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The day of the tournament has come for Taria, and much rests on the Centaur dame’s victory. Claiming the champion’s purse would ensure that Kel and Taria could live a life free of strife together, enjoying each other’s company and love for all of their days. Despite efforts to keep their thoughts on the task at hand, training is often punctuated by erotic sessions of sex and pleasure.
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When spectators watch a centaur or mounted rider charging along the lists in practice tilts they might struggle to see who, among these chivalrous competitors, has skill beyond all the others. The competitors of joust lower their lances to meet the target of impact at the climax of the tilt, thus exposing a telling detail to differentiate skill. It is the steadiness of the lance. A steady arm, that controls the great weight of the lance with fluidity, shows the strength needed to resist the give of impact. When Taria’s lance collides with the target, she must brace her momentum and strength behind her arm, so as to break her lance on the steel of the opponents shield or breastplate. The shattering of the lance awards extra points, for it shows that the strike was direct enough in its force to be a lethal blow in true combat.



A knight or dame may run a thousand mock tilts, poking a small plank with their lance and applauding their accuracy against this feeble, stationary, non-threatening target. It was not always a true indication of the lethality of ones thrust.



Taria may have preferred to train with another centaur, or even a human rider, but she hadn’t yet acquired friends among the tournament contestants. With days until tourney, most she had encountered had been too focused on training to be of help, and some had been guarded and suspicious of her, as though she had a cunning ulterior motive of sabotage or spying. Perhaps in the kingdoms of the east there was chivalry among contestants, but here competition for the substantial prize seemed to have diluted tradition.



“Maybe we could put a straw dummy on a horse and have them gallop at you.”



“No, goodness. Horse without a rider is unpredictable. Might get hurt. Anyway I can’t imagine a knight loaning us a horse for that. I’d be humiliated to ask.”



Kel slumped against Taria’s back as she rode her away from the lists. The day of practice had been a series of inconveniences, and both had found themselves on the verge of exhaustion before they even began. She suddenly laughs.



“What?” Taria inquired over her shoulder.



“Yeah, a knight would be real suspicious. Seeing as I’m dating half a horse.”



Taria’s nose scrunched up as she got what Kel was alluding to and simultaneously cringed and resisting the urge to laugh. “That’s gross.”



“He’d be a bit worried. Better have my horse back by dark.”



Taria stifled her chuckles. The commentary of comparing her to a horse might have offended her once, but she found it funny coming from Kel, since she knew it was not at all malicious.



Kel was quiet after that, which was always a clue that she’d wandered into her thoughts. “You should just let me-”



“No!” Taria shouted, and immediately groaned in mock-frustration at Kel. “Goodness! No, we’re not doing that.”



Kel reached forward and stroked Taria’s cheak playfully. “Just let me ride against you. It’s good practice. I won’t get hurt you can just aim for my shield.”



Taria scoffed and snapped her head back, sending a few scattered locks of her hair at Kel in a motion that seemed to mimic an irritable swat of the tail. “That’s such a bad idea. You’ve no idea how bad of an idea that is.” Taria says, huffing. “First of all, you could get a splinter in your eye.”



“You’re worried about splinters?!”



“Yes! When the lance breaks, it sends splinters of wood everywhere!”



“You mean like, big sharp pieces of wood? Not itty bitty splinters you get in your finger from touching the lance.”



Taria and Kel both laughed heartily. “Yeah, that’s right,” the centaur dame said wiping at her sweaty brow, and then wiping her nose. Taria reached down to take gentle hold of Kel’s hands where they wrapped around her stomach, and signed contently as the human woman leaned against her.



“Mm. Your arm seemed steady though.”



“I haven’t seen any of my competition.”



“We saw them at the lists by the tourney right?”



“I mean we haven’t seen them joust.”



Taria accelerated into a cantered as they left the field and began back toward the road. The sun was already beginning to set as the day had been consumed by finding a place to train and, subsequently, training.



“They don’t look much better than folks you’ve beat before. I’ve seen you joust and I’ve seen a whole lot of others joust and let me tell you, no one jousts better than you.”



“I suppose I only fear that I’ve lost some of my skill, in these years of travel. I was… in my prime when you became such a fan.”



“Oof. Don’t talk like you’re getting old. You’re in your prime now.”



“But I’m softer, is the thing. You almost can’t see my abs.”



Kel immediately reached down to feel Taria’s abs, running her fingers along the fine chainmail to feel the small indentations in her muscle. “One, two, three,” she counts, counting each discovered ab clearly so as to make a point.



Giggling at her quietly, Taria felt herself flushing as she rode along the road toward the stable they were staying at. Kel’s vivacious mannerisms and immense energy soothed her nerves in a way nothing could. There was a deep tension in her body from the days intense work, making it physically difficult to relax despite the gentle playfulness Kel provided. Still, she knew then that she loved her.



“I’m glad to have you with me,” Taria affectionate said. “You know I couldn’t do this myself. The nerves alone…”



“I suppose back in the day you’re squire kept you at it?”



“Ah. Not truly.” Taria contemplated it. “I might have just been braver back then. Young, new to the human world, and with nothing to lose.”



Kel raised a brow, humming to herself softly as she speculated that she was a big force behind Taria’s nerves. Now Taria expected she was providing for two people, and should she incur an injury in the tilt, it would not only be her to suffer.



“Oof, the day’s stress talking! Let’s get home. Tomorrow, the world is ours.” Kel said, leaning back to give Taria a little smack on the haunch.



Taria giggle-snorted at her, hastening her pace once more. The stable they had found here in the city would not be their home much longer, regardless of the outcome of the tournament. It was nothing much and offered little pleasantry, but amidst the chaos of Pelna it had become special in the familiar solace it offered.



Taria pulls the door open and rides it, closing it behind the with her hind leg. It’d been a warm day so it was still fairly comfortable inside, but they both knew the minimal insolation would mean a cold night.



Kel slid off Taria and began to help her with the equipment, undoing the straps for her saddle and breastplate and stacking the items safely off to the side, by the stall they’d been staying in. “I think I know what
 you need
 .” Kel said musically, doing a mock-ballerina twirl around Taria’s front as the last of the gear was put away.



“What’s that?” Taria asked, smiling warmly at Kel’s antics. She was indeed craving some manner of spoiling, after such a long day of training.



Kel didn’t offer a verbal explanation as to what she had in mind, but walked the length of Taria’s equine body before, rather suddenly, reaching under her and grabbing hold of the sheathed shaft of her cock. Taria whinnied noisily, her hoof stamping as she was caught off guard by Kel’s sudden grasp.



“Did I scare you?” Kel asked, scoffing at her playfully. “Little me?”



“I sensitive!” Taria said. “And your hands are cold.”



“Oop. Sorry.”



Kel released Taria’s nutsack and rubbed her hands together, and then brought them to her face to breathe on them in an exaggerated manner.



“Alright. It’s not that cold.” Taria confessed, amused.



“Seems right. We are in a desert afterall.”



Kel moves her hands against Taria again, playing with the centaur dame’s balls and shaft as the length began to engorge and leave its sheath. Kel knew Taria was exhausted from training, and figured she’d best sooth her tension before they got to rest. She noted Taria’s silent, and spoke again to her in a soft tone.



“You know, no matter what happens, I’ll be with you.” Kel says.



“I know that…” Taria says softly, turning her head to look down at Kel as the squire got on her knees and crawled partially beneath Taria. “I just want you to have a good life with me. All this time I’ve spent frivolously and never done anything for anyone. I want you to live good.”



“I’ll live good. I’m easy.” Kel insists.


“I know that. But it’s because you’ve been… denied things you deserve.”



“Mmm… fancy baths, servants?”



“Anything you want.” Taria inhaled sharply as Kel’s hand tightened around the engorged length of her cock, beginning to gently stroke it.



Kel’s knees brought her beneath Taria’s equine belly, and she stroked the cock toward herself, admiring the way the flared cockhead pulsed and engorged with each pass of her hand. Taria’s cock was darker toward the base, but became pale alabaster beyond the sheath with some faint indication of pink upon the head. It did not take her long to become fully erect, and soon after a small drizzle of precum flowed out from the end of her sizable length.



“You’re a good fucking squire.” Taria said breathily, rising pleasure clear in her tone as Kel massaged her cock in her hands.



“Just doing my duty!” Kel claims haughtily. She leans back and reaches to where a bucket was resting on the ground near some other tools, and dragged it over. “Just doing my daily milking.”



“Milking?!” Taria exclaimed, laughing sharply and letting out a small grunt as Kel turned her dick toward the ground and began to stroke it at an angle.



“Like a farmer!” Kel jeers teasingly.



“I’m not a cow.”



Kel snorts. “I know that.” She hastens the speed of her hand, jerking Taria off toward the bucket with some degree of enthusiasm, as if eager to fill it. It was difficult for her to wrap her fingers around Taria’s cock along most of the length, and toward the base she could not even manage it. Kel finds herself giving the cock a good squeeze as she strokes away from herself, resisting the parting of her fingers.



“That feels good…” Taria says softly after a few moments had passed, feeling the warmth of Kel’s hand radiating through the swollen muscle of her equine length.



“Mm. I’ve been looking forward to this all day.” Kel ceased stroking momentarily to lean forward and place a kiss upon the flared tip of the centaur dame’s penis, kissing around her urethra and coaxing out the first little spurt of precum between her lips. Kel relished the sweet taste in her mouth, quietly moving it around with her tongue before eventually swallowing.



“You really love my cock, don’t you?”



“It’s something else,” Kel said, admiration in her tone as she examined the length in her hand, and began to stroke again.



“I used to worry you’d tire of it.”



“Mm. You thought I was just out to try something taboo and then I’d skip.”



Taria huffed slightly. “That’s not what I mean!” She insisted. “I just thought maybe it was desirable because it was different.”



“I don’t like it because it’s different. I like it cause it’s better.” Kel wrapped her mouth around the flared tip of Taria’s cock, working her tongue around its flattened face in a slow circular pattern as she tasted it again. She salivated with the cockhead between her lips, eager to take more of the massive length into her mouth.



She imagined Taria was exhausted and much in need of her sleep. Perhaps for tonight, it would just be a quicky. Still, Kel was eager to give her dame the pleasure she so deserved.



As she continued to stroke it into her mouth, a slow but steady influx of precum drizzled out from Taria’s urethral. Kel was quick to greedily dab it up with her tongue and swallow it, graciously accepting the little offerings as they came. Eventually she pulls the cockhead free from her mouth and angles Taria’s length almost directly downward.



Taria’s rising pleasure was evident in her airy gasps and stammering hooves. Her length was firm to the touch, flexing against Kel’s hand periodically as the squire stroked her more rapidly. “Oooh, that’s good,” Taria moaned out, feeling tension rising within her steadily as she neared release. “Keep going - go fast.”



Happy to oblige, Kel stroked her even faster. The first large drizzle of cum to spurt out from her cock would have already matched the ejaculate of a human, but Kel knew there was far more to come. She stroked downward with both hands, rapidly moving along the length of the shaft in an effort to coax out a substantial release. Taria tired to resist her orgasm in that moment if only to draw out the pleasure, as the intense pulsating sensation coursed through her entire form.



Finally, as though the dam had crumbled, a massive stream of thick white cum spewed out with pressurized force from Taria’s cock. Kel could hear it pummeling the wooden base as the bucket as a long and thick rope of the expulsion splattered within. Taria’s heavy equine balls squeezed firmly against the base of her cock, withdrawn against her as they emptied themselves in her ecstasy.



Kel watched with wonder as a seemingly ending flow of pulse after pulse of cum spewed out into the bucket, beginning to fill it. She’d never truly measured just how much Taria was able to give, but she knew it was more than she could swallow in any moment of time.



When Taria’s orgasm finally began to subside, the bucket was almost three quarters full with pure cum, frothy and white and intensely appealing to the squire. She worked her hands a final time down the length of Taria’s cock, wringing it with giddy excitement before, with some degree of delight, moving forward to lick the tip of Taria’s cock clean.



“I needed that,” Taria exhaled softly, having expended a moment just recovering.



“Seems like you did! It hadn’t been that long, had it?”



“Aye, I think it’s just in my nature to be ready again soon.”



“Mm. You’re a breeder,” Kel said, snorting noisily as she sat beneath Taria and admired the bucket of cum.



“Quite a lot, huh?” Taria inquired, bending forward and turning slightly so that she could get a glimpse of Kel beneath her.



“More than I thought,” Kel said, obviously proud of her lover. She took up the bucket and scrambled out from under Taria, displaying the substantial substance with glee.



“Oh wow - that’s… really a lot.” Taria said. She was shocked in herself, for all these times she’d fucked Kel or her previous lover, she’d never realized the full extent of what she was pushing into them. Kel surely managed to swallow more than she might expect a human be able.



“Are you going to take that out?” Taria inquired, but Kel was already lifting the bucket to take a massive swig.



Taria watched with a small grin that carried with it both admiration and uncertainty. Kel struggled with the bucket, avoiding spilling out the thick cum onto herself, and held it steady as she began to drink.



Gulp, gulp, gulp.
 Kel took the cum in mouthfuls at a time, swallowing it with difficulty but continuing with determination. The thick substance spilled out on either side of her lips, coating her cheeks with cum that immediately began to drizzle down and splatter onto her chest. Kel could feel the stick white substance thickly working its way down her throat, a deep sensation of fullness arising as the cum slid into her stomach.



Finally she gags and pulls the bucket back from her face, groaning out with pleasure even as she coughed and spat up some of the cum. She’d managed to drain nearly half of the bucket with just that one attempt.



Kel meets Taria’s eyes and bursts out laughing when she witnesses the shock there.



“My goodness. You’ve… really got a knack for that!”



Kel laughed heartily. “I used to chug beers… this is way tastier.”



She made another effort to empty the bucket, but this time was only able to swallow a few mouthfuls of the thick white substance, before halting suddenly and stifling a burp.



“At least you’ll have breakfast before we get to the market.” Taria says, giggling cheerily at the cum-drunk squire as Kel licked her lips and swallowed a few times, trying to consume that last bit of cum that coated the inside of her mouth.



“Mmm… breakfast any time I want.” Kel said. She slumped against Taria affectionately as the two began to move toward the stable, inadvertently splatting the centaur’s equine breast with her own cum.



The two curled up together on the blanket within the stall, speaking softly of what they might do with the prize, should the win the approaching tournament. Sleep comes quickly for the exhausted, and the satisfied.











The morning of the tournament, Kel and Taria woke beside each other in that stable as they often did. Kel was first up, leaping to her feet with an excited flare. She felt a surge of the old familiar excitement she knew in all the years she’d seen Taria joust, although now the contest had drawn much closer to her life. Her role was going to be simple as she managed Taria’s lances and aided her with her armor prior to the match, and yet Kel felt as though she would be a part of today’s championship. It made her tremble with nerves, but she grinned widely down at Taria with immense enthusiasm.



“Goodmorning!” Kel greeted at a still-groggy Taria, who seemed to take a moment to register the thought upon her features, and grin sleepily to her squire.



“Goodmorning my love,” she said. “Today’s the day, huh? Wish we had a little more time.”



“You were great in training today. Maybe we can do some light warm-ups?” Kel asked, reaching down to Taria to grab her hands and aid her to her four feet. Taria stood quickly enough, shaking off the restlessness as she attended to her messy hair with her hand.



“Yeah. Think there was a place by the arena to do practice tilts.”



“Mm. Will be lots of people there.” Kel speculated, although Taria was well aware.



“It’s alright. They’ll be keeping to themselves.”


“I figure so!”



Kel helped Taria gear up. They were in nose rush to get down there, and Taria wouldn’t want to exhaust herself prior to the tilts, so they took their time down the old road as they made way deeper into Pelna.



The crowds the tournament drew were evident even when they were same distance away. Some of the city’s denizens wore the gold and black championship insignia that dignified Pelna’s elite melee fighters.



“Taria!” A young voice cheered toward her. The centaur dame was surprised to hear it, spotting a citizen waving at her from a restaurant nearby. She offered a wave in return and smiled cheerily, and Kel hollered back at them in a hyped, cheery way.



“I’m surprised anyone recognizes me around here!”



“Well I’m not. You’re a pretty big deal!” Kel idly braided Taria’s hair as they rode together. “They were probably a fan back when I was. I’ll bet a lot of people in the crowds today gonna know you.”



“Maybe so! I always figured people had shorter memories.”



“For most things, to be sure. But a champion’s something special. Once you look up to someone, you never forget them.”



As the two rode up toward the arena, they left the greater crowds that lingered about the entrance and the markets there, and slipped away toward a training field that had been prepared nearby. Here there were human knights and centaurs and various other folk that’d come to participate in the melee and other events.



“Do you know if any among these is the reigning champion?” Kel asked quietly, leaning forward against Taria as the centaur dame neared the strangers and sought a place to set aside their things for training.



“I’ve not seen them. Came here after I left.” The centaur around here seemed without hostility toward Taria’s approach, but it was never a sure thing, given the nature of her people. She supposed that all the centaur here wisely withheld information of their previous clan affiliations, and focused on the sport.



“Is it that one?” Kel inquired, before quickly murmuring, “Looking at us.”



Taria raised a brow and made an effort to turn and look suddenly, but when the centaur man’s visage pulled into view, it was evident he was watching them closely. He was a strong natured rider, with a powerful torso and long black hair bound in three ponytails. The expression he wore was not blatantly hostile, but directed and pointed in the manner of a threat. He glared at them, and Taria returned the gaze for a long moment, before turning slightly as she spoke to Kel in a hushed tone. “Don’t know. One of the contestants to be sure. Might recognize me.” Taria grunted quietly, feeling a surge of irritation at this sudden uncertainty. Even now she could feel the centaur man’s eyes upon her.



“Ah. Well fuck him, he can’t do nothing. Let’s get to warm-ups.”



“Right.”



Kel slid off and aided Taria as she took off her extra lances and her spear, along with her satchel and saddle. They put the items down beneath a set of small wooden bleachers that were erected near the training field. The training fields here were a free shared space for those that would compete in the tournament, but the area was somewhat limited as it had been set aside within a dense portion of the city. Taria and Kel were able to find one length of the lists that was not in use.



Some among those training her tilted against each other, breaking their lances even in practice. Instead, Kel stood along the lists with a flat square of plant nailed to a stick. As Taria rounded the end post and charged, Kel would throw up the plank near the path of her lance, allowing the centaur dame only moments to adjust her aim and strike it. Taria’s aim was usually true.



She made several passes, eager to take full advantage of the extra bit of practice. Kel could see the occasional look cast their way by the other competitors, but she spoke of it no more. She didn’t want to distract Taria now that they’d begun training.



“Don’t wear yourself out. How about a little break?” Kel suggested, noting Taria breathing heavily and beginning to slow her pace.



“I think I’ll be alright! We got a while yet.”



“You want me to go grab some food, or something to drink?” Kel inquired, gesturing over toward where some markets had been established near the arena entrance.


“Oh - yes. Just some chilled water.”



Kel knew that Taria would be fine training on her own for a few minutes, as the duty of plank-holder was hardly paramount to the practicing process. She gave Taria an affectionate pat on the haunch before heading off the field and toward the markets. Roadside vendors had flocked to the event and established themselves on either side of the road near the entrance to the arena, offering their goods to the many citizens that gathered about in preparation of the days tournament.



Kel walked the dusty path alongside the field to the alleyways that divided large main road from the districts about the Arena’s south face. It didn’t take her more than a few minutes to find herself among the densely crowded populace once more. She threaded her way through the crowd toward a stall that sold chilled beverages. Such was a highly demanded commodity in Pelna’s heat, as only a mage’s cooling artifact could provide ice-cold water to the common folk, and most magics were not readily available to the lower class.



Kel slipped into the queue and waited patiently, idly people watching as the line steadily moved. Her thoughts wandered again to what she and Taria may do with themselves, in the event of victory. It was a tremendous amount of money, and Kel had never really formulated a plan of action in the event such wealth came to her. She expected it would be largely left to Taria to decide how best to use the prize.



Uninclined to think of the money for long, Kel’s thoughts wandered away from the matter and toward her present surroundings. She knew this place when she was younger, and it’d been some weeks since she and Taria arrived, and yet unfamiliarity still seemed to dominate every aspect of the city. The people were highly variable, as all manner of race and creature could be seen around the streets. Kel found herself feeling fascination toward the small things; faeries and goblins must know this to be an even more intimidating place.



When she reached the front of the queue she purchased a glass jug of chilled water for a rather exorbitant price and hastily made way back toward the field. A woman in tan cloths rested laxly in the shade along the path, and Kel couldn’t help but hasten her pace when she caught the woman’s attentive gaze. Perhaps it was foolish for her to be suspicious when she carried only cold water and a small coin purse, but she imagined a girl of her stature could be a target of thievery without carrying anything of true value, simply because of the ease of the theft.



There, ahead of her, another woman appeared. She seemed to step out gently from behind the stone corner of one of the alley’s buildings and held herself in a halting manner before Kel’s path. She wore tan cloth that covered most of her face and body, just as the woman in the shade had.



Kel was experienced enough with the ways of people to immediately recognize the threat. She turned sharply, as though she had forgotten something in the market, and began to hastily walk back that way. The woman who had reclined in the shade stood and turned to meet her, however, and immediately started toward her.



Letting out a sharp yelp, Kel clutched the water jug to herself and tried to barrel past the advancing woman. Expecting the attempt to flee, the woman grabbed Kel securely and shoved her roughly to the sandy pavement. Kel landed with a grunt, and heard the approaching footsteps of the accomplice that had blocked her path. She realized the severity of her situation then, and gave no more thought to it, beginning to scream and fight.



The two tan-clothed women fought against Kel, aggressively attempting to pin her arms legs. One among them thrusted a piece of leather against her mouth and began to utter sharp threats at her.



“Shut your mouth! Do you want to die?” She asked aggressively,before attempting to forcefully pry Kel’s hands off of the jug.



Battering back panic, Kel thrashed and rolled in the dirt. She tried to spit the leather gag from her mouth and make as much noise as she was able. As one of the assailants pinned her legs against the ground, she raised her jug and brought it down hard against their head.



The glass shattered and the cool water erupted outward over the assailant, splattering Kel and the dusty ground about her form. The attacker reared back and screamed in shock, a stream of blood flowing freely from her face and another cut on her shoulder. Kel violently kicked her as she was able, and reached up to jerk the gag from her mouth and howl out for help.



“Taria!” She screamed, and then “Help!” She called out toward the field where Taria was training, knowing that the centaur dame was her best hope, as any guards amidst the busy streets she left behind would be slow to respond.



The two women battered her into submission, striking her arms and ribs and continuing to utter angry threats. Black dots swarmed Kel’s vision as she could focus on nothing but an opportunity of escape. Soon the gag was back in place around her mouth, and she was being dragged. She feared she was certain to be killed, although she had no idea why these women had targeted her.



Attempting to at least note which direction they were going, Kel looked around frantically. They dragged her along the alley until it branched off and then took her between two large buildings adjacent to a road that split from the one to the Arena. Kel could see that the assailant she had struck was bleeding profusely from a gash above her brow, and wore an expression of rage.



“Kel?!” Taria’s voice called out from the direction of the field, almost too faint to hear. Kel frantically attempted to scream through her gag, but the loudest yell she could manage would not carry far before being drowned out by the city’s noise.



The sound of hooves clattering against stone could be heard in the direction Kel was being dragged. The squire rolled her head back and tried to catch a glimpse of the source, seeing another centaur there at the end of the alleyway. Kel could make out little of her as she was dragged near, but saw that she was adorned in leather armor and had tan skin and black hair.



“Get her on, hurry up,” The centaur rider said to the two kidnappers, grimacing as she beheld the wounded face of the unfortunate assailant.



Kel groaned as she was tossed over the equine body of the centaur stranger like luggage. The two kidnappers began to tie ropes about her ankles and wrists, and bind her to the saddle so that she could not wiggle off without aid. Kel tried to speak through the gag, hoping that she might be able to reason or negotiate with her captors, or at least buy time. They ignored her efforts entirely.



“Kel!” Taria’s voice called out, seeming to come from the alley where the struggle had just occurred. Kel’s heart skipped a beat as she heard Taria was so close, and she again attempted to groan or scream through her gag. If Kel saw the trail of blood, she’d surely realize immediately what had happened.



Suddenly one of the assailants threw a thick fur blanket over Kel, so as to hide her body, and a moment later the centaur began to ride off. Helpless to do anything else, Kel struggled against her bindings and wiggled her body as much as she was able. Securely bound, Kel felt the centaur galloping hastily down the road and bringing her further away from any hope of rescue. The assailants, having completed their task, split up and fled the scene.







Taria breathed heavily as she beheld the blood in the sand, the shattered jug, the wetness of water on the ground already evaporating amidst a gentle steam. The dusty path gave little indication by footstep, but there in the mud she could see a single shoeprint that faced toward the direction Taria had come. They could only have taken one route, and so Taria immediately surged down the path that diverted from the alleyway nearby.



She was not relieved when she saw speckled blood in the dust approaching the road, but she knew she was on the right trail. She galloped as quickly as she was able down the alley and out into the road. To her right she heard the clattering of hooves and looked up to see a centaur some ways down the road, riding fast.



Taria was not even momentarily fooled by the fur-bound ‘package’ upon the fleeing centaur’s back, and immediately galloped full speed after them. The road here was sparsely populated but she called out anyway.



“Guards! Guards - Help!” She shouted loudly, and then “Kel! I’m coming!”



The fleeing centaur accelerated her pace without looking back toward her pursuer. Taria didn’t know how they meant to escape in the city, but amidst the many alleyways and winding roads amidst old buildings, she feared losing them in the chase. She didn’t let up in her charge, beginning to gain on the centaur who seemed to be put off balance by the protesting bundle.



But in her armor, Taria could not hope to out-endure the captor. She spotted a mounted knight along the side of the road and hollered out toward them. “Please, help me! That centaur has my friend!”



The knight seemed shocked, but by the time Taria had galloped past him, he had steered his horse that way and began to ride as well. “Guards!” Taria screamed again with desperation.



As she drew near to the fleeing centaur woman, she held her lance up and considered hurling it. Already exhaustion was seeping through her and would soon slow her pace, and she feared she’d have no further opportunity to stop the other centaur’s escape. With Kel on the fleeing centaur’s back she could not risk it, as she could not trust a thrown lance to travel accurately. A wave of dread assailed her as she realized Kel may already be dead. Out of necessity, she told herself the blood was likely the captor’s. She convinced herself she had seen the bundle move, as well.



Suddenly three guards ran out in the path of the escaping centaur. Just arriving on the scene, they frantically shouted orders and leveled their weapons to halt the charge. The centaur kidnapper turned as sharply as she was able at her high speed, riding directly over a roadside cart and splintering the wood beneath her hooves.



The small slowdown in her pace was all Taria needed, and she was upon the centaur within a moment. She thrust her lance directly into the centaur’s hindquarters, stabbing the side of her equine rear with such force that the lance sunk into her flesh.



The guards frantically rushed forward to subdue the fight, seeming unsure of who was the greater threat between Taria and the centaur she had been chasing. The kidnapper screamed in pain as the she dislodged herself from the lance, and throw her hind-leg back forcefully to kick an approaching guard in the chestplate with enough force to dent it.



Taria threw down her lance and raised her hands to the guards to indicate she would not fight, and began to hastily inform them of the situation. Within moments, the other knight had caught up and assisted the guards in getting control. The centaur kidnapper was surrounded and quickly apprehended as the soldiers struck her with charged batons to stun and restrain her. She spat out vile curses and thrashed against the restraints, but was too injured to put up a fight as the guards closed in and further backup arrived. As soon as she was able, Taria moved forward to throw off the fur and secure the captured squire. Quickly removing from the captor’s equine back, she aided the guards as they removed her gag and worked to cut off Kel’s bindings. As soon as she was able, Kel frantically and emotionally told Taria what had happened, her words a blur of fear and shock.



“It’s okay, it’s okay I’ve got you.” Taria said, embracing Kel as soon as she was freed from the bindings and able to stand. Kel was bruised and battered about the face but otherwise unharmed, though she wept in Taria’s arms as the trauma of the circumstance cascaded upon her.



Taria could barely control the rage in her voice as she dealt with the guards questions. They could offer her few answers in turn, but Taria already had a deep suspicion of what had happened. One of her opponents in the tournament had arranged this so as to physiological wound her and deprive her of a squire.



When the soldiers finally permitted her to leave, she went to find a quiet place where she and Kel could recover from the incident. The centaur dame would still compete that very day, despite this horrid attack against her beloved. This horrid assault on the one she loved left her in a focused state of rage.









Cantering slowly along the lists, Taria moved forward to meet the one who would be her final opponent. Like her, the opposing centaur knight had won five consecutive tilts. This last tilt between him and Taria would decide the day’s champion.



She remembered his face. He had glared at her and Kel as they moved onto the training field, and now stared at her through his visor with cold, angry eyes. Taria was tired, but not exhausted to the point where it would impair her. She did not feel afraid or overly stimulated by the rush of this pertinent moment, but rather experience a dull sense of angry conviction in the face of the last challenge.



This defending champion, who the city knew as Lorric, was the last thing between Taria and a life of ease with the one she loved. She did not know with certainty that it was he who arranged the attempted kidnapping, but she did not care. This day would be hers, and neither she nor Kel would ever again fear for their safety or future.



He turned up his visor as they approached each other at the center of the tilt. As he spoke, the crowds deafening anticipatory applause nearly drowned out his words.



“You’ll learn, as I have, that there is no place for a centaur in this world.” Lorric said, his voice rough as he spoke the centaur tongue to her. “You may fuck a human, but you are not one of them. You’ll see. We conquer, or we die.”



Taria scowled, turning down her own visor rather than respond to the claim. Rage swelled up within her, but she knew then that he only meant to goad her, so that she would forfeit claim to the prize and assault him on the field. Lorric was jealous of her; he was jealous that she had a place in the world of humans. Taria had something he had never secured in all his days of competition and now she would strip him of his glory, fortune, and any trace of respect he had managed to garner.



She cantered away with haste, taking a short moment to check her straps and adjust her grip on her lance. The moment of decision was fast approaching now, but she felt no anxiety. In her mind, this enemy was already conquered. She was eager to go to the sidelines and take Kel up in her arms, abscond with her and leave this cruel place behind forever.



Despite the earlier trauma, Kel had managed to accompany Taria to the field. She performed her role as squire, quietly attending to Taria’s need and providing her a new lance each time the centaur dame shattered one against her opponents armor. Still, Taria knew she was afraid. She wanted this to be over as soon as possible, so that Kel would fear no more.



“Taria!” Kel cried out, vocalizing her support with strength behind her voice as though the enthusiasm for the contest had somehow managed to conquer the fear within her. Taria looked to her squire and nodded at her, recognizing the familiar display of a fan, even in someone now so close to her.



She turned around the end of the lists, stared down the centaur rider opposite of her, and charged.



Steady lance.



No more anger, no more fear.



Her focus was resolute as the distance between them collapsed. The roar of the crowd grew dull, and adrenaline drowned out all distraction. This was the old familiar rush.



She lowered her lance to meet her target, lining the wooden length up with the opposing centaurs torso. These lances were designed to shatter, but in the moment of impact, the force would be tremendous.



She could see nearly nothing of her opponents face as they drew near to each other, but she imagined that behind the narrow visor of his helm, he wore an expression of doubt. In that final decisive moment, she braced herself and moved her lance forward, extending her arm only slightly during the charge so as to maximize her reach without offsetting her aim.



An eruption of splinters obliterates the silence of her focus, as fragments of her lance are hurled in all directions. The impact on her arm was strong but instantaneously passing as the lance shattered upon her opponents ecranche.



Perhaps her strike landed a fraction of a moment before Lorric’s, but his lance had glanced off her armguard so quickly that she hardly noted it until they were yards past each other. She was shocked as she rode down the lists, uncertainty quickly fading as the roar of the crowd indicated that she had, in fact, secured the day. She gripped her shattered land even as a large splinter of wood dangled and fell free from its length, and turned at the end of the lists to look upon Lorric.



He’d been downed by the blow, but already scrambled to his feet, spitting out curses through a visor clogged with dirt. For a moment it looked as though he may charge Taria, as his legs pounded the dirt in rage and he held his own, unbroken lance. But soon officials were upon the field, and he turned his head up and cantered away so as to preserve his dignity.



A cluster of women came before Taria and threw flowers to her feet. Within moments, Kel pushed her way through them and embraced Taria around the stomach.



“You did it! You won!” she shouted gleefully, all her sorrow and fear having evaporated in this moment of triumph, though Taria was remorse to see the darkening presence of several bruises about her face.



The blaring horns shocked her out of the celebratory trance, and all present drew their attention to Pelna’s queen. She was a beautiful figure adorned in gold and white, and as she rose from her royal seat, she displayed a ornate sapphire adorned sceptre.



“Taria!” The queen’s voice called out, her voice amplified by arcane power. When next she shouted the near, the crowd joined her, and soon they chanted it with thunderous volume.



The centaur dame bowed her head and buckled her equine legs before the queen, and then knelt once more to permit Kel to scramble onto her back. Together, they gracefully accepted the gold prize of the contest. It was a fortune that would permit them to live comfortably for the rest of their lives, but they would save the more extravagant partying for another day. Concerned for her beloved, Taria departed from the arena as soon as the ceremony was resolved, and rode far away from there.







Hot steam gently traversed over the surface of the bathhouse water in the manner that fog moves on a lake, parting around Taria’s form as she stepped down into the warmth. The chamber was vacant but for the centaur dame and her lover, as they’d been able to rent the place out for privacy thanks to their newfound wealth. The water here reached Taria’s equine belly but no further, but was still deep enough for Kel to swim in it, if she so desired. Along the edge of the pool there was seating submerged in the water, and small openings in the ceramic pool floor released a torrent of bubbles to churn the water or massage one’s feet.



Kel stepped into the water after Taria, walking alongside her and releasing a lengthy shuddering sign as the intense warmth seeped into her weary form. The water reached Kel’s chest, and small ripples of water lapped against her breasts. She ran her hand along the centaur dame’s equine form until it reached the base of Taria’s back, and gently rested her palm there as she moved in front of her, and looked up to meet her gaze.



“I suppose I can hardly call you my squire anymore,” Taria says softly, her lips curling up in an affectionate grin as she peered down at the naked form of her lover in the water.



“You can call me whatever,” Kel insisted, settling either of her hands against Taria’s hips at the place where the humanoid and equine portions of her body met. She took her time admiring Taria’s naked form, despite being well familiar with it. Surprisingly, despite Taria being the one to compete today, her form was without bruise or mark.



Taria cupped the warm water in her hands and drizzled it over Kel’s head gently, running her fingers through the squires golden locks and guiding the hair back from her face. “Where should we go?” she inquired softly, her tone contemplative. Though they had speculated on it often, they had not solidified their plans should Taria be victorious. Now, with a massive purse of gold and no asset but a stable to return to, it was suddenly thrust upon them to decide where they’d begin the next chapter of their life.



“Mm… the west, the south? The mountains?” Kel suggested casually, looking attentively at Taria for her reaction to each. Of course, each would entail a different future for them. In the west there was peace and lush farmland, the south held grandeur and beauty, and the mountains calm isolation and safety for those that could keep their own. “Perhaps we can travel for a time.” Kel aided Taria in washing up even as she cleaned herself, gently scrubbing her equine hide with a soapy brush.



“Perhaps so. I suppose I am weary from the travels, but in time, I’m sure to stir again.”



“Aye, you’re not suited to a life of pampering. But you can enjoy it for now - I figure you’ve earned it!” Kel said, giggling cheerily. “Some odd mansion. Magic-heated bath and a cozy fireplace.”



“A large field, filled with flowers.”



“A big fancy bed and fluffy pillows.”



Taria giggle-snorted at her. “Are my pillows now fluffy enough?” she asked, supporting either of her substantial breasts in a hand as she displayed.



“Hah, the pillows will be for you,” Kel said, waggling her brow at Taria’s seductively playful display.



“No more backaches, hopefully. Though I mean to keep myself in shape.”



“I can reward your training with massages. Two birds one stone.”



“Just massages?” Taria inquired playfully.



“Well ya it’s not like you’ll need another champion’s purse.”



The centaur dame giggling with Kel. “That’s not what I meant!”



“I know what you meant,” Kel said, reaching under the water to scrub her brush around the base of Taria’s cock teasingly. “You know I’ll do
 anything
 for you,” she said, her words a gentle reminder.



Taria was quiet for a lengthy moment, idly washing her upper body as Kel helped with the rest of her form. “I love you,” she said softly. Kel knew it, but perhaps Taria had not put it in clear words. “I just keep thinking of… how happy we’ll be, together. How good it’ll be to be away from here, alone with you.”



Kel’s face was already aflush from the heat of the bath, and so the intense bashfulness that washed over her was not betrayed upon her features. “It’s truly exciting. All of this is… - before I met you I didn’t even fantasize of things this great. It’s beyond belief.” She felt impassioned in that moment, unable to express the intensity of her joy. “I love you,” she said softly, unable to express it enough. “I love you so much. I’ll love you forever!” she claimed, her eyes wide as she again swept out in front of Taria to look to her eyes.



Taria secured her hands around Kel’s sides and lifted her with some amount of ease, pulled her from the water and setting her gently on the pools edge, with her feet resting in the water still.



“Always and forever. In the morning and the evening, eternally, for all
 evernity
 . I will,” Kel continued, excitedly rambling out her affections until Taria knelt in the water to become level with her, and moved in swiftly for a kiss.



Kel leaned into the kiss with fervor, parting her lips for Taria and turning her head slightly so as to maximize her access to the others mouth. She tasted her tongue and moved her lips against the the other’s, the wetness of condensed steam moistening their kiss. She draped her hands over Taria’s shoulders and drew the centaur’s torso against herself with evident desire. On either side of Taria’s body in the water, Kel’s legs partially wrapped around her and coaxed her forward in turn. The wet body of the squire seemed to beacon her forward with every aspect of its mannerism, expressing an intense desire that Kel could not put into words.



When Taria gently pulled away, her breath was heavy and her heartbeat at an intense rhythmic pace. She beheld Kel’s bruised features with compassion, desiring to please her in any way she could, after all the service she had provided. She backed up in the water slowly and leaned down toward Kel’s sex with some amount of haste, unwilling to waste a moment more.



Stifling a small gasp, Kel found Taria’s sudden advance both surprising, and welcomed. Taria’s lips settle against her slit softly and linger there for a moment as though the centaur dame was uncertain how best to proceed, but when her lips moved again, they imitated the kiss she had just given. Now her tongue lolled out from within and moved along Kel’s petals with gently rhythmic pace.



Taria remained attentive to Kel’s responsiveness, and the motions of her squire’s body as she began to explore within her. Her tongue moved between Kel’s labia and worked its way inside, immediately granting Taria a taste of Kel’s wetness. Kel left her hands upon the pools edge to stabilize herself and permitted Taria to explore at her own pace, the squire’s breath gradually intensifying as she relaxed to the pleasure.



Looking down at the the golden head of hair, Kel moved her hips forward to move against Taria’s licking, grinding herself gently on the centaur dame’s face. Her stomach rolled as she tensed tightly and relaxed with each intrusive movement of Taria’s tongue. Taira raised her mouth to Kel’s clitoris and suckle on it, her eyes moving up to meet with Kel’s own gaze as she seemed to enjoy the human woman’s strong reaction.



“Mmm, you’re pretty good at this,” Kel said as one of her hands abandoned its grip on the pools edge and settled instead upon her breast. Her words came between heavy breaths as the strong stimulation seemed to be overwhelming her sensitive sex.



Taria withdrew for a moment, a long strand of spittle and cum dangling between Kel’s sex and the centaur’s pillowy lips. “It’s not my very first time… been a while though.” She moved her mouth against Kel once more and planted a kiss upon her clit, teasing it between her lips as her tongue moved within her mouth, so that only the tip made contact. It was a dainty touch from her mouth, but the direct pleasure sent rippling waves of pleasure through Kel’s form.



In the water, Taria’s cock gradually lengthened as she grew erect. The long equine shaft unsheathed itself into the warm pool and curved gently award, as though directing itself toward Kel in desire. Kel gradually leaned back, her hands sliding off the pools edge to rise along her form and eventually secure themselves upon either breast.



Taria withdrew her lips from Kel’s sex once more, and straightened out her back. Raising her front legs, she moved forward suddenly in the water and settled her front hooves on the poolside tile adjacent to Kel. Kel huffed with anticipation as Taria’s large equine form positioned itself over her, the centaur dame’s cock rising from the water as her equine breast loomed above Kel’s head. Kel slid forward, eager to meet it, and lowered her legs into the water once more.



Now she was in close proximity with her lovers cock, and when Taria moved herself forward another small step, the length pressed up between Kel’s tits, sliding between them wetly as Kel reclined back against the pools edge from the water.



“Mmm,” Kel hummed contemplatively, squeezing her breasts against the equine cock. They were not so large enough to fully bury it between them, but she could her perky breasts against the either side cock all the same.



“Oh… that’s nice,” Taria said, immediately interested in this new method of pleasure. The softness of Kel’s soaked wet warm tits against her cock was an immensely satisfying sensation, and soon the squire set her tongue upon her flared cockhead and began to work it in turn.



Kel pressed against both of her breasts firmly, ensuring pressure was kept against Taria’s cock as the centaur dame thrusted herself back and forth at a gradually accelerating pace. Her lips engulfed the flared cockhead, eager to take Taria’s eventual release directly into her mouth.



The cock moved slickly forward and backward as Taria began to move herself more steadily. Kel could taste the familiar presence of precum beginning to flow from the centaur’s urethra, and the sticky substance lathered her tongue and the inside of her mouth.



“Fuck, this feels good,” Taria told her, her front legs buckling and straightening as she thrusted herself between Kel’s tits. Kel produced a noise of agreement, although her mouth was still filled with cock and she was unwilling to spit it out.



Soon, Taria’s motions grew tense as her orgasm fast approaches. She tried to resist it, but soon felt her seed erupting forth from deep within her cock and spewing out into Kel’s mouth. Kel made a pleased sound as her mouth and throat was immediately filled with the cum, and began to swallow as quickly as she was able.



“Fuck yes,” Taria groaned as she continued to ejaculate into Kel’s mouth. The cum spurted in faster than the squire could swallow and soon erupted from her nostrils, although Kel seemed determined to continue to drink as much as she was able. “I love when you do that…” Taria said to Kel as the squire loudly gulped down mouthful after mouthful of her cum. Finally she has no choice but to pull the cock from her mouth and swallow one last time before gasping for air. Even still additional ropes of sticky cum fly out from Taria’s cock and coat Kel’s face and tits with in a thick layer.



Kel wringed out Taria’s cock on her breasts, continuing to massage them against her flared cockhead and slather them with the centaur dame’s cum. She scooped up a near handful of cum from between her tits and licked it up from her hand.



Taria backed up slowly to admire her work, splashing into the water as front legs returned to the pool. She couldn’t help but grin widely at the sight of Kel as she witnessed the squire’s cum covered state. “Mmm… that’s gotta be even more than last time.”



“Seems like it,” Kel said giddily before stifling a small hiccup. “A champion’s worth!”



“You deserve every drop,” Taria said. Her cock, now submerged in the warmth of the pool, continued to spew out a final strand of cum into the water as it began to shorten.



Kel submerged herself in the water and cleaned the cum from her body when she could eat no more.



In the company of each other, the two enjoyed the bath for some time, relaxing in the warm water as all their worries and aches melted away. Taria’s prize for her victory had been more than a purse of gold. It was an opportunity to live a life undivided from the one she loved, in a world that was otherwise full of turmoil and uncertainty. They spoke softly together for a time, continuing their discussion of the future that lay ahead for them. Then they left together to enter the next chamber of their lives as one, and were never long apart again.
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