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Peyton hated waiting. Yet she sat in the corner of the noisy tavern, waiting as much as patience would allow. It was a warm evening in Haburh Town. The peasants had just finished a hard day’s work and were drinking and dancing. The tavern Peyton was sitting in was known as The Sweet Tooth, for Nelye, the elven woman who owned the bar, was a fine baker and often served sweets alongside her ale. 

Peyton had been waiting so long, she thought she would get fat from all the lemon cakes they kept bringing her. Plate after plate, and as she was bored, she ate them. Now she was feeling full, sleepy from sugar, and grumpy from waiting. Even the sight of women shaking their naked breasts as they danced on the tabletops wasn’t enough to cheer her.

The Sweet Tooth only allowed female patrons, and what a blessing that was, Peyton thought. Young nubile women were everywhere, dancing with their breasts pouring from their gowns, hitching up their skirts and kicking their shapely legs. The gods were good! 

Some of the women kissed passionately in corners while others giggled and put their heads together as they eyed Peyton across the room. 

Peyton held down a smile. She knew why the women were giggling and staring. She was a knight and was dressed in full silver armor, her long red hair pulled back in a messy bun. Her shield as it leaned against her chair bore the sigil of fire, which meant she was sworn to the service of a temple, where sorceresses were sent to give themselves in holy marriage to the goddess. It was Peyton’s duty to protect such women, and having freshly graduated from the academy, she was waiting for her ward to arrive at the tavern. That she, a holy knight, was sitting in a tavern of all places was scandalous – not exactly illegal, but scandalous all the same—and the women couldn’t stop staring and whispering. Peyton didn’t mind. She liked the attention. It was refreshing after five years of living in a barracks far from feminine women and their swaying hips. 

Peyton had been told that her sorceress was young with wild red hair and gold spectacles, but after hours of waiting, no such woman had appeared. There were plenty of redheads in the tavern, of course, for most women in Trulavu were red, but none of them were sorceresses. They were peasants, all of them, wearing plain gowns, and most of them with bare feet. A sorceress, meanwhile, would always be dressed finely, with much jewelry, and would be wearing a necklace showing the sigil of fire. 

Eartas, the goddess of fire and life-force of the known world, was the one the sorceresses served. They swore themselves to her in holy matrimony and swore never to lay with a man. In truth, Peyton knew the celibacy and the vows and the promises and whatnot were about controlling powerful women, for only women had the gift of magick, and women alone were born with it. The vows had nothing to do with the goddess herself, and Peyton smirked as she lifted her tankard for another drink: if the vows truly meant nothing, then there was no reason she should remain celibate. Eartas wouldn’t strike her down for tasting a woman’s honeypot – assuming, of course, that the goddess even existed. 

Peyton was on her third tankard and feeling a little tipsy when finally, a redhead walked into the tavern. She was most definitely a sorceress, for she was wearing a long, beautiful tawny traveling gown, a fur cloak, and the sigil of fire hung about her neck. Spectacles were perched on her cute, upturned nose, and she was beautiful, her bright hair a long mess of red curls, her breasts quite large, so that Peyton sat at her table gawping for a moment, her tankard forgotten in her hand.

“About time,” Peyton muttered crossly, pulling herself together, but she froze in surprise when a second sorceress stepped into the tavern, walking closely beside the redhead. 

The second sorceress was just as beautiful as her friend, with long golden hair and great breasts above a narrow waist and round hips. Another perfect hourglass. She was wearing a long green gown and a fur cloak to match the redhead’s. Resting on her great cleavage was the sigil of fire: a flaming swirl. 

Both women were so beautiful that many heads turned as they approached Peyton, and excited whispers rose in a ripple across the room – holy priestesses of fire, here in a filthy tavern? Scandalous!

Peyton stood, pulling out chairs for each sorceress to sit. “My thanks,” each woman muttered. The redhead’s eyes were demurely down, but the blonde gazed directly at Peyton, her eyes full of hot lust. Peyton felt her clitoris throb slightly as she took her seat across from the women. The blonde was brazen, but the redhead was so shy. Peyton couldn’t decide which she liked better. Both were equally arousing.

“My greetings,” Peyton said to the redhead. “I am Peyton, your sworn knight and protector. You must be Willow, the sorceress I am sworn to.” Her eyes went uncertainly to the blonde, who was still gazing at her with steady hunger. “But who is your friend? And why have you summoned me to a tavern in a slum of all places – not that I’m complaining,” she added, her eyes drifting to the topless peasant girls who danced, giggling, on the tables. Damn, the gods were good.

“I told you she fancied women,” whispered the blonde to the redhead, and both giggled.

Peyton frowned. Both women were now staring at her with interest. She could sense mischief afoot. “Out with it, I beg of thee,” she pressed.

The redhead – Willow – took a shaky breath as she answered, “This is my friend, Robyn. She, too, is sworn to the goddess, but we have decided to flee the temple and pursue lives of our own making.”

The blonde – Robyn – nodded seriously. “We would be free of the Holy Flame.”

Peyton goggled at them. She’d been about to drink from her tankard but absently set it down in amazement. “Are the two of you mad?” she demanded in a strangled voice. “Two powerful women outside the control of the Order? You’ll be slain! I'll be slain if I aid thee in this foolishness!”

“Only if we are caught,” said Robyn, amused by Peyton’s shock.

“It isn’t foolishness to want freedom,” Willow insisted crossly. “Plenty of sorceresses have escaped the Holy Flame—!”

“Aye, we call them ‘witches,’” said Peyton over her, “and there’s an entire order that’s dedicated to hunting them down and burning them alive. You can’t tell me that living in the Holy Flame is so awful that you’d risk a burning at the stake!” 

Willow’s face screwed up in frustration, and given the fact that she was a powerful sorceress, Peyton might have been intimidated, but Willow was just too cute. Her cheeks were rather plump as they held up her glasses, and screwing her face up made her look like an adorable chipmunk. Peyton held back a laugh and tipped her tankard back for another drink.  

“Calm, Will,” said Robyn, who was still gazing steadily at Peyton. She had a sort of determined posture that Peyton didn’t like. “We will convince her yet,” Robyn insisted, and Willow took a deep breath and calmed down.

“Do not speak of me as if I were not present, lass,” said Peyton irritably. She set her tankard down again, eying the women darkly across the table. She shook her head. “You witches. You all think you can control and manipulate others just because you’re powerful, as if we mere mortals were beneath you. Maybe the law is right. Maybe you should be controlled by the Order.” 

Robyn was unfazed by Peyton’s words, though Willow’s cheeks reddened the tiniest bit in yet more frustration. 

Willow leaned forward with pleading eyes, and a red curl tumbled across her desperate gaze as she said, “I was given to the Holy Flame when I was six summers old! Six! I never had any say in my path. I would take back control of my life, and if I am captured in the attempt, it would be a worthy death. For what life could I lead healing the sick in some dusty temple for eternity?” Beside her, Robyn nodded.

Peyton sighed, tankard in hand. She felt badly for the women, but she was still afraid of the stake and said so.

“Burning at the stake were better than serving in a dusty old temple,” said Robyn, her lip curling. “Never seeing the world beyond its walls, never knowing physical pleasure, daily eating its bland food.”

“I don’t know,” said Peyton wearily and lifted her tankard, peering in at the contents. “You’re asking a great deal of a complete stranger—”

“We are powerful, true,” said Willow, “but we won’t survive the journey without you. As powerful as we are, we have many weaknesses.”

“The journey?” prompted Peyton, setting her tankard down. She gazed at the women with genuine curiosity.

“We wish to venture to Theremoor,” said Robyn, calm and businesslike. 

“It’s a free realm,” added Willow excitedly, her spectacles slipping down her nose to reveal her round, bright eyes. “No king, no queen, no laws against magick—”

“Yes, it’s complete anarchy,” said Peyton with great disapproval, “which makes it the most dangerous realm in the land. Rapists, thieves, slavers, smugglers – all of them flee there to avoid the law. We’d be captured, raped, and sold into slavery the moment we arrived – assuming we weren’t captured and whipped and then hung by the crown before we even got there—”

“You can fuck us both,” said Robyn in the same businesslike tone.

Peyton took a gulp of ale and slammed down her tankard. “Then let us set forth immediately,” she said, rising from her seat.
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