to pull away. The spirit’s flesh was somewhat cool to the touch, but gentle like the water. “Yes, a scar,” she confirmed.



“How did you come by it?”



“It was - just a mishap with a campfire. I’d been playing about. Was just a girl.”



Mera nodded gently, appearing to understand. “Some things never change,” she contemplated wistfully. “But I couldn’t protect you when you weren’t here.”



“Protect me?” Ros quickly inquired, not understanding the spirits words.



“You were an accident prone young woman. I woke you, you know.”


Ros gasped as she realized that the spirit referred to the incident where she’d nearly slept on the river to the waterfalls. She had woken up before she reached the point of no return and was able to get to shore, but she had always assumed it’d been the noise of the water that stirred her. “You… saved my life.”



“Maybe. Perhaps you’d have been okay. I am not a Fate.”



Ros can’t help but release a small and sharp giggle at the potamide’s comment. How odd it was, that she could get this ancient spirit’s joke through understanding of mythology.



“I knew you to be a good natured person. I saw you pick garbage from the sandbanks downstream. Most humans only wander as far as this place to kill.”



Momentarily confused, Ros returned her gaze up towards Mera. The spirit stood closely enough now that the kneeling girl need look between the other’s looming tits to see her face. “Oh, you mean the hunters?” she inquired, the flush remaining strong upon her features.



“And those that fish, or chop the trees, or pick the flowers from my field.”



“Ah… I am sorry.” Ros recalled suddenly that she’d taken flowers from the riverside before.



“Do not be troubled, all may share in the bounty of the world.” Mera said reassuringly, gently petting the side of Ros’ face in a rather affectionate manner. “I have never minded your intrusion.”



Her lips curling into a small grin, Ros felt a small surge of elation at the closeness and kindness of this mystical women. “I had always felt a connection to the water,” she said cheerily, “and to nature, and… fantasy stories.”



“You hesitate to believe what you see is real,” Mera said, understanding. Her finger gently encircled the scar on Ros’ cheek, feeling her sensitive skin.



“I am afraid I will wake up again soon. And… lose the memory.” Ros felt unsure of herself, rather suddenly. She was a logical person and she could not comprehend how this could truly be real. The spirit’s explanation had made sense, but she had no proof of magic. It was such a fundamental upset to her understanding of the world that she could not immediately grasp it.



“It is not a dream. Come, I will do give you a gift that will remain, to testify that our touch was true.”



Ros could not understand the meaning of the woman’s almost cryptic words. As the naiad moved away from her in the water, drifting toward the shore, Ros hastily followed after her.



The spirit cast a glance over her shoulder as Ros got to her feet, observing her nude form emerging from the water. She seemed to appraise Ros momentarily, before directing her gaze away.



Ros followed after her closely, failing to resist the urge to look at the water spirit’s rear as it too emerged from the water. Her ass was attractively well endowed, and her hips were somewhat wide in comparison to her lithe waist. As she leisurely strode forward, her cheeks moved gently up and down to match the pace of her legs, enthralling the watching woman.



“You are… beautiful. I admit I don’t know what to make of all this.” Ros said in a hesitant but honest tone.



“Thank you sweet one. Perhaps, then, you should wait to decide.” Mera’s voice has a cool and collected tone, playfully chiding. She walked up the riverbank until the water only just reached her ankles, and gestured downward at the river invitingly, the way one might beckon someone to sit. “Lay here on your back - here where it is shallow.”



Ros didn’t understand Mera’s intent, but the power behind the naiad’s voice made her inclined to think the woman would not request it purposelessly. She approached and sat gently in the water, staring up intently at Mera’s now fully exposed form as she laid back along the cool stones. The water comes up just nearly to her ears, leaving the upper half of Ros’ laying body touched by the gentle breeze. She shuddered rather vivaciously as the water spirit stood over her, her nude form dripping with the river’s water.



Mera walked around Ros in a lax way, examining her attentively as she came to stand at the human’s feet. The slight incline of the river left Ros’ legs almost entirely submerged, while her head and torso remained above the surface. Though she was cold and uncertain, Ros didn’t feel fearful of Mera. Intimidated, perhaps, but the spirit had a good natured demeanor about her. Ros still struggled to comprehend that the water spirit had once saved her from harm, despite the human having no knowledge of her existence. She felt a surge of gratitude, but was unsure how to put it to words.



Mera lowered herself to her knees at by the human’s feet, and then began to slowly crawl forward above her. The sudden intimacy of their closeness caused Ros to let out a small gasp, as the nude spirit hovered over her and walked slowly on all fours, traversing her body. Mera’s plump breasts hung from her chest, dangling near Ros’s own as they came face to face.



Ros didn’t get the impression that Mera was coming onto her sexually, in this moment. Perhaps she would have expected so much from another human, but Mera’s mannerism that seemed to suggest her intent was something else. Ros also didn’t know, truly, if water spirits or potamides or
 whatever
 Mera was actually engaged in sex. She assumed they might; the old myths implied as much. But the peternatural woman’s nudity was not enough to suggest that was her desire in this instance, as it was quite likely she was simply always nude.



The water flowed against Ros side as she laid there, patiently waiting to see what Mera would do. She did not feel cold now that the other was hovering over her, as the woman seemed to draw away her chill just be being near. Her body, slick with the river’s water, was illuminated by the spirit’s gaze, and she felt incredibly exposed.



Mera slowly moved her left hand in the river, cupping up some water to gently splash upon the side of Ros’ face. The cool water made Ros flinch as it washed over the scar on her cheek, causing an uncomfortable tingling sensation. She raised a brow at Mera slightly, uncertainty clear upon her features, but the water spirit disregarded her unspoken inquiry.



Ros could feel the spirit’s knees press gently against the side of her hips, the smooth surface of the naiad’s cool skin sliding against her easily beneath the water. Again, Mera brought a handful of water from the river to drizzle over the side of Ros’ face. Out of the corner of her eye, she began to notice the faint blue coloration of the water, as though fluorescent particles hovered just beneath its surface. Ros stared with wonder at the sparkling color of the magic as it manifested. Her cheek tingled uncomfortably for a few moments, but the sensation dissipated quickly, and she felt a surge of euphoria. It was an odd sort of high, as whatever the magic had done to her, it had left her feeling wonderful and elated.



“What was that?” Ros managed to inquire, her wide eyes moving away from the glowing water by her face, and back to the water spirit’s own glowing eyes.



“A healing,” Mera replied softly. She crawled off of Ros and stood up in the water, beckoning the human woman to rise with a curling motion of her finger.



Ros could hardly contain her excitement as she scrambled up to her feet. She had never felt so relaxed as she did in that moment, as though every accumulated wound and ache had been taken from her body.
 Could it be true?
 she frantically thought to herself.
 I feel so good.
 She was hesitant to believe the spirit could have healed her scar, and her hand darted up to the side of her face. She felt the area of her cheek carefully, eyes widening as she could detect no sensitivity or trace of the burn scar that marked her.



“Look,” Mera said, gesturing down at the glowing water. The arcane light seemed to part from the water’s surface before Ros, granting a view of her reflection.



As she took in the sight of her face without the mark, she felt and intense surge of emotion. Though the scar had not truly disfigured her, it was always something she’d been shy of. The act of it being so easily and suddenly removed by the water spirit, and witnessing magic enacted before her very eyes, caused her to become overcome. She sobbed harshly, happy tears welling up in her eyes. “Thank you!” she said hastily, turning to face the naiad. “Thank you - I never could have imagined…”



A tear fell from Ros’ cheek as she sniffled and attempt to regain her composure. It struck the water amidst a surge of vibrant blue color, and joined the river.



“You’re welcome, sweet thing,” Mera cooed softly, a small smile on her features as she took in the elated woman’s response. “I am pleased to be able to help, though you were truly beautiful even with the mark.”



Ros inhaled sharply, a wide grin upon her features. She flushed, the comment reminding her, rather suddenly, of her nudity. She looked around for a way to cover herself, but there was only the river, and she decided against submerging herself in the water’s chill.



“Ah well…” Ros looked the spirit over uneasily, and rushed to fill the silence with words so as to lift some of the uncertain awkwardness she felt. “You’re beautiful too…” she chided herself for repeating the compliment, but her mind practically going blank. She suddenly feels an immense surge of gratitude. Whatever the nature of this entity, she had done her a tremendous kindness. “I don’t know how to repay you,” Ros uttered softly.



“Worry not of payment. The tear you gifted to the water was payment enough.” Mera strode forward as she spoke, her tone softening and adopting a more sensual and amused tone.



Quietly trying to fathom the entity, Ros remained quiet for some time. She looked upon the Mera’s nude form and took in the details of her attractively curved body. Mera drew close, her mannerism seeming almost expectant, but Ros did not understand what was expected of her. Elation still echoed through her mind, and she could not help but feel childish for how tousled her understanding of the world had just become. Spirits, myth, fantasy. It had been fiction in her mind, and some part of her still hesitated to believe that any of this could be true. Only when she left this place and looked into a mirror could she confirm this had been more than an illusion; her unmarked features would serve as a reminder of the gift. She speaks uncertainty. “Why
 was
 I called to the water?” she asked, her tone curious, though her bewildered nature did not carry with it any fear or hesitation.



A soft smile was upon Mera’s features. Before the naiad’s knowing gaze, Ros couldn’t help but feel small and foolish. Perhaps some detail of mythology she had learned long ago had the answer to her question, but she was unsure what details of the stories were true, and which were fabricated tales.



“This place is sacred to both of us, but to me, it is everything.” Mera gestured softly at the river’s surface as she stepped forward, staning close to Ros with posture that was rather comfortably lax, if not suave. “Sometimes, even the loneliest people desire to share their passion. Humans can be harmful to me, but the grandeur of this world was not meant to be eternally hidden away.”



Nodding encouragingly, Ros stared with attentive eyes as she listened. The naiad’s words made sense to her. When she had invited a woman to this place for sex, Ros had felt an eagerness for the other to share in her appreciation of the isolated beauty. To her it was a gesture of intimacy, but it had gone unappreciated by her partner. To look upon the spirit’s face and see such knowing familiarity sent a shudder through Ros’ form, as she understood this to be what she had desired; she wished to know the river itself.



“Since I have seen that you are good to nature, and that you have kept her secret so as to aid in the preservation of this place, I now trust you to also keep the secret of
 me
 . Else, all that you know here - the water, the magic - shall be abused.”



Ros blinked gently, and then nodded hastily once more. She understood the necessity of Mera’s secrecy without the need further explanation, as she had witnessed the capacity of destruction in human kind’s disregard.



“I will keep it secret - I will tell no one of you.” Ros promised her with some amount of fervor, intense conviction augmenting the strength of her words.



“All things are temporary, but in this moment in time, I will be yours and you will be mine.” Mera’s voice carried with it a small rhythmic influx as she spoke the simple rhyme.



The implication was not subtle, and Ros exhaled softly as arousal washed over her, and she immediately welcomed the preposition. The intimacy she felt in that moment, naked and isolated in this sacred place with only the beautiful spirit to accompany her, dwarfed any she had experienced before. Mera looked upon her in such a gentle and knowing manner that Ros had to believe this spirit knew her better than nearly any could, as she had confided such much in the river’s solace over these years.



She could no longer resist the urge to reach out and feel the naiad’s faintly glowing flesh, and set her hand upon Mera’s side. The smooth skin of her stomach was cool on the surface but the sensation of warmth soon emerged in the place of their contact. Ros drew herself in closer when Mera did not pull away from her initial touch, and met the water spirit’s glowing gaze with her own stare.



“I have not had relations with a human in many, many years.” Mera leaned forward as she spoke, and the warmth of her breath cascaded upon Ros’ face. The scent of it reminded Ros of tulips, and she inhaled the floral sweetness.



The intense gratitude Ros felt filled her with a desire to please the potamide. The entity was above her in nature, wiser and more powerful than Ros would ever be. She knew that her position in this engagement was to serve. The manner in which she stood and permitted the naiad’s closeness was submissive and patient, permitting the superior woman to advance at her own pleasure.



Mera was not inclined to rush. For so long she had desired human company, but relationships with mortals were complicated. In this age the codes of her kind strictly regulated encounters to ascertain the truth was not made known. None of the humans that came to her river truly intrigued her or instilled much desire. It wasn’t until Ros returned to the river as an adult that Mera felt the first stirring of passion.



The river spirit brought her hand gently against Ros’ face, feeling the smooth skin of her cheek where the scar had been before. She cupped the human’s warm flesh in her hand and smiled at her tenderly, illuminating the other’s features with the glow from her eyes. Ros was a lavish treat. Innocence and gentle bewilderment defined her expression and mannerism, and Mera was not ignorant of the woman’s eagerness either.



The warmth of their breath mingled in the shrinking distance between their faces until Ros set her lips upon the naiad’s and kissed her. They silently appreciated the touch together, as Mera’s body drifted forward to rest against Ros. The human girl parted her lips slightly and pressed forward into the kiss, gently squeezing the naiad’s lower lip between her own. She felt such a surge of warmth from their contact that her body immediate relaxed to the intimate moment, and she relished the sensation of Mera’s body against hers. She could feel the naiad’s perky nipples against her breasts, rendered rather firm by arousal.



Ros didn’t realize the extent that she desired Mera’s contact until they came to stand against each other, their feet in the water. Warmth radiated between their bodies, staying back the chill. By now, evening was nearly upon them, and the sky had begun to darken. Ros did not feel uncomfortable, however; she was content to remain in the embrace, and see where it would take her. She reached out to set her hands upon the naiad’s waist and hold her there, drawing her more firmly against herself. Mera was happy to oblige her, pressing against the woman in a firm joining of bodies as she passionately leaned into the kiss.



When Ros parted her lips again, Mera’s tongue escaped from her mouth and worked its way into her companion’s. There was a sweetness there, like the taste of honey, and the spirit found herself eager for more. Humans were unique in their scent and taste, and Mera found herself feeling a rather insatiable craving for the human guest. Their tongues wrestled each other as they made out passionately, the cool river’s flow parting at their ankles and leaving their feet numb to the warmth above.



Ros released a long shuddering breath when they finally parted, disheveled from the work passion had done on her body. She moved her fingers gently along Mera’s hip and felt her side, breathing heavily as they lingered face to face. The water spirit brought a hand up to the side of Ros’ head and gently drew back a misplaced strand of her soaked hair, clearing the woman’s features of it and smiling at her in an lascivious manner. She draped both her arms on the human girl’s shoulders, resting them there as the other held her about the hips, and allowed them both to gently sway where they stood near the river’s shore.



Ros struggled to conjure a thought. In the moment, all she desired was intimacy. The closeness the spirit had offered her stirred desires within her that had been ignored for too long, and human felt a surge of impatience for more.



Leaning forward suddenly, Ros brought her hands up along Mera’s body. She moved them up the side of Mera’s stomach and then settled them gently against the side of either of the potamide’s breasts, cupping them gently and supporting them for her encroaching face.



A long anticipatory breath shuddered through Mera as she watched the Ros, permitting the human unguarded access to her body. She stifled a small moan when Ros cupped her breasts and felt them, and her eyes darted between her own sapphire nipples and Ros’ spittle covered lips. Nodding gently, Mera puffed out her chest and presented her tits to the other, matching her eagerness.



The familiarity of sex connected them just as the river did. It was something they both understood, and something that provided intimacy they could both derive comfort from. Mera ran her hand through Ros’s soaked hair as the human girl leaned in, closing the small distance between them to set her mouth upon one of the naiad’s blue teats. Ros encompassed the little nipple and the region of sapphire colored areola in her warm mouth, slathering it with the wetness of her spittle and feeling it’s pointy presence against her tongue. She nudged the perky little protrusion with the tip of her tongue and greatly enjoyed Mera’s resultant gasp, encouraged to know that the spirit was not beyond the pleasure she could offer.



Mera’s hands rose up from Ros’ shoulders and settled upon her head, gently securing themselves amidst the human’s soaked hair and drawing her face firmly against her own chest. She trembled at the woman’s licking, shocked by the technique the human offered. Ros worked her tongue in little circles around Mera’s nipple, stimulating her sensitive areola in a way that showed clear experience. Mera had taken many human women over the millennia, but few in those eras of the past had much experience in pleasuring the female body. She cast her glowing blue gaze down at the human at her teat and breathed heavily, watching her attentively and appreciating every movement of her tongue.



Ros pulled away after a time, a long strand of spittle dangling between her mouth and the naiad’s tit until it lazily collapsed upon their nude bodies.



“Good, sweet thing,” Mera said softly, her voice barely above a whisper in volume. She began to guide the human girl downward, supporting Ros as the human lowered herself and knelt in the water. Face to face with a tuft of sapphire colored hair, Ros could barely resist the urge to move her face immediately into Mera’s crotch and lap ferociously at her pussy. Sex had always been so fast and wild with Ros, but she desired to enjoy the lax serenity of a more tender joining of flesh. Her hands moved to settle again upon Mera’s hips, and then migrate around the soft presence of her rear and take firm hold of the naiad’s ass.



Guiding Mera forward to her face, Ros gently planted a kiss upon the water nymphs clitoris. Mera hadn’t been expecting the sudden stimulation there, and gasped tensely. Despite the connection they shared, they were strangers. Mera did not yet carry subconscious trust for the Ros, and in some ways, her sexual experience intimidated Mera. She wondered what techniques centuries of advancement had provided this generation of human women. She reached down to take hold of Ros’ head with each hand, and hold her firmly against her crotch.



Although Ros was not aware of Mera’s thoughts, she was eager to show the water spirit what she was capable of. There was no better way to show her reverence and respect for the natural spirit than to pleasure her. Her tongue emerged gradually from her mouth and she worked it in a small circle around Mera’s clitoris, just as she had done for her nipple. Mera reacted strongly to the pleasure Ros provided her, squeezing the human’s face gently between her thighs to keep her snugly held to her pussy. She was thrilled to look down at the human’s face between her legs, kneeling in her river, and in her service.



Ros lapped gently at Mera’s clitoris, relishing the soft moans of the naiad. She had feared she’d be incapable of pleasuring an entity so above her, but that was clearly not the case. The warmth of Mera’s thighs emanated though her head, and she lowered her mouth slightly to work her tongue against the naiad’s slit.



Mera gently grinded against the human’s face, pleasuring her clitoris against Ros’ nose rather forcefully. Working her tongue around the naiad’s vulva in long and slow movements, Ros slowly began to part Mera’s lower lips and intrude with her tongue. She could taste the delicious presence of the water spirit’s girlcum inside of her pussy, and felt euphoric as she took in its sweetness. Every motion of her tongue saw her invading the other’s sex to a deeper extent, and the soft moans Mera produced began to grow more frequent and intense. The sound of her shuddering gasps and near overwhelmed groans carried over the river and mingled with the other evening noises nature produced.



Eager for more, Mera began to slowly press more forcefully against Ros. It was as though the naiad was reluctant to permit the human’s tongue to escape her pussy, even for a moment. Ros lapped her inner walls, licking her passionately and stimulating her sex in long vertical motions. She made out with the naiad’s pussy like an intimate lover, opening and closing her mouth against Mera’s vulva and drawing more of her sweetness out.



Ros leaned back in the water as Mera, in a rather determined manner, moved the human backward with the aid of her crotch and hands. Ros continued to lick and trusted in the potamide’s guiding touch, slowly falling back from her kneeling position to lay in the river again. Mera followed her down, never permitting the human so much as a single moment detached from her pussy. She settled down over Ros’ face and relaxed her weight upon her, sitting there with a slight forward lean as she smothered the human beneath her crotch.



Although the cool water flowed over her body, Ros’ head was encased warmly beneath Mera’s legs. She closed her eyes in a relaxed manner, continuing to work her tongue around as deeply within Mera as she was able to reach. The naiad humped her face firmly, grinding her sex against the human’s mouth and nose and deriving great pleasure from her servitude beneath her.



A tingling sensation began to tickle the side of Ros’ head, and her eyes drifted upon. The blue glow of magic was beginning to appear upon the water once again, and Ros could feel the energy seeping into her. She licked even more fervorously as the magic instilled her with a deep sensation of bliss, providing her tremendous pleasure even as her own sex was unattended. She could tell that the naiad was getting close, as the river itself seemed to ramping up with energy. Mera’s moans were noisier now, each a length call out into the dusk. Her own hands had moved up to attend to her breasts while the human’s eyes were closed, and Ros rolls her eyes back and up to watch as the naiad played with herself. She could barely see the water spirit’s face past her tits, held where she was.



“Keep going, sweet thing -” Mera gasped sharply as she spoke, encouraging te human to continue working her tongue hastily within her vagina. Powerful shudders began to course through her, each one slightly more intense than the last. Within moments, the orgasm set upon her with powerful force. She shrieked out and took firm hold of Ros’ hair, grabbing up two fistfuls of it as she came.



The inner walls of Mera’s sex squeezed down against Ros’ tongue as the peternatural woman convulsed against her face. Ros’ eyes widened slightly as she resisted the urge to breathe, unwilling to deny the water spirit a moment of pleasure even for the sake of a much needed breath of air. She was unsure if she could have escaped her place between Mera’s legs even if she tried, as the woman held her there with some force and howled out her pleasure. The sweet surge of Mera’s cum slathered the inside of Ros’ mouth, slickly coating her tongue.



Mera’s orgasm seems to last an almost unnaturally long time, and it was evident to Ros that the water spirit had been denied pleasure for far too long. When the naiad finally removed herself from Ros’ face, the human took several sharp breaths and met Mera’s gaze with indecent glee. Mera breathed heavily and stroked Ros’ head, sitting upon the human girls chest in an exhaustedly contented manner.



“I needed that, precious Ros…” Mera shuddered softly as she drew her fingers along the surface of her own slit, gathering up a dab of cum.



“I could tell,” Ros said, laying leisurely beneath the naiad. She watched with clear enjoyment as Mera drew her hand to her lips, and tasted her own cum.



Mera seemed to enjoy its taste nearly as much as Ros did, and swished into around in her mouth for some moments before swallowing. Finally she lifted a leg and rose from her seat upon the human’s face, stretching as she stood over her. She eventually thought to offer Ros a hand and aid the human in rising to her feet.



Ros scrambled up, faintly glowing blue cum still upon her mouth, though she was not aware of it. She looked around slowly, and moved against the naiad again, embracing her warmly in an upright sort of cuddle.



“I’m glad you came here.” Mera cooed softly, holding the woman against herself at the waist. “I believe you have a place here with the river… any time you should desire it.”



Ros bobbed her head gently in a hasty nod, staring intently into the naiad’s glowing eyes. She found herself speechless for the moment, as the intense lust of their shared passionate experience was steadily replaced with general curiosity and fascination for the entity.



“I would be pleased to have your company.” Mera’s voice sounded almost somewhat formal, but Ros realized that the nature spirit was likely not used to conversing with humans. “Anytime you so desire, you should come to the water again. I imagine there is much we can… teach each other.” Mera leaned forward once more to gently lick and kiss Ros’ face, cleaning her own cum from the human’s mouth and chin.



Sharing more experiences with Mera filled Ros with excitement. Being granted some of Mera’s ancient perspective would be quite an extraordinary experience, and she was eager to show the naiad some of that which humankind had invented in recent years.



As they walked together side by side along the river’s shore, the river spirit slowly began to appear ethereal. Ros granted her shimmering image a parting kiss, and watched longingly as the image of the naiad evaporated into the night sky over the Meran. Ros regretted that Mera had to depart so soon, as she could not express to her the gratitude she felt for all that Mera had done for her. Pleasuring the woman’s pussy was hardly enough to settle the debt, and Ros resolved she would do much more.



“I will be back soon.” Ros promised the water. With some amount of reluctance, she dressed herself and returned to the trail that would bring her home.
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What had afflicted Lede was unspeakable, for though her heart ached as if to crumple, she could utter not a word of her affections. The dame held and hoisted the brass support bar of the carriage that carried her grace, her secret love, the princess Enser. Seven other soldiers shared the burden with Dame Lede Narissa, though none of them felt the weight of impossible, unrequitable desire. Reclined in the shade was the brightest star of this land, the daughter of the good king who inspired passion and captured the spirit.



Smooth granite steps marked the way past the great cathedral gardens and toward the palace front. Together they could bear their royal cargo easily enough, but the sun warmed each knight and dame, making their polished armor like mirrors.



“Set down by this fountain,” Enser ordered from within, and her escort progressed to the clear water fount, which was of ornate make and towered near the path, on a great court of polished stone. It had three bowls for the water to fill and overflow from.



Even to know that the princess would be among them for a time set Lede’s heart aflutter, and she made an effort to temper herself, lest she be disheveled or foolish before the princess. For Enser was clever and attentive and took joy in springing complex expressions, queries, or demands upon any in her presence. Truthfully, Lede shamed herself for her crush, knowing that her resolve should have settled her heart to contentment long ago. Yet, something about the princess made it impossible. On this day, Enser had plucked at Lede’s heart strings with endearing acts and words, and caused the dame’s inner discontent to flare up quite passionately. She desired somewhat to drop her off at the palace and escape, so as to not be held at arm's length and tempted.
 Why is there such sweetness in her gaze, when she looks at me?
 Lede repeatedly questioned in thoughts.



Arriving beside the fountain, the contingent lowered the carriage slowly till it rested. Enser popped her door open and kicked out a leg into the brilliant light of the sun, her warm skin seeming to glow as though ablaze, and the frills of her silken lace dress vibrant, luminous, and transparent at the hem. She scooted out from her seat within the cart and took the hand of her escort captain, stepping daintily to the ground. She was boldly and beautifully presented today, with her shoulders bared and her body adorned in pale cream colored robes. While they were revealing at places, they were not at all transparent where they might dishonor her. Still, it was a risque expression of the princess, who was sought by many of the high lords.



Her soldiery rested as she went to the fountain. From the shore at the city’s foot they had hauled her, for the day had been right for a visit to the beach. Enser walked some steps away from the party and beheld the clear water in the fountain, resting her arms against it breathing laxly. Lede only glanced at her before looking instead out over the fields that lay between the stone court and the gardens of the cathedral, and observing some of the acolytes there as they strung up their golden robes to dry.



“We shalt need pack ice next time,” Enser declared, addressing no one in particular. One among her soldiery was quick to respond.



“That would be wise. Shall I bring you shade?”



“That’s alright,” she told him. “I don’t sweat so much in the sun. Go and shake out the carpets of my carriage; I’ve tracked in a lot of sand.”



He went away to do that. Lede looked to the princess then, and was caught by her gaze. Considering her grace’s remark, she looked instead at her feet, and saw that they were clad only in dusty white-leather sandals, rather less prim than the rest of her fashion. She only glanced there to avoid Enser’s keen gaze, but immediately the princess called out at her about it.



“I do not mean to get sand in my fine slippers,” she said, addressing Lede, who snapped her attention back to her grace’s face.



“Oh surely,” Lede concurred. “Are those comfortable enough, your grace?”



“They are fine, but I will change them before I return to the grand hall,” she said, her tone pointed. Her attention remained on Lede, expectant, and the dame considered her meaning.



“That’s why we’ve stopped, then?” she inquired, peering at the fountain. Hastily, Lede added, “I ask only in curiosity,” realizing that her query was bold. She had not been entirely sure how to answer Enser, who seemed to be speaking with intent.



Enser hooked her finger to call Lede to her, and the dame went at once to stand by her side. “Help me not to slip,” the princess instructed her, and taking the dame’s gauntleted hand in her own, daintily stepped up over the edge of the fountain. She grasped a handful of her dress and hiked it up to her knee, and leaned her rear against the first raised bowl of the fountain, resting herself where the water did not spill over, and managing to not become entirely soaked. With her feet in the water, and dedicated both hands to keeping the hem of her dress away from the splashing flow, and waded there as though perfectly comfy.



Lede was taken aback, but could not help but softly smile at Enser. “Your grace,” she began somewhat unsurely, filling the silence before she knew what words would follow. She reached up to tuck a strand of her silky brown hair behind her ear. “Perhaps next time, we shall bring a wash-bucket, as well?” she asked.



“Yes, unless you mean to carry me from the water to my box. For I mean to wade and perhaps even swim whilst the sun shines like so,” she said. “But we need no bucket now.”



Again, Enser left Lede to fill in the blanks, calling forth several questions which she daren’t voice, and yet providing no obvious utterance to give swiftly to her regal self. “Surely there is a cloth for you to rinse yourself,” Lede offered meekly. Though she knew not why, a flush was creeping on her features, and it added to her anxiety that she might somehow make obvious her feelings for the one she served.



“Does a princess rinse herself? How many handmaidens do I have in my royal court?” she asked, disheveling Lede once more. Enser continued at once, however, saying “It is only to spare their soft hands that they do not come along and hoist me, too. But your hands are not so rough to displease me. Now go and stow away your gauntlets and pauldrons, so that you might roll up your sleeves.”



This shocked the thoughts from Lede’s mind, and before she could muster forth any sort of reasoning, she had swiftly given an affirmative to the order and marched back to the cart. She undid the straps of white leather that bound her gear, and put aside the pieces. Of the other soldier, none paid mind to her, and nor did the princess’ presence cause disruption among the local folk of the cathedral, who halted only briefly to admire her with a smile and nod.



Does she truly ask me to wash her feet, in this place before all eyes? How can either she or I be so bold?
 Lede wondered if she ought to have laughed the remark off as a joke. But no, of course, Enser was entirely serious, and remained patiently reclined with her pose against the fountain, her pale and bare legs glistening in the light as they reflected the water that lapped against them, jumping up at the frills of her dress.



Lede was geared down in the moment, but mustered no thought of how she ought to speak on this task. Even as her legs carried her dutifully back to the princess, she envisioned the breaking of laughter at her expense.



Although the princess was sometimes playful and rarely cruel, her authority held great weight, and none dared challenge or speak against her openly, for her family had become exalted. The father of Enser, called King Siul, was rejoiced as ruler during a golden age, and considered blessed in wisdom, kindness, and courage. Even still, Lede felt questioning eyes upon her back as she rolled up her sleeves and approached the reclining princess, who had bared her legs for her, and now offered one dripping, glistening foot for her attention.



“I admit that I am unpracticed at this work,” Lede said, wondering outright how she ought to proceed. It was a simple thing to wash a foot, surely, and yet there was an amorous fluff filling her head and leaving her gayly devoid of thoughts. Lede’s skin was well tanned, and the muscle of her arm displayed in pleasing biceps and strong-looking hands. She stooped down and sat upon the stone, leaning her side against the fountains raised rim, and reaching over it. Enser kicked her foot up into Lede’s grasp, and the dame felt herself blush as she was suddenly holding the softnest foot she had ever touched, attached to an expectant princess, without even the suggestion of a plan. It was warm and wet and the toes upon it wiggled, joyously, within Lede’s grasp.



Enser herself looked casually skyward, reclining and sunbathing so carelessly, and confessing not a clue as to her feelings. When Lede was slow to begin, she queried the dame again. “Tell me, is there honor, or humility, in washing the feet of a princess?” she asked. While confounding, the question allowed Lede to distract her thoughts as she set about in the task.



“Surely I would say it is an honor, your grace. For as you spoke of handmaidens, those that attend to royalty are paramount.” Lede gently rubbed Enser’s foot between her palms, feeling as the very light dusting of caked dirt was cleared away from her skin, and a few stray pieces of sand coaxed to depart her toes. “And yet,” she said, again beginning what she knew not how to end, for dread of a pause, “I can not regard myself as paramount, or worthy of rank and title for a task so…”
 Simple? Delightful? Insignificant?
 “Undangerous,” she decided eventually, unsatisfied with the word. But the moment it left her lips, Enser’s laughter filled the air.



“Yes Lede, it’s true that in honor you have given me your life, so that I may risk it if I must. But do not weigh all things in accordance with their cost in blood. It is because I honor you that I risk you not.” Enser spoke with ease and made warm praise of her dame, and Lede felt elated. She had spoken these words loudly for those within earshot, but then spoke for Lede alone. “And even this is not entirely undangerous, is it?” she inquired. The words were uttered with gentle sincerity, and left Lede reeling at the implications.



“How do you mean, your grace?” she asked, unwilling to make the wrong presumption, although Enser’s expressive words had all but confirmed that most dangerous suspicion within herself.



“It is so blatant as to be unsuspicious,” Enser said, gesturing at the soldiery around them, who generally did not spare the two more than a glance. “And yet you know the way I am whispered of if left alone with any woman,” she said.



Lede felt hot in the face, her brow had begun to sweat, and she kept her attention directed at her work as she dared not reveal a clue of their conversation to anyone who might be looking. “I do not partake in such rumors, but I recall that they plague you,” Lede said innocently. While her mind was taken away in a discord of thoughts about what the next words of the princess might suggest, her hands had relaxed to their task, and she gently worked her fingers between Enser’s toes, and even dared to gently massage her when both feet were well and obviously clean, working her fingers in small circles around the princess’ ankles. Enser spoke laxly and showed no sign of declaring Lede’s task fulfilled.



“Perhaps you will be teased because of this,” Enser mused, her keen and aware gaze settling gradually down onto Lede. The dame saw that none of the escort looked at them, then, as Enser had deterred each gaze with her own.



“Then I will say as I answered your grace, that I am proud to serve my princess any way she so needs or desires,” Lede answered with some conviction. The words seemed to please Enser quite well.



The princess was quiet for a moment, and there was an evident contemplation behind her eyes, as Lede continued her inexperienced massage of Enser’s foot, now stroking with her fingers along the arch of it, and rubbing the sole with her thumbs. When she spoke, her tone had a curious flare of mystery, the true meaning presented as deliberately disguised. “I know that is so. You delight in your service, do you not?” Enser asked. The question was easy and yet it felt like a trap.



“I do, your grace,” Lede said, trying to answer with formal vocalization.



“Tonight, you will arrive at the banquet early, from the kitchen.” Enser told her.



Lede listened intently, not understanding, but nodding in confirmation of the instructions.



“I will prepare a place for you near me, although we will not be easily able to chat,” the princess mused, tapping a finger to her lips.



“Oh, you had in mind to know me better?” Lede inquired. To chat personally with the princess seemed so rare, for indeed, she was never alone with her.



“Yes. But that will come. Tonight, I have a task for you,” she said. “And a task for you now, as well. Fetch a towel and my good shoes,” she instructed.



Lede scurried swiftly to the carriage and grabbed a clean cloth from it, as well as the fine high heel slip-ons that Enser so adored, returning at once to her. She wondered what task there could be for her at a dinner.



The princess lifted one foot from the water for Lede to dry, and then the other, and slipped on her shoes, striding away from the fountain without an inch of her dress dampered. She said nothing more to the dame at that moment, but had her assist her in getting back into her carriage. The eight of them heaved it up once more and made way for the place.







Although the dinner guests would not enter the hall for half an hour, the table was half-set when Lede arrived, with pastries, appetizers, and a great assortment of fresh fruits presented. Lede had not been questioned as she passed through the kitchen, and was able to enter the dining hall without being accosted at all. Enser was there, guarded only a serving girl who seemed to be boldly regaling her in some humorous gossip. Lede was surprised to see the princess so naked of her typical armed procession. Even at dinner, several knights and dames would be within a few yards of the princess, ready to assist with whatever should arise.



Enser smiled warmly at Lede as the dame made way across the massive chamber, walking the long length of the table and admiring the food in passing. The serving woman departed from the princess as Lede approached, going somewhat hurriedly for the door.



“Your grace,” Enser greeted when she was still a ways off. “Do you often wait here alone before dinner?”



“I am too busy enjoying myself to eat, when this place is filled,” she said, biting into a little lemon cookie as she keenly stared down the approaching dame.



“Do you not worry of rumours, now that I was seen here with you?” she asked, her tone somewhat playful and perhaps bold for how it teased. “That other girl seemed chatty enough.”



“She I trust. In fact, no one will speak of you having been here,” Enser told her assuredly.



“Truly? Have you a discrete mission for me?” Lede inquired, arriving near to the princess. To be alone in her presence felt oddly delightful, for Enser was amiable and sweet, and yet Lede always restrained her tongue in any utterance around her, for her tongue desired to overstep. Now she wondered if Enser was to make a place near to her, and elevate her up as a sort of personal royal friend, beyond mere bodyguard. Truly, she had given up on guessing Enser’s intentions.



“Indeed I do, if it is one you desire.”



“I will do, gladly, whatever you ask,” Lede said with sincerity.



“I ask, then, that you tell me what is your pleasure: To treat me most forbodenly, in secret, with your hands and tongue, or to not.” The question was direct and clear, and Enser reclined back in her grand chair, appraising Lede as she afforded the dame a moment to make this rather consequential decision. And yet, there was only really one answer, regardless of what risk there may be in it.



“Your grace… for all my honor I confess that little would please me more than to come to know you, and be near to you, and have, in secret, my time with you where no eyes or authority need make rumors or persecution. But do you ask that we set aside time, and lay together?” Lede knew not how this was in Enser’s mind, for she had revealed so little, and yet the prospect of such immediacy, the implied need that would bring the princess to even suggest a thing, hinted that Enser had in fact harbored a great mutual desire for the dame. Though it was unsaid, knowing this filled Lede’s spirit with joy. Even though she knew not what could come of it, or if it would ultimately lead to frustration, she felt the immediacy of desire between them as this truth was so suddenly brought out and laid clear.



Enser, usually quick with charming words, took her time in weighing those from Lede, her expression never wavering from its warmth. Rather than judge or deflect, she seemed to consider the dame’s feelings as earnestly as she would an equal, and perhaps empathized with the difficulty the other felt regarding this subdued desire, which mirrored her own royal inhibitions. “It is not to lay with you that I speak of now, although as you describe, I am inclined to be near to you, and to pursue what arises from us in secret,” Enser told her softly.



Lede momentarily froze up in her mind, realizing that she had incorrectly assumed the princess referred to sex. “What is it that you ask for, from my mouth and hands?”



“That your hands rub, your lips kiss, and keep silent about it. And indeed you will need to be quiet, lest someone hear you near my legs.”



Shocked, Lede looked to the wide end of the table. It was clothed in long silky skirts that nearly trailed to the ground, so that no one could see into the space before the princess’s legs. “Your grace?” Lede asked, begging her to speak plainly with the simple query.



“Tonight you will be near to me, but we will not chat, as I said. I know your affixation; you will use your hands and mouth to continue that work which you started earlier. For the pleasure and cleaning of my feet. In secret, you will do this, and no guest will be aware of you.” Enser was unbashful, and her instructions, while affectionate and sweetly spoken, were clear and authoritative, for she knew that it would indeed be a glad task for Lede.



The dame could hardly believe her ears. She felt the urge to prick her finger on her sword so as to ascertain if this was the waking world, for how could the princess, having never made an advance upon her in many years of service, so suddenly unleash bold desire and erotic authority? She felt as though there was a deeply adventurous aspect within the princess, whose keen skill of presentation enabled her to disguise her every clever deed. “Your grace, surely I will be discovered,” Lede said, feeling that she must offer protest to something so outlandish and risque.



“You will not. There is room enough for you to escape all legs but my own, and no one seated near me shall stoop to look beneath the table.”



“But what if I should sneeze, or drop by elbow onto the floor, or-”



“Whatever noises you make will be lost to the bustle. I will cover for you if I must.”



Lede could no longer hold herself in formality and resolve, and she laughed heatedly. The princess’s lips broke out into a wide grin, as she plainly delighted in the silliness of their engagement, and yet was sincere in it. “Forgive me, your grace… I can not help but find this the most surprising of joys. I did not even dare imagine you setting me to such a task… It would have been fantasy.”



Princess Esner twirled a strand of her curly blond hair between her fingers. “You are loyal in your conduct. I know that my affection for you had been made clear in the subtleties of our engagement,” Enser said. “These things must be calculated, for me, for the subject of my betrothal is a matter of the world stage,” she softly explained, leaning back into her high chair and tucking her feet up onto the cushion. The princess pointedly aimed her legs at the table before them, and Lede was made curious enough to stoop and lift the cloth.



It was arranged so down there that the table legs and supports blocked off a small area before the princess, which seemed quite truthfully ideally positioned for one to kneel or sit before her legs, although, before this hour such would have seemed an utterly preposterous thing. As the princess said, Lede could stowaway there without being kicked.



“And I am to wait out the dinner in hiding there, for your pleasure?” Lede inquired, her tone daring to be slightly chiding at this request that could only be regarded as frivolous in some drastic degree.



“There will be no easy way for you to escape, until I order that all depart. But it will be a true service from you, and will make the evening pass for me in pleasure.” She curled her finger, aiming down before herself. “You had better go and hide away, now. For soon those doors will open.”



Already Lede could hear the bustle of the noble folk being herded before the feast hall entrance, and there was no more time to ruminate. She gnawed on her lip and grinned at Enser, who, despite wearing a well reserved expression, had a distinct and smug excitement upon her features. “As you desire, your grace,” she spoke, and fell to a crawl to slip under the table. Even as she squirmed past the supports and into the gap before Enser’s legs, she could hear the great doors creaking open, and chattering guests flooding in. Among them were the princess’ armed escort, who made heavy footfalls as they approached her chair. They addressed princess Enser, who answered them with her typical, amiable confidence, and no sign of irregularity.



Lede found the spot designated for her to be spacious enough. She could comfortable kneel or sit, and for the moment postured with her legs tucked under her. There was nothing to look at but for the princess’ skirt, of cream colored translucent lace, and her gilded silken slippers. Without any eye upon her, Lede admired those soft and dainty feet, unblemished and perfectly manicured. Each nail was painted a metallic gold, and about her ankles were bracelets of gold and silver, with charms adorning each; such a variety.



Other people came to sit around her, and their knees pushed in against the dangling tablecloth, but did not expose Lede nor extend into her limited space. Now there was nothing to do but to give the princess that pleasure she required in whatever means she may, for she had only the vague instruction to use her mouth and hands. Lede knew Enser did not mean to simply use her for some strange sexual gratification, treated as though at her disposal for such by simple presumption of her serving role. She knew that despite the great forwardness of this engagement, it was in fact the princess’ way of beginning something more grand between them. For she was such a socialite, that she exuded ‘extra’ into anything she put in motion. To create from anything a memorable and novel experience seemed to be her eternal inclination.



Grateful to be free from every gaze, Lede directed her attention down at her charge, and took a foot in her hands. She cradled it gently, and with a steadiness to her efforts, undid the frilly cream colored lace that secured it, and slid it off from Enser’s foot.



Excited chatter was heard as foods unseen were brought forth. Each time there was a new variety of dishes to accommodate what was well known and loved. Lede imagined that she may have the leftovers all to herself, when at last she emerged from her spot. Enser’s toes curled Lede’s hand, and she held her foot for a moment, appreciating it. The warmth of her breath was upon the princess’ foot, and her toes lifted and seemed to wiggle slightly toward Lede’s lips.



Crimson hued on her tanned features, Lede was filled with warmth and delight at these circumstances, for though they were wholly strange, and the future absolutely uncertain, she could not help but feel ecstatic about the present moment, kindled within by the silly sweetness of it. The forward and open manner in which the princess had engaged with her conveyed that they should boldly explore whatever may arise. What a prospect it was.



Lede massaged the foot in her hand. How she had wanted to continue doing that, even under the pressure of a waiting ensemble of soldiers. To serve Enser like so was her full aspiration. Now there was nothing to rush her, and though she was unpracticed, she found that Enser’s toes were expressive, and she made it clear what she enjoyed. Lede began by pressing gently into the pad of Enser’s foot with her thumbs, and relaxing it. She felt there as if to see if she could sense the soreness of the princess being alleviated, and did indeed notice how she grew looser with the passing moments. With gradually increasing pressure she stroked from there, and massaged in small circles, and drew her touch all along down the length of the sole. So preternaturally soft was Enser’s foot compared to Lede’s own - or any she could imagine - that it was a pleasure to simply hold and touch.



Enser was enjoying herself, clearly, and she chatted with the excitement of a woman buzzed from brew, being, as it were, overly amiable, enthusiastic, and fast to laugh vivaciously. Her good mood was even remarked upon, but of course, never did she confess a hint of a suspect reason. Still, she did not wait for Lede to progress from the massage, for after the dame had rubbed each foot for a time, she became more playful with them. Her bare toes drifted up and then stroked down through the air, feeling out for where Lede was, and seeming to try to land themselves upon her face. Of course, Lede hardly made an effort to dodge them, and soon the princess’ toes stroked over her face, gracing over her forehead and nose and settling gently squarely above her lip.



Emboldened, Lede cradled Enser’s calf in both hands, and let her lips gently settle in against the underside of the princess’ toes. This was the first kiss Lede ever gave Enser, and as the princess curled her toes gently into Lede’s face and seemed to draw the kiss in with pleasure, Lede felt warmed and stirred deeply, and was truly assailed by need. She longed to abscond with her and embrace her then, and fall with her into loving kisses. Instead, her reservation scattered, she showed her passion where she was.



Lede let her lips part and swiftly took the tips of Enser’s toes into them, bringing the dainty digits into her mouth, and gently lolling her tongue along each one.
 How can the princess taste sweet, even here?
 Enser stifled a noise like a groan as she licked over the princess’ playfully wiggling toes, and worked her tongue gently between them. She knew not what exactly would please her mistress, and yet could not help but taste her, and lick all over her tender softness. Whatever she did, the princess seemed to enjoy it, and she brought the toes of both feet in toward Lede’s mouth. In conversation, she laughed so delightedly that it might have seemed a faux pas, and yet, her joyous manner had spread to the guests near her, and most of them seemed eager to laugh loudly, even at a mild jest. Lede wondered what the rest of Enser tasted like, if her toes were so divine.



The dame’s hands worked gently against Enser’s calf, and massaged her as far as the princess skirt, which had been hiked up to about her knee. Enser was not muscular but well endowed with softness, and the smooth skin of her calf was easy to work and pleasurable to rub. Lede’s eyes had fluttered shut, and she now immersed herself in the act, and listened idly to the warmth of Enser’s conversation above, enjoying it like music. Her planted kisses all along the sole of each foot, and worked her tongue along them from heel to toe, lathering the princess in spittle and cleaning her as she had been instructed. The muscle of her mouth pressed in gently against the bottom of Enser’s foot, massaging her and working between the toes to stretch them at the joint.



Enser gently stroked Lede’s face with her wet toes. As Lede gave pleasure to one foot, the other would playfully explore her, gently touching at her face, her collar, and her breasts. Enser seemed to build her awareness of Lede’s position before her, and became rather dexterous with her feet, petting Enser’s head and catching her ear between two toes. Eventually, she drew one foot back into her lap, and grasping with her toes, hiked the dress up her other leg so that much of her thigh was revealed. The pale, golden flesh of Enser’s tender thigh urged Lede to smother her face against it at once.



She placed a gentle kiss against her ruler’s foot at the arch, and then explored up the calf with the gentle touch of her lips, tenderly touching down with little kisses as she advanced up inch by inch.
 How far dare I go?
 She progressed as far as the skirt had been lifted, and soon found her lips sinking into the most soft and tender flesh of the princess’ thigh. She was still low, only just past the knee, and yet it felt like the greatest scandal of her life. Enser’s leg turned to welcome Lede, and the princess adjusted her position so that her thigh was laid open before the dame, and her skirt tucked beneath her. With her other leg she gently nudged Lede inward, laying her food on the back of Lede’s shoulder.



With each kiss, more daringly placed higher on Enser’s thighs, the dame felt her princess’ excitement, and her welcoming posture, and the wordless encouragement that coaxed a bold lust from Lede. She was pulled in gently by the leg that slipped around her, and soon somewhat embraced between the thighs, her head being guided in. Enser reclined back in her chair and crossed her legs, taking the dame’s head between her thighs, and squishing her there with all her warmth and softness, tightly enough that Lede’s cheeks were squeezed and her lips puckered. With a casual flick of her wrist, the princess let her skirt fall freely down her legs, and the dame found herself now obscured, taken up near to the princesses very lap, where the silks of the tablecloth cascaded. Now, despite giving nota clue to any seated nearby, the dame’s face was held mere inches from the most treasured and protected pussy in the entire kingdom.



Such a delicious warmth radiated off of Enser, that Lede felt she might swoon as she was snugly smothered between the thighs, her face being massaged up toward the princess’ crotch with every shifting motion of her legs. Enser scooted in, bringing herself against Lede’s face, and snugly embracing the dame with the soft presence of the mound beneath her panties. Lede’s eyes rolled back in her head as she felt herself pressed tightly up against the princess’ sex, able to feel her warmth and softness and even the shape of her through the thin cream colored lace panties. The warmth of her breath washed over Enser, who had transitioned from her excitable, chatty demeanor, into one more quiet and observant, as the conversations gradually detached from her. Lede knew she had her attention, now, and gently nuzzled the princess with her nose, pressing it at her estimation of where the clitoral hood was through that small nuisance of fabric.



Enser seemed lost in contentment and bliss, her legs squirming as Lede began to lick and suckle through her panties, drenching them with her tongue as she gently stimulated the princess through the cloth. The dame could see nothing of her surroundings but for the golden color of the lace dress that cascaded all around her, and immersed herself in the sweetness of the princess, tasting her, breathing her in, and enjoying the warmth and softness of her thighs embracing her. Now Lede knew she would not be noticed in her own action, and could only wonder if progressing from here might inadvertently coax a reaction out of the princess. She knew not even what she was permitted to do, but gently let her fingers rise on either side of the princess’ thighs, pressing in against her and slipping up under her dress until they reached the fabric strap of her panties. She let her hands linger there for a moment, and suddenly, the princess lifted her hips, granting Lede a small window in which she might remove the finely made little piece of lingerie from her path. Unhesitatingly, she dragged it down over Enser’s thighs, and in an instant the princess was settled comfortably in her seat again, with her thighs squeezing Lede up against herself, hurriedly bringing the dame’s lips to her newly freed, drenched slit.



Drawn in, Lede settled her kiss upon Enser’s sex, and tasted her, pressing against her mound with her lips, and securing them over the hood of her clitoris to smooch it. She pressed in firmly against her, her lips massaging into Enser’s softness, and sending a wave of energy through her. Lede hoisted Enser's thighs on to her shoulders, and rose to bury her face snugly into the princess as her lips parted, and her tongue moved forth to wiggle its way past Enser’s lower lips. Her nectar was sweet on the tongue, and Lede was lost to it, extending herself deeply into the princess as she slowly worked her tongue back and forth around her inner walls. She heard Enser gasp, and yet could not will herself to stop, instead having to trust that the princess would maintain her composure.



As the dinner progressed, she gradually brought Esner up to the edge of climax, wherein she might reveal her state despite her efforts, but did not trespass further. Instead, Lede afforded her the small moment to recover, and let those surmounting waves of bliss settle down again into a calmer flow of pleasure. Lede placed her kisses lovingly against the princess thigh, hearing her heavy breathing, and knowing the immense pleasure she could not reveal. She held her on the verge of total release for a long hour, until at last the princess bid the assembly a good night, andmanage to politely suggest that they depart promptly.



As soon as they were gone, Enser drew her dame out from under the table, and kissed her with all lust and passion, trembling against the strong form of Lede as though this state of immense sustained stimulation had left her practical about to swoon or collapse from her wobbly legs. Lede embraced her and held her up, showering her neck and chest with loving kisses, an immense flow of restrained passion boiling over between them. They soon absconded to a secret place.







Reclining in the golden sunlight of the late afternoon, the princess was nude on her bed. The expanse of it was massive, and the silken sheets afforded a soft field, for which there was room for her to lay anyway she might desire. Enser was a summer princess, and she reclined in the utmost feline way, sprawled out and bare as she basked comfortable in the warmth before Lede’s eyes. The dame admired her with passion, and crawled up to lay herself near. Finally out of her equipment, the shape and tone of her copper colored form was displayed. Enser admired her abs, and drew in close against her where they laid, running her hands along the other’s comparatively firmer form.



“I suppose you have not often gotten to see me without all that gear,” Rede spoke, realizing that she had an air of mystery to the princess, and that a curiosity of the other’s form had lingered between them both.



“No, although, you are as I envisioned you. I knew from your strength and your gait what I might discover.”



Lede chortled at her warmly, pulling the princess in close, showering her breasts with kisses. “All that from how I walk?” she asked teasingly, and secured her lips around one nipple, suckling against it tenderly, and working it under her tongue.



“I am attentive to much. And how sweet you are when it comes to subtle things.”



The princess’ praise warmed Lede, and Enser wrapped her arms around her head, pulling her in snugly to her breast.



“Let us finish what we started, now that we may enjoy it rightly,” Enser suggested with a chortle.



“Of course, your grace - Enser? Dare I use your name like so?”



“Call me what you dare to. It’s no risk here, but measure what you chance being heard,” she suggested with a warm giggle. “Here we can speak freely - or squeal, moan, and scream if we must,” she said, planting a small kiss against Lede’s ear. The princess leaned into her and pushed the dame’s stronger form onto the bed, resting her lithe softness over the body of the more muscular dame. Lede was taller than her by ahead, and wider, so that she was a pleasing bed for the princess to lay upon, kicking her feet up carelessly as her soft breasts traversed smoothly over Lede’s abs.


Enser pressed with her palms against Lede’s weighty breasts, massaging them under her palm and lying the dame flat on the bed. She began to crawl up her, and soon hoisted herself into a straddle as she sat on Lede’s chest.



“I’ve not had my fill of pleasuring you yet. Nor can I imagine such,” Lede giggled up at her, observing with open delight the pale golden form of the princess, soft and curvaceous at all points, her skin catching the last rays of light through the window. The dame brought her hands up around Enser’s thighs, squeezing her soft flesh gently, and guiding the princess further up, so that she might rest herself against the dame’s willfully serving lips, and ride her face for as long as pleased her. Lede would serve her eternally like so, finding great satisfaction in all that delighted her beloved.



“You pleased me well… but I had enough for my toes. How I desired to have you under me during that dinner. After a time, all I could think of was this,” Enser confessed, hovering her dripping sex over the dame’s eager awaiting mouth. She felt the warmth of Lede’s breath rising up to meet her.



“That may be harder to hide,” Lede said with a laugh. “You shalt need a rather cleverly made chair,” she said.



“Truly. Shall I ever need to be deprived of you? I do not expect my clever means will expire.” Enser laughed and dropped herself onto Lede’s face, resting the weight of her body onto her, and steadying herself with her legs. She positioned herself so that her pussy was pressed snugly to Lede’s mouth, and sighed a deep note of pleasure and relaxation as she appeared to make herself comfortable for the service to come.



The dame beneath her eagerly opened wide for her, engulfing the delicious sex of her princess, and extending her tongue far within. She curled it and licked up against Enser’s inner wall, stroking with the muscle of her mouth as she teased her in the way that seemed to coax the most reaction out of her before. Now there was nothing to stop the dame from working her up until she was over the edge, and she did not mean to provide Enser a moment’s release from the pleasure of her tongue until she reached that peak.



The princess gently grinded herself against Lede’s face, causing the bed to squeak beneath them as she gently hopped, thrusted, and otherwise humped the dame pleasuring her, using her tongue like a toy for her own pleasure, and humming out noises of contentment and delight.



With one hand grasping Lede’s dark silky hair, and another stroking at her own clit, Esner moaned and soon began to groan out loudly in orgasmic pleasure, feeling the dame’s tongue reach far within her, wiggling about in all directions at her servant pleased her in all ways she was able. She leaned forward and thrusted her hips down against Lede, riding her face energetically as she bucked and howled and seemed overwhelmed by the intense coursing flow of climax.



Lede squeezed Enser’s rear with either hand, holding her pussy snug to her face as her tongue squirmed and thrusted and danced for Enser’s delight, never ceasing as those intense sensations arose and emanated through her. Enser vibrated with the trembles that shook her, and soon stooped, awash with euphoria, and relaxed herself against Lede’s finally slowing tongue.



Heaving deep breaths, she slowly pulled herself up, and rested back to sit above Lede’s breasts, panting as she met the dame’s eyes with bliss and gratitude in her gaze.



“Did I please you well, your grace?”



“So far,” she concurred with a sweet smirk. After just a moment had passed, Enser scooted forward again, further, and now buried Lede’s face beneath her ass, spreading herself for the dame, who she knew would continue to please her without question. “You are worth the risk,” Enser told her, the small comment filled with admiration.



Smothered beneath her, Lede blindly opened her mouth, and licked up with her tongue against Enser’s star, finding her mouth worked far up between the princess’ cheeks. Enser shook her hips back and forth as she comfortably rested her whole weight on Lede, and settled in for the pleasuring of her asshole, gently attending to her own pussy, and also a breast, with the fingers of her either hand. Her soft and warm buttcheeks embraced Lede’s face from either side, and her weight was easy enough to bare, despite it all being concentrated upon the dame’s mouth and nose.



Enser brought her legs in, and curled her feet under herself, pressing her soles against the back of Lede’s head as she smothered the dame even more snugly up into her ass, and held her there persistently. It seemed she delighted in the thought that Lede might continue to serve her ass even for want of air, and prioritize her pleasure above all things. She hummed out pleasurably as the tongue of her servant extended far up into her, and humped her face rather ungently, knowing that the stronger dame could handle it.



Only when Lede began to squirm for frantic need of air did the princess lift off of her and afford her the chance. “How lovely you are at treating me. The occasion for this will be as frequent as we can manage. We may sometimes need be hasty or discrete, indeed,” Enser mused. “But I will contemplate the means for this, my beloved dame,” she said, clearing Lede’s face of hair before planting herself back on her lips once more.



Enser leaned back, her hand slipping down over Lede’s abs to stroke at her sex, and work in circles about her clitoris with her soft fingertips. The dame’s wetness revealed the intense passion of her desire and the enjoyment of her role, and her legs squirmed and shifted as Enser sunk her fingers between her glistening petals, and began to stroke and pleasure her there, even while she kept the dame tightly held to her. When Lede orgasmed, she moaned out her sheer ecstasy into Enser’s ass, the sensation sending an aroused tremor all the way through the princess, who was soon taken by bliss herself again. She worked her pussy with her fingers, lifting off of Lede at the last moment to orgasm and squirt out upon her lips, groaning with absolute overpowering delight as she drenched her servants face.



Finally they collapsed beside each other, and with gentle and tender kisses, Enser cleaned Lede’s face, and embraced the other’s toned and sweaty form, sharing in the warmth of her. To hold the soft and smooth princess in her arms, and know that there would be great pleasure shared between them, filled Lede with a great sense of euphoria, and she felt that all her desires had been granted in just one day. Lede looked down at the princess as she relaxed into her embrace and rested, and contemplated with wonder and joy the many chances she would get to set her aflutter with pleasure again, and treat her to all the delights she had wanted to since entering the service of the princess. She kissed her head, and held her softly to her chest, knowing that it would be so.
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Although the grandest of the world’s mountains loomed above it, and the most lush and mystifying forests enclosed it against that stone ascent, there were few places more beautiful to the mortal eye than the Antheian Gardens. In an act of worship to the god and goddess, loyalists built temples to Dionysus and Hera on low hills that approached the sacred summit. Between these temples a large garden curved around the side of Olympus, providing a terrace of serenity and pleasure there between the mountain and the woods.



Hera’s side of the garden was an epitome of true leisure. Pools, partially obscured by finely trimmed hedges, provided mothers and the expecting a place bathe or soak. The water that fed them flowed through a series of tunnels that brought the water near the heart of the mountain, to warm it, before passing it through the pools. The women here would want for nothing, as servants attended to their every need.



For this was the place of the Mother goddess, and none were closer to Hera than matriarchs of righteous homes. Only those of great esteem and beauty were chosen to leave the city and come to this place in the final weeks of their pregnancy. Here they would remain until a time after childbirth, ascertaining that this sacred period of the mother’s life was as blissful and gentle as possible.



Someone needed to trim the bushes and wash the sheets; someone had to care for the women and prepare the food. For a women of poverty, such was at once an honor and a forlorn duty.



Codel served both gods here, but it was Hera that she had prayed to, and to Hera that she had dedicated her life. The young woman was blonde and fair in appearance, with wry features and a well-defined, good-natured grin. Her hair was cut short and combed cleanly, and a single pearl earring adorned her left ear. She was not unmarriageable at twenty-three years of age, but she did not intend to abandon the service of Hera for many years to come. Now she knelt nearer to the center of the garden, where a plot of grapes was shared between the deities. Whatever quarrel between them, both shared in the blessed fruit.



The servant girl’s wicker basket had been filled to the brim with the plump, green, grapes. She inspected each bushel as she picked it, plucking off any unsuitable grapes and returning them to the soil. Codel knelt there in a toga adorned the ornate image of peacock in golden filigree, her knees settled upon a white cloth that kept her off the dirt. Although she was a servant to the gods and expected to present herself as humble and lowly, fine clothes and cleanliness were among both her luxuries and obligations.



Codel hummed softly as she gathered up her basket and cloth to stand. Out of the corner of her eyes she could see a breach in the hedges that lined the grape plantation. It was unsightly beside the well-trimmed furnishings of the garden, and she approached it. Through the gap she could see the field that separated the garden from the woods. It was as though an animal of some manner had thrown itself through the hedge in a violent effort to either enter or escape.



She peered down attentively at the soil, and noticed a track there. It was like that of a goat, sunken more than an inch into the soft loam. So too was there a small strand of coarse hair clinging to one of the shrubs branches. She was not troubled by it. A goat in the garden would soon be caught, and it was a grand opportunity for a feast and sacrifice.



“Girl,” A woman’s voice inquired from the main vineyard path.



Codel immediately rose to her feet and swiveled on her heels, adopting a respectful and collected posture as she politely directed her attention toward the voice. The servant’s expression was ever amiable, but her amber eyes expressed a degree of reservation and grace. “Good morning, madam!”



“Would you come attend to me?” The question was, of course, a command, but the woman presented it politely as she had seen that Codel seemed to be at work on another task.



“Of course, blessings to you,” Codel said, setting down her wicker basket and walking with unreluctant haste to the woman. She was no older than Codel, but late into her pregnancy. The soon-to-be mother’s shapely form was covered with a soft silken toga that covered her swollen belly and one pale breast, leaving the other exposed to the cool summer air. As the servant approached her, she turned and walked the path toward an alcove amidst the hedges where there were chairs beside one of the heated pools. She settled down on a cushioned stone chair with a tired grunt and immediately reclined in a lax manner, expressing her complete exhaustion and simultaneously begging to be pampered. It was a mannerism Codel was well familiar with.



“The Ilithyian make you walk, don’t they?” Codel cooed comfortingly, standing near the woman as she waited on her commands. These were the servants that aided in childbirth specifically, and they often compelled the women to exercise in order to induce labor.



“Oh, they do. Sweet girl, my name is Amara,” she said, lazily opening her eyes to behold the servant.



‘It is a pleasure to be here with you, Amara. My name is Codel.” Her greeting was highly formal, but such was a wise practice when with an unfamiliar superior.



“Would you aid me with my aching feet?” The woman flexed her toes against her sandal strap, displaying her gold-painted nails. Codel was quick to offer her an affirmative nod, laying the towel flat on the grass and moving swiftly to her knees below the woman. Amara seemed somewhat surprised to see Codel take up her position so swiftly. “It must be near impossible to avoid stains,” she speculated.



“Truly, we are careful. The dirt washes out easily enough but the grass does not.” Codel straightened out her own servant’s toga, which she had managed to keep near spotless in a year of service, despite often needed to sew on a new hem as the edge became torn. Once she was upon her knees she refrained from staring up at the woman, so as to ascertain her service did not cause any awkwardness between them.



“I shall not take much of your time dove, Codel,” Anara assured her softly, extending one of her feet toward the other woman.



“Surely permit me to work for as long as you so desire,” Codel said, taking gentle hold of the woman’s feet one at a time as she slid off each sandal.



Anara reclined silently and permitted the serving girl to attend to her aching feet. Codel enjoyed giving massages, and was skilled at them as many of Hera’s servants were. She moved her hands along the woman’s arch with a gentle kneading motion, working her thumbs against the woman’s tired sole and gradually rubbing away the tension. When a time had passed Codel came to expect that Anara may have fallen asleep on her, and looked up to the woman, only to catch the woman’s half-lidded gaze affixed upon her.



“You are good at this, you know.” Anara compliment her with a soft tone, appreciation clear in her voice. “I know I should not speak such praise to you, who is humbled before the goddess, but it does seem as though you were born to sooth.”



Codel couldn’t help but blush as she shyly directed her gaze downward. She masked the aversion of her gaze by instead looking to Anara’s other foot, releasing the one she held to take it up in turn. “That is very kind of you to say. I bear the sin of pride toward my work.”



“The gods know worse crimes. How did you, if I may ask, come to be in this place?”



“Well,” Codel raised a shoulder in a small shrug. She’d spoken her story to many others before, but she had no desire to draw out pity or undo compassion from the woman she served. When she continued her words were enunciated casually, with a disregard that indicated she was without regret. “Our family was large, and my mother was widowed with many children, and so I went to the temple of the Queen Goddess and asked her to provide for my family, and grant me a place in there.”



Even still, it was clear Anara felt for her. “It is a sad thing, when parents must be alleviated of their children.”



Codel nodded lightly, willing to concede the troubling nature of such a decision. “It is true, but I have found joy in my service here, and now my family has come to prosper, and a new husband has given my mother many new daughters.”



“I am pleased to hear that. I hope for her blessing as well, but I know that I have given far less than you.”



Once more her eyes crawled up along the form of the pregnant woman, a hearty smile upon her features. She reached up to set a handle gently upon the side of Anara’s stomach. “To carry a child is to give you body to the goddess, for a time. There is no gift more sacred.”



“I hope then, that my child grows to be as sweet and gentle as you,” Anara slid her feet back into her sandals and Codel quickly rose to her feet, preparing to aid the woman as she stood. She was genuinely touched by her compliment, knowing that a woman of her position could never speak to her publicly in this way.



Anara was aided to her feet and departed back toward the temple, and Codel soon returned to the vines. The basket, she was dismayed to find, was gone. She inhaled sharply, looking around with some haste so as to ascertain if it had simply been moved somewhere nearby.



It was not around. All of the grapes she had gathered for the day had been stolen. It may have simply been one of the temple servants or guests that saw them unattended and took them up and brought them back to their living quarters. It wouldn’t have surprised Codel and was not a huge deal, but she found her fist clenching tensely from frustration.



Then her eyes moved to the hole in the hedges, just a few feet from where the basket had laid. Codel was momentarily uncertain. Could a goat steal a basket of grapes? Perhaps the animal ate the grapes, and another servant took the empty basket. Surely someone would have noticed the goat. She huffs, confused and suspicious, and bends down to peer through the hole. She had not truly been gone that long, had she? Why do these things always happen to her?



There across the field between the gardens and the forest, amidst the thick bushes that began floral and later turned to thorns, was a rustling. It was a departing rustling; the disturbance in the brush receded away even as she watched.



Codel harrumphed. When a sudden surge of motivation, she fled the garden and made haste back toward her quarters near the temple. She would fell this goat and make a sacrifice of it for daring to intrude upon the garden. This was surely Hera’s will.



Under her bed there was an old willow bow, laying unstrung amidst the stone dust. It was one of the few things she had taken with her when she came to this place. Now she drew the weapon out from under the bed and brushed it off, admiring it’s elegant form as she tied the string once more and felt the bows power resist her hands. She had a quiver with a few old arrows as well, although she did not have clothes better suited for hunting. The Hunt was not within the responsibilities of Hera’s servants, but Codel knew that the Queen goddess tolerated no slight, and the intrusion in the garden must be punished.



With some degree of cool determination, Codel hastily departed the temple and left the garden, trekking across the field toward where she had encountered the disturbance. Her skills at tracking were not excellent, but she expected the animal would not have gone far. She kneeled amidst the thick lush grass to tighten the straps of her sandals before proceeding into the brush.



It was an arduous and slow task just to make it to the forest's edge, as she needed trample over thick brush laden with thorns and sharp twigs. Soon her legs were scratched severely and beld from several tiny lacerations, and the lower hem of her toga incurred a few small tears as it was caught on the bramble. She was undeterred, now, certain that she was meant to pursue the animal. Codel’s spiritual view of herself and the world made her inclined to interpret such circumstances as a test from the gods, and she was determined to uphold their will as she was able.



It was quiet, out here at the forest's edge. She could still hear the noise of revelers coming from Dionysus’ half of the gardens, but they were faded. Now audible were the gentle sounds of the woods and the animals there within. Codel could hear a frog croaking over the sound of a myriad of chirping birds. Ordinarily she would not wander into the woods, as they were not the domain of Hera, and servants were to remain in the presence of their god. Codel was no huntress, but she knew that she should give homage to the wilderness goddess before proceeding into the forest. Artemis aided women with the agony of childbirth, and many of the Ilithyian paid homage to her as well as Hera.



Codel set her cloth upon the ground as soon as she was clear of the bushes and stood upon the soft detritus of the forest floor. She knelt there and mediated with her bow across her lap, projecting a short prayer outward toward the goddess of the hunt. She told the goddess that she was an attendant of Hera’s temple, and came now to hunt a goat that had trespassed against the Mother goddess. Codel had never heard the voice of a god, but she was confident that the Huntress would permit her venture in service to the higher deity.



Then she gathered up her cloth and trudged into the forest. Immediately, the cool twilight of the forest floor instilled in her a sense of depth and uncertainty. The sun still shone brightly in the sky but the only indication of it now was a freckled pattern of illuminated shafts that struck the damp soil and small ferns below. She looked to the soil and was able to find a hoof print within a few minutes, and hastily made way deeper into the wilds in the direction it seemed to face.



More tracks were discovered along the way. Codel was confident with this first success, and expected she would find the animal soon. She could not stop and practice her aim, but with good fortune her shot would be true. She had often played with the bow in her teen years.



Movement in the brush ahead caught her attention, and she inhaled sharply as she looked toward the source of the disturbance. She could see a rustling amidst the dense shrubbery ahead, and caught sight of a furry little leg slipping between the branches. Here the forest grew more dense, and had she not been so determined, she would not have tried to push through the bramble and vines.



She rushed in, inattentive to the damage to her Toga as branches snagged it and thorns cut the silken fabric. Soon, she was lost amidst the high brush, unable to see her surroundings but for that which was immediately present. Still, she pushed forward. She knew now that she had gone too far to abandon her task, and must return with something to excuse her absence and the destruction of her clothes. She held her bow in a draw ready grip, feeling a surge of adrenaline as she incurred the thrill of the hunt.



Light glimmered through the brush, and she trudged forward with her arms barred protectively in front of her face. Into a clearing she emerged, and winced as she lowered her arms and was exposed to full daylight. Here the grass grew thick around a shimmering pond, and vibrant lilies sprung up at the water’s edge. Near the center of the clearing was a large apple tree, lushly adorned with unripe, lime green, apples. And there beneath the fruit, almost obscured from view by the deep dark of the tree’s shadow in Codel’s adjusting eyes, was a woman with goat horns. She was resting there in the shade with her eyes closed, and seemed fur blanket over her feet.



Codel instinctively lowered her bow, huffing in momentary confusion, as well as exhaustion, as she examined the figure reclining before her. Her horns were large and curled, doubtlessly in the manner of a goat, but her features were fair and womanly. She had fine copper locks that parted at the crown and cascaded down either side of her face, obscuring the place where the horns met her head. Codel could not tell if they were attached there by bone or glue or some manner of headpiece.



She was naked. Codel noted the carved flute that hung from her neck and then her exposed breasts, but quickly diverted her gaze upon the realization. She would not stare upon a woman in this way as she slept. She did approach, however, and saw that the basket of grapes was beside the figure. Mentally rehearsing how she might engage in this confrontation, Codel came to suspect she must be some sort of wild savage. She gripped her bow tensely.



The figure moved, and Codel flinched as her attention snapped back to the laying thief. Still her eyes were shut but she reached out lazily to pluck, with blind accuracy, a single grape from a cluster within the bowl. She tossed it up and opened her mouth to catch it, the action done with such confidence that she had surely practiced it a thousand times.



Codel didn’t have any particular intent of sneaking up on her, but she had came to presume the woman was going to sleep. Uncertain of herself she augmented her face with a convicted and disciplinary stare, one she had seen often on the features of the older servants as they enforced their dominance. This was the expression Codel envisioned on the face of the gods each time she imagined they scorned her. Standing but a few yards away and wielding this face, she cleared her throat loudly.



The woman sprang to life like a startled animal, kicking at the dirt and scampering back against the tree. She faced Codel with an expression of shock and terror, as though bewildered to find this sanctuary of hers breached. It was
 hooves
 clattering in the dirt, Codel realized amidst immense confusion, and then focused upon the startled woman’s legs and saw that what she had mistaken as a blanket of fur was, in fact, truly fur, like that of a goat’s hide, that lay about her ankles and shin and calf and faded in the rise to her thighs. There about her waist and hips dangled ornamental chains of golden links, all clipped to a belt that was further adorned with leaves.



“I thought you were a goat!” Codel exclaimed, confusion laden in her tone as she attempted to express some manner of apology for disturbing the woman, whilst maintaining the exasperation she felt.



The woman stared her down with wide eyes, accessing her and seeming to begin to calm. “What are ye doin’ here, temple girl?!” she exclaimed, beholding Codel’s torn togo and generally disheveled appearance. She rested her palm back against the apple tree as she stood against it, still seeming as though she might bolt.



“You stole grapes!” Codel held her bow at her side, and no longer kept it ready. She didn’t intend to threaten the woman, but she could see her eyes upon it.



“You came out here ‘bout grapes?” the hooved woman inquired skeptically, and then scoffed at Codel noisily. “With a bow?”



“I thought you were a goat.” Codel repeated, calming. She huffed and reached to her brow to brush aside the locks of hair that dangled to her eyes. “Those grapes belong to the gods!” Codel said firmly, stamping her foot in the grass.



“Piss off, you’ve got plenty,” the thief said defensively, grabbing the basket of grapes from beside where she’d laid and moving swiftly around the tree, so as to protect herself should Codel attack.



“They are not for you!” Codel gently tossed her bow aside, having no intent of wounding the thief, and moved at her.



“I am a servant of the gods too!”



“Then you ought to know better!” Codel lunged and tried to reach around the tree to snag the basket, but the horned women quickly pulled it away from her, and kept herself opposite of Codel with the tree between them.



“I am of the nature god, it is you that robs from me!” she claimed, sticking her free-hand out to point at Codel accusingly.



Codel smacked it away tersely, and halted her attempts to get at the wild woman around the tree. She grimaced and contemplated it. “If you serve Artemis than she should have directed me away from you, for I asked the Huntress’ blessing in pursuing the - what I thought was a goat!”



“Not Artemis. These are mountain wilds! I am a Satyr of Pan.”



Codel furrowed her brow and took a small step back from the tree. She did not know the way of the Lord of the Wilds, and she couldn’t help but be startled by the realization that she may be assailing one of his chosen. Now she recognized the flute about the satyr’s neck to be a symbol the nature lord.



“Well you should not trespass upon the gods! Our fruit is destined for the denizens of the temple!”



“Nay, lass,” the satyr moved back behind the tree. “Fruit is destined to the ground!” She rammed her horned head against the apple tree’s side, sending a powerful shudder through the wood. At once, a near dozen green apples tumbled from the branches thudding against the ground. One of the apples clunked against Codel’s head, and she flinched and stumbled back. Codel’s foot settled into the mud at the edge of the pond and she slipped, falling onto her rear in the shallows and causing a large splash of muddy water.



Silently fuming, Codel sat there in the water as her face turned red. The satyr laughed at her heartily, prancing out from behind the tree to take up an apple and throw it playfully at Codel. It splashed in the water beside her, and the servant girl hardly so much as flinched.



She felt utterly defeated. Her toga was ruined and soaked, and clung on her form loosely, near shredded. She would return with nothing to show for this venture but cuts and aches. Soon, tears of frustration welled up in her eyes.



Through blurred vision she saw the Satyr moving closer to her, and instinctively raised her hand to cover her face, lest the thief hurl another apple at her.



“Lass?” The satyr inquired, uncertainty in her tone. Codel could not so much as wipe her eyes, for her arms were soaked with mud. She lowered her arm and looked up at the satyr girl with a pitiful expression. “Oh… lass, why are you crying?”



Codel didn’t answer her immediately, battling back a combination of frustration and anger, much of which was directed at herself. Eventually she struck the pond surface with her hand in exasperation and began her complaints.



“My toga is ruined, I’m all soaked and muddy, you stole my grapes, I’m completely lost, I failed my goddess, and when I go back they’re all just going to mock me for being an idiot.”



“Well don’t they teach you not to go into the deep woods?” The satyr woman seemed vaguely sympathetic, but mostly just confused. “Don’t be sad. Cleaning up isn’t hard, grapes grow back, and words won’t kill you. I don’t even wear clothes!”



“I can see that,” Codel mumbled bitterly. She couldn’t help but feel ashamed of her actions even in the presence of the nude satyr, who had no sense of decency. Somehow she was the foolish one. “I am not of nature like you,” Codel said, looking up at the satyr as she drew closer again. Her form was generally lithe, but not unattractively so, and she had a pleasing curve at her hips that gave her a pleasant pear shape. Codel say a little tuft of copper hair above the satyr’s sex, but avoided spending too much time staring at her.



“Sorry I made you slip. It was… just play,” the satyr girl explained. “Maybe you would like to have some grapes? We can share them. I need some though so I won’t give them back. Garden’s big enough to share...”



Codel waved dismissively, having become unconcerned with the grapes in face of the other troubles. She heard the kindness in the stranger’s tone, but was hesitant to accept it.



“Come on, now,” the satyr said encouragingly, and extended her arm to the soaked servant, smiling at her in an amiable nature. She seemed to have sensed the other’s weakness and abandoned her mischievous play, but still Codel was hesitant to trust her.



She retracted the offered hand, and peered down at Codel for a lengthy moment, an air of attentiveness in her expression. As they both remained silent, the quiet noises of their surroundings once again became audible. Codel steadied her breath and listened to the chirping birds and the cool rustling air that passed through the clearing. The satyr spoke again.



“Here are two things I figure, and I figure I know,” she claimed, holding up two fingers in a gesture that was playfully wry. “Us two, we were not supposed to be enemies over some grapes. And second thing, this day is not over - Helios is above, high and mid flight. Know this: you got a lot of day left and you get to choose what to make of it.” Having given her speech, the satyr extended her hand down to Codel once more.



Codel looked down to the muddy water and then back up toward the offered hand, and reached out tentatively to accept it. She put her weight behind her arm and allowed the satyr to tug her to her feet.



“I suppose you must not be the beast I figured you for.” Codel’s words softly conceded that she treated the satyr with cruelty, but she offered no true apology for it.



“It’s alright, temple girl. Lots of things in nature aren’t what they seem.”



Making an effort to make herself at least somewhat presentable, Codel wringed out her toga and straightened it out on her form. She’d been so disheveled by the chase and struggle that the piece was loosened about her form and threatened to fall off, but she could not truly be bothered me it. “I’m Codel,” she said softly, trying to keep her voice lighthearted despite the weight of stress upon her.



“I’m Laura.” The satyr gestured to herself when she spoke, and kept her gaze attentively locked upon Codel’s own eyes. There didn’t seem to be much fear or concern in Laura’s expression, now, but rather curiosity directed towards the adventurous temple servant. She approached again, and gently moved her finger against Codel’s cheek to dab away her tears. Codel had calmed significantly but still could not easily wipe her face.



Codel felt bashful, but also shared in Laura’s curiosity. “Were you born as this, or did Pan afflict with?”



“This is how I’ve always been.” Laura extended her hands to her side unabashedly to permit Codel a view of her form. She stepped back out of the water, the fur of her lower legs dripping as her hooves settled down upon the grass beside the pond.



It was odd, to Codel, to find that she was beautiful. Her eyes had never lingered long on the satyr’s nude form until Laura had seemed to give her permission with the gesture. She had perky breasts with an ample dusting of freckles, and her nipples were small, dark, and firm. Codel directed her gaze downwards as she felt the warmth returning to her face, and looked instead to Laura’s legs.



The fur about the satyr’s ankles was soaked with mud, but still the lower portion of each of her legs was adorned curly and fine copper fur to match her smooth locks in color. Codel observed the ripple in the fur as a breeze moved against them. The fur didn’t go much further than her knee, but appeared finer and softer there. Codel, admittedly, felt an urge to feel at it.



“So then you serve Pan here?” Codel inquired, stepping out of the pond and onto the grass, to stand near to Laura.



“Aye, and watch over the domain. These places of natural solace, untouched by order, and beautiful.”



“I suppose I am intruding, then,” Codel said softly. Perhaps she thought, then, that she might excuse herself and pretend none of this had happened. But she had not yet truly decided to go.



“Anyone can visit the wilds. To keep you out would be to
 order
 them.”



Codel smirked slightly. “Well surely even animals keep up some kind of defense. Territory.” She raised her hands so as to mime a wall between herself and the satyr.



“The Wilds have visitors. Those that wander, those that pass through.” Laura moved her hands through Codel’s envisioned barrier, and put her fingers against the servant girls shoulder. Codel instinctively kept her hands up, pressing back gently against Laura’s stomach. Still the satyr moved forward and walked her hand on two fingers, ascending the slope of Codel’s shoulder before hopping away behind her back. Codel let her hands down when she realized the satyrs meaning. “If they mean no harm.” Laura clarified.



“Well I shalln’t bring ruin to your pond.” Codel said as Laura limply rested her arm over her shoulder.



“I didn’t figure so. I can share. Hey, you want some grapes?” She seemed to playfully mock Codel, but her offer was sincere enough. She pranced away suddenly, bending down to take up the basket. Codel’s eyes were immediately drawn to her fluffy little goat tail that wagged rapidly as she bent over, showing her excitement. It was then impossible for her to not direct her gaze below it, and observe Laura’s shapely ass. A dusting of freckles was upon her rear as well, and she was plumper there than compared to the rest of her lithe form.



“I’d… love some grapes,” Codel said, with a difficult-to-miss degree of distraction in her tone. Mentally she was considering the circumstance. Some part of her felt she should depart from there, as she was so anxious regarding all the failures she’d already endured. Yet, another part of her knew that it made no difference now, and was deeply curious to see where the story of this day would lead. She slowly came back to an alert state, and found herself curious. “Are there many other satyrs?” she inquired.



“Aye, many. Many all over the world, actually. They call us many things. Faun, sometimes, or Sileni. And I’m also a satyress! Goat lady.” She reached out toward Codel with a handful of the stolen grapes, and Codel took them, and began to eat. “Come on,” Laura said, skirting around her and settling her rear where the grass was thick. Here they’d be far enough from the pond to rest on dry soil.



Codel came over to her and sat gently on the ground, subconsciously maintaining the presentation of elegance despite her roughened state.



“Perhaps you ought to cover yourself,” Codel said as Laura scooted in close to her. She felt as though she was somehow behaving scandalously just by associating with the nude satyr.



“Why? I don’t even have clothes.”



Codel sniffed. “Well perhaps I will bring you something.” she imagined she had a pair of common clothes she could part with.



Laura smiled at her cheerily. “That’s okay! Clothes aren’t for me,” she said, dismissively proud. “You look even more savage. Yours all torn and soaked!”



“I… I know that.” Codel said, looking down at herself. She quickly tugged the hem of her shirt up as she noted her breast was exposed by the hanging cloth. She popped another grape in her mouth to mask any awkwardness she felt.



“Why are these important anyway?” Laura asked, tossing a grape up and catching it in her mouth as she had done before.



“They’re grown for the temple denizens and the gods. They help women be fertile.”



Laura appeared skeptical. “Are you trying to have babies?”



Codel stifled a small chuckle. “Oh, no, as it were. I just serve the gods there - I serve Hera on behalf of my mother.”



“Do servants of Hera not have kids? Seems like you would since she likes families and babies.”



“Usually not,” Codel said, “Some leave when they are ready to have a family of their own, if they think they’ve served long enough. If they think… Hera is calling them to be a mother.”



The satyress seemed to understand, and leaned back with her hands resting behind her in the grass, as she peered over the pond’s rippling surface. “Must be a hard choice.”



“Yea, hard for many reasons. But I’m homosexual, so I did not intend to have children.”



“I don’t know that word.”



“Homosexual means attracted to the same sex. So… I would have been unmarriageable, or locked into a miserable arrangement. Didn’t want to shame my family, so I came here instead. But there were many other reasons.”



“People have weird rules. Here in the wilds you just feel what you feel.”



“I guess things are just complicated in the cities.”



“Overly complicated. You just own too many things.”



“I guess it makes life easier?”



“Not for you.”



They sat quietly together for a moment, and Codel found herself gently shivering as the cool air passed through her soaked toga and chilled her.



“I guess I don’t get human romance.”



“It’s… also a complicated thing. Are there male satyr in these woods?”



“Some, deeper within.”



“I was surprised to see you with horns, as I thought horns were an attribute of male animals.”



“Sometimes! It is not so for satyr. All satyr got horns.”



Codel reached out and moved her hand over the smooth curved protrusions, feeling the ridges that marked their firm lengths.



“They’re heavy though. Good for ramming things! Sometimes my neck gets tired.”



“I imagine so.” Codel said cheerily. She couldn’t help but be reminded of the sore pregnant woman she so often attended to. It was only that Laura bore the weight on her neck. The servant leaned in to smell the vibrant lily that was tucked into Laura’s crimson locks in the shadow of her horn. It seemed fresh, and the scent was wonderful. Next her eyes moved to Laura’s legs, and observed the fur there.



“You can touch there as well!” Laura said, attentive to Codel’s gaze. The servant girl hesitated, and then moved her hand against the fur gently. It was softer than she imagined, although curly and tangled at parts. She could feel the smooth skin of Laura’s thigh through the layer of goat-like fur, and gently moved her fingers to give the satyr a little scritch. She felt Laura just above the knee, and the satyr stifled a few noisy giggles.



“Ticklish, huh?” Codel was quick to prey upon the weakness, and tickled Laura above the knee with both hands. Laura squealed and tried to pull away from her, her other leg kicking wildly into the air as she struggled through her giggles. Codel burst into laughter at the antics, ending the tickle-assault soon enough.



“Guh! Don’t!” Laura squealed, breathing heavily.



“Sorry, had to. You’re all fuzzy!”



Laura ran her hands down either of her fuzzy legs from knee her to where her fur became muddy above the ankle. She reached out rather suddenly and lifted Codel’s togo to expose her legs.



“Your legs are all bare!” she said, setting her hand upon Codel’s soft calf and feeling her hairless skin.



Codel quickly grabbed hold of her toga to ascertain she was not exposed, but allowed the satyr girl to explore her features, just as she had.



“You’ve got cuts and stuff.” Laura observed, seeing that Codel had scratched up her feet and calves rather severely as she trudged hastily through the bramble. Now the wounds were tender appeared uncomfortable, and many were slathered in mud.



“Oh… yeah. Quite a lot of them.” Codel said. She had more wounds all about her form where she’d torn her toga and scraped the soft skin beneath.



Laura moved against her gently, so that their sides rested against each other and Codel could feel the warmth of her form through what remained of her toga. The satyr reached around her with her right arm and settled her fingers upon the grass at Codel’s side. She seemed deliberate in the action, and Codel watched her hand curiously.



It was a curious thing to see, and for a moment, Codel could not quite understand what was occurring. An illumination of light seemed to emanate from the grass beneath the satyrs touch, casting a green glow out against their surroundings. At first, it was difficult to look at. When the brightness began to fade, Codel could see the grass stirring. The blades grew slightly, curving gently as they reached a high above the rest of the grass. There in the center of the growth a stalk sprouted from the earth, rose, and budded before Codel’s eyes. Within moments, a small blue flower had grown at her side.



Fascinated, Codel gently reached down to touch the flower. She stroked its petals gently with her finger, as though confirming that it was truly there. “Magic…” she said, contemplatively.



Laura plucked the flower from the overgrown patch of grass and twirled it against her thumb. Codel peered at it, wondering if the satyr might offer the flower. Admittedly, she found it hard to look away.



Instead, Laura moved the flower against Codel’s bare thigh, running its fragile petals over her cuts. Where the petals moved, the servant woman felt immediately relief. She could hardly believe it. “Did you -” Codel reached down to feel at her muddy shin and rubbed at where her wound had been, ascertaining that the cut was gone.



“Simple magic,” Laura said cheerily. “For small wounds.”



“It’s - that is still extraordinary!” Codel watched with elated curiosity as Laura continued to move the petals against more of her small wounds, alleviating them with nearly no effort.



“I’m glad to help! You should get naked though.”



Codel stifled a little noise of alarm, surprised by the sudden request. She realized soon enough what Laura meant. “Oh, for my other wounds? You need not bother yourself…”



“Why so shy? I’m naked. We’re alone here. No one’s gonna be dumb enough as you can come all this way into the bushes.”



The servant huffed at her noisily but conceded the point. “I need to let my toga dry out anyway.” Codel rose, and Laura cradled the little flower in her lap while she waited for the human woman to undress.



She was shy to present her nude form to the satyr, but the forest alcove was warm and the grass was soft and thick, and Codel couldn’t help but feel as though there was little reason to be bashful now, given their circumstances. Rather, she was eager to explore further, and see where this encounter between them may lead. The presence of magic filled her with curiosity, and she now realized her unlikely companion was beyond her in wisdom, at least in some ways.



She pulled her toga off, unconcerned for the ruined garment. She’d not be keeping it now, but she meant to wear it back to the temple, at least. A wave of anxiety assailed her as she thought about how she might explain her state upon arrival, but she pushed the thought aside for the moment.



When the cool air touched her nude form, she shivered tensely. She was still soaked from the fabric, but she knew she’d be much warmer once her skin had a chance to dry. She folded the toga in her hands and twisted it, wringing out as much water as she was able.



Codel could feel the satyr’s eyes upon her as she faced the pond. She was pale and soft compared to the satyr, but her body was blemished by small scratches and smudges of dirt that speckled much of her form. Her breasts, while slightly larger than Laura’s, were soft in appearance and did not perk up in such a well defined manner.
 What am I still doing out here, really?
 Codel had to ask herself. The magic was an excuse to stay, but she couldn’t help but feel another factor contributing to her hesitation.



When she’d coaxed much water as she was able from her toga, she gently tossed it aside unto the grass. She was not concerned of staining it now. Laura gave Codel a cheery and good natured smile as the servant returned to sit beside her, now equalized in nudity.



Laura moved close to Codel, coming against her side as she had before so that she could access most of her body. Her fuzzy legs settled against the bare legs of the servant woman, and the warmth of her body mingled with Codel’s own heat where their sides touched.



The satyr set to work right away, gently passing her flower over each of Codel’s little wounds. It took her awhile to find them all, and Codel pointed them out as able. Relief was flooding into her, and with each erased wound, the pain and unease she felt diminished. It would be easier for her to move past this misfortune when her body was clear of the uncomfortable reminders.



She did not speak much then, allowing the satyr to attend to her. Perhaps she felt bashful accepting the aid, and permits she feared her voice might betray her feelings. The soft tips of the magical flower’s petals graced across her skin, and she found the sensation stimulating and unignorable.



It looked as though the flower had begun to wilt when Laura finished her task. The satyr flicked it away gently, and gave Codel an expectant look after having permitted her the calm silence. Codel had prepared no words and found herself speaking uncertainly, filling the silence before it became strange.



“That is truly something special. I’ve never seen real magic.”



“Maybe. Magic is subtle. I can not do too much with it. Small wounds, at least.”



“Still, you did much for me.”



Laura moved her arm around Codel again and held her at the side, cuddling against her as her other hand rested, supporting her, in the lush grass to their backs. Her exposed breast rested gently against Codel’s own breast, and once again the flush began to return to the servant’s features, now that there was nothing to distract herself. She felt affection toward Laura now, and couldn’t help but realize she had been cruel.



“You’re… very cuddly. And nice,” Codel said appraisingly, and then quickly followed with “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to scare or threaten you.”



“I know it, lass.” Laura grinned at her widely and gave her a little squeeze against herself, eager to push back the servant’s anxiety.



“I don’t know what got into me, really. Maybe I thought I wasn’t doing enough, back at the temple. Or maybe I was just… missing something.”



Laura was quiet for a lengthy moment, breathing through her nose as her eyes were directed at the shimmering surface of the pond. “I feel for ya. ‘Course you’d be drawn to nature. You oughta get out and about more!”



“Aye well, look where that go me.” Codel’s tone was not as terse as it had been, but it was evident she was longing for some pity.



“Just be smart about it. Come out here in good clothes, and don’t force yourself through bushes or to somewhere you don’t belong.”



Codel raised a shoulder in a small shrug. It was good advice, and she knew she’d appreciate this places beauty more under different circumstances. “I would return to see you, at least,” she said softly, uncertain of herself even as the words escaped her lips.



“Do you like me, then?” Laura inquired in an abruptly forthright manner. “I never really know - sometimes humans just can’t get past it.”



Codel stammered a little, but took the opportunity to direct the attention back to Laura. “Humans can’t get past your fur?”



“And all the other things. Sometimes they do.”



Codel grinned. “I’ve heard satyrs to be masters of seduction,” she said, teasingly.



There was clear amusement upon Laura’s face, as she enjoyed Codel’s cleverness and how the servant was beginning to play a bit more about their converse. She was happy to see her relax. She leaned forward then, pantomiming a blatant kiss-initiation and making little kissy-noises.



Codel pretended to swoon. “Yes, just like that. For a more foolish woman.”



Laura exhaled through her nose. “What if I like them smart?”



“Then… that’d be unfortunate.” Codel said, and then giggled intensely.



“You think yourself too much of a fool?” Laura leaned into Codel, turning slightly to face her more directly, but keeping herself body-to-body.



“You must think I am.”



“I think you’re cute.”



“Like a child?”



“Like a bumbling animal. All sweet and sad and lost. Like a domestic dog in the wilds.” Laura reached forward to gently squeeze Codel’s cheek between her thumb and finger.



“So maybe you can show me?”



Leaning against Codel once more, Laura seemed to ponder the question at length, as though the matter was secret and taboo and she hesitated to proceed. “I couldn’t… teach you everything. Not every power will be there for you but… I could show you a lot of stuff.”



“You’ve already shown me a lot of stuff, huh…” Codel grinned cheekily at Laura. The satyr snorted, amused, and playfully shoved Codel down against the thick grass.



“But still you want more.”



Codel watched, momentarily petrified, as Laura straddled her at the waist and leaned down toward her. She blocked the sun but the intense light filtered through her crimson hair, igniting her head in a wreath of warmth and vibrant color about her glimmering horns. At once she was in the satyr’s shadow, and felt an immense sensation intimacy as she was brought close and, in the same moment, shrouded in a personal solace of darkness.



She did not feel isolated now, nor exposed. The bushes that surrounded her seemed to secure them in this peaceful place better than any walls could, and the company she had found erased the loneliness, and much of the fear.



A moment passed quietly between them as they peered into each others eyes. Codel seemed almost to lose focus, and then nodded gently and spoke in a soft tone. “Yes.” She didn’t know where the courage came from. Perhaps, the stronger choice then would have been to resist or decline. Now she was enthralled, and already submitting to the unknown; submitting to pleasure in the moment, and also to how their fates would interweave thereafter.



Laura settled her hand gently against Codel’s cheek, and felt the warmth of her face. Her look was tender, but elated as Codel’s was. The tension between them was dissolved as the satyress moved her face closer to the servant girls, and parted her lips near her face. Codel could feel the warmth of Laura’s breath washing over her face, and moved up to meet her. She secured her lips against Laura’s and sat up slightly to move against her.



Slowly, Laura allowed herself to sink down onto Codel, gently pushing the servant back down with the weight behind the kiss. She closed her mouth gently against Codel’s lower lip, suckling it tenderly as the two bodies connected.



There was a sweet taste on the satyr’s lips, like a delicious combination of exotic berries and honey. Codel trembled as she felt the woman’s body settling down upon her own. The soft presence of the satyr’s breasts pressed against her own, and the initial chill of her skin immediately stimulated her own nipples to harden. She felt arousal moving swiftly through her as their soft embrace grew in warmth. Codel moved her mouth into Laura’s tongue to pursue the sweet and unfamiliar taste of her, and opened her mouth to permit entrance of Laura’s tongue in turn.



The satyress moved her hand gently down from Codel’s cheek, traversing her neck and shoulder before moving in and gently cupping her breast. She continued to work her tongue in their kiss, playing about in the others mouth and enjoying the intimate closeness of it, as they leaned together to enter each other as much as they could.



Codel exhaled strongly though her nose, the sudden presence of Laura’s hand on her tit managing to catch her off guard. Her teats were immensely sensitive, and she’d not felt such stimulation upon them in some time. Laura gently rubbed her palm against Codel’s breast, massaging it as they made out on the grass. Codel embraced Laura with her hands wrapped around the satyress as they spooned together, and suddenly turned herself to roll herself on top.



Laura giggled though their kiss, and pulled her mouth away to chuckle as spittle dribbled between each of their lips. “You’ve got me now!” she said playfully, wiggling beneath Codel’s grasp. Codel moved her face down along the satyress’ form until she was between her perky breasts, and peered up at her from there with suggestive eyes.



“Go on,” Laura said, her tone encouraging haste. Codel required no further prompting, and quickly settled her lips upon the satyress’ left teat. Her lips encompassed it and her tongue moved over it, and the result was immediately apparent in Laura. She huffed a heavy breath and stared upwards, gasping as her chest rose and fell beneath Codel’s tongue. The servant girl pleasured her teat with little circles and gently nudged the nipple each time Laura began to relax, so as to draw another moan from her. “You’re good at that,” Laura said breathily.



As she suckled the nipple, Codel moved her other hand onto Laura’s unattended breast and massaged it in hand as the satyress had done for her, understanding that she found pleasure in the stimulation of her teats.



Gently groaning with gradually increasing intensity, Laura pushed back against Codel, moving her breasts against the servant woman’s mouth and hand and beginning to sit up against her. Codel found herself slipping backward and Laura advanced after, pushing her down onto the grass and putting herself above the human once again. Her was careful to keep her teat to Codel’s mouth as they adjusted, savoring the pleasure as she seemed hesitant to pull away.



Codel’s hands moved around Laura again, settling on her lower back. She felt fur brush against her as the satyress’ tail wagged, and stifled a cheery giggle into Laura’s breast. She reached down and took hold of the short and fluffy tail, squeezing it gently. It was much softer than it had appeared to be.



Laura let out a strange little noise that Codel could only describe as a bleat, and lifted her torso enough for her teat to drift away from Codel’s lips.



“Does that feel odd?” Codel asked, clearly amused. She stroked the fluffy tail gently in hand, and her other hand settled upon Laura’s ass.



“A little!” Laura was heavily aflush as she peered down at Codel. A strand of spittle still dangled between the servant woman’s lips and the satyress’ teat. They looked at each other for a short moment, both showing elation and eagerness upon their features. Codel seemed to guide Laura forward with the hand upon her rear, encouraging the satyress to bring herself up to her mouth.



Codel let her arms down as Laura crawled up along her form. With her knees in the grass, her hairy shins rested against either of Codel’s arms, and her sex loomed above the servant girl’s face. It was quite a view for the woman beneath her, who looked up to see smooth thighs on either side of her vision and the nude form of the satyress towering above her. She could see Laura’s horns and some of her fiery copper hair past her breasts, but the satyress face wasn’t visible until she leaned forward and grinned down at the woman pinned beneath her.



“You ready?” Laura inquired wryly. She didn’t give Codel much time to answer before settling her pussy down upon the servant girls face, and resting her weight on her. Codel was momentarily uncertain of herself, but quickly dispelled any cowardice. If she was not skilled at this, they’d surely have plenty of chances to practice. She extended her tongue out into Laura’s already-wet sex, and tasted her. There was a sweetness to her inside that immediately urged Codel to work her tongue deeper, savoring her companions arousal and hopefully coaxing more from her as her tongue began to move.



The little tuft of fur above Laura’s slit tickled Codel’s nose, and she inhaled deeply as she licked and worked her tongue deep within the satyress pussy, enjoying her taste and scent and the sound of her appreciative moans. Laura leaned back again, presenting her lower body to for Codel’s service as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the stimulation. Her hand moved up gently to play with her spittle-drenched teat and pleasure herself while the servant woman ate her out. Her tail wagged vivaciously.



Soon, Laura began to gently hump and grind Codel’s face so as to add to her own pleasure. The servant girl was quickly improving her technique as the satyress gave feedback in her reactions, but Laura was able to add it it by working her clit against the soft bulbous tip of the servant girls nose. Her wetness left Codel’s face slick and shiny, soon coating her cheeks and chin with a gloss that reflected the sunlight back toward the satyress.



Codel moved her tongue against the inner walls of the satyress sex, licking the inside of her pussy with long stroking movements and slathering the entire inside of her vagina with spittle. She ceaselessly worked within her, loving the taste of Laura’s sex almost as much as she loved the way the satyress’ pussy clenched against her tongue, periodically affirming that the motions were doing wonders on her.



The servant’s own hands rested on the satyress’ rear for a time before sliding down from there and feeling again at the thick and soft fur of her legs. She avoided the muddy lower portion of them, but idly scritched at the coarse fur even as she continued to eat the satyr out. Laura’s thighs were hairless until a few inches above the knee, and their warmth radiated through Codel’s head as she was pinned between them.



Laura groaned sharply and clenched Codel’s tongue in her sex, a sharp orgasmic surge accelerating through her as Codel’s tongue curved up inside. “That’s good,” she said sharply, pleading with the woman to continue. Codel’s hands left Laura’s fuzzy legs and moved down along her own body, her fingers settling against her petals as she began to pleasure herself. The fingers on one hand gently teased her clit with the fingers on the other moved inside of her wet sex, drenching themselves in her lubricant before beginning to stroke her labia.



It took a few moments for Laura to recover from the first spike in her pleasure, but as she did, she began to gently turn around on Codel’s face, momentarily taking her weight off the servant. Codel took a heavy breath and licked her lips, her mouth faintly coated with a layer of sweet fluid.



Again Laura offered her pussy to Codel, but now she faced down her body, and the upper portion of the servant’s face was pressed firmly against her ass. Even as Codel worked her tongue into the satyress’ sex once again, Laura was leaning forward to give her pleasure in turn. Codel moved her hands aside from Laura’s advance as the centaur leaned down and secured her lips over Codel’s pussy, becoming a flipped mirror image of her posture. Codel secured her hands on Laura’s horns and held her firmly against herself, immediately finding herself nearly overstimulated by the other woman’s tongue.



It’d been far too long since she had experienced this kind of pleasure. It was almost overwhelming in the first moments, but she would not alleviate herself of the intense sensation, nor beg Laura to stop. The satyress’ tail wagged back and forth rapidly, the fur swiping against the top of Codel’s head. Like Codel she worked her tongue deeply into Codel’s sex, but she moved her mouth much faster, rapidly licking along the servant woman’s slit between entering plunges.



Codel could feel Laura’s quickening breath around her sex, and felt the satyress growing clumsy and almost frantic as her pleasure began to surmount her. She moved her hip energetically forward and backward, grinding herself against Codel’s tongue.



Her moans became loud and Codel knew she was orgasming. The woman below could feel the waves of tension and relief pushing through her, and felt Laura’s sex clench against her tongue, as though trying to keep her deep within. Ejaculate splattered out from Laura’s pussy and coated Codel’s tongue and lips. The taste of the other’s sweet release pushed Codel toward the edge, and soon she felt her pleasure overcoming her in turn.



Codel held Laura’s head firmly into her crotch as she came, rocking her hips upward to meet the hastily licking tongue. She groaned out with a high-pitched and squeaky moan as she came, the sensation of the tongue’s rapid movement driving her forcefully over the edge.



Laura moved her mouth from Codel’s sex when the orgasm had subsided, and gently licked it, providing a pleasure less likely to overwhelm the woman as she recovered. She moaned out softly in appreciation.



“Seems like you needed that. I know I needed that…” Laura said. She gave Codel’s clit a little kiss and turns again to straddle Codel about the stomach, and stare down at her.



Each of them was breathing heavily from the experience, but Codel was filled with a tremendous sensation of calm. She was no longer worked up about the incident. A new dress was one thing, and everyone made mistakes. “I did…,” Codel agreed softly, settling her hands on Laura’s hips as she felt the satyress wetness upon her own stomach.



Laura clasped her head and giggled cheerily. “We’re going to have so much fun!” she exclaimed with enthusiasm. “You’ll come see me again won’t you?”



“Ah! Yes, of course! We might need meet nearer to the edge of the wilds here…”



Laura laughed at her playfully, gently settling her hands on Codel’s breasts and pressing against them as she stood, to support herself. “Of course! Don’t want ta ruin your clothes.”



Once she’d stoon, she offered a hand to Codel. Codel smiled at her warmly, standing close to her and feeling not particular urge to cover herself, now. A cool breeze was upon them as the evening chill began, but it was not unpleasant. “I am really looking forward to… seeing all these things you want to show me - and getting to know you better.” Codel said. She moved toward her toga and took it up in hand. It was still damp, but would continue to dry by the wind as she made way back.



“Me too!” Laura exclaimed, prancing about around Codel as she dressed. “Don’t forget your bow! And… and your grape basket.” Laura scratched at her head as she said it, perhaps now finally remorse for having stolen it.



“Is there a good way out of here, rather than through the bushes?” Codel inquired, peering around at the clearing’s edges.



“Oh, let me.” Laura raised a hand and aimed her fingers toward the place where Codel had first pushed through the bush. The branches seemed to receded slightly, as though by a gust of wind, so as to permit Codel a small walkable path between them and to where the brush was less dense.



She was fascinated by the magic, but as she took her first few steps in, she turned around to Laura. “Goodbye! See you soon. It was good meeting you!” Her tone was pleasant and cheery, and Laura gave her a happy wave in return as the bramble closed up between them.



With only the ambient noises of the woods to attend to her senses, Codel made way back for the temple to wash up and think about her new companion, and what future the fate’s may have for them.
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Jade’s calves were on fire. The early autumn breeze seemed to her a blessing as it cooled her warm skin and dried the sweat from her side. She rested in dusty golden grass not far from a rocky slope, and stared out at the swaying trees in the valley below. Each was adorned with its own shade of amber or green, and the warm hues extended into a soft horizon.



“We’ll have a nice view of the stars.” Nicole’s soft voice helped to bring Jade into a deep sense of relaxation, now that their days travel was done. She retrieved a blanket from their things and laid it out flat on the grass.



Jade smiled warmly at her love, whose blonde hair seemed aglow in the midday sun. Both of them were still winded from the way up these hills and sweat glistened on Nicole’s toned body, reflecting golden light off her abs and thighs. “Yes, and a spring to cool off,” she said, gesturing down toward a glint of light amidst the oak and maple wood, where a stream sparkled from the sun's rays.



When the blanket was laid, Nicole settled down beside Jade, and reached to stroke her bare thigh between the knee and the high cut of her shorts. “Too tired to hike down there?” she asked teasingly. Her other hand rose to pet against Jade’s dark hair, feeling the sunlight’s warmth soaking into her palm through it. There was a competition in them, as both cared for their form and endurance.



Smirking at her, Jade swiftly turned and pounced, pressing Nicole down against the blanket and the soft cushioning grass beneath. “I’ve energy to spare,” she said with warmth and confidence, and straddled the toned form of her lover, assailing her with kisses. Nicole welcomed Jade’s embrace and brought their bodies tightly together, delighting in the warmth of their closeness



As they relaxed and watched the sun reach its height and begin to descend, each woman delighted in the time away from all ordinary distractions. Nicole massaged Jade’s legs, working her hands against those tired calves and sore thighs. The land was serene to the point of seeming surreal, as butterflies attended to bright yellow flowers nearby. Only when the sun began to fall toward the horizon, and the sky was cast in a warm yellow hue, did the pair make way down the hillside to the stream.



Each of them had a wanderlust deep within, and a passion for fitness. They had been well matched, and came to know many wild and beautiful lands together as they hiked out far from all signs of humankind. In the deep and wild places, Nicole and Jade felt their spirit was invigorated, and they could engage in a deep and unabashed intimacy with the land, as well as each other. They shared in wild berries collected earlier along their way, and passed beneath the golden canopy of the trees at the hill’s base, entering into shaded woodland where the wood grew tight, and there were only narrow paths through.



The sounds of the creek greeted them, and there were floral aromas carried upon the cool air that blew through the woodland. When they emerged, they were greeted by a glade ablaze with warmth from the setting sun. The spring was clear and sparkled luminously as it winded down a rocky path through the forest, leaving many calm pools of the chilled water.



“It is beautiful here,” Nicole said, her tone carrying an uncommon romantic sweetness, as she seemed captivated by the color and form of natural beauty of the clearing. “If we return, I will bring my easel.” The way Nicole was
 so clearly
 in love with the natural wonder of the world had been one of the things that drew Jade to her. She smiled warmly, desiring to spend all her days sharing in all delights with Nicole. In each other, they found great personal strength and confidence. Each woman was polyamorous, but the bond they had together was special and they were never long gone from each other’s presence.











“We can make another visit yet, before it gets too cold,” Jade said. She had hoped they would find a spring such as this one. The water was shallow in most places, but grew still in a pool near the stream’s shore, where they could bathe. She removed her shoes and socks, and tested the water with her toes.



“How is it?” Nicole inquired, sensing Jade’s anticipation for the water. There was a serenity here, and the fresh and clear water would invigorate them both. She began to undress as well, until either stood only in their tank tops and panties. There was no risk of being seen here, as they had traveled far off the common routes.



The late-afternoon sun sparkled through the canopy above, and cast most of the cool spring in warm light with intermittent shadows. They waded out together where the water was not deep, and stood at one another’s side as the breeze coaxed goose-bumps on their skin. For the moment they got used to the chill together, and both seemed reluctant to relinquish the last of the day's warmth and submerge into that serenely chilled pool.



Up against the shore, rooted on a high protrusion of soil, was a tall and crooked laurel tree, which cast green-hued shadows over the two as they drew together, embracing as they waded in the spring. Jade let her arms drape loosely around Nicole, bring their stomach and chest together as they shared in each other’s warmth. They were the same height, but Nicole’s bust was larger, and Jade showed her appreciation for the welcoming softness of the other by squeezing her snugly. Jade brought her lips to Nicole’s collar and let them bounce there, leaving a trail of small kisses as she worked up to her neck.



Nicole brought her hand up to stroke Jade’s hair, combing her fingers through it and drawing it away from her face. Her fingernails gently scratched against Jade’s scalp, and bid her remain near as the kisses rose around Nicole’s jaw, and approached her lips. The two kissed with a warmth and fervor that was undiminished despite their years of companionship, and both felt a familiar passion kindled within.



When their lips parted, Nicole guided Jade down to treat her chest to that love again, and held her hand against the back of the brunette’s head. “I would spend all my days traveling the world with you, seeing beauties unknown to all,” Nicole told her softly, her eyes growing half lidded as Jade lay her lips against the exposed part of her upper chest. The brunette brought her hands up to slip the shoulder straps of Nicole’s white tank top from her form.



Jade’s lips brushed softly against Nicole’s skin, gliding over goosebumps. Her breath came like the breeze but with greater warmth, and washed over Nicole’s chest as it was bared, sparing her teat from the initial sting of the late-afternoon chill. “Every pleasure we share together redoubles my love for you,” Jade told her, with a tone ripe with adoration. A blush was on her own features, and she was eager to incite one in Nicole; it was sweet to be able to tease her heart still.



Nicole gently massaged Jade’s scalp with the tip of her fingers, and drew her face in near, delighting in the feeling of the warmth of Jade’s breath against her breast. “You remember our trip to Hawaii? Those pools on Kauai?” Nicole inquired, her tone teasing and playful.



Nicole smirked with a teat against her lips, and breathed out a soft “Of course I do,” in reassurance before taking it into her mouth. She recalled well the discrete passion they had managed there, and the one who had accompanied them into bliss.



“What delight we shared in.” Nicole said suggestively. Her nipple was firm beneath Jade’s tongue, and she breathed out a deeply contented hum of approval as the brunette began to encircle it with slow licking.



Jade worked her circle slowly around the teat and areola, pleasuring it with leisurely pace, and savoring the subtle texture of its bumpiness against her tongue. She let the nipple pop free of her mouth and hummed a noise of realization. “Ah yes. She was fun, wasn’t she?” They had met with another tourist there, a pale dark-haired femme. “Amy, was it? You ought to have gotten her number.” Jade teased.



“I recall you liked her too,” Nicole said assuredly. She had mentioned Amy before, for the pleasure the three of them had shared still influenced her desires. “Although it’s hard to make such things work, with ‘new friends’ who aren’t local.”



Jade hummed her agreement. “We must simply enjoy such things as they come.” Her hand settled against Nicole’s abs, and moved slowly slid down from there, traversing over the firm form of the blond woman. Nicole slid her fingers underneath Jade’s top and pulled it upward, removing it and then casting it away to a dry place on the shore.



“I mean to,” Nicole said playfully, wrapping her lips around Jade’s nipple and suckling against her. She was less gentle than Jade had been, and took the teat between her lips to tug against it, cupping the breast between her hands. Jade moaned a response that confessed the intense stimulation she felt from the suction, the arousal making her tremble.



Jade’s hand advanced over the firm presence of Nicole’s abs and to the elastic waistband of her panties. Her breath quickening, she presented her chest to Nicole’s stimulation as her hand explored over the fabric. Gently she stroked her there, pressing through the cloth with two fingers that encircled her lover's clitoris. Nicole’s legs shifted and moved apart to welcome the touch there, and soon Jade slid her hand into the panties, and wetted her fingers between Nicole’s petals.



Nicole busied one of her hands while her lips attended to Jade’s other breast, gently working the nipple between her fingers and lightly tugging against it. Her mouth continued its work, lapping blissfully over the sensitive and soft flesh of Jade’s left breast. For those moments Nicole was lost in her own pleasure, as Jade attended to her needs with a familiar and skillful touch. Her own hands had the freedom to work Jade’s body, and they massaged against the other’s breasts, as Nicole openly delighted in the soft warmth, feeling Jade’s firm teat against her palm. The brunette let out soft hums of delight as she was rubbed there, and returned the treat with her fingers, gradually advancing into Nicole’s sex with a soft and repetitive series of deepening strokes.



Nicole’s hands slid away from Jade’s breasts, although she continued to kiss and suckle against her teat as they explored upward. She brought them to Jade’s neck and along her jaw, and rested them against her cheek. Nicole pulled Jade down to meet her lips, where she had been leaning in treating the brunette’s breasts with such passion. Now Nicole put her lips to Jade’s again and guided her down, coaxing Jade to kneel in the water.



She trembled as the cool spring water flowed over her calves, but found soft sand to rest her knees. Jade looked up to behold Nicole’s nude form towering over her, abs seductively glistening, and breasts bare and heavy. Past them was Nicole’s adoring downward gaze, filled with anticipation and delight. Her lover knew well how to treat her, and Nicole stood above and straddled her face with great comfort. Jade tucked Nicole’s panties down just before her face was securely put into position, and wasted no time in bringing the warmth of her mouth to Nicole’s sex.



As when they kissed, Jade advanced with her tongue with passion and delight, working it deeply between Nicole’s inner walls and relishing in the initial moments of the other’s familiar taste. Nicole was already wet for her, for her body knew Jade’s mouth well, and anticipating that bliss well in advance. For Jade, the sweetness was enough to drive her mind into a new place of passion, as she lost herself to that most divine of service, and moved the muscle of her mouth with mixed rhythm, working deeply within. Nicole leaned back as those craved sensations arrived with intensity, and her strong thighs squeezed tightly against Jade’s face, entrapping the other against her pussy to ascertain that tongue reached all areas of need.



Nicole worked her fingers against Jade’s scalp, massaging her and clawing lines as she slowly brought her fingers through the silky brunette hair. She brought her leg around Jade’s shoulder and straddled her face, posing directly over her and pressing downward with her body, even as Jade was pushed up against her. Jade groaned out with pleasure as she hungrily parted her lips wide and let her tongue work as far within Jade as it could reach, twirling vivaciously within as her nose nuzzled against Jade’s clit. Nicole’s head was canted backward and she seemed to be awash with bliss. As she rode her lover’s face she soaked in the warmth and light and breathed with utter erotic bliss, her moans coming soft and without urgency. The delight was untarnished by haste but accelerated by skill, and as she simply experienced the pure ecstasy of that pleasure, she was swiftly drawn toward a powerful release.



Jade’s fingertips stroked up along Nicole’s hips, feeling her and holding to her warmth as she pressed up and into her. Her lips rode along her lover’s slit with smooth motions, massaging it as her tongue played about tirelessly within. She knew Nicole was beginning to orgasm when she grasped her hair and took firm hold of her. Jade couldn’t manage so much as a breath then, with her nose smothered against Nicole’s clit and mound, but she persisted in her pleasuring; satisfying Nicole would be her best bet at getting air.



The sensation and energy that surged through Nicole was intense, and she trembled as a powerful vibration seemed to pulse through her entire form. She groaned out a pleased noise of delight and approval, relishing that wondrous feeling that her lover was able to so skillfully provide. Nicole gently humped her face as the height of that nearly overwhelming pleasure reverberated, and moaned Jade’s name with sweet appreciation. In those moments, Jade was lost in her own world of delight, having disregarded all thoughts of herself and become totally immersed in the pure satisfaction of pleasuring the one she loved. Her face was slick with spittle and Nicole’s wetness, and as the rhythm slowed and she was able to breathe, she looked to her love with an expression of the most peaceful affection.



“Lovely,” Nicole cooed at her softly, giving a simple word of approval as she pet Jade’s hair. She rode her for a moment more before pulling away, and gently lifting Jade back to her feet. The air was beginning to cool now, although light was still sparkling through the treeline. Jade pressed her form against Nicole’s and they kissed again, staving off the beginnings of the evening’s chill for a time.



Jade gently pressed Nicole’s upper lip between her own, pinching it as she moaned out a contented hum. “I can tell you needed that,” she said smugly. “Didn’t keep you waiting too long, did I?” she inquired, opening her lips again so that Nicole could advance with her kiss.



Nicole’s tongue moved within Jade’s mouth, tasting herself through her and claiming her as far as the throat. She pulled away and cupped her hand to Jade’s cheek. “I have patience enough,” she said with a chortle. “Although if I am to return the favor, we should go find some grass to lay on. My toes are going numb,” she said.



“We’ll return for a wash-up. It truly is a pretty spot,” Jade agreed. Her eyes moved from Nicole’s and peered toward the laurel tree, which loomed high over them with roots in an outcropping of soil above their line of sight. Something about it caught her eye. “The leaves of that tree reflect the sunset like mirrors,” Jade said with a curiosity in her tone, resting her side against Nicole’s and gently stroking along her back.



They faced the tree, which appeared so illuminated by the warm yellow light of the late day, that it could have been mistaken for glowing. The leaves shown with golden light; it was a radiance to make the whole clearing awash with luminous patterns. Nicole hummed a confused noise, unable to make sense of it the moment. The light seemed to intensify with the attention it was given.



Jade’s curiosity was swiftly turning to wonder and awe. “This is something unnatural,” she said to Nicole, and fell back a step in the water as the intensity of light increased.



A luminous presence could be perceived from amidst the golden and glowing leaves of the laurel tree, and it seemed to trickle down from the branches, and flow like smoke in sunlight to a place beside the trunk of the tree. Both women watched with intent stillness and confusion as the energy hovered beside a patch of raised grassy earth at the laurel tree’s side. At once, the light grew so intense that they had to avert their eyes, and with a sound like the crack of lightning, was gone.



Suddenly the clearing was returned to the comparative dim of natural light. Jade clung to Nicole’s side and blinked as her eyes recovered from the intense momentary glare. She cast her gaze back at the tree. Although the last of the sun’s rays still caught its higher branches, it now appeared entirely ordinary. But where the light had gathered, a woman stood, appearing calm and sauve as she posed and studied the two in the water below. She wore odd, ancient-styled clothes, and a crown of laurel leaves that made her appear like a nymph or fae of myth.



“Unnatural?” the usual woman inquired, sounding bemused. “No, merely uncommon,” she stated, raising a finger to chin in apparent contemplation.



Nicole gasped at the sight of her, and froze beside her lover, entirely taken aback by the unexpected appearance. She covered her chest and stared at the stranger. “Who are you?” she asked with suddenness. She did not know what to make of the other’s unusual appearance, for she knew the woman was not merely some crazed cosplayer lost in the wood. This being had magical power, and Nicole felt tense with uncertainty.



She leaned against the laurel tree and smiled down at them with an expression full of interest. Jade and Nicole could see that the woman was of shorter stature, beautiful with dark, short silky hair, and a pleasantly warm tone of skin. Her legs were wrapped in leather bindings that descended from thigh to sandal. From behind her, two great translucent wings were thrown into view, each sparkling as though crystalline in the light. “I am Faela,” she told them. “Descendant of Daphne, and naiad of this emergence of water.” Her words came slowly and sweetly, and there was a peaceful music behind them, full of benevolence.



Jade and Nicole looked to each other with uncertainty, the moment of silence interrupted only by the gentle trickle of the spring water around them. Nicole stared up at the Naiad, and spoke first. “Did we intrude upon your place?” she asked, as she had sensed that this place was in some way beyond the ordinary.



Faela strode from the grassy terrace above and fluttered her wings, descending to the spring water near the couple. She replied to Nicole with an amiable patience. “Any who respect the water are welcome to it,” she said. From where she settled her toe against the surface of the water, it rippled out in a smooth pattern of rings. “I believe it is I who have intruded on you,” Faela said, her tone bearing a somewhat apologetic sweetness.



Jade huffed, momentarily flabbergasted. She was trying to process the words of the other, and understand what had been implied. “You are… a mystical being? A naiad, you said?” she asked, trying to comprehend what sort of person had come into their presence.



“I am a winged nymph of the waters and land, a fae of yet untamed places. Although it seems that this age has brought humans near to my spring,” she said, her tone seeming playful. “I’ve had a chance to meet a few, over the centuries. But rarely do they capture my curiosity quite like the pair of you,” she said, a teasing warmth of her words.



“You’re curious about us?” Nicole asked. “For how long were you watching?” She remained guarded, although she was not hostile. As the nymph approached them, studying them even as they studied her, Nicole could sense that her interest was beyond mere curiosity.



“I didn’t watch. If you two went into the wilderness for your love, then I would honor the sanctity of natural solitude,” she said. Faela fluttered, and hovered over the water, spinning as she encircled them once with a musical chortle. “I did overhear some things, though,” she said. “Which truly did make me curious.” Faela’s movement through the air around them seemed to disperse an aroma of rosemary with other herbal tones.



Jade looked to Nicole, seeing the confusion on her face. “She means she heard us talking of Amy,” she whispered to her. They looked to each other with a moment of contemplation. It was clear at once that Faela’s interest had been stoked by the mention of their relations together with another woman. Both of them looked to Faela again, watching the nymph settle down from her flight in the waters beside them. Unlike the pair, Faela’s beauty was in her soft lithe form, and she did not have the strength that Nicole and Jade had. Still, she was uncommonly pretty, with unblemished and attractive features, and dark, vibrant eyes.



“Your appearance was quite a surprise… and we are not used to being caught in the act, like so,” Nicole said, her tone reserved, but warmer than it was. She wondered then if Faela had a great interest in them, expecting they might take her together as they had enjoyed that random pretty tourist in Hawaii.



“Yes, I did think to wait until you had finished, at least,” Faela said with a bemused giggle. “I can not always resist to appear and tease those folk that wander into this place. It is rare that I have company,” she told them.



“I expect you want more than to tease,” Jade said, smirking knowingly at Faela. She reached around Nicole and held her snugly, relaxing beside her with confidence as she looked over Faela appraisingly. The nymph had appeared to them with grace and confidence, but it was now clear that she was bashfully coming on to them. Jade wondered how great the fae’s desire must be for her to invite herself into a couple’s moment of intimacy as she had.



“Oh my… you two are wise on me,” Faela said, breathing out a soft bashful noise. “What an inordinate and beautiful pairing you are, built like warrior queens, and open with your love? I admit a mighty fascination has formed in me; I could not let you go without a word.” The being which before had all control now appeared sweet and naive. No doubt she had only the vaguest sense of how to conduct herself around humans.



Jade found herself feeling a great curiosity as to what it was like to be a naiad, bound to a place far from all civilization. She and Nicole stared at Faela in silence, considering her and contemplating together. Eventually Nicole leaned down to speak softly into Jade’s ear. “How odd this is… but she is pretty. This isn’t a dream, is it?”



Jade looked to Faela intently, considering quietly for a moment before she spoke. “I’ve never met one like you before. I don’t think either of us have,” she said to her. “It seems a rare thing to meet a fae. We admire your domain. This most beautiful place,” she gestured about them. “Perhaps you would show us it, and we may get to know you?” Nicole smiled at Jade and nodded in agreement.



“Of course! You two will be my guests,” Faela told them with musical delight. There was a pink warmth to her cheeks as she beamed them a cheery grin. “I should be most pleased for an opportunity to show off my domain and power.” She lifted off from the water with a small flash, her bright translucent wings fluttering swiftly as she floated to the shore of the spring, and alighted there. “There is a field through the trees here, where you may lay and dry in the last of the sun,” she said.



“You may need to use your fae powers to conjure us a fire,” Jade said playfully, as she stepped out of the water. The cool air licked against her wet legs, and she shivered some as she cast her gaze to their clothes scattered on the opposite shore.



“The magic of fire is not mine, but I will do you one better,” Faela told her. She merely gestured toward them, and at once, light seemed to spool around them and take the form of an ethereal white dress for either of the lovers. Jade and Nicole beheld each other as they were adorned in this magical and translucent cloth, which seemed thin enough as to be barely present at all, and yet kept them warm and entirely comfortable.



The display of magic impressed them both, and Jade looked to Faela with a sense of budding wonder, imagining what great and mysterious power must exist around a natural spirit like this. She remembered the many stories of fantasy that had immersed her mind through the youth, and the worlds of fairies and elves she explored in dreams. She took Nicole’s hand and walked with her, following Faela through the wood and toward a clearing away from the spring.



Faela fluttered on ahead of them, passing easily over the brush. The light shone from ahead, and as they pushed into the next clearing, they beheld a sizable field of lush grass on rolling uneven ground. A myriad of flowers swayed gently in the late afternoon breeze, and golden light fell on the soft and thick grass.



“All of this is your home?” Jade asked, staring up at Faela as she flew freely above them. The nymph fluttered around with vivacious energy, seeming to whip up a gust that brought a wide mix of floral scents to Jade and Nicole’s noses.



“From the mountains on the side of the stream, to the end of these fields, is my home,” Faela explained. “And all things of the order of this place, be they flourishing critters or plants, are my responsibility.”



“You tend to a beautiful garden,” Nicole commented, stepping out into the field. There was a great serenity there, and with the cold gone from her thoughts, she found herself immersed in the surreal and peaceful beauty of the landscape as evening approached.



“It is of itself, so,” Faela said softly. She flew over the treeline and stared toward the distant horizon, admiring the sun as it rested amidst fluffy golden clouds. Below her, Jade and Nicole settled down on the grass, and spoke softly to each other.



“Do you like her?” Nicole inquired, feeling over Jade’s shoulder and admiring the silken white fabric. It was intricately detailed and impossibly stitched, and the fabric beneath her fingertips reminded her of the reality of their circumstances. “I do not know why we of all humans should meet a fae… or if we shall meet one again,” Nicole said.



Jade peered up at the nymph flying above. She did not feel strong reservation, although the moment was unexpected. Perhaps their earlier activities had left her in an indulging mood, but there was something about the newcomer’s soft form and energetic demeanor that made her appeal to Jade. Her thighs seemed to glow pleasantly in the sunlight, as the two below were afforded a view of them. Where the leather straps bound Faela’s legs, it gently squished against her flesh, resulting in some subtle but pleasant bulging of soft thigh fat.



“She’s attractive. I’m suddenly curious of how much exists in the world that we know nothing of,” Jade said. “Are magical beings such as this all around, content to simply ignore the goings-on of people?”



“Perhaps it is so. I don’t imagine anyone will believe us,” Nicole said. She reached around Jade and embraced her warmly as Faela settled down on the grass near them again.



“You two must admire these lands to travel out far into them. Tell me, does the evening's beauty suit your tastes?” Faela inquired. She fell into a cross-legged seat before them both, watching them with curious attention. There was a subtle dusting of freckles on Faela’s features, and her irises were large, with wide and intent focus. Her hair shone like obsidian and there seemed few strands out of place, and the crown of laurel about her head sparkled as though loosely adorned with gold leaf.



“Oh yes… Here is one of the prettiest places I can recall. Nicole and I like to hike, and often seek to find places unknown to most,” Jade said.



“It is a beautiful human quality, to delight in all the wonder and mystery of the world,” Faela said. She breathed deeply, and a breeze moved through the clearing, playing to their senses with unplaceable floral aromas.


“Is it your magic that makes the air so sweet?” Nicole inquired.



“All life is celebrated in the aromas of the bloom, when upon the wing and wind, the sweet gift of new life is shared amidst all growing things.” Faela poked her finger into the soil, and then retracted it. From the indentation in the earth sprouted a bright and fresh outcropping of green, which grew before their eyes until the stock reached above the tips of the unkempt grass. A bud formed, bulging, and eventually splitting to reveal a small and beautiful flower. Its many white petals were each tinted with a hint of blue, and spiraled into its center.



Jade and Nicole looked on with fascination, their curiosity of the other’s magic growing. So gentle was the fae’s demeanor that she did seem like a flower in nature, and exuded great calm as she relaxed back to let them admire her creation.



Jade touched its leaf with her finger, watching how it caught the light. “Are all your powers so delightful?” She felt a calm warmth in her chest, and found herself watching Faela intently, as though wondering what new sweet magic she would perform for them.



Faela laughed musically. “My power, although strongly manifested, pertains more so to nourishing all that grows. Not often does one like me turn to sorcery for self defense.” She held up her hand aloft, her fingers laxly gesturing across the field, to a moss covered boulder half buried in the earth. At once, great green vines erupted from the soil, wrapping around the stone and heaving it up from its place. It seemed an easy affair for Faela to control the many long plant tendrils, which were able to move the stone easily from its place and set it in another part of the field.



“That is impressive…” Jade said, feeling envious of the magical power of the other, for she had often fantasized of supernatural abilities of her own. The more the fae acted, the more she seemed like a minor deity or demigod of ancient tales. Jade could not help but feel a sense of reverence. “No doubt it is useful to you to be able to conjure extra hands at will,” Jade speculated.



“Quite useful, on occasion,” Faela concurred. “Although I am rarely granted such an opportunity to show off.”



“You don’t have guests very frequently, do you?” Nicole inquired. The fae seemed just as curious about them as they were of her, despite the two humans being wholly unmagical.



“Not often at all. There are other spirits and nymphs in these lands that will visit with me, but our world and the world of humans are generally rather distinct.”



Faela flew over the seated couple, and settled down on the grass beside them. She settled her head between them and draped her arms on either away-facing shoulder, staring out over the rolling wooded hills. “These yet untamed forests are becoming rarer. Your governance protects the lands where we reside, for it is known that spirits will not abide human dominance in all places.”



“Ah…” Jade hummed to herself in consideration. “I regret that people have pushed your kind away, and done so much to harm nature.”



Faela smiled at her intently. “You are of sweet nature. When the two of you approached my spring I wondered if you were truly ordinary, after all. For each of you is built with an excellence of strength that is uncommon among the humans I’ve known.” Faela allowed her fingers to gently explore against Nicole’s bicep. “And so too do you conduct yourselves with certainty, in a way reminiscent of Athena’s enlightened warrioresses of old.” The charm was heavy in Faela’s words, and she brought the two of them together near to her, invitingly drawing both to her form.



“We’re not fighters, but perhaps that doesn’t matter,” Nicole said with a warm chuckle. She flexed for Faela, using the opportunity to show off some herself. “Jade and I keep ourselves well toned. Adventures such as the one that lead us here are a help in that.”



“You are explorers, of a kind,” Faela observed. “But you seek to admire the land, rather than own its wealth.”



Jade laughed pleasantly. “I suppose that is true. To just experience it is enough. Have you needed to fend off this place from conquistadors or something?” she asked teasingly. Faela had no immediate response to that, so Jade continued, “Perhaps your magic would come in hand for that, if you needed to turn your vines against a gold-hungry intruder.”



“There are means to repel the unwanted,” Faela agreed softly. She looked to Jade intently, admiring her features.



They were close now, and Faela had worked herself between them, cuddling against the inner side of the two lovers. Her hand had moved from Nicole’s bicep, and felt instead at her abs through the cloth of the conjured dress. Her gentle touch could be felt easily through the thin fabric as she seemed to tenderly test the firmness of each packet of muscle, and trace the creases between them. Nicole welcomed this touch, and met eyes with Jade, communicating to her with a pleased glance.



Jade looked again to Faela, and reached toward her slowly. She brought the back of her hand near to the fae’s face and, after hesitating to permit the other to withdraw if she chose, let her fingers brush against Faela’s cheek. So divinely smooth was the texture of her skin that she was inordinately pleasant to touch, and Jade stroked her again, feeling along the softness of her jaw, and admiring her like a precious stone. Faela allowed such affections with a gentle cant of her head, turning her cheek to Jade and signally that the other may appreciate her with her hands as she so desired. She seemed open to them, and in each moment, greater intimacy crept into their presence.



“I am glad to know we’re wanted,” Jade said sweetly, dancing her fingertips down Faela’s perfect skin to play against her collar, and run along the silken fabric of the hem of her floral lace toga. Nicole had leaned in, and settled her lips gently against the back of Faela’s neck, embracing her from behind as the fae was turned toward Jade.



“Bold though you are, I confess it,” Faela said to her with a teasing chortle, seeming abashed. Her features glowed with the warmth of her concealed delight as she was taken in between the two women, who closed around Fae’s form and drew her onto their laps. “You who would seek to enjoy such delights of the world in their entirety have earned my want,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around Jade’s form as the three feel into a tight embrace on the ground. The fae was sandwiched between the larger toned form of either woman, and exhaled a deep and pleased noise as the distance was closed, and their bodies shared in comfortable warmth.



Nicole spoke near Faela's ears as she pressed in against the smaller preternatural being. “You want us to claim you? Enjoy you absolutely, in complete indulgent bliss?” Nicole inquired softly. She hummed a bemused noise and spoke again, saying “It seems you’re the real treasure of this place.” The pleasing words made Faela coo out a note of desire, the soft and needy noise revealing her want. Although Nicole spoke Faela looked at Jade, with eyes full of anticipation, and a hint of sweet naivety despite the purported centuries of wisdom she had claimed.



Nicole warmed to the way her dominance was received. Faela seemed such a soft thing, almost fragile in their embrace, and despite the magical power the other possessed, she succumbed gently. Nicole placed her lips against Faela’s ear and kissed her there, letting her warmth rest on the cool skin of Faela’s slightly pointed ear. Faela’s silky black hair was pleasant against her cheek.



In the depths of Faela’s eyes a visible want seemed to sparkle forth, as she looked with open desire toward Jade, and had a delightful expression of aroused anticipation on her features. Jade leaned in and brought her lips near Faela's, watching her eyes to savor every moment of the other’s delight as they met in the kiss. Faela did not move at first but closed the gap with a surprising needfulness, welcoming the passionate advance. Jade knew from the moment that Faela greeted her and Nicole that she desired them, and now sensed a great reserved carnality within the fae. She wondered how rare a delight of this kind must be to this being of the wilderness, who had likely hosted only a few guests over the ages.



With a soft squeeze of her shoulders, Jade pushed into Faela, delighting in the warmth of the kiss. There was a sweetness upon the lips of the nymph, which reminded Jade of huckleberry wine. Jade advanced with her tongue, and Faela’s lips parted further to welcome her. The smooth skin beneath her hands was a delight to feel, and Jade massaged over Faela’s shoulders, eventually returning to her collar and then exploring down over her chest. The softness of the beginning of Faela’s breasts above the tie of her adornment left Jade wanting for more, and she hesitated only for a moment before hooking her fingers underneath the cloth, and beginning to pull it away.



Faela sat upright as the fabric inched down her chest, and allowed her eyes to grow half-lidded as she was made bare, and Jade openly admired her. The nymph’s breasts were plump and perky, with a dusting of freckles upon them. Paler than the rest of her golden hued form, they had a great welcoming softness, and the eat on either was dark and firm. Nicole helped to guide the toga down Faela’s body, and as it gathered up around her haste, it grew translucent, and slipped from reality.



“You are divine,” Jade said softly as she beheld Faela’s body, taking in the detail of her pleasantly soft and lithe build. Now seated nude between them, Faela relaxed back against Nicole’s embrace, and lifted her chest for the admiration of Jade’s eyes and hands. Her touch settled gently down on either breast, and she tenderly worked the mounds of soft flesh beneath her palms. Faela’s drew air through her teeth as that initial stimulation began to tease her senses. As Jade helped herself, Nicole continued to explore Faela with her kisses, planting them softly on the back of her neck, and progressing down the spine to the small of her back.



“You spoil me with sweet words,” Faela said, “and soft doting touch.” She breathed out a deep contented sigh, although there was still tension in her form, as she seemed easily stimulated. Jade took a teat between her fingers and gently rolled it against the pad of her thumb. As Faela’s breath quickened and she gnawed her lip, seeming to strain to withhold the urge to moan or squeal, Jade saw that she was quite a bit more sensitive than her lover. The touch seemed unfamiliar to Faela, although she welcomed it with a posture and expression of clear desire. Jade wondered if her breasts had largely gone untreated throughout whatever sexual encounters she might have had here.



As Nicole slowly guided Faela back, bringing the nymph’s head down along her body to rest in her lap, Jade brought the attention of her lips to her breasts, tenderly brushing them over her right nipple and its areola. Faela let out a small squeak of delight as those soft lips applied such gentle pressure, sending a wave of stimulation through her all the same. She could feel the warmth of each breath from Jade as it moistened her breast, a small amount of spittle leaving the brunette’s lips to gloss over its perky form. Faela turned her head up and back to stare up at Nicole, being treated to an inverted view of the blond woman’s breasts posted above her, still cloaked in that moonlight dress.



With a downward smirk, Nicole took her pointer finger and tugged down between her cleavage, freeing her weighty breasts and dismissing the illusion of the dress entirely. Faela’s eyes rolled back to admire Nicole’s breasts and her abs, relaxing fully into the other’s lap as her dark silken hair settled around Nicole’s thighs and hip. Jade had fallen forward to continue mouth’s work, and bared herself in turn as she laid over Faela’s body. Jade’s nude and toned form now laid securely over Faela, and she pressed the nymph securely into her lover’s lap. Encompassing a teat between her lips, she began to suck the nymph’s breasts, and worked her tongue around her sensitive nipple with accelerating speed and energy.



Faela moaned loudly and unabashedly as the sensation was suddenly much more intense. Her body squirmed and trembled but the two lovers kept her securely in place, seeming pleased with the intense pleasured reactions they were able to coax from her. The nymph was new to them, but this was familiar. Jade and Nicole each delighted in the thought that the nymph would forever remember and crave this evening.



Jade slowly progressed down Faela’s body, her hands continuing to massage the nymph’s breasts as her mouth gently kissed its way down her soft stomach and to her hips. Jade laid her torso between Faela’s legs and stroked her thighs, letting the fae anticipate the delight a moment longer. Nicole pet the nymph’s hair as she held her head in her lap, watching Jade set about her pleasurable task. Faela moaned a heavy note of pure bliss as the warmth of Jade’s lips settled against her sex. Soon after, she felt the muscle of the woman’s mouth work between her inner walls. This was a pleasure she had longed for and rarely experienced, and her legs wrapped around Jade as if to prevent her pulling away. “What is divine, is your skill with your tongue… Women such as you make an art of this that I have never known,” Faela said between heavy gasps. Each moment brought a new wave of sensation as Jade varied the movement of her tongue within the fae, stroking along her inner walls and making thrusting advances followed by soft, dance-like retreats.



“You expect we are rather experienced,” Nicole said, seeming amused by the prospect. “It is not as common as you may imagine that we do something like
 this
 ,” Nicole said. She laughed heartily, squishing Faela’s cheeks between her thighs, and gently scissoring her head.



“Then I’m special,” Faela concluded with cheeks squished in. She closed her eyes and moaned softly as Jade’s tongue moved within her, curling up to stroke along the ceiling of Faela’s passage. It drew a strong reaction from the fae, who convulsed in pleasured spasms while still held securely in place. “Still it is clear you have experience,” she said with a huff, her hands falling behind her head to settle gently against Nicole's rear. The want in her was undisguised now, as her legs were wrapped tightly around Jade’s neck, and she invited Nicole’s intimate closeness with a gentle tug against her.



“Ah,” Jade chuckled. “Yes. And you want some practice of your own, don’t you, little fae?” She sat up, and inched forward until Faela’s face was beneath her. “I am surprised you do not have a host of beautiful guests here. There must be others of your kind, yes? Or is there some shortage of pussy in the lands of fae?” Nicole teased her playfully, and gently lowed herself near to Faela’s lips, allowing her sex to brush against the fae’s lips and nose as she teased her. Her knees settled past Faela’s arms and kept her quite securely pinned.



Faela seemed barely able to reply, as the flush sweltered on her features, and she moaned warmly against Nicole’s hovering sex. “Not this evening…” she replied between groans of pleasure, and extended her tongue to lap needily at Nicole’s slit, straining to reach her while the blond woman’s rear was hovered above, and her weight held up. Faela’s moaning suddenly turned a note higher, and her body reverberated with tension and release. Nicole immediately sat herself down on Faela’s face, smothering the moaning, orgasming nymph beneath her, and filling her agape mouth with the pussy she so desired. Faela moaned into Nicole’s sex, her tongue lapping along either side of her entrance there as Nicole grinded against her face. Although less practiced than Jade, Faela ate Nicole out with intense passionate desire, seeming lost in complete bliss as she was served, and served in turn.



Her orgasm only grew in intensity during those first long moments, and her pleasure seemed so all-encompassing that the nymph was lost to it entirely. It seemed that even her orgasm was beyond the norms of mortals, and the sweet nectar to pulse from her filled Jade with an unbelievable bliss of her own. Jade hungrily licked deep within her, tasting her and delighting in the sensations of Faela’s pussy tensing and relaxing against her tongue, as waves of pleasure were sent through her whole body from there.



For Nicole, the pleasure was just beginning. She treated herself, admiring Faela’s blissful spasms. She gently humped the nymph’s face as her hands settled on her breasts, resting her full weight on the smaller being and firmly handling her perky and sensitive breasts. When at last she lifted up to permit the nymph a moment to breathe, Faela let out a long squeal that confessed her intense pleasure and sensitivity. Jade slowed the movement of her tongue and slowly drew it out from the nymph’s sex, licking around her petals and savoring the taste of her. Both lovers permitted the fae a moment to relax and breathe.



“As wonderful as you imagined?” Nicole inquired down at her, hovering over the nymph’s face and enjoying the warmth of her heavy breathing.



“Oh yes,” Faela replied with an airy gasp. She licked her lips to clean up the spittle and nectar that had been slathered over her face. “You two have claimed my heart and body,” she said softly, planting a small kiss against the underside of Nicole’s inner thigh.



“Ought we use you for our own delight, then?
 Claim you?
 ” she inquired with a teasing allure.



The nymph cooed sweetly, filled with want. “Yes, conquerors… you may claim me as you desire. I desire it too…” she spoke softly with long pauses as she steadied her breathing. “Make a toy of my face, I will delight in pleasing you,” she told Nicole. The nymph’s eyes returned to Jade, who was now planting tender and gentle kisses against Faela’s pussy, thigh, and stomach. She hesitated a moment before inquiring, “Would it please you to take me deeply, with a tool for your thrust? With magic, I’d make it so.”



Jade could not help but smirk as she brought her lips away from Faela’s slit and met her gaze. She knew precisely what the nymph referenced. “Your magic can create a strap-on, just like that? It’s a funny variety of magic that you have.”



Faela blushed deeply, although her features were mostly hidden beneath Nicole’s hovering form. The woman above seemed eager to claim what was offered, but watched Jade with interest, wondering what the fae would conjure for their pleasure. “It can do so. The projection would enter you, and you could use it on me,” she said, twirling a finger in the air as a glue-tinted light seemed to spark from her fingers. “With your permission,” she said.



Jade couldn’t help but be fascinated. She had used and taken a strap with Nicole, and was more than eager to experience the fae’s way of doing it. “Go ahead then,” she said, sitting upright and spreading her legs in anticipation of the magic augment. Faela’s energy took on the appearance of a blue-tinted bright smoke, and it grew more dense formed in the air, and flowed toward Jade’s sex. The magic took on a physical form there, and she felt it growing firm within her, like a dildo meant for two women. Jade groaned with pleasure as she felt the magic attachment fill her in the most perfect and desirable way. Even when fully manifested, it had a softness and flexibility to it. It extended seven inches beyond her groin, and had a mostly featureless phallic shape.



“Now that does look fun,” Nicole commented. “I don’t suppose humans can learn this magic,” she said with a sultry chuckle.



Jade gently stroked the magic strap-on (although it had no strap) and hummed with strong approval at the sensations it created within her. It seemed made for the shape of her, and she knew every thrust would be pleasurable. She grinned at Faela, rising to her knees and taking hold of the nymph’s thighs as she got into position. “Do you need more time?” she inquired sweetly as the head of the magic dildo pressed gently against her sex.



Faela suppressed a small squeal as it nudged her, still sensitive from the recent climax. “I’m ready,” she said assuredly all the same. The desire and anticipation she felt was immense, and in that moment she wanted nothing more than for the two women to enjoy her fully.



Nicole immediately rested her full weight back against Faela’s face, smothering the nymph beneath her sex and working her hips back and forth. She kept her sex securely to the nymph’s lips and invited her in, rocking her hips as the fae began to eat her out. Her stomach arched up, and Jade hoisted Faela’s thighs up around either side of her to attain the best angle for her thrust.



Jade pressed in with the head of the tool, its form bending slightly as it was softer than other materials like silicone which she was familiar with. She had expected to coax a large reaction out of Faela when she penetrated her, but was surprised by the intense wave of physical pleasure that she felt as the head of it slid within, and she slowly worked it deeper into Faela’s sex. It felt terrific to penetrate her, and Jade felt a sudden drive to thrust hard and fast, and fuck Faela with the intensity she herself wanted to be fucked, since it seemed that the magical toy would let them share in the pleasure. She showed restraint at first, however, hearing the already powerful moans and groans coming from Faela’s smothered face when only a few inches of the magic phallus had been inserted.



“Feels good?” Nicole inquired, knowing that expression of bliss upon Jade’s features well. She gently twisted one of Faela’s nipples in her touch, seeming to delight in the overstimulated moans of pleasure that the nymph squealed out into her pussy even as she worked her tongue for the above woman’s bliss. The moan Jade worked her, the more Faela squirmed and worked her tongue deeply within.



“We’ve got to get us one of these,” Jade said, beginning a slow and blissful rhythm as she advanced all the way into the depths of Faela, and then slowly withdrew. To her, it felt almost as though she was truly entering the nymph’s form with her own flesh, and she could sense all the subtle movements of Faela within.



Nicole humped Faela’s face, greedily working her sex against the nymph’s tongue with clear delight. A large grin was upon her features as she could sense the fae was absolutely bowled over by bliss. Jade’s pace quickened, and soon, she gave into that urge to truly fuck Faela hard, for she could sense that although the fae was easily pleasured, she ceaselessly desired more. Jade began to work the magic dildo rapidly back and forth within the nymph, moving with powerful fluid motions and a rhythm that was always steadily increasing in pace.



Nicole sat up from Faela suddenly, groaning tensely as she seemed to resist a powerful and surprising wave of pleasure, straining against the urge to orgasm so quickly. She scooted back from Faela’s and took a moment to breath while Jade continued to thrust faster and faster. Now unmuffled, Faela’s squeals of total bliss and delight echoed loudly through the clearing, disrupting the peaceful quiet of the evening.



“I want one too,” Nicole announced. “Turn her around, Jade,”


Jade slowed her thrusting, breathing heavily as she had seemed totally immersed in the pure shared pleasure of fucking the fae’s pussy. She reached around Faela’s hip and helped her to turn around, to be stomach-down and extended between them. Nicole opened her legs invitingly for Faela, seeming intent on having a double-sided dildo of her own, so that she could pleasure herself while working it deep down the nymphs throat.



Faela’s eyes were filled with desire but she did not speak in the moment. Her wings began to flutter rapidly, and she rose from the ground, hovering just a few feet up as Jade retained hold around her legs.



“Oh~ she thinks we’ll thrust better like this,” Jade said a bemused and teasing note. She rose with Faela, standing and positioning herself behind the Fae who fluttered easily between them. Faela gestured, and again the magic manifested, penetrating Nicole and securing itself between her legs as it took the form of a double sided dildo. It had barely appeared before Nicole thrusted it between Faela’s lips, filling her mouth with the head of it.



“Fuck, that is good,” Nicole agreed with wonder on her features. She could experience all of the delight of the feeling of Faela’s mouth and throat through the conjured dick surrogate, which seemed to express and convey every subtle sensation. She grinned down at Faela, who now fluttered in a spitroast between them, penetrated on either end by the magic-dildo equipped lovers. Even without the support of the nymph’s gently fluttering wings they were able to hold her easily between them. Nicole and Jade looked at each other with intense passion, ready to give the nymph between them the fucking of her extended life.



The two fell into a fast and powerful rhythm, their pace just slightly varied, so that sometimes one advanced as the other pulled away, and sometimes they advanced together, and thrusted their magic tools into Faela with vivacious energy. The nymph’s wings fluttered ecstatically, and she moaned out her enjoyment around the magic dildo in her mouth and throat. Jade worked her hips forward until they collided with the nymph’s soft rear, the dildo pressing deep within them both.



Faela’s crown of laurel’s fell from her head, but Nicole caught it reflexively. She stuffed the leaves back into the silken hair of the nymph, and held her head securely as she thrusted deeply into her throat. Faela’s lips met Nicole’s pussy at the midpoint of the conjured double-sided dildo, and were pressed up against Nicole’s sex as the dominant blonde deepthroated her. The nymph was taken by orgasm again, and her eyes rolled back as she relaxed herself between the two, swallowed by the sensations of being fucked and dominated from either end. She wholly relaxed her body as Jade and Nicole continued to support her, aided by the light fluttering of the fae’s translucent wings. She squirted out around Jade’s dildo as she came, and her inner walls clamped against it. Jade only hastened and deepened her thrusting as the nymph began to climax again, sending her over the wall with pleasure with each deep and filling advance. Meanwhile, Nicole pressed down Faela’s throat with her own magic strap, smirking with delight at the way Faela ground and gurgled with her throat filled, entirely taken by bliss.



Jade had brought Faela’s ass securely against her crotch as she embedded that dildo deeply within her, finishing with raw desire as she felt the nymph’s orgasm. Satisfied, she gently pulled out, and allowed the fae’s legs to settle down, even while Nicole continued to please herself by swabbing her throat. As Faela was slowly regaining her senses, she looked up at Nicole with intense appreciation and lust, appearing perfectly content to be used by her. She drooled hungrily with the dildo far past her lips, and slurped at the sweetness of Nicole’s own nectar. Finally Nicole slowly withdrew the dildo from Faela’s throat, and permitted her the chance to breathe.


Faela fell into a seat on the grass, staring up at the two lovers with clear admiration. Their conjured tools faded away, and they stood over her, seeming proud of their work. Nicole’s was drenched with sweat and her abs glistened in the dim, and Jade soon stood against her, posed over the nymph as they began to make out. Faela found herself between and underneath the two as they enjoyed each other, Nicole’s hand falling to stroke the nymph’s face. Soon they settled down beside her on the grass, and looked to her with affection as the nymph’s breath was beginning to steady.



“My my. You enjoyed that as much as we did, I take it?” Jade inquired, leaning in to give Faela a kiss on the cheek.



“Not in all my ages have I been treated like that,” Faela said with clear wonder and bliss. She lay her arms around them again and drew them back to lay beside her on the grass, and they swiftly cuddled her into a warm sandwich. The breeze was pleasant as it cooled their sweaty skin, but they soon came to appreciate the warmth of each other. “You will return to me, won’t you?” Faela inquired, reaching up to twirl a piece of Jade’s brunette hair.



“Of course,” Jade told her with an eager nod. “I half expected you to be gone forever after this moment… as fleeting as a truly good dream. You will be here if we come again?”



Faela planted a small kiss on Jade’s nose, and then turned, and kissed Nicole there as well. “I will always be here. Just keep my secret safe,” she said warmly.



Jade chortled at her pleasantly. “We will do so.”



Nicole stroked Faela's side as she wrapped her between them, and brought their bodies in close and snug. “We have a wanderlust in us… the beauty here will call us again,” she promised tenderly.



Faela giggled at them, entangling her legs with Jade and pressing her rear in against Nicole’s hips. “You have a lust for adventure, and a fae lust, too,” she said sweetly. “I know we’ll meet again.”



The light of a golden crescent moon began to form in the sky as the dim encroached, and soon, a myriad of bright stars filled the sky, as clear and numerous as they had ever been. The three of them laid together, laughing and speaking softly of sweet wonders unknown.
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