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She wielded the scissors with precision and authority, snipping at the extra lengths of fabric obscuring her end goal’s right line and shape. They fell away and added to the growing pile between Astrid’s feet. Nyra didn’t see the extra fabric once it was gone. She bent her focus on the lay of the new seam as it bisected the long stretch of Astrid’s hip and thigh. It needed to hug the curve of her hip and transition down her leg in a flawless, straight line that would accentuate her natural figure. Trousers for women were not the typical style here at Castle Westphalia. Still, Lady Tristen’s insistence on them as her primary attire had many of the court’s resident nobles’ wives whispering polite interest. As yet, no one but Tristen had ordered such garments for them; Nyra meant to design and make as many pairs as her budget would allow. She didn’t want to be caught unprepared when the rush hit.

The girl’s arrival had been timely; the necessity of outfitting her had done much in the way of padding Nyra’s accounts, not to mention her reputation. Her budget was higher than in other years and seasons, and while the women’s trousers hadn’t yet caught on, quite a few of the younger peers were interested in becoming regular patrons. The increase in workload was a welcome relief, though it meant shorter hours out of the workshop and less time spent in the luxury of Astrid’s embrace. Her small workroom was full of material waiting to be worked on, and her dress forms were all occupied with one project or another, leaving Nyra with the necessity of using her assistance as her work form.

Nyra paused in her work long enough to admire the trim figure standing in as a model for her that afternoon. Of equal height to Nyra, who was close enough to six feet tall, Astrid was slimmer in the bust and hips than her work and life partner, with a head of straight honey-gold hair usually worn tied up away from her face. She wore it up now, exposing the slender white line of her neck and set of her shoulders beneath the simple blue shirt she’d thrown on that morning. Astrid held the tails of her tunic gathered at her narrow waist to give Nyra the unobstructed view necessary for completing her work. Her trousers were only half finished, the rich chocolate brown fabric hanging from her waist to hug the curves of her hips and upper thighs with a perfect outer seam lay, but the inseams hung open to drape the front and back of Astrid’s creamy white legs. Her buttocks were ripe peach halves, the swell of each cupped in small clothes modeled after Tristen’s design. The fabric of the trousers hung low enough so that all Nyra could see was the teasing double swell as they smoothed out into the lengths of her thighs.

Nyra wanted to ensure the snug fit around Astrid’s waist before moving on, so she eyed the fit critically again before deciding it was perfect. Laying the scissors down on the work table to her left, she sighed audibly and smoothed her palm over the most perfect seam she’d created yet. Astrid startled as if roused from some daydream.

“Done already?” she asked, voice coming out with a misty quality that Nyra both envied and disliked. It was so easy for Astrid to disappear into the world of her thoughts while the outside world refused to let Nyra’s mind rest easy. She saw patterns and designs in everything, from the way the hedgerows grew in such long straight lines in the castle gardens to the wild tangle of overgrown flower bushes that had taken over their cottage’s rear yard, filling the small enclosure with a riot of reds and oranges and yellows interspersed with every shade of green imaginable, leaves intertwining to form intricate whorls and spirals that made their way into her edging and embroidering.

Nyra smiled, humoring Astrid with an amused chuckle, and let her hand rest on the woman’s hip. Astrid looked over her shoulder down the length of her upper body and met Nyra’s slate blue eyes. The question in them was twofold, one she had already voiced, the other simmering behind it sparked by Nyra’s familiar touch, not needing to be spoken.

Nyra swallowed hard and tried not to stare at the open swath of Astrid’s lower back. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d last laid a kiss there. They went to bed long after the moon had risen and awoke with dawn’s first light. There hadn’t been time or energy for anything but sleep these last few weeks, and the sight of so much exposed flesh left her breathless in response to Astrid’s unspoken question.

Nyra cleared her throat and ran the hand not resting on Astrid’s hip through the waves of chestnut hair at her temples, brushing them back from her face, which suddenly felt flush. A light sheen of sweat covered her forehead and neck. “With this outer seam, yes. I think it’s time we finally moved on to the inseam, don’t you?” She tugged Astrid’s hip until the woman turned about to face her.

“How will you need me to stand?” Astrid asked. Nyra’s eyes flickered over the smooth wash of Astrid’s belly, tripped over the dimple of her navel, and wandered along the waistline of the trousers. The luxurious brown hue complemented Astrid’s fair skin beautifully, turning her milky complexion even creamier. Nyra’s lips tingled to trace a line along that smooth line, demarcating her stomach from her pelvis, but she suppressed the urge. She wanted Astrid, but she also wanted to finish these trousers tonight.

Watching Astrid stand there posed in front of her, her feet spread to shoulder width, the inseam waiting to be pinned and cleaving inward following the shape of Astrid’s legs, Nyra wasn’t sure how long she could resist the pulse mounting in her head and throbbing between her thighs. Shaking her head as if to clear these thoughts, she maneuvered her model until she stood straight before her, the work table edge just behind her. Nyra felt Astrid’s pulse leap under her hands, lay over the bare expanse of her belly while turning her, and felt an equal surge of her heartbeat. Struggling to control her breathing, she nudged Astrid’s right foot with her left until her legs were lined up with the seams.

“Stand like so, and be very still. I need to pin this inseam, and I don’t want to poke you,” Nyra said, wincing at how unsteady her voice sounded. At how much her need bled through. She resisted the impulse to lean forward, press her face to the shallow convexity of Astrid’s sex, and draw in a deep breath. Astrid’s smell was intoxicating with even the faintest whiff; a head full would send Nyra over the edge into distraction.

Astrid giggled and wrinkled her narrow, button-tipped nose. Above it; her eyes sparkled, but with what intent Nyra couldn’t be sure. She’d never been able to predict what thoughts transpired behind Astrid’s dusky blue eyes. If the way her bosom was rising and falling in faster rhythms was any way to gauge, Nyra suspected she knew what was on her mind.

“I wouldn’t mind a poke, but not from a needle,” Astrid said in a sing-song voice. Nyra bowed and then felt Astrid’s fingers combing through her hair. Taking a shaky breath, Nyra took up her pincushion and looped it around her wrist. Ignoring Astrid’s hand in her hair as best she could, she bent forward and squinted just enough to narrow her focus on the two lengths of fabric she was now attempting to tug together in perfect alignment.

She managed to pin the right inseam from knee to mid-thigh and was working on the left when Astrid suddenly shifted. The fabric between Nyra’s fingers slipped free and gaped open. Through the gap wafted the most beautiful scent of sweet, tangy musk. She began to salivate immediately and swallowed against the flood.

“Don’t move!” she scolded but dared not raise her eyes to meet Astrid’s. She didn’t want to know whether the move had been deliberate. It was difficult enough to disregard the fingers trailing through the hair at her temple and down around her right ear. Her skin prickled with it, and heat blossomed in the forge between her thighs.

For bearing small clothes herself, the crotch of her trousers grew damp in response to the stimuli she wouldn’t vocally acknowledge.

“I’m sorry. I had an itch,” Astrid said, but it didn’t sound like she meant a word of apology. Getting back to her task, Nyra reached again for the fabric only to find Astrid’s hips doing a quick dip downward, the full heat of her nether lips pressing briefly to Nyra’s upturned knuckles. Nyra gasped at the sensation of wet heat separated from her skin only by a sheer layer of material. She would have dropped her pincushion if it hadn’t been secured to her wrist.

Now, she did dare to meet Astrid’s eyes and was not surprised to see ardent desire burning in them. “Astrid, I need to finish these first,” she said. It came out as a feeble, breathy whisper that did nothing to convince even her. How could she expect patience from Astrid when it took all of Nyra’s inner fortitude not to rip out the pins she’d just set and rid the woman of her offending undergarments?

Astrid smiled, delicately curving her supple pink lips, and shook her head. “Will you make me wait one second more for your touch? Please, Nyra, it’s been so long.”

To hear her plead broke Nyra’s resolve. Her hands trembled as she pulled the pincushion from her wrist and tossed it aside. Only once had they ever made love in the workroom, the fear of accidental discovery a constant deterrent. The distant thought occurred to her that she hadn’t locked the outer shop door, but Astrid’s sharp intake of























d2d_images/cover.jpg





