The footman cleared his throat at the top of the stairs, hands folded impassively behind a uniformed back; the universal sign at such a rarefied social atmosphere that a new guest was being Announced. “My lords and ladies, the noble Lord Shahar from the Levant, unaccompanied.” Shifting smoothly to one side to allow his charge through, a short thin figure emerged from shadow at the top of the stairs. Surveying the hall, he grinned and started down the stairs towards the dance below. Wearing a fashionable black and green outfit with tunic, sash, and fluttering cape completed by jaunty broad hat- handed, as was proper, to the footman as he passed- the exceptionally pale man descended into the dance as it resumed its chaotic rhythm. 

Everyone of proper breeding who was anyone for miles and miles around came, in the fall, to the Duchess of Viviers' grand ball. It had even hosted kings in the past, though not so often these days with the chronic wars elsewhere. A hundred souls, all noble born and refined to the utmost delicacy, whirling gently around each other to restrained music. It was a hotbed of intrigue under the placid surface, both in the political realm and the far more personal realm. Whose lands would fight whose, whose daughters would love whose sons, whether or not the sacrament of marriage was involved... passions could so easily rise, only to be quelled quickly so that others would not see. The restrained, quietly seething emotions were uniquely appreciated by both the host and the latest guest at the ball- the host, for she saw the patterns of relationships others didn't for lack of wit, and the guest because he could simply get the details from minds with a bit of effort and enjoyed basking in the heat of so much constrained ire. It felt almost like a pleasant warm bath.

The lord Shahar blended into the dance, finding one partner after another to spin around the dance floor, sharing idle gossip and cheerful chatter with each other before breaking apart to seek the same with others. Shahar restrained himself- itself, properly- as the knowledge that he would feed that night took the edge off any urge to nibble. At last, his hands met those of the duchess in the center of the floor, and Shahar got his first good look at his hostess for the night. She was still the same formidable, middle-aged woman Shahar had known a number of times in the past. She had sharp, cutting features on a face that may as well have been carved from gray stone, hair precisely arranged in a bun like a regiment of disciplined hairs going to war, severe clothes that did nothing to make her appear at all attractive to any of the men in the room. Shahar, of course, didn't care- he was after what was underneath those plain-at-best looks. 

“My lady.” Shahar bowed with a flourish to the duchess, waiting for her murmured acknowledgment before rising. By looks alone, they made an odd pairing; she was slightly taller than he was, and the unkind would say she looked more a man and he looked more a woman than vice versa. Certainly they had reason- Shahar's features did slant decidedly towards the delicate and feminine, but he introduced himself as a nobleman, was introduced by others who surely knew him as a nobleman, acted for all the world as a nobleman... speculations were impolite, and best kept private. 

As he joined the duchess in a polite, intimate dance, she murmured, “My lord, I hadn't expected you so soon.”

“Three weeks, milady?” Shahar grinned, showing just the edge of a few gleaming white teeth. “We met more often in your youth, and you're surely not so old as that. Besides, how could I miss your ball? You know I love parties.”

“True enough, my lord.” She matched the man's grin with one of her own. “The flesh grows weaker, but the spirit still wills. Tonight?”

“Oh no, milady, I had thought to do it here in front of everyone, to see how wide a net of scandal I can cast.” 

“Impossible man!” The duchess chuckled. “You threaten me with that every year, lord.”

Shahar made a moue of acknowledgment in the middle of the dance, attracting a few glances before they returned to their own private entertainments. “Only because that frisson of fear and worry that I may actually do it this time is always there in your mind, and always so wonderfully piquant. It's your own fault for encouraging me, milady.” After a brief silence, he nodded behind him. “They seem more preoccupied than usual.” Politeness, and both knew it- Shahar was letting the duchess show off her knowledge of her own affairs. 

“Oh, just another squabble over succession rights, lord. This count thinks that county belongs to his son and not his cousin, they fight, their liege lords are drawn in and half the kingdom is at daggers drawn over a tract of land a cow wouldn't care to piss in.” The earthy language from such a noble woman drew an appreciative grin from Shahar, as they completed a complicated set of moves. “I could tell you the likely winners, and how long it'll take, and who will backstab who in the next year, but really I don't see why they bother. Wars are so...”

“...boring.” Shahar finished. “Of course I agree. I've always been one for the personal.” His emerald green eyes grew a shade darker as he went on, “You know, my lady, if any of these fools ever threatened you-”

“I'd never ask you to take vengeance on anyone on my behalf, lord Shahar.” The duchess actually seemed offended.

Shahar's thin eyebrow peaked. “That's one of the reasons why I'd do it, lady. You are far, far too fascinating to allow silly mortal politics to interfere with you. Anyone trying to do so... well, they would not have a second chance to offend.” 

“You flatter me.” Which, to be fair, Shahar did, so the man forebore comment. The duchess went on, and they drifted into safer topics- pleasant chat about the arts, other tidbits of political gossip, and so on. Shahar wasn't interested in the topics themselves; more the crackling patterns of thought and emotion that lay underneath them and how he could provoke different and fascinating reactions in her head with his own words. And of course the duchess knew that after two decades of involvement with the stranger; their bond had grown firm indeed after so long. After a far too brief time together, they parted to find other partners to complete the day's festivities; soon enough, the dance itself ended, all returning to their quarters as honored guests. Except the lord Shahar- where he went, nobody quite recalled seeing, only that he was gone at the end without anyone knowing. The duchess insisted he'd given proper respects before leaving, though, and nobody could quite make a scene without the hostess's offense. 

That night, the duchess didn't bother to dress in any special manner for her expected guest; she knew she would wear whatever Shahar wished her to wear inside their shared dream, so wearing anything but the sensible brown bedclothes she typically wore was meaningless artifice. And a duchess rarely had time for that when it wouldn't impress anyone. As expected, once the rest of the castle had put itself to bed, a gentle knock came at her bedchamber door. from experience, she knew the servants at the door to the duchess's suite would swear on the Bible that nobody had come in. 

Which was, the duchess reflected, the literal truth as they knew it. Shahar had... his own ways.

Opening the door, she embraced Shahar in a bearhug, planting a kiss on her lover's cheek. Laughing, the man still clad in his dancing clothes wormed out of her grasp and twirled towards her large bed. “What, milady, was it so painful to have to wait these few extra hours to be with me for the night?”

“Torture.” The duchess smirked and followed after the spirit. They'd danced with each other in more than one way that day, both knowing the culmination of the dance to come- they'd both gone through the routine enough times that it had become almost a ritual. And despite that, as the duchess aged and the strange man from the Levant didn't- but of course the duchess knew why now, with as long as they'd mingled with each other the spirit had few interesting secrets left- the thrill never diminished. 

“Then it would be a crime, my dear, to make you wait any more. Come- look into my eyes. I think I've found a new treat for us both, this day.”

“New? After so long?” The duchess cocked her head, the matronly battleaxe of the dance seeming to almost move and act like a youthful maiden once freed of the inhibitions of an audience and fearsome duty to uphold Standards. “I'm interested, Shahar, tell me more...” 

Shahar beckoned her nearer, and the duchess gazed into those fascinatingly bright green eyes and felt the familiar sense of reality swimming as the spirit altered her mind's perceptions to fit his own desires. “So much easier to show you, dear one...”

When the duchess's mind realigned with her eyes, she saw Shahar as she thought of him; taller, broader, more muscular than the fey appearance it pleased him to present to the world before settling on a partner. A man beyond any doubts of masculinity, the bone-white shade of his skin was unchanged but softened by dark hair where once his body had been smooth; accepting his outstretched hand, the duchess allowed herself to be twirled into his grasp, rubbing against his firm warm body as her own hands cupped around his back to clutch him to her in turn. She was wearing a much more revealing dress now, made of fine white linen; and her body was different too. In this place, she 'wore' the body Shahar had known her in at first. She was used to that too- they both knew it made her feel better, and so that was how she looked in their dreams. 

The duchess pushed herself closer, molding her body to Shahar's as their grips tightened and they reveled in each other's nearness and warmth. She kissed him, not in the perfunctory manner of her greeting earlier, but on the mouth and lasting long enough for questing hands to begin undoing pesky clothing. She finally broke the kiss, cheeks glowing with warmth. “Shahar, I always wonder why you have me clothed in such nice things when the first thing you do is peel them off of me. It seems like such a waste of time.”

“Mmmm.” Shahar continued slowly removing the duchess's top with one hand, gently stroking up and down her spine with the other. “But time, my lady, is something we have an unlimited amount of here. The anticipation is as pleasant as consummation.” At the same time her dress fell to the floor, revealing a fit, healthy body not ravaged by age, the duchess pried the shirt off of Shahar. Bare flesh met bare flesh as they held one another, before staggering by mutual unspoken consent to the bed as female hands worked at pants. By the time they arrived she had unwrapped her present as surely as Shahar had unwrapped her, and they fell side by side onto the soft bed clasped against each other. He had already risen, or chosen to rise, and without further time to waste she wrapped her legs around his waist and pushed herself onto him.

He was, in a plethora of ways, the perfect lover. He would never finish before she did, but often climaxing at the same time to share in the giddy joy; he could feel what she enjoyed and didn't enjoy, tailoring his movements and caresses to her desires. The joy he took was in feeling the duchess's pleasure, so that two bodies aimed to please one mind instead of both. It greatly simplified the sometimes complex mechanics of love. The duchess and Shahar writhed against one another, pushing back and forth as she buried her head in the nape of Shahar's neck. She moaned and shrieked with glee, as loudly as her heart asked; no other ears could hear her scream here, and her inhibitions would protect nobody in this realm of the mind. She felt his warmth, his presence all around her, not just physically in his embrace but mentally; so much of herself had gone into him over the years that the duchess could sense his own thoughts and emotions. Not as surely or as easily as Shahar did hers, but the bond was not entirely one way, and so the Duchess shoved herself into Shahar even as she took his body into hers, reveling in the feelings of love and belonging as the heat steadily built inside her.

At last, after a bout of passion that seemed far longer than it had truly been, she clenched around the spirit and let out a long, slow moan- matching her, she felt wet heat spurting into her body. Shahar half-chuckled, half-purred at the fiery intensity of the pleasure coming from the precious woman in his clutches. She relaxed, limp and spent from passion, and Shahar rolled her over to lay on top of him, pushing him into the soft warm covers. They lay in companionable silence for a few minutes, each enjoying the afterglow and the other partner's experience of it. When the duchess broke the stillness, as she traced meaningless patterns on her lover's chest with a finger and twirling fine hairs around her thin finger, she whispered, “And the fools downstairs wonder why I never remarried. Who could I find, that I could love as I do you? Oh-” she interjected, sensing Shahar stirring under her. “I don't ask that you love me, Shahar. We both know that's not entirely the right word for us. You...”

“I treasure you, my lady.” A hand scratched behind her ear, gently massaging the sensitive spaces there. “You are a rarity- a wonderfully intelligent, complex, interesting soul. You know how picky I am with the company I keep- rare enough that a human sees me twice, let alone near every month for decades! I enjoy every second I spend with you- if not love, then say there's no good word for it.”

“All right.” The duchess was agreeable in her lazily sated mood. She fidgeted, turning her head to rest it on Shahar's chest; she had long ago stopped wondering at the lack of a heartbeat under that bleached skin. “You... value me. And I love you. What room would there be for a merely human man in my life? Surely he couldn't be as interesting as you, even if he were somehow as pleasant a partner at night.”

Shahar chuckled. “Of course. You're too special, my dear, to ever be entirely satisfied with a commonly bright man however uncommonly high his birth.”

The duchess smiled lazily, one foot gently rubbing the inside of Shahar's calf. She'd kept her place, mentally, almost engulfed by the spirit's presence; to go that last few steps to being surrounded entirely by him would take joint effort, his pull rather than merely her push. And that would come. It always did. Speaking of- “You mentioned something new, love? With all the things we've tried to let you have your way with my soul, I shudder at what we've possibly left undone.”

“Oh?” Shahar gave her shoulder a squeeze. “Perhaps. This may feel a bit strange, even by my standards, but... my eyes, dear.”

Obediently, the duchess gazed into Shahar's green eyes, and felt her mind shift once more. When the cobwebs had cleared, she was still lying on her lover's chest. Entirely on his chest- with a quick survey of herself, she found she was perhaps a foot tall or a little less. Laughing, she planted a tiny kiss on the man's chest. “Shrinking! We have done this before- as long as you've lived, Shahar, have you begun to forget?” 

“Mm.” Shahar bit his lip, smiling. “Not quite yet, my pet. I feel about ready for another bout. If you'd be so kind...?”

The duchess turned around, seeing her lover's cock- nearly as long and thick as she was, now- beginning to stiffen under the attention. She caught a flash of insight from her bond, and began to laugh deeply at the absurdity of it; still, she climbed to her feet and walked along the unsteady soft ground of flesh towards her target. “Really? This is new, love. How fascinatingly novel. You're sure I'll fit?”

“I've made sure of that, dear, never worry.” Another bass chuckle rumbled under the duchess's feet, and then she reached her target; reaching out to stroke the white flesh, it hardened under even her tiny touch. Laughing with childlike glee at the reaction, she took an extra step and wrapped her arms around the mammoth penis, rubbing her bare body against it and being reward with its further stiffening. After a few fumbling caresses, Shahar cupped a hand protectively around her before shifting position to sit up so as not to accidentally injure his lover. When he freed her, he had angled his body so that he pointed his manhood at an angle, its tip at the chest of the duchess perched on his thigh. 

The tip glistened with clear, sweet fluid; knowing now what to expect, the duchess reached out to massage the tip and draw more out, coating herself in the thick fluid to lubricate her passage. Occasional appreciative words and murmurs spurred her on until, glistening with slime, she and Shahar both stood ready. Placing one hand delicately inside him, she massaged the tender flesh until his slit dilated- pushing one, then another arm inside to the gooey warmth, they began.

His hand gently grasped her, and another his shaft- she wouldn't have the leverage to complete this herself. Wriggling, the duchess pushed herself inch by inch into the fleshy stiff tube; muscle coated by slime slid over a body covered by the same slime, preventing any friction that might harm either. Once her head and neck were inside, with arms well forward, she relaxed. She'd done what she could, and now it was up to her to enjoy the ride her lover was about to give her. The muscle squeezed her on just the enjoyable side of painfulness, pitch black slime and heat seeming to invade every part of her body it touched. Shahar began to stroke, backwards; she felt his fingers through even the hardened flesh as they coaxed her body further into his hot depths, the hand outside providing a constant pressure to feed her in. Between the two, her chest was worked into his penis, and quickly her stomach and hips slipped through the slit of his cock.

While she went, she moved as best she could; the heat and pressure felt wonderful, but more tantalizing yet was the feeling of being taken by the spirit both physically and mentally. At last, she was being accepted into him, allowed to spend herself inside him as pleasant and paltry recompense for the gifts he gave her. The narrow tube swallowed, a perverse but pleasurable imitation of a throat; uncomfortably cold air on her legs was a problem, but one that steadily diminished as she was pushed deeper into the spirit's body. Finally, even her feet were gently pushed into the firm tube, flesh closing behind them to trap her; her hands were well inside his body now and in some roomier chamber, head almost there as well.

Still Shahar stroked himself, working the duchess further into his body; slimy indelicate sounds marked where a bubble of air worked itself free from around her as her squirming body was pushed through his penis. After a long few minutes, punctuated occasionally by her moans of pleasure and his chuckles at sharing her enjoyment, she curled up in what had to be his balls; he stood up, and she could feel herself gently swaying as a pendulum, back and forth half-submerged in a sticky fluid. The darkness was total, and the heat as high as comfortably possible as she dangled underneath him. Extending a tongue to lick her hand clean, she knew she was swimming in Shahar's semen. Or at least, that's how she imagined herself; she knew well this was an elaborate illusion he held both of them in to maximize their pleasure at a relatively simple process. 

It didn't matter, though, not then. She felt the heat and pressure of his body around her, squeezing; she sensed his mind now finally taking her into it completely, closing shut to surround her entirely. She could feel Shahar's hunger, his coveting of the energy she had, and she offered all that she was willingly.

A tingling feeling in her limbs, and then numbness spreading from her extremities in; lifting a hand from the pool around her, she tried to lick her hand clean once more only to find herself licking her hand clean of fingers. She was melting, becoming more seed for the spirit; the thought rekindled the pleasure inside her, knowing exactly what end this visit would have. The sticky slime worked its way through her flesh, turning it into more of itself before the duchess slipped underneath the surface of his semen.

Still she was converted, her senses still staying rooted to her body even as her body changed. She felt part of herself as a softening, shrinking body, and more of herself as a diffuse pile of slime full of life, but without any senses other than touch. The process continued, duchess almost mindlessly glorying in her treasured body coming apart, and soon enough she became merely part of a puddle of white goo inside Shahar's balls. She was indistinct, the semen already there indistinguishable from her and her mind similarly scattered, beginning to sink into his. She roiled inside him, still swinging with the last echoes of her pleasured squirming, and ripples churned her form as she waited. Shahar sometimes held her inside him for some time, letting her experience being helplessly part of him as long as it pleased him. The duchess never complained; such total submission she could only ever brook to one other, but she would give him whatever he wanted of her.

With all her mind, though she cried out, beseeching Shahar to take her, devour her, absorb her essence. Obediently, the small puddle inside Shahar began to shrink; she was being absorbed, life force eagerly drank by the spirit. She felt it with senses no human could name as his spirit worked at hers, softening her subconscious will to resist subversion, taking in what had been part of her and making it part of him. She shrank, and shrank, as the smooth walls around her drew more and more into him and she felt her awareness diffusing once more into the vastly larger ocean of mind her lover represented. As she dwindled, she shared more and more thought and sensation with Shahar until her only emotion was that of the fierce joy of the predator on feasting. Then the puddle dried, and she was entirely his body and mind.

There was a timeless interval where the duchess did not exist- she was his, completely part of him, and would at his merest whim exist no more. Her universe, her existence was Shahar, and she existed only to feed and serve him. But that was not her fate this night, and after an instantaneous dislocation of self woke up in her bed with the clothed Shahar laying beside her and looking at her with unmistakable fondness.

“I told you,” Shahar murmured, smiling. “Something new.”

“Something new.” The duchess agreed. “And wonderful. The sense of melting into you... mmm.” She shuddered, before going quiet. Something she'd been thinking about pushed itself to the fore, and more hesitatnly, “Shahar... soon- not yet, but soon- I won't let you let me go.”

Shahar frowned. “My lady, you know I-”

“Please, love.” The duchess shifted, a deep ache in her muscles and bones the flesh's equivalent of her soul protesting at a chunk of herself being absorbed by another. “I know you are not of Satan, but I know you are not of God either, and He cannot be pleased by all I have given and shared with you. I would prefer you to any eternity He could mete out.”

Shahar looked sad for an instant, hand not ceasing to stroke his partner. “You know- it would not be consciousness, yes? Simply... oblivion, becoming fuel for me?”

“And yet still more pleasant to be nothing with you than everything without you for eternity. You know I mean it.” With the feeding so recent, the bond between the two minds was so intense that speaking was just a formality- they could read each other's thoughts and feelings with ease. And the duchess truly wanted what she asked for.

“You do. Not yet, though?”

“Not yet, lord. This body has a few years in it at least. But when the time comes...”

“Yes.” Shahar kissed the duchess. “I'll take you and not let you back out, and accept your gift of yourself. For always.”

“For always.” The duchess yawned, and quickly went to sleep curled in the spirit's protective embrace. 

