Dear Miss Eclives:

We have heard your concerns regarding the unusual behavior of your new horse. You will be seeing several men showing up to your farm shortly. They will be heavily armed. Do not be concerned. We ask that you remain in your home for the time being. 

Warmest regards,

-The King's Agricultural Agency

The gang’s destination was Touven, the so-called “City of Flowers.

They rightly assumed that a more densely populated city farther away from Thern would make a much safer place to hide out, but unfortunately that still left the considerable amount of travel between their current location and Touven.

Norrix spread out a regional map in front of him. His companions leaned in to get a better look, only for Keena to lean back out after she accidentally blanketed the entire surface with her hair.

“So, there are two routes we can take,” Norrix said. “The road is the fastest way there, and there’s a small outpost about a third of the way along the path where we can rest overnight. It’s probably safer too because it’s more well-traveled, but ambushes by highwaymen aren’t unheard of either. Plus, if they correctly guessed that we’re heading to Touven, or they’ve been following us, the outpost would be a perfect place for an ambush. We could also go through the forest, but it’d take longer. This part of the region isn’t particularly dense with monsters either, but I’m pretty sure we’re all sick of sleeping in the dirt at this point. It would make it easier to hide from pursuers though.”

Norrix brought his fingertip to his lips and chewed on his nail a bit.

“I guess it all depends on whether or not we think they’ve been tracking our movements.”

“Well I haven’t smelled anything suspicious,” Keena chimed in. “Even if they know where we are, I think we’re far enough ahead of them that we’ll reach Touven first, and if they do have spies ahead of us I don’t think they’ve had enough time to let them know we’re coming.”

“Yes, I agree,” Marenn added, tapping his finger against the parchment. “I think we’ll be the most safe among fellow travelers. I don’t see any reason why we should continue to shirk the luxuries of paved roads or warm beds when we don’t have to.”

“I guess it’s settled then,” Norrix said, rolling up the map with a theatrical fluttering sound. “The road more traveled it is.”

----

Pyra’s hooves clopped loudly against the wooden floor of the tavern, as the other patrons wisely parted, some even dragging their tables out of the way to make a path for the centaur as she approached the counter.

“Have you seen these three?” Pyra said, sliding the papers with her targets description across the counter. “Actually, let me rephrase that: you have seen these three, do you know where they were going?”

The bartender read over the papers carefully before handing them back to her. As much as he tried he couldn’t quite hide the way his hand trembled.

“I don’t like associating with...people in your profession,” he said sternly. “But that damned woman did ruin my bar. We still haven’t managed to scrub all the stink out.”

He hung his head and sighed. “I saw them taking the southwest path out of town, but that could be taken them anywhere.”

Pyra tucked her papers back into her satchel. “That should be enough, thank you.”

“Please, never come back here,” he said said hoarsely after a moment’s pause. “I don’t want to be involved with anything like this ever again.”

“Don’t worry,” Pyra said, somehow still radiating an aura of intimidation even as she left with her puffy equine asshole pointed straight at the bartender. “Both I and my employers like to avoid unnecessary involvement. You won’t receive any repercussions from our little encounters, not even a reward.”

A bassy sputtering accompanied the flapping of Pyra’s tail as a long, juicy fart erupted from her fat shitter.

“Excuse me,” she said, slapping the side of her equine upper back as though she were scolding a disobedient animal. “Sometimes it’s hard to control my other half, heh. Sounds like you should be pretty used to dealing with stink at this point, so just try and put a little extra elbow grease in the next time you scrub.”

----

Going along with what the bartender had said, Pyra made her way to the village’s southwest exit. Indeed, the trail seemed to go cold here. The paved path ensured that no foot or hoofprints were left behind. For an ordinary assassin, this would’ve made their contract immensely more difficult, but Pyra was no ordinary assassin, and she had other resources she could call on.

She pressed her thumb underneath her index finger, brought them up to her lips, and them air sharply into the space between them, producing a shrill whistle that echoed across the path and into the surrounding forest.

After a few seconds of silence, a lone doe emerged from the wood, galloping towards Pyra’s position before stopping dead in its tracks and standing right at her feet with its head slightly bowed.

“That’s a good girl,” Pyra said, leaning down so she could stroke its head. “Now, I want you to tell me all about everyone who’s been through here in the past day. What do you mean? Of course I won’t do anything to hurt them. I just want to talk.”

----

“So, Touven,” she said. “Not a bad choice. I’ve heard it’s very romantic.”

She went over her target’s files one last time. “They say he’s good with monsters too. Aren’t I just the luckiest girl in the world?” she said, the spears strapped to her back clacking and rustling with her every trot.

----

“Ugh, are you serious!” Keena shouted at the caravan in front of her, who had blocked up their entire path with a fleet of old, sluggish horses. “Consider yourselves lucky you aren’t downwind from me!”

“If they were downwind of you, then they wouldn’t be blocking our path, now would they?” Marenn said, who had wisely chose to situate himself at the front of their formation, where he two would be spared from the sultry scent of the lupine lady. That is, of course, until the winds changed, and a sour cloud of dense musk floated past his nose.

“So Norrix,” he said, bringing his horse beside the dark haired human’s, partly in hope that he would serve as a shield. “We you serious about continuing our relationship?”

Norrix nodded. “Whenever I thought back to when we were together, and I tried to remember why it ended, well, I could never really think of a good reason why.” Norrix looked at the way his hair shone in the day in such a way that it looked as if it were made of pure sunlight itself, and the way his bosom bawdily bobbed with each of his horse’s footfalls and his reasons became even less clear.

“It seems our lives did get worse after we parted, although that may have had more to do with our graduation.”

“Exactly! So when I found you again it was like I was being given a second chance. I wouldn’t mind picking up exactly where we left off, so long as you don’t mind sharing me.”

“Oh, no,” Marenn said, shaking his head. “I have no intention of sharing you. I expect to receive exactly one hundred percent of your affection, and she should expect to receive the same. If you want to receive twice the love, you should be ready to provide it twofold as well.”

Norrix let out a soft, breathy giggle.

“Yes, I think I agree.”

“I hope you haven’t forgotten the particular ways you used to please me in the time we’ve spent apart. You were getting quite good at it too…”

“Oh, please,” Norrix scoffed. “It doesn’t take much to get you moaning.”

“Is that so? I don’t suppose you could prove it?” Marenn said, slowing his horse to a trot and allowing Norrix to do the same.

“Well, let’s see…” Norrix said, licking the tip of his finger before bringing his hand beneath Marenn’s shirt. “If I recall, you were always rather sensitive around here…” he dragged his damp finger along Marenn’s lower abdomen, starting just below his navel, lightly swirling it over his belly button before moving it a few centimeters up, and then back down again. He could feel the goosebumps raising on the creamy smooth flesh, as Marenn let out a little sound that started as a whimper and ended as a moan. It became a moan quite emphatically as Norrix’s other hand ventured beneath his top, cupping itself underneath the smooth, satisfying heft of his breast, flicking at the rapidly stiffening nipple with his finger…

The caravan that had been lurking languidly in front of them had their horses all suddenly burst into a gallop with a dramatic crack of the reigns.

“Oh dear…” Marenn said, pulling his shirt back down and trying to smooth out the wrinkles with his plam. “Let’s...try and save that for when we get to the outpost.”

“Nuh-uh,” Keena shouted from behind them. “Fall back to me, I could use a little loving too-”

Keena was interrupted when her horse suddenly stopped dead in its tracks, and bucked with such ferocity that it sent Keena flying. It wasn’t until she scraped herself up from the ground after tumbling into the dirt that saw the bloody spear jutting out from her mount’s side.

Even as Norrix and Marenn’s horses came to a dead stop at her side to help her, the clatter of hooves still continued. Keena smelled its source before she saw it. Marenn and Norrix assumed that the flash of blonde hair and the pounding stampede of feet belonged to a horse and her rider until she drew closer, but Keena could tell right away by her scent that they were dealing with a centaur.

“Get down, idiots!” Keena said, shoving the two off their horses just in time for a spear to sail over Marenn’s head. Their mounts scattered in fear, leaving the three stranded in the middle of the road as Pyra approached with a speed beyond that of even an actual horse. Still slightly rattled from being thrown from her horse, Keena finally managed to dust herself off and rise back to her feet only to be brought back down by her knees as a spearblow pierced her shoulder. Blood exploded from the wound and soaked in the cracks between the pavement. Keena’s roar was truly like that of a wounded animal.

“Not a bad hit,” Pyra said, her horse half now over Keena’s bleeding form. “Now-” as she raised her arm to hurl another spear, a very distinct sound of flowing liquid and a telltale splatter filled the air. A thick stream of musky, deep yellow piss flowed from Pyra’s crotch and onto Keena’s body, soaking her in stale-smelling urine more thoroughly than she’d been soaked through with her own blood.

“Damn, I uh, I didn’t mean for that to happen. Sometimes animal instinct just takes over, heh.”

She would’ve picked up where she left off and loaded another javelin into her throwing arm, had Norrix not hurled a hefty book directly at her head. It landed with respectable impact, but it was the unexpectedness of it all really left Pyra reeling.

“Fuck!” she shouted as she clutched her aching skull. “You’re a feisty one, heh. Usually I prefer my boys docile, but I’m sure you’ll be compliant after I skewer your frien-”

Once again Pyra was interrupted, only this time by Keena. She sunk her teeth one of Pyra’s bag legs deep enough to scrape bone-and that was enough to get her off of her as she stumbled back in pain.

“Come on,” Keena said, helping the other two to their feet. Pyra was already beginning to recover from the bite. “The outpost isn’t far from here. We gotta make a run for it.”

She paused, seeing the way Norrix was looking at her wound.

“It’s fine,” she said, covering it with her hand. “Doesn’t one of your books say that werewolves are tough as shit?” 

Norrix let out an exhausted little chuckle. “Yeah, something like that.”

The three broke out into a sprint, knowing better than to assume that Pyra’s injury would slow her down. Even if she was completely immobile, her spears would remain a projectile threat until they put some considerable distance between them and her.

Luckily, they managed to rejoin the caravan they had been stuck behind earlier, which was much easier to pass on foot.

“Hey, uh, you’re gonna want to watch out,” Keena said as she passed them, and the three vanished into the more densely packed riders and wagons before them, in hopes that they could lose her. For a while, it seemed to be working, as their pursuer galloped frustratedly around the perimeter of the cluster of wagons and caravans, trying and failing to spot them through the crowd. For various reasons, she didn't want to start randomly lobbing spears into a crowd. Knowing that Keena was much taller than just about everyone else, she kept her eye out for any glances of black hair above the crowd, but she found none. Eventually she came to the conclusion that even if she managed to spot her targets, not even someone as accurate as her could hit them without collateral damage. She decided that the best plan of action was to break away from the road, and ambush them at the place she knew they were heading towards. So, she made a beeline for the nearby outpost, spears clattering against her side. 

"Do you see her?" Norrix said as he pushed past another traveler. 

"Excuse me, pardon me," Marenn said as he made his way through the crowd.

"No. Just keep moving forward, the outpost should be close," Keena said. If one wanted to know how tightly packed this crowd was, they need only look at the fact that she was still surrounded by people on every side despite the ripe odor of excitement wafting from beneath her underarms, and the fact that she was still very visibly bleeding. Indeed, they weren't far from their destination, and with a bit more pushing they emerged on the other side, spat out by the crowd onto the side of the road. 

The outpost was comprised of a humble little cluster of buildings, almost exclusively places where travelers could rest or restock. "We should keep moving," Keena said, scanning their surroundings.

"There," she pointed towards the inn. "We'll hide in there for now. With any luck she'll have trouble getting through the door."

The trio charged into the inn, past a flustered innkeeper, but unfortunately they were not so lucky regarding the centauress's ability to navigate the space. She squeezed her fat flank through the doorway with little difficulty, just as the group scrambled up the stairs and hid in an unoccupied room. They could hear the clopping of hooves against the hardwood coming from outside. 

"She doesn't seem to know which room we're in," Marenn said. "But it's only a matter of time before she finds us. And no matter which exit we take, even if we jump out the window she'll be on us in a second. I really didn't intend to get trapped in an inn for the second time in two days you know. So, any plans?"

"You two, hide underneath the bed. I'll stand by the door and try and ambush her when she comes in. It's the best we've got."

The boys nodded and dove underneath the bed, while Keena stood by the doorway, ready to pounce.

"Are you sure you'll be okay?" Norrix said. 

"Yeah, don't worry about me," Keena said. "My hearing is super acute. With those loud-ass hooves, I pretty much know where she is at all times. Meanwhile, she has no idea what room we're in. As long as we have the element of surp-wait, she's coming right towards us. There's no way-"

A spear pierced through the wall of the inn, and buried itself in Keena's side. The wolfess yelped and leapt back from the doorway, allowing Pyra to stroll in undisturbed. 

"How did she-" Keena's ears perked up. She had heard the persistent flapping of bird wings outside their window the entire time, but she had just dismissed it as mere background noise. It wasn't until she started paying attention that she noticed it was the same bird, passing over their window over and over again in quick passes. 

"Shit...should've told me that centaurs could talk to animals," Keena said. At least this wound wasn't as severe. Most of the impact was absorbed by the wall, so the puncture left in Keena's side was relatively small. Still, as Pyra strode in casually with her hoofs clacking noisily against the floor, brandishing a spear in either hand, she seemed ready to inflict a deeper wound at any moment.

"They can't-at least, I've never heard of them doing such a thing," Norrix said, emerging from underneath the bed. 

"Don't you worry your studious little head," Pyra said. "You're not forgetting any facts from school. That talent is entirely unique to me. Anyways," she lowered her spears. Everyone had their eye on the nearest available exits, Pyra included, and everyone was aware that they couldn't escape without guaranteeing that they'd be skewered.

"Now that I have you cornered, I'd like to talk," she said. "Normally when I accept a contract I fulfill it no matter what, but this time I'm willing to make an exception. There's one thing I value more than money, and it's men." She sauntered over to Norrix, jamming the tip of her spear in the collar of his shirt and tilting it like a lever to lift him off of his feet. "My taste in lovers is very, very particular, and you just happen to tick all of my boxes," she said. "And since you don't mind getting cozy with that unwashed fleabag over there, I'm sure you won't complain about my BROOOOOMPTTTH!! smell like the rest of them."

Pyra's puffy donut erupted wetly with a loud of gas that left the inn room thoroughly fumigated with a stench like a stable that hadn't been cleaned in days. "Come with me, service my ever need and I'll let you and your friends go, so long as you promise to hand over that juice and never get into my client's business again. So, what do you say? Did they teach you about how to please a centauress in your classes? I'm sure you'd remember if they did! I bet you were the professor's pet! You're even still wearing your school uniform, how cute. I'd recommend you change to something that you don't mind getting a few manure stains on-"

"Yeah, bullshit," Norrix said. "I know better than to think a criminal organization will just let us off the hook if we promise not to talk." 

Pyra threw up her shoulders. "Maybe you don't know me by reputation. If you did, you'd know I'm telling the truth.

"Perhaps," Marenn said, emerging from beneath the bed itself, half-expecting to be struck by a spear immediately. "We could strike up a different kind of deal."

"I'm not interested in any other kind of deal," she snarled. "I wouldn't violate my contract for anything else."

"Oh, you'll still get exactly what you want. Surely there must be someone else who fits all your requirements for a lover? And certainly they'd make a better servant if they weren't, err, entering into the contract under such duress." 

"Like I said, my tastes are very, very specific," she said. "I can't imagine there's anyone other than your friend who fits them all so perfectly. And besides, it's not just that he's got the look. He's got experience with monsters too. Probably been elbow-deep in one once or twice before."

"Well what if I told you that I happen to know someone who fits all those requirements as well, and who works in this very outpost?"

"I'd call you a liar," she said. "The chances of you knowing two guys that are exactly my type is like one in a million."

"Ah, but you see, I happen to have a very similar type as well." Marenn continued. "That's how I know him. He was...my lover after Norrix. A stablehand by the name of Kedet. I was never quite over him, so the moment I saw someone else with dark hair and curious eyes, well..."

"Fine, I believe you," Pyra said. The blush that Marenn wore on his face, so profound and pink that he felt the need to mask it by retreating within his own hair was enough evidence of his sincerity. "Where is he now?"

"I'm not sure," Marenn said. "He should be down by the stables but if he's approached with by a spear-wielding stranger he'd probably turn and run. You have to let me talk to him. I'm the only one who can convince him to go with you."

"Fine," she said. "You have an hour. I'll have my scouts on a perimeter around this town, so don't bother running."

"Thank you," Marenn said. Pyra stepped aside so he could leave the room, but her spear fell like a gate in front of Norrix as he tried to exit.

"Nah-huh, I'm not letting you through. Just him," Pyra said.

"I insist that you let us all go. Otherwise I won't do it."

"Fine, then I'll just kill you then, and take your friend," she said. "Or I might just kill him too. I still get paid. Better than being left with nothing if you all decide to turn tail."

"Let me stay," Keena said. "Even injured, I stand the best chance of escaping out of any of us. I mean, look at those two."

Pyra gazed upon their stringbean-esque forms. "Heh, I guess you're right. Fine, the two of you can go, but she stays. And before you leave-"

Pyra quickly thrust her spear into the back of Norrix's calf, making a shallow wound that still made him fall onto his remaining good leg reflexively. "That'll keep you from running. It'll heal quickly, so you won't have anything to worry about as long as you bring me what I asked for."

Norrix winced as he limped out of the room. Part of him wished he was strong enough to fight back. Part of him desperately wanted to try anyways. But he knew that doing so would just put himself and his friends at risk. Still, seeing Keena slouched weakly against the wall, clutching her bleeding wound filled him with something that wasn't quite rage. It was more like a protective instinct, a sense of duty that told him he couldn't allow this to go on for a second longer. 

"I'll be fine," Keena said. The same feeling that burned in Norrix's chest was aflame in hers, but she knew she had to quell it in the both of them. "I know you'll succeed." Norrix nodded. He had utter confidence in both her and Marenn. He knew they would not let him down.

----

"So, I lied," Marenn said as soon as the two stepped beyond the entrance to the inn. "I just panicked. I thought if I made something up, it could buy us more time."

"Well, you certainly did that, at least," Norrix said. He tried to keep calm, but the wave of white-hot panic that shot through his spine still made him visibly shudder. "So no such person exists, then?"

"Not to my knowledge, no."

"So you, err, haven't seen anyone else since we broke up?"

"No, I have not."

"Well, that explains why you were so desperate earlier. Even back then I've never known you to just melt in my touch like that."

Marenn's face was ablaze once again, and he still resorted to the tactic of trying to cover it from behind his pale locks. "I'd appreciate if we didn't talk about this now."

"Sorry, I just, uh, I'm kind of panicking right now."

"Well that's not good. I was kind of assuming you'd have some kind of plan."

"Let me think-" Norrix said, squatting cross-legged on the stairway of the inn before the innkeeper shoed them off. They retreated to the rear the nearby supply shop, taking notice of the ring crows in the distance that now encircled the town.

"We could rescue Keena, try and run away." 

Marenn shook his head. "There's no way. She definitely has some animals patrolling the inn. And even if we do manage to get her out, there's all those crows, and your leg. She'll have us all skewered before we can escape."

"But if I get on horseback-"

"She is a horse."

"You're right. Maybe we could try fighting back. I mean, if I had a weapon-"

"We're talking about a trained assassin here. Even Keena couldn't beat her. If she thought she stood a chance, don't you think she'd be trying right now?"

Norrix sighed. "I guess we could try to look around, and hope that we can find someone who fits my description. People are coming through the road all the time, so it's not impossible."

"That should be our very last resort. Remember, we only have an hour."

"Maybe I should just take her offer. I mean, if it means saving the two of you..."

"No, you were right the first time. Whoever hired her will just find someone else to kill me and Keena. We have to figure a way out of this. Come on, think. Monsters are your area of expertise, are there any that could help us somehow?"

Norrix buried his head in his chest. "I mean, there are plenty of monsters that resemble humans, so I guess there could be some that have the appearance she's looking for, but it's not any more likely that we'll find one of them than a human who fits that description. It's not like there's any entire species that's slight with dark hair that just so happens to live in this region either."

"Mmm, and it seems that she won't accept anyone who doesn't have your particular knowledge and experience with monsters as a suitable replacement either. Maybe we really are just screwed," Marenn said, sitting beside him and burying his face in his own chest, which provided a much more substantial cushion. The two sat there for several minutes, head hung low. There was a part of Norrix that desperately wanted to give up, and if this was just about him he might've. So while he might've looked indistinguishable from someone who had surrendered, sitting there in glum silence, he mind was actually abuzz, as he tried to brute-force a solution to this seemingly insurmountable problem. Marenn was right about monsters being the solution-they were characterized by their impossible biology, so if anything could help them overcome this impossible problem, it would be them. So, Norrix essentially recited every monster that lived could be found within this region in his head, in hopes that one of them, any of them could help them out of this jam.

Mandrakes, no. Lamias, no. Fairies, no. Apia, no. Ghouls, no. Centaurs, obviously not. Harpies, no. Driders, no. Slimes, no. Slippers...

"Ah!" Norrix said, his head perking up suddenly, which came as such a shock to Marenn that he reflexively withdrew from his own cleavage. 

"What if we don't need to find someone who fits exactly what Pyra's looking for? What if we could find someone who could look like anything?"

"Is there such a thing?"

Norrix nodded. "They're called Slippers, because of their ability to 'slip' into a variety of forms. People in my profession aren't always the best at naming things. Anyways, they're very similar to slimes, only instead of just changing their shape, they can change their appearance completely. They even fit Pyra's requirement of experience, with, uh, anatomy such as hers."

"How's that?"

"Well, uh, while Slippers can take the form of humans, they generally consider themselves as part of the animal kingdom, and tend to, uh, ingratiate themselves as such."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean they, err, commonly take the form of animals, and, uh, breed with them. Particularly horses."

"Ah."

"But that's good for us though. It means there's a good chance there'll be one that infiltrated the stables."

"All this effort just to end up going to the exact place I lied about going to before."

"I guess that means you weren't a liar, then. Anyways, I hope you're prepared to ask a stablehand some very awkward questions."

----

Norrix greeted the stablehand, a kind-looking, freckled girl a few years younger than he was with a wave. He felt bad about involving her in all of this, but with any luck she would never know anything about what had transpired. "My friend here is a jockey, and we're looking for a stud to produce a winning racehorse with our mare." They certainly weighed about as much as they average horseracer, although their clothes were certainly not denoting of such.

"Gosh, well, we don't really have any racing horses. The ones here are mostly for pulling carts and such."

"Ah, that won't be a problem," Marenn said. "All of the racing genes reside within our mare. We just need a strong, virile stallion to produce a healthy child."

"Yes," Norrix chimed in. "Do you have any stallions that have been, err, particularly frisky with the mares? Very promiscuous, perhaps?"

"As a matter of fact, we do. But it's the strangest thing. He's mounting a new mare every other day, and yet none of them ever seem to get pregnant."

"Ah, that's perfect!" Norrix said, with perhaps a suspicious amount of enthusiasm. 

"I thought you said you wanted him to impregnate your mare?"

"Yes!" Marenn added. "He obviously just hasn't found the right woman to settle down with yet. That just means that when we do finally introduce him to our mare, all of his fluids will be especially potent!"

"If you say so," she said. "Hey! Bring old Slippy over here!" she hollered at one of the other stablehands. 

"Slippy?"

"Yeah, on account of how he's always slipping in and out of the mares."

"Huh."

The stablehand brought over what appeared to be a perfectly ordinary horse, and even Norrix would've mistaken it as such had he not been looking for subtle signs like the slight nervous tremble it had, or the distinctly not horse-like way it tended to turn its head. 

"How much do you want for it?"

Norrix felt the air leave him somewhat as a not insignificant portion of the gold they'd been carrying with them went towards the horse, but frankly any price was worth it if it meant they could pull this off. And all things considered, everything was going smoothly, as the two departed with their horse in tow. 

"So, how do we get it to turn into a human?" Marenn asked. 

"We talk to it."

"They can talk?"

Norrix nodded. 

"But I thought you said they were animals."

"That's what they tell themselves, at least."

The two continued to walk (or limp, in Norrix's case), before settling behind the rear of what appeared to be a large supply shed, the only place where they were out of view of both the road and the inn in which Pyra resided. "Alright, you can reveal yourself now. We know your secret, and we mean you no harm." Norrix said to Slippy. There was a brief silence, in which Norrix was left to wonder if they'd accidentally bought a sterile, profoundly horny but otherwise ordinary horse before the equine dissolved into a bubbling glob of slime the color of scuffed skin. 

"Yeah, yeah, what do you want? I had a good thing going there, you know," bubbled up a voice from the pile, as it shifted to form something resembling a mouth. "But if you were serious about that mare, hey, I'll take it. I always had a thing for athletic girls."

"We may not have been entirely honest back there," Norrix said. "But we do have a lover lined up for you."

"I'm listening."

"She's a centaur and..."

"Nah nah nah. I don't do centaurs," the pinkish glob spat. "Not too into the top half."

"You said you like athletic women, yes?" Marenn chimed in. "Well how do you feel about assassins?"

"Ooh, a bad girl. I can get down with that."

"And I can assure you, her bottom half is exceedingly equine. She's more of a horse down there than any mare you've known in every sense...including smell. I've experienced that firsthand."

"Alright, alright, you have me sold. What do I gotta do?"

"This centaur has a very specific type. And that type is, uh, well, guys like me I guess. Slender, dark hair, light eyes, fair skin," Norrix gulped. "Maybe a little on the short side."

"Yeah, I can do that. Easy."

"Good. Just make sure you don't look too much like me. We need her to believe you're a different person."

"Hey, who's the shapeshifter here?"

Norrix and Marenn watched as the fleshly mass began to form as though it were a lump of clay being sculpted by a pair of invisible hands. First it assumed the rough shape of a human, shifting around its mass until it had reached the proportions they had described. From there, it changed color from raw flesh to light skin. Facial details rapidly formed, the lumps of meat that were its hands and feet separated to form fingers and toes, and hair sprouted from its scalp until a handsome, dark-haired young man of slight build stood before them. 

"How's this?" he said in a voice that was far more recognizably human than the gurgles it had been emitting before. He was also very much naked, as Slippers could only imitate organic substances. As Norrix and Marenn gazed upon his bare form, it began to dawn on them that there was one very important aspect of their would-be suitor's anatomy that they had neglected. 

"Do we...do we know her preferences regarding penis size?" Marenn said. 

"Well, I'd say we should just make it identical to mine, but there's no way Pyra could've seen it."

"Perhaps it's not that important to her, then."

"Maybe we should make it fairly large, to err on the side of caution."

"She does seem to prefer her men submissive, though. Perhaps she likes them smaller."

"Here, I'll settle it for you," Slippy spat A fat, thick slab of cockmeat and a plump, smooth sack erupted from his smooth crotch with a comical "boing."

"I'm not letting you two stick me with a small cock. There, happy?"

"Right. Let's go see Pyra then."

The three tried to make their way back to the inn as discreetly as possible, but they still got an odd look from the innkeeper when he spotted their new, nude companion. They returned to the room in which Pyra and Keena resided. They didn't remember the exact room number, but they didn't have to. They just needed to look for the one with the massive hole in the wall.

"Looks like their hour's almost up," Pyra said. "None of my little birdies have spotted them trying to run though. Maybe they really were telling the truth."

"An elven prince always keeps his word," Marenn said, as the trio strolled through the door. Pyra's eye (the one that was not covered by her eyepatch) visibly widened as she saw the form of their naked friend emerge from the doorway. 

"I don't believe it. You actually did it," she said, trotting over to her undressed offering to get a better look.

"Why is he naked? Not that I'm complaining," she asked, sounding more confused than suspicious, which was good for Norrix and Marenn. 

"We wanted you to be able to examine him up close as quickly as possible, to make sure he fit all of your standards," Marenn said. "And besides, it's best he get used to never wearing clothes around you."

Pyra gave a hearty chuckle. "Heh, you're so considerate. I hope you don't mind that your ex-boyfriend is gonna be slurping the grease from my fat asshole day and night."

"It is of no concern," Marenn said. "And I appreciate that you're being so considerate as well."

Pyra leaned in further. "And he's got experience too?"

"Oh yes, he's known for being especially friendly with the mares," Marenn said. "So friendly, in fact, that people began to spread some salacious rumors." 

"Well for your sake I hope those rumors are true. You better be real comfortable getting elbow-deep in equine cunt, lover-boy."

Slippy nodded, and began to speak to Pyra for the first time. It was unfortunate then, that his choice of words were to so regrettable. "It's true. I've sired many a freakish half-horse baby."

"Hah, he's got a sense of humor too." She took one last look at him before turning back to the group. "I know you're not supposed to look a gift horse in the mouth, heh, but I do prefer blue eyes to green," she said, only to turn back around and find herself faced with a pair of sky-blue peepers.

"Oh, my eyes are blue," Slippy insisted. "They just look green sometimes. It's a trick of the light."

Since he was already standing in a state of utter, shameless nudity, Slippy had no qualms about cupping his hands underneath his massive balls and presenting them to Pyra like they were a wrapped gift. "And what do you think about these?"

"What the hell do I care about your cock?" Pyra scoffed. "No human's dick is gonna be big enough to satisfy me. You better be ready to put those arms to work. Actually, what do you say we go for a little test run?"

Pyra dropped her spears to the ground, which Norrix chose to take as an indication that a peace had been reached. With her newly free hands, she grabbed her perfectly sculpted lover and shoved his face right into her flank. Mere minutes after it had first been formed, and that smooth, fair flesh was already being soiled by musky equine ass grease.

"That's right, get licking," she growled, as a warm, wet tongue entered her fat, foul asshole, a tongue that was perhaps just a bit longer and a bit wider than a human's should reasonably be.

"Mmmmf, fuck." Thick droplets of juice dripped from her thick, musky horse cunt and landed on the floor with slimy splatters. The pleasure was so overwhelming that Pyra lost control of both her bowels and her sense of decency, blasting her lover straight in the face with a repulsive gust of sickeningly warm flatulence. He wasn't slowed down in the slightest, and continued to eat her ass out like he hadn't just been blasted in the face with sheer stench.

Norrix, Marenn, and even the injured Keena watched their unabashed display of filthy affection, not wanting to interrupt, but not exactly sure if they should let it continue either. 

"Should we...leave?" Marenn said, pulling his shirt over his nose in attempt to use it as a filter, but to no avail. The room still reeked of manure no matter what he did.

This continued for several minutes, with the sound of deep, wet slurps and equine ass eruptions filling the room. "Nnng, do you ever need to come up for air?" Pyra groaned. He continued to rim her without a single pause, as a small series of oxygen-absorbing slits similar to gills emerged from his back.

"Yeah, I think we should leave now."

Norrix and Marenn tried to hoist Keena up on their shoulders, but she insisted that she was fine, and rose back to her feet to prove it. The two departed, leaving the sound of wet slurps, juicy farts and orgasmic moans to fade in the background behind them.

"I don't know what the hell you guys did, but it worked," Keena said, sprawling out on the soft cotton of the infirmary bed with Norrix in the one beside her.

"What do you mean? I said I would find my ex-lover at the stables, and that's exactly what I did," Marenn said, expressing a silent gratitude that he was the only one left uninjured. 

"Nah, I can tell when someone's lying when I'm around them for long enough, and you were definitely lying." Keena said. "I could smell that whoever you brought definitely wasn't human either. Well, hey, as long as that gets them off our back."

"Lie back, this will hurt," the doctor said, as he teetered a bottle of healing fluid over Keena's wound. "Pff, go ahead. I can take it."

Keena winced almost immediately as the steaming liquid seeped into her wound.

“This actually...nng-hurts pretty bad. Could you...could you hold my hand, please?” she said, turning to Norrix. He gladly took her hand in his, happy that it was there, instead of buried several feet into a lusty centauress's asshole, although he had a feeling that their adventure would call on him to do something like that again soon enough.

----

Norrix was declared fit enough to leave before long. Pyra hadn't been lying, his wound was fairly treatable, but it was recommended he stay off his feet for a while. Keena, meanwhile, was recommended that she stay for a few more days, but she said.

"I heal fast," she insisted.

----

Yet again they were forced to purchase a fresh set of horses, and from the same woman at the stables they had left so bewildered before. Before they left, though, they had to do one last thing. "Even if they think we're dead, it's only a matter of time before whoever hired Pyra realizes we're still alive."

Norrix pulled out the chemical from his satchel, which had still remained with him the whole time. "We can't fight them if we're still completely in the dark. We still need to find out whatever this is. I don't have the equipment or the knowledge, but someone else in my profession, er, I should say my area of study might. We just have to find one. There are some pretty popular spots for monster research near Touven, so there's probably one there, the only problem is finding them. That's why, Keena, I wanted to ask. Pretty much any researcher would jump at the chance to study someone like you in person. So if we made it known that you were traveling with us."

"We might be able to draw them out. Yeah, I get it."

“Are you sure you’re okay with, I mean, being treated as a curiosity?” Norrix asked.

“It seems like this is the best way we can do this, and I want to know what the hell’s going on here as badly as you do.”

“I’m just concerned that revealing your existence to the world might have some long-term repercussions.”

Keena placed her hand firmly upon his shoulder. “We’ll worry about that later. We already have an organized crime syndicate sending assassins after us, I think things have gotten as bad as they’re gonna get,” she said with a smile. “And besides, you have your loyal wolf here to protect you. If anyone tries to hurt us I’ll tear them to shreds. And I know you’ve got my back too, right?”

“Right,” Norrix said with a determined nod.

“You give me the words and phrases that you think would be most attention-grabbing to people in your profession, and I’ll compose and write the posters. I need to get some use out of those communications and calligraphy classes at some point,” Marenn chimed in.

"Right. We'll keep it straight and to the point. Say that there's a Congenital Werewolf in Touven, willing to participate in a study. Only experienced researchers need apply."

Hours later, the posters were drafted up, and the three were on horseback and off to see the city of flowers. There was a part in each of them, however, that wished they could use a different type of transportation for a while.

