Berry walked into the home that she knew as her own, the entrance gleamed with crystals, the wards that protected this place from would be thieves shined upon the ground in glorious colors that constantly shifted as the eye looked upon them. The Runes made no sense to those who knew not of magic. She had not arrived home in quite some time, and the feeling of homesickness she had quickly began to fade away as she stepped into the confines of her home. The runes upon the ground glowing with intensity, a high pitched whine issuing forth, only for a moment before returning to the dull thrum it made before.

The place was magical, certainly so, while crystals were just barely visible from the outside the inside, upon stepping past the warding runes that covered the ground they would find it to be so much more. This could make a dragon jealous! The floor was littered, but in a orderly manner, upon one side there were stacks upon stacks of golds, jewels, things of the sort that went to the ceilings of the rather spacious cavern. She flicked her paw as she walked past, things she had stolen seeming to pop out of nowhere only to add onto the pile. Along other sides were silvers, coppers, bronze items, all of which had their own sections. Even furnitures! How she stole these remains a mystery, to all except herself of course. Past the initial entrance she'd continue on further, past the piles and piles of glittering gems and precious items until she returned to the spot she most called home.

A dull trickling sound could be heard, the little pitter patter of water falling interrupting the constant flow of the small stream that poured into and out of the deepest part of the cavern she called home. Jewels, beautiful jewels that could best be called stalactites or stalagmites shined from the floor and ceiling, all sorts of colors, truly works of nature's art. The small mammal let forth a gentle sigh, a happy smile gracing her lips as she stood upon her hinds. The robes she wore were for stealth, enchanted with her own magics to keep the movements silent, and to make it appear as though she were only in the very peripheral of one's vision should she be spotted. Only for a time. The robes were unclipped, undone, and the clothing fell to the floor leaving the small bodied otter nude in the glow of the crystals.

She slipped down, close to the stream as she issued forth a slow, haunting whistle. It was near musical, and her forepaw dipped low into the water in front of herself. As she did so, the water began to stir, visible ripples, alternating colors appearing within the depths of the near glowing blue waters. "Come out, sweetie..." She'd whisper under her breath before she felt something invisible tug upon her wrist. That smile only grew as the tug was felt, and she'd bring her own paw out of the water, only then was the appendage visible. It was pink at the tip, a glistening color that faded into a beautiful shade of blue that matched the water before her. Slowly she'd bring the tendril to her lips, giving it a loving and gentle kiss. "There... Didja miss Berry?" Such a manner of speech did not deter a creature as this, and the tendril began to entwine it's way up her arm. "Shhhh, we'll have all of tonight to enjoy ourselves..." Her voice, so soft and small, came forth with tones of adoration. Soon, more of the tendrils began to slide free from the water before her, they didn't touch her, but they wriggled about near her form. 

A small giggle came forth from the little otter, and she'd lean down to grasp at one of those tendrils that shivered in excitement at her touch. Only after such, did the tendrils begin to trail up that arm, tugging at her slightly but not in a manner which could be deemed rough. "There... Come now, you needn't be shy..." She'd then return that same tug the beast had given to her, whilst no eyes, mouth, or anything of the sort was visible upon the mass of tendrils that continued to slither free from the cool confines of the stream, it seemed as they could indeed communicate with each other. As those words issued forth from the otter, more of those tendrils began to entwine themselves along her body. They wrapped about her midsection, the smooth, silken feeling of those tendrils always made Berry give a coo of absolute delight. "Come on, come on... We should start soon, right?" Almost all of the tendrils shivered, before she was suddenly lifted, in a ever gentle manner before more of those tendrils began to wriggle over themselves and roll over each other. She was let down, slowly and carefully upon the false bed. 

Now it was beginning, but in such a slow manner, the otter began to caress every single tendril as if it were precious, beautiful, and she didn't dare wish to harm them. The tendrils returned those same gropes to her own body, feeling along her arms, her sides, those slick appendages continued this for a few minutes more until Berry had grasped one of the tendrils. Placing it ever so tenderly to her lips, such soft lips for a creature such as herself... She'd part for only a moment, having given such a gentle kiss. "That's enough foreplay... We should get to the real fun..." 

Slowly, carefully, those tendrils began to climb and entwine over her tail, one wrapping it in a circular manner before it began to tease right at the base of her tail. It seemed as though that would be the lucky tendril this day, but it was not meant to be. Two others would raise from the wriggling mass she rested upon, as she laid herself back they'd bulge and grow thicker, forming a pillow for which she may rest. Two tendrils teased against separate entrances, one grinding along the puffy folds of that beautiful ottersnatch, those thick labia being parted only by the pressure it applied in those grinding motions. Another didn't hesitate to tease, instead just beginning to thin itself out, and slip right into the confines of the otter's rump. The slimy tendril shivered, and in turn, left the otter giving a delighted little moan. 

That moan was so swiftly silenced, another one, the one upon which she had been kissing only moments before now entered the confines of her mouth, the wriggling appendage teasing at every single spot it could, the roof of her maw, under her tongue. Until finally it slipped right into her throat, with the otter leaning back to allow it to find it all the easier. Her body relaxed, pure bliss overcoming her as the tendrils continued their sexual assault. Gods how she adored it, it shined on her face, those eyes filled with love. A blush, having found it's way upon her cheeks as that grinding length suddenly speared itself fully into her stretchy tunnel. It began to form textures, bumps, ridges, the morphing length filling her like no other truly could. It began to expand, grow thicker, spreading those lips farther than they might go otherwise. 

This was her love, this was her true love. The one she adored, the one she spent more time with than any other. And both enjoyed their company, shlicks, shlorps, other sexual sounds, a beautiful chorus echoed through the caverns. Occasionally a muffled moan heard. That tendril having began to fuck the otter's throat in earnest, her throat bulged obscenely to show that thick mass that filled her maw. Allowing the sweet flavors to delight her, the slime only serving as an extra lubricant for her rump and cunny. Both down there already having spilled a creamy load into either entrance, still they moved, a beautiful scene that was only accented by the glow of the crystals near them. It wouldn't be long, she felt her stomach already beginning to swell, the constant flow of seed these tendrils supplied her left her in a wonderful state of mind. Ecstasy.

The small otter's body locked, she couldn't make a sound, and she'd feel that tendril within her throat swell, bulge, and another massive gush of that cool liquid spilled into her stomach, she looked pretty chubby at this point. Slowly, ever so slowly that tendril began to slide out of the confines of her constricting throat. Teasing upon the flat of her tongue as it slipped free, only a small bit of cum and slime spilling from Berry's maw. A webbed paw coming up to hold the underside of that tendril aloft, she spoke in the most loving, soft tone she could muster, her eyes glistening with appreciation. "We've only just begun..."

