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“How do I put this on?” I said.

“You strap it here,” Sam held the straps of my bra and then strapped the thing tightly over my breasts. 

“Woah. They’re floating!”

She giggled. “You’re way too damn cute. Need help putting on your panties?”

“No, but why’re they so tiny?”

They barely covered the front, let alone the back. 

“A flawed design but works,” Sam said. 

“You don’t wear normal panties, right?” I said.

“That’s right,” She smirked. “Do you want me to?” She lifted her skirt off, which only revealed sweat pants and a bulge underneath.

“Yes...”

“Too bad. None fit me!” She burst out laughing.

Sam helped me put on a one-piece dress, and with a large hat to hide away my somewhat short hair, we went out together. Her breath ever so slightly ragged. “What?” I murmured.

She sniffed my neck. “You smell delicious.” 

“Enough teasing,” I giggled.

“Oh, but only with you,” she trailed off, her fingers tracing my spine, slowly going down and down, briefly poking at my butt.

Tickled! “Hey! Cut it out!” I burst into a fit of laughter, running right into her but pausing, hugging her, relishing in her soft warmth. 

“What?”

“Nothing,” I murmured, looking up, my view somewhat constrained thanks to those mounds. I reached for one and more or less kneaded it like dough. “They’re massive,” I spoke aloud. 

When I first saw her, I didn’t even look at her breasts, I just remembered that fierce glow in her eyes. But when I saw her naked in the bathroom, she was amazing and... but wait... it also reminded of what we’d done and my face suddenly flushed and heart throbbed and breasts tickled? Huh? Wet? Had I wet myself-

No, nothing outside. Just the inside was moist. Wow... this is amazing. This body was so....

She ruffled my already made hair. “Yes, but sometimes they can be a pain. Well, I’m sure you won’t have to worry about that.”

“Right... Umm...”

“What?”

I kept fidgeting, almost as though I wanted to say it, I wanted to say it ‘let’s do it!’ but the words... “Why do you have clothes my size, anyway?”

“Those are from my younger days,” she said. “I wasn’t always such a big woman, you know.”

“Right. You were thin and beautiful.”

“I’m always beautiful,” she said, poking my cheek. And then slapping a soft smooch. 

“Right,” I pecked on her too. We often kissed, as though a sign we were getting closer and closer...

The last time she seemed melancholic while thinking about her youth. But now she was so cheery. It made me feel a lot of things. A lot of good things. Yet, as the rosy happiness spread about the surface of my being-

What if she just loses interest-

“Sam,” I started.

“Yes?”

We were already out of our room, even out of the inn. The roads were lighting up. Pyres and lamps. The number of people had only increased. Carriages were scarce, however.

“I’m thinking about something; can you come closer?”

“Yes?” She brought her ears closer. 

“Umm... I know where I want our first time to be,” I whispered, and then bit her ears ever so faintly.

She moved back. Didn’t laugh. Didn’t pout. Didn’t even look at me. But I could see the slight change of color on her ragged skin. On her ears. 

A vibrant yet passive shade of red.

Fuck even I’m embarrassed. A sense of warmth spread from my chest to my loins. Whole body vibrantly warm and soon tingly. 

Sam laughed, almost as a retort or was it to calm her own nerves? “Alright, let’s go and eat good stuff first! If you want to grow, food is first priority, second exercise!”

“Ri-right...” I managed. She laughed some more and picked me up in a bridal carry and continued to carry me. “Umm... this is a little embarrassing.”

I had to force my hem to stay down, so I didn’t accidentally flash my undies. 

She didn’t say a word. Rather, she bent closer, smooched me on my lips and with a grin like the devil, kept marching.

If people weren’t staring before, they were certainly staring now.

Oh fuck... my face burned.

*** 
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Cozy restaurant. Warm orange lighting, with abundant aroma of freshly cooked meat. 

“Beef stew with bread?” Sam looked my way.

“Sure.”

“But what about dessert?” 

“Ice-cream would be nice,” I paused. “But mages are rare in these parts.” It wasn’t summer but the temperatures were on the higher side. “I suppose we can settle for some quiche.” Sometimes I wished I was born with magical talents so I could cool stuff and make ice cream myself but those were just fantasies.

“We actually have excellent apple pie this evening as well,” The waitress said. 

“Then I’ll have a slice of that,” I said, looking Sam’s way.

“Same,” she said.

The waitress noted everything down and left for the kitchen. Meanwhile, the rest of the restaurant filled up and eventually they put out the closed sign at the door.

“I like this,” Sam said. “Used to come here with friends.”

“Used to?”

“Yes. After my transformation, it has not been smooth sailing.” 

A bard started playing the harp in one corner. Most of the guests turned towards that. Even Sam did. “If you want to talk about it-”

“There’s not much to talk about it. I was... rather beautiful before my transformation. Womanly. Sought by many-”

“I think you’re beautiful Sam.”

“You’re such a flatterer,” she smiled. “I appreciate that.”

“I mean it. You’re the most beautiful person I know. You’re my savior. My knight. My lover...”

“Aww,” she nearly towered over me, bent forward, and smooched my forehead. “Thanks cutie.”

I gulped but she really was daunting when she was so close. That fragrant smell of her body, those rather huge breasts, bulging muscles, and that piercing gaze. Yes, not beautiful in the traditional sense I’d been taught. But... she really was breathtaking. 

She was mine.

“Sorry for the delay; our new batch of stew is almost ready, and bread just came out of the oven. If you want, I can start you off with the pie,” the waitress said.

She’d also brought some breadsticks for us to chew on in the meantime.

“I’m fine with waiting,” Sam said. 

“Me too.”

“Alright then,” the waitress left.

“I don’t usually talk about these things,” Sam said. “I didn’t use to either. Feelings... have never been my strong suit. I’m headstrong and I know I don’t like being in my head. But every once in a while, it takes a lot of me, to not think about these things.”

“As you said, there isn’t much to think about in the first place. You’ve changed, and so has your friends. They’re no longer your friends. So... let’s make new friends, and comrades. Like you found me, you or your new would-be friends will find you.”

“You say the cutest things,” she reached from the other side of the table and poked my cheek. “But I love it.”

Our dinner came one by one. 

First, the steaming stew. 

Then came the bread. Still warm.

Last, the pie. It had mostly cooled but I didn’t like warm pies anyway. Not since I burned my tongue after accidentally stealing mom’s.... ahem!

I dunked some bread into the stew, ate it. Perfectly seasoned.

“You could even try the stew on its own, or drop the whole bread in it, and let it soak.”

“I like this way more,” I said. “Besides, I like eating the meat chunks on their own.”

“I see.”

Fresh food was always better. I couldn’t cook myself, so I appreciated moments like these, moments when mom or anyone for that matter- even a cook in a restaurant- prepared fresh food for me. “Can you cook Sam?”

“No,” she said. “I can get by on rations, so never learned.”

“Hmm.”

“You?”

“I tried but couldn’t reproduce anything edible.”

“Shame. Why don’t we learn together?”

“You- but what about the dungeon and the... throne.”

“I have a plan,” she said, chewing in big bites, hammering half a mug of ale. “Besides, I have enough money to last us a while before we need to go questing again. And if the throne works out, we’ll never have to work a day in our lives.” Her grin spread wide.

“That’s great but I don’t know how you’re going to monetize that.”

“You don’t know how much some people will pay to be different.”

“Really?”

“Really.”
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We hit the pub next. 

I didn’t want to go but Sam insisted.

“But I don’t want to get drunk,” I murmured. I liked how easygoing I could be when drunk. Yet, it scared me. I wasn’t even sure why.

“Oh, we’re not going to drink,” she said. “We’re going to get some customers.”

“Customers?” I said.

Her lips widened. “That’s right.”

The smell of alcohol permeated in the air, as though infused with it. Laughter came next. Then came the shouts and insults and random rambles.

Truly a lively place, lit with warm lighting and lots of cheery crowd and a bard singing some obscene song with butts and ruts and tuts. 

Sam eyed around, and we eventually sat tight on a table with another person. A woman, partially drunk, partially glaring. “What?” She attempted. 

“Most seats are full,” Sam said. 

Her glare didn’t disappear but the woman in robes said nothing. I couldn’t make out any outlines, and I couldn’t even tell if she was fully human. 

“Two mug of ales!” Sam ordered.

Two mugs came, but I didn’t get a mug. 

“You’re buying me a drink?” The lady in robes said. “What about your friend?” she motioned towards me.

“He doesn’t like getting drunk. Just keeping me company. Oh, and not friend, girlfriend,” she rolled her tongue.

Her brows jumped as in- sure- and then she got back to Sam. “Why?”

“Just a bribe.”

“Bribe?”
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