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The thunderous clattering of hooves, renowned champions of lance and sword, and the promise of great spectacle draw thousands to the city jousts. A beautiful centaur champion named Taria has risen through the ranks and become the subject of a young woman’s immense admiration. Kel has always wanted to get up close and personal with her equine heroine, but odd circumstances soon bring them together in a way she did not expect. Agreeing to squire for the centaur dame, Kel quickly comes to realize that the Taria had a little something extra between her legs. It comes as a pleasant surprise to the adoring fan girl, who soon proves quite eager to ‘polish her lance’.



This work by Alison Osias presents a taboo fetish in a romantic and endearing way, exploring the sexuality of an exciting fantasy kink.
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Centaur raiders inhabit the dry and treacherous lands south of the city of Pelna. Unable to safely travel through their territory with her human squire, the centaur dame Taria smuggles Kel through a raider encampment beneath her horse armor chainskirt. Strapping herself to the futa centaur’s equine belly, Kel soon discovers an additional benefit to the stealthy position.







The second volume of
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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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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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The thunderous clattering of hooves against the dust was barely audible over the roaring enthusiasm of an ecstatic crowd. They screamed and leaned forward in their seats, pounding the wooden railing along the bleacher steps. Numerus chants competed against each other as the audience cheered on their respective champions. Among all the eyes trained on the lists, few screamed with such impassioned enthusiasm as Kel. She was a vivacious thing, and her voice was shrill as it carried over the shouting masses.



The enthusiastic fan was a young adult with a lithe body, moderately lean, that augmented her high-energy demeanor. Her tousled golden hair and somewhat narrow body shape resulted in a tomboyish appearance that suited her well, though she was not truly lacking in breasts. That day she stood just a few rows away from the barrier, and hopped up and down with enthusiasm and giddy anticipation.



Then Kel suddenly slammed her hands down on the support rail in front of herself and fell silent for a tense moment. She tracked her favorite attentively as the centaur sprinted along the dividing barrier, her heavy plate mail rattling over her form partially equine form. Kel had watched Taria joust since she was a girl, and had felt the rising tension and release of victory with her countless times. Shaking with enthusiasm and unable to restrain herself, she screeched out the name ‘Taria!’ at the top of her lungs.



The centaur woman wore beautiful form-fitting bronze armor and carried with her a long wooden lance and grand bronze shield. She and her opponent had no riders, but rather charged briskly with their own legs. The armored dame leaned forward tensely behind her shield as she prepared to strike her foe.



Kel also leaned forward, her body subconsciously mimicking the movement of her favored contestant and childhood hero. She stared unblinkingly at the point along the barrier where the two would pass or collide. Her eyes focused upon it in the moment of the skillful and last-moment move made by Taria before the pass. She turned her shield slightly outwards, bracing her arm firmly as the enemy lance approached. It only took a small nudge to deflect it outwards so that it slid past her face, missing her by inches. Her own lance found its mark upon her opponent’s shoulderguard and shattered instantaneously, splintering violently in an explosion of fragmented wood.



Kel screamed victoriously the two continue to gallop past each other. She clutched two tufts of her hair and shook herself back and forth in a violent and wild celebratory fit, screaming Taria’s name again.


The defeated centaur rode to the end of the barrier and dropped their lance, taking a moment to cool off before cantering back up the list on the other side. Taria galloped along nearly the entire remaining length of the dividing barrier before her pace began to slow. Although the centaur dame’s features were hidden behind her helm, Kel knew she must be feeling an immense sensation of glory and joy with this victory.



She cantered back around, changing sides as the other contestant had, and aimed her shattered lance skyward as they approached each other. As she neared the middle of the barrier she halted and stood adjacent to the other centaur. Both lifted the visor on their helms and nodded curtly to each other before galloping away. Taria rode along the edge of the ring, drawing near the ornamental fencing between the lists and the audience.



With a surge of spontaneous courage, Kel went off jogging along the stands to the end and hopped down onto the dusty path between the large wooden bleachers. She sprinted up toward the wooden barricade as Taria trots near it, and screamed to her.



“Taria! Glory!” She shouted frantically. A nearby soldier barked a warning at her, but she didn’t mean to throw herself into the lists.



Taria slowed her trot as she drew near the fence, and others began to rush to forward to it as the champion directed her attention that way. She lifted her hands to her full helm and pulled it from her shoulders. A cascade of wavy golden hair collapsed from her head softly to her shoulders as the centaur woman shook her head haughtily and reveled in the crowd’s praise. She had a beautiful face, with commanding features and striking brown eyes. They settled upon Kel attentively for but a moment before flying away back toward the announcers podium.



Kel felt a rush of elation surge through her simply from Taria glancing her way. She’d attended so many of the centaur dame’s jousts that she imagined she might even be recognized, though perhaps that was just a fantasy. She swooned slightly where she stood, despairing Taria’s departure as the dame rode up and claimed her purse. The crowd cheered one last time as she accepted the gold prize for her victory. This was not to be the last joust for the evening, but it had been the event Kel had come to see. As Taria cleared the grand podium and began to trot toward the exit, Kel wiggled back from the crowd and returned to her seat, beginning to gather her things.



She couldn’t help but notice as Taria took up the shattered lance fragment from the ground beside the tilt. The large centaur woman took several moments to kneel in her heavy armor, her equine body laying down so that her human half could extend an arm and reach the other half the weapon. It seemed odd to Kel odd to see her struggle to carry her helm and champions-prize and shattered lance all alone.



If Kel’s memory served her correctly, Taria had usually been accompanied by a squire. Admittedly she’d never paid a great deal of attention to them, as her focus had always been locked on the centaur dame herself. Still, she had to wonder why her heroine was not accompanied today, in such an important tournament.



Kel made an effort to not block anyone’s view as she retrieved her satchel and coat from the stands and then departed toward for the exit. Her heart still beat intensely as she relished in the glee of Taria’s victory, and and the rush of seeing her up close.



The young woman hastily headed off, leaving the lists arena behind her in a hurry. She could hear the distant roar of the crowd as the main event commenced, and smiled to herself. It was an immensely enjoyable bit of nostalgia to recall of her first time at the arena, years ago.



The stones slowly turned from pristine to worn and cracked as she navigated between the old buildings, taking a winding path back to her momentary home. It was not the most direct path to get there, but she needed to stop by the market and grab a few things. Her stomach growled as she drew near, and the aroma of food-stalls serving patrons dinner was enticing enough to make her groan. She’d had Gotara’s abaia before, served alongside fried potato cakes and garlic roasted sprouts. The temptation of it was not easily put aside.



Instead, Kel purchased a bushel of apples and a bottle of blackberry wine from a familiar vender at the market, and diverged from the crowded streets to head for the inn where she was staying.



It was pleasant to walk a slightly different route than she usually took. Many of the stone streets in this area looked the same, as numerous identical homes were constructed in rows throughout the structured city.



Kel couldn’t appreciate it for long. She heard a noisy footstep just a few feet behind her, and by the time she turned her head toward the source, the source collided firmly against her side. The figure plowed through her aggressively, taking hold of her satchel and running with it. Kel squealed in a startled manner as the leather strap jerked her arm forward and then snapped. She lashed out viciously toward the thief with her free hand, but he’d already managed to slip out of her reach.



Kel screamed, enraged, and began to sprint after the the cloaked figure. “THIEF!” she called out repeatedly, and “Someone help!” Every silver coin she owned was in that satchel, along with many other things important to her travels. The bushel of apples clattered around noisily in the sack she held, and she considered dropping them. She hesitated, however, imagining that the sack of fruit might make for a suitable club.



She suddenly heard the sound of hooves upon the stone behind her. Assuming it was one of the market guards, she pointed forward and frantically screamed ‘thief’ once more, her tone demanding.



The thief’s cloak flapped as he sprinted toward the end of the alleyway. He tossed a glance over his shoulder to see Kel and whoever rode behind her gaining on him. Suddenly twisting his body and bracing himself for the exertion, the thief took hold of a pile of crates and pulled them aside, toppling the tall stack into the path. Kel tried to jump the collapsed pile in the split moment before collision, and toppled over top of the wooden boxes, rolling over them clumsily. She plummeted to the stone ground, groaning in pain as her arm was scratched up from breaking her fall, but quickly began to scramble to her feet again.



Suddenly, a noisy whinny was heard, and the rider leaped over the crates and Kel entirely. At the edge of her vision Kel saw them sail through the air above her, an unnaturally powerful leap for a horse with a rider. But when the hooves clatter down on the tiled stone, Kel saw that this was not a market guard’s steed.



“Taria?” She gasped out softly



The centaur woman slowed to a halt and partially turned her equine body so that she could look down at Kel.


“Are you alright?” she asked, the tone of her voice alert.



Gasping as a second wave of shock momentarily overcame her, Kel stammered. Taria, in the flesh, was right there! Although the chainskirt remained on her equine body, she was not wearing her heavy plate armor on her human torso. Rather, she wore a beautiful leather chestpiece and light chainmail. A spear and a lance laid in two mounts along her equine length, within reach of her arms. Kel found no words.



“Thief?” Taria inquired, the word prompting.



“Ah - Yes!”



“Stay here!” The centaur woman galloped after the thief just as he made his way around the corner at the end of the alley and disappear from Kel’s sight.



Kel shrieked frantically and sprinted after Taria as soon as she found her feet. The centaur woman stammers to a halt at the end of the alleyway, and cast her gaze back at Kel.



“T - Taria?” she asked again, dumbly, as if unable to truly believe it.



Taria looked down at her closely and nodded lightly, before directing her gaze toward the thief up ahead.



“My silver!” Kel said.



After a short moment of hesitance, Taria turned towards Kel and shouted “Hop on!”. Her equine legs buckled as she knelt close to the ground.



Kel froze momentarily, trembling as a rush of excitement overwhelmed her. As soon as she could manage it she rushed forward and climbed onto Taria’s armored form, settling down between her lance and spear and instinctively looking for the reins. Kel swiftly gave Taria a little habitual kick as she looked up to see the thief escaping. She gasped, mortified, when she realized what she’d done.



“Did you kick me?” Taria asked, sounding greatly amused.



“Oh! Yes - sorry!” Kel flushed bright pink, but Taria’s gaze was locked ahead.



At Kel’s response, Taria began to canter after the thief. Kel leaned forward to secure her arms around the centaur woman’s leather-armored torso, latching to her tightly around the stomach just beneath her tits. “Big fan!” she added.



“I thought I recognized you!” Taria replied haughty, and then shouted “Hold that thought!” She called out for the citizens ahead in the path to make way so that she didn’t trample them.



Kel’s lip curled into a grin despite the circumstances. She was riding her heroine, and Taria even recognized her!



While citizens scrambled to the side of the path and slowed Taria’s pursuit, Kel leaned forward against the centaur’s back, grasping her snugly around the midriff. Taria’s soft and wavy blonde hair cascaded over Kel’s face, and she inhaled deeply, breathing in the centaur woman’s scent. She bounced rapidly against Taria and her armored horse-back as the centaur cleared the crowd of humans and accelerated into a gallop, gaining on the thief.



The thief suddenly turned and darted into an alleyway on the left, perpendicular to the path. Taria slid to a halt with difficulty, passing the alley’s entrance by a few feet and spending a moment turning and regaining her momentum as she charged down after him.



“Stop!” she shouted commandingly, taking up her spear from it’s mount along her side.



Taria leaped again as the alley grew too narrow for her to get around a stack of crates. She cleared the large wooden boxes with ease, and Kel slammed into her back when they landed.



“Oof!” Kel exclaimed lightly, scooting forward along Taria’s back with the help of her grip on the woman and trying to look over her shoulder. The thief seemed corned, though there was a pile of crates at the end of the alley adjacent to a low wall. He doesn’t hesitate, throwing himself onto the stack to climb.



Taria raised her spear-throwing arm and slowed her charging pace.



“Well don’t kill him!” Kel said, momentarily baffled.



Taria threw the spear forward with a powerful thrust of her arm, and it whistled through the air. It smashed into a crate just adjacent to the thief, perfectly finding it’s mark between him and the strap of the satchel he’d stolen.



At first the thief seemed to think she missed him, but as he climbed over the stone wall, the bag slid right off his shoulder. It had been ensnared by the spear. He reached down to grab at it and tugged frantically several times before being suddenly nailed right in the head by a thrown apple. Snarling and turning toward the centaur and her rider, he spit a curse at them.



“Fuck you!”



“No, fuck you!” Kel screamed in response, hurling another apple with surprising accuracy.



The thief finally decided the prize wasn’t worth it and gave up, flopping over the wall. Kel could hear the noisy thump of him landing on the ground on the other side followed by a loud defeated curse.



Taria trotted up with a relaxed pace toward the pile of crates at the end of the alley. Kel’s satchel hung from the centaur dame’s spear and swung gently as the noisy footsteps of the thief faded into the distance behind the wall.



Kel screamed loudly and excitedly, and Taria let out a startled whinny. Her front front legs raised slightly off the ground as Kel laughed in a loud and victoriously manner.


“That was incredible!”



Collecting herself, Taria laughed in response, but only after some tense hesitance. “Ah! Yeah. You’re okay?”



Kel embraced Taria snugly from behind, hugging against her back warmly and squeezing her in a loving way. She buried her face in the centaur woman’s hair and let out a muffled squee.



Taria flushed heavily. She’d never really experienced much affection from humans. She had fans at the jousts, but most shied away from anything this close. The great centaur tribes were warring with the human cities in the west, and not many of her kind lived casually among the folk here.



And although it was a secret to Kel and the other humans here, Taria was a bit of an outcast. Tribal centaurs didn’t wear any manner of armor or skirt over their equine bodies, and Taria could not hide what hung near her back legs. She had attained her equine cock years before from a fleshweaving magus to better please her then-lover. Centaur lesbians often found it difficult to copulate with each other.



“Go ahead and grab your things. I can’t climb up on these crates,” Taria said, kneeling slightly so that Kel could hop off her equine form. Kel swung off her body hastily and clambered up the pile of crates. First she took her satchel off the spear, and then she reached up to take hold of Taria’s weapon and jerk on it firmly. She wiggled the weapon back and forth until it came free from the stone wall.



“Wow! That was insane. You came out of nowhere! You have no idea - I’ve wanted to meet you since I was a girl.” Kel said excitedly as she climbed back down with the items, offering the spear back to Taria carefully.



“I’m glad to have been nearby.” Taria said, smiling warmly down at the human. She took the spear and slid it back into the mount on her armor without taking her eyes off the human girl.



“Is it - can I hug you?” Kel inquired.



“Oh - sure. Let me just…” Taria knelt again in a slightly clumsy manner to hold herself level with Kel. The motion did not seem entirely easy for the large centaur.



Kel moved against her and embraced her snugly, pressing her face against the centaur woman’s leather armor at her stomach. She wrapped her arms around her again, gleefully. “Ahhh!” she contently whisper-yelled.



“So uh - you’re a big fan?” Taria inquired.



“Yes, since I was a girl. I saw you win the great tournament at the city of Pelra!”



Taria gently began to stand to her full height again, as it was not easy for her to remain partially knelt, but Kel continued to embrace her. Her grip slid down the centaur woman’s stomach until she held her heroine around the waist, at the height of her own head. Kel could see the place where the human and horse portions of Taria’s body met, and gently ran her fingers over the soft tufts of white hair there with her hand. She was momentarily unaware of herself.



“That feels like so long ago.” Taria admitted, remember the event. She was barely of age when she signed on for that tilt. She pretended not to notice Kel’s explorative touch. Truly, Taria did not mind it. The human fangirl was lithe but attractive, and Taria had not been touched in any intimate manner in some time. It was pleasant to be adored.



“I remember it so clearly. An incredibly strong thrust.” Kel finally retracted her hands, a playful grin upon her face.



“I’m good at those.” Taria said, making some effort to appear confident and suave. She didn’t want to disappoint this human girl that so obviously idolized her.



Kel caught sight of one of her apples laying on the stone beneath Taria, cracked along one side where it’d struck the thief.



“Ope,” she said idly, bending down to a squat and then a half-crawl as she slipped under Taria and fetched it.



The centaur woman let out a little surprised whinny and then asked “What are you doing?” sharply, seeming caught off guard.



“Oh! Just an apple down here.” Kel said, securing her hand upon it and looking up. “I bought them just before…”



Kel stared forward attentively at Taria’s massive hanging horsecock. It dangled right before the crawling woman’s face. Although the shaft and flared head were alabaster in color, the balls and base of the shaft were a darker grey. Kel gulped slightly and found her thoughts momentarily abandoning her. She could only stare attentively at the massive thing.



Taria awkwardly walked a few steps to the side so that she wasn’t above Kel. The idea that Kel might witness what she had down there and suddenly be disgusted with her was borderline nightmarish. Her face flushed she the human remained silent for a painfully long moment.



But then Kel pushed herself to her feet and blinked a few times, as a cheery grin quickly returned to her features. “Ah! Got it,” she said, holding the cracked apple up for Taria to inspect. It still appeared crisp despite being hurled and shattered, but it wouldn’t remain good for long.



The distracting image of Taria’s massive cock lingered in her head, and she found herself spacing out momentarily as the centaur woman took the apple from her hand. She hadn’t even truly intended to offer it.



“So… do you watch many arena games?” Taria inquired, relaxing. She supposed Kel had somehow managed to miss her massive cock despite being in such close proximity to it. Admittedly some part of her was curious about what Kel would think of her if she knew it was there. So few people could accept her for being both a centaur and a futa, but perhaps an adoring fan would be interested despite such things.



Kel, however, was especially interested. Taria being a futa didn’t turn her off at all. Rather, it only made her want her more. The new experience of being filled with a horsecock would be an indescribable pleasure to her. She stammered slightly as she can’t help but imagine it as they converse. “Ah, truly not. Many jousts over the years, but these days usually… only when you’re there.”



“You’re truly a big fan then.”



“The biggest,” Kel said. An image of Taria’s massive cock flashed in her mind upon her own response. When both are momentarily silent, she rushed to elaborate. “I’ve been traveling these last few months, as it were.”



“I see.” Taria gently cleaned the apple off against her own fur below the waist, at her equine chest where the crotch would be on a human. “What’s brought you to this city?”



“Hahah - that too was you.” Kel said giddily. “And work, I suppose. I knew the tournament was coming and meant to try to find something to do for a few months.”



Taria bit into the apple after spending a moment clearing it of dust. She crunched on the crispy fruit idly and gives Kel a particularly long and attentive look.



“What kind of work do you do?” she asked.



“In Pelra I was working as a caster’s assistant and then doing odd jobs for a while,” Kel explained lightly.



“You worked for a magus?” Taria inquired, sounding curious.



“Mhm. Just aiding her around the place while she did business. She was part of one of the subfactions there - a professional spellworker.”



“I know the sort.” Taria said. A magus like that had been the one to provide her cock through magical means.



Kel smiled up at her gleefully and is momentarily silent.



“Would you like to… walk and talk for a little?”



“Oh! Yes!” Kel sounded incredibly enthusiastic at Taria’s offer, and fixed the satchel back around her shoulder again. “I should love to get to know you.”



“That’d be nice.” Taria said. She was out of a squire and this woman seemed to be looking for work, so there was perhaps an additional, ulterior, motive for inviting the socialization. But even disregarding that, Taria found herself feeling almost infatuated with the energetic human woman.



She knelt again slightly, so as to invite Kel to ride her if she wished. Kel didn’t seem to be expecting it, but gleefully climbed onto the centaur woman’s armored form.



“All good?” Taria inquired, turning her head slightly to address the human on her back.



“Is it alright for me to hold you uh - about the waist?” Kel inquired politely, keeping her hands to herself, this time, until Taria granted permission. When Taria gently nodded to the human, Kel worked her arms snugly around her once again and firmly embraced the dame in cherishing way.



Taria began to trot back up the alley and toward the main road in a contented manner. “Odd that a girl should have a heroine in a centaur,” she commented as she carefully navigated around the stacked crates and took another bite of the broken apple.



“Ah… I suppose I’ve always been really interested in them. In the jousts centaurs were just more fun to watch and… the wars weren’t going back then.”



“A more pleasant time for all of us.” Taria concurred. As she trotted out into the main road, the setting sun cast them both in a warm orange light. The climate here was arid and it remained quite warm, but both knew from experience that the night, and the cold it brought, would come quickly. “Working for a magus is a curious line of occupation. Sort of… -- I am unsure of lucrative is the correct word.”



“It had been interesting. The collective she worked for was rather influential - admittedly it got a bit scary sometimes.”



“Truly so? Militant nature?”



“Some connections with the city’s mercenary factions.”



“Is that why you sought other work?”



“Ah… partially. Well, no. I was fired.” Kel chuckled noisily as her attempt at conversation deflection failed, and then elaborated slightly. “I caught feelings for the magus. Didn’t make her wife happy, so I got sent off.” She was admittedly a bit humiliated to confess it, as the unspoken implication here was that she had been on her way to becoming a homewrecker before her termination.



Taria giggle-snorted lightly, though her tone was sympathetic when she spoke. “Why didn’t you take on other work for the faction in the city?”



“Eh, no specific reason. Things were getting complicated.”



There was a lapse in their conversation as Taria apologized to some of the humans along the road she had barged past earlier. She accelerated her trot into a slow canter once she was past them, attempting to clear away from the busier streets. Finishing off what was left of the apple, she tossed the core into some pathside bushes and wiped her face.



“I had been looking to hire, as it were.” Taria said in a deliberately casual manner once the silence between them had lingered for some minutes.



“Oh? What manner of work?”



“It would not be incomparable to a squire’s work. Personal attendant and such - just without the training and knighthood part.”



“I had noticed that you were without one today.” Kel felt her heart jump slightly as she contemplated the presented opportunity. Being an attendant to Taria would be a dream job for her. She wondered how she should best proceed without blowing her chance. “That work would be well suited for me. I’m truly no good in a fight but I could help you out with uh - your armor, and your lance.”



“I travel - usually don’t linger in a city more than a week or two, and sometimes not even a night.”



“That would be well with me. I’ve got no true roots here or… anywhere.”



Taria smiled to herself as she trotted under one of the city gates, knowing that her expression was not in clear view of her rider. “Do you know all that goes into a job like this? It’s… perhaps slightly different with centaurs.”



“Ah - no, I’m unfamiliar.”



“Centaur’s like human attendants because it's easier for them to give us some services. Brushing and shoeing - not to mention getting the armor on and off is not easy feat.”



“Well I’d be glad to help. Figure I can learn it all quick enough.” Kel said confidently.



“Ah, really?” Taria inquired, surprised that the human was so interested immediately. “It’d be quite a lot of work.”



“I should love to do it. Would you want to bring me to where I’m staying and we can chat some more?” Kel asked.



“Ah - what’s it, an inn?”



“Yeah - oh.” Kel realized why that wouldn’t be suitable for Taria. “Sorry, wasn’t thinking.”



“Yeah, they typically don’t let me in. I paid to have a nice stable cleared just over by the militia quarter”



“You’re sleeping in a stable?” Kel’s eyes widened slightly. She was surprised Taria’s situation was so ascetic, as she was undoubtedly somewhat wealthy.



“It’s...a nice stable. With bedding.”



“I’ll come along with you!” Kel said, unabashedly inviting herself.




 “Ah! Sure. I had meant to wash up at a place in the hills not far from here. Would you like to…”



“Sure!” Kel answered before Taria had truly gotten the question out, the elation made her heart race as she sat on the centaur woman’s back and rode her giddily. “I cared for horses when I was working in Pelna actually.” she added. “Though I don’t know how to do the shoes.”



“Horses.” Taria repeated, sounding amused. “Yes I suppose the idea is just about the same.”



“Ah! I didn’t mean offend you. I only mean… in terms of physical care. I’d expect you have some of the same needs.”



“You’re not wrong.” Taria said, looking down at herself in a manner that seemed somewhat distracted, for just a moment or two. “My last aid had come from a stable as well. Had been working there.”



“Where’s she gone off to, if I may ask?”



Taria trotted beneath one of the cities great gates, staying to the side of the path as many people moved to enter. The evening’s chill would be upon them soon. She hesitated to answer, but then lifted her shoulder in a small shrug. “Took some of my stuff and ran off, is all. We’d been having disagreements.”



“Gah, I’m so sorry. Fucking bitch. You never heard where she might have gone off to?” Kel spoke with sympathetic anger.



The centaur and her rider got a lot of stares as they cleared past the gate and began down a winding path to the hills adjacent to the city. Taria, for her part, did not seem overly attentive to them, but is reserved in conversation. Kel, at least, did not seem bothered.



“It’s no big deal,” the centaur woman said. “She didn’t have anything to run off with really, had been staying with me a few years and traveled light. I guess whatever gold she took can help restart her life.”



“That’s kind of you to say, but hardly any excuse. I hope that you do not worry that I might rob you.”



Taria chuckled heartily. “I surely hope not.” The centaur woman made way up the rocky path of the hill, carefully minding her footing. “It was a shame, though. I had… cared about her.” Taria said, finding herself hesitant to speak of centaur-human romantic interaction.



“You fancied her.” Kel said without any of the dame’s hesitance. Her tone was amiable and prompting.



“I suppose so.” Taria turned lightly back toward Kel, curious of what the human’s reaction would be to her testing the waters in this way. Kel leaned to her side so that she was more easily in the centaur’s field of view, and smiled at her warmly. “But we were not truly together, she was not truly attracted to my body.”



Kel flushed slightly and gently ran her hand along the smooth metal plate of Taria’s armored body. She imagined Taria fancied her too, somewhat. It was not vanity but rather attentiveness that suggested it, as Taria’s cheeks glowed warmly and she was subtly nervous in her voice. Perhaps it was just that Kel knew a Taria that was presented to be bold and confident in the arena, and that contrasted from her true self.



“I suppose that complicates things… for most people.” Kel said, her words providing Taria an experimental hint the way the centaur had for her. “But… if two people are in love than they can surely learn to love each other’s bodies. One need not come before the other I guess.”



“That might be true, but people want what they want, and I wouldn’t presume to make someone change for me, even if they could.”



“I’ve never really been around centaurs up close, though you do not really seem
 unfamiliar
 to me.” Kel said with some emphasis. “I guess as I was growing up I was already used to you, specifically. Seen you so many times and…” she grew silent, unsure where the sentence was taking her.



“You don’t find me hard to look at, then.”



“W-well of course not.” Kel stammered slightly. “You’re beautiful. I only mean to say that by the time I truly began to put any thought into things like… romance, you were already a… comfortable thought.” Kel mentally groaned and wished she could take back the words that escaped from her mouth. She resisted the urge to scrunch her face up in a cringe, lest Taria see it.



Taria blinked a few times and reaches up to brush back her hair. “That’s curious. That makes sense,” she said, her tone embracing Kel’s uneasily structured contemplation. “I figure you’d be curious to see one up close after all this time of watching from afar.”



The path winded along the base of a small hill before angling back toward the main city road, but Taria diverged from it and trotted up the steep incline of the hill. She navigated over some large rocks and walked through a bit of shrubbery, ascending with her rider.



“That’s true. I have been curious of you.” Kel said softly, and then quickly changed the subject. “This place pretty nice?” Kel inquired. She could hear the sound of a stream not far ahead.



“Yes. Beautiful. Good pool of water near the falls.”



“I figure you enjoy your privacy.” Kel said.


“Ah… yes. And I don’t wish to intimidate people.”



Kel imagined the centaur’s massive cock was indeed intimidating, even if it was not what she was referred to. She wondered if Taria meant to bring it up now, before they bathed together at the stream. She hoped she didn’t mean to send her off to some private nook in the hills and wash up by her lonesome. At least they’d have privacy up here.



“Do people… give you much trouble? Around the cities?”



“Not usually. But I tend to not go where the fighting is - because there is tension.”



“Some places worse than others, surely. What… made you leave your people?”



Taria furrowed her brow slightly at the inquiry. It was, admittedly, a question she usually easily deflected with an answer such as ‘glory’ or ‘wealth’. But that wasn’t really true, and she expected Kel knew that. She supposed that Kel must not have noticed her genitalia in that moment underneath her, or she wouldn’t make such inquiries. Of course, the opposite was true, and Kel’s inquiry was more of a realization.



“It was not a life well suited for me.” Taria said softly, exhaling through her nose.



“I’m sorry to be so nosy.” Kel said.



Taria carefully trotted up a pile of rocky rubble where part of the hill had collapsed years ago.



“Ah! Please, it’s quite alright. I’ve simply not spoken of it much.” Taria had not truly spoken much to anyone these last few months, focusing on her sport rather than forging new connections when she was still so wounded.



As she ascended the last length of slope, a beautiful pool of water came into view. The stream fed it from deeper in the hills, collecting up near the steep cliffside of the hill so that the evening sky could be seen in its backdrop many feet above the treetops of those that grew from the forest floor below. By then the sun was beginning to set, and the crimson view of it lit the horizon’s forests in bright color, as though they were aflame.



“This place is gorgeous. How did you ever find it?” Kel stared at the crystalline surface of the water with wonder, looking around at the untouched little patch of hillside.



“Just was trying to avoid people on the walk home.” Taria explained lightly. She brushed her hair back and trotted up closer to the pool, inhaling heavily in a relaxed way. “A favorite secret of mine now. Helps to… have a quiet place for yourself.”



“I hope you don’t mind me intruding.” Kel said cheerily. She slid off Taria’s back gracefully and approached the edge of the water, leaning forward to see her reflection. In the image, Taria appeared above the smaller human as she walked up behind her.



“I’m glad you’re here. It’s nice to have someone to talk to. Also… I needed a bit of help.”



Kel turned around and looks up at her, grinning cheekily. “I suppose this is my interview!” she said, and moved back to Taria’s side to aid her with her armor.



“Aha… yes, sort of. Though you seem to handle yourself well enough.”



“The question is: How well can I handle you?”



Kel and Taria both laugh cheerily, though perhaps they each understood the remark differently.



“Two straps in the front, on either side of my legs.” Taria instructed her, gesturing down at her plate armor near the base of her humanoid portion.



“Oh, I see.”



Taria was quiet as Kel went about undoing the heavy leather straps that bound her equine armor in place. She gently tapped one of her hooves in a manner that seemed almost nervous, and stared forward at the unbroken surface of the water.



“Sorry I’m not so quick at this.”



“That’s fine.” Taria assured her quietly, her posture rather tense.



Kel knelt in front of Taria and undid the straps with some efficiency. She cast a look up to the centaur’s face and smiled to her warmly, but Taria didn’t meet her gaze in that moment. Kel could barely see the woman’s face past her tits from this angle, and imagined the moment was awkward for her.



“And then just… slide it off my back onto the ground there.”



“Do… you prefer to bathe separately?” Kel inquired as she walked around behind Taria and took hold of the edge of her heavy plate armor.



“Oh - it’s okay. Sorry, do I seem nervous? I’m just not used to company.”



“Okay, no worries. Let me know if you need privacy.” Kel slowly tugged the armor off of Taria’s form. She tried not to look at what she knew hung from the centaur’s equine crotch, so that she could pretend she didn’t notice it.



Kel had to wonder if it would be for the best if she just addressed it and told Taria she was cool with it; she was into it, even. But there was no easy way to bring that into conversation without explaining that she saw Taria’s dick when she crawled under her.



As soon as the plate armor had slid free of Taria’s form, the centaur dame trotted forward quickly into the water, granting Kel only a brief view of her beautiful alabaster coat. Her equine body crashed down into the pool noisily and and water splashed the dry earth at the shore. Kel chuckled at her noisily and began to undress herself. “You’ve still your top on.” Kel said. “Do I not get to see?”



What Kel really wanted to see, even more than the centaur dame’s plump breasts, was her massive equine cock. She couldn’t stop fantasizing it after her first encounter, and longed to have it back in her face again.



Taria snorted, flushing slightly. The water came up to her humanoid portion’s waist, but would be almost up to Kel’s neck. “You can see. I was just… excited to get in the water.”



“Must be hot under that armor.” Kel deliberately provided her an out.



“Yeah, extremely. And I’m exhausted from the joust. The water takes some weight off my legs.”



“Can you swim?”



“Mhm. A little. Looks funny though.”



Kel
 snerked
 and then laughs noisily as she imagined Taria’s torso floating about in the water while her equine body kicked, submerged. The distracting thought of Taria’s equine cock suspended in the water beneath her equine tummy worked its way into her thoughts, too. Poor thing must be cold. She’d take it inside later, though. She continued to giggle to herself.



“Well don’t just watch.” Taria said. She reached behind herself and began to undo the straps that held her chest piece in place.



Kel had been ‘just watching’ Taria all her life. She was surely not going to
 just watch
 this time. She reached down to grip the hem of her shirt and pull it over up over her head in a vivacious manner, a big grin upon her features as she cast it away onto the ground. She can’t help but sigh in a relaxed manner as the cool evening air flowed upon her bare skin, gently tickling her with its chill. She brushed her shaggy hair from her face and then placed both hands upon her hips. Noting Taria momentarily direct her gaze at her, Kel jutted her chest in a somewhat exaggerated pose, showing off her slender, gently tanned form.



Taria put a hand over her mouth and stifled a small giggle at the showy antics. She held her leather chestpiece to her chest, and the straps dangled on either side of the loosened piece. She slowly turned away from the undressing woman before casting the chest piece out of the pool and onto dry land.



Kel’s gaze lingered on Taria for some moments, hoping that she might turn slightly back toward her. She wanted to catch an early peak of those breasts, but the centaur dame was making her wait. Kel rushed for the finish line, then, stripping off the rest of her clothes as soon as she was able. As far as she was concerned, every moment this she spent away from Taria, and her sexy tits, was a moment wasted.



Once she’d gotten out of her panties, Kel scrambled forward directly into the water. Despite the warm climate it was shockingly cool, and she gasped as she rushed forward to draw closer to Taria. Kel started to swim once the water passed her navel, and looked up from the surface of the water at Taria as the centaur turned to face her. Taria’s plump breasts hung from her chest heavily, each sporting a puffy pink nipple. Goosebumps formed around her large pink teats as cool air touched them, and her nipples jutted firmly out.



Kel looked up at them, her face barely resting above the surface of the water. Her eyes drifted up along Taria’s smooth stomach and over her large breasts, taking in every detail of her curvaceous but strong form. Finally her eyes wandered up to Taria’s face, and took in her shy smile. Taria’s expression seemed to drive away all the chill from Kel’s body, and she felt a surge of intense warmth washing over her.



“It’s deep here.” Taria said, seeming amused at the sight of Kel.



Kel
 snerked
 , and began to swim slightly to her side and search footing. The image of her staring nearly straight up with mouth just above the water must have been pretty funny to the dame. “So,” Kel said conversationally as she walked up a submerged stone until her torso was above the water. Now she stood at the same adjusted height as Taria. “Those are nice.”



Taria reached up slowly to cup one of her substantial breasts in a hand that dripped with the pools water. She wetted her tit with her touch as she peered at Kel and took in her chest features in turn. Kel’s breasts were smaller, but perky and well shaped. The human girl reached down and pinched each of her nipples with either hand, tugging her breasts upwards gently by the teat. A shiver rushed through Taria from head to hoof as she observed the lithe and beautiful woman’s body.



Taria’s breasts shone with the light of the sunset as she slicked them down with a coat of water. She began to bathe, splashing the water against her waist and stomach and drawing up spilling handfuls to wash her chest and shoulders.



Kel brought her hands around her midriff below her breasts, cuddling herself slightly for warmth as she continued to adjust to the water. She looked less directly at Taria now, relaxing in the moment they shared and permitting her to begin to wash up uninterrupted.



“I am… really looking forward to getting to you know.” Taria said sincerely, turning her head toward Taria again, now that they could finally see each other at eye level. She longed for closeness with heroine’s equine form, and resisting the urge to move forward against her right then.



“And I, you.” Taria said, gently rubbing water against her side and armpit. “It will be nice to have a friend around to share in the victories and such.” Taria brought her hand up to her breast in slightly reserved way, covering her teat, but then gently massaged it. She expected that the sexual question between them was now clear and mutually understood, and yet she hesitated to make a move. She still had not idea what Kel would think when she realized that there in the water, beneath Taria’s equine body, hung a massive horse cock.



“I should like to hear about your life. We can chat when we get back to the stable, you can tell me about it. And we can talk more about what kind of things you’d want me to do for you. I figured maybe I could…” Kel paused slightly, looking up at Taria with bright attentive eyes that lacked the uncertainty of her tone, “polish your lance.” Kel pursed her lips slightly after saying that, the implication immensely clear.



Taria gasped softly, another shudder working through her. There was nothing she could have heard out of Kel’s mouth that would be more satisfying than that. The woman’s sexual implication not only expressed a desire to fuck her, but it also revealed that Kel both knew about and desired her equine cock. The centaur stepped forward gently, her equine legs moving her while the human half of her on the surface seemed frozen, with the exception of her eyes. Taria’s eyes slowly fell upon Kel and stared at her with intensity, her mouth hanging just slightly open. The dame found herself swooning softly as another shudder came over her, and she cleared her throat to reply hastily.



“I should like that very much.” she managed to say, stepping up near Kel. Taria approached and stood over her as she walked up the pools incline into the shallower region.



Kel grinned cheesily up at Taria, looking a the centaur’s face past her hanging wet tits with clear amusement upon her features. Her eyes slowly drifted down along the woman’s body, lingering there where her human portion met her equine portion. She studied the soaking tufts of soft hair there, bashfulness competing against her eagerness.



Taria lowered herself as she had done before when letting Kel onto her back, and then rested her stomach against the stone beneath the water, sitting. For a moment the two are face to face again, and their eyes locked with intensity. Then the centaur woman suddenly moved against her, embracing Kel snugly and pulling her against herself. She put her lips passionately upon the smaller woman’s mouth, kissing her with fervor. Knowing that Kel desired and lusted for her had awakened Taria’s sexual passion in an intense way, and she could not control herself as the feeling washed over her.



Kel leaned into the embrace, her smaller body pressing against Taria’s plump tits as their mouths met. She opened her mouth slightly to lick Taria and coax her lips to part as well. Taria accommodated Kel’s tongue, opening for her and licking against the others mouth as they tasted each other. Kel emitted a soft moan as she felt Taria’s firm nipples pressing against her chest. The soft force of Taria’s breasts pressed against her sent a pleasant wave of warmth through her body.



Taria worked her tongue into Mel’s mouth as her hands slid down the woman’s arms, and then moved beneath them to rest on Kel’s stomach. The centaur’s back legs kicked slightly in the water. “Mmmff...” Taria moaned out softly into their kiss, before pulling away gently. “I want to fuck you…,” she said, slowly drawing her hands upon the smaller woman’s body and over her firm breasts.



Kel nodded at her rapidly, jiggling the strand of spittle that still dangled between their mouths. Her hand darted up to brush some of her shaggy hair out of her face. “Let’s go.” She stared up at Taria without a suggestion of hesitance, appearing absolutely bewildered and enthralled by her desire for the centaur dame.



Taria exhaled softly, her eyes fluttering. “Hop on,” she said softly, punctuating her request with a little nod.



Kel moved swiftly around Taria’s human torso in the water, partially walking and partially swimming. She climbed nude over Taria’s back and sat on her. Once there, the human girl scooted forward and wrapped her arms around the dame’s stomach, wiggling forward until her crotch nudges against the base of Taria’s human potion’s back, and Kel’s breasts pressed firmly against her.



They headed off hastily toward the rented stable, leaving their items behind.
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An old inn came into view as the two rushed hurriedly down the hillside. Kel cuddled closely to Taria for warmth, the water evaporating off of them as they hurriedly went for the shelter of the stable nearby.



“Oh fuck, someone’s going to see.” Taria scolded herself for not taking their stuff with them, but she was so caught up in the moment that she couldn’t bring herself to dry and dress.



“It’s fine. Just… act natural.”



“What, like a horse?”



Kel laughed noisily and Taria hushed her, though she seems amused.



“Coast looks clear.” Kel said, suppressing some final giggles.



Taria trotted quickly across the path in front of the inn, and then slipped into the rented stables.



The place was well furnished, as far as animal housing went, with several large wooden stalls and a fair amount of open space. The ground was dry and dusty but seemed clean enough, and there was no unpleasant odor to suggest animals had been kept here recently. It seemed as though the place had been cleaned up just for Taria. As a champion dame, she could afford such things.



One of the stalls was ajar, with a flat cart with some of Taria’s possessions had been wheeled in near it. Taria could see the edge of a large blanket that had been spread out on the ground inside the stall. She gestured at it. “Is that where you sleep?”



“Oh, yeah, sometimes. Sometimes sleep standing up.”



“Really? That doesn’t sound so comfortable.” Kel knew that horses tend to sleep on their feet, so she supposed to made sense.



Taria walked slowly over the open stall with Kel on her back, and stopped at the entrance so the would-be squire could see her living situation. She’d laid several layers of blankets all along the stable room floor and even brought in a low desk for herself, with a lantern and a few documents that were kept accessible from a lying position.



“It’s alright. Puts a kink in my neck.” Taria said. Her equine body was better suited for sleeping on her feet than the human portion was.



Kel stared down at the blanket as she leaned cozily against Taria. It was warm here, but the comparatively poorly insulated stable had already permitted some of the evening’s chill to wander within. After embracing Taria quietly for a few moments, Kel slid off her equine companion and walked to her front, looking up at her expectantly.



Taria reached out gently and touched her fingertips to a lock of Kel’s shaggy hair, nudging it out of her face. Kel’s face barely came up to Taria’s breasts when they stood together, and Taria settled her hands upon Kel’s head, drawing her in against her chest.



Kel let out a soft muffled moan as she was thrust in between Taria’s weighty breasts and held snugly there. The centaur woman gently wiggled her torso, momentarily smothering Kel between her tits. Kel could feel, to her delight, the immense warmth of the thick boobs emanating into her head from either side. She blissfully slumped against Taria and went limp.



Giggling in a sultry way, Taria kept Kel securely held within her bosom for a few long moments before releasing the human. Kel dramatically gasped for air as soon as she was able, and then grinned cheekily at Taria.



She paused momentarily, her eyes flicking back and forth between Taria’s breasts in an excited way. Though they are identical, it took her a moment to settle on the right one and lean in to wrap her lips gently over its teat.



Taria let out a small whinny as she felt Kel’s tongue nudging and sliding over her nipple. The sensation of the smooth lick sent a wave of intense pleasure through the centaur woman, and she shakily inhaled an tense breath. Her hands remained on Kel’s head, drawing her in firmly against her breast as the woman opened her mouth wide to encompass the full, puffy nipple.



“Fuck, that’s good,” Taria gasped out softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she stared forward over Kel’s head without focus. Kel gently worked her tongue in circular motions around Taria’s perky teat, stimulating her tender pink areola. She suckled the tit and tugged on the nipple gently with her lips, producing a slurping noise.



Taria gently drew Kel away from her breast after a minute had passed, although the human extended her tongue out desperately to take a last lick of her spittle drenched nipple.



Kel met Taria’s gaze as a strand of spittle hung between her mouth and the centaur dame’s tit. Her mouth hanging partially agape and her eyes half lidded, Taria appeared to be experiencing an immense sensation of lust. Kel slid gently against her form, stooping slightly to place a kiss upon Taria’s belly button, and then another just below it.



“I admit I don’t know… what the best way for us to copulate is.” Taria said, the words coming to her slowly as though she was in a trance.



“Leave it to me.” Kel said softly in response, and planted another kiss at the bottom of Taria’s human portion, where her waist joined with her equine half. With that the energetic woman slid under Taria and crawled between her front legs.



Taria gasped softly, the sudden intrusion taking her by surprise. She lost sight of Kel beneath herself, but within a short moment she felt the sensation of warm breath upon her cock. Letting out another soft whinny noise, Taria brought her back hoof up slightly and stamped the dust with anticipation.



Kel felt like she was the luckiest girl in the world. Taria’s already sizable cock was slowly growing before her. She leaned in close to the massive equine penis and inhaled deeply. Her hands drifted up from her sides as if on their own accord and gently settled upon the steadily engorging cock’s base, wrapping around the soft dark grey skin at the lower half of the dame’s shaft. Taria’s hoof raised and stepped again when Kel had secured her warm hands around her cock, like a nervous twitch.



Taria breathed heavily and partially turned to look back at the human, but could just barely see her knee in the dirt beneath her equine belly. As Kel began to stroke, Taria felt her cock reaching it’s most erect size. It was well over a foot in length.



“Oh fuck, that’s really big.” Kel said from beneath Taria, and the centaur dame nodded slightly, oblivious to the fact that Kel could not see her.



“Yeah it’s… bigger than a human’s. That’s good right?”



“Well -” Kel gulped slightly, her eyes focusing attentively upon the dick in her grasp as she continued to gently stroke it. The light grey shaft flared up at the tip, and the end of the curved cylindrical cock was adorned with a small mound around Taria’s urethral. “- if I can take it…”



A small spurt of precum drizzled out of Taria’s urethral, and she softly moaned as Kel massaged and bent her cock to draw more out. The human’s mouth drew forward to the tip of the equine penis, and her tongue extended to lap up the cum from the flat tip. Her tongue lolled over Taria’s urethra as she licked up the centaur woman’s cum. Kel let out a soft and pleasant moan, the way someone might when tasting an lavish dish. She rolled the cum around in her mouth, savoring the taste and consistency. Only her desire for more of the substance inspired her to swallow what she had attained so far and secure her lips upon Taria’s cock again.



Drawing her hand up to her breast, Taria began to gently massage herself with her fingers. She pleasured her own nipples as the human pleasured her cockhead. Kel licked in circles around the centaur woman’s urethra, slowly widening her mouth as she prepared to take the cock in.



Planting a kiss upon the tip of the equine cock, Kel prepared herself. She widened her mouth fully, encircling the cockhead with her soft pink lips. The tip of the cock flared out slightly and was wider than the middle of the shaft, and Kel struggled to get her mouth fully around it. Once it was in, however, her lips slid easily along the length of Taria’s shaft, the large cockhead pressing her tongue down and flat as it pressed in, drawing near her throat and filled her mouth. She shuddered and drooled at the taste.



Taria turned slightly, her equine body stepping forward unexpectedly, causing her dick to thrust against the back of Kel’s throat. The human girl let out a noisy gag as the equine cock filled the entire length of her mouth and seemed to almost push her backwards a step with sheer thrusting force. Taria was lining herself up to step onto the flat cart adjacent to her sleeping stall. She lifted her front legs up onto the slanted wood, and braced herself there.



With easier access and a better angle to work with, Kel began to work her mouth up and down the length of the centaur dame’s equine cock, licking her hungrily all along her shaft. Her lips remained wide to encompass the horsecock at even its most narrow point just past its head, and her mouth stretched open as she forces the dock deeper down her throat, beginning to swallow the wider girth.



Taria groaned softly and another sputter of cum drizzled out of her urethra, coating Kel’s mouth as the cock slid in and out with a steadily faster pace. Though she wasn’t even approaching orgasm yet, Taria continued to squirt out a little drizzle of precum with every pass of Kel’s mouth.



Kel relished the taste of the sweet cum as it slowly filled her mouth, resisting the urge to swallow. Within a minute Taria has already produced in precum more ejactulate than a human ever could, and Kel felt entirely filled between the fluid and the ever thrusting equine cock. She gurgled gently and then gulped, struggling to swallow the first massive load of cum. It flowed thickly down her throat, and the taste was indescribably pleasurable. A stomach full of this would satisfy her as nothing else could, and she continued to suck and eagerly lick as she waited for more.



Kel hastened the speed of her sucking, moving her head forward as Taria gently thrusted in response and taking the cockhead to the back of her throat with each pass. She struggled each time she approaches her limit, managing with difficulty to take the centaur dame’s cock as deeply into her mouth. Taria’s cock darkened from alabaster to a matt grey at a certain point just an inch beyond the further reach of Kel’s lips, and she desired greatly to work her mouth forward to it, and gloss it with her spit.



“Take it deeper -- fuck, you can do it.” Taria moaned softly, trembling as Kel struggled to force the horsecock deeper down her throat. Slowly her equine cock worked its way around the bend of Kel’s mouth and began to slide down toward her stomach. The engorged cockhead rubbed firmly against Kel’s throat as she struggled to press it downward, choking and gagging with each gained inch. Kel’s eyes watered and widened as her lips finally slid onto the darker section of Taria’s length. She watched her chin drifting closer to the centaurs’ massive hanging balls.



Taria whipped her head back so her wavy blonde hair cascaded down behind herself. She held the flat cart’s raised sides with either hand, clenching the wood firmly as she slowly brought her equine body back and forth in rhythm with Kel’s sucking. Her soaked shaft slid more easily in Kel with each passing moment, and the human’s throat pressed down against her flared cockhead in a way that was almost overwhelmingly pleasurable.



Kel finally drew back, allowing the cock to slide out of her mouth just enough for it to stop blocking her airway deep in her throat. She took a massive breath. Inhaling deeply through her nose before immediately surging forward again, and quickly working her mouth over the entire length of the cock.



Letting out a noisy moan, Taria shudders and releases a large spurt of cum out from her cock and into Kel’s mouth. A sudden and intense orgasm began to wash over her. “Oh fuck - fuck, I’m cumming -” Taria’s words were interrupted by a noisy and involuntary whinny.



Kel gagged and choked as she kept Taria’s cock forced as deeply down her throat as she was able. She felt the horsecock tense and raise suddenly, and a moment later an absolute torrent of cum blasted forth from the centaur woman’s urethra. It poured out almost directly into Kel’s stomach.



Feeling the weight of each massive pulse of cum as it splurts out into her, Kel didn’t even have to swallow. It was ejected directly into her stomach at a faster rate than she even could have managed to chug the thick creamy substance. She let out a strangled gargle, the equine cockhead gagging her as Taria remained nearly a foot deep in her.



Taria gradually began to pull out as Kel’s stomach filled up. She drew her cock back up out of the human woman’s throat and continued her massive ejaculation directly into Kel’s mouth. Kel’s mouth filled with cum almost immediately and she frantically tried to swallow it, unable to keep up. She struggled to breath as cum coated her throat and filled her mouth entirely, causing a sensation not unlike drowning.



Taria tried to pull out, but the flared head of her cock was engorged so wide that she couldn’t quite get out of Kel’s mouth. Kel tugged backward but the circular cockhead was practically locked in place behind her lips. She felt the cum forcing itself down her throat as still more pushed into her with nowhere to go. A sudden burst of cum forced itself up her nasal passage and blasted out her nose, spilling over her mouth and the slick equine cock.



Finally she jerked her head back and the massive equine cock popped free. It bobbed violently as it was released from Kel’s mouth, and continued to spray cum on her face. The human woman partially buckled as she coughed up a thick mouthful of cum she couldn’t manage to swallow.



“Uhnnn…” she groaned softly as she struggled to catch her breath. The entire inside of her mouth and throat was covered with a thick layer of cum despite her efforts to swallow. “So fucking good…” She said, slowly beginning to recover.



“Ah? You like it?” Taria asked, sounding bashful, but also somewhat teasing. She looked over her shoulder again, observing the pool of cum around Kel’s body below her.



“That’s the fucking best.” Kel slowly stood up, careful not to slip in the pool of cum.



Taria stepped down from the cart and turned to Kel, looking down at her with lustful passion.



“I just want to do this with you everyday.” Kel said, breathing heavily between her words. “Let me drink from your cock on all your journeys. I’ll help you with your armor and I’ll pleasure you whenever you want it. You’re my heroine Taria.” Kel leaned against her, her cum-coated body soaking Taria’s front.



Taria gently stroked her head. “Mmmm… come with me then,” she said, accepting the human girl’s request. ‘The first of… many adventures.”



When the two went to rest, they curled up together on the blanket in the stall, and talked softly of their sweet passions until sleep took them.
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In the cold season, the gentle breeze of air that managed its way through the mountainous desert terrain was a savored gift. Along the stretch of unkempt paths that lead from the old Meran river to the desert pass, such comforts from the merciless sun were few and far between. Taria and Kel were glad for nightfall, although it was hardly an idea place to make camp.



The night had not been comfortable. The silence of the desert permitted the mind to imagine threats, but on that evening, the threats were very real. Perhaps Taria was more concerned than Kel, but she had seen the worst of her people, and knew what would be in store for her human companion should they be caught. Centaurs would capture a human on sight in these parts, and if Taria was caught traveling with one, they’d both be put to death.



But Kel was unafraid, and the centaur dame could not help but catch her human companion’s optimism. Cuddling together with just a large blanket separating their bodies from the night, the two shared gentle words for some long hours before sleep took them. Kel assured Taria that they’d devise a way to get past the centaur encampment in the morning, and rested lazily against her centaur lover’s equine side.



But now dawn had come, and before the dame and her squire was a long stretch of dangerous territory.



“And even if we get through all of that, it’s miles to the nearest unpoisoned well.” Taria’s voice was soft as she tried to recall the fixtures of the trial, and a think where they might be able to find more fresh water. She ran her hand gently through Kel’s hair, petting the young woman that laid against her equine stomach.



Kel yawned noisy, arching her back as she stretched and finally committed to rising from her comfortable rest. “You’re overthinking things. We’ve got enough,” Kel assured her, pushing herself to her feet. They’d filled their canteens at the Meran river, but it was never a good idea to be short on water in the Pelna desert.



“We’ve got enough water
 if
 we go through the pass. May I remind you we still have no plan for that?” Taria said, her tone short as she stressed over the approaching task. Travel was not easy in this era, as the centaur tribes assailed villages and water-sources for miles along the dry stretch of land approaching the city of Pelna. The siege was tightening, as raiders and mercenaries were recruited to the war effort, but without central leadership their chaotic forces continued to break against the desert city’s walls. All they had managed so far was to destroy the livelihoods of thousands of smallfolk.



Pursing her lips, Kel produced an uncertain but contemplative grunt. “But you expect you could get through, without me?”



“I am not leaving you behind.”



“No, no. Of course not. But were it just you, the centaur’s would let you pass?”



Taria raised a shoulder uncertainty, and then began to rise to her feet. Her equine legs clambered beneath herself to secure footing upon the ground, and she gave herself a stiff wiggle, shaking some dust from her form. “I don’t see why not. They’d not think it overly odd that I wore armor of a human make - centaurs… often take horse armor from knights they slay.”



Kel hastily pulled on a loose fitting pair of canvas pants and a white shirt that had been turned tan by the dust, and wandered over to her Taria’s front. She smiled up at the centaur warmly despite the uncertain circumstance. Taria was nude and disheveled from a night on the sand, and tiredly attended to the mess of her wavy blonde hair.



“And do you think they’d buy that, coming from you?” Kel inquired, sounding amused. When they stood face to face, Taria’s heavy breasts hung at her human companion’s head level, and were rather temptingly accessible. Her nipples were coaxed to grow firm by the cool breeze, each surrounded by a large and pleasantly tender areola.



“Why wouldn’t they?” Taria inquired skeptically, snorting lightly at the human’s teasing tone.



“I don’t know. I just figure you ought to rehearse the details of your story! You haven’t truly been around centaurs recently have you?”



“Not so recently, but I know them well enough. Come, put my hair in a braid.” Taria patted her own back and turned aside toward Kel, stooping down to let the small human scramble onto her back.



Kel scrambled quickly onto Taria’s back and gathered up a few handfuls of the centaur woman’s tousled hair. She had rather convenient access to it as she sat upon her companion’s equine back, and would often braid it as they rode together. It was the traditional way for a centaur woman to wear their hair, pertinent to an individual’s status, but in the human cities people were not attentive to such things. Still, Kel wanted to prove herself a useful squire despite her lack of training, and Taria enjoyed the touch. She was still not entirely used to such casual affection.



“But you’ve never been so comfortable around them,” Kel said, wiggling her jaw lightly. “Even with your chainskirt?”



One source of Taria’s discomfort among her own people had been her cock. It was visible to any that looked, and centaurs did not usually clothe the equine portion of their body except for when they wore armor. She could get away with hiding it for a time, if she merely passed through her people’s territory, but it was not an easily kept secret. Nor were her people particularly accepting of the feature. Such things, to centaurs, were considered an unnatural testament to the power of magic. And magic was a human tool.



But Taria was done with changing for people, and she had no desire to give up the genitalia she had selected for herself. Kel loved her body as it was, and the centaur dame no longer wrestled with any regret. The cock had been granted to her through the means of magic, but it was a part of her now, and a part of her that they both enjoyed.



“I’d not want to wear it all the time. But truly, I’d not want to live among my people again anyway. The human way of life is better suited to me - even if I must live as an outcast. At least in Pelna the people know the difference between a centaur like me, and the savages they war against.”



“I hope so,” Kel concurred softly, idly braiding the centaur’s hair. Suddenly an idea occurred to her, and she yelped excitedly. “Ah!”



“What is it?” Taria asked, startled. She tried to turn her head to look at the human on her back, but Kel steadied her head forward as she continued to braid and excitedly explain her thought.



“What if we tie my hands and legs with the straps for your chainskirt, and strap me to your underside? With your chainskirt on they wouldn’t be able to see me beneath you! You could smuggle me in.” Kel was ecstatic as she makes the suggestion, clearing believing the idea was immensely clever.



Taria laughed heartily. “My goodness, that…” She stifled her giggles as she ponders it, and slowly realizes that the idea, while humorous, actually had some real merit. “... is an idea.”



“I mean it! Think about it. We could tie the back straps of your chainskirt around my ankles, and tie my arms up around the straps just behind your front legs. The whole thing would sit over me easy.”



Taria contemplated it, looking down as she imagined the human tied to her equine belly. “It would not be so comfy for you.”



“Probably not, but we’ll make it work. You only need get through the encampment in the ravine ahead, then you could find a place to untie me.” Kel was enthusiastic about her plan, clearly confident that it would work. As she finishes up with Taria’s braid, she ties it off with a bit of string.



Taria cleared her throat lightly, attentive to something she imagined her squire had surely missed. “Well… you’d be right against my cock like that.”



“So?” Kel inquired, not missing a single beat at the centaur dame’s observation. “It’s not like I haven’t been up close and personal with your cock before. It’d just be hanging near me.” Kel did not share Taria’s bashfulness, though she seemed attentive to it. She wanted to ascertain Taria that the idea of it didn’t make her uncomfortable.



Taria hesitated, thinking the potential plan over carefully. She likely would be able to get away it, if she could manage to present herself believably. Admittedly, she couldn’t exactly figure out any specific reason the plan might fail. “Okay!” she exclaimed, suddenly on board. “We can try that. But you’ll have to be very quiet and… real careful.”



“I’ll be quiet. Just try not to think about it too much.”



Taria exhaled through her nose tentatively, knowing that the task would not be as easy as Kel implied.



Kel sighed softly and leaned against Taria’s back in a comfortable manner, clearly still working the exhaustion out of her system. She reached around the centaur dame’s torso, settling a hand on either of Taria’s substantial breasts. “I suppose I ought to get you into your armor then,” she said, regretfully. They’d been on the road a while now, and there hadn’t been much time to enjoy each other’s companion.



Taria inhaled unsteadily as she felt Kel’s small hands securing themselves over her firm nipples. The human woman could barely manage to support each of her large breasts in a single palm, but ran her hands along them rather vivaciously.



“Not sure if now is a good time for that…” Taria said softly, her eyes fluttering half-lidded as the woman on her back began to gently twist and tug her perky teats, her fingers stimulating the puffy areola around them. Kel leaned snugly against Taria’s back, embracing the woman from behind and drawing them against each other.



“Mmm,” Kel moaned regretfully, allowing her hands to slide off of Taria’s breasts after a few moments had passed, and then secure themselves around her waist for support as she spryly dismounted. “You’re right, we ought to get this underway!”



Getting their plan underway turned out to be a rather complicated task. After Kel helped Taria into the armor that adorned her human portion, she draped the heavy mail chainskirt over her equine back and let all the straps hang untied toward the sand. Kel found a protruding boulder near where they had made camp and laid on her back upon it.



“Now just position yourself over me, and I should be able to get the straps around my leg on. Then I can pass you the end bit to tighten.”



Taria approached obediently, standing over Kel with her hooves on either side of the boulder. She bent her legs slightly to lower herself near her squire’s body until her belly gently rested upon the woman. Letting out a small grunt, Kel fumbled around past Taria’s equine belly to find the back straps of her chainskirt. She patiently looped the leather strap around her ankles before tossing the end of the strap up and around Taria’s body, so that it rested on the chainskirt saddle within her reach.



“Okay! Now just pull that and tie it off.” Kel said, lying beneath Taria with her legs propped up around her equine haunch.



Taria took hold of the strap, struggling to remain half kneeled over the human. It was not an easy position on her legs. She firmly tugged the rope, feeling part of Kel’s weight behind it as the human’s lower half was hoisted up. Her legs were spread around the centaur woman’s equine hips, and her rear rested firmly against Taria’s downturned horsecock. The centaur dame stifled a small whinny as she felt her squire’s butt rubbing against the top of her cock with only a thin layer of canvas pants separating them.



“Is that comfortable?” Kel inquired, wiggling her hips as she adjusted herself. Her upper body still rested firmly against the boulder, but her hips and legs were now elevated snugly against the centaur’s equine underside.



“It’s uh - comfortable enough.” Taria answered uneasily. Already feeling a tingling sensation in her cock as it began to stir from slumber. She knew that an erection would only get in the way at the moment, but it was difficult to stay off as the squire continued to move her ass gently against her cock.



“Next part should be easy. Just uh - squat a little lower, I can’t reach,” Kel said, her arm grasping at one of Taria’s front straps.



Taria’s leg buckled as she tried to lower herself more smoothly, and much of her weight rests firmly upon Kel. “Oof!” Kel grunted as the equine body rested against her and pinned her to the boulder. She quickly took hold of the front strap and pulled it down to where it’d be more accessible.



“Sorry! Got it?” Taria inquired, trying to take some of her weight off of her squire as the woman quickly secured her wrists in a strap loop.



“Yes!” Kel said with uncertain finality. She flicked her bound wrist to toss up the last bit of leather strap, and Taria quickly reached out to catch it just past her waist. “Now pull and tie.”



“Got it.” Taria gently tugged the strap tight as she rose to her full height. The human woman rose with her, firmly attached to her equine belly but obscured by her chainskirt. The horse armor fell past Taria’s equine knees, and so there seemed to be little chance that Kel would be noticed beneath her. The centaur dame tied off the strap walked around experimentally. “Ah! It works.”



“Of course it works! I just hope it holds. As she walks, Kel bumped repeatedly against the futa centaur’s cock, her rear constantly rubbing against it. Kel couldn’t help but cheekily smile as she felt Taria’s cock hardening slightly with each passing moment. “We’re a little close, huh?” she inquired playfully. She could feel the strap tightly bound around her pant leg at the ankle, which made her feel a little less securely held, but she figured this way she might avoid a welt.



“Mhm,” Taria stifled another small whinny. “We’ll just be quick about it, yeah?” She cast a last glance over their camp, ascertaining that nothing they needed was left behind. The canteens and bed mat had already been tied to her saddle in lieu of her lack of a rider. It would be better for the centaur’s to see that she was not reserving that place, as an empty saddle made a centaur look like a human’s pet, the way a leash would for a slave.



Taria knew the only way to prevent her cock from almost immediately engorging was to distract herself, and so she directed her attention to the pass ahead. Kel, at least, seemed to be enjoying herself; The centaur dame occasionally heard her squire’s playful giggles from beneath herself. Each time she did her attention was drawn to the stimulation upon her semi erect horsecock. It seemed inevitable that’d it’d grow now, but Taria was committed to the plan and would simply have to try to ignore it. Had it not been for the circumstances she would have found this position much more enjoyable. Once they were clear of the centaur tribespeople, she was going to fuck the squire’s brains out to be certain, but she couldn’t let herself think about that.
 Stop thinking about my cock!
 Taria mentally shouted at her own brain, which truly did little to help.



The winding path through the dry terrain lead them into an increasingly rocky region, until the desert rose up on either side of the trail, swallowing them in a ravine. Taria clambered over the uneven stones hastily, her cock periodically tensing against Kel’s soft buttocks.



“Oop, slipping a little,” Kel whispered, and Taria grimaced as she looked around for any signs of watching centaur’s. She whispered back in a tense hushed tone. “Hold still! We’re near them now. Just hold still.”



“I’ll try,” Kel ascertained her. The leather strap was tugging against her canvas pant leg, and she felt them slowly slipping off of her with every one of Taria’s motions. The loose fabric was pulled up her legs, and the periodic nudging of Taria’s massive horsecock was only pushing the pants along.



“I see them.” Taria said, stifling a small moan as Kel’s bare ass settled against her cock, the waistband of her pants slipping up her thighs. Thankfully the strap still managed to hold Kel around the ankle, but she dangled less securely now. Kel didn’t respond verbally, but tensed herself beneath Taria’s body and tried to impair her movement as minimally as she was able. With luck, the centaur’s would assume she only walked funny because of the human made horse armor.



Two centaur’s stood along the path up ahead, idly guarding the way. There was a bit of a camp set up there at the base of one of the rocky cliffs with a fireplace and some loot stashed in clear view. The centaur raiders did not need take much with them as they traveled, but Taria saw that they had sacks of grain to supplement what they were able to pillage.



“Ho there!” Taria hailed them noisily, nothing that they did not seem to be particularly alert toward her approach. The two centaur’s eyed her attentively, watching her as she rode forward. One was male and the other female, and each wore only light leather armor on their humanoid torso, draping over their equine breast. Kel swung gently beneath Taria, bumping her cock back and forth as her rear swung against it. The centaur woman could feel the squire’s warmth radiating through her belly, and now also seeping into her dangling member with nothing to divide them. Her firm length nudged against Kel’s ass, pressing between her cheeks the long-ways as the head remained aimed downward, unable to rise with Kel in the way.



The two raider guards cantered toward Taria, holding their spears aloft in a guarded but unaggressive way, the point aimed to their sides.


Taria removed the lance and spear from the side of her chainskirt, holding both aloft in one arm. In clear view of the approaching raiders, she turned the weapons so that their deadly ends aimed to her rear, and replaced them in their holder on her armor. That seemed to satisfy the centaur’s who closed the rest of the distance.



“Quality human-gear. Where have you ridden?” The male centaur inquired tersely, inspecting Taria. For a moment she feared he might demand she remove her armor, but she ascertained herself he had no reason to be suspicious.



“No so far. I have ridden alone along the Meran, there I slew a knight.”



“Do you carry their braid?” The centaur man inquired, looking over Taria’s possessions curiously.



“Ah, nay. He was… a bald knight.” Taria invented with some haste.



Both centaur guard’s snorted noisily.


“Where are you heading now?” the woman guard inquired as she cast a glance behind herself. Up ahead in the ravine Taria could see some additional centaurs. Most of them were resting on their feet or making idle conversation near additional fires. The smoke visually dispersed before it rose beyond the ravine’s ceiling into clear view, so the centaur’s here likely considered this a good place for camp. It was plenty warm enough to go without fire, but they could not go without cooked meat.



“To my tribe. They await me near the city of Pelna.” The city itself was her destination, but this simple lie would have to be enough to assure the centaurs that she supporting their cause.



“The
 Makatian
 ?” the woman guard inquired. Taria knew of that tribe, though she had never encountered them.



“Aye,” she agreed quickly, feeling her cock bend gently as it tensely flexed against Kel’s ass. The human squire was doing her best to hold still, but periodic waves of arousal worked their way through Taria, causing involuntary cock convulsions. Taria was, of course, secretly grateful for the centaur woman’s volunteered answer. If Taria had been forced to say a tribe name at random, her lie may have been more easily discovered. Despite the lack of central leadership, most of these centaur’s were paying attention to the location of the other tribes. It was more about avoiding each other than working with each other, as there was only so much plunder to support the raiding clans in the desert lands south of Pelna. Centaur’s were territorial in war.



“Go then, we’ve no extra water.” The centaur guardsman’s voice was wary, as though he expected there was more to Taria’s story. Taria, however, was glad to be permitted such a vague explanation. Her cock was practically fully erect now, and pressed tightly against her silent squire with significant force. “But Dasra will escort you through the camp.” He gestured at the centaur guardswoman, who nodded at him and beckoned Taria to follow her.



Taria begins to slowly walk after Dasra, but the centaur guardswoman impatiently grunted at her, moving forward with a steady trot. Suddenly, as Taria accelerated to keep up, her horsecock tensed firmly against Kel’s rear and slid up between her legs mid stride. Taria felt a surge of relief as her cock flopped up past Kel’s crotch and rested on the squire’s stomach. The human’s ass was no longer pressing down on the top of her shaft, and she could relax her cock and let it just rest on the squire below her.



Kel inhaled slowly, taking care to not make any noise that the centaur guardswoman could notice. She looked down at Taria’s massive length resting upon her belly, licking her lips as she appreciated it. Taria’s pink flared cockhead looked up at Kel longingly. Kel rested her ass against the centaur dame’s weight balls now, allowing the massive equine cock to slide gently against her stomach as she swung backward and forward. The tip of it reached her passed her navel and nearly to her tits.



Dasra lead the centaur dame and her hidden companion through the encampment quickly, but slowed her pace as the two approached the ravine’s exit. “Is something wrong?” she inquired, noting Taria’s uneasy demeanor and perhaps the pink tint of her flushed face.



“Everything is fine. It has been a long journey, and my legs… are sore for walking on sand.” Taria said, half truthfully. The centaur guardswoman nodded at her, seeming sympathetic.



“Go straight north from here. There is water in the ruins near the city. Raiders there, but they will let a centaur drink.” Dasra told her. Taria didn’t intend to take that route, but it was good to know in case the other potential water sources were unavailable.



“Good fortune.” Taria said politely, and trotted up the sandy incline out of the ravine, putting some distance between her and the other centaurs.



Watching a tiny drizzle of precum drip down from Taria’s cockhead, Kel was finding it irresistible. Bound as she was she was held against it tormentingly, with no way to claim the pleasure.
 I’m gunna sheath your sword,
 she thought to herself silently, a mischievous look upon her features.



Kel swung herself gently backward and forward as soon as the centaur woman began to fall behind them. She had waited long enough, and wanted to take the centaur dame’s cock inside of her. She eyed it wistfully as she worked up the momentum, swinging back and forth until she cleared the length of the cock. When she swung back towards Taria’s back legs, the flared cockhead pushed directly against her sex firmly, jutting directly against the squire’s pussy. Kel was unable to muffle the sudden moan that escaped her lips. The flared cockhead didn’t slip in just yet, as it was quite a task just to get it inside of her.



A frantic whinny escaped Taria’s mouth, sounding both guilty and sexually aroused at once - which was a damming whinny for a centaur warrior to make, believe me.



“HUH?!” Dasra inquired, her tone alert and alarmed. Though she had no idea what to make of it, she’d surely just heard a distinct voice coming from underneath Taria.



The centaur dame did not wait for the guardswoman to realize what had occurred. She accelerated into a forward gallop with little hesitance, knowing that there was knowing left now but to run. The first major stride sent her cock sliding into Kel’s pussy, as the momentum of the sudden surge forward worked her massive flared cockhead into the squire’s sex.



Kel could only cling tightly to the leather straps that bound her wrists, supporting herself against Taria as the centaur dame ran. Ever motion of her powerful equine legs sent her cock thrusting deeply into Kel’s vagina, forcefully pushing its way in with little warm-up or preparation.



“Ah fuck!” Kel shouted over the clattering of hooves. She’d never been filled with so much cock at once. Even when Taria took her pussy, difficulties with the angle and such had always prevented such perfect long strokes. Now the centaur dame’s cock was fully inside of her, thrusting forward and backward with fast and intense rhythm as Taria ran.



Dasra was in pursuit, but she must not have expected Taria to bolt so suddenly, as she falls behind. Taria dare not look back at her, but accelerated forward at top speed. She could feel Kel’s pussy sliding over the length of her cock, sending ways of intense pleasure through her, but she couldn’t focus on that!


Kel, on the other hand, could practically focus on nothing else. Even when a spear crashed down in the sand just a few feet to their side, the only thing on her mind was the sensation of complete and utter fullness that the centaur dame’s massive throbbing cock provided her. Her inner walls were stretched by the relentless thrusting force, overstimulating her sensitive sex. She’d never been fucked this good, and now it was happening practically by accident. She knew she and Taria had discovered something awesome in this strange undercarriage position, but they’d have to escape with their lives if they wanted to enjoy it again.



“Oh fuck, you okay Kel?” Taria inquired, leaping over a massive outcropping of rock.



Kel only moaned in response as Taria clattered back onto the dusty earth. She seemed entirely unconcerned or perhaps unaware of the surrounding danger; there was something
 bigger
 on her mind.



Taria grimaced as she looked ahead. She’d gone off the path, and rough prickly bushes grew in dense patches around the ravine. There was no other route for escape. Taria would not be able to outrun the centaurs in the long-run, and they would be upon her soon. She surged forward, breathing heavily and groaning uncontrollable as the woman tied to her underside was thrown up and down the length of her cock with the momentum of her gallop.



“Hold on!” Taria shouted down at Kel. She barreled through the prickly shrubs and cacti. Her chainskirt covered most of her front, but she squealed as some spiky bits of bramble stabbed at her legs.



But that was it for the chase. The three pursuing centaurs took one look at Taria bumbling through the spike brush, protected by her armor, and then they took one look at their own nude, unprotected forms, and decided not to pursue. Kel frantically looked down at the thorny vegetation that loomed threateningly just below where she hung, droll drizzling out of her mouth as she tilted her head.



Taria cleared the bramble and thorns quickly enough, powering through it with her momentum until she reached a clearing ahead, where the ground was scorched. She slowed to a halt, her mouth hanging agape as her cock began to convulse. The sounds of the centaurs shouting aggressively in the distance and inaccurately hurling their spears died out in the dame’s mind, as her thoughts suddenly turned to the issue that was most pressing currently.



That issue being Taria’s cock pressing into Kel, of course. Even as Taria slowed to a halt Kel was throwing her body back and forth, pleasuring herself wildly as she sensed Taria’s approaching orgasm, even when the centaur woman had not. Her massive equine cock easily fills the entire length of Kel’s sex, the wide cockhead firmly pressed against her cervix as the shaft convulses. The squire’s eyes roll back in her head as she is enveloped with disorienting waves of pleasure.



Taria reared up on her hind legs, whinnying noisily as a massive surge of cum flowed through her cock and burst out into the woman’s pussy. The first pump of the thick centaur cum filled Kel with ease, the second squirted into her forcefully, stretching her out slightly as her vagina made room for the sudden addition of fluid. Taria’s cum pulsed out of her steadily at an immensely fast rate, and spurted out and drizzled from Kel’s sex as it was forced out of her by the ceaseless flow. The cock filled her so entirely that it took quite a lot of pressure for the cum to even flow out between the tight connection of Kel’s sex and Taria’s equine shaft.



Kel felt absolutely stuffed. Her eyes rolled back in an unfocused way and her mouth hung clumsily agape.



Taria exhaled a long shuddering breath as her orgasm finally began to wind down. She trotted forward awkwardly away from the still jeering centaurs, cum dripping beneath her as she departed. Dasra and the other two pursuer’s shared a very confused look, and then made way back to the camp.



“That was close! Too close!” Taria said frantically as they drew away. Her cock still rested in Kel’s cum filled pussy, but she walked more carefully now.


“Oh, no. I got there,” Kel assured her, misunderstanding the meaning of Taria’s words. She was in a post-coital stupor of bliss, as though drunk on Taria’s cum. She hung there rather relaxed as the cock more rhythmically flowed in and out of her, slick with the centaur woman’s ejactulate. Taria resolved to help the squire off her cock once they had some distance from the centaur encampment, as she seemed quite content there. The centaur dame felt a surge of pleasure with every step she took, and grinned with elation now that the imminent danger had passed.



“Well Kel, when you’re right you’re right.” Taria said heartily. “The was a great idea.”



Kel moaned her agreement, and they continued down the trail.
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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.







 [image: ]



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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