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The centaur dame Taria and her human squire Kel have arrived at the grand city of Pelna, where they will prepare for the coming tournament and begin to plan for their life together following it. Although initially hesitant, Taria is convinced to attend a dance and soon finds herself enjoying the city’s high energy and party lifestyle.







But such things leave a person exhausted, and Taria finds herself enthralled by Kel’s dress and dancing as she explores a feminine side of her that was previously untouched. The two soon abscond to a place where they can have privacy, and engage in a night of hard, unrestrained love-making in the third book of
 Squireing for a Futa Centaur Dame
 by Alison Osias.
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Ancient markings and inscriptions adorned Pelna’s walls from the bleached sand at its base to the refurbished battlements at its height of nearly thirty yards. Those who had founded the city marked their souls upon the rock, writing stories and poetry to immortalize the people who first crossed the desert and established themselves here in this hostile place. The desert is want to wash all things away, but Pelna would stand forever. All those that entered the city would know the monumental stone walls to be a signal of hope, rather than something foreboding. The city meant life, and it was no easy task to reach this place from the southern lands.



The river divided the city in two, as life naturally clung to the water, and a fortified portcullis guarded the flow’s entry into this stronghold of life. From the height of the front-most wall one could see just over ten miles to the horizon. The south gave way to white dunes and crumbling rock, but to the north there was a hint of green as a the Meran finally split to form a wide delta to feed into the Sea of Lust.



A guard standing upon the wall might look down and see the steady flow of thirsty travelers making their way into the city. Many who were displaced by the raiding parties in the south simply followed the river, trusting that it would lead them to eventual salvation. It was an arduous journey, but they counted themselves fortunate that their arrival was welcomed.



Kel rode Taria as they approached the city, holding her centaur companion tightly around the waist and watching, always attentively, for the first sign of danger. They had not traversed along the Meran, as the war-torn refugees that also traveled along the water would not have differentiated Taria from the centaur raiders that had destroyed their lives. Instead, the centaur dame and her newfound squire had gone west through a raider encampment, and then clung to wells and ruins as they made way steadily northward.



“They don’t seem all that concerned about us.” Kel leaned forward to speak softly into Taria’s ear, casting a glance at both civilian and armed guardsman as the two passed into the city. Pelna was known to welcome people of all races, but Taria knew there would be some that would not forgive her for the actions of her kind. At least she appeared unlike the savage centaur clanspeople that had initiated the short siege and subsequent raids. Unlike them, Taria wore armor styled after the eastern knights and kept her hair in a modern braid. A human rider sat upon her back to dispel any further doubts as to her allegiance; no tribal centaur would abide such an insult.



“More concerned with rest and water,” Taria replied in a soft and sympathetic tone. With fortune, the weary new arrivals would find no shortage of either. Now that the enemy had begun to withdraw and Pelna was no longer vulnerable to siege, the city lords were eager to see the return of commerce.



They had entered the city on the west side of the river, through one of the front facing twin gates. Here a market had been hastily erected to meet the needs of the new arrivals. The most grand of festivities and trade would occur to the northernmost regions of the city, nearer to the ports, but Pelna ran over ten miles along the Meran before reaching the ocean, and Taria’s legs were reluctant to carry her an inch further than they needed to, tired as they were.



“Know where you might be able to rent a stable or something?” Kel inquired.



“There are a few places we can try. Let’s get some food and drink first.” Taria gravitated over toward a food stall just past the gate, approaching uneasily as she joined the queue. Here a merchant adorned flat bread with servings of stew composed of sweet cutlets of lamb meat and steamed vegetables, providing a loaned wooden bowl to accompany the meal. Kel dismounted and dusted herself off before ordering for herself and her centaur companion. She thanked the merchant graciously as she paid for two meals and, as an afterthought, a bottle of dark Pelna wine.



“I did fear they wouldn’t serve us,” Taria said as Kel came alongside her and the two walked away from the crowd. Taria held the wine and one of the meals so that Kel could climb up onto her equine back, and began to search for a place where the two could eat.



“He hardly noticed you. Actually, most of the eyes I catch on you are curious, rather than concerned.” Kel was trying to be positive, but she had indeed noted less hostility than she feared.



Taria exhaled softly through her nose, her uncertainty and unease clear. But as she breathed in she was graced with the sweet scent of the hot food, and found herself relaxing almost immediately. “I hope that’s true. I don’t mind curiosity…”



Kel snickered at her cheerily, giving her a small kick on the haunch. “I couldn’t have guessed you’d like attention! How many tournaments have you won?”



“I don’t do it for attention,” Taria claimed, amused but defensive. She trotted up toward some old stone tables that had been set out in front of an old tavern.



“Not for money, either? You don’t seem all that inclined to live in luxury.”



“Luxury makes me soft. Let me win the Grand Pelna Tournament, and then we can live in luxury for the rest of our lives.”



Kel settled her hands upon Taria’s shoulders, resting them between the centaur’s pauldrons and neck and allowing them to tiredly dangle down the dame’s armored torso. “That would be a sweet thing. I can rarely recall seeing you relax, let along subject yourself to some girly pampering. You are long overdue.”



“I can hardly imagine it.” Taria retorted. “I can’t recall letting anyone but you touch me in years. I should just like to find a nice isolated place in the mountains. Somewhere with a view. I’d only need you to look out for me.”



“But first we gotta train, hm?” Kel gently massaged Taria’s neck, although she could not access much of the centaur with the armor on. “But that can wait for tomorrow. Let’s eat up - and then find something fun to do! Gotta get into the rhythm of things here and shed those nerves. Kel leaned forward on Taria’s back to plant a small kiss upon her cheek, and then slid off of her body.



“I do not expect they will leave me entirely.” Taria moved to set her meal and the wine upon the stone table, and laid herself down onto the tiled street side to be level with Kel when the human sat. She was grateful for the chance to rest her equine legs. Kel, on the other hand, had done far too much sitting these last few days, and had to take a moment to stretch.



“No, it’s part of your character. But let’s work the tension out of your muscles, at least, so that you can go into this on the right foot.” The human woman touched her toes with a small grunt from the effort of it, and plopped energetically into her chair. She quickly set into her food, picking a plump red pepper out from the bowl and biting into it with a noisy crunch.



“What should we do then?” Taria inquired. “I suppose there will be some sort of party going on around here.”



“A dance, maybe,” Kel suggested, gesturing at Taria thoughtfully with what remained of the pepper. Taria snorted at her derisively, but Kel was quick to pursue the idea. “I should like to dress you up in something fancy. And no one is going to see you as a danger if you’re dressed up in some sweet Pelna noblesdress.”



“I have not danced once in my life. It is not something centaurs do.”



“Are you now guided by the culture of your people? When it comes to dancing, but nothing else? A
 dame
 can dance.”



Taria grimaced lightly. “It would be fun to go. Surely I can just sort of… sway.”



“Exactly. If you want to, we can just hang out where the snacks are or something, too.” She smiled warmly at Taria and reached to retrieve the bottle of wine and pop it open.



“We’ll find somewhere fun to go. I can… recall a place I had wanted to visit when I first came here.”



Kel was fully aware that Taria did feel some desire to dance and conduct herself in a feminine way, to experience some of the youthful and joyous flare of the festivities. But while you could lead a centaur to the party, you couldn’t make her dance.
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“It’s not that it doesn’t fit well, it just…” Taria’s uncertain voice came from the other side of the fitting room door. “It’s just odd. It feels too snug against me. Too revealing of my shape.”



“I’ve seen your titties before!” Kel said, her voice loud and enthusiastic. The tailor cast an amused glance over that direction from their desk. “Don’t worry about it! Don’t you want to see mine?”



“Your titties?”



Kel snerked noisy. “My dress!”


“Oh! Yes. Just… give me a moment.” A shuffling noise was heard as Taria made some last adjustments and shyly prepared for the reveal.



Kel had dressed herself in a silky black dress that clung to her form tightly and showed off her cleavage. For the first time in years she’d opted to wear a bra, and the support it offered her breasts was particularly helpful in making them appear slightly more substantial than they were. She was eager to show off, but even more eager to see what Taria’s outfit would look like. She had never so much as seen a centaur in a dress, or truly any regal clothing. She pushed herself back from the door and let it swing open as Taria came out.



The centaur dame wore a fabulous white dress complete with pattern lace sleeves on her humanoid torso, and an elegant gold-trimmed frill along the hem of the portion of the dress that draped over her equine body. Golden floral patterns trailed along the white fabric along her side, spiraling in an elegant manner as guiding by the wind. The dress hung less tightly over the equine portion of her body, obscuring her legs and hanging loosely enough for her to easily walk in. The upper half of the dress, however, clung tightly to her form as Kel’s did. Although it had no window of presented cleavage and reached her neck amidst gold and white frills, the shape of her large breasts was easily discernible through the thin white cloth.



Kel gasped softly, looking over her centaur lover with wide and ecstatic eyes. She had never seen Taria presented in such an elegant and feminine way. She seemed to glow, her pale blonde hair accentuated by a white ribbon tie and three small golden lilies over her ear. They beheld each other for a short moment, immediately succumbing to impassioned thoughts.



“So beautiful!” Kel exclaimed, unable to find a more complex compliment in that moment, stunned as she was.



“And you! The makeup looks very good.”



Kel’s eyes had been lightly touched up with mascara and black eyeshadow, and she had also applied a red lipstick to suit her black dress. She found it hard to resist the urge to lick her lips. Taria had opted to apply a small dash of golden eyeliner for herself, but otherwise expended little time touching up her face, as the evening was already upon them.



Moving forward rather swiftly, Kel touched Taria’s side and felt at the fabric for a short moment, reveling in the smoothness of it. And it was so clean! Kel and Taria had been on the road for a while and both had been due for the bath. Thankfully, they were able to find a place to wash up with some privacy that accommodated centaurs. The tailor’s shop had not been far from there.



The centaur dame secured her hands under Kel’s arms and lifted her effortlessly, bringing the smaller woman up to face level to draw her in for a kiss. Kel let out a playful little squee as she was lifted, and secured her bright red lips upon Taria’s firmly. Finally, they could relax and spend an evening together without the stress and peril of the journey that preceded their arrival. There was only a layer of smooth and thin fabric between Taria’s plump breasts and Kel’s mostly exposed chest, and the human leaned into the embrace, feeling the warmth of the dame’s bosom. When they parted, Kel saw that her kiss had left a red mark on Taria’s lips.



Kel contemplated it then, that big question and sacred word. She didn’t want to say it lightly, but it came to her lips so easily. “I love you,” she said softly, supporting herself against Taria’s front with her arms upon the dame’s shoulders. Taria’s eyes widened, but she immediately smiled with such warmth and affection that any uncertainty Kel clung to in that moment was immediately dispelled.



“I love you too.” She gently set Kel down afore herself, only so that the human woman could clamber back up onto her. For a moment they were silent, and Taria made way to the counter to complete their purchase. Only once they’d left the store did Taria speak again, her equine legs carrying them down the road toward the party. “Wasn’t something I thought I’d ever say. Not after I left my family.” Taria wiggled her jaw lightly, her face flush and her tone uncertain.



Leaning against Taria’s back, Kel moved her hands along the smooth fabric of the dress as she secured her arms around the centaur dame’s stomach, and held her close. “I’m glad you can now,” she said, her words a soft acceptance of Taria’s confession. She knew what it was like to give up on everyone, and how alleviating it could be to finally share yourself with someone once again. Like Taria, Kel had left her family behind. Now the journey, and the grand task ahead, unified them as lovers; they had only each other. It was hard not to fall deeply.



The city of Pelna seemed to gradually become grander as they progressed north along the river. The furnishings looked newer, the buildings larger, and the streets were better kept. As the Meran split into a delta just before reaching the ocean, the city was also divided. To the east, magi had gathered and established guilds and orders to further their practice. As the sun set, this section of the city would become wreathed in the arcane glow of thousands of magelights, drawing the common folk like gnats to the magic-enhanced festivities.



Kel and Taria move with the crowds, speaking giddily to each other in response to each passing wonder. They witnessed many individuals of races from all over the world, from giants lumbering carefully along the roadside to faeries hastily darting about, often between the legs of other citizens. It was easier for Taria to relax now that she observed so many other kinds living in apparent harmony. She even saw other centaurs wearing dresses and robes.



Their destination was a feast and dance hall near the center of the city. It’d been established near the archmage’s mansion and several buildings where housing and nightly rooms were offered. Taria climbs the granite stairs to the main entrance, and Kel dismounts from her equine back so that they could walk in together side by side. Taria had no issue with being seen with a rider of course, but she expected this would be better suited for the formality of the event. It must be evident to the other attendants that Taria was, in fact, Kel’s date and not just her mount. They needed pay to enter, but Taria still had a significant amount of coin from her previous take.



“It’s absolutely gorgeous here,” Kel looked with wide eyes at the immense splendor of the dance hall. It was a wide open chamber with marble floors, and ornate balconies overlooking it from several yards above. She could see a large spiral staircase at the far end of the chamber, and large banquets of food presented on either side of the dance hall, along with tables to dine.



The two of them hurriedly made way inside, clearing past the entrance so as to not stand in the path of the steady influx of people. Taria gravitated toward the food and Kel offered no protest there. The smell that radiated from those tables was absolutely divine, and both of them were plenty hungry despite their earlier meal; dancing could wait.



Set out on the white tablecloth was a large variety of dishes. A rack of barbecued mutton cutlets were presented on a self-heating that used magic to preserve the food’s temperature and freshness. Sweet fruits and tangy vegetables were assorted on a large plate, with skewer sticks available nearby so that people could assemble their own shish kabobs and eat without dirtying their hands or dealing with the hassle of a plate.



“Goddess,” Kel exclaimed softly. “This all looks great. I’m going to eat myself sick.”



Taria laughed at her cheerily. “Pace yourself, we’ve got all night!”



“We’ve got to dance too, huh? Or at least hang out on the floor.” Kel looked over to the musician’s near the staircase at the end of the chamber, where arcane crystals projected a beautiful assortment of light over the dancing crowd. This was hardly a regal ball as she had envisioned, but rather a party enhanced with the splendor of wealth and magic.



“I’ll dance,” Taria promised her as she began to take her pick of the offered food.



Kel took up a wooden poker and began to jab it into vegetables, hastily adorning the stick end to end with all sorts of delicious looking treats, the names of which she did not know. “This place has everything. Makes me wonder why I ever left.”



“Oh?” Taria inquired.



“I mean, other than getting fired and told to not show my face here again. And money. Could hardly go to something like this back then.”



“Ah - yes. Well we shall enjoy the splendor. Even if I do not win the coming tournament, I think we have both earned a bit of splurging.” They had not truly addressed their specific financial plans, in either instance.



Taria cast her gaze around the dance hall as she and Kel ate together, idly speaking of the various dishes offered and which tasted the best. She resisted the urge to fill up on mutton ribs immediately, as they were a delight by themselves. “It is good to not be the center of attention here,” she said.



“Enjoy it while it lasts! Soon you’ll be a champion!” Kel replied cheerily. She knew that Taria was actually referring to her status as a centaur, but she wanted to help the dame keep her mind on the future ahead, rather than the anxiety she now experienced.



“I can not name all the races here. Elves, giants, faeries. I think I saw a mermaid being carried in a water tank.”



“I saw that too!” Kel said, laughing cheerily as she again scanned the hall. “You may want watch where you trot, there are smaller people about underfoot.”



“Goodness. What a startling thought,” Taria said, grimacing and looking down at her hooves where they rested on the marble tile. Anything under her was easily obscured by her hanging white dress. She dreaded to imagine someone finding themselves scurrying beneath her. Not only would they be in danger of getting trodden over, if they looked up they’d have a clear view of her massive hanging horsecock.



“I figure they’re pretty careful about that. I feel small enough as it is, and I’m over five feet tall!” Kel said proudly, standing at her full height.



“The city functions well. A testament to the potential cooperation between people brings.” Taria was encouraged by what they had seen so far. This may be her home for years, even if she wanted to eventually leave the bustling city behind and settle down somewhere to relax. Kel was a companion she could find comfort in, knowing that the young human woman would be content to travel or settle in any place, so long as they were together. She looked over Kel with clear appreciation in her eyes, observing the woman’s beauty as it was now exemplified by the feminine dress and makeup.



“I suppose we ought to get onto the floor, then?” Taria inquired, gesturing with one of her front hooves toward where people danced.



“Yes!” Kel immediately replied with enthusiasm. She quickly nibbled down the rest of the food on her shish kabob and headed that way at Taria’s side.



The group of musicians stood on an elevated platform at the end of the chamber, playing upbeat music that matched the rapidly flowing colors and lights that washed over the dancing partygoers. Their dances varied greatly, some seeming practiced and in rhythm to the song, and others more casual. The ecstatic flailing of arms and joyous movement of feet soon aided Taria to relax, and one of her hooves began to tap to the song’s beat almost involuntarily was she was among the crowd.



Some move aside to give Taria space, staying clear of her hooves, but no one challenged or even blatantly noticed her approach. Kel moved enthusiastically to Taria and reached up to take her hands. When they stood front to front, Kel’s face only barely reached Taria’s stomach. The joy in Kel’s expression was immense, and the fluttering color of the arcane lights flashed across her eyes.



“I don’t know what to do!” Taria said, leaning down slightly to whisper-shout to Kel.



“It’s fine! Just move your body.” Kel did a little wiggling dance move, shimmying her hands up at down at her sides as her feet slid back and forth on the tile. Like many of the other guests, Kel danced in an unpracticed and lighthearted manner.



Taria gave it her best effort, moving the equine portion of her body back and forth as her humanoid torso mimicked Kel’s with a shimmying hand gesture. She immediately felt silly, but the joy upon her squire’s features seemed so immense and genuine that she couldn’t help but enjoy herself. The movement made her rather attentive to the stiffness her legs had retained, but she figured she could go for a few minutes of dancing all the same.



The centaur dame had known this place, when she was younger. The dances she so desired to partake in, in those days, had been ones of regal etiquette and divine elegance. She had fantasized of being adorned as a princess was, and desired by all manner of suitor. Her vision had not come true as she imagined it, precisely, but she found herself happier with this reality than the fantasy she had once known. She was strong, rather than girlish, and had earned her place here among the elite by merit and skill. Her admirer was not an uppity nobleborn woman, but just as beautiful in Taria’s eyes.



The two dance together for a few songs, trying out all manner of playful move. Taria mimics the dancing style of another centaur, albeit at a slower and more clumsy pace. She crosses her equine legs and taps her hooves against the marble floor, rotating slowly with Kel as they allow themselves to become lost in the joy of the music. Soon she found herself blind to all but Kel, and entirely without self-conscious reservation as she playfully moved. It was a pastime she’d need to get used to, but one she already could enjoy.



Kel breaks a sweat sooner than Taria does, the exposed portion of her cleavage glistening after a third of an hour had passed. She had gotten creative with her dance, trying out some complex maneuvers and a few spins with Taria’s aid. Eventually she slumped against the centaur dame’s stomach and swayed with her tiredly, cuddling against the smooth fabric of Taria’s dress.



Taria ran her hand through Kel’s tousled hair, moving it back out of the human squire’s face. “Shall we find a place to stay for the evening?”



“We ought to!” Kel said, conceding her exhaustion. “You mentioned there were some places you can check?”



“Yeah, a stable near here. But I should like to find us a comfier place in these coming days. There are houses for centaur’s, too.”



The two of them made way off of the dancefloor and, after a quick detour to the buffet, made for the halls exit. By now the stars illuminated the clear sky, and magelights had ignited to life along the streets.



“You’ll be able to buy a small palace if you win the tournament,” Kel said, her tone encouraging.



“And if I do not?” Taria inquired, uncertainty in her tone as she clopped down the marble stairs.



“So long as you’re comfy, I will be comfy.” Kel’s voice was simple in its assured confidence, the affection behind her words evident. Taria was anxious, but in that moment she felt resolute in her purpose. She would engage the challenge with all that she had, knowing that win or lose, the true prize was already hers.
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They entered the stable amidst gleeful laughter, moving inside hastily and closing the door behind themselves. Like the stable in the city they’d met, this one was clean and cozy, but designed to house a horse or centaur without any particular luxury. Several large stalls lined either side of the building, with some tools set to the side between them and room enough to walk from one end to the other. Taria drank deeply from the bottle of wine they’d earlier purchased, before passing it back to Kel with a gleeful sigh. “Not so bad! Cozy here, I think.” she said, trotting up toward the nearest stall door and taking a look inside.



This room had been prepared for her in a manner similar to an inn, with a large hay-stuffed mattress and a small writing desk set beside it. The familiarity of the calm place resonated with Taria and drew her in, though she was not ready to sleep. She looked around for a torch or lantern and soon found a large magelight bound in a mess of iron, that was suspending from the ceiling just out of reach to provide heat and light. She clapped sharply to activate it, and heaved a contented sigh.



“I like it,” Kel said. “Glad we’re not sharing it with horses, though.”



“Aye, I’d not want to take a room with them about. Tend to pay to rent the whole stable when I can.”



Kel took a last sip from the bottle of wine and reached out to set it on the dividing wall between Taria’s stall and the empty one adjacent to it. She smiled at the back of Taria’s head, eyes glimmering with amusement, and spoke rather unabashedly.



“But how are we to fuck?”



Taria whinnied, surprised, and then laughed heartily. “Well! I don’t know. You could just sort of get under me.”



“That’s fine and dandy for when I’m sucking your dick, but I’d like to be fucked. I’m all dolled up! I want you to mess me up a little.” Kel said, gesturing at herself with exaggerated elegance, despite the crude nature of her words.



Aflush, Taria stammered slightly as she tried to think of a solution. “I suppose I could strap you to my belly again.”



Kel pondered it, sliding off of Taria and casting a glance back into the communal area of the stable. “Well there’s no room for you to ride in here. And that only really works if you like, run.” Kel said, doing some little hops to explain, by way of showing, how Taria’s gallop would force Kel’s body down over her massive equine cock.



“Well is there something about we can prop you up on?” Taria inquired, trying to sound as suave and carefree as Kel did about sex, though the topic was still not easy for her to verbalize.



Kel looked around, and immediately spotted a hitching post set out in front of one of the stalls. The smooth log was suspended by two supporting beams on either side that approached the ground at an angle, forming a stable triangle. It’s height, Kel was quick to notice, was just right to put her level with Taria’s cock. “Look at that! Should work fine.”



“Oh! That’d work. Might not be all that comfy for you.”



“We’ll make it work! I think it’ll be fine.” Kel said, whipping back around to look at Taria. “Let’s get you out of that!”



Kel aided Taria in removing the elegant white dress, undoing the lace ties that held it in place at the human portion of the centaur’s back, and then pulling the equine half of the dress up and off her. She was careful to lay the dress out on the bed, so that they could find a proper place for it later.



“That’s better.” Kel playfully approached Taria once the centaur was nude, and stood on her tippy-toes to rest her face between the centaur’s plump breasts, inhaling deeply. “Was looking forward to seeing these again.”



“Has it truly been so long?” Taria asked, giggling at Kel’s flirtatious manner as the human reached up and squeezed each of her tits. The human playfully bounced each handful of breast, slapping them against her own face and smothering her head between them with clear joy.



“Speaking of too long,” Kel said, with sudden and vivacious energy. She bolted away from Taria and out into the communal area of the stables.



“Was that about waiting for sex, or was it a cock joke?” Taria asked, departing from the stable after her squire with clear amusement in her tone.



“It’s both!” Running her hand over the smooth log of the hitching post, Kel walked alongside it and glanced around once more for any manner of rope or strap, noting some that had been set aside with the tools at the end of the barn. “I think this’ll be fine! How about you tie me on there, sorta strap my legs to either of the uh, support beams there. And that should keep me spread and stationary for you.”



Taria watched as Kel rushed over enthusiastically to retrieve the straps that would be used to bind her. Her cock tensed slightly where it hung beneath her equine belly as arousal began to take its effect. Seeing Kel so eager to take her massive cock stirred something in Taria, and she’d been teased the whole evening by her squire’s sexually exciting outfit. Kel’s beauty on the dance floor had been something Taria had never witnessed from her, and she was eager for the sweet release of intimacy now that they were secure at their destination. She worried her massive length might hurt Kel, but the human had seemed to recover well enough from hanging from her belly and riding her cock at full gallop as they escaped the centaur raiders.



“You’ve been being such a good squire. You’re due for a reward,” Taria said. She moved forward to stand near the hitching post and judge what the motion of her thrust might be. Standing at her full height while fucking Kel would make it much easier to send her length into the human’s girls pussy or ass with consistent and powerful strokes.



“I’ve hardly done anything yet! But I should like to make sure your head is clear for training tomorrow, ya?” Kel hastily returned with the straps, grinning cheerily at Taria all the while. “Wouldn’t want any distractions making things… harder than they need to be.” The human gave Taria a glance over, her eyes both knowing and teasing.



Taria helped Kel onto the hitching post, positioning her so that her rear rested at one end, and her legs hung down along the support planks. She tightened the straps around Kel’s thighs, pulling them taught to ascertain the human would be well restrained for the pounding ahead. Just as she had pictured, Kel was left perfectly placed for Taria to mount her. The tight black dress that Kel wore clung tightly to the shape of her ass, and the lower hem barely left her covered.



“I suppose there is more than one way to practice my thrust.” Taria moved around behind Kel and settled her hands upon the squire’s ass, feeling the smooth silky fabric of the black dress as the human laid on a level just beneath the centaur dame’s equine breast. Kel laughed giddily and with evident excitement. “Are you comfortable?” Taria inquired, running her hands along Kel’s back in a gentle massaging motion.



“I’m just fine!” Kel sounded rather confident, as though any concern she had about taking Taria’s massive cock only added to her arousal. Like Taria, Kel was adventurous in nature and always interested in pushing herself.



Taria curled her fingers under the hem of Kel’s dress and lifted it, exposing her pale ass and panties. She gave each of the squire’s buttcheeks a firm squeeze, finding herself absolutely enthralled with the way this position presented both pussy and ass so eagerly to Taria’s cock.



Slowly walking forward, Taria came to stand over Kel and the hitching post. Kel’s back rubbed against Taria’s equine belly as the squire disappeared under the centaur dame.



“Are you comfortable down there? I’d not want to put my full weight on you.”



“I’m okay! It’s a bit snug, but I like it.”



Experimentally moving herself forward in a test-thrust, Taria felt her now fully-erect equine cock press firmly against the soft fabric of Kel’s panties. The squire moaned sharply as the flared cockhead nudged against her with only a thin layer of fabric separating it from her waiting sex.



“That’s just right.” Taria cock was absolutely rigid as she was filled with waves of anticipation. Every instinct told her to thrust forward and fill Kel with her full length. Instead she slowly backed up until she was able to reach Kel’s panties and pull them away, patiently tugging them down to the squire’s thighs before moving forward once again.



“Are you… ready?” Taria inquired, her voice unsteady as her cockhead now pressed against Kel’s exposed pussy, sending a shudder through the centaur dame. She could feel the waiting wetness of the human’s sex.



Kel wrapped her arms around the smooth log, embracing it as Taria began to push against her. She knew that some force was required to even get the massive equine cockhead into her pussy, and tried to keep herself stable for Taria’s entrance. Warmth radiated through her as the equine portion of Taria’s body rested gently against her back. She could not even see Taria’s upper body from here, but she could hear the dame’s pleasured breathing and imagine how her tits might bounce once the fucking truly began. “I’m ready!” she assured Taria eagerly, tightly gripping the log. “Make me your fucking cocksleeve.”



That was all the encouragement Taria needed. She planted her feet firmly on the ground and moved herself forward, wiggling her equine haunch slightly back and forth until her cockhead was able to gradually slide in between Kel’s petals. Kel tensed as the massive girth progressed just a few inches inside of her, involuntary clenching against it - although with her legs bound she could not resist the cock’s progression. She was left spread upon for Taria, who slowly advanced another few inches, gyrating her equine haunch to ease her entry.



Kel was soaking wet, but Taria didn’t want to rush anything and cause her unnecessary discomfort. She began to gently draw herself back and thrust at a slow pace, her cockhead pressing tightly against Kel’s vaginal walls and rubbing out the muscular tension there. With each thrust Taria was able to get a fragment of an inch deeper into her squire, and her cock moved in and out of the pussy with less resistance. Soon the entire length of the equine cock was drenched with Kel’s wetness, and slid steadily in and out of Kel.



“So fucking g-good…” Kel managed to groan out from beneath the centaur dame. She could feel the massive horsecock expanding her from within as it filled her pussy entirely and nudged against her cervix with each forward motion. She already felt as though there was simply no more room for cock inside of her, but she knew that her vagina would relax to accommodate more of her lover’s throbbing length.



Taria’s flared cockhead rubbed against Kel’s g-spot with each motion, passing over it as the centaur dame drew her cock out, and again when she stuffed it back deep within. The angle of the thrust created by Kel’s position on the hitching post make the equine cock rub her sweet spot firmly and consistently, and Kel was soon reduced to sharp moans and gasps.



“You like that,” Taria said, hastening her motion as she was now able to get almost her entire cock inside of Kel with each thrust. “You like be fucked hard by my massive horsecock.” Taria stared forward, focusing her thoughts on the euphoric sensation of her length embedding itself in Kel’s warm, tight pussy. She struggled to maintain control as Kel’s gasps and moans carried both signs of extreme arousal, and also significant discomfort.


“Yeah - yeah,” Kel moaned encouragingly, unable to form a coherent sentence. Drool cascaded from her lips onto the smooth log of the hitching post as she lay face down on it, allowing Taria to fuck her as the centaur so pleased. She could hear the weight slap of Taria’s massive hanging balls as they slapped against the end of the log just beneath Kel’s presented pussy, and to the same rhythm she could hear the slap of Taria’s breasts as they rose and fell on her chest with each motion. The rhythm steadily hastened as Taria began to fuck Kel more rapidly. Precum spewed from the centaur dame’s cockhead and added itself to Kel’s own lubricant, but there was so little room to spare in the squire’s sex that each thrust ejected a spurt of the cum mixture out from Kel’s stretched pussy.



“I’m gunna… I’m gunna knock you up.” Taria said through gritted teeth. She halted thrusting for a moment with her cock fully embedded in Kel, the flared equine tip of it pressed tightly against Kel’s cervix. “I’m going to pump you full of cum.” Taria said, her length pulsating as she held it deep within the bound and moaning squire.



“Give it to me. Fucking fill me with your cum,” Kel begged, groaning as Taria’s cock relentlessly pressed forward deep within her, offering no moment of respite. Taria began to thrust again, now with unrestrained speed. Kel’s mouth hung agape as she slumped limply against the log, helpless to do anything but take the cock so long as Taria desired. She had never experienced such bliss, the equine cock pleasuring her in such a way that a human penis never could.



For a moment, Taria could focus on nothing else but the sensation of her cock thrusting deeply in and out of Kel. She fucked her squire hard and without restraint, moaning and whinnying as pleasure began to escalate within her. She thrusted at her full speed, losing herself to the lust as her cock began to convulse and her weighty balls tensed.



“Here it comes,” Taria told Kel, although the squire was practically fucked senseless and could only moan in response. Taria stuffed her entire cock into Kel, pressing into her firmly enough that the centaur dame’s cock was finally entirely encompassed by the human’s pussy. Taria’s cock throbbed as a massive eruption of cum pulsated out into Kel’s cervix, immediately filling her. There was no where for the cum to go, and yet it kept entering Kel as convulsions forced it out of Taria. Spurts of cum sprayed out from around Kel’s sex, splattering over Taria’s hind legs and drizzling in copious amounts onto the stable floor.



Kel groaned as she felt the cum stretching her out from within as Taria’s cock formed an almost inescapable seal with her pussy. She had never been fucked so good, or so hard, in her life. Black dots swarmed her vision as she drooled on the hitching post, enjoying every moment of the filling sensation. Her pussy clenched down upon Taria’s cock as Kel experienced her own orgasm, her stretched sex squirting out along the massive equine cock and squeezing it firmly, as though to keep it held deep within her.



Taria’s orgasm seemed ceaseless, and cum continued to spew out of the place where her equine cock met the squire’s pussy, cascading down like a waterfall. Kel’s legs were entirely drenched with cum, as was Taria’s nutsack as her own ejaculate continued to spew out onto it. Finally her massive length began to soften, which allowed the cum to flow out around it with comparative ease.



Her mind absolutely awash with the pleasure, Taria felt herself slowly returning to her senses. She idly thrusted forward and back at a slower pace with her slightly softened cock, feeling the sensation of the flared cockhead forcing cum out of Kel as she pumped it deep into her once again. Suddenly she jolted and looked down toward her approximation of where Kel’s head might be. “Are you okay?!” she asked the squire.



Unresponsive for some moments, Kel finally groaned out a pleased “Ya…”. Taria grinned widely and slowly withdrew herself from the woman’s thoroughly fucked sex, cum drizzling out substantially as soon as her flared cockhead popped free. She backed up along the squire’s body to get a look at her, letting her equine cock hang freely and spurt out a last strand of cum onto the ground.



Kel breathed heavily and let her arms fall to her side, resting herself on the smooth log of the hitching post with complete and utter exhaustion. Her sex ached from the pounding, but she relished the sensation of the hot cum inside of. Taria reached down and set her hands on either of Kel’s asscheeks, placing her thumbs upon Kel’s petals and spreading her pussy. The centaur watched with clear joy as cum flowed out of the squire still. She had never came this much before.



“You took that like a champ,” Taria said, a little bashful for having gotten so carried away.



Kel groaned out an amused giggle. “Too bad there’s no tournament for taking cock.”



Taria laughed at her, reaching down to undo the straps from Kel’s legs. The leather had left welts in the fat of her thighs as she had strained against them.



Kel slumps off of the hitching post and falls to her knees, slowly recovering and opting to not yet attempt to rise to her feet. She crawled over toward Taria, her knees and hands settling down in the pool of cum beneath the hitching post as she made her way under the dame.



Kel wasn’t fully satisfied until she got a taste of Taria’s horsecum. She crawled up to the centaur’s dangling cock and wrapped her lips around the flared cockhead, stroking the limp length and coaxing out a mouthful of the creamy substance. The cock was slick with cum and Kel ran her hands along it a few times, gently jerking it off to ascertain not a drop was left within it that could be otherwise claimed. She swallowed a thick mouthful of the substance, feeling it coat the entirety of her throat.



“Mmm… so much goes to waste.” Kel said up toward Taria, looking at the large puddle of cum below where she’d been mounted.



“Perhaps we ought to keep a bucket around. Save some for you breakfast.” Taria said, laughing noisily. She had meant it in jest, but she knew that Kel’s craving for her cum was real.



“That’s a good idea.” Kel said. “But I can just… milk you in the morning.” She punctuated her comment with another stroke of Taria’s equine cock, catching the spurt of the centaur’s cum on her chest, and letting it spill down into her dress amidst her cleavage.



“There’s an idea. I suppose I can’t fuck you this hard every day.”



Kel laughed at her lustfully. “Not if you want me to help you train! I don’t even know if I’ll be able to walk tomorrow…”



“You’ll be fine,” Taria said at her, although her tone was compassionate. She knew that Kel had worked very hard to serve her cock as well as she did.



Kel crawled out from under Taria and the centaur dame laid down beside her, allowing the human woman to recline upon her stomach and relax for some time before they went to bed.
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