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] 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 reflection of a 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 to 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 and sent a shiver down her spine.  The girl looked back down at her suitor, allowing Zyre to move again.  She had to shake her head to clear it.  Ella emerged from the kitchen just as Zyre eased herself down at the bar.

“Well, Miss Zyre. Has it been two weeks a'ready?” Ella looked like 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've 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 - the amount of her rent, today's date, and Zyre's signature - 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 was never going to pay the exact amount of her rent.  Ever since she’d signed the lease for the suite on the third floor, the Teir’Dal woman had always paid Ella half-again as much as she asked.

That train of thought was quickly pushed out of her mind by the unbidden memory of the half-elf’s eyes.  Zyre found that she could think of little else.  “Who’s the half-elf?” she asked when the fog had cleared.  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 with a final wink to the Teir’Dal. 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 right leg crossed over the left, showing 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. A disgusting smile exposed his yellowed and cracked teeth.  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 was enough to produce a high-pitched screech from the dumbfounded man. Tears were falling down his face, cutting paths through the dirt on his face. “Leave us alone,” the girl growled in a deep, sultry voice; a voice that was both terrifying and arrousing. She took her hand out of his pants, and licked little smears of blood from her fingernails as the huge man collapsed bonelessly 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 as she stared at her breasts. She tried to smile, but it felt clumsy.  An almost overwhelming urge to rip the shirt off her body washed over Zyre, 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, but she made no effort to stop it. 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
Zyre led Reyna down the dark hall of the inn’s third floor; the floor Ella reserved for her best customers. There were six doors that led to large penthouse suites. Zyre walked briskly down the dim hall, mumbling a few words under her breath. Just as they approached the heavy door at the end, 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 of it, 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 still lost in Reyna’s 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 swallowed hard, but her voice was smooth and 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 wanted to be dominated. It was contradictory to the impression 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.  I mean, I’ve slept with women before, but not so beautiful as you, 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. 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 slid the shirt off her shoulders 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.” [i]Oh, this is going to be fun,[i] Zyre thought to herself as she knelt on the bed before her new lover.
Chapter 3
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 chest in front of her. They weren’t made of glass; quite the opposite. Reyna’s breats were firmly soft and slippery. Zyre’s hands slid over them easily, squeezing and caressing. Her fingers drifted over the lubricated skin, almost guided by another force – like Reyna’s tits wanted to be handled just this way. She found the hard nipples and gave them a squeeze. Before Zyre could stop herself, she tasted the minty flavor of the salve and realized her tongue was circling the tight nipple. She bit it 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, 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. Slowly and enticingly, the skirt slid down over her divine, sculptured hips, and fell to the floor. Reyna 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 the half-elf’s pussy, but the rest was shaved. Her inner thighs didn’t touch, leaving enough space to afford a nice view of her delicate bud. The candle light was shining off something nestled in the lips of her flower.

“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 cleft. 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 brought it up to lick the bit of wetness off the fingertip. “You have your clit pierced,” Zyre said, more a statement than a question. [i]Good gods almighty! Can this girl get any sexier?![/i]
“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 herself still.

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 want 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 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 4
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 third of her life. 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’d needed to eat.

But now, she was older, and the money hadn’t been coming in like it used to. Ironically, she’d 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 thoughts 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 closer look at that later. Right now, I want you to get dressed. We have to meet someone downstairs,” Zyre said with a smirk.  She kissed Reyna once more before they rose from the bed.
“Yes, my Lady.” Gods!  Why did she keep doing that? She’d never submitted to anyone before, never felt the desire to. But for some reason, it felt totally natural with this woman. 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 dark elf. 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,” Zyre said from where she was straightening her dress and hair in the stand mirror.  “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.  Besides, what other option did she have?
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 the 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 backside. 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. Zyre guided her hand down and behind her, where it met the soft fabric of Zyre’s dress. Reyna could feel Zyre’s muscular leg beneath it, then the delicate fabric was gone; replaced by warm, velvety skin. 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 Zyre’s moist, smooth folds 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 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 before our guest arrives.” 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 5
Zyre descended the stairs and crossed the common room with Reyna close behind.  The same woman was huddled over her mug in the corner while Ella wiped off the tables around her.  There was no one else in the common room.

“We’ll wait in the private dining room,” Zyre said quietly over her shoulder.  Reyna continued to the room while Zyre went to speak with Ella.  The lithe, older woman stopped her chores when Zyre approached her, taking the opportunity to stretch her back.  “Has our guest arrived?”

“No, dear, he hasn’t.  Said he might be an hour yet.”  Her eyes flicked to the door of the private room where she’d seen the taller woman go in.  “If you want, you and your friend can return to your playing.  I’ll call you when he gets here.”  Ella’s voice was level and casual; as if she were asking if Zyre wanted to take a nap.
Zyre couldn’t help smiling.  The dear woman had a way of implying the most vulgar things while keeping the sparkle of innocence in her eye.  Something in her inflection or the rise of her eyebrows... Zyre could never figure it out.  “No, that’s alright.  If you’ve got some food ready, we could do for a few bites.”  Ella always had food ready.  Even in the middle of the night, she seemed to always have a roast turning in the oven.

“Of course,” Ella replied, flashing her smile.  “I’ve got beef stew, dried venison, and sweet potatoes.”  She tucked the washcloth into her apron and hurried off toward the kitchen before she’d finished reciting the menu.
“Sounds delicious,” Zyre called after her.  She stepped softly to where the private dining room bulged into the low ceilinged common room.  With the door shut behind her, Zyre and Reyna were alone.  The only openings in the room besides the door were the four vents in each quadrant of the ceiling that let fresh air in, and stale air out.  The room was dominated by a huge table that could easily accomodate twelve chairs.  It was a plain, undecorated piece of furniture, but the simplicity lent its own attraction.  The top was polished to a shine that reflected the light of ensconced candles.  In the center was a candelabra fashioned into pewter nymphs and faeries entwined about each other.
The walls were almost totally covered by huge tapestries depicting women in battle, women on horseback, women at studies— a few even portrayed women entwined in various erotic embraces.  It was in front of one of these more romantic tapestries that Reyna was standing.  Zyre sat down quietly in the chair at the end of the table and watched with a small grin as the taller woman studied the tapestry.  After a long moment, Reyna looked at Zyre with a look of puzzlement, then back at the tapestry.

“Let me help you,” Zyre said.  She adopted a look of pleasure – eyes nearly closed and her mouth open in a silent gasp – and Reyna’s eyes immediately widened.
“That’s you!”  She was pointing at the Teir’Dal woman portrayed in the piece of artwork, looking back and forth between the woman and the image.  The dark elf woman in the tapestry, seen over the head of the anonymous man she was riding, was caught deftly by the artist in the first stirrings of her orgasm.  Zyre’s small hands cupped her breasts, her long white hair spilled over her shoulders and back, and the man’s hands held her by the narrow curve of her waist.  “That’s... amazing,” Reyna stammered as she sat down in the chair next to Zyre.

“Thank you.  I had a lot of fun posing for it.”

Reyna giggled and turned with a smile to Zyre.  “I can imagine.  The artist did an amazing job.”  She looked around at the other tapestries.  “Do you know the rest of these women?”  After she’d spoken it, she felt the question to be stupid.  She tried to suppress the blush she felt rising in her cheeks.

“I know a few of them,” Zyre said smiling.  She pointed to a woman in bright armor astride a warhorse, a woman standing bloodied over her vanquished foe, and a pair of women pleasuring each other in what Zyre called ‘The Circle of Life’.  “Those four are dear friends of mine.  The rest were before my time.”  Reyna gaped at the ones Zyre pointed out as though they they had just jumped out of the fabric. 

Reyna turned back to the dark elf, but before she could ask more questions there came a knock on the door.  Ella popped into the room a second later carrying a large tray piled with steaming food.  She laid the food out before the two women and slipped quietly back out of the room.  The aromas reminded Reyna that she hadn’t eaten since last night.  Her stomach rumbled as she waited for Zyre.  Reyna may have been a whore most of her life, but she had enough manners to know that she should wait for her hostess to begin eating.  

Zyre grinned and gestured to Reyna’s plate.  “Please, don’t wait for me.”
With a smile of thanks, Reyna dug in.

Chapter 6
******

Zyre picked lightly at her food while Reyna didn’t seem to be able to eat fast enough.  Zyre was certainly hungry, but her thoughts had turned to the guest she was expecting.  These meetings were never pleasant; they rarely went as planned, and when they did, it was never without tension.  Just the thought of him coming set butterflies flittering through her stomach.
With a sigh, Zyre put down her utensils and folded her hands in her lap.  She watched Reyna shovel food into her mouth.  [i]Even eating like a hog, she’s beautiful,[/i] Zyre thought to herself.  They sat in comfortable silence for several minutes while Reyna ate.  Finally, she put her utensils down and wiped her mouth with a napkin.
“I’m sorry,” Reyna said, blushing when she saw Zyre watching her.  “I haven't eaten all day.”

“No need to apologize, dear.”  Zyre smiled and sipped the wine Ella had brought with their dinner.

“So, what would you like to know?” Reyna took her goblet and leaned back in her chair, settling her right leg atop the left.

“Whatever you’d care to tell.”

Reyna smiled as she took a sip of wine.  “Well, there’s not really much to tell.  I grew up an orphan in the streets of Freeport.  I became a thief at a very early age.  I had no money, no place to sleep, and nothing to eat.  So I stole from anyone and everyone.  I didn’t mind getting caught, because that meant I’d have a dry place to sleep that night.  After a while, I barely even felt the fists and kicks.”  She paused to take a sip of wine.
Zyre sat quietly, listening intently to the half-elf’s story.  Her indigo face wore an expression of concern.  [i]How could someone so beautiful be forced to live a life of poverty?[/i]

“When I was eight, someone took me into their orphanage.  I don’t remember the woman’s name, but she was huge.  When she made a fist, it was as big as my head.”  Reyna began to smile as the memories started drifting back.  “But she had a heart to match.  She was the only person that ever cared for me.”  Her eyes were glistening as she looked down at her fidgeting hands.  When she looked up, Zyre could feel her sadness from across the table.  “The next spring, the orphanage burned down, and I was alone again.”  Her eyes fell back to her hands as a single tear fell down her flawless cheek.
Zyre could feel her own tears welling up behind her eyes.  She knew all too well what it was like to lose the only thing that mattered to you.  The silence lengthened.  Zyre was about to say something when Reyna lifted her eyes again.  Most of the pain had been wiped from her face; her eyes were fierce and bright.

“The next few years, I lived as I had before being taken in.  Until I was twelve, at least; that’s when my life changed.”  She took another sip of wine and set it back on the table.  She uncrossed her legs, smoothed her dress, then lifted her left leg atop the right.
“It was a hot summer night.  I had just swiped a crusty hunk of bread, and was enjoying it in the alley behind a tavern.  I watched as three boys walked by.  They were just a little older than me, I’d guess.  They were laughing and talking and being loud; normal teenage boys, I would guess.”  Reyna gave a small shrug and grinned.  “I’d just finished the bread and was trying to be as still as possible when one of the boys pointed at me.  The others followed his finger, and nearly ran into the alley.”  

Reyna shifted in her chair, a faint flush rising in her cheeks.  “To make a long story short, the three of them took turns fucking me in the ass while the other two shoved their dicks in my mouth.”  The half-elf laughed abruptly.  “They wanted my ass because they said they didn’t want to ‘get no diseases from a dirty whore’.”  Zyre chuckled with her as she nibbled on a bit of the dried venison.
“I’d never been fucked like that before, but their cocks were small, so it didn’t really hurt that much.  It just kind of felt weird.”  Reyna took another sip of her wine, still giggling at the looks on those boys’ faces as they tried to explain their method of remaining disease free.  “It was the first time I’d sucked dick too.  I thought that was kind of weird at first, but when the first boy came, it thrilled me.  I almost gagged when his seed started flowing down my throat, but I managed to swallow most of it.  The other boy jerking off in front of me came a couple seconds later, and I got to taste his, too.  I think it may have been some power thing; they were panting and sweating like they’d just sprinted across the Plains, and I held their manhood in the palm of my hand.
“When the third one finally came in my ass, I was just starting to get horny.  I had the first boy hard again, and he wanted to have a piece of my ass.  But just before he got in, they must have heard a guard coming because they were all in a panic trying to get their pants on.  I’d gotten pushed down in the chaos and sat in the shadows of the buildings, pants still around my ankles and drops of their seeds on my chin.  When I started pulling my pants up, I saw one of them throw something at me.  He called out ‘Thanks for the ass, dog’ as they ran off.  The guard they’d heard passed by a moment later.

“When I’d gotten my pants up and the cum cleaned off my chin, I picked up the thing they’d thrown at me.”  Reyna smiled at Zyre like a girl remembering her favorite doll from childhood.  “It was a gold piece.  I’d been given more money than I’d ever held in my life for doing something I could very easily come to enjoy.”  Zyre couldn’t keep her own grin from showing.  Reyna took a long drink of wine before setting it back down.  “And I’ve been a whore ever since.”
Zyre opened her mouth to speak but held it when the door opened.  Ella slipped quietly into the room and began clearing their dishes.  “Your guest has arrived,” she mentioned as she piled the plates.  Zyre’s heartbeat quickened at the news and immediately reprimanded herself for acting like a ninny.
“He may join us in ten minutes,” Zyre replied with a smile.  He made them wait, now it was his turn.  Besides, Zyre could use the extra time to calm herself.  It wouldn’t do to show too much excitement in front of him.

“Of course, dear.” 

When the door was closed and the two women were alone again, Zyre stood and smoothed her dress over her breasts and hips.  “I should warn you,” Zyre said.  A quiver of anxiety crept through her body.  She had to force herself to breath calmly, and Reyna sensed it.  The dark elf woman stopped and looked at the half-elf.  “Be careful.”  Zyre’s eyes were intense as she held Reyna’s.
“My Lady?”  The honorific came out without her realizing it.  Reyna’s eyebrows were lifted in confusion.

Zyre took a deep breath.  “The man coming to see us is dangerous.  In more ways than one.  So just be careful what you say, what you do, what you think.”  Zyre’s heartbeat quickened again, but this time she wasn’t sure if it was anxiety or excitement.  Reyna nodded and smoothed her skirts where she sat.
******

Chapter 7
