Ahura woke up naked and curled in a fetal position. She opened her eyes and found herself lying in a field of strangely vivid grass, so she sat up and stretched. The sky above her was a swirl of bright blue and yellow, mixed together as if they were painted onto a canvas with broad strokes. Oh, that was a weird dream, she told herself as she stood up, wondering where her clothes had gone. Mistress ate me, and I remember being—
Ahura suddenly remembered. No, this is the dream. That was real. She digested me, and now I'm in her dream. Why am I here, again? Think, Ahura! Try to remember! A memory flashed through her weary mind, and her eyes went wide. The dream-eater! Oh, I need to find Mistress, before it does…
She looked around in all directions, but only saw an endless sea of grassy hills. Not even a single landmark served to show her the way, much to her frustration. Ugh, how can I find her like this? Should I just pick a direction? It's a dream, so maybe I'll end up in the same place no matter what.
Ahura decided to follow that logic, picking a direction and walking in a straight line. The grass felt very pleasant against her bare feet, almost rejuvenating her soles with each step so that they never got sore. This helped a lot, since she ended up walking for what seemed like days, without any hint that she was even going the right way. When the sun, a swirly orange blotch in the sky, dipped below the horizon, the sky turned into a swirl of black and blue, with only one feature that caught Ahura's eye: the Violet Star—The Unholy Mother's aethereal palace in the Heavens. In the real world, it wasn't nearly as bright, but in the dream, it turned the immediate sky around it a vivid purple. Actually, should I be following it? she pondered. Maybe the Violet Star leads the way…
So, Ahura turned and followed the star. Finally, the landscape started to shift. Grass grew patchy until the sky turned cyan and the land turned into a sea of sand, not unlike her own barren homeland of Parsha'ii... Unbearable heat battered her naked body… Cacti dotted the wasteland until, suddenly, they started to bob up and down, and the sand started to flow... White sand turned blue, and then it felt wet and cool to the touch... Water... Ahura swam through a choppy ocean, dolphins surfacing, chattering as they sailed through the air… The dolphins swam away, and droplets of the sea started to break from the surface and fly upwards… Like rain… She looked up… Up became down... Suddenly, Ahura was a raindrop, thousands of feet in the air... Freefalling… Freefalling… She landed with a splash, and she was suddenly walking in a forest, rain pattering against her head and shoulders… Trees lost their branches… Then, their leaves... Trunks turned grey and smooth… Pillars of stone now surrounded her as she climbed a mountain… Night fell, and the Violet Star lit the way…
Higher she climbed… Higher… neat lines started to appear in the stone… Natural cliff became brick… And still, Ahura climbed… Higher… She reached the top, and pulled herself up… Ruins… Overgrown, sunked, dilapidated… She looked behind herself… More ruins… She continued forward… Vines shrunk away… Grass disappeared from between the ancient cobbles… Fallen stones and bricks leapt from their final resting places back up into where mortal hands had placed them… Ahura walked forwards, but time continued backwards… People walked the streets… Lives played out in reverse… Laughing… Smiling… Happy… Then, the city began to shrink… City to town… Town to village… Village to hamlet… Soon, Ahura saw it as it originally was: a giant swamp… Mud stuck to her bare soles… Insects buzzed around her head… Formless light danced above the fetid ponds of mucky green water… Then, the surface bubbled… A great splash, and then a giant worm emerged… Long grey form dappled with moss… It lunged for Ahura… She tried to flee, but her feet held fast in the mud… Its head parted four ways and wrapped around her upper body… Suction pulled her up… Deeper inside the creature… Tight, supple walls squeezed her body… Legs kicking… Screams muffled... Deeper and deeper she was consumed…
Struggles proved to be in vain… Ahura laid cramped in its belly, defeated… Then, deeper within, a bright purple flash… The Violet Star… Determined, she climbed deeper inside… Her naked skin bristled against the slick, pulsing flesh… Yet, she continued… Deeper… Deeper… Warm, soft flesh turned into cold, dry stone… The violet light turned white… She crawled for it… An opening... A precipice overlooking vast, endless plains… She jumped… Arms spread like a bird's wings… Catching wind… Flying… Struck by curiosity, she looked behind herself… a giant statue of a woman stood proud against the sky… The narrow tunnel from which she emerged had, in fact, been her navel… Was she a goddess? An ancient heroine? A queen or an empress? It didn't matter, Ahura decided… She looked ahead, and during her brief lapse of attention, the landscape shifted… Rugged hills… Crowned with evergreens… Snowy peaks in the distance… Night fell once again… Still, the Violet Star lit the way…
Eventually, Ahura landed with grace, one bare foot touching the cold ground, and then another. She took a deep breath, then looked around. I don't know why, she thought as she walked through the boreal forest she had found, but I think Mistress is nearby. It's almost as if I can sense her… 
Following the feeling in her gut, and trekked through the forest, hopping over fallen trunks and moving low-hanging branches out of her way as the foliage grew denser with each step. Then, she heard the distant roar of a river, and felt the need to seek it out. Climbing over hills, sidestepping through narrow gullies, she eventually crested a slope and found her river—a fast-flowing, rocky rut of water between two large waterfalls. Just past the spray of the rapids, she noticed something even more important—a small slope-roofed cabin made from logs. Even at a distance, Ahura could smell familiar spices and incense in the air. This must be it. Finally… I was travelling for what felt like months… Maybe even years...
The water was definitely too dangerous for her to swim across, but the rocks in the water provided a quick—if precarious—path across its span. She walked up to its bank, scouted for a rock big and sturdy enough for her, and then leapt onto it. She landed on one foot, balancing before leaping over to the next, as if she were playing a high-stakes game of hop-scotch. She did this until about halfway across, when her foot landed a bit awkwardly, and she felt her balance falter. With a yelp, she threw out her arms, trying to keep herself from tilting into the deadly rapids. Her ankle swiveled and her arms swung wildly until her tilt reversed, and she once again stood upright on one foot in the middle of the water. With a relieved sigh, she continued on until she reached the edge, the feeling of the riverbank's cool silt pushing up between her toes being a much welcomed one.
Ahura walked up to the cabin and placed her hand on the door, but hesitated. She heard someone talking, and she did not recognize her voice. Feeling a mixture of curiosity and apprehension, she turned her attention to the square window at its side, from which the familiar, spicy smells wafted. She knelt down onto the cold ground and peeked into the window, her eyes falling onto two figures standing amidst a mess of cluttered tables and cauldrons—not unlike Anahita's hut.
"Listen, Apprentice, and listen well. This is the most important task I have ever given you." A tall, lanky woman stood with her arms crossed. She wore a white robe and violet highlights around the hems, a sandaled foot poking out from under the flowing garment. Pale as death itself, she had a long neck, big forward-facing ears, red eyes, and long snow white hair. "I would have you travel to a most dangerous land—all the way across the western ocean to the Island of Strangers—and bring to me one of the fiery gems that adorn the mask of the goddess Xenné."
A small girl stood next to her, mouth open slightly. Black hair and olive skin gave her away as a daughter of Parsha'ii, with a chestwrap, a loincloth matching the woman's, and the telltale black shackle around her leg. Ahura squinted at her face, and immediately knew whom she looked at; though she was but a child, her facial features—sleepy eyes, smirking lips, and a pointed chin—gave her away as none other than Mistress Anahita. Mistress, you were… you were adorable! Oh, I could just run over and squeeze you…
"B-but Mistress, how will I get across the ocean?" said the young Anahita. "No ships go to or from such a fell place. And besides, Xenné is amongst the most savage of all goddesses. Even with the Unholy Mother on my side, how will I survive getting past her many daughters, not to mention the extreme heat of—"
"You argue with me, you little welp!?" The woman raised her hand as if to strike her, and Anahira yelped and flinched away. "Go now, and do not return without your prize, or I will chain you to the cliff and feed you to the crows!"
With a frantic whimper, Anahita bowed deeply. "Yes! I'll do it, Mistress! Many apologies for my insolence!"
She then turned and bolted out the door, running out into the forest and taking the same route across the river as Ahura. She raised a hand to call out to her, but her mistress was across the river before she could utter a syllable. She must do that a lot. She went across way faster than I did…
Thankfully, her second trip across the river proved to be much smoother, and she ran to catch up to Anahita. "Mistress! Wait!"
Anahita paused, then turned. "Hello?" She looked down at Ahura's ankle, then smiled. "Oh, you must be another apprentice of the Unholy Mother. You looking for your mistress? Mine is pretty territorial, so it's likely you won't find her here."
"No, you're my mistress!" Ahura stepped forward. "I've been looking all over for you."
Anahita narrowed her eyes. "No, you must be mistaken. I'm not anyone's mistress. I'm just Anahita the apprentice. Also, you seem to have lost your clothes."
Ahura frowned. She might not realize she's dreaming… Luckily, she gave me something for this. She laid her hands on Anahita's shoulder and looked her in the eye. "Look, I need to tell you something. You are—"
"Oh, wait." Anahita slipped free. "I'm sorry, but I thought everyone knew it was forbidden for apprentices of different mistresses to lay together. Maybe someday, when we're full-fledged witches, we'll get the chance, yeah?"
Ahura blinked, feeling her cheeks heat up. "No, I mean. I need you tell you that—"
"I'm really sorry, Miss Apprentice, but I need to go." Anahita waved, then turned away. "I have to complete my own mistress's task, or else..." Anahita visibly shuddered. "Bad things will happen to me..."
With that, she sprinted away, and nothing Ahura shouted got her to turn back to her. Ugh, maybe I'm going at this all wrong… Think, Ahura… The Island of Strangers, she said? I think I heard this story once…
Watching Anahita disappear into the woods, Ahura thought about how she'd gotten to her in the first place. I can just… move through the dream. Lemme try to do that… She walked forward, and immediately, the trees started to thin. Grass gave way to gravel, and the smell of salt and fish replaced that of pine. Sitting on a musty old dock, with her knees pulled up against her chest, Ahira saw her mistress, gazing wistfully at the waves. When Ahura approached, the creaking of her tiny naked feet on the weathered planks startled the other girl, who glanced over her shoulder at her. "Oh, it's you," she said, her face softening. "I told you; we can't have sex, or we'll get in trouble. There's probably all kinds of other girls my age for you, though, if you look hard enough."
"No, it's not that, just—" This is a dream, Ahura. Play along with the story, for now. "You look sad. What's wrong?"
Anahita sighed. "Oh, I— Umm… I need to cross the ocean to get to the Island of Strangers, but there is literally no way. No one dares travel to Xenné's domain, lest they meet a terrible fate in the boiling oceans surrounding it. I offered my body to some sailors—I told them I would do anything, no matter how painful or degenerate—but even then, they told me it just wasn't worth it." She grinned bitterly. "Not that it stopped them from having their way with me, anyway..."
"If I could make a suggestion, Mist—I mean—Anahita," said Ahura, trying hard not to forget herself, "my Mistress once told me about a time she seduced a great mermaid and rode to the continent inside her belly. Maybe you could do that?"
Anahita's eyes went wide, then she laughed out loud. "You made that up. No witch of the Unholy Mother has ever before set foot on the Island of Strangers. Xenné is one of the few goddesses that our Diva of Venery dares not trifle with."
No, thought Ahura, because you will be the first. "Just, trust me and give it a try. What do you have to lose?"
Anahita stiffened at that, then relaxed, unfolding her legs and letting her feet dip into the water. "You're right. Better to be digested in a great mermaid's stomach than to face the fate Mistress has in store for me… Thank you for the advice, Miss— Miss, uhh..."
"Call me Ahura." She smiled and laid a hand on her mistress's shoulder. "Just trying to help, is all."
"Ahura." Anahita smiled back. "I like that name. It's cute."
Ahura blushed. "T-thank you." I need to stay with her. If the dream-eater finds her in this state, there's nothing she'll be able to do to stop it… "S-say, this might seem weird, but do you mind if I come with you? You seem like you could use some friendly company."
Anahita blinked. "S-sure, but if this all goes poorly, you will suffer the same fate as me. Are you sure?"
"Yeah, that's fine." If I let you go on your own, you'll face a far worse fate than you can possibly imagine… "Well, there's only one place to find a great mermaid. Race you there!"
"Anahita, wait—"
Before she could finish, Anahita had stood up and dived headfirst off the dock, landing into the ocean with a splash. With a nervous sigh, Ahura looked into the water, trying to see where Anahita had disappeared to. Then, without warning, the water exploded, sending a torrent down that soaked both her and the dock. She shielded her face as the water came down, then looked up, jaw dropping. Floating before her was a great mermaid, as big as a galley, with coral pink skin, ruby red hair, and finlike ears that waved slowly in the air. Her lovely red eyes pointed down at her cupped hands, where Ahura could see Anahita standing tall on her palms, meeting the mermaid's gaze.
"Ah, a willing snack?" cooed the great mermaid. "In all my years, I have never encountered such a thing. Explain yourself, human."
"Here me, great mermaid!" Anahita exclaimed. "You and I will make love, and I swear under the light of the Violet Star that I will give you the greatest climax you have ever experienced in your long life! If I am right, you will give me safe passage to the Island of Strangers. Do we have a deal?"
The mermaid sneered, her eyes narrowing. "You? What would a human—as ephemeral as your miserable little lives are—know about pleasure? Even as a disciple of the one you call the Unholy Mother, you give yourself far too much credit. I should simply eat you now to save you the shame of failure. Your immortal soul will thank me for the mercy."
"You may get the chance, great one," said Anahita, her voice brimming with confidence, "for if I fail, and our time together is not one you will remember for hundreds of years, I will submit myself to be your meal. Are we in agreement?"
The mermaid snorted. "Again, you think too much of yourself. You would, at best, be a light snack for me. But, yes, I will agree to these terms, human. Let us retreat to my undersea grotto, and we will take a measure of your, ahem... talents, if you will."
The mermaid cupped her hands around Anahita, then ducked down into the depths of the ocean, leaving Ahura on the dock with her heart fluttering in her chest. It's just how she told me. The exact words. This was one of her memories… As the awe started to fade, however, a dark  thought entered her mind, and her guts seized up. Wait… this great mermaid took Mistress to the Island of Strangers in her stomach. What a perfect way for a dream-eater to trick her into feeding herself to it! Forgive me, O' Promiscuous Marchioness, for I may have made a grave mistake…
Without a moment to lose, Ahura dove into the water, swimming downward after Anahita and the great mermaid. Ahura, you idiot. I got caught up in the plot of the dream, and now Mistress might get killed because of me. Oh, what a worthless, pathetic little apprentice I am…
Rather than risk swimming so many leagues downwards, Ahura simply moved the dream around herself, as she had turned out to be so good at, and the grotto appeared within sight soon after. C'mon, faster. I need to get to her before she's eaten. It may already be too late…
She swam into the cave, kicking her little feet and waving her skinny arms as the cavern. Crystals of various colors filled the grotto, glowing bright and providing light as she noticed a place above to surface. Though, muffled, she heard loud voices, either screaming, or crying, or both. Oh no, oh no. Mistress! With all her strength, she launched herself for the surface like a tiny tan dolphin. She emerged, took a deep breath, and then observed the scene with wide eyes and mouth agape.
In the middle of the entirely crystalline chamber, the mermaid thrashed on a large slab, eyes wide and ruby red tail flopping about. "Oh, yes! More! Oh, more more more! It's so good!" She rolled onto her belly, reaching a hand towards where her crotch would be if she had legs. "Ngh… Ngh! Haaah! O' Mother Abyndine, it's too much! Too much!"
Ahura climbed up onto the surface and stepped cautiously towards the great mermaid. Too close, and she could get flattened by a lash of her giant tail. Not that I think it matters… I don't know what'll happen if I die in this dream. She watched as the mermaid rolled onto her side, one hand clawing at her smooth, glassy bed and the other grasping at the flowing pink slit at the very base of her human half. Her cries of pleasure echoed, forcing Ahura to cover her ears as she approached her peak.
"Oh, Goddess, I'm cumming!" The mermaid's hips swung up into the air, her fin-ears flapping so hard that Ahura wouldn't have been shocked if she took flight. "I'm cum— Hnnnngaaaaugh!" She froze solid for a second, then with a harsh sigh, relaxed. "Oh yes… Hah… That was… beyond description..."
She rolled back onto her side, and as Ahura approached, the smell of sex washed over her. The lips of her glistening loins quivered a bit, and the mermaid clenched up again as a black-haired head emerged from her sex. Then, a pair of naked tan shoulders, before the rest of Anahita—completely nude—slid out of her, landing on the ground with a wet splat. She took a deep breath, then started to laugh triumphantly. "D-did I do it?"
Ahura smiled. "I think ya did, Miss— Anahita, I mean." Oh, it's so weird calling her by her real name. So disrespectful. She'll have to punish me, when all this is done…
The great mermaid sat up, stretched, then leaned down to inspect her recent partner. "I must say I misjudged you, human. I have lived for hundreds and hundreds of years, with at least a whole millennium still ahead of me, and I struggle to think of how I will even top that experience. I must know the name of the young lady that served me my own words."
Anahita stood up, her entire body slick with the mermaid's juices, and smiled at her. "Great mermaid, the name of that girl is—"
Ahura's eyes went wide. She knew what happened in this part of the story. "Mistress, wait—"
"Anahita!"
The mermaid's eyes glittered, and with lightning speed she lashed out, snatching Anahita from the ground and holding her close to her face. "A novice mistake, little one. I have your name, Anahita, and for that I now have power over you. I will take you to the Island of Strangers, as promised, but I will add one extra condition to our agreement."
Anahita nodded "A-and that is?"
The mermaid smiled wider. "Once every year, when the Cerulean Star reaches its peak in the night sky, you will come seek me out, no matter where you are, and give me the pleasure you gave me tonight. If you deign to disregard this demand, I will pray to Abyndine to strike you down so she may deliver unto me your immortal soul for me to devour. Do you agree to this, human?"

Again, Anahita nodded. "Y-yes. I agree to your terms, great one."
"Good. With the stars as our witness—" The great mermaid looked up at the grotto ceiling and grunted. "Well, figuratively, anyway... The pact is sealed. Woe upon either of us that betrays our contract. Now, the Island of Strangers is quite the swim from here. If you are to survive the trip without drowning, I would recommend spending the trip within my belly. Is that acceptable?"
Anahita nodded. "Whatever means you think is best, for if you digest me or otherwise impede my quest, I will pray the fury of the Unholy Mother upon you for violating your oath, and never again will you feel lust or pleasure."
"Fair. Now, hold still..." 
The great mermaid opened her mouth, and a long, prehensile tongue lashed out, wrapping around Anahita's tiny body. Ahura's eyes went wide as she watched the long, slick muscle reel back in, pulling her mistress into her mouth. "Anahita, no! Don't—"
The mermaid closed her mouth. She then promptly tilted her head back, then calmly swallowed. Ahura shook on her feet. N-no… I have to go in after her! "Mermaid!"
The great mermaid blinked, then looked around. "Who said that?" Then, her eyes landed on Ahura. "Oh, I think I saw you on the shore. What is your business with me, child? I have a task to complete, so it would be best for you to be quick about it."
"I, uhh—" Ahura closed her eyes, thinking desperately of an excuse. "I am Anahita's servant, and I would accompany her in your belly."
The mermaid blinked, then sighed. "Servant? She told me nothing of the sort, but… Very well. Come here."
She held a giant hand out in front of Ahura, who took a deep breath to calm her nerves before climbing on. The skin of her palm was soft and warm to the touch. Stay calm. You'll be able to get her out.
The mermaid lifted her up, and held the edge of her hand to her mouth. "Are you ready, little human?"
Ahura nodded, and then the mermaid's mouth slowly yawned open. Multicolored lights of the many crystals that lit the grotto played against her long, glistening tongue and her pearly teeth. Staring further inside, Ahura stared into the abyss of her throat, trying to control her breathing as the mermaid's tongue lolled out, forming a slick ramp into the moist cavern ahead of the young apprentice.
One step at a time, Ahura… On her hands and knees, she pulled herself onto the tongue, saliva oozing between her fingers. One hand forward. Then a foot. Don't panic. Ahura's head brushed against the mermaid's soft upper lip, so she ducked lower and started to crawl inside. At that moment, the tongue bucked, sending Ahura sprawling onto her belly. Then, before she could protest, the mermaid's head tilted back, and the narrow tip of her tongue curled up between her legs, unceremoniously shoving her into the back of her mouth. Ah, wait! Too fast!
Ahura found herself wedged between the tongue and the mermaid's palate. She pushed against the muscle, trying to give herself some space, but her hands simply sunk into the soft, fleshy surface. A soft sigh emanated from the throat, making Ahura bristle. I must taste good… I mean, it would explain why I'm so good at getting eaten, even in this dream world…
Then, the pressure eased up, and Ahura felt as if she flowed forwards, following gravity, rippling flesh, and a load of saliva towards that pink arch, framing the dark depth that awaited her. Sinking deeper headfirst, the mermaid's uvula brushed along the middle of her back as she slipped down, sending a shiver down her spine. Soft flesh hugged her head and shoulders, opening up just enough for her to fit. Anahita prepared herself. She knew that any second, when the mermaid was satisfied, she would—
A loud, wet noise signaled a sudden feeling of being squeezed from all sides. Fleshy walls tightened around her body, then rippled forward, pushing Ahura with great force forward and into a long, narrow tube. She grit her teeth as she slid along the passage, wondering how many more times she'd have to get eaten before she finished this task. Of course, if I hadn't led Mistress down this path, I wouldn't have needed to do this. Oh well, if all goes according to plan, I shouldn't be spending too much longer in this dream. Oh, but I'll miss my Mistress's child form. So unbearably cute…
The beat of the mermaid's heart distracted her from her thoughts, its oppressive tattoo pounding against her eardrums as she passed alongside it, sliding deeper and deeper into the mermaid's body, before—just like that—the mermaid's esophagus opened up, and she dropped into the chamber of her stomach. Ahura sat up, quickly figured out her up from her down, then waited for her eyes to adjust to the dark. Everything moved at once, assumably as the mermaid dived back into the water and began her trip, at which point everything started to bob and sway to the motion of her swimming. 
"Mistre— Anahita?" A soft gurgle echoed through the stomach. "Are you still in here?" 
A startled gasp and some movement on the other side of the fleshy prison caught Ahura's attention. "Oh, Ahura. You followed me, after all."
"I said I would." Ahura crawled across the length of the mermaid's stomach, the soft floor squelching with each step. "It's kinda weird just... being inside a stomach like this. Normally I would be all struggling and panicking right now." Well, I am panicking a bit, but… I need to keep it together to make this plan work.
"Hah, you make it sound you get eaten regularly!" Anahita laughed, and Ahura blushed.
"Heh, yeah..." If only you knew… "So, we're going to be in here a while. Anything to pass the time, Anahita?"
Her mistress hummed to herself. "I guess we just spend time together," she said. "I'm still very grateful for your help. I've never known such kindness before..."
Ahura blinked. "I… see. Not once in your life?"
"No." Anahita let out a sigh. "Ya know, if I manage to survive this apprenticeship and I become a witch, I hope that when I get an apprentice of my own, I will make sure she's treated with the love and kindness I was denied. I hope to be the Violet Star in her life, guiding her and giving her the light she needs to grow up."
Ahura sat there listening, feeling a lump form in her throat. She then leaned towards Anahita and embraced her, pressing herself against the girl's warm—if wet from all the saliva—body. You did, Mistress. You did just that and I can never be grateful enough for it. Oh, I love you so much...
Her mistress gasped, then returned the gesture, holding her tightly in her arms. "Sorry if I choke up a little. I just—" Anahita whimpered. "I never really had a friend before..."
Ahura nodded. I never knew. You never talked about this side of your life, Mistress. About how miserable you were… She would have remained there embracing Anahita for the rest of the trip, but alas, duty called. She leaned forward until she felt her lips brush against Anahita's ear, eliciting a gasp from her mistress. Then, she spoke. 
"Lámha a shealbhú."
Suddenly, Anahita's body jerked, and they remained still in that position for another moment as the stomach growled and groaned around them. D-did I do it right? Oh, if I messed this up, then—
Anahita moved and pressed her lips square against Ahura's, forcing her tongue into her mouth before she could even gauge what had happened. Upon realizing, she closed her eyes and relented, the two girls sharing a long, passionate—desperate, even—kiss, their tongues twirling together in perfect unison. Hands caressed each other's backs, moans echoing in the cramped, quivering stomach.
Eventually, the emotion waned, and they pulled their lips apart, the tips of their tongues sharing one last dance before apprentice and mistress met eyes once again.
"It is you, Ahura. My sweet little Ahura..."
"M-Mistress..." A sudden burst of urgency spurred Ahura, and she grabbed Anahita's shoulders. "Mistress! We have to get out of her! What if—"
A single finger pressed against her lips, shushing her. "Make love to me, Ahura, and then we'll talk."
Ahura blinked. "B-but—"
Anahita shifted, and Ahura felt her warm sex press against her own. One hand took her by the shoulder, and another slid down her back until it grabbed onto her small—if firm and perky—butt, making the girl gasp. Then, Anahita's hips started to move, Ahura closing her eyes as she felt her mistress's loins grind against her own. "Haaah, M-Mistress..."
The sense of urgency melted away, and she soon followed her mistress's lead, swivelling her hips so that their clits played together, warmth blooming up from her crotch through the rest of her body. "Aaaah… Haah..."
"Aah… Y-you like that, Ahura..." Anahita picked up speed. "I-I like it, too… Oooh, yes..."
As Ahura's pleasure grew, the need for Anahita's love pushed out all other worries in her mind, and she leaned forward and met her lips for another kiss, holding onto Anahita's leg with one hand as their hips bucked faster and faster. "Mmmmph… Hmmmmmgh..."
It seemed so surreal. She was making love to her mistress, without a doubt, but when she reached up to grab a breast, she found a flat chest capped with a stiff little nipple. Hips she knew to be shapely and soft felt in her hand shallow and firm. The one thing she found to be largely the same, reaching down behind her mistress, was her butt, which—even as a child, apparently—had a lot of give as she pressed her hand against it, pushing Anahita's hips into her with each thrust.
"Mmmmph… Hmmmpah!" Anahita broke the kiss, her head swinging back and her eyes clenching shut. "Haaah, Ahura! Ahura, I-I love you… Haah… M-my precious little app-apprentice..."
"I-I love you too..." Ahura's whole body tingled. Her mouth hung open, drool dripping from its corner down her chin. "S-so much! Haaah… M-Mistress, I-I think I'm cumming! I-I— Haaah, I'm cumming!"
"Cum with me, my sweet..." Anahita's hips bucked with great speed, sending Ahura into a frenzy. "A-Almost—"
And then, both girls froze, flat chests pressing together as their spines seized up. Hips still moved, but slower, and when the moment passed they sped up until they shared yet another orgasm. "Haaah, M-Mistress— Haaah, Mistress!"
"Ahura!" Anahita gasped. "Nngh— Aaaaah!"
They fell away from each other, chests heaving and feet clenching against the fleshy floor. Ahura shivered, trying in vain to control her breathing as pure ecstasy lanced up and down her body. Then, slowly, both girls relaxed.
"T-this young body of mine cannot go as long," Anahita sighed. "Oh, how nubile I was, back then..."
"And yet you made this great mermaid tremble so..." Ahura took another long, deep breath, and finally took back control of her lungs.
"Even at this age, I had a fair bit of experience," her mistress explained. "But, I suppose this was amongst my first major triumphs."
"Even if you accidentally gave her power over you like you did?"
Anahita let out a girlish laugh that melted Ahura's heart. "I would say it was worth it. Her name is Flwelynne, and every night we have spent together since my childhood has been magical. I consider myself lucky to have been so careless as to make that mistake."
Ahura sighed. Anahita sure has a lot of lovers… Queens, spirits, demi-goddess and goddesses... but for me to be her number one… O' Unholy Mother, how did I get so lucky? Then, as her mind slowly left the fog of sex, her fear returned, and she sat up to look at Anahita. "M-Mistress, wait. I was trying to tell you: the part of the memory where you spent a month in Flwelynne's belly… Couldn't the dream-eater use that as a means to eat you? We could be inside it right now! We have to—"
Anahita laughed. "Oh, you think Flwel is the dream-eater? Oh, my dear child..."
"B-but— It seems so easy! It just poses as her, and when the time comes, you just let her eat you!"
"Do not worry, Ahura. It's not her," said Anahita. "I would know; I'd be able to sense it. But, it still lurks within this dream, and now that you have returned me my lucidity, it may feel the need to seek us out, its control of this world being threatened so."
Ahura let out a sigh of relief as Anahita muttered something under her breath, causing a globe of purple light to appear above her and illuminating the slick folds of Flwelynne's stomach. "Much better. I didn't have any powers when I made this trip, so I had to spend the month in total darkness. The smoke-filled skies of the Island of Strangers were positively blinding, in comparison!"
Ahura giggled. "You didn't have me, either."
"Right. I had to figure out to seduce Flwel on my own, and it really came down to just feigning confidence and remembering my training. In reality, to seek a great mermaid out in the first place proved to be the biggest challenge. Got lucky, really; they're the first children of the goddess Abyndine, and there's only a dozen or so in all of the world's oceans.''
Ahura nodded. "Maybe you could take me to meet her, one day? Ya know, the real Flwelynne."
"Oh, of course," said Anahita. "Bear in mind, it's been a few hundred years, and I have managed to soften her disposition a bit, so don't expect the same overly proud demi-goddess you met here in my dream."
Ahura nodded. It was so easy to forget that, despite her beauty, her mistress had lived far past the usual human lifespan. The Unholy Mother's magic really is something else… "So, now that you're back in control, what is your plan? Do we confront this dream-eater head on? Shall we visit some dream realm to find a powerful weapon to beat it?"
Anahita closed her eyes, smirked, then said, "I think I mean for us to play its game for a bit longer."
"Yeah, that sounds—" The words sank in, and Ahura paused. "Wait, what?"
"I know it sounds odd, but if we break the sequence of the dream and head right for it, it will know, and it will be ready. No, let us play along for a bit and get to it at our own pace."
Ahura blinked. "But, won't it have time to prepare for—"
Anahita laughed. "Time does not work here, my love. We're in a dream. Years could pass for us, but mere seconds could pass wherever the dream-eater lies in wait."
"I-I see." Now that Ahura thought about it, the memories of the time she spent travelling across the dreamscape seemed oddly… one-dimensional in her mind, as if she had somehow experienced all of those events at the exact same moment. In fact, being so far removed from that sequence of events, she could no longer recall the order in which they happened. Ugh, I shouldn't ponder any of that anymore. It's making my head hurt…
"Anyway, steel yourself, my sweet little Ahura," said Anahita, a grin spanning her face, "for soon we will make landfall, and we will have to face the wonders and dangers of the Island of Strangers."
"Okay, but since we have time," said Ahura, leaning forward, "could you tell me exactly what that Fae phrase I uttered means? I can no longer contain my curiosity."
Anahita laughed and shrugged. "I suppose there is no harm. Now, come hither..." 
The young mistress pressed her lips to Ahura's ear and explained the phrase in very few words. The apprentice's eyes went wide, and her cheeks bright red. "Mistress! I-I know we're servants of the Unholy Mother and all, but— Even by our standards, that is horrendously lewd! I— I… Oh, come here, you!"
Ahura pounced on Anahita, and—amidst the cacophony of gurgles and growls—Flwelynne could hear plenty of giggling, moaning, and impassioned cries inside her own belly as she swam for a month towards the Island of Strangers…
