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It was the perfect kind of day for a vacation. The sun shone bright in a sapphire sky, momentarily concealed now and again by a passing cloud. Serpentine shadows wound around the grassy ground, painting the rolling landscape in shades of green. The knee-high grasses shuffled and danced in a consistent southerly breeze that cooled what heat the sun sent down. This same panorama played out for miles in each direction, a roil of emerald extended all the way to the purplish mountains in the hazy horizon. This huge expanse of floral carpeting was interrupted only in two locations. An elaborate manor stood in a depression in the distance, so far away that it was little more than an oblong speck. But nearer, there was a woman, alone, standing at the top of one of the higher crests.

Her eyes traced slowly across the landscape, seeking nothing in particular. The grass and the shadows moved without purpose, and yet there was still beauty in their shifting arrangements; therefore, she watched them without expectation of meaning. She simply took in the feeling of the wind blowing through the fibers of her diaphanous sundress and the way it caused her reams of chocolate-brown hair to flutter, the heat of the noonday sun from which her bonnet protected her, and the gently-shifting weight in her massively distended belly. Her hands laid upon the bulge, at rest. There was no need to use her arm to hold the fey within her still; her stomach was quite sufficient for that purpose. It was for that reason that she stood so confidently in the open, in full sight of the kites wheeling above, the wild fey who walked the fields, and the worms that dug beneath them. They sensed the small aura ebbing away within the larger one, and had no will to join it. Nothing in that field would dare approach.

Nothing except another lone fey. Dressed in a knee-length skirt and a patch of cloth that fondly cradled her breasts, both articles a shade of yellow to match the dandelions, a woman walked fearlessly toward the hill's mistress. She called out, "Duchess Adel! Greetings to you!" and waved with one arm.

The Duchess turned at the call of her name, and in an instant the melancholy that had covered her face evaporated. "Countess Prelie!" she said through smiling lips, and stepped toward her friend. But the Countess redoubled her pace and met her friend within a few paces of the top, looped around the obstacle that remained between them, and delivered the customary tight-lipped kiss upon the Duchess's lips in greeting. Following that, she said, "Well met, milady! May I ask who has the honor of making your acquaintance?" Her hand slid up and down the Duchess's belly, a slightly over-fond gesture.

"Merely a wilden," the Duchess answered, giving the Countess's indiscretion the same casual disregard as she felt for the fey in her stomach.

"I see," said the Countess. "I thought perhaps you had at last given that adorable man-servant who wears those ribbons his proper reward."

"No, no," the Duchess said with a low laugh. "His service is far too satisfying to waste on that. But..." She sighed. "Perhaps the change would do me well."

The Countess cocked her head, though not by quite enough to dislodge her bonnet, which was in the same style as the Duchess's. "Milady?"

With a touch of morose, the Duchess said, "The play is well-acted, but the script is always the same."

The Countess touched her bottom lip with the end of her finger. "Let me see if I recall the one. Does it begin like this?" She stepped away, stooped low, and sprang erect. "Hello, milady!"

A smile chased away the Duchess's returned doldrums. "Why, hello, wilden," she said with feigned coyness.

The Countess stepped forward with a man's gait. "I beg your forgiveness, milady, but your beauty drew me close and put warmth inside my body..."

"Then by all means, come closer and feel the warmth within mine," the Duchess said, tilting her chin up and shrugging her shoulders back.

The Countess stepped all the way up to the Duchess's body, again side-stepping her belly. As if hesitant to do so, she slid her palms over the Duchess's breasts, deforming them slightly under the pressure. "Milady, your body is so soft..."

The Duchess reached up with one hand and took the Countess by the chin. "And your body, my dear, is delicious..." She pulled the Countess in, slowly opening her mouth; the Countess felt something leap in her heart--

The Duchess stopped abruptly.

"And in you go," she said, without as much enthusiasm. The Countess's eyes flickered at the sudden change in tone, but the Duchess withdrew and said, "In any case, Prelie, I am astonished! I heard no word of your plans to visit! What brings you to Adeline Manse?"

"Milord has business with the good Duke, milady," said the Countess.

"Hmm, business? Such as to bring him unannounced?" replied the Duchess.

"Oh, yes indeed!" said the Countess. "Have you heard that the son of Yuline and the son of Trelmin are to be wed?"

"I have not," said the Duchess. "But they were quite mad about each other, I recall. I do hope that fortune smiles upon them."

"Aye, well, that puts you in disagreement with milord, milady," said the Countess with a giggle.

"Oh? He objects?"

"Indeed he does," said the Countess. "He cares nothing for the hearts, but to see Yuline and Trelmin's Houses unified would deal him a blow. Taelin has been lax in giving support for Prelie's investments, and milord suspects they have in mind to take up with the strongest collection."

"The dear fools!" the Duchess said, giggling.

"Hmmmmm?" the Countess intoned. She seemed to know the Duchess's thoughts.

"Yuline's son and Trelmin's son are mad about each other, yes, but mad atop that. Their union will not last a fortnight-- or, maybe, it will be consummated over-soon." The Duchess paused a hair's breadth too long before saying, "And Taelin will earn nothing for their defection."

"Aye, but convince milord of that, I beg you," said the Countess, with a glint in her eye. "He has it in his head that nothing short of Duke Adel's intervention will see House Prelie through to the next generation."

"I fear milord will grant him that, Prelie," the Duchess said, before pausing to let out an unrelated humming sound. "He has no love of Yuline, or Trelmin, or Taelin. To lift Prelie above them would give him the utmost satisfaction. Then again, it would give Prelie the utmost satisfaction as well, would it not?" The Duchess gave a conspiratorial smile.

The Countess smiled as well, but turned her head aside. "I do not trouble myself with the men's affairs, milady," she said demurely.

"And nor do I," the Duchess replied. The breeze intensified momentarily, drawing the conversation to a close for a moment. As it died away, the Countess made to speak, but the Duchess suddenly spoke over her. "Have you heard that Stanislaus was knighted?"

"I had not!" said the Countess, smiling. "Milord's business has kept me quite well-occupied, and I'd nary a chance to hear the news."

"Then now you have heard it," said the Duchess. "Scarcely had he returned from campaigning in Auloran than the King took the flat of a blade to his shoulders and gave him a tract of the Eilenvale."

"Ah, so House Stanislaus belongs to the West? We'll have to give him a proper greeting, then," said the Countess.

"Oh?"

"Why yes, of course! The South and the West have always been quite well at ease with one another. With the East so tightly bound together these days, why should the West and the South be at odds?"

"Only this, Prelie: certain villainous individuals have seen fit to insult Stanislaus, from hiding, by claiming that the only Auloranian thing that Stanislaus defeated in mortal combat..." The Duchess took a short breath, "... was a pastry, and struggled at that. These contemptible tongues go on to say that the King was caught in some escapade of ill-repute, whose details I shall not repeat for certainty that they are exaggerated, by Stanislaus, and that this reward for valor is nothing more than a bid for privilege, with intent to continue to usurping the throne. Naturally, I believe not a word of it."

Such an overt display of disbelief was, to the Countess and indeed any fey of any station within that culture, a sure sign that not only did the Duchess believe the allegations, but that she had good reason to. "Of course not," said Prelie. "Though they say that a name defamed in any way tends to remain so. Perhaps I shall accept House Polinar's offer of company instead."

"I do believe... that... would be best..." the Duchess's said, her words suddenly breathless. The Countess tilted her head in momentary confusion, but soon caught wind of what was afoot. The Duchess's breath went long and deep, and her eyes seemed to focus somewhere in the distance before closing. Her stomach rippled, and the sounds emanating from it became more forceful and liquid. As it began to contract, the Countess tilted her head away while leaning her eyes back toward the diminishing belly. It was rude to watch another fey absorb, but the spectacle was enough to draw her gaze. Rhythmic abdominal contractions forced the breath from the Duchess's lungs and slowly but steadily emptied her stomach until her belly was flat. Even after the wilden was well gone, the Duchess stood for a moment tensing her muscles and coaxing further pleasure from her flesh. When the Countess let off a feignedly bored "hum", at the point when manners required that she make some display of not wanting to watch, the Duchess roused from her reverie, let out a contented sigh, and spoke again as though nothing had happened. "I do believe that would be best, Prelie."

Some small darkness had crept into the Duchess's voice with the addition of a wilden to her psyche. A silence fell between the two, but there was no stillness. Both fey stood facing the horizon, no longer looking at each other but watching for the next move that the other would make. An extra tension ruffled the grasses as the winds passed by. When she could bear it no longer, the Countess parted her lips to speak, but again the Duchess was quicker. "Have you heard of the Countess of Olie, Prelie?"

"I have not," said the Countess, her voice too perfectly flat.

"Why, you must be quite far from wagging tongues to not have heard of that!" said the Duchess, with amusement.

"Much is at work in Prelie," replied the Countess, "I have had little time for talk. Tell me, then, what Olie is doing?"

"Living with a wilden!" the Duchess proclaimed, in the tone of voice that indicates full seriousness in the delivery of absurd statements.

Disinterested as she was attempting to appear, the Countess could not help but raise her eyebrows at that. "A wilden?" she said, with honest curiosity.

"Indeed! It seems she was seen at a feast with a pleasant but poor-mannered fellow of no discernible House, and thereafter observed to be keeping his company in manses ever nearer the borderlands. Then finally she was nowhere to be found, and her serving-girls could give no account of where she had gone. Each and every one of her possessions was still in order; she took not a whit of it with her, wherever she went. So it seems she could not tame her lover, and ran wild with him instead. I do wonder what's become of her, or rather what she has become by now."

There was some longing in the last sentence that caused the Countess to begin to say "Milady," but she had scarcely begun the first syllable when the Duchess spoke again, forcefully, without turning her gaze aside:

"And it occurs to me, Prelie, that I've yet even to speak of Adel! There is so much going on of late that I could--"

"Milady!" cried the Countess. It was a grievous offense. To interrupt one who stood above them in caste, by intent, was unpardonable, no matter how casual the conversation and no matter how close the friendship. Once committed, the insolent one was at the mercy of the insulted; should the aggrieved choose to devour the one who had spoken out of line on the spot, they would be within their rights. The Countess breathed heavily, aware of what she had done. And yet it was the Duchess who seemed most off-balance, least at ease. It was as though it was the Duchess, and not the Countess, who stood in judgment.

"Speak," said the Duchess at last.

"Milady..." said the Countess, much smoother. "May we speak not as Duchess Adel and Countess Prelie?"

The Duchess's fingers slipped in and out of fists, her slender fingers curling like caterpillars locked in an eternal crawl. She cast her eyes downward, unable to face the Countess's gaze. When she could bear no more, she whispered, "Let us talk not as Duchess Adel and Countess Prelie."

Immediately, she who was no longer the Countess swept forward and embraced she who was no longer the Duchess. "Oh, Maci, Maci!" she cried, running her fingers through the other fey's hair. "What troubles you so? I felt it ever since I saw you here alone, before words first passed your lips! What is it? Oh, please, Maci! Tell me!"

"Kerin..." said Maci. The word hung between them unrequited and alone. Kerin's hand stroked down Maci's back as if to coax the explanation from her. And so it bubbled up and was drawn out of her. Maci resumed, saying, "I am tired, Kerin. I am so tired."

Kerin released Maci, not to abandon her but to make herself more available. It is difficult to speak to one whose head is perched on their shoulder. "What do you mean, Maci?"

"I am tired of this," said Maci, turning her back to Kerin and opening her arms wide as if to embrace the panorama itself. "I... I am tired of the Houses. I am tired of the keepers of the Houses. I am tired of taking wilden, and I am tired of taking people of the court. I am tired of it all," she said.

"Then go to where you will be happy," Kerin said.

"You say that as though you honestly believe it would be that simple, Kerin," said Maci.

Kerin smiled warmly. "What is beyond you?"

"Precious little," Maci said. "And there I am confounded! Kerin, what would I do, were I not here? Should I throw my clothes off and become like the wilden, like Olie?"

"Please do!" Kerin said, grinning.

"But no," Maci said. "They would fear me, or learn to fear me. They would come to know me, and then to follow me. They would become not like wilden, and before long they would only be another House. No, I think that is not the way."

"Then go and live in some other place, far and far again away from here, where their Houses are unlike our own."

"Unlike our own, you say," said Maci. "But that is not to be. I have seen the Houses of distant lands-- both writ upon their ambassadors and writ upon books' pages. There are none unlike our own. They fly different flags, they speak different tongues, they play by different rules, but the game... the game is always the same, Kerin, the script never to be rewritten. I could find no House in all our beloved Wilds that could hold my interest long."

Kerin took on a hushed and reverent tone. "Perhaps, then, you should go to the northlands, and seek out the Crucible."

Maci took a sagging breath. "To where from there, Kerin? Let us say that I, by some miracle, were to ascend the Crucible and join the celestial host. To where from there? Would I join the Houses of the firmament? Would I not be there as I am here, but more profoundly so? Oh, perish the thought!"

Kerin looked out into the distance, and smiled only subtly. "Then, Maci, may we change the subject?"

"Oh, let us."

"May I ask you a question?" said Kerin, more pointedly.

"Of course."

Kerin turned and looked directly into Maci's eyes. "What do you think of, when a wilden rests in your belly?"

Though Maci's gaze did not waver, still Kerin saw a bit of faltering in the way they twinkled. For a time they both stood stock still, unable even to move lest they break the strand between them with the tension. At last, it was Maci who let it go slack. "I think..." she said, "I think of their movements, how they kick and writhe; I think of their cries, and how they moan and sigh. I think of the way their bodies soften and their heat flows into me, and I think... I think of their pleasure." All the while, her hand drew circles around her belly, bending her sun-dress into creases. "They... they are so happy, Kerin. I know it, I feel how powerfully they rejoice, even as they lose themselves. And... and I..." Maci's fists quivered at her sides.

"Maci, will you be here long?" Kerin said abruptly.

Maci snapped back to attention. "For a fortnight at the least," she said.

Kerin smiled. "It's decided, then."

"How do you mean?" Maci said.

"Your blood, Maci, is too noble to let you speak of what your heart desires. Perhaps none other could see it, Maci, but I do. I see how you have danced about it, watched it out of the corner of your eyes without ever allowing yourself to see it clearly. You are a prisoner to your own greatness, Maci: so powerful that what you truly desire is beyond you. So, since none other may, I will give you what you long for. I must stand by milord's side for a day or so yet, but in the coming week's hustle and bustle I doubt anyone shall take note of a single carriage more or fewer. I shall take a trusted carriage-driver in the dark of the night, and ride out again to Adeline. Then, I shall take to these fields once more and, fortune willing, find you here or nearabouts. And then, shortly thereafter, I shall hold you in my loving embrace." Kerin smiled. "What say you?"

"I say it makes for a delightful fantasy," Maci said, frowning more with disappointment than anything. "But I fear that I do love you more, and by quite a margin, Kerin."

"Is that so?" Kerin said. She smiled at Maci, whose dour expression did not raise in sympathy. Again they were locked in each other's gazes, but now something stranger than propriety bound them so. A pressure of sorts lay against them both, emanating from the other. The grass between them whipped outward rather than in line with all the rest, as if wind rushed from some fountain springing from between their interlocked stares. In time, Maci's eyebrows rose in a mixture of surprise and confusion. "Kerin...!" she gasped.

"Did you know? The House of Illefaine held a banquet recently," said Kerin conversationally. "I happened upon Duchess Illefaine, who was in high spirits. So, while her mood was charitable, my tongue made play with her feet. I am a mere Countess yet, but I dare say that Fate will not abide me to remain so for long."

Maci's eyes turned toward the grass, a wavering and cautious hope upon her face. She smiled like one who dares not believe that fortune could turn in their favor. "It would... it would be a near thing," she said. "And it is as you say, Kerin! I am not one to give less than I am able. Do you truly believe...?"

Kerin nodded. "I agree, it would be a near thing. But perhaps nearness is all that is required, in this case. Perhaps nearest is the best and only thing for it. Shall it be as I have said, then?"

Maci's answer was a long time in coming. At last, she whispered, "Yes," with such breathy passion that Kerin could not help but give a subdued laugh.

"Very well, milady," said the Countess. "I believe it shall soon be time for me to return to milord's side and see to his affairs. But before I return, I would like to partake of the local fare. Will you grant me leave to take a wilden, Adel? The fey of these fields have a lovely flavor, and I have scented a particularly fine example."

"By all means, Prelie," said the Duchess. "Let our Houses be as one."

Smiling, the Countess curtsied low and took off at a run to the east. The Duchess watched her go until the hills kept her from sight, then tracked her still further by her aura. She sensed the Countess hiding herself, enough to disappear from the wilden but not from the Duchess, and smiled at the knowledge that the Countess was doing it for show. She could easily veil herself from even the Duchess, but chose not to to let the Duchess watch. Her prey, a female-- indeed, quite a catch-- only became aware of the Countess at the very last instant, long past the point when she could have saved herself by any means. Their auras ran together, and quickly the smaller fey dissolved. The Countess then began moving back toward Adeline Manse, presumably to rejoin her husband, as she had said. Satisfied, the Duchess turned back to the fields, to the grass and the clouds and the mountains. She stood alone again, but it all appeared brighter to her, sharper, more colorful. The arrangements suited her. She was happy.

***

AUTHOR'S COMMENTS:

Old-timey mode of speech = NO CONTRACTIONS, NO EXCEPTIONS

On the grand list of famous authors you never thought would inspire a vore story, I'm pretty sure that Jane Motherfuckin' Austen is damned close to the top. Also, on the grand list of famous authors you never thought would earn the honorary middle name "motherfuckin'", I'm pretty sure that Jane Motherfuckin' Austen is damned close to the top. However, I can really only credit Jane Austen's work for inspiring the "rich women stand around talking about nothing important for PAGES before telling each other what they think the other is thinking" aspect of the story.

"I shall hold you in my loving embrace." = Highfalutin' euphemism for vore. Ye Olde Elizabethan Englishe means never saying what you mean!

"In high spirits" = Highfalutin' euphemism for being totally drunk. Ye Olde Elizabethan Englishe means never saying what you mean!

"My tongue made play with her feet." = Highfalutin euphemism for feet-first vore. Ye Olde Elizabethan Englishe means never saying what you mean!

"The Crucible": a local synonym for the strange towers that dot the Mystic Wilds, where it's rumored (but never confirmed, for various reasons) that the gods are made.

I seriously struggled with the tagging on this one. Is this F/M? F/F? F/Neuter? Is it post-vore? Can this be said to be pre-vore when it is only so in the most abstract of terms? Can I reasonably tag this story as "contains digestion" when the digestion takes place in a single horribly out-of-place paragraph where I slip back into my usual overwrought prose out of desperation to escape the torrent of meaningless dialog? Then again, that's more digestion than the average story dedicated to the subject gives it (oho, an insult to the plebeian* author), so perhaps it does indeed deserve the tag?

* Initially spelled "plebian". Bitches don't know about my spell-checker.

This author's comments section brought to you by caffeine, whooooooooo.... ~*

