When she thought about it, later on, Coryn would consider that first giantess hunt to be the last of the truly good times she and her friends enjoyed together. The last gasp of a happy (if brief) era where she knew who she was, she knew she belonged, she knew what she wanted to do and she knew that she was with the women she loved with every part of her being. At the time, of course, it seemed like an unremarkable albeit pleasant interlude from an unbroken chain of duties and responsibilities. The four had, consciously or not, decided to enjoy their hunt as a vacation from what had happened already; in the future, three would enjoy it as a vacation from what followed.

The first day and the second were simple and pleasant. Nothing more threatening than a nest of lizardwomen arose from the huntresses' searching, and all the luckless monsters in their way were promptly devoured to fortify Coryn and her friends for the task ahead. In the angel's case (an angel still despite keeping her wings hidden while on the ground) she would always goad her prey into attacking first, so that her conscience wouldn't put up much of a fuss at devouring an innocent. 


The continent they'd landed on seemed hotter and wetter than home. Jungles and swamps were the terrain Coryn hunted on, as opposed to the mostly forested grounds of her peninsula. Those with scales, Tish and Sakkateth, adapted to the new environment more readily than Coryn and Allie could, much to the chagrin of the less reptilian pair. Still, all four were able to function 'well enough' to eat a path of destruction along the coast, a four-woman depopulation campaign searching for a giantess. On the fourth morning, they found the footprints of one- a dent in a muddy riverbank as long as Sakkateth was tall. They didn't need any of the group's more skilled trackers to pick up the trail once they had that, and they didn't need to make a vast leap of intuition to realize that the reason the numbers of their prey dropped to nearly nothing was that they were following in an even hungrier predator's tracks. 

It took them most of the day, but the group eventually caught up with the giantess when the sun was halfway to the horizon- an hour or two more of sunlight before darkness covered the area. She was sitting down, with her back to them, but she was still clearly visible over the trees as a raven haired amazon, naked and not caring who saw- after all, even if the sight of her body made girls drool, what were they going to do when confronted with a fifty foot tall giantess? Their mark appeared to be resting comfortably, and so Coryn and her friends drew back. Still unwilling to speak loudly and reveal their presence too soon, when they conversed they kept their voices as low and quiet as possible. 

“Well... now what?” Tish scratched her head, adding, “Do we just... walk up and start stabbing her big toe?”

“By the looks of it,” Sakkateth declared, “That big toe'd come up to our waists. She's a fifty, maybe a sixty footer. Probably better to hit her with our best shot from behind and let Coryn do the stretching thing while she's stunned. Safest.”

Coryn shook her head. “No. I won't do it like that- it's not fair. She's got to have a... shot.” 

“Coryn, love, this isn't the best time for an angelic insistence on not punching first.” Tish's lips thinned as she stared at the back of the giantess's head. “This is one of those cases where you want to hit first, hit hardest, and hit last. Preferably all at once. And also the kind of fight where the girl who hits first is probably also the one who hits last, if you know what I mean.”

“And,” Allie piped up, “I don't think we could get you to Brightwind fast enough...”

Coryn's eyebrows twitched upwards. “We?”

Sakkateth rolled her eyes and spread her arms extravagantly. “She means I and you damn well know it, Coryn. And she's right. You're gambling a lot for not much.”

“It'll help me focus.” Coryn said mildly. “If I just hit her without any kind of provocation, I'll feel bad about it. That'll distract me, and a distracted sorceress is a digested sorceress. You know that, Tish.”

Tish frowned, not looking happy at the point, and opened her mouth to keep arguing. “But I-”

“-are right, though. It's a risk.” Coryn shifted her facial expression into a very abrupt smile, then back to her usual less animated expression like a doorway into a lit tavern opening and shutting at night. “That's why I'm going in alone and you're all going to watch me.”

Sakkateth rubbed her forehead in exasperation. Allie did too- but halted quickly when she saw that she was mimicking her lover's gesture. The Ironbelly added, “Arguing's not going to do too much good here, is it? I mean, it never does when you get one of your crazier schemes.” 

“Nope.” Corn grinned again. “Don't worry. Even if she swallows me, I'll be able to get out. You'll see! The most danger is that one of you will hurt your backs trying to drag me away after I'm stuffed full of giantess, if I'm too heavy to walk on my own.”

“Braggart.” Sakkateth flashed her fangs in a quick smirk, then made shooing motions. “Fine, fine. Your heart telling you you've got this? Show us.” 

Coryn chuckled and nodded before half-shutting her eyes and focusing on her own shape. The others stared in fascination as Coryn's wings pushed their way out of her back, flashes of feathered whiteness against the jungle's green. Those wings beat the air, and Coryn jumped into the air; she took flight. She stayed low to the ground while she approached the giantess, not particularly wanting to give herself away too quickly and willing to take the risk of being attacked by an opportunistic ground-dweller that had survived the giantess's depredations. Only when she was almost there did she flap harder, flaring upwards- and she settled in for a soft landing on the giantess's shoulder.

“Hello!” Coryn chirped into the giantess's ear. “My name's Coryn. What's yours?” 

The giantess's opposite hand whipped up to swat the thing on her shoulder with a startled cry of surprise, but Coryn had already flung herself from her perch to take flight once more. Wings flapping madly as she tore around the back of the giantess's head, she called out, “No need for that! Just asking what your name is- whoops!” A few strong beats pushed her up and over another accurately placed swat as the giantess tried to stun the tiny flying woman talking to her. Coryn gained still more height, pausing a few dozen feet over the giantess's head and looking down.

She was pretty, even if built to a different scale entirely; bangs of jet black hair dangling unkempt over her face while she stared up with obvious irritation on ordinary, strikingly harsh features. She looked like she'd spit boulders to knock down anyone in her way, come to that. Below that face, Coryn could see down the giantess's body. An athletic body, too, but once she mentally adjusted for scale and realized that she'd fit inside either of those breasts without notably stretching either out the sorceress felt a little frisson of fear and... well, frankly, desire. It would be if nothing else a very interesting experience to get inside there.

Coryn shook her head, dismissing her woolgathering as she continued to hover. The giantess appeared to be weighing something, probably whether or not she wanted to clamber to her feet to get at the annoying little morsel of prey just above arm's reach while she was comfortably seated.

“Come down here,” the giantess said, “and I'll tell you, Coryn.” The huge features rearranged themselves into what was probably meant for a cunning smile, but just looked like a rather thick pet trying to get its owner to let it off the leash to go roll in something fetid. 

Coryn shook her head. “Nah. I'd rather not get eaten if I can help it. In fact, I'd rather eat you... and I have this thing, I like to know the names of people I eat.” It wasn't quite true, albeit close to it recently. Still, it let her tweak the giantess's sense of pride.

“Why you-” The giantess grimaced, and then began pushing herself up to her feet to get at the lippy angel overhead. “I'll teach you to respect your biggers, little girl.”

Coryn used the time the giantess spent rising ponderously to her feet by climbing still higher on her wings, so that when the giantess was upright she still just couldn't quite reach Coryn. “Afraid that's not good enough. You could try jumping! Maybe you could reach me then!” Coryn did her best to sound encouraging, but the giantess just scowled at her and began walking away. That would hardly do, so Coryn gave chase, staying high overhead and continuing to hold a highly annoying one sided conversation with the tormented giantess.

She nattered on about nothing at length for a while, always flitting just out of the giantess's reach but always staying just close enough to tempt her target into an unwise grab. Eventually, after much flight, the hungry and cranky giantess finally snapped. Bellowing like an irate bull, she pivoted off one planted foot with surprising speed and brought both hands together to try to trap Coryn; already on guard for the gambit, she dove out of the way just in time losing only a few feathers to the attempted snatch. 

Coryn laughed, and then when the giantess bellowed defiance and grabbed at her again she did what her enemy wouldn't expect; darted inwards, towards the giantess's own body. Moving quickly, she came to a light rest standing on the giantess's left breast. Her feet actually sunk in a few inches to the soft and warm fatty flesh underneath her; now that she was actually on the orbs larger than she was, the word that came to mind for the expanse was... welcoming. Coryn wanted with half her mind to lay down and begin writhing against the skin, pleasing herself and the giantess in turn. Fortunately for all concerned, the other half of her mind took over and bolted from her squishy foothold an instant before the enraged giantess's hand game down hard where she'd been standing.

Since that meant the giantess had punched herself in the breast, the bellow above Coryn was one of slightly more pain than rage. Smirking, Coryn perched uneasily on an ear, and darted off an instant later as the giantess obligingly boxed her own ear right after Coryn had fled. This continued for a few minutes, Coryn flitting around her mark as the giantess kept trying to catch her. Either she'd be too slow to avoid hurting herself, and wouldn't come near the gnat of an angel bedeviling her to still higher incoherent rage, or she would just miss Coryn and injure herself. Coryn didn't have the strength to cripple her prey. Why not let the giantess do it for her?

As this continued, finally the giantess's anger began to ebb, replaced by dull fatigue and a throbbing resentment; the next time Coryn landed on her breast, the giantess let her arms droop down to her side as Coryn's toes worked into her chest, tiny insect-leg massages of tender and abused sensitive areas. “So. How about that name?” Coryn asked, with every aspect of cheerfulness. 

“It's...” the giantess growled out her answer. “...Whee.”

“Whee?” Coryn paused, and looked up at the sweat-slicked face of the giantess glaring hatred down at her, both women with heaving chests from their exertion. “That's a weird name.”

“Nobody's ever dared make fun of it before.” Whee shook her head like a horse bedeviled by flies. “So. Uh. Five minute break, then we start again? I got close a few times, and I only need to get lucky once.”

Coryn squatted down to rub her calves, sore from the exertion. The proposal kindled a bizarre sense of sportsmanship in the sorceress, and she found herself agreeing, “Sounds good to me. Promise not to swat me or grab me or anything like that?”

“I guess.”

“Mind if I sit here, then?”

Whee growled again. “Fine, but no funny stuff.”

“You're the boss, for now.” Coryn sat down, bouncing a little in her cushiony seat and began massaging her legs and sore wing muscles as best she could. “So... got any sisters?” It wasn't the most original line, but she might as well ask. 


“Why do you ask?” Whee sounded curious and more than a little suspicious.

Coryn stretched, and kneaded the supple skin underneath her. “Just that once I'm done with you I want to know who else to go hunt down and eat.” 

Whee snorted. “Still a cocky bitch, aren't you? As a matter of fact, I-”

Interrupting herself, the giantess dove forward, throwing herself to the ground. Coryn just had time for a yelp of surprise, but nowhere near enough to unfurl her resting wings to take flight. She hit the ground- a clearing of grass, in fact- hard enough to leave a shallow crater. An eyeblink later, the giantess's body crashed down on top of her. Whether by chance, simple physics, or by cruelty, the part that landed on her was the same breast she'd been resting peacefully on a second ago. The warm flesh pressed her into the ground with irresistible force, pinning her and holding Coryn immobile as it smothered her in warm, soft flesh. Flesh that- Coryn now realized- she might actually feel from the inside, thanks to her miscalculation. 

Coryn groaned a little in frustration at the little feeling of desire kindled by that thought, and by the suffocating soft heat all around her. Pushing up one small corner of the fatty breast so she could talk, she called out, “I thought we had a deal!”

The chuckle that vibrated Coryn's fleshy pen held a distinctly nasty overtone. “Five minutes rest. About four left, now, and I know I'm comfy. You should be too, you've got a nice warm bed. Relax while you can, angel...” Another chuckle. “And don't worry. I won't swat you or grab you or do anything to you with my hands until the rest is over.” She scooted back and forth a few feet, just enough to roll Coryn underneath her human-sized nipple. “You tinies, you're all the same, you all think us big girls are dumb as a brick. Who's going to get eaten now, hmm? Cocky bitches.”

Coryn sighed, frustrated, and tried to think of a way out of her predicament since Whee seemed to be done with talking. Unfortunately, there wasn't any path out from under the giantess that didn't lead back into the giantess that she could see; that being the case, she let the flap of slightly sweaty skin fall back over her and... relaxed. She'd need her strength, after all. She could get angry and start throwing around death hell beams, sure- she felt the rage at her own error and at the bitch giantess bubbling up in a red froth behind her eyes. But she controlled it, tamped it down; if she completely annihilated the giantess, the entire fight would be for nothing. And that left... resting, and waiting to see what else came around. Her plans for a quiet few minutes rest were interrupted when the giantess began scooting back and forth just a little, flesh rolling her around like a log as her hands and feet scrabbled for purchase on the mammoth mammary on top of her. Even as she wondered what was going on, the giantess let out a low moan, finishing in a single word that told Coryn everything she needed to know: 

“Saaauuucee...”

Sure enough, something hot and sticky was flowing from the giantess's breast, and the rolling around Coryn was doing had the effect of thoroughly and quickly coating the angel in gooey sweet honey. Coryn tried a few mouthfuls, just out of curiousity, but didn't really feel much of a change; instead, she just felt warmer, more relaxed, and a lot stickier. She tried to get up and put up a fight when at the end of the five minutes the giantess pushed herself a few feet off the ground and quickly snaked her hands underneath her chest; her wings, gummed up by the honey, couldn't beat hard enough to get her off the ground and soon Whee's hand closed firmly but not painfully around her with a wet squelch. 

Coryn couldn't much see the point in struggling. The honey was sticky, not slippery, and so she wasn't going to be able to squirm her way out of the firm fingers around her. And so Coryn was lifted in the air, and the giantess's mouth distended to take in her entire clenched fist with Coryn inside it; the fingers loosened just enough for Whee's slimy tongue to reach up into her hand and wrap around Coryn. With that done, the giantess quickly pulled her sticky hand from her mouth and slammed her teeth shut with an echoing sharp crash, trapping Coryn in darkness. The angel still didn't much see the point in fighting, letting the giantess's tongue toss her around the mouth taller than she was. The honey was greedily slurped from her body along with every iota of flavor Whee could pull off; the appreciative sounds echoing up from her lungs filled the air around Coryn.

Finally, slimy and thoroughly covered with giantess drool, the giantess herded Coryn to the back of her throat. Quickly, before she could be pushed into the magic-absorbing stomach, Coryn cast a pair of  spells- one to make her glow with enough light to see by so she wouldn't be completely disoriented and one familiar spell to coat one of her hands in that delightfully sticky glue she'd surprised Sakkateth with. She just finished that when the throat muscles closed themselves and pulled her down the throat. It was a lot less tight than the other gullets she'd gone diving into since coming to Ishara; she was falling more than being pulled, barely in contact with the walls and resting on the mostly-shut contraction of the throat muscles below her as she rode down the fleshy cave keeping her glue-hand carefully away from the throat walls. After a few seconds, she reached the sphincter which obligingly opened up to let the throat's contraction drop her into the giantess's stomach. 

Coryn acted quickly, arching her back and beating still-wet wings to push herself a few inches higher, and snagged the edge of the sphincter's valve with her sticky hand. It set quickly, and Coryn went limp, dangling inside the giantess's stomach. The view was unique- she'd never actually seen what an Isharan stomach (or any stomach for that matter) looked like from the inside. All her experiences with them had left the impression that they were uniformly dark and cramped. This stomach was lit, thanks to her spell, and roomy enough to throw a party in. Coryn looked around with interest. The walls were a healthy, rosy pink and glistening with slime, and would occasionally dimple or smooth out alternately as the stomach tried to grind its mysteriously absent meal. But the business of the stomach was done at the bottom; her own height again under her feet roiled a pool of greenish-brown bile, rippling and splashing with the stomach contractions. If she lost her grip and fell into those acids, she'd be gone in minutes- the strength of their vapors alone stung her eyes. 

Coryn hung for another few seconds, pondering her situation. Hauling herself half up her own body, she tried to pry the valve she fell through back open, failing miserably. The other way out was down, through the intestines, but Coryn knew that she'd never make it through a swim in the giantess's juices let alone the hungry intestines that came after it. That left her... stuck, and just waiting for her to get bored and lose the spell and die. If that was her only choice, it was best to do it quickly. Coryn pondered some more, letting the natural damp squelching noises of Whee's body form the subconscious soundtrack to her thoughts. After a full minute of thinking, Coryn's face lit up with a grin. The only thing she could think of was... if naga honey inspired frenzied lust, and girl honey inspired not much she could tell other than a fairly mellow increase in awareness... what would angel honey do? And she was still swollen with her small meals from earlier in the hunt. She could squeeze herself dry and if she was wrong, well, she'd be just as dead as if she'd not had a good time first. 

Her mind seized on an issue; if that were the case, wouldn't anything that ate a naga go into a frenzy? Clearly, honey if digested didn't have much of an effect... so just spraying it down into the acid pool beneath her wasn't an option. Coryn brushed her hair back from her forehead and flexed her wings before deciding on a course of action. Reaching out with her free hand, she scraped the digestive slime from the section of stomach wall nearest her, and wiped it on her hip. As the tingling feeling of flesh starting to melt blossomed in her head, the familiar voraphilic arousal rose with it and she began fondling herself; after a minute or so, she had a handful of sticky honey, which she rubbed into the temporarily dry stomach wall. It seemed to be readily absorbed, and Coryn nodded thoughtfully. If anything would work, this would. 

Coryn spent a pleasant and long interlude hanging from the top of Whee's dripping stomach, slowly feeding the giantess her honey and slathering herself all over with the burning juices she cleared off the wrinkled walls as she did so. No holes had opened up in her skin, but she was red and raw over most of her body when she finally ran out of honey to give the giantess; Coryn hung limply, regaining her strength in the afterglow, wondering how long to wait before giving up on her plan and accepting the inevitable. As it happened, she was spared within ten minutes of finishing; a giant yawn reverberated through the giantess's body, and slowly but surely the liquid went from the bottom of the stomach to one side as the giantess lay down. Coryn had to tuck her legs in to keep her feet out of the pool, but smiled in the dim light. It was midday, and Coryn knew she wasn't that big a meal; Whee shouldn't be sleeping. And yet...

Soon enough, the giantess's body echoed with ragged snores. Coryn pried at the esophageal sphincter, muffled a yelp of happy surprise when it yielded to her weak tugs; a hands-and-knees crawl back up the throat failed to wake the giantess, as did prying her teeth apart just enough to slip out in a sodden mess onto the grass. Coryn stood up, trying to brush some of the slime off her body, and looked back at Whee- the giantess was very extremely unconscious, having fallen where she lay and snoring like an entire camp full of working lumberjacks. Coryn nodded- either the giantess was a very severe narcoleptic, or angel honey had a sedative effect. That was damned useful information, even if she couldn't offhand think of another situation in which she would use it on someone who had already swallowed her. Most monsters were just too small for that particular trick to work. Still, her erstwhile meal was laying unconscious in front of her, and so it was time to do what she came for. 

Walking over to the crown of Whee's head- bigger by itself than Coryn was- the sorceress flexed her wings uncertainly trying to figure out how in the hells she was going to do this. Various magical schemes and plans made their way through her mind before being dismissed with a simple “Let the Isharan instincts and body do what they want to do” plan. And so Coryn walked up to the giantess's head and opened her mouth. And stretched, and stretched more until it felt like her face was going to tear in half. It still wasn't enough- she pushed forward, getting her first taste of the giantess's hair. As if realizing 'oh, that's why I'm trying to stretch!', her lips and jawline responded with still more absurd expansion. In a short amount of time, the sorceress actually managed to pull the entire giantess's head into her throat. The head, of course, was far bigger than she was, so this looked rather strange to an outside observer; industriously, Coryn kept working. It took her the better part of an hour, but eventually she managed to pull the compliantly unconscious giantess all the way curled up in her belly.

She was afraid to move, or even roll over. Coryn felt sure that if she hit a sharp-ish stone, she would actually split open like an overripe banana. Every square inch of her skin seethed with pain and stress, only counteracted by the nearly mind-erasing pleasure of having an impossibly large catch inside her. Somehow, the giantess was smaller once inside her than Coryn knew Whee actually was; Coryn realized this when she saw that she wasn't a giantess-sized taut stomach with a tiny angel appended to one side as an afterthought. She was, to be sure, grossly distended; her stomach was three or four times larger than 'she' was, and ominously shifting and gurgling all the while, but that still meant the giantess had been shrunk by at least an order of magnitude. Not able to move, or even to rub her own stomach, Coryn just lay on her side and shut her eyes, taking a nap as the giantess slowly melted away inside her.

By the time the others caught up to Coryn, her stomach was only as large as the rest of her combined; Whee had been almost entirely processed, and the sun was going down. There was no hysterical reunion this time, as after watching Coryn cheat death before none of them had really believed the sorceress would die when they saw Whee eat her. Coryn wasn't about to tell them how close a struggle it had been. Instead, feeling Whee's disgruntled but good-humored resignation in the back of her mind, Coryn tottered to her feet and expelled the giantess's impressively massive remains. Her chest had swelled well past any size it had even been before, obscured until then by the still larger gut; still, with such a large feed, Coryn could feel the power inside her. Now, surely, with her lovers' help she'd be able to break through the wall around Ishara. They made camp upwind of Whee's remains, spending a night amusing themselves as usual before, in the morning, taking flight back to Ahmiran.

The city, and by its reports the entire pocket kingdom, was working as it should. Administration wasn't particularly difficult, not for the less than a week Coryn and her lovers had been gone. It made sense- none of the four had particularly much to do most days. The running of a small empire was quite nicely streamlined, without much for the people at the top to need to do unless a crisis broke out. And crises seemed to have a way of not breaking out very often when a typical day would involve thousands of her subjects eating thousands of her other subjects alive as a routine matter of course. The chaos that was Isharan life tended to instill a more laid back mentality when dealing with minor crises. How bad could it be, after all, in a world where the average life expectancy was days- or, in some cases, hours? Innumerable people had been born, raised to reverence Coryn (or, in a few cases, Waid) and died all during the casual hunting trip.

This, by convenient happenstance, meant Coryn could focus herself on preparing for her second (arguably third) attempt to breach the borders of Ishara. The focus of her drills- and, it had to be noted, her dining habits as well- were figuring out how best to synchronize herself with Tish, so that the naga could pour in whatever energy she could muster to help keep Coryn's efforts stable. It wasn't ever easy to coordinate two spellcasters of any great ability onto a single spell, and when the spell in question was to pierce a plane's border, and could include massive arcane feedback, matters became far more treacherous. With any two that weren't already thoroughly linked with each other on a fundamental emotional level, it would be impossible; for Coryn with her bond to the naga, it would be merely very hard. 

Coryn set a date for her next attempt, three days after returning from her giant meal. Most of her days were spent in practice and seeking out willing prey to maintain her energy levels- and, with more of her army filtering towards the city, the latter were not difficult to find. Rumor had gotten around, somehow, of just what their queen intended to do with her acquired power. Coryn suspected Sakkateth of putting the word out discreetly, just to be a bit of a nuisance and make sure the sorceress didn't 'waste' any time on a too-thorough search. That was probably overkill, but Coryn appreciated the gesture. It did make her schedule much simpler, at least.

The day of Coryn's second attempt arrived, with low gray skies speaking of weather that wanted to rain but couldn't quite make up its mind. It was a foreboding, unpleasant looking sky, and as Coryn looked at it from her bed she fought down a stab of worry. If she went in thinking she would fail, she would fail- that was a rule of magic even back where she came from, let alone in a realm like Ishara. Positive thinking and iron willpower would carry the day here as they usually did. The four assembled in the throne room once more, just as they had, but this time Tish stood loosely coiled around Coryn's legs, a reassuring hand steady on the angel's shoulder. 

Quietly, Allie broke the pall of silence that hung over the throne room. “I hope this works. If it doesn't...”

“It'll work.” Coryn stated flatly. “I can feel it this time. I'm not sure how long I'll have, but- I'll get the portal opened.”

Sakkateth pursed her lips, but nodded. Coryn felt a flash of gratitude to the drake- someday, she'd have to find a better way to thank her for everything she'd done for Coryn, whether or not Sakkateth had her own interests at heart. And Tish, steady Tish, gave Coryn's shoulder a gentle squeeze. She too was ready- so was everyone. Taking a deep, steadying breath, Coryn began her spell.

All went as was familiar to the displaced sorceress. The sphere formed in front of her, and Coryn began pulling mana from her surroundings. She could feel the thin, red-tinged stream coming from behind her as Tish's contribution was contributed happily to the overall stream, and Coryn wove it into the buildup of energies settling inside her. When the time was right, and little extra energy came, Coryn began exerting herself to feel as empathetic and at once enraged as she could; the combination of feelings was becoming strangely natural to her. The emotions and the mana streaming from her into the portal quickly crashed into the walls of Ishara, and began to burn through the gap. Second by second, the stress increased on Coryn's mind. But this time was different.

She could feel Tish buttressing her, and she could feel the extra reserves of honey she hadn't previously had burning as well; the two combined gave her far more stamina than she had previously. Five seconds, ten, the two sorceresses felt the boundary stretching further and further, thinning out more and more until even Tish could faintly sense the alien realm beyond the portal. When it came, the breakthrough was anticlimactic. The boundaries of Ishara relaxed 'around' the portal, like fabric settling once the sewing needle poked through; though a fearsome amount of energy was needed to maintain the hole with the searing pressure of reality trying to crush the anomaly from all sides, it was small compared to what Coryn and Tish had spent to open the hole in the first place. Sensing that there was no time to waste, Coryn took a half step towards the shimmering portal in the air in front of her, seeing reflected and refracted images of a heartsickeningly familiar village-

-Allie's shriek of surprise and fear sounded a clear, single note above the bass rumbling of the colossal spell in the confined space, and the singing of reality being held at bay in a small area for a small time. Coryn froze in confusion, as-

-Sakkateth dove through the portal, headfirst.

