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Prelude
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Lady of the Lake is a special side story that should be familiar to readers who have read Lure of Lust or Collision of Constellations from the Jackie’s Journey Series.

During the first half of Lure of Lust, Stella tells Jackie about a collection of photos she had taken over the years. Then, with the help of a dear friend, had them digitally enhanced in order to make it appear as different natural elements of her surroundings were consuming her.

The scene that still eluded her was one with a body of water. In her excitement to get started with shooting, she tells Jackie that she has a story idea to go with the photos that she wants to take but she is horrible at writing. This piece reflects the final product of that photo shoot and writing collaboration. A story they manifested in more ways than one.

It was a pleasant little escape to write through the eyes of my characters. To bring a moment within a moment to life and pay a tribute to the imagery created in Lure of Lust. Along with that, adding little elements of Stella’s connection and desires with Jackie along with many other little nods to the original series for readers to pick up on.
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TW: This writing contains a BDSM scene that is not pre-negotiated, tentacle play, breath play and a third of it takes place underwater with a fear of drowning.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Serenya’s Stroll
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Serenya walked barefoot along the narrow path that wound through the woods, the soil damp and pliant beneath her soles. It had rained two nights before, leaving the ground rich with moisture, and each step pressed her deeper into the memory of the earth. She felt it yield, as though the forest recognised her weight and wished to hold it. Fallen leaves clung to her feet and trailed against her ankles, curling stubbornly even when she brushed them away. They seemed unwilling to let go, as though the trees that had birthed them, remembered her.

She had shed her clothes at the edge of the woods, letting them fall onto the soft moss in a small, deliberate pile. The air kissed her bare skin, brushing over her shoulders, arms, and legs with a delicate insistence that felt like recognition. Being nude here was not vulnerability. It was connection. Every brush of a leaf against her ankle, every cool draft slipping along her spine, became more vivid, more intimate.

The forest was alive with quiet gestures. A fern at the edge of the path bent outward as she passed, brushing her thigh as if in greeting. She let her fingers slide along its fronds and felt the delicate vibrations travel into her palm. A cluster of mushrooms, gathered like listeners at the roots of an old birch, seemed brighter than they ought to be. Their caps glistened as if freshly bathed in dew, though the hour was long past morning.

She crouched for a moment, inhaling the dampness that rose from the soil, and wondered whether they had waited for her. The stillness of their tiny bodies felt purposeful, a small audience holding its breath.

Above her, a branch shivered. A vine dropped low, swinging slowly until it hovered within her reach. She curled her hand around it without thinking, feeling the cool pulse of life within its length. When she released it, the vine coiled back into the canopy in no rush at all, like an old friend reluctant to say goodbye.

Everywhere she looked, she felt the forest pressing close. The stones embedded in the path carried warmth into her feet. Even where no sunlight had touched them. Their heat seeped into her calves, drawing her deeper into a kind of recognition she could not name. She had walked this trail many times, but today it felt less like she was finding her way and more like the forest was carrying her forward, one careful step at a time.

The air itself thickened as she moved closer to the lake. Pine needles gave off a resinous sweetness, and the musk of moss climbed into her lungs until she tasted it on her tongue. The rhythm of her breathing slowed, unbidden, as if matching a pulse that belonged to the land itself. She paused once, closing her eyes. A breeze lifted her hair, brushing it across her cheeks, and she felt the whole canopy sigh.

Serenya opened her eyes again and kept walking. The trees thinned, and in the distance she glimpsed a glimmer of silver. The lake was waiting.

A hush fell over the forest as she drew nearer. It was not silence, for the birds still chirped and the insects still hummed, but the quality of the sound shifted. Everything seemed to soften. The trill of a songbird landed lower, subdued, as though the creature had tucked its head beneath its wing while still awake. Even the insects’ drone grew rounder, less insistent, until the whole clearing seemed suspended in a kind of expectancy.

When she broke through the last line of trees, the lake revealed itself. A mirror stretched between the trunks, glassy and bright even without sunlight striking it. The sky was pale, and yet the water shimmered as though it contained its own light. She slowed her steps. Not because she was hesitant. Far from hesitant. Instead, she felt in her core, that the water’s stillness deserved a careful approach.

The dock stretched out before her, weathered wood leading like a narrow finger toward the water’s heart. Each plank bowed faintly beneath her, groaning in tones that were less complaint than greeting. She let her toes curl against the grain of the boards, savouring the dry texture after so much damp earth.

She paused at the edge, breathing in the lake’s scent. The water smelled of stone and silt, of something old and unmoved by time. She lowered herself slowly until she was seated, her legs hanging over the side. The first touch of the lake against her feet sent a shock through her body. The water was cool, but not biting. She hissed through her teeth and then exhaled, watching as ripples spread away from her skin. They moved wider, slower, as though reluctant to vanish.

Serenya leaned back on her hands and gazed across the surface. It struck her then that the forest had always answered her. Stones had carried heat for her, vines had reached out, mushrooms had gathered, the air itself had thickened. But the water had never spoken. Not once, in all her visits, had the lake offered her more than its stillness. She dipped her foot again and let the ripples trail across the glassy expanse. It shivered beneath her, but the reaction was faint. A mere reflection of her own movement.

She wondered what it would take to make it notice her. Did the water have no memory of her presence? Or was it watching her always, choosing to remain hidden? She let her toes spread, dragging through the liquid. It slipped past her skin with indifference.

The thought clung to her as she stared down into the pale surface. The forest greeted her, the earth embraced her, the very air seemed to shift when she passed. But the lake never reached for her, never welcomed her. It was not absence she felt but a kind of withholding, a silence with intention behind it. She had the strange sense that it waited for something she had not yet offered.

The weight of that mystery pressed into her chest. She let her legs sway in the water, her calves breaking the surface again and again. Each splash scattered silver droplets into the air, and they fell back as though reluctant to leave her. The sight eased her. She tipped her head back, closed her eyes, and listened to the hush around her.

The dock was steady beneath her body. The woods stood at her back. And before her stretched the lake, smooth and secretive, a surface that refused her touch but would not turn her away. She lingered there, waiting, not yet knowing what the water required.
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​The Waiting Water
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She traced slow circles in the water with her toes, watching each ripple bloom outward until it dissolved into the lake’s glassy calm. The surface offered no reply, only the faint distortion of her reflection shifting in the wake. It left her with the sensation of being observed, though not yet acknowledged.

Her hand brushed across the dock, feeling the grooves where years of weather had pressed their memory into the wood. All around her the forest breathed, branches swaying as if to remind her she was welcome. Yet the water stayed silent. She could not help but wonder why it alone withheld its greeting, why it remained untouched by the bond she felt so naturally with root, stone and vine.

She tilted her head and listened for what she could not hear. The wind sang through the branches, insects hummed in steady chorus, and somewhere in the distance a bird gave its plaintive call. The lake, by contrast, offered only stillness. It was a silence that seemed intentional, as though it had chosen not to speak. That choice unsettled her.

A thought lingered as she leaned back on her palms, letting her legs dangle deeper into the cool depths. Perhaps the lake demanded more than her presence. Perhaps, like some secret lover, it waited for her to make the first true offering.

The idea thrilled her in a way she could not name. She slid her right foot slowly forward until her calf cut into the lake, feeling
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