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“See, I told you this was a great idea.” Sylvie easily dispatched two of the medium-sized slimes that moved their way, swinging her enormous axe as if it were as light as a stick.

Vivienne couldn’t help but notice her lover’s arms flexing as she did it, and her cheeks might have colored slightly, not that she intended for the blonde to notice it. Sylvie was already far too smug about the effect she had on her; if she knew how much Vivienne liked watching her muscles flex, she would be unbearable.

Well, it wasn’t as if the blonde didn’t know she was attracted to her – they were lovers, after all. Sylvie was still too smug sometimes.

Perhaps the other’s idea wasn’t terrible. The dungeon they were in seemed to be filled with slimes of all kinds, and the blonde believed they could gather quite a bit of coin from the selling of their essence. It wouldn’t be a great bounty, or the kind of coin they could get from some rare artifact, but slime essence did have its uses. Most alchemists used her as some kind of base for their potions and poultices, and the purer the essence, the more expensive it could get.

Most of the time, adventurers as powerful as her and Sylvie didn’t bother hunting monsters like slimes; they just usually weren’t worth it. Yet there seemed to be quite a big number of slimes in the dungeon they were in, and some of them were more powerful than most. Once they were over and gathered all the essence they could, they should be able to gather a nice amount of gold, which would further their retirement plans.

Adventurers either retired young or they didn’t retire at all. And Vivienne didn’t want to lose her life fighting some monster in one dungeon or another or being backstabbed by some other adventurer with delusions of grandeur. She had her girl – no matter how much Sylvie managed to irritate her sometimes – and they basically had the means to buy a bit of farmland to themselves and live the rest of their lives in peace.

They would be doing just that, no matter how restless Sylvie would eventually become.

The two slimes Sylvie killed quickly dissolved into a gooey mess on the ground, and Vivienne stepped forward, grabbing another empty flask and gathering the centermost part of the remains. She would need to filter the essence later, see what she could do to purify it further, but it was turning out to be a nice haul.

As she did that, Sylvie kept an eye out for any threat, though Vivienne felt the blonde’s blue eyes on her frame from time to time. She bit her lower lip and tried not to react.

Sylvie was gorgeous. Tall, athletic, muscular. That didn’t stop her from being feminine as well, and her rear was quite well-defined, and her chest was quite... broad. For a long time, Vivienne tried to ignore her attraction to the warrior, but Sylvie knew what she wanted, and from the start, she made it obvious she hoped to seduce her. And she did it eventually.

Vivienne didn’t regret that in the least, despite not always showing it.

She loved the blonde and hoped to spend the rest of her life at her side. She loved adventuring with the other woman and knew she would love to stay at her side as they aged together. It didn’t mean she had to make it easy on Sylvie. The blonde would become far too foolish if she did...

Sometimes, she wondered what the blonde saw in her. Vivienne wasn’t as eye-catching as Sylvie, with her brown hair and petite frame; she knew the other woman had much more attractive people interested in her. And yet, Vivienne was the one who caught her eye...

Granted, the blonde didn’t shy away from telling her it was her breasts that first drew her attention. She still colored a little when she remembered that. Her breasts had always embarrassed her; she felt they were a little too big, and they drew too much attention even when she wore the largest of robes. They got her Sylvie, though.

A small smile grew on her lips, and she looked towards the blonde. And it was just in time, too. For one, she met the blonde’s gaze, saw how those blue eyes softened, and a smile spread across Sylvie’s cheeks. At the same time, she saw the grey slime sliding across one of the walls, hoping to sneak up on her lover.

Vivienne was a light mage. Healing and protection were the bread and butter of mages like her, but it didn’t mean they didn’t learn other kinds of tricks. The shield she cast with a quick gesture did more than just protect her lover. It was angled so that the slime sliced itself when it tried to leap onto the blonde’s back, and the two halves of the monster fell to each side of her lover.

Sylvie froze for a moment, looked to one side, then the other, back to Vivienne, who had started tapping her foot against the ground and looking annoyed at her lover. She grinned and rubbed the back of her head, managing to convey just how embarrassed she was.

“Sorry for getting distracted,” she started eventually, her smile turning into something wicked. “A pretty lady caught my eye, and I couldn’t look away.”

Vivienne colored, hating that she couldn’t remain annoyed with the blonde despite wanting to. Getting distracted in a place like this was just the thing to do if you meant to lose your life, and Sylvie should know better. Yet the blonde knew how to flatter her as well...

“Well, you better not get distracted again, if you want to enjoy what this pretty lady wants to do to you later,” Vivienne riposted, and for once, she got to enjoy watching Sylvie being the one blushing.

It wasn’t exactly common for her to manage that, so she ended up quite happy about it.

Focusing on their task once more, she stepped forward and gathered the remains of the slime that tried to sneak up on them, immediately noticing it possessed a stronger essence than most of the slimes they had hunted so far.

Once she finished that, she sighed and straightened slightly. “Maybe we should be happy with our haul so far and retreat back to camp.” She said, watching as Sylvie started to open her mouth, and continuing before the blonde could say anything. “We can always come back tomorrow, but we’re tired. The deeper we move, the stronger the slimes appear to become, and we don’t want to end up getting hurt just because we didn’t have the patience for more.”

Sylvie leaned against her battleaxe, letting the weight of it anchor her in place. “I suppose. You always know better.” She smirked, letting her gaze burn into Vivienne’s chest, and the brunette felt the urge to cover herself even though she was wearing a robe that covered her from her neck down.

She shook her head. The blonde was incorrigible, and she should have known it already. That Sylvie wasn’t arguing against her plan to retreat was already good enough.

She needed to take her wins when she could.

“Let’s go, then. If nothing slows us down, we should be able to get back to the lake before the sun sets, and maybe we’ll be lucky to catch something to eat. I’m tired of dried meat.”
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They ended up being quite lucky. Despite Sylvie not being that great of a fisherwoman, she ended up hauling a massive, silver-scaled trout after casting a line into the lake.

They cooked it over the fire, and its succulent, charred flesh provided them with a welcome reprieve from the salted, dry meats that had been their fare lately.

Once they finished, Vivienne set her wooden bowl aside, pleased by the sense of fullness she felt after eating. It didn’t take her long to notice the lack of talking from Sylvie, and she glanced towards the blonde.

The warrior had finished with her meal, and now she leaned on her side on an elbow, her muscular frame silhouetted against the fire. The glow highlighted the hard lines of her abdomen and the powerful curve of her shoulder, making Vivienne draw a breath.

Then she noticed how Sylvie’s eyes were looking at her...

She followed their line of sight back to her chest, then glanced back at the blonde, taking in the hunger she saw in that gaze, the need...

A flush crept up her neck and colored her cheeks. Vivienne tried to keep her composure, but the way Sylvie looked at her was a bit too much, making her feel as if her robes were far too thin and hid nothing of her frame. It wasn’t as if the blonde didn’t know her body well; they had been together far too many times for anything else.
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