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 The Frost Witch Switch 
 
      
 
    Neri trudged through a flooded valley beside the ruins of Trian, a city from a prior age. What structures still stood were condemned to sink slowly into the mud, as time and the befoulment of magic had made the land a swamp. She was conspicuous, adorned in bright orange and bronze: colors that served as a warning for would-be assailants. The might of fire was within her, and the chilled water could not dampen her strength. 
 
    “Help us, please! Someone!” A voice was heard shouting, and she jolted to attention. She felt the call was directed at her, though it came from afar, from a grove of dead trees where she could not see its source. Nonetheless, she marched in that direction hastily, arming herself with a shield and mace. Whoever called for aid continued to call out until Neri had come into the clearing. A man was laying with his back supported on a rock, and there was a woman beside him administering care. “He is poisoned,” she said to Neri. “Please, can you help us?” 
 
    Neri nodded and reached for the vital stones she carried, capable of restoring flesh and blood. There was something in the air that smelled foul, and for some reason, it put her on edge. “What’s happened? Lake Snake?” She came nearer and took a look at the two. The woman wore dirty holy robes that Neri recognized as from the old astrological temple, and the man was armored in knight’s plate. For a moment they were strangely silent. 
 
    Suddenly, Neri heard the splashing of someone sprinting toward her rear. Before she could even look she leapt and threw her body sidelong into the water. It was just in time, as the attacker had swung a longsword with force and nearly cut her despite her quick response. In an instant, all three of them set upon her, and she could not rise fast enough. The woman struck her with a scepter, and the shock of its magic caused almost incapacitating pain. The knight rushed her with a small dagger. In what little time she had, Neri had drawn her mace, and she brought it down onto his foot hard enough to crush the steel. 
 
    As he screamed and recoiled, she ignited her weapon. Sharp blades on its edge in the shape of licking flames now shone with true fire. She brandished it like a torch, flailing at her foes to buy some space. 
 
    She recognized the one who had attempted to take her life from behind as Terius, or the Fetid Fool as he was called by her kin. Now the priestess brandished a dark dagger with her scepter and was charging a blade spell. Neri didn’t know her. She held her shield firm to take whatever attack came. A dark bolt splintered her shield and knocked her onto her back once more, and immediately afterward, Terius threw a set of knives, and one of them pierced Neri’s thigh. 
 
    She felt she was overwhelmed, and the pain of the injuries already sustained would make it hard to put up any fight. With all her energy she got up and started running. 
 
    They tried to hit her as she went, and that delayed their pursuit. She was struck by a bolt that just barely pierced her armor and wedged uncomfortably in her back. Neri ducked behind a toppled wall and then continued to run, heading deeper into the ruined city where she thought she may be able to fortify herself in an abandoned building. Once they were chasing her in earnest they began to gain on her. 
 
    Her equipment was weighing her down, though she only carried one other large weapon, a crossbow that fired bolts three at a time. She had it loaded, and after waiting for the pursuers to follow her around a half-sunken building, she fired into their group, striking the knight. The bolt was not lethal but covered him in flame, and Neri heard him wail about his misfortune as he rolled around in the water. Seeking orbs of magic had been set to pursue her, and she could not reload, so she threw her crossbow into a bush. 
 
    “Best call it a day!” Neri called out when her hunters seemed to falter in their pursuit. In truth, she was totally exhausted, and could only jog through the deep water in the old city square. She went toward a broken tower that now stood only a floor and a half high. The wicked priestess and Terius were soon encroaching on her. Neri called on her magic and asked the fires to imbue her with strength. 
 
    She didn’t know or care why they had come. Neri had made many enemies in the service of her mistress, the witch Raya. Terius approached first and hurled a bottle at Neri, which she blocked. At once she could feel the acid burning her arm, and the smell was so wretched that she had to throw her shield away. He followed up by rushing at her with the point of his sword, but Neri conjured a wisp of fire to throw at his face and was able to skirt around it and then kick him down. 
 
    Neri could have killed Terius. It would have helped her odds and the others were still approaching. She knew there was little point in pleading or trying to reason with them. But she did not finish off her foe, as there was a familiar chill in the air. Her mace fell hard and missed his head, and he scrambled away, slashing with his blade. 
 
    The presence of her mistress could be felt. Neri did not know where she was, but she was now confident that her plight had been observed, and the stark and chilling response that Raya offered would set this matter to rest. She stood upright and adopted a ready stance. 
 
    “So this is all the duelist Neri can offer?” The priestess asked as they formed up and approached Neri together. “I remember the stories of you taking down a whole host of Zanthia Elites, but now you run and fling meek fire.” 
 
    “No one will remember you at all,” Neri spat. Nothing about the priestess's use of magic impressed her. She had felt the sting of cowardly magi a hundred times and lived to hear them shriek ablaze. You will meet your end by fire or by ice, she thought. 
 
    “Finish her off before she remembers a better spell.” With that instruction, Terius and the now authentically wounded knight advanced once more, and their leader began to conjure golden spikes that hovered in the air ready to launch. 
 
    A howl pierced the night, shrill like a torrential wind or the shriek of a dragon. Ice washed over all of them in a flurry, and Neri fortified herself and grinned as the blizzard set down upon everything relentlessly. Her foes yelled out in alarm and could barely be heard over the cutting gale. When the chill began to become unbearable even for Neri, it disappeared as swiftly as it had begun, leaving each assailant frozen up to the knees. 
 
    Now it was Neri’s turn to wield passion and power. The inner flame for which she owed her life and glory was ablaze. Her pain was forgotten even as her flesh burned away and she kindled her mace once more. Standing between them, Neri began to spin in place, stirring a whirling inferno that threatened fiery death. She let her fire wash over all of them but only enough to singe their faces and burn the vile priestess’ eyebrows off. They all screamed in alarm as Neri’s fiery mace was swung near, threatening to strike any of them at any moment. Only once the fighting spirit had entirely left them, and all three were begging for hope of escape, did she let her fires dissipate. The icy bindings of the attackers had melted enough to permit them to flee, and they fled. 
 
    Neri looked up the tower and saw where the second floor was broken open. Raya was standing there impassively, leaning on a staff. In significant pain, Neri went and pushed open the door, and was met there by Raya’s lesser servant, Clere. 
 
    Despite all her strength, the wounds and poison would have been fatal for Neri if untreated. It could all be undone, however, with the vital stones she carried. The price for this potent magic was death, and Neri had filled her stones with the life force of Black Sun cultists as well as any irredeemable villain that dared challenge her on the road. She went and collapsed on the table and pulled up her skirt, applying the stone to the festering wound Terius had inflicted. It stung awfully as it purified her body of numerous foul substances, but then there was immense relief as her flesh was mended. 
 
    Clere held the stone to her thigh for her as Neri treated some of her other wounds. It hadn’t been as bad as it had felt at the moment. They had afflicted her with pain and toxins to slow her down but it hadn’t been enough thanks to her fortitude. Still, she had nearly been vanquished and groaned tiredly as Clere took over in the healing. “Tell the mistress that I have acquired her heart,” Neri said and snickered weakly. 
 
    “Raya is quite pleased you have arrived in one piece. I called upon her when you entered into the city.” 
 
    “Quite a lucky break.” Neri gently shooed her and got out of the rest of her armor. Under her robes, she had fur-lined greaves and gauntlets bearing the sigil of the burning tree. Before entering into Raya’s service Neri had been a fire monk charged with purging the lands brought to ruin by decay. She was still loyal to the idealogy of her order, though less heavy-handed now. She sighed as she considered what gentle punishment she had dealt for this serious trespass. She smiled at the sight of her splintered, acid-melted shield, though she was fond of it. Better you than me, she thought. When her equipment was off she warmed herself and allowed her nerves to settle. Clere came down to offer tea, but Neri drew her robe around herself and went up to speak with Raya. 
 
    The second floor of the tower had no ceiling and only two-thirds of a wall. Raya stood there impassively as though admiring the view. She was draped in white silk robes that contrasted her dusky violet hair. When Neri had watched her for a moment she turned to her and smiled. “The stars spell fortune this eve. Is that why you come before me nearly nude?” 
 
    Neri laughed. “Fortune for you, maybe!” She pulled her robes to hang less revealingly. “I got my ass kicked. Though, not thoroughly, thanks to you.” Neri fished in her pocket for the heart, a very large cut sapphire. “At least you do not jest about the smell.” 
 
    Raya did not admit to her that warding magic prevented her from even smelling the poison on Neri. She put her hands out to receive the stone and then held it up the moonlight admiring its beauty. “This a true heart of night, the best I have seen. Its beauty belies a terrible power, one that we now possess.” She enclosed her hand around the stone. “It is time we returned home.” Her fist glowed with magic, and Neri felt the pull in her chest as they were transported elsewhere. 
 
    They appeared on the garden balcony of Raya’s estate. Raya fastened the gemstone around her neck and it disappeared under the hem of her dress. “We are one step closer, then. Shall I recount the attack? I suppose the attacker's identities matter little now.” 
 
    “That is true. They are wild ones indeed but will have no hint of our path now. There is but one errand left, to be done in thine homeland.” Raya looked at Neri and hummed. “You are always losing your weapons. I shall need to find a proper reward for you.” 
 
    “Clere will get my crossbow back,” Neri said. “I need not gifts,” she added, but politely. 
 
    Raya considered Neri thoughtfully. “Once you admitted to wanting a prize.” 
 
    Neri was embarrassed at first, knowing that Raya was referring to when she had gotten drunk and asked her for a kiss as payment for service. But then, she felt odd, wondering why Raya brought it up then. 
 
    “It was not noble to admit. Nor to wish to give you that service,” Neri blushed despite no change in her stoic features. 
 
    “Wishes and admissions are noble enough to me,” Raya said softly. She stood close to Neri. 
 
    Neri had fleeting uncertainty, as Raya had been inscrutable. It was sometimes difficult to distinguish the ruler from the woman. Then Raya took hold of Neri’s robe and began to remove it with slow care and no hint of reason. Neri gasped softly at the cold rush of air that washed over her body, and the unexpected invitation it signaled. She was left only in a tight vest for breast control and her panties, orange as fire. Raya looked her over openly, but then a sort of shyness seemed to come over her. She looked into Neri’s eyes with anticipation. 
 
    “Your desire has not been so obvious as mine,” Neri said, breathing deeply. Raya was gently touching at the fastening of her own dress but seemed tentative about it, and for the first time, it occurred to Neri that she too had been uncertain about how to make her feelings properly known, let alone act on them. Neri stepped forward to embrace her and kissed her cool lips. Raya was still like ice for a moment and then relaxed all at once to Neri’s warm touch. It was more than she had felt in a long time. 
 
    Kissing cured Neri of her reservations and set her at real ease. So carefully had she approached all things to do with her mistress that this moment felt simple and fluid by contrast, like a dance. She was not so good at kissing as fighting, but let Raya feel her love before their lips parted. Raya’s cool hands had gently moved along Neri’s arms, causing goosebumps. She touched her so gently that only a slight chill was sensed. 
 
    “I am drawn to your light,” Raya admitted to her sweetly, “and held you at distance.” 
 
    Though little was said, Neri understood what Raya expressed. They had both committed to different roles. Such as this could complicate their task or throw Neri’s loyalty into question, but that seemed passing smoke now. 
 
    “I was happy,” Neri assured her simply. “Always. And now…” she guided Raya’s hands around herself, letting her feel her strength and warmth. “You have filled me again with wonder. As full of surprises as when we met.” 
 
    Neri gently opened up the front of her dress until she could see the Heart of Night wedged down in Raya’s cleavage. Raya softly gasped and showed excitement in her features, which was rare for Neri to behold. Then she chuckled and said abashedly, “As a good servant you have not sought to unveil all my secrets, nor claim what I had only subtly offered.” She set a hand on Neri’s hips and reached up to stroke her cheek with the back of her fingers. 
 
    “But you desired it?” Neri asked with gentle humor. Her eyes widened when she realized it was true. She gently hugged Raya and swayed with her, letting her body express her affection. “I would receive you now,” Neri told her and gently kissed her cheek. 
 
    Raya’s hands moved along Neri’s body, touching her muscles, and she gently hooked a finger into her vest. “Yes,” Raya said quietly. She guided Neri’s hands down and stepped back from their embrace. Raya slowly spun around and seemed to consider the night sky before walking toward her bedroom and glancing once over her shoulder with a playful smile. It was as though she collected herself in preparation for what was next, and Neri couldn’t help but grin as she walked laxly after her. 
 
    Raya awaited her in her bedroom and had taken a seat at the foot of her bed. She had discarded her warm gown but still wore the bright white lace dress she had under it. It was a simple and clean chamber and the air was rather cool, though Neri felt her own heat would soon make the place rather cozy. She thought Raya looked so sweet sitting there awaiting her, though it reminded her of the more common kind of woman she had known, who sometimes adored her as a conquering hero. Neri suspected Raya was holding something back, yet. 
 
    Neri approached and rested her hands on the bed. “I have hardly dared to touch you.” She hesitated and then put her hand on Raya’s thigh, and scrunched up the fabric of her dress in her hand. “I want to tear your clothes away.” 
 
    Raya’s chest puffed as she drew breath in deeply. “Wait,” she said softly. As her leg was bared, she lifted it. “Touch me,” she said. 
 
    Neri stepped back slightly and considered Raya, and then knelt down before her. She took hold of her leg around the calf and held it before herself. Raya’s pale blue skin had no warmth but Neri’s heat overpowered the chill. She massaged her calf with both her hands and drew Raya’s foot against her chest. 
 
    “You are very warm.” Raya put her other foot on Neri’s thigh and was flexing her toes. Neri glanced and could see up Raya’s skirt, noticing her dark panties. Despite her brazen manner she had to quickly look away, as she honored Raya too much to steal the sight. 
 
    Raya rarely confessed to feeling or displayed its sign in her features. Neri wasn’t sure if a massage would be meaningful to her, and was pleased that she seemed to enjoy it. Her feet pressed and touched Neri’s body with playfulness, and tugged again at her vest. 
 
    Neri felt a momentary inclination toward flair, and she gently pulled away from Raya before conjuring fire about her chest. Her vest incinerated as Raya gasped, and then Neri’s heavy breasts flopped free, and she dusted them of ash. The frost witch laughed at her gleefully and then cooed a note of pleasure at the sight. “Much better,” Neri said with a smirk. 
 
    “Aye, they were packed tight clearly,” Raya’s foot twitched as she stared at the sight of Neri’s breasts, gently presented and swayed for her. Neri quickly lifted her leg again, and put Neri’s foot between her breasts, enclosing it gently with them. “Ah!” Raya gasped. She shuddered, and Neri smiled brightly at her. “Boobs… hot!” Raya said. 
 
    “I hope I haven’t hurt you,” Neri said. She got Raya to put her other foot into her lap and splay her toes against her belly. 
 
    “No,” Raya said softly, taking a deep breath. “Your touch is lovely.” 
 
    Neri chased the chill up Raya’s thighs, rubbing with her hands a bit higher, as she felt as though her energy was taking over the body of her mistress. She rose and climbed up onto the bed, coming face to face with Raya and poised to leap onto her. She stared at her eyes, one blue, the other violet. “I burn for you,” she told her. 
 
    Raya put her hands on Neri’s side under her arms. “I too have a magic trick,” she said. As though blown away by a draft, her dress faded away. Her breasts were bared, each full but supple, and her teats were small and sharply erect. 
 
    Neri wrapped their bodies up together and pushed them to the bed. She hugged Raya, taking the chill of her breasts with the warmth of her own, and kissed her again. They both let their lips part and moved their tongues together, expressing long withheld passion. Neri could no longer hold back, and her hand moved down Raya’s body and under the hem of her dark panties. Neri slid her middle finger against the slit of Raya’s pussy and then gently moved it up into her, and pressed with her other fingers against her mound. She kissed her deeply as she made this intimate stroke, and Raya’s body arched and thrust against Neri with vigor. 
 
    It felt so good to be able to see the pleasure she gave her. Neri had spent too long guessing about Raya’s satisfaction. Her forceful gasps and soft moans we precious to Neri, and she sought them out. When their lips parted she moved them down to Raya’s breasts and opened wide. She engulfed a breast in the warmth of her mouth and lolled her tongue against Raya’s firm teat. She encircled the peak with her tongue and got her fingers slick as they steadily moved below. Raya gently bucked her hips forward and wrapped her arms around Neri’s head, putting her face in her fiery hair. 
 
    Neri halted suddenly to lift Raya and put her back a bit on the bed, and then crawled up on top of her, leaning down to kiss her again and stroke her slit with her wetted fingers. She fell into a rhythm and entered more deeply into Raya with two fingers, stroking along the top of her passage. She wanted to make her cum and it pleased her that Raya seemed sensitive and ready. To hear her moan in delight would be a reward better than any other. 
 
    “Yes,” Raya again said under her breath and simply. She touched Neri’s body but left it to her to advance, and hummed a shaky breath as Neri moved her hand more rapidly. Neri let herself be vigorous and seized Raya’s breast with her hand, pressing it and squeezing it as she invaded her mouth with her tongue again. 
 
    Neri finally felt like she had stolen all the chill out from Raya’s flesh, and so too did the frost witch move with less frigidity, and squirm in a way that made her seem more alive than before. When she sensed she was close, Neri stopped, and moved down her body, kissing her breasts and belly on the way. She lowered her face and Raya enclosed it with the pleasantly cool flesh of her thighs. Neri had pulled her panties further down and now admired the sight of her perfect pussy. She was puffed with pleasure and a single line of nectar sparkled under her slit. Raya had a small sphere of hair, groomed, Neri thought, to resemble a moon for her. She leaned in and feasted, licking Raya’s pussy clean and then descending deeply into her with her tongue. Her hands grasped Raya’s butt and drew her in snugly, and her lips steadily up and down. 
 
    “Oh Neri,” Raya moaned. Her body humped up against Neri’s face. The taste of her was delicious. Neri’s nose pressed up against Raya’s clit and she lapped her tongue fiercely until Raya finally bucked and spasmed, and her pussy tensed around Neri’s wily tongue with jolts and throbs. Finally, she let out a wonderful squeal, full of ecstasy and with a clear note of satisfaction. Neri felt her wetness lather her tongue and continued to kiss her down there as she had kissed her mouth, and stroked her thighs until they too felt warm. 
 
    Raya breathed heavily and whimpered another moan before laying quiet and seeming to become very at peace. Neri gently pulled her tongue and gave her pussy a kiss before crawling back up beside Raya. Raya slowly sat up and she looked down and over Neri’s body intently as Neri bought her hands behind her head. “You make me very happy, Raya. Have you still any need?” she asked, as Raya loomed over her. She thought Raya might seek to return the service, which would be welcome. 
 
    “Yes.” Raya turned around and sat on the edge of the bed stoicly. Neri humored her with patience as Raya strode to her dresser and retrieved something. She wondered just what she was up to. 
 
    “I would do anything for you,” Neri told her. Raya looked over her shoulder and stared at her intently. 
 
    “There has never been any doubt of that. Go over there and kneel.” 
 
    Neri was shook by the change in tone, and obeyed rather hastily. She got on her knees before Raya’s bed and stared at her with wide and curious eyes, much like a dog. 
 
    Raya strode out around the bed. She was wearing a strap-on. Her faux cock was sizable and went from white at its base to bright blue at the tip. Neri was beyond surprised. She stared agape as Raya daintily stepped closer, her toy swinging back and forth. “Now I would like very much to claim what you have offered me,” Raya told her. “There will be no doubt that you are mine.” 
 
    Neri licked her lips and took a breath as if to steady her nerves. “As you wish my lady,” she said, her eyes running along Raya’s body and back to the flexible phallus she wielded. The excitement was making her heart pound in her chest. This turn showed that Raya had much yet to reveal. 
 
    “Worship it,” Raya demanded. She had only a tiny hint of a smile at the corner of her lips, and Neri could not call her on the facade. She felt driven to obey. She touched Raya’s knees and perked up until her mouth and nose touched the tip of the toy. She went under it and licked, dragging her tongue from the base to the head. She planted a kiss on the head and let her eyes partially close. There was a real pleasure in the act, for she knew Raya’s desire was real. She opened her mouth and began to suck on the head, imagining that it was the true flesh of her mistress and that her every lick could be felt. 
 
    Raya seemed more driven by her own pleasure and want than ever. Her hand grasped Neri’s orange ponytail, displaying her intention of pushing the toy in deep. Neri moaned and arched her back, letting Neri look down at her splayed breasts as she inched forward with her feet. She was so eager that she positioned herself above Neri and seemed intent to thrust her hips down. Neri opened wide and relaxed her throat, turning her head back and letting out a ready groan. She felt a blissful sense of total abandon now that Raya had taken full control. 
 
    Still, when Raya began to rock her hips, it was not forceful or cruel, but deliberate and steady and with the proper angle to let her pseudo-dick slip deep into Neri’s throat. She made her take it deeper and deeper with each pass until Neri’s lips finally pressed up around Raya’s groin, and she could taste her pussy beneath the toy. Raya gently humped and jiggled her hips, standing on her tippy toes as excitement seemed to rush through her like electricity. She pulled back to let Neri breathe and then popped the head of her toy from her lips, and pushed it down between Neri’s breasts. 
 
    Neri could see she was having fun. Her manner with the sex toy made her seem all the more girly in Neri’s eyes, although such confidence and energy were striking to her. She squeezed the toy between her large breasts and let it cover her in her own spit, rolling her nipples between her fingertips. Raya gnawed on her lip at the sight and put her hands together. 
 
    “Do you want to fuck me?” Neri asked her in a higher-pitched voice. “Mistress Raya?” She rose from her knees and moved a step to the side. Neri slowly leaned over the bed until her chest was pressed against it, presenting her rear for Raya. She had a few freckles on the sizable curve of her butt, and her pink pussy peaked from between her pale white thighs. 
 
    Raya positioned herself behind Neri and gently felt the warm shape of her. Her toy bobbed up between Neri’s thighs and then pressed gently against her pussy. It was slick with her spit and Raya began to push it in at once. She let out a loud and proud moan as she filled Neri up, and Neri laid her face on the bed and groaned with pleasure. Raya began to thrust into her and made such an effort that she huffed and puffed between little grunts. Her cool hand came down to slap Neri’s butt, but the other splayed against her back and stroked her with reassuring pressure. 
 
    Neri wondered how long Raya had craved taking her like this. It was as though the witch meant to put her servant in her place or display her power and control in some manner. Most enjoyable to Neri was that Raya displayed a deeper and more obvious satisfaction than she had ever seen, moaning as she had in the rise of her own orgasm as she set about bringing one to Neri. She felt Raya’s tool pushing its way deep into her pussy again and again, and rather firmly straining against her inner walls as Raya rolled her hips this way and that. It had been forever since Neri had taken it this way from anyone. Her mistress soon had her whimpering and pleading for her to go faster. 
 
    She pulled Neri’s thighs tightly around her waist and drove forward with her hips with increasing intensity. Neri found herself drooling on Raya’s sheets as her mind rushed with ever greater pleasure. The first sign of climax was felt in her belly, and her body yearned for the release. “Wow, Raya,” she exclaimed breathlessly. “So good…” She felt the pace intensify with her words and the orgasm set upon her in earnest. She clenched fistfuls of the sheets and squeezed Raya with her legs. Her nectar squirted out from around Raya’s toy, splattering her pale skin. Wildly, Raya continued to thrust at her fullest speed until bliss was coursing through Neri and obliterating her senses. Neri let out the rest of her breath in a long moan that eventually simmered to silence, and Raya finally halted and withdrew her strap-on from Neri’s wet folds. 
 
    Even as her body and mind recovered, Neri was shocked. Raya had casually shown her something she could have scarcely imagined. She was well pleased with her work, and sat on the bed to admire Neri, showing little sign of exhaustion herself. Neri eventually rolled over and looked up at her in wonder. 
 
    “Did it please you well? I shall abate in giving you orders, for now,” Raya said with a dainty wave of her hand. Neri reached up to touch her back as she remained reclined. 
 
    “You have only rekindled my craving,” Neri told her warmly. “Though,” she laughed, “You really did a number on me.” Her body felt hot and there was a deep sense of spent euphoria in her chest. 
 
    “You are my hardiest servant. I expect you can handle that and many more boons,” Raya told her with a gentle chuckle. She leaned down and kissed Neri again, falling onto the bed with her. Neri could not guess what was in store for them, but it was enough to have made her feelings properly known. She took Raya into her arms and they rested through the night as careless and happy as newlyweds. 
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