Chapter 1
Silently cursing the rising sun in her eyes, Zyre turned the corner and saw the sign she’d been looking for: <i>The Lady’s Maid</i>. She came to this inn about every other week to get a pet for herself and her husband, Dreyne. <i>The Lady’s Maid</i> was well known in the shadier parts of Freeport as an inn that catered to lesbians. Most of the patrons were women, but there were always a few men that would stop in, feigning ignorance, hoping to get a glimpse of some girl-on-girl action. Most of the women in the tavern were cruel to the men that came in. They would entice and draw them in just enough to get them hard, then toss them unceremoniously out on the street. The men with some intelligence stayed out and used their hand, a young homeless girl (or boy), or even a stray animal to release their unsatisfied tensions. Those that went back inside to find or force a woman to fulfill his needs met with Ella. Ella was the innkeeper. She was also a highly skilled monk. But because of personal issues, she’d severed any connections with the Ashen Order. She was a woman in her late forties, but her skill had only increased over the years. Ella was merciless when her clients’ privacy and respect was compromised.

Zyre stopped to check her hair in the window of the building before the inn. Her stark white hair was pulled into a spiky, chaotic bun at the back of her head, while a pair of locks hung down either side of her face. She admired the way the color intensified her midnight blue skin, and how the style accentuated her sharp eyebrows and high cheek bones. She adjusted the front locks, and continued to the inn.

She stepped through the door and immediately surveyed the common room. There were three people in the room.  One was an older-looking woman in the corner bent over a steaming mug. She raised her eyes too look at the newcomer, and dropped them back to the table. The other two were getting a headstart on the evening’s activities. Sitting in a chair facing away from the door was a rather fat man. Sitting on the man’s lap, pretending to be flattered by the man’s flirtations, was a very attractive young half-elf girl. The girl’s eyes met Zyre’s momentarily over the man’s shoulder, sending a shiver down her spine.  The girl looked back down at her suitor, allowing Zyre to move again. Ella emerged from the kitchen just as Zyre sat down at the bar.

“Well, Miss Zyre. Has it been two weeks already?” Ella was a delicate woman. She was short and thin, with grey hair pulled into a pony-tail. Her wrinkled skin still held a luster of youth. Despite her frail appearance, she was one of the most dangerous people Zyre had ever met. The small woman ducked back into the kitchen and returned with a steaming mug.

Zyre smiled warmly. “Indeed it has. Did you miss me, Ella?” she asked as she took the offered mug of tea.

“I sure did, honey.  Your rent was due four days ago.”

Zyre couldn’t help laughing.  “Is that all I am, Ella?  Just a pile of platinum?”  She pulled a folded sheet of paper from between the cleavage of her breasts and handed it to Ella.
“Not at all, dear.  You have a nice set of tits, too.”  Ella chuckled merrily as she took the small scrap of paper.  She flicked it open, scanned what was written on it, then refolded and tucked it into the small pouch on her belt— it took barely more than a second.

Zyre’s smile never left her lips.  She knew Ella loved and trusted her; the checking of the note was a long-ingrained habit for the innkeeper.  She sipped gently from the steaming mug, waiting for Ella’s protest, but it never came.  Maybe she’d finally convinced herself that Zyre and Dreyne were never going to pay the exact amount of their rent.  Ever since they’d signed the lease for the suite on the third floor, the couple had always paid Ella half-again as much as she asked.

That train of thought was quickly pushed out of her mind by the memory of the half-elf’s eyes.  Zyre found that she could think of little else.  “Who’s the half-elf?”  She cocked her head slightly toward the pair by the fireplace, but kept her eyes on Ella.
“Why don’t you ask her yourself,” Ella replied with a wicked grin. She glanced over Zyre’s shoulder and hurried back into the kitchen. A moment later, the half-elf sat down on the stool to Zyre’s right.

“I like your dress,” she said. Her voice was soft, but strong.  Zyre turned to look at her, knowing full well that if she met her eyes again, she’d be lost in them.  But luckily, the girl was appraising Zyre’s body.  She tried to drink her tea slowly and casually without betraying her sudden giddiness.

“Thank you. It’s one of my favorites.” Zyre set her mug down and looked again at the half-elf. The girl couldn't have seen more than twenty winters. She had a sharp, but delicate nose and bright blue eyes that were slanted just enough to compliment her perfectly arched eyebrows. The corners of her small mouth were turned up in the subtlest of grins. Her short, messy brown hair contrasted her blue eyes. Zyre was surprised, and a little excited, to see she had a steel ring through the middle of her lower lip, and a smaller one through her left nostril. Each of her ears had many piercings, all the way up to the delicate points. On anyone else, Zyre mused, she would have found the multitude of piercings to be gaudy and obnoxious.  But on this girl, they only made her heart flutter faster. 
The half-elf girl was still studying Zyre’s body. At the moment, her eyes seemed to be locked on the Teir’Dal’s legs. The blood-red dress was long, reaching to the floor, but there was a slit in the right side that exposed her deep indigo leg all the way to her hip. Zyre had her legs crossed in a way that showed as much of her smooth skin as possible. The half-elf girl licked her lips as her eyes traveled up to Zyre’s chest. Her breasts were of average size, but their perfection of shape made them desirable to most everyone. The neck of the dress was cut low enough to provide ample cleavage, but not so much as to look slutty.

Mere seconds had passed since the girl took the seat next to Zyre before she heard the large man approaching.

“I ain’t done with you, girl.” He was standing behind them, eyes burning with fury. Zyre turned in her seat as the girl rose to stand face-to-face with the big man. If her grin before had been mischievous, it was now pure evil.

She leaned forward, licking her lips, and teasingly ran a long-nailed finger down the man’s chest, over his disgustingly huge stomach. Her hand slid into his pants, and she pressed her breasts hard against his chest. He reached down to grab the girl’s ass, but before he could, his eyes very nearly shot out of his head. She turned her arm just slightly, but it caused the man intense pain. Tears were falling down his face. “Leave us alone,” the girl growled in a deep, sultry voice. She took her hand out of his pants, and licked little smears of blood from her fingernails as the huge man promptly collapsed to the floor. The girls paid him no more mind.

“Sorry about that. Some men just don’t know when play time’s over,” she said as she sat back on the stool. Her voice was casual again, and the mischievous grin was back on her lips.

“No bother. You handled that well...,”

“Reyna.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Reyna. I’m Zyre.” Their eyes met again for the first time since she’d entered, and Zyre was awestruck. The girl’s eyes were stunningly deep and penetrating, hiding great wisdom and compassion. “You have amazing eyes,” Zyre said, as if in a daze.
“Thank you. Not many people notice my eyes when they can stare at these.” She laughed and grabbed her breasts, giving them a squeeze. They were larger than Zyre’s, and even more attractive- if that was possible. They were barely covered by a small blue linen shirt that was stretched taut over them. Her nipples were erect under the thin fabric. Only the two buttons immediately over her breasts were fastened; and precariously at that. The top was left open to show off her cavernous cleavage, and the bottom was open to reveal her flat, muscular stomach and pierced navel.

“Those are amazing, too,” Zyre said dazedly as she stared at her breasts. She had an almost overwhelming urge to rip the shirt off her body, but she was able to restrain herself- barely.  Reyna’s skin was smooth and nicely tanned, and she smelled like a flower-filled meadow after a spring rain.

Zyre was slightly surprised to see her hand moving slowly toward Reyna’s breasts. When her fingers lightly touched the silky skin of Reyna’s cleavage, Zyre felt eyes burning into hers, and looked up to meet them. Passion, lust, and desire all burned in Reyna’s blue eyes. It felt to Zyre that she’d been staring into her eyes for hours, and she felt like she could go on looking into them for days more. Then suddenly, before she knew it, their lips were together, tongues dancing hungrily in each other's mouth. Passion fueled their kiss, growing more intense as the seconds passed. Without realizing it, they were both standing, pressing their bodies together with the heat of their lust. Zyre could feel Reyna’s heart racing, and it made her own beat that much faster.
Abruptly, Zyre broke off the kiss and looked deep into Reyna’s azure eyes. The Teir'Dal took the half-elf’s hand in hers and nearly dragged her up the stairs.
Chapter 2
Oblivious to the rising sun, Dreyne turned off the main path and slipped quietly into the darkness of the Nektulos Forest. He passed parallel to the path, invisible to anyone not looking directly at him. His steps were light and precise, and made no noise even on the dried leaves carpeting the vast forest. Luckily, he wore a ring that granted him ultravision. It allowed his human eyes to find a spot where he could see a long stretch of the path that wound among the trees. Business should be coming along shortly. He sat down against the trunk of a tree and started his watch.

The import/export business was really quite lucrative. Dreyne had only been in it for a couple years, but had already amassed a wealth most people only dream of. He found it quite easy, too. He had none of those pesky morals or ethics getting in the way, like most people did. If he wanted something, he got it -- by any means necessary. And there was very little competition these days. Most people were off in the planes trying to win the shiniest sword or the prettiest robe.

Day after day after day, he watched people go up to the planes and fight almost non-stop for hours, then drag their beaten and battered bodies back down to the nexus, where they’d try to sell that shiny sword they worked so damn hard for. All that monotony, repitition, and megalomania made Dreyne literally ill. He’d been a part of that crowd for many years. Although, as much as he hates that lifestyle, he has never regretted living that way. It taught him a lot. He learned the secrets that would later make him very successful in the import/export business. And that’s what he loved.

It was a surprisingly relaxing profession. He could do it whenever he wanted, and as often as he wanted. There never seemed to be a lack of clients these days. If anything, it was getting easier. These days, children were running around with swords and armor that was once coveted by the mightiest of warriors.

Of course, all of this played nicely into his line of work. In fact, he was partly to blame for the state of the economy. All of the items that come into his posession did so with no cost to him, so he could sell them at extremely low prices, and still make a profit.

He'd met hundreds of people on his business ventures, but only one person actually intrigued him. He'd met Zyre about three years ago outside <i>The Lady's Maid</i> in Freeport. She'd just thrown a man twice her size out the door. She stood breathing heavily in the doorway, warm candle light spilling into the street.  The front of her white dress had been torn nearly to her waist, exposing her exsquisite indigo breasts.

They stood looking into each other's eyes for what felt like an eon. She beckoned him to her with a finger, and he obeyed; he could do nothing else. He walked numbly to her, and stood inches in front of her. Zyre's breasts were still heaving and glistening with sweat. She reached up and slipped her hand around his neck, pulling his head down. Their lips met and she forced her tongue into his mouth without preamble. Her small, tight body was pressed firmly against his, forcing his organ to respond.

She stopped the kiss abruptly, and pulled him by the hand into the inn. The common room was full of women. Dreyne didn't see any of them, because his eyes were frozen on Zyre. They stopped in the middle of the common room and spun around to face him again. The violet eyes she locked on his were mesmerizing. Without breaking their stare, Zyre managed to unfasten Dreyne's pants and get them down to the floor.

With surprising strength, she ripped her dress the rest of the way and threw it across the room, revealing the rest of her perfect body and hairless pussy. An audience formed around them, and a woman stepped out of the crowd and began kissing Zyre and playing with her tits. Zyre returned the kiss passionately, even though her concentration was fixed on Dreyne.  She reached forward and grabbed the growing member….
Soft humming in the distance pulled him away from his thoughts. He listened for a moment, and decided that it was getting closer. A moment later, a female human came into view around a bend in the path. He studied her for a few seconds, and considered her to be rather young and inexperienced- at least on the battlefield. Though the way she swung her small, but shapely hips said she was probably quite familiar with the art of seduction.

Her waste was narrow, her stomach muscular, and the vividness of the tattoo around her navel supported Dreyne’s assessment of her youth as well as her occupation. She was wearing black pants that rode low on her hips and clung tightly to her thin, but muscular thighs. Her shirt wasn’t much more than a few conveniently placed straps of what looked like silk, but did a good job of making her breasts look larger than they were. The muscles of her arms were well defined, but delicate. Her sharp facial features were drawn into a glare as she peered intently into the darkness. She had a long blonde pony-tail that swayed gently against her back. Zyre would definitely like her.

Thinking quickly, Dreyne propped his right leg up on a nearby stone, removed the boot, and rolled his pants up to his knee. Time to play his second favorite game.

“Hello? Is someone out there?” He called with a shaky, nervous voice. The girl stopped and looked in his direction. She took a couple wary steps toward him. “I need help.”

“Where are you?” Her voice was strong, but very smooth. It matched her body well. “Are you hurt?”

“Yes, I think I’ve twisted my ankle. I’m in the trees at the bend in the path.”

“I can’t see you,” she called as she looked all around.

“Turn to the right. Now go straight ahead.”

When she saw Dreyne, she paused, looking him up and down. Then remembering his condition, she rushed over and knelt down next to him. “Are you alright?”

“It’s not major, but I can’t walk on it.” She was inspecting his ankle as well as she could in the dark of the forest. Her hands felt calloused, but her touch was gentle. She smelled of lilacs. Every once in a while, she looked up at his face and smiled bashfully when he caught her eye.

She made a worried sound, and sat back on her heels. “We should get you out of the forest. You never know when an orc or a bear might wander by.”

“I suppose you’re right. This place gives me the creeps.” He laughed silently to himself. Even if he only had the use of one arm, he would be able to defend himself against any of the creatures in this forest. But of course, he didn’t want her to know that.

She found a fallen branch nearby, and handed it to Dreyne. She carefully helped him to his good foot, and slung his arm over her shoulders. “It won’t take very long. A friend of mine has a cottage over in the east Commons, just outside the forest. He’s in Kelethin for a couple weeks, so you can rest there.”

Using the branch as a crutch, they started down the path. “I sure am glad you came by, Miss…”

“Sarina. But you can call me Sara.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Sara. My name is Danyl.” Dreyne never gave out his real name any more. Not for reasons of security, but because he no longer felt a use for names. He’d changed his story and appearance so many times in his career, that he’d practically lost his entire sense of identity.

They slowly made their way down the path, conversing lightly. She told him a little bit about herself, though he listened just enough to respond at the proper times. He gave her an impromptu story about being a Qeynosian on his first trip to the Freeport area. It was a quick story, but it satisfied her.

He was paying more attention to the way her body felt against his. She was soft and delicate, but there was a definite strength underneath all of the silk. She was quite strong and agile. Just when he was about to suggest they stop for a break, they topped a rise. She pointed down to a small hut nestled among a few trees. Now, the fun would begin.

Chapter 3
Zyre led Reyna down the dark hall of the inn’s third floor. Ella reserved the third floor for her best customers. There were six doors that led to large penthouse suites. Zyre mumbled a few words under her breath before reaching the last door. Just as they approached the heavy door, it swung open easily before them. They entered into a small receiving room. There were two thickly cushioned chairs with matching footstools against the far wall, with a small table next to each one. Shelves full of books lined the wall on the right. To the left were two more small tables flanking another large oaken door. Still dragging the half-elf by the hand, Zyre led her through this second door. 

The next room was more than twice as large as the first. On a raised part of the floor to the right was an enormous bed. Four posts carved intricately in vines and leaves held aloft a canopy of rich red velvet. Curtains of thin black silk were drawn back, exposing a thick, fluffy mattress covered in pillows in shades ranging from the red of the canopy to the black of the curtains. There was a bottle of wine and two glasses on the table next to the bed.

Against the wall to the left was a large, ornately framed stand mirror. A table with a smaller mirror stood in the corner to the right, with a cushioned stool pushed under the table. An enormous wardrobe towered in the corner immediately to the left of the door. All of the furniture was a beautiful oak, sanded and polished to a blazing shine. In the opposite wall was a door that led to a separate bathing room.

The two women stood facing each other just inside the doorway. Zyre’s heart was racing. Reyna was about a head taller than the dark elf, placing her breasts almost directly in front of Zyre’s face. Her mind wasn’t on the tantalizing cleavage before her, though. She was lost in Reyna’s bottomless eyes. They were dark and warm, inviting her to forget everything, and lose herself in that bottomless gaze.

“May I kiss you again, my Lady?” Reyna’s voice was smooth, but strong. There was a definite tone of respect and submission in her words. Zyre was initially surprised by the question, but her heart began to race faster when she recognized the look in Reyna’s eyes: this girl liked to be dominated. It was contradictory to the impression of the girl she’d gotten in the common room; she’d seemed so strong and confident, wanting things her way, and getting them. But now her dark eyes were big and innocent, like a little girl that wanted to be spanked. A little girl with big tits, long legs, and surely a perfect pussy to match the rest of her divine body.

“Yes, you may,” Zyre replied, her voice almost dripping with lust. Reyna leaned forward and lightly kissed Zyre’s moist lips. It was brief, but it ignited her passion like nothing before. She could almost feel Reyna’s desire radiating from her like the heat of a campfire. She looked in her eyes, and could see it. After a few seconds, their lips separated and Reyna dropped her gaze, a slight blush on her cheeks.

“I’m sorry, my Lady. I’ve never had these feelings for a woman. And surely a woman such as yourself deserves better than a peasant girl… I’m sorry, I’m just so flustered… I don’t know what to do or what to say. You’re so beautiful, and these rooms are gorgeous and I’m used to getting fucked by some guy in a store room, or the back of a wagon, or some other place they know their wife would never come, but sometimes they do, and I have to sneak out while they’re yelling at each other…” She stopped babbling when Zyre lightly kissed the back of her hand.

“Don’t worry, my dear. If my husband walks in on us, the only thing he’ll be angry about is that we don’t let him play with us.” They both giggled. Zyre wished Dreyne would come home to find her and Reyna together. She’d love to watch Reyna ride her husband’s massive cock, then lick the girl’s juices off his shaft. “Just relax, and be yourself.” Zyre had taken half a step closer, and now their bodies were almost touching. Reyna took a deep breath.

“What would you like me to do?” the half-elf asked. Her voice was completely submissive now.

Zyre had never had a woman submit to her sexually. She had been caught a little off guard, but didn’t let it show. She casually walked to the bed, and sat among the pillows. “Well, let’s start by taking off your shirt.” Reyna unfastened the two remaining buttons and teasingly opened the shirt to reveal her silky breasts and large, hard nipples. She removed the shirt, and dropped it to the floor. “Do you see that phial over there on the table? It’s filled with a lubricating salve. I want you to rub some of it on your breasts.”

Reyna retrieved the phial, poured some of the salve onto her hand, and rubbed them together. She began slowly massaging her breasts, squeezing them, and pinching her erect nipples. Her hands glided smoothly over them, with expert precision. The shine of the lubrication made her breasts look even smoother and silkier than before.

“Good, very good. Now I want you to come here, and stand next to the bed.” Reyna walked to the bed. She’d rubbed the salve all over her chest and stomach, accentuating the subtlety of her muscles. “Remain standing, and don’t move a muscle unless I tell you to.” Oh, this is going to be fun, Zyre thought to herself.

She opened the direct mental link she had with Dreyne, and told him to get home as soon as possible.

"I’m busy. I found something you might like, my dearest." Dreyne’s deep voice filled her mind.

"Alright, hurry up and fuck her, then get your dick over here. This girl is hotter than Solusek’s cockring at an orgy."

"Okay, okay. I’ll bring her with, how’s that? That is, if she can walk."

Zyre ignored Dreyne’s last comment, and focused her attention back on the half-elf in front of her. Oh yes, this is going to be fun.

Chapter 4
Once they were inside the building, Sarina helped Dreyne sit down on the small cot. She knelt down in front of him and took his ankle gently into her lap. She was carefully examining it.

“How does it feel?” she asked as she looked up at him. Dreyne had been looking at her cleavage, and made sure she saw that he was before he looked her in the eyes.

“Oh, it’s fine. It feels better already.”

Sarina got up and turned away before her cheeks blushed too deeply. “I think there’s some salves or ointments around here somewhere. It would probably hurt less if we put something on it,” she said, bent over, looking in a chest on the other side of the room. Her ass was aimed right at him, almost teasing him. It was muscular, but a little soft, and nicely rounded; it gave Zyre’s a run for its money. The only thing on his mind at that moment was that tight little ass sliding up and down his shaft. His dick started to get stiff, and his pants got a little tighter.

“Come back to the Lady’s Maid, quickly. It was Zyre, using their mental link.

“I’m busy. I found something you might like, my dearest.”

“Alright, hurry up and fuck her, then get your dick over here. This girl is hotter than Solusek’s cockring at an orgy.”

“Okay, okay. I’ll bring her with, how’s that? That is, if she can walk.” Dreyne cut off the link without waiting for a response.

Sarina straightened and turned back to Dreyne, but he didn’t pretend not to have been staring at her. She had a small green jar in her hand. She dipped her fingers in it, and then rubbed them together, smelling the medicine’s aroma.

“I found this. It should help ease some of the pain.” She looked up from the jar right at Dreyne’s crotch. Her eyes widened slightly before she regained her composure, but she didn’t avert her eyes for a few seconds. “Would you like me to rub some of this on your.. ankle?”

The ever so small hesitation before the word ‘ankle’ betrayed to him what she had wanted to say. It made his pants a little bit tighter.

“Yes, I think that would feel good,” he replied smoothly. Sarina knelt back down, and took his ankle in her lap again. She had her head turned down just far enough that Dreyne couldn’t see her eyes. Once she settled into a repititious massage of his ankle, he could see her eyelashes flickering; as if she were trying to look up without moving her head.

Finally, she raised her head to look at him, but her eyes lingered on his crotch for the briefest instant. “How does that feel?” she asked, licking her lips.

“It feels great, almost like new.” He abruptly stood up in front of her, and almost hit her in the face with the growing bulge in his pants. She was still kneeling, mere inches from his shaft. He looked down at her and smiled. One hand had absently gone to her chest as her breathing increased. She was staring at the mountain forming in his pants. Dreyne could almost feel her quivering with lust and excitement now. “Are you alright?”

Sarina was startled by the break of silence, and giggled nervously as she stood up. “Oh, yes I’m fine,” she said in a sultry voice. She looked up at him, and Dreyne saw a drastic change in her eyes; they were burning from deep within. Burning with the fire of a lioness that has her prey in her sights, and is ready to leap for the kill. It was the exact same look he’d seen in the eyes of many women. That look was the reason he played this game. She had gone from innocent church girl to sex-starved seductress in a matter of seconds. “Actually, I have a wound that’s been itching for a couple days. It’s almost healed, but it’s still driving me nuts. Would you mind putting some of the salve on it?”

“Not at all. It would be the least I could do for all your help.” She handed him the jar, never taking her eyes from his. “Where is the wound?”

Before he’d even asked the question, Sarina started removing her shirt. He couldn’t tell how she did, since he wasn’t paying attention to her hands. When she had it off, she stood silently in front of him, as his eyes roamed all over her bare chest. Her breasts were larger than he thought they were – about the same size as Zyre’s - and just as nicely rounded as her ass. Her nipples were small and erect. Between her breasts he could see a pink line about three inches long. He silently thanked whoever or whatever gave her that wound. He thought his pants were going to rip right open.

He put some of the salve on his hands and instantly recognized it. It was the same stuff Zyre used to lubricate his shaft when she wanted a ride. What a sneaky little slut! he thought to himself. He looked into Sarina’s eyes, and smiled at the familiar look he saw there. Oh gods, how I love this game!

Chapter 5
Candle light and shadow shifted and slid across Reyna’s glistening breasts. The ridges of her abdominal muscles rippled in the warm yellow glow. The shine of the lubricant on her chest made her look like a statue. A statue of glass, perfect in every way; the ultimate female humanoid form. Zyre wanted so badly to touch Reyna’s breasts, but part of her mind told her not to. If she did, the glass statue might break.

The burning lust between her legs overcame the fragile caution between her ears. Her hands came up and gently touched the breasts in front of her. They weren’t made of glass; quite the opposite. Reyna’s tits were firmly soft and slippery. Zyre’s hands slid over them easily, squeezing and caressing. Her fingers drifted across the lubricated skin, almost guided by another force – like Reyna’s tits wanted to be handled just this way. They found the hard nipples and gave them a squeeze. Before she knew it, Zyre’s tongue was licking all around the aureola, tasting the hint of mint she’d put in the salve. She bit the nipple gently, and heard Reyna suck in her breath.

Temperance roared in her head, causing Zyre to suddenly cease her fondling and sit back on the cushions. Reyna stood licking the ring in her lower lip, with a look on her face like a child that just had her sweetcake taken away.

“Is something wrong, my Lady?” Reyna’s voice was filled with worry.

“Yes, there is,” Zyre replied coolly. The worry on Reyna’s face deepened. Even with that look of mild dread on her face, she was beautiful. “You’re still wearing your skirt.” Reyna’s face relaxed. “Take it off. Slowly.”

Reyna did as she was told. She untied the laces on the side of the long, black skirt. Then she slid her thumbs inside the low riding wasteband, and held her fingers out, so as not to obscure any of the view. She moved her hips side-to-side as she coaxed the skirt down, inch by inch. She slowly and enticingly slid them down over her divine, sculptured hips, and let it fall to the floor. She now stood in front of Zyre, wearing nothing but the jewelry in her piercings. And a big smile. All Zyre could do was stare. 

There was a small triangle of brown hair directly above her pussy, but the rest was shaved. Her inner thighs didn’t touch, leaving enough space to afford a nice view of her goods. The candle light was shining off something nestled in the lips of her pussy.

“That’s much better,” Zyre said after collecting enough of her wits. Reyna’s smile broadened, happy that her body pleased her new Mistress. Zyre’s eyes traveled up Reyna’s exquisite body, admiring the subtle attraction of the navel ring, the tantalizing erection of her nipples, the sensual possibilities of that lip-ring, and finally stopped at her eyes. Zyre looked once more into the darkness of her stare. She could see the submission, the need to serve, but there was something underneath that… something primal, something savage. It turned Zyre on even more.

She reached down and gently touched the satiny lips of Reyna’s pussy. A shudder went through the half-elf, but she stayed still. Zyre’s finger deftly searched for… there it was. The large pearl of flesh would have been hard to miss. Reyna moaned and her knees buckled, but she stayed on her feet.

Zyre looked down at her finger, and licked the bit of wetness off the fingertip. “You have your clit pierced,” Zyre said, more a statement than a question. Good gods almighty! Could this girl get any sexier?!

“Yes I do, my Lady. Would you prefer if I didn’t?” The question held no conviction; she already knew the answer.

“No, I don’t mind it. Although I think I might want a closer look at it.” She layed back on the pillows. “Come up here.”

Reyna did as she was told, and climbed onto the bed between Zyre’s legs. She paused, licking her lips as she hovered for a moment over Zyre’s crotch. She continued up, now on her elbows to either side of the Teir’Dal. Her breasts were touching Zyre’s body, and she could feel Reyna’s hardened nipples through the thin fabric of her dress. Zyre’s hands clenched the pillows next to her to keep from sexually attacking the half-elf.

Reyna continued to climb Zyre’s body, closely scrutinizing the dark elf’s rising and falling chest. The half-elf continued her agonizingly slow climb, her tits slowly drawing up Zyre’s stomach. Then she felt Reyna’s breasts touch the bottom of her own. She thought she would explode from the lust and desire that was raging through her entire body. The feeling subsided a little when Zyre found herself looking into those eyes again.

“May I kiss you again, my Lady?” Reyna’s voice was a whisper, heavy with desire and need. Her lips were less than an inch from Zyre’s. She could feel the girl’s hot, sultry breath on her own wet lips. Zyre glanced at their breasts pressed against each others. That fanned the fire burning between her legs, and she hungrily licked Reyna’s lip-ring once, then their tongues were writhing against each other. The tongue stud and the ring pressing against Zyre’s lip almost drove her mad with lust.

Temperance came crashing through her blind desire again, and Zyre forced her lips away from Reyna’s. Reyna’s eyes were still closed. She was slowly licking her lips, relishing the memory of Zyre’s kiss. Whether or not she was aware of what she was doing, Reyna’s hand started to slide down between their bodies. It caught the bottom of Zyre’s dress and started to pull up. Zyre wanted nothing more than to let this half-elf finger-fuck her until she came. She wanted to have the most amazing orgasm of her life, with these amazing tits pressed against her own, and that pierced tongue dancing in her mouth.

But again, temperance won out, and her hand restrained Reyna’s. Her eyes came open, and silently pleaded to let her feel Zyre’s wet folds of silky flesh, if only for a second. The carnal side of Zyre’s mind wanted her to in the most forceful way. She wanted Reyna to drive her fingers into her cunt, as many as she could fit. And she wanted to chew the girl’s fat, pierced clit until she screamed for her to stop.

But the other side of her mind wanted to savor these feelings for as long as possible, rather than all at once. It was the same side that kept telling her to back off, just a little bit. It promised her that it would be better if she took her time, and she believed it. She knew it. Patience was Zyre’s most effective tool in the bedroom. She’d had men and women alike riding the edge of sanity, losing everything but the need to fuck her or lick her or just touch her. Then, because of their heightened arousal, with usually just one touch, she would hurl them into the most soul-shakingly intense orgasm they could, or would ever remember. Sex was an art, and Zyre was known to produce more than a few masterpieces.

“Not just yet, my dear. We must have patience,” Zyre said in a voice dripping with seduction. Their lips met and their tongues danced again. For the next few minutes, the half-elf and the dark elf were lost in their kiss, feeding the flames of their passion, but not letting it rage out of control.

Chapter 6
“Where did you say that wound was?” Dreyne asked with an impish smile. Grinning, Sarina took his hand and placed it softly on the upper end of the pink scar between her bare breasts. The lubricating salve spread easily over her already smooth skin.

“Mmm, that feels good,” she said dreamily. She was leaning into the force of his hand, trying to feel more of his strong, but delicate touch. Her breasts were almost touching his chest, making it hard for him to apply the salve properly. His strokes faltered, and she looked up at him questioningly.

“What’s wrong?”

“My arm doesn’t quite bend that way,” he said with a light chuckle. “Come over here.” He sat down on the cot, far enough back so that the edge of the bed was against the backs of his calves. The change of position allowed Dreyne’s hardening shaft a little more room, which it quickly occupied. Sarina stood in front of him, the strip of skin between her breasts glistening. Her hands were planted on her narrow waist. Dreyne had an overwhelming urge to rip off her pants, and pull her tight little cunt down onto his hard dick. He wanted to feel her wet, warm, silky pussy stretch over the head of his cock, then slide down his shaft until she felt it in the back of her throat. But instead, he forced his eyes up to hers, in a difficult effort to suppress these urges. At least for the time being. She was trying to look him in the eyes too, but her gaze kept falling to his crotch. That wasn’t helping.

“Where would you like me?” she asked as she peeled her eyes off the ridge that extended nearly halfway down Dreyne’s inner thigh. Sitting on the end of my dick like a sock on a flagpole. Gods, he wanted her in the nastiest ways. But he had to save some for Zyre.

“Come kneel right up here,” he said as he patted the bed to either side of him. She climbed up, her knees to either side of his thighs. He helped guide her where he wanted her with his hands on her hips. The urge almost overcame him again, but he took his hands off her hips just in time. She scooted forward, and sat back on his lap. His legs were spread slightly, so that Sarina’s tight, muscular ass nestled between them, and against the end of his shaft. Her gorgeous tits were now right in front of his face. He had to fight his sexual instincts with everything he had. He reminded himself that the game was more fun when the woman was in control.

“How’s this?” she asked brightly.

“Much better.” Dreyne tore his eyes off her body, and poured more salve into his hand. He set the bottle on the cot next to him. He rubbed his hands together, covering them in lubrication. This time, each hand went to the inner roundness of her breasts. He started in small circles on the soft, silky skin, and slowly began widening his strokes.

“What’re you doing?” she asked. Her voice couldn’t hide her quickening pulse and increased breathing.

“We don’t want the itching sensation to spread, do we?” He smiled mishieviously.

“Oh no, we don’t want that,” she replied with an evil grin. She put her hands on top of Dreyne’s and guided them over and around her breasts. Before long, her entire chest was glistening in the light. Their hands glided across her skin, and without noticing her start, Sarina was grinding her hips, trying to get her tight ass farther down between Dreyne’s legs, and against his now throbbingly hard dick.

Her hands joined his once again, and she slowly brought them to a stop over her hard nipples. They looked deep into each other’s gaze, seeming to get closer and closer. Their lips touched, and they kissed softly. Their eyes weighed each other again. Lust, desire, sex, intensity, passion; all these things danced and swirled in Sarina’s gaze. That look in her eyes was more arousing than anything physical. It screamed ”Fuck me!” And that was music to Dreyne’s ears.

Their lips met again, but this time, all the passion and lust that had building in them was behind the kiss. Their arms embraced each other as their tongues danced, and fed their fires. Sarina pulled herself closer to Dreyne, so that now her oily tits were pressed hard against his chest. She managed to get her legs up and around Dreyne’s waist, and pulled her hips hard against his lower abdominals. He could feel the warmth of her crotch through his shirt and her pants. Their hands were all over each other, groping and feeling in their intensity. One of Sarina’s hands made its way down between their sweating bodies, and found the swollen member that had been rubbing her not far from her pussy. She started stroking it, measuring the size of it.

Her other hand was working its way down, when they were suddenly interrupted by a maddened howl, followed immediately by a loud bang against the door. As Dreyne looked around Sarina, the door to the hut shattered with a deafening roar. Dreyne needed only a split second to recognize the green and yellow form in the doorway. Dreyne reached behind his back, and the roar was abruptly cut off as the small hilt of a knife appeared in the orc’s throat. It made a few thick gurgling sounds before it fell lifeless to the floor. It all happened before Sarina could even turn around.

Sarina leaped off Dreyne’s lap when she saw the orc laying face down a few feet from them. She was used to being attacked randomly by orc pawns, but never when she was practically fucking someone. “Well, doesn’t that just about kill the mood,” she said with a giggle as her surprise wore off.

“Yeah, a little.” Dreyne laughed. “Since we can’t get any more privacy here, would you like to join me in Freeport for some lunch? I know a great little inn that serves the best cheeses and meats you can find.”

“Sure, that sounds good to me,” she answered as she pulled her shirt back on. “As long as I get my sausage this time.” She grinned evilly at him, and walked quickly out the ruined doorway before Dreyne could respond.

Oh, you’ll get your sausage this time, he thought, laughing to himself. And plenty of dessert, too. He followed her out of the hut, but didn’t catch up to her right away. She looked back and saw him watching her ass sway back and forth. She stopped and turned.

“Aren’t you going to escort me? I don’t want to run into any more mean, nasty orcs,” she said smiling, as she took his arm with both of her hands.

“Of course, I was just catching up.” He gave her his best smile. She laughed and they walked arm in arm toward Freeport.

Before the gates came into view, Dreyne opened his mental link with Zyre. ”This girl better be as sexy as you say, because we’re on our way right now.”

There was a moment before Zyre replied. Her ‘voice’ sounded strained, like she’d been exerting herself. ”Don’t you worry, my little prick. Just get your cock over here. And be ready for a long night.” Aroused and intrigued, Dreyne walked a little faster toward the gates of Freeport.

Chapter 7
Reyna could feel Zyre’s hard nipples through the incredibly thin fabric of her dress. It was the most beautiful piece of clothing she’d ever seen, and all she could think about was tearing it to shreds. Something about the woman’s violet eyes drove Reyna crazy with desire.

For all Reyna knew, Zyre could be anywhere from 25 to 500 years old. Her body was phenomenal, even for a 20 year-old, but her eyes looked older, more experienced. Reyna admitted to herself that she hoped Zyre’s age matched what she saw in her eyes. The older she was, the more experience she consequently had in bed. And with a body like that… oh the things she must be able to do!

She still couldn’t believe that such a fine specimen as Zyre would be even the least bit interested in her. She was just a poor, half-bred slut, forced to make people cum for money. Thankfully, there were plenty of people around that would give their hard-earned cash to get stroked or licked by a half-elf with big tits and a few piercings.

She’d been a whore for the last 8 of her 21 years. She had been blessed (or maybe cursed?) with an early puberty, giving her large breasts and pubic hair by her 13th birthday. And she learned soon after, that there were some sick people that would pay very good money to put their dicks or clits in the mouth of a thirteen year-old girl. She did a lot of things that she regretted to this day, but the money had been good, and she needed to eat.

But now, she was older, and the money hadn’t been coming in like it used to. Ironically, she’s only gotten more attractive and more skilled in the bedroom. But the people who payed for sex were usually into bizarre stuff like butt-fucking prepubescent girls, shitting on your tits, or pissing in your mouth. Reyna would do some crazy things, but that’s where she drew the line. The only body fluids she was interested in were sweat, saliva, and cum. Especially cum.

She started thinking about the taste of a man’s cum, and the way it felt on her tongue. How it felt to have a spasming cock in her mouth while it shot its warm load down the back of her throat. Her hand automatically went to her moist pussy as these thought flitted through her mind. Still holding Reyna’s wrist, Zyre must have thought Reyna wanted her to touch her pussy, because Zyre’s hand let go of Reyna’s, and a second later, Reyna felt fingers take her clit ring between them and twist. The bolt of pleasure that tore through her body shook her, and took her breath away. Then just as quickly as the fingers were there, they were gone. She could only stare at Zyre in shock and surprise.

“I’ll have to take a look a closer look at that later. Right now, I want you to get dressed. We have company coming over,” Zyre said as she wiggled out from underneath Reyna.

“Yes, my Lady.” Why did she keep doing that? She’d never submitted to anyone before. But for some reason, it felt totally natural with Zyre. She’d tried to suppress the submissiveness when she’d first approached the dark elf, but that resolve had broken down immediately when she entered these apartments. All she could think about now was pleasing this divine woman. She just wanted to satisfy Zyre, and Reyna was ready to do whatever it took. She got out of the bed, and began putting her clothes back on.

“You can’t wear those. Go look in my wardrobe and see if there’s a dress in there that you might want to wear.”

“Yes, my Lady,” Reyna replied as she took her shirt back off. All of those dresses would be at least a size too small for her. But of course, Zyre was well aware of that.

Reyna crossed the large room to the towering wardrobe in the corner and opened the doors. There must have been at least fifty dresses hung up in a rainbow of all different colors. There were some thick wool dresses in drab colors, while others weren’t much more than a swatch of radiant cloth sewn up the back. There were ball gowns in the deepest blues and blacks with long flowing trains, as well as short sundresses in the brightest yellows and pinks. There was a dress here for any ocassion.

After looking through the wardrobe, and trying on at least half of the dresses, Reyna finally decided on a simple, but elegant gown. It was black silk, but if the light touched it just right, it would shimmer with a dark blue phantom of a night-shrouded lake. Surprisingly, the dress fit Reyna almost perfectly. The top was a little tight, tailored for Zyre’s smaller breasts, but it only seemed to amplify Reyna’s delicious cleavage. It hugged her narrow waist, and clung lovingly to her hips long enough to accentuate her round, firm ass. Once past the roundness of her hips, it hung beautifully in a frozen waterfall of midnight, split down the left to show the exsquisitely silky skin of Reyna’s leg.

“That’s much better, my dear.” Zyre was standing behind Reyna’s right shoulder, admiring the view in the mirror. “It fits you wonderfully.” Her hands went to Reyna’s hips, feeling the softness of the fabric on her skin.

“Thank you, my Lady. Although I think the top is a little tight,” Reyna replied. She lightly smoothed the fabric covering her breasts.

“I don’t think our company will mind,” Zyre said with a smile, her hand coming up to take Reyna’s. Reyna’s hand was guided down and behind her, where it met the soft fabric of Zyre’s dress. She could feel Zyre’s muscular leg beneath it, then the delicate fabric was gone; replaced by the velvety skin of Zyre’s leg. Her fingers greedily caressed the silky skin for only a moment before her hand was guided back, this time gathering the fabric of Zyre’s dress against her thumb.

The need and desire had been so strong in her, that Reyna’s knees buckled when she felt the wet lips of Zyre’s hairless pussy against her fingertips. Zyre gasped at Reyna’s touch, but pulled her hand away almost immediately. Reyna was turned around by the small elf, and was met with a hard, passionate, demanding kiss. Their tongues wrestled, their breasts heaved against each other, and their hips ground together with the force of their lust.

But again, Zyre broke it off abruptly, leaving Reyna panting. “There will be plenty of time for that later. But now, let’s have ourselves a bite to eat.” Zyre crossed the room with confident strides, looking back at Reyna as she went through the door. That momentary glance yanked Reyna out of her trance. She licked Zyre’s moistness off her fingertips, and hurriedly followed her back down to the common room.

Chapter 8
For some reason, Sarina couldn’t stop thinking about the bulge in Danyl’s pants. Wait… she knew why she couldn’t stop thinking about it- it was fucking huge! It had to be at least nine inches long, and probably as thick as her wrist. Being confined in those tight, dark gray leggings he was wearing, it hadn’t been completely hard when she’d managed to get her fingers on it. But still…. She’d lost touch with reality the couple times he’d “accidentally” put it right in front of her face.

The last time, when he’s stood in front of her while she was kneeling, she almost lost control, and had to fight to keep from ripping his pants open. But she conquered her lust, and played it as smoothly as she could. Which wasn’t very graceful at all, with her jaw on the floor.

Her thoughts were brought abruptly back to the present when she nearly tripped over a rock. Danyl’s arms were around her instantly, keeping her from falling. He was very strong, despite his lean build, and very quick; he’d displayed his quickness with the orc, and again just now. His hands were confident, precise, and gentle. She thought about how they’d felt on her tits, how they’d moved slowly and deliberately, and how they’d fanned the flames of her lust almost beyond tolerance. Suddenly the image of his bulge pushed itself into her mind, and she couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like between her thighs.

“Are you tight?” Shocked at the blunt and abrupt question, Sarina blushed deeply.

“Excuse me?” She couldn’t hide the scandalized tone in her voice.

“Are you alright?” The better anunciated version of the question made Sarina blush even deeper in embarassment.

“Oh. Yes, I’m fine. Just wasn’t watching where I was going.” She tried to laugh, but it came out a nervous titter.

“That’s alright. We’re almost there.”

The sign over the door read ”The Lady’s Maid” and had a rough painting of a woman in drab clothes kneeling before another woman, adjusting the hem of her white dress. Strange name for an inn, Sarina thought to herself. She let go of Danyl’s arm, and walked through the door he held open for her. She stood just inside the doorway, and waited for him to come up and lead her to a table.

There were three other people in the common room. An older-looking woman was bent over a mug in the far corner. Sitting at the bar was a large man, wearing an old, torn leather tunic, pants and boots and drinking from a large tankard. On the other side of the bar was a small, thin woman with gray hair. She was wiping off the surface of the bar as she talked and laughed with the man.

Danyl waved a greeting to the woman behind the bar, and to the man when he turned around to look at the newcomers. They sat down at a table in the middle of the room. It was old and worn, but clean. A few seconds later, the small woman came over to them with a motherly smile on her face.

“Well, Dreyne, it has been a long time since you’ve graced my establishment with your presence.” She smiled and placed a loving hand on his cheek.

“Dreyne?” Sarina asked.

“It’s Ella’s nickname for me.” He looked up at the small woman and smiled.

“Aye, it’s what he does to my larders and casks every time he’s here,” she said jokingly.

He took her hand and kissed the back of it. “I wish I could visit you more often, Ella. My travels take me far and wide, but now with the discovery of the Plane of Knowledge, I’ll make sure I stop by more often. I promise.” He kissed her hand again, and she chuckled.

“Sure you will,” she said sarcastically as she ruffled his dark brown hair. “What would you and your friend like?” Danyl told her, and the woman walked back past the bar, and through a swinging door into the kitchen. Almost immediately, she returned with a tray full of steaming food.

“That was fast,” Sarina commented as Ella put the tray down on a nearby table.

“Ella runs a very tight ship,” Danyl said with a smile. Ella spread a clean, white cloth over the table, and placed the food and drinks in front of them. Promising to call her if they needed anything, they started eating hungrily.

They ate without speaking, but the silence wasn’t uncomfortable. Sarina felt Danyl’s eyes on her, and when she looked up, he looked down at his plate. His eyes had been on her tits, and lingered longer than they would have if he hadn’t wanted her to know he was looking. His reflexes were quicker than that. He’d already proven it twice. He was playing a game with her, and she was fully aware of it. That was alright with her. All she really wanted was to see his giant cock at its full size. Anything beyond that was a bonus. If it was as big as she thought it was, just the idea of it filling her cunt would be enough to send her over the edge during those lonely nights in the wilderness.

She had noticed when Ella spread the cloth over the table that it reached all the way to the floor. Sarina took advantage of the concealing tablecloth, and ran the toes of her slippered foot down the inside of Danyl’s calf. She was looking down at her meal with feigned innocence, but could feel his eyes on her. She replaced her foot on the floor and continued her meal.

Several minutes passed without further flirtation, and they finally finished their meals. They sat comfortably, drinking mead while Danyl told her of his past. At one point, Sarina noticed a pair of women – a Teir’Dal and a half-elf – descend the stairs in the back of the common room. They were both wearing beautiful evening gowns. The dark elf led the other into a private dining room, and closed the door behind them. Something about the half-elf sparked a sense of familiarity in Sarina. But once the door was closed, it was gone. Sarina returned her attention to Danyl.

“Enough about me…. Tell me a bit about you,” he was saying.

“Well, there’s not really that much to tell. My mother died when I was 3, so I lived alone with my father. I was a daddy’s girl, I guess you could say,” she chuckled. More like the other way around. She’d had her father wrapped tightly around her finger. “Anyway, he died when I was fifteen. I went to live with my dad’s closest friend and his wife. That lasted only a couple months. They were… rough with me.” She looked down, remembering those nights. He mistook her actions and inflection to mean pain and trauma. It was hardly that. They’d fucked almost every night, and she had loved it. 

The guy had a small dick, but it was her first, so it had felt big enough in her tight pussy. The woman had had a small, muscular body and small tits, but oh! she knew how to use her mouth. On several occasions, Sarina had almost orgasmed just watching her suck her husband’s dick. Sarina had never been able to hold out for more than a minute when the woman’s tongue touched the lips of her pussy. What had really drove her crazy was watching him fuck his wife while she nibbled on that little button of ecstacy nestled in the folds of Sarina’s moist, hot flesh. She started to sweat, remembering all those nights that she nearly screamed herself hoarse.

Danyl placed his hand on hers and looked at her sympathetically. She grinned evilly at him, her eyes sparkling mishievously. She brought her foot up and put it firmly between Danyl’s legs. His flacid cock throbbed in response. The look in his eyes changed, and before she knew it, Danyl was almost dragging her across the common room. He motioned to Ella, who slid a key down the bar to him. He grabbed it without missing a stride, and still pulling Sarina along, almost ran up the stairs. 

They came to the second floor, but he didn’t stop. They continued on to the third floor, and rushed down the hall to the last door. As he inserted the key, Sarina got a quick look at his crotch. The bulge was back. The lock clicked, and the door swung open. Before entering, he threw his arms around her waste and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around him, and their lips met. He forced his tongue into her mouth, and she let it feed the fire in her crotch. He carried her into the room, and closed the door behind them, just as a Teir’Dal and half-elf emerged from the stairway. The only sound, the hems of their dresses swishing along the wooden floor.

Chapter 9
Kicking the door shut behind them, Dreyne carried Sarina through the small receiving room, into the bedroom and kicked that door shut as well. He stopped a few feet from the bed, reluctant to put the girl down. Her strong legs felt good wrapped around his waist, her firm tits pressed against his chest, her tight ass in his strong hands. He was going to have to hurry if he wanted to get a piece of her before Zyre showed up.

“Get your pants off,” Dreyne growled as he dropped her on the bed. Without hesitation, she lay back, untied the drawstring of her pants, and had them down to her knees before Dreyne realized he was staring. The dozens of candles in the windowless room were throwing soft orange and yellow light on Sarina’s prone form. The flickering flames caused shadows to sway and float, making her skin shimmer with a warm glow of flame. The shifting shadows made it look like she was dancing an ancient seduction, though she was only pushing her pants down past her hips and thighs. But perhaps, that was a dance of seduction in its own rite.

Tucked demurely between her slender, muscular thighs was a patch of golden hair, now burning with the orange caress of the candle light. Still lying on her back, she lifted her legs in order to remove her pants. Glistening in the warm light, the delicate folds of flesh pulled at Dreyne’s lust, inviting him to feed his carnal urges.

The temptation to drive his shaft into her overwhelmed him, and he fought to untie his trousers. In haste, his normally nimble fingers stumbled, causing a big knot in the string. His growing erection wasn’t helping the cause by keeping the laces taut. Cursing, he tried to slow down. Sarina sat up giggling, and easily untied the strings.

“Dreyne,” Zyre’s voice shouted from the other room. A second later, the bedroom door opened. “You’ll never guess who I ran….” She froze midsentence when her eyes fell on the pantsless girl beginning to pull down her husband’s trousers. Right on her heels came an absolutely stunning half-elf who stopped just behind Zyre. Her eyes were downcast, but Dreyne caught the flash of surprise before the woman could erase it from her face.

“I see you’ve found some entertainment,” Zyre said after a moment studying the girl. Sarina sat glaring at Zyre on the edge of the bed, annoyed by the intrusion. She didn’t seem to have noticed Zyre use the same name Ella had let slip earlier. Dreyne doubted she was overly concerned with remembering his name, anyway. Zyre strode to the bed, swaying her hips like no one else could. With a firm hand on his chest, she pushed Dreyne out of the way and stood in front of Sarina.

With hands on hips, the dark elf openly scrutinized the human, blatantly staring at her tits and crotch. Now with a full view of the other woman, Dreyne was dumbstruck when he looked at her entire body. Her hips, tits, face, hair… it was all amazingly beautiful. He couldn’t pick out a single feature or trait about her that turned him on so much – everything about her was gorgeous. Even all of the bits of metal in her face was exotically alluring. She was quite possibly the perfect female form.

“You’ve finally grown some tits.” Zyre’s question pulled Dreyne’s attention back to them. Sarina’s eyes widened in a threateningly curious glare.

“Excuse me?” Sarina asked at the same time Dreyne said, “you know her?”

A devious smile crept onto Zyre’s lips. She continued her appraisal of Sarina. “We’ve met, although she wouldn’t remember. I was a… friend… of her father’s.” The unmistakable inflection in her voice suggested she meant more than just a platonic friendship.

Sarina’s eyes had turned deadly. “Wh-what are you talking about?” The dancing flames intensified the burning anger in her eyes.

“About five years ago, a gentleman approached me. We spoke for a while of the usual pleasantries, then proceeded to fuck our brains out. He had a decent cock and could make me come, so I didn’t mind that he kept coming back.” Zyre’s conversational tone was infuriating Sarina. The way she was nonchalantly grooming her fingernails didn’t help, either. Dreyne had to hold Sarina back to keep her from attacking Zyre. The Teir’Dal was studying the human over her nails, gauging her reaction. Zyre was pleased by the discomfort she was causing Sarina. “Although he had a strange fetish….” Zyre was silent for a long while, letting Sarina stew in anger.

“He liked to do it in his daughter’s bedroom while she slept.” Everyone turned to the source of the hushed voice. Reyna lifted her gaze and looked at everyone in turn. Dreyne had an intrigued look of shock on his face. Zyre was smiling in blatant amusement and surprise. Sarina was fuming, almost foaming at the mouth, her eyes driving spikes of burning ice through Reyna.

“What did you just say?” Sarina’s voice was low and cold. Dreyne now had to hold her back with all his strength.

Reyna straightened, steeling herself with confidence and strength, dimsissing any shame she felt. There was no hint of submission or weakness in her voice. She was now the one in control. “I said your father liked to have his dick stroked and his balls licked in your bedroom while you slept. He enjoyed the thrill that you could wake up at any moment.” She stepped forward and looked Sarina up and down. The human was covered in sweat. The light of the candles slid across her skin. Her chest heaved with her heavy breathing.

“You slept in a short, thin shift,” Zyre continued. Sarina’s eyes snapped to her. “Sometimes, when it was hot outside, you’d sleep without a blanket, exposing your young, hairless pussy to anyone that happened by the window.”

“Or anyone that was sucking your father’s dick two paces away.” Reyna smiled maliciously. Her piercings sparkled in the firelight, giving her an almost alien countenance. “A few times I almost got to taste your sweet little twat, but your father said he wasn’t paying me for that.” Sarina was almost growling in rage. Reyna dropped to her knees. Even that simple motion would have given Dreyne an erection if he didn’t already have one. The half-elf extended a hand toward Sarina’s bare leg, but was stopped short by Zyre’s gently restraining hand.

“Not yet, my dear.” A new fire burned in Zyre’s eyes when she looked at Reyna. “Perhaps we should show her some of what she missed while she was dreaming of dolls and dresses. Dreyne,” Zyre motioned to the nearest bedpost. Dreyne picked up Sarina, who was now numb with rage, and sat her on the raised floor below the post at the foot of the bed. He lifted her arms over her head to tied them together behind the post with a scarf he pulled out of a pocket. He tied her feet together with another.

Zyre knelt down and kissed the human girl fiercely. Sarina resisted violently at first, but slowly began to succumb to Zyre’s strong, confident tongue. The Teir’Dal stopped the kiss and looked into her eyes with a slight grin. “Are you ready for the show?”

Chapter 10
Dreyne didn’t know or care how Reyna got to be standing inches in front of him. All he could concentrate on at the moment were her eyes. The dark pools pulled him, enticed him sexually and innocently at the same time. He wanted to screw her in the worst way, and cradle her in his arms. He wanted to learn from her, listen to her, find out how someone so young and so beautiful could have such deadly eyes.

A firm hand on his shoulder tore his eyes from Reyna’s. He turned and met Zyre’s lips. He’d almost forgotten how good her lips felt. They felt like they would melt and absorb into his. He wasn’t certain he would have minded if they had. Her tongue was firm and forceful, but not dominating. She reluctantly broke the kiss, but held his head in her hands, their foreheads and bodies pressed together.

“Gods, I’ve missed you.” Zyre’s voice was low and heavy with lust. 

She looked over at Reyna, an evil grin growing on her face. She turned and walked away from Dreyne, pulled out the small stool from under the vanity mirror, and sat down.

“Reyna, why don’t you show our friend here how you got to know her father.” Her voice was now easy and conversational. She sat smoothing the fabric of her dress, picking imaginary fuzzes.

Dreyne turned back to Reyna and met her gaze again. Her eyes held him mesmerized, unaware of his surroundings. The dark pools began growing, filling his scope of vision. Her thickly lashed lids took an eternity to slide down. Once her penetrating gaze was hidden, Dreyne was freed of the trance. His lips were being caressed by the metal ring in her lower lip. The hard smoothness of the metal felt strange at first, but he found he was becoming aroused by it.

He placed his hands gently on her hips just as her tongue slid across his upper lip. His tongue came out to meet hers, their lips locking together a second later. She pressed her body against his. The ring in her lip was turning him on even more, and the floral scent of her skin was making him hungry for her body. Her breasts were crushed against his chest, and she ground her hips against the growing hardness in his pants. 

She leaned away from him, breaking the kiss. Her eyes held his again, but they weren’t boring into his soul. She lifted his shirt over his head and tossed it neglegently into the corner. She ran her hands down his lean, hairless chest, and over his ridged abdomen. Her fingernails teased the skin below his navel before drifting around to his back.

Smiling, she began kissing the base of his neck. Her lips ignited fire in his skin, leaving a trail of hot lust down the middle of his chest and over his stomach. Her lips hovered around his navel as her fingers deftly pulled open his already untied trousers. She leaned back to watch as she pulled his pants down.

Reyna’s eyes widened as the half-erect member finally emerged from its confinement. She abandoned the pants and took the organ in her hands. The sight of her delicately strong hands wrapped around his cock was enough to solidify Dreyne in a few heartbeats. She rose, his member still in her hands, and kissed him fiercely. The thick shaft throbbed between his bare stomach and the silky fabric of her dress.

She broke the kiss long enough to whisper, “I want you inside me,” before forcing her tongue back into his mouth. One of his strong hands was roughly massaging her breast, while the other found its way to her firm, but very soft backside. He began to pull up the bottom of the dress, but was interrupted when Reyna pushed him backwards, onto the bed. Laying on his back, the stiff organ stood at its full eleven-inch height.

She slowly lifted the dress, first revealing slim, muscular thighs that didn’t quite meet at the top. Nestled between them, something glistened among the delicate lips of her pussy, just below the triangle of dark hair. The dress kept rising, revealing the delicious curves of her hips and waist, and her flat stomach. She had another ring through the skin just above her navel. The dress continued up, lifting, then gently dropping the large breasts. She pulled it up over her head, and tossed it into the corner with Dreyne’s shirt.

Dreyne’s organ throbbed in response to Reyna’s body. She only allowed him a couple seconds to admire the perfection of her form before bending down to touch her lips to the head of his dick. She tickled the very tip with her tongue before climbing onto the bed. Her body stayed in contact with the swollen member, trailing it down her chin, along her neck, and over her breasts.

Reyna paused and separated her breasts, allowing the thick organ between them. She pressed her tits together, causing Dreyne to moan at the softness around his dick. She played with her nipples, rolling and twisting them a moment before continuing up his body. She kissed her way up his muscular chest, licking once at each nipple. As his cock trailed lower down her belly, Reyna lowered her hips, pressing the organ more firmly against her.

Just as her lips met Dreyne’s neck, his cock met the patch of hair above her slit. Without her noticing, he had put his hands lightly on her hips. Now they held her firmly, but allowed freedom of movement. She tilted her hips, pressing the moist lips of her pussy against his solid organ. The ring in her clit amplified the sensation a thousand fold, causing her to almost bite his neck as pleasure suffused every fiber of her body.

After her breathing slowed a bit, Reyna pushed herself up so that she was straddling his waist. Her hands went to her breasts as she ground her hips, pressing her pussy hard against his shaft. Inch by inch she slid her pussy along Dreyne’s cock, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples furiously.

When she felt the head of his dick pressing against her opening, she tilted her hips forward, allowing the head in. She dropped onto her hands and knees, tits swinging wildly, and thrust backward onto the massive shaft. She could only take a couple inches before the waves of pleasure became too intense to continue. She could have easily brought herself to orgasm several times already, but she wanted to hold on, until she was filled with his cock. 

Deep in her mind, she wondered if she would be able to take him all in. But at the moment, all she could think about was the mile-wide pole of flesh-colored steel slowly impaling her. She kept easing herself back and down, one inch at a time, savoring the feeling of her pussy stretched around his girth. She wanted to drive it all in at once, but the desire to cherish the initial penetration was far stronger.

Unable to take Dreyne’s cock any deeper, Reyna pushed herself again to a vertical kneeling position. The shaft slid the rest of the way into Reyna’s hungry pussy. She felt the head of his dick press against the top of her cave as small, strong hands squeezed her breasts. She opened her eyes to see Zyre’s blue fingers twisting and pulling her hard nipples. The double sensation had her riding on the brink of complete ecstasy. She realized she was moaning loudly, pleasure igniting within her body. She was a hair’s touch from coming, hard and loud.

One of Zyre’s hands left her breast, and for a moment, Reyna backed a step from the edge. Dreyne’s cock felt enormous inside her, completely filling her. It was sending a constant wave of pleasure all through her body. Just when she thought the euphoria was becoming tolerable, Zyre’s finger found the ring in her swollen clit, and shoved her over the edge with a shock of silken lightning.

Reyna emitted an ear-splitting scream as every muscle in her body tensed. For what seemed hours, all thoughts fled her mind. All she knew was perfect pleasure. It emanated from her cock-filled pussy and the finger on her clit, but the orgasm ravaged her whole body. She shook and trembled as wave after wave pummeled her.

After an eternity, the finger lifted from her clit and the bolts of pleasure subsided enough to allow Reyna to melt on top of Dreyne, exhausted. She felt Zyre climb onto her back, the fabric of her dress cool and smooth against her sweaty skin. Dreyne’s strong hands caressed her hips, waist, and the sides of her breasts.

With her arms curled up underneath Dreyne’s, and his steel organ still buried inside her, Reyna drifted into a warm, comforting state, somewhere between consciousness and sleep.

Chapter 11
After an unknown amount of time, Reyna became aware. She became aware of the darkness that had consumed her. Am I asleep? She must have been asleep, since she couldn’t feel her body. She couldn’t feel anything. All she knew was that she floated in utter blackness. Where am I? Why am I here?

Suddenly, with the force of a boulder falling on her head, Reyna remembered. Her mind shuddered at the memory of instense pain and pleasure. Names came back to her, and places. 

Without being aware of it, a mist began to thicken in her vision. It was not as black as the darkness she’d been in, but the subtlety with which it formed made it nearly impossible to detect. As it thickened, the mist became lighter. It began to open, to draw away from the center of her vision, and as it did, it started to sway from side to side. The rocking became more pronounced as a face began to appear in front of her. Then there was a loud bang and the mist rolled violently, and disappeared an instant later.

“Dreyne, come in here, now!” A familiar voice called over her. The face above her turned back to look down at Reyna. It was a familiar face- a beautiful face. The swaying slowed, and finally stopped. A brief moment later, an incredibly gorgeous man came into her view.

“Gods, she’s awake!” he exclaimed. They both busied themselves fluffing her pillows and adjusting her blankets. The journey out of the blackness had made Reyna tired. So very tired. Darkness seeped back into her vision, but this was more comforting. She welcomed it, and slipped into a restful sleep.

* * * * * 

“Reyna? Reyna!” Zyre had to stop Dreyne from trying to shake the woman awake.

“Dreyne, she’s asleep. Calm down. She’ll be fine.” The small dark elf woman sat back down on the bed next to Reyna, while Dreyne hunkered down next to the bed, raking fingers through his hair. Zyre cleared the sweaty locks from Reyna’s pale face with gentle fingers. “Already her breathing is slower and deeper. She’s in a normal sleep.”

“Are you sure?” Dreyne’s voice was heavy with concern. “If she died because of...”

“Don’t worry, my heart. She will recover.” Zyre smiled at her husband, and placed her other hand on his shoulder.

Once she was satisfied with Reyna’s comfort, Zyre rose from the bed, and led Dreyne out of the small wagon. She took a deep breath of the fresh, warm air, and turned around to embrace the man descending the steps behind her. Their lips met in a fierce kiss as their arms wrapped around each other.

After a long, passionate moment, they broke the kiss, and Dreyne let out a long, shuddering sigh of relief. “I’m so glad she’s awake. Gods, Zyre, I don’t know what I’d do if she’d have died.”

She smiled warmly and lightly kissed his nose. “Brag to your friends that you fucked a woman to death?” she said with a smirk. But Dreyne didn’t find it funny. “Don’t worry, love. She was in very little danger. Her body was just trying to protect itself from a very intense and traumatizing experience.” Dreyne’s brow furrowed in mild confusion. “She was a virgin, Dreyne. She’d never had anything bigger than a finger inside her, and then you had to go and shove that monster in there.”

Dreyne blushed slightly. A virgin? She sure didn’t act like a virgin, he thought to himself. “Are you sure she was a virgin?” he asked incredulously.

Zyre just nodded. “I didn’t think she’d react like that, otherwise I would have stopped you.” She kissed him again, lightly on the lips. He looked pale. “Honey, you’re taking this too hard. I’ve seen many girls pass out from their first penetration. None had gone into a coma, though. But then, how many girls’ first fuck is a cock as big as yours?” She grinned again. She knew he liked it when she commented on the size of his organ. Maybe if she could shake this guilt off of him, she’d be able to get a taste of that beautiful piece of flesh once more before they had to get back on the road.

“I just hope I haven’t damaged her permanently; physically or mentally.”

“Her body will recover, love. Her mind... we’ll have to wait and see when she wakes up.” She stepped up to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. “But me, on the other hand; I’m in perfect shape, and wouldn’t mind a little exercise.”

Dreyne took the hint and lifted the small dark elf woman into his arms. Her legs wrapped immediately around his waist, and her lips found his. He lowered her to the grass right there at the foot of the steps, and helped her remove her worn green tunic and brown cloth pants. Her indigo skin seemed to glow with the light of the full moon over the Plains of Karana. He slid his pants down over his hips, and the same full moon reflected off the tiny drop of moisture on the tip of his organ. He leaned forward, and slid into the warmth of Zyre’s body amid moans of pleasure.

Chapter 12
The rocking of the wagon and the occasional stone in the path kept Reyna from decending into a deep sleep. Once they had stopped for the night, Zyre and Dreyne had made sure she was comfortable in the small bed, and left her to the sleep she desperately needed. As the couple sat and ate by the small fire outside the wagon, Reyna’s subconscious mind drifted easily down into the realm where dreams lurked.

Reyna dreamed of pleasant things - playing in long grass with a litter of puppies, watching the sun rise over the horizon of the ocean – until a wolf howled just close enough to disturb Reyna’s dreams.

When she drifted back down, she found herself in a familiar room, trying on dresses. A small, blue woman looked approvingly over her shoulder. When Reyna looked back into the mirror at her reflection, she was wearing a large, hideous mask. She wouldn’t be able to remember what it looked like upon waking, but the sense of loathing and revulsion she felt from it stuck easily in her mind. The dress she wore was made out of the night sky. She could see the stars twinkle and sparkle in the infinitely dark indigo of space. Her breath caught when a shooting star streaked boldly over her belly.

The woman behind her wrapped her arms around Reyna’s waist, coiling around and around her like a snake. Instead of being frightened, Reyna felt comforted by the tight grip. She leaned back into the small woman behind her, and fell heavily to the floor.

She bolted upright, panting heavily, eyes looking about her wildly. There was nothing. No... there was something. Before she could identify it, the black began to dissipate.

* * * * * 

Reyna opened her eyes just as the blue woman – she’s a dark elf – from her dream walked into the small room amid slanted rays of early sunlight. The elf – Zyre! Her name is Zyre! – was looking down at the shirt she was trying to get laced over her ample chest. Reyna’s eyes went to the nimble fingers, and saw her large, indigo globes push defiantly against the small leather tunic. She felt her cheeks grow warm and beads of sweat stand out on her forehead. She finally got the laces tied, but the tunic still left little to the imagination. Zyre looked up and a smile replaced the curse that had been forming on her lips.

“Reyna, you’re awake!” She sat down quickly on the side of the bed and looked over the sleepy woman carefully. “How do you feel? Are you alright?”

“Y-yes, I’m tired, but I’m fine. I think.” Reyna found her voice was weak, and it hurt her throat to speak. Zyre leaned over her, helping to straighten her hair and fluff her pillow. Reyna found it hard to keep her eyes from being drawn to the cleavage of the woman’s breasts so close in front of her. She blushed, feeling embarassed, and lay her head back and looked up at the white-washed ceiling of the wagon. “Where are we?”

Satisfied that Reyna was as comfortable as she could be, Zyre settled back. “We’re in the Plains of Karana.” Zyre scooted up a little bit, a slight frown of worry marring her beautiful face. With moist eyes, she took Reyna’s hand and began stroking it gently. “Reyna, you’ve been in a coma for four weeks. You came out of it two days ago, but went immediately back to sleep.”

Reyna just stared at her. “What? I’ve been in a coma?” Zyre nodded. Worry began to creep onto Reyna’s face. “How? Why? What happened?” She tried to sit up, but Zyre’s firm hand kept her in bed.

“What was the last thing you remember?”

“I...” Reyna paused to collect her thoughts. “I remember walking down a long corridor. You were with me... and I was wearing one of your dresses, I think.” Zyre nodded. The memory of her dream flitted through Reyna’s mind. “We came to a large door. You said something to me, but I don’t remember what it was. Then you opened the door.” She sat quietly a moment, then looked back up into Zyre’s eyes. “That’s all. What happened to me, Zyre?”

Zyre smiled at Reyna sympathetically and told her what had transpired after they entered the room. As the tale went on, Reyna’s heartbeat increased as these visions went through her mind.

“Where are Dreyne and Sarina?”

“Dreyne is out gathering food. Sarina... is gone.” Zyre looked down at the pale hand in her own. “When we left The Lady’s Maid, we brought her with us. We had to keep her tied up, because you could see the murder in her eyes. One morning when Dreyne and I woke up, she was gone. Luckily, we’d kept our weapons well hidden.” She chose not to voice her puzzlement over why Sarina hadn’t tried to kill Reyna while she was comatose. Maybe she had tried, but got spooked by a noise and stole quickly into the night while she could.

“Did you try to find her?” Reyna asked quietly.

Zyre shook her head slightly. “It had rained that night. Any tracks had been washed away.” Zyre looked up at Reyna again and smiled. Even fresh from a coma, the woman was gorgeous. “So, it’s just the three of us.”

Reyna smiled, but had nothing to say. She returned the comforting pressure of Zyre’s hand.

Releasing her hand, Zyre got up and looked around the small wagon. “We better get you cleaned up. Dreyne should be back soon with breakfast.”

With a wet cloth in hand, Zyre turned back to Reyna and helped her to sit up. She was still too exhausted to stand for more than a moment, so Zyre bathed her on the bed. When the white linen shift had been removed, the beauty and perfection of this woman’s body struck her nearly senseless. Even hunched forward, taking labored breaths, Reyna exuded intense sensuality. Zyre caught herself staring and smiled at the half-elf. She began washing her shoulders and arms. The more she touched of her golden skin, the harder Zyre had to fight from discarding the cloth and bathing this goddess with her tongue. She just came out of a coma, for gods’ sakes! Control yourself, Zyre admonished herself.

As the small but gentle hands rubbed the sweat and oil from her skin, Reyna felt warmth and vitality seep back into her. Zyre’s hands were so confident in their motions that Reyna was able to draw strength from her touch. Zyre had visited her dreams briefly, and in them Reyna remembered her being stunningly beautiful. But seeing her here in front of her made Reyna’s cheeks redden and her heartbeat quicken. The excitement quickly drained her already depleted reserves of strength, however, and she had to force her mind to something else.

With great restraint, Zyre was able to finish the sponge-bath without pouncing on the woman and get her dressed in a clean shift. Once Reyna was sitting comfortably in bed, Zyre left the wagon to finish preparing for breakfast.

