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Chapter 1

The queen’s bathwater was dancing with an infusion of starlight and pomegranate, and its warmth soothed Ilyani’s wrists as she cupped handfuls to rinse the day’s sweat from Her Majesty’s shoulders.

“Your hands are shaking.” The queen’s voice rippled the water’s surface, and her spine curved slightly, welcoming the relaxation.

Ilyani watched her own fingers splay across the queen’s back, the muscles there still tense from hours spent drilling soldiers. She resisted the temptation to kiss the tension away. “Forgive me. The steam makes me clumsy.”

A soft hum answered, the sound a harp might make if plucked by rainfall. The queen turned, displaying a gaze held the weight of a thousand-year-old dark oak.

“We have a task for you,” she murmured. “We hear whispers from Mortal London of a woman who dialogues with spirits. True dialogue, not parlour tricks. They call her Madame Seraphina.”

Ilyani plucked a pink rose petal floating nearby, its edges translucent with moisture. “Humans love their ghost stories.” Her voice softened, threading the delicate line between obedience and opinion. “Last month, a duke swore that his grandfather’s cane tapped out Morse’s code. It was rats.”

The queen’s laughter dissipated the steam between them. “And yet…” A single shining droplet fell from the queen’s fingertip onto the water’s surface. “This medium’s accuracy disturbs certain alliances. Our shadow-traders report missing relics. These coincidences smell like an agenda.”

Ilyani traced the rose petal’s veins, reluctant to trade closeness with her Lady for the grit of Victorian streets. “A clever charlatan. The mortal world breeds them like mold.” Her thumb split the petal apart. “But if it pleases you, I’ll chase this rumor.”

The queen reached to tuck a silvery strand behind Ilyani’s ear, the touch lingering with future promises. “Our clever little spy.”


Chapter 2

The Veil shimmered like spider silk painted with olive oil, humming against the air as Ilyani approached. Two guards materialized from the mist, crystal spears crossing to bar her path.

“Did Her Majesty really duel the ambassador naked?” The taller guard’s smirk crinkled his bark skin. His companion snorted, eyeing the satchel slung across Ilyani’s shoulder.

She scoffed. “Your gossip tastes stale. I could fetch fresher from a goblin’s armpit.”

The shorter guard leaned down closer, reeking of dandelion wine. “Come now. A castle fixture like you must’ve seen something worth spreading.”

With an eye roll, Ilyani began the spell. She felt a warm pulse spreading like ink in milk. She exhaled slowly as the glamour bloomed. Her silver hair deepened to honeyed blonde as her scalp tingled. Wings dissolved and suspended like lamp shade fringe before falling away.

The guards tilted their heads.

Her costume tunic tightened as human curves emerged, a sensation akin to strong hands molding clay. When she blinked, the world blurred briefly, her azure irises lightening to baby blue behind long, fluttering lashes.

“May Lily pass now, gentlemen?” she asked. The final syllable caught in her newly plump lips.

The guards shrugged and lowered their spears.

Lily (née Ilyani) adjusted her plain wool cloak, its coarse fabric chafing human skin still tingling with residual magic. “Pleasant day for mushroom gathering,” she offered in crisp English, stepping through the parting veil.


Chapter 3

Mrs. Crenshaw’s grip on Lily’s elbow tightened as they crossed the threshold into the dining room. The scent of freshly baked bread mingled with the citrus tang of tea, making Lily’s stomach churn with unfamiliar cravings. She refocused on the mission. She’d tracked the medium and infiltrated her next mark. So far, so good.

“May I present our unexpected guest,” Mrs. Crenshaw announced to the party gathered at the table. “The poor lamb was near fainting at our gardener’s feet, begging for a scrap of bread.”

Chairs scraped against the polished oak floor as two men rose. The taller one, sporting a crisp military uniform despite the late hour, inclined his head with precision. The other man, aged but with aristocratic grace, inclined his head with a paternal charm.

“How fortunate we are to make your acquaintance,” murmured the elder gentleman.

Mrs. Crenshaw gestured to each guest in turn. “Miss Isabella Stone, Lieutenant Christian Grant, and Lord Damien Blackthorn.”

The corseted socialite’s emerald eyes glittered with predatory curiosity as she appraised Lily’s humble attire.

Ignoring this, Mrs. Crenshaw continued, steering Lily toward an empty chair. “You appear so desperate for sustenance, and perhaps our gathering might benefit from fresh perspective.”

Miss Stone’s lips curled in a feline smile. “If not entertainment,” she drawled softly.

Lily lowered her gaze, biting back the retort that danced on her tongue.

Mrs. Crenshaw brought a hot cup of tea to Lily’s seat, her silver-streaked hair catching the last rays of fading twilight. “You must stay for the séance, my dear. It begins shortly, and I daresay you won’t witness anything like it elsewhere.”

Lily raised her eyebrows, feigning curiosity. “Will one of you be conducting it?” She glanced around the table, her doe-eyed gaze appraising each face.

Miss Stone let out a tinkling laugh. “Oh, goodness no. None of us possess such talents. It’s Madame Seraphina. She’s the pride of London, you know. That is to say, among we who know better.”

Lord Blackthorn’s fingers traced the rim of his tea cup, staring into the middle distance. “Her gift is unparalleled. She’s brought solace to many who’ve lost loved ones.”

Mrs. Crenshaw sighed and clasped her hands tightly in her lap. “Madame Seraphina is presently in the music room. She requires solitude to meditate. Such work demands great focus.”

Miss Stone leaned in to whisper, “I’ve heard she once conjured the spirit of a countess who revealed the location of a hidden fortune. Imagine!”

Mrs. Crenshaw nodded. “I hope to reconnect with my dear husband. He’s been gone so long, and I…” she trailed off and composed herself. “But of course, I simply wish to ensure he’s at peace.”

Lily’s pinky finger twitched against her tea cup as she contemplated what the certainty of death meant for mortal minds.

* * *

The music room doors groaned open. A grand piano stood sentinel in the corner with a polished surface that reflected the glow of wall sconces. The candle flames bowed toward Madame Seraphina as though genuflecting. The warm light reflected off the jet beads sewn into her bold neckline. Her hips rolled with each step toward Mrs. Crenshaw, and her ink black gown clung to curves that seemed to defy mortal anatomy.

She was a collection of deep valleys and hills that no fae would ever attempt. Lily’s lungs filled all the way up.

“Welcome, seekers of truth.” Seraphina’s voice flowed like honey over warm scones. She adjusted the lace shawl draped around her shoulders, its delicate pattern further accentuating her décolletage. Her dark eyes swept over the group, lingering on Lily for a moment longer than the others.

Her borrowed human pulse quickened. Faeries skimmed the ground with windblown grace, but this woman embodied earth itself—volcanic and fertile. Every rustle of fabric against the medium’s thighs resembled damp soil yielding to new saplings.

Madame Seraphina sashayed to the center of the room with a friendly smile. “Please, take your seats and join hands,” she said, gesturing to the circle of chairs arranged around an ornate table, topped with the requisite crystal ball. Her gaze flicked back to Lily, her smile deepening. “I sense that tonight’s gathering will be… particularly illuminating.”

Mrs. Crenshaw took a place to Madame Seraphina’s left, her hands trembling slightly as she clasped the medium’s. Isabella sat next, her emerald eyes wide with anticipation. Lily chose the seat beside Isabella, to keep a clear view of the so-called conjurer. Lieutenant Grant sat to her left, his grip firm and reassuring, though his expression remained unreadable. Lord Blackthorn completed the circle as the medium gave a grateful nod.

After too long, Madame Seraphina broke the silence. “Focus on your intentions. Let your heart’s desires guide you.”

Lily pretended to comply. She squeezed Isabella’s delicate hand, the socialite’s pulse fluttering against her skin. Grant’s touch was warm and steady, his calloused fingers oddly comforting. The room seemed to hold its breath as Madame Seraphina began to chant in a low, melodic cadence.

Her words were guttural and sounded foreign. Ilyani’s ears twitched beneath her glamour. She recognized the sounds as nonsense, just a fabricated language designed to sound ancient and mystical. And yet, the other guests seemed impressed, their breathing growing louder… and then Lily saw what they were staring at.

A wisp of smoke appeared within the crystal ball, twisting and curling. It shimmered with shifting hues: crimson, then gold, then emerald… they rotated together in a spiraling dance. Miss Stone leaned forward, her lips parting in awe. The lieutenant’s fingers tensed briefly, his gaze locked on the swirling smoke. Lord Blackthorn managed to retain his composure, his eyes narrowing as he studied the sphere.

Lily’s curiosity burned brighter than her skepticism.

Madame Seraphina smiled at their amazed stares, nodding, and instead of proceeding with a seance, began to tell a story. “This vessel came to me where the Godavari River curves like a lover’s spine beneath monsoon skies.” The crystal’s swirling mists deepened to the bruised purple of twilight over the Bay of Bengal.

Isabella’s thumb twitched against Lily’s skin, her pulse skipping when Madame’s voice described stone steps slick with morning moisture. “The air clung thick as a mystery,” the medium breathed, her own chest rising in exaggerated mimicry of the attendees’ inhalations. Lily counted the socialite’s heartbeat thrumming through their joined hands: sixty-eight beats per minute, slowing like a music box winding down.

“Enormous elephant statues carved from black basalt guarded the temple’s entrance.” Madame Seraphina’s contralto dipped, describing weathered stone trunks caressing the earth, ancient eyes watching pilgrims approach through mangroves “where roots embraced the river like desperate, lonely hands.”

Lieutenant Grant’s calloused palm grew clammy around Lily’s. She felt his radial artery throb three distinct times as Seraphina murmured about “saffron-robed priests” with an actor’s sibilance. The medium’s story weaved with the crystal’s tempo of swirling and morphing colors.

“At dawn’s first blush,” Seraphina sighed, her gaze locking with Lord Blackthorn’s, “the devadasis danced.” The mist coiled into ochre spirals, mirroring her description of hennaed feet stamping red dust. “Firelight painted their limbs the color of desire,” Seraphina crooned, her vowels stretching like taffy.

Ilyani’s glamoured ears tingled beneath her hair as the medium described oiled skin gleaming “where the dancers’ sari pleats parted like lotus petals.” The lieutenant’s thumb made an unconscious quarter-rotation against her hand, a soldier’s callus catching on her fourth knuckle.

Mrs. Crenshaw sighed softly when Seraphina mentioned the temple’s inner sanctum. “The air throbbed with centuries of prayers,” the medium intoned, her voice box vibrating into a subvocal hum. Isabella’s pulse stuttered down into the fifties, her carotid fluttering against Ilyani’s faerie senses.

“The high priest’s hands trembled as he lifted this crystal from its nest of peacock feathers.” Seraphina’s own hands floated upward, pulling the circle’s joined arms into a subtle arch.

Lieutenant Grant’s military posture slackened by degrees, his head tilting toward the crystal’s unpredictable swirls. Isabella’s nostrils flared, her head also dipping toward the crystal’s magnetic pull.

Across the table, the medium’s cleavage rose and fell in time with the crystal’s pulsing glow. Each breath in and out was a metronome’s tick-tock toward trance. Ilyani’s shoulders softened like hot wax, the hypnotic cadence of Seraphina’s story smoothing out her thoughts. Her eyelids dipped—just a fraction—before she caught herself, teeth sinking into the inner swell of her cheek. Stay alert, soldier.

“Their chanting seemed to reverberate in my very soul,” the medium told them, her spine undulating in a serpentine wriggle that drew every eye to her scandalously teasing bosom. Grant’s grip on Lily’s hand softened to something dangerously close to a caress.

When Madame Seraphina described the ritual’s climax, Lily counted the socialite’s pulse at fifty-two beats, her breathing shallow as the medium muttered, “We drank moonlight from a single shared brass cup.” Blackthorn’s polished shoes shifted soundlessly on the rug, knees falling open toward the story’s rhythm.

Nobody ever took their eyes off the spiraling smoke. Blinking slowed. Postures slumped.

Lily’s hairline prickled, faerie instincts recoiling from the medium’s charged language. What has any of this to do with communing with the dead?

“Thunder cracked when our lips touched the sacred vessel,” Seraphina breathed, her own painted lips glistening in the candlelight. Lieutenant Grant’s thigh pressed against Lily’s through layers of fabric, his body heat unnervingly human. The captivating mists swirled into a vortex of burnt umber and indigo.

Madame Seraphina’s voice barely echoed off the room’s soft furnishings. “The sacred pool’s waters held the warmth of a lover’s tongue,” she murmured, and Lily felt the socialite’s fingers twitch in reflex. Mrs. Crenshaw’s wedding band glinted as Seraphina described mineral-rich currents lapping at their thighs. “Your skin drinks what your mind cannot yet taste,” the medium explained, her gaze lingering on Lily’s plump lips.

Isabella inhaled loudly when Seraphina whispered of submerged hands untying silk sashes, then a description of pearl droplets on collarbones, then a murmured aside about oiled marble beneath bare soles. Lord Blackthorn’s cologne turned cloying. Seraphina’s shared vision lingered over temple carvings depicting supplicants writhing in “ecstatic surrender to divine revelation.”

The lieutenant’s thumb traced an idle crescent across Lily’s knuckles. She nearly broke character to glare at him until realizing his eyes remained glazed and fixed on the crystal’s emerald spirals. His touch was impersonal, just a puppet’s motion pulled by invisible strings.

Mrs. Crenshaw whimpered when the medium described temple maidens massaging scalps with cinnamon oil. “Their fingers know the map of your soul’s desires,” Seraphina purred, her own fingertips dancing against the widow’s liver-spotted hand. Isabella’s petticoats rustled like startled birds.

When the medium whispered of nectar dripping from stone lingams into the sacred pool, Lily felt her poisonous voice seeping through her defenses. Her faerie senses blurred. The lieutenant’s Adam’s apple bobbing became a ritual offering, and Mrs. Crenshaw’s ragged breath transformed into devotional chant.

She flexed mortal toes inside her oversized boots, attempting to ward off the story’s languid pull. She knew she should stop looking at the swirling smoke, but that might give away the game.

Seraphina’s description of temple drums shifted to match the throbbing vein beneath Grant’s clean-shaven jaw. The medium leaned forward, her daring neckline fighting to contain her bust. “Surrender feels sweeter than resistance,” she crooned directly to Lily, and every other attendee sighed in response. “The pool’s waters embrace you now,” she declared.

Miss Stone’s lashes fluttered, and her grip loosened until Lily could feel the faintest pressure of fingertips against her skin. Seraphina invited them to envision the pool’s surface—“ripples like whispered rumors spreading outward”—and Grant’s thumb slowed against Lily’s knuckle. His touch felt distant.

“The water knows the shape of you,” Madame Seraphina continued. “It slips between your thoughts, carrying away what burdens you.” Blackthorn’s exhale shuddered, and his signet ring thudded on the table. His fingers had gone slack.

The warmth of the imagined waters lapped at the edges of Lily’s mind, soft and persistent. She fought to keep her glamour steady, her focus sharp, but the rhythm and timbre of Seraphina’s voice was a current pulling her deeper. It’s just a human with an illusion.

“Every tension melts,” the medium suggested, her gaze drifting over each entranced face. “Your limbs grow numb, your mind is as still as the pool’s depths.” Mrs. Crenshaw’s hand slipped further, her fingers barely clinging now, her wrist limp against the table’s edge. Isabella’s eyelids were fluttering ever slower, her lips parted just enough to allow the slow, even breaths of surrender.

Grant’s grip had loosened completely. The lieutenant’s shoulders were no longer rigid with military discipline but slumped, his head bowed as if in prayer. 

Lily mentally beseeched Madame Seraphina to stop talking with that devilish, delicious voice.

“The sacred knowledge flows into you, effortless, inevitable.”

Lily’s thoughts blurred at the edges. The warmth of the imagined pool penetrated her resistance. The medium’s voice a steady murmur just beneath her conscious thoughts. She wondered, distantly, if she should let her own hands and arms relax. Perhaps her disguise required her to mimic the others’ helpless poses.

Miss Stone’s hand slipped free, her arm dropping limply to her side. Mrs. Crenshaw followed, her fingers sliding from Isabella’s grasp, her wedding band catching the candlelight one last time before her hand fell beneath the table.

Lily’s eyelids grew heavy as Madame’s voice slowly receded. The sacred pool’s warmth held her bobbing head aloft. Her breathing slowed to match the pace of… of…. 

She could hear more soft murmurs as Madame’s guests spoke to voices that only they could hear—the voices of the dead that they had come to contact. Ah, this charlatan was indeed clever; she relied on the power of suggestion and the attendees’ own imaginations to conjure the… the…

The room seemed to spin gently, and her thoughts grew cloudy, harder to make connections. It seemed like a fine idea to close her eyes, to enjoy the tranquil state that Madame Seraphina was describing, far away in the darkness.

Ilyani’s—Lily’s?—mind couldn’t maintain a sense of self as relaxation washed over her. The human yearning to succumb to sleep was too strong. She felt her awareness slipping away, her thoughts becoming murky and indistinct.

Why fight something that feels this good?

* * *

Lily blinked at the fuzzy candlelight. Her neck was damp against a velvet cushion. Someone was applauding… soft, reverent claps that multiplied as her ears adjusted. She must’ve been lost in thought.

“Remarkable,” sighed Mrs. Crenshaw, dabbing her eyes with lace.

Lily’s fingers found the carved arms of her seat behind Seraphina. Behind her? When had she moved here? A memory floated up of dark wood paneling, a hand guiding her elbow, the approving murmur of “You’re ready”… yes, of course. Her first seance as Madame Seraphina’s apprentice… and it was successful! She couldn’t deny a feeling of pride.

Lieutenant Grant pressed banknotes into the medium’s palm, his military bearing softened. “I insist you take double. You’ve given me closure I never thought possible.” The bills disappeared into a beaded purse that clinked with gold sovereigns, and glinted with a brooch’s emerald eye.

Mrs. Crenshaw said something about when to come down for breakfast, and Lily’s human stomach growled.


Chapter 4

Something brushed her lower lip… slowly… before outlining her left ear. “There you are,” came a quiet purr.

Her mind swam. “Who… ?” Her throat was dry. There was a gentle pressure above her hipbone, igniting tiny spasms where her nightdress rucked up.

“It’s all right, little dove.” Seraphina’s breath caressed her ear. “I was missing you.” Nails scratched lightly up Lily’s ribcage, pausing beneath the gentle swell of her breast. She tensed—should apprentices welcome such touches? The bed’s canopy blurred as lips grazed her jawline.

Her hands fisted the sheets instead of pushing her visitor away. “Is this… part of my training?”

Feather-light touches traced idle circles around Lily’s navel. “We’ve been dancing this dance since we met. Weeks of stolen glances in all those parlours… your flushed cheeks whenever our hands brushed.”

Lily’s brow furrowed. None of it rang true—she’d maintained careful distance. “But I… I don’t recall—”  

A finger pressed against her lips. “You remember that.”

Something unlatched. Memories bloomed behind her eyes. Suddenly, she could remember Seraphina’s hand lingering on her wrist as she passed the sugar bowl, the catch in her own breath when their knees touched beneath the séance tables. Vivid, aching longing peppered her recent past—the damp press of her thighs when dressing Madame, the secretive quiver as she’d buttoned her own blouse each morning, hoping to be noticed.

The false memories draped over her mind, smoother than silk, smothering doubt. Of course she’d yearned. How could she not? Her posture relaxed, and she reached up to pull Madame down for a kiss.

Instead, Seraphina straddled her. Deliberate weight pinned her hips as clever fingers unbuttoned her nightdress’s high collar. Each released fastening exposed new territory—hollow of throat, freckled sternum, the birthmark shaped like an arrowhead. 

Lily’s breath came in shallow gusts. “Madame, I—“

“Seraphina.” The correction landed with teeth on her shoulder. “When we’re close like this, use my name.”

Where the bite lingered, her skin… burned? Or was that an itch? She felt lightheaded. A thumb teased a nipple through thin cotton, as gentle as the bite was rough. The moan that escaped her sounded like someone else… someone hungry.

“There’s the fire I sensed.” Triumph colored Seraphina’s chuckle as fabric tore. Cool air kissed Lily’s exposed bosom. She inhaled sharply as a tongue swirled around her nipple. Some nebulous, fading dream warned about missions and monarchs, but Lily gave into sensation. Her fingers found black hair silky enough to drown in, twirling it and inhaling deeply.

A hand slid beneath her, lifting. “Tell me you want this.” The sudden eye contact pierced through the haze.

The truth welled up, slow… terrifying… and undeniable. “I…” Lily’s thumb traced the woman’s upper lip, feeling it curve in victory. “Yes. Seraphina. Please.” 

“Good girl.” The praise elicited slow liquid heat between her legs. 

Seraphina’s nightgown slithered down moonlit curves, pooling around her heavenly hips, full breasts offered up with dusky nipples begging to be touched. Lily’s fingers looked childlike against that expanse of skin, tracing stretch marks that glimmered like rivers on a map. “You’re…” The word dissolved as Seraphina captured her lips, tongue claiming her mouth with a growl.

Night air greeted Lily’s thighs as her borrowed nightdress was split open. Their bodies pressed close together. Finally! With a sigh, Lily’s angular hips notched against softness, Seraphina’s belly cushioning her trembling form. Teeth scraped her earlobe. “Let me worship you properly, princess.”

They followed gravity into the mattress, a delicious mess of limbs and sighs. The first lick between Lily’s petite thighs made her hips jerk. Seraphina’s hands pushed down, fingers splayed possessively. “Stay.” Lily obeyed, and was rewarded with a languid stroke up her damp slit, tip circling her clit with maddening precision.

Lily’s moan climbed through an octave. “P-please, I—oh!” 

“Louder,” Seraphina giggled against slick flesh. “Let the household hear my apprentice sing.” Round lips sealed over Lily’s clit. The wet suction drew a guttural “Ungh!”, and she felt her tiny toes curling into the rumpled bedclothes.

Each flicker of that tongue unraveled her further—sharp nips at her inner thighs, obscene gluck-gluck noises as Seraphina devoured deeply. Lily fisted her mistress’s thick hair, thighs trembling around her talented mouth. “S-Sera—ah! Don’t stop, don’t—”

Seraphina’s tongue swirled widdershins around Lily’s clit, the wet tip tracing tighter with each rotation. A squeak escaped Lily’s throat as the pressure shifted… broad, languid strokes now, flat and heavy like a painter layering oil across canvas. “Mmf—ah! S-Seraphina, I—”

Seraphina’s index finger pressed at her entrance, circling slowly before sinking in to the first knuckle. Lily bit her own knuckles, the stretch a bright bloom of sensation. “Too much?” asked Seraphina.

“N-no. More. Please, more,” the words tumbled out. Seraphina smiled and moaned, reverberating through Lily’s core as the finger slid deeper, curling upward. A galaxy spasmed behind closed eyelids. “Oh! Right there, there, there—”

The finger withdrew, leaving her clenching around emptiness. “Patience, little dove.” Seraphina’s breath fanned across her left thigh. Then gentle kisses all along her labia. Then the tongue returned, lapping at her opening with quick, firm flicks while a thumb rubbed circles over her clit. Lily’s hips stuttered, chasing the twin sensations. Her hands clawed at the air as the frequency increased, the room filling with slick sounds and greedy gasps.

A second finger entered her, this time with a twist that made Lily cry out. Seraphina crooked them both, pressing firmly, enjoying the sight of her petite lover writhing. “There’s my girl,” she murmured, lips glistening. “Let me feel you pulse.” The fingers pistoned faster while her thumb kept her clit singing, massaging in counterpoint. Lily’s vision blurred and she saw fleeting images of iridescent wings and sharp ears, laughter bubbling underwater. She whimpered, disoriented, but Seraphina’s mouth sealed over her clit again, sucking hard. “Ngh! I’m gonna—I’m—”

The fingers withdrew. Lily sobbed, her climax stolen again. 

“Not yet.” Seraphina nibbled her inner thigh, teeth grazing the tender skin. “You can take more.”

The medium alternated between soft kisses to her folds and deep, loving strokes of her tongue. When two fingers returned, they thrust deeply, knuckles grinding desperate nerve endings with every push. “So tight,” Seraphina rasped, her free hand kneading Lily’s breast. “Can you feel me making you mine?”

Lily could only nod, the stretch bordering on unbearable. Her moans pitched higher as the fingers curled inside. The pressure mounted: coils tightening, breath hitching. Seraphina’s tongue rapidly licked against her clit, imitating fluttering wings. “Sera… phina… I need to—”

Seraphina slowed to lazy circles, her fingers stilling until Lily’s hips jerked futilely. “Look at me.” 

Tears pricked Lily’s eyes as she forced them open. Seraphina’s gaze held hers, unblinking, as she sucked Lily’s clit between her lips and hummed.

Rabbit-quick vibrations resonated through her vulva like a struck tuning fork. Lily’s back bowed, tendons straining as her vision fractured: the canopy above rippled, and drapes melted into ethereal veils she’d seen only in the queen’s chambers. Whose chambers? Seraphina’s face blurred in her teary vision. “Don’t look away,” the command slithered from her lips, anchoring Lily’s gaze even as her body convulsed.

Lily thought she saw the moon winking. Time splintered. Seraphina’s fingers moved with speed—pumping, curling, all-knowing—while her tongue moved in languid sweeps that spanned eternities. Madame was playing her like a command performance at the Royal Albert Hall. Lily felt her hips bucking in frantic staccato even as rationality floated away.

Glowing fractals bloomed behind her eyelids each time she blinked. Within the chaos, Seraphina’s eyes remained fixed—black holes pinning her in place, swallowing every shuddering gasp. Lily’s thighs trembled violently, heels digging into the mattress.

The climax tore through Lily like a comet. Her body arched high, thighs clamping around Seraphina’s head as the long fuse of ecstasy detonated in her core, toes curling until the bones ached. She choked on Seraphina’s name, syllables fracturing into wordless keening as her vision whited out.

Slowly, the tremors subsided. Lily collapsed back onto damp sheets, lungs heaving. Distant church bells tolled the quarter-hour as her hearing returned, embarrassed by how loud her breaths were.

“Magical,” Lily heard herself murmur. “Your love… is…” she abandoned the sentiment with an extended sigh.

Madame Seraphina slithered upward, breasts swaying, her weight pressing Lily deeper, making her feel so small, and so safe. The scent of her own arousal clung to the woman’s lips and chin. Lily moaned into a kiss, tasting musk and something floral.

Lily traced lazy patterns across Seraphina’s skin, delighting in the softness. Each curve felt like home. “You’re exquisite.” Lily pressed her lips to a beauty mark on Seraphina’s neck. Their lips met again, unhurried. Seraphina’s tongue swept across Lily’s lower lip. Heat stirred once more in Lily’s abdomen as she melted into the kiss. Her hands roamed over Seraphina’s hips, kneading the abundant flesh there. “It’s so…” The thought dissolved into the upside-down valley between the woman’s breasts as Lily pressed her lips to slick cleavage that dulled her hearing.

“Eloquent tonight, apprentice.” Seraphina rolled them over, then palmed the top of Lily’s head, guiding her lower. “Show me what that silver tongue can really do.”

Nervousness fluttered behind Lily’s solar plexus. She kissed the soft swell of Seraphina’s belly, earning a contented sigh. A unique feminine aroma intensified as she descended, which made her mouth water instinctively. “Are you sure…?”

“Heavens, yes.”

Her mistress’s growl melted into a guttural moan as Lily’s tongue made its first tentative pass. A demanding hand tightened in her hair.

Lily obeyed the silent command with broad and deliberate licks as she learned every contour. Her nose bumped Seraphina’s clit, drawing a sharp “Fuck!” that rattled the headboard. Emboldened, Lily focused there with kittenish flicks, enthralled by the way the swollen nub hardened beneath her tongue.

“Ah! Ahhh, yes—ngh—like that…” Praise gilded Lily’s veins. She alternated between slow licks around Madame’s clitoris and rapid fluttering strokes, reveling in each deep sigh and muscle quiver. When Seraphina’s thighs began trembling, Lily recalled her own recent torment and paused to blow softly across glistening folds.

“Teasing bitch—ungh!” Seraphina’s curse melted into helpless giggles as Lily traced nonsensical patterns on her towering inner thighs. When Lily’s tongue plunged deep inside her, a muffled “Oh my oh my—” escaped as wide hips bucked involuntarily.

Seraphina’s moans deepened, one hand fisting the sheets while the other pushed Lily’s face closer. “Don’t stop don’t stop don’t st—ah! AH!”

Lily sensed brief blurred visions—a moonlit glade, slick questing fingers interwoven with vines. She blinked and found Seraphina’s delicious essence coating her lips, reality undulating like pond reflections. Her tongue circled Seraphina’s clit with military precision.

“I’m s’close—Lily please—”

The begging voice intoxicated the younger woman. She withdrew completely, peppering kisses along quivering thighs.

“No no no wait you can’t—mmph!” The protest died as Lily pushed three dainty fingers into her mouth, coating them thoroughly before sliding them into Seraphina’s drenched honeypot.

Lily’s wrist ached in the sweetest way, fingers buried to the second knuckle as Seraphina’s walls pulsed around them. Each curl of her hand brushed that miraculous pleasure spot, drawing ragged “Ah! Ah! Yessss—” from above. Her thumb pressed circles into Seraphina’s clit, speeding and slowing with the rhythm of her thrusts. The woman’s breasts overflowed her own groping hands.

A new flash of vision—impossibly long legs spreading in a sparkling pool. Lily blinked.

Seraphina’s hips jerked. “Don’t. Stop.”

She slowed instead, savoring the slick drag as she withdrew. Seraphina’s groan curdled into a whine. “Cruel girl—oh!”

Lily’s pinky met the woman’s entrance alongside three other fingers. The stretch drew a guttural “Unf!” as knuckles popped past resisting muscle. Seraphina pulled sweaty hair away from her cheeks. “F-Full… so full—”

Lily’s palm followed, gradual as sunrise. She pressed her forehead to Seraphina’s heaving stomach. “Breathe, love,” she murmured. Her mistress—this living fertility totem beneath her—quivered, adjusting. When she twisted her wrist, a broken sob answered.

“Yes, there! Again, again please…” Seraphina gripped and twisted the canopy ties. Each rotation of Lily’s nimble wrist elicited a fresh throaty moan, or a ragged gasp, the wet schllk of flesh yielding. Lily’s free hand roamed the landscape of her mistress’s breasts… kneading, pinching, thumbing nipples until they throbbed.

Another vision: Lily saw glowing hair defying gravity, and the scent of crushed petals filled her nostrils. Seraphina’s cry snapped her back. “H-harder!”

Lily complied, intent on returning the love she received. The nail of her thumb nudged Seraphina’s clit with each thrust, drawing faster and tighter breaths. “L-Lily, you… sweet… oh—hnngh!”

The first crest hit without warning: Seraphina’s thighs convulsed, a gush soaking Lily’s skin. “That’s it,” Lily coaxed, though her voice seemed far away. She maintained the rhythm, watching perspiration cascade between quivering mountains of tit flesh.

Seraphina’s second peak crested higher, her scream muffled into a pillow. Lily was singularly focused on her mistress’s pleasure as tremors rippled through the majestic feminine form beneath her. When Seraphina’s legs began to close, Lily pinned them open with a knee between her ankles. “Not done.”

“Too—ah!—sensitive! Let me… oh… my, OH!”

The third orgasm was a storm surge through Seraphina. Her hips were bucking wildly, lips fixed in a wide-open smile. Lily rode the motions and found herself moaning in sympathy. The woman’s back arched until only shoulder blades touched the mattress, a silent scream eliciting a smug grin on Lily’s face.

Seraphina’s body rippled beneath Lily’s worshipful hands, every tremor a seismic event that reverberated through the mattress. Lily watched, transfixed, as Seraphina’s breasts heaved, each deep breath causing them to sway hypnotically. I did that. I made Madame happy!

Most of Lily’s hand remained buried deep, savoring the rhythmic clench of her mistress’s sweet cunt—a pulsating grip that threatened to crush her knuckles. She smiled at the way the woman’s hips rolled and undulated like a ship fighting the waves.

In this moment, Madame Seraphina was a deity of carnality—embodying power and primal need, her curves an ode to decadence. The sight ignited something desperate in Lily. She leaned down, capturing a nipple between her teeth, biting just hard enough to elicit a sharp gasp.

“Entirely yours,” Lily murmured against sweaty skin, the words slipping out unbidden. Seraphina’s answering groan was reply enough. Lily’s own arousal was a distant throb compared to the all-consuming need to please. She drank in every twitch, every shudder, wishing to live in this moment forever.

When Seraphina’s hand suddenly seized the wrist between her thighs, Lily froze. Dark eyes met her own, and Seraphina spoke around labored breaths. “No more,” Seraphina grunted, though her body betrayed her, hips still grinding faintly against Lily’s immobilized hand. “Unless you… ah… wish to kill me.” 

A smile tugged at Lily’s mouth, barely perceptible in the dark of the bed chamber. She withdrew slowly, relishing the way Seraphina’s muscles clung to her retreating fingers. “As my mistress commands.”

* * *

The courtyard’s polished obsidian tiles were obscured by the queen’s restless silhouette as she paced in an oval around a courtyard’s center fountain. Her gown whispered against the stone, but the sound was drowned out by the rhythmic scratch of her taloned fingertips worrying the embroidered edge of her sleeve. Ilyani was expected hours ago. An inexcusable delay.

She halted beneath an archway laced with thorny vines that seemed to shrink from her presence. She remembered Ilyani’s lips grazing her ankle that morning—soft, teasing, infuriatingly confident.

A queen did not fret. A queen commanded. Yet here she stood, staring at the horizon as if mortal clock hands held dominion over eternity.

She clenched her fist, light erupting between her knuckles in a prismatic spray. She unfurled her palm, exhaling until her breath crystallized into a single spore no larger than a dust mote. It pulsed faintly, attuning to the spectral threads binding her courtier’s aura. Find her, willed the queen, blowing gently. The particle clung to the air currents, weaving through the courtyard before disappearing over the wall.

——————————————————
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