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  Blackwood Milk Farm


  


  Book 3


  




  Chapter 1


  Coin and Dreams


  Warm air washed over Asher as he made his way up the stone steps. In his hands was a crate of potions. Emerging from the basement side entrance, he stepped into a wide shaft of sunlight as the breeze continued to flow over him like an invisible river.


  For a small moment, the weight of the world seemed to drift away on the wind. His shoulders relaxed and his breathing became even and easy. The light soothed his spirit. All seemed right with the world and he felt lighter as he stepped onto the grassy ground.


  Not far from the basement entrance, a covered wagon stood with a pair of horses. The horses dipped their heads and opened their mouths. Teeth and lips grabbed at tufts of grass. The majestic creatures began eating as a man in a black cloak leaned against the side of the wagon. The grizzled man had his head turned to the side and watched as Amber placed a crate in the back of the wagon.


  Asher approached the wagon, seeing Amber putting the crate down. She turned around in the brilliant sunlight and smiled. She looked at Asher as he approached and a shy smile slipped into her features before she looked away.


  Asher kept his smile as he eyed her. His heart beat like a drum in the perfect weather and he didn’t want these small moments to slip away.


  It had been over two weeks since Katriss entered the portal and left for places unknown. In that time, the farm slowly began to return to normal. There were no new visitors, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t work to be done. Plans were set in motion to upgrade the farm and that meant everyone was going to have to pull their weight.


  Asher’s thoughts spiraled on with the recent past. Elara and Nyn worked together on Nyn’s new book. Nyn would write her chapters and Elara would read them. The pair worked together, discussing ideas, and proofreading each chapter. Nyn was inspired by their most recent sensual game and continued to write while the iron of inspiration was still hot. Elara was enthusiastic to say the least. The blonde elf worked with Nyn, but in her quiet moments with Asher, the couple discussed what else they could add to the story. It led to a near perfect storm of creativity as the elves laughed, talked, and wrote the days away.


  Asher continued to smile as his thoughts shifted to Blyss. The short goblin spent most of her days taking care of the house. Despite the end of their private game, the goblin continued to act like a servant around the house, much to Asher’s protests. No matter how much he informed her that she was indeed not a servant, the goblin would simply shrug and carry on with her duties. He often caught her humming a tune as she changed the sheets in the bedrooms, or prepared meals.


  She continued with her studies. In the evening, each person in the household took an hour per evening to help her learn to read and write. Blyss’s momentum continued to accelerate with each lesson, a curious excitement in her yellow eyes. Her speech improved, as did her general demeanor. Knowledge began to open her mind like a flower in the sunlight. She couldn’t thank everyone enough, sometimes with a tear in her eye.


  Amber had become Asher’s closest companion of late. The faun and the Lord of Blackwood would often spend part of the day toiling in the lab, creating potions and learning the finer points of alchemy. Asher began seeing the patterns to potion creation, and taking a closer look at ingredients. With his ranger experience, he was able to discuss alternatives to established ingredients. Amber was interested as the pair made some alterations to established potions. After a few experiments, the pair quickly realized that the new potions were improved and had slightly longer durations. It was enough for the pair to shout in triumph and celebrate with a kiss, the pair holding onto each other a little longer with each success.


  The young man reached the wagon and placed his crate down inside of it. He pushed it with one hand, the glass potion bottles trembling between sections of hay to cushion them for the long journey.


  Asher lingered at the back of the wagon as recent events caressed his thoughts. The town of Star Fall had fallen back to its normal routine. The only major difference was there was a new mayor in town, and that mayor’s name was Sandra Windswell.


  The Lady of the Windswell estate had rarely been seen in town since her victory in the town election. The reason for her victory didn’t sit well with the former ranger, remembering her putting her arm out to block a fireball from a demonic would-be assassin. She won the hearts of the town, while doubt was cast on Asher and his unusual farm.


  Despite such heroics and unusual circumstances, when Asher went into town for supplies or such, he wasn’t treated any differently than when he had first arrived at Mist Valley. The townsfolk treated him like one of their own, but Asher could sense to a degree they were holding back slightly, as if unsure how to behave around the new lord who harbored a demon for nearly a month.


  Asher knew his farm was unusual, but he tried to not take anything to heart. The people in town had an idea of what was happening on his estate, but didn’t openly talk about it. It was left unsaid in the background as they carried on with their lives.


  Asher woke from his inner thoughts as he stepped away from the back of the covered wagon. He made his way around to the unfriendly looking man with a black cloak.


  Samuel Throne eyed the younger man as he approached. “Extra-large shipment this time, eh?”


  Asher nodded. “Potions were made from elf, goblin, faun, and demon milk.”


  Samuel lifted a salt and pepper colored eyebrow. “Demon milk? Now that is unusual, and expensive. It’s rare for demons to visit farms. What potions did you create from the demon’s milk?”


  “Cure curses and mind control elixirs. I also added bottles of pure demon milk since it by itself is highly prized.”


  Samuel closed his eyes and shook his head. “You should have sent a letter to the society beforehand. Your shipment might drain all the funds I brought as payment.”


  “I’ll remember that for next time,” Asher said politely.


  Samuel gave a simple nod and stepped around Asher. He made his way to the back and looked at the stacks of crates. Each one was labeled with the name of a type of potion, or just the name of the milk. The wagon was nearly full. He turned his gray eyes to the approaching faun and took a step back to give her some room.


  Amber moved to the back of the wagon and put down the last crate.


  Asher appeared from the edge of the wagon and stood with the faun.


  Samuel eyed them for a moment, before lifting his hand and rubbing his coarse stubbled-covered jaw.


  “If the numbers are true, you may have cleaned me out of gold,” the courier said as he looked at the stacked crates in the wagon.


  Before anyone could get a word in, Samuel moved to the back of the wagon and lifted his hand. He touched a spot within the wagon and a secret panel popped open. He reached in and grabbed something.


  Asher and Amber watched as the grizzled courier pulled out a small chest. Samuel shifted it to face them, inserted a key into the lock and gave it a twist. The lid clicked open and the courier lifted it up further.


  Asher’s eyes glowed as sunlight gleamed off the gold coins inside the chest. Never had he seen so much coin in one place. It reminded him of his dreams when he was off on his adventures, imagining he and his party finding piles of gold and gems. It was a dream that never truly came to pass until now.


  “I have about fifty thousand gold coins. I’ll have to pay you the small remainder when I come back in a month. Will this be acceptable?” Samuel asked with an even tone.


  “It’s fine,” Asher said coolly while his heartbeat slightly increased.


  Samuel gave a gruff nod before pulling the chest off the wagon and placing it on the ground. He handed Asher the key. Asher took it as the courier stepped away without a word.


  Samuel climbed into the wagon seat and took the reins. He made a clicking sound out the side of his mouth. The horses bobbed their heads, as if in acknowledgement. They began to pull and the wagon wheels began to turn.


  Asher and Amber stood by the chest side by side, watching the wagon move to the wide, already open gate entrance. The horses and wagon moved onto the dirt road and began their trek back to town before taking the road north to leave Mist Valley.


  When the wagon was far enough away, it was Amber who lifted her arms and threw them around Asher’s neck. She hugged him tightly, pressing her cheek to his.


  “I knew we would make a lot of gold from Katriss’s milk!” Amber smiled wide.


  Asher held the faun to him, basking in her excitement and rosy scent. The faun was first to say how important it was to allow Katriss to stay on the farm, despite the fact she was a powerful demon. Once they grew to know the demonic guest, everyone in the household started to understand that not all demons were cruel and monstrous.


  Amber pulled away, but kept her hands on Asher’s shoulders. Her smile remained, but her eyes were serious.


  “We must be understanding and open to all guests, no matter their background or history. That will be the key to our success!”


  Asher nodded and grinned. “Truer words have never been spoken.”


  Amber gave a single, firm nod. “Blackwood will be welcomed into the Opal Society with open arms.”


  Asher’s heart lifted in his chest, not because his farm was a candidate for joining one of the most prestigious secret societies in all of Valoria, but because he now had enough gold to pay for all the projects he had planned for the estate.


  Memories splashed on the shores of his mind of his talks with Dina. They had worked out plans and a line of credit to transform Blackwood Estate into a grape farm and winery. The cost had come to roughly forty-thousand gold coins and now he had enough to pay it and still had plenty left over.  


  A cloud passed overhead, high in the clear sky. A shadow loomed over the pair and they looked up to the heavens. Cool air touched them at the sudden respite from the warm day.


  Amber let go of Asher’s shoulders and looked down on the chest beside them. Asher was about to kneel and inspect his payment once again, when something tickled his senses. The young man turned his head and looked at the dark forest across from his property.


  The feeling remained as he stared. It was less of a tickle, and more like the sensation of being watched. Trees swayed to the soft breeze. The white noise of leaves on the wind sent ripples of serenity across the area, yet, Asher could not deny the odd feeling. Years of experience being a ranger taught him to never ignore his gut. There were always things beyond the realm of understanding, challenging what most people would consider normal in the everyday world.


  The creepy feeling of eyes on him caused Asher to focus on the forest edge in the small distance. The sounds, sights, and smells caressed his nerves, but the sliver of unknown whispered to his attentive ears.


  Amber watched as Asher looked intently at the forest. She turned and followed his gaze.


  “Is there something amiss?” the faun asked.


  Asher parted his lips to say something, when the mysterious feeling simply vanished.


  The young man blinked and shook his head. “I’m not sure, but whatever it is, it’s gone now.”


  From the east edge of the farmhouse, something clopped out. It looked over to the man and faun standing beside the chest. It lowered its head as it stared at Asher’s butt. A hoof dug into the grassy ground. The thick puffy cloud overhead began to drift away, sunlight pouring across the valley once again. Light gleamed off a golden horn as fur covered muscles tensed.


  “Let’s get the chest inside and tell everyone the good ne…” Asher was cut short when he felt the presence of something charging him.


  Asher’s head turned as he glanced to the side. His eyes remained cool as he caught the sight of black goat with a golden horn charging him. Found out, Fern let out a screaming bleat as she picked up speed.


  “Oh no you don’t!” Asher growled as he shifted his body and leapt to the side.


  The uni-goat charged past the spot where Asher was just standing a moment before. Amber stepped back and hid her smile with her hand as Asher backed up.


  Fern turned in her charge and came around with her golden horn gleaming in the sunlight.


  Asher had a stern look as he wondered how this all even started. A day after Katriss’s farewell, Fern decided to play a game with him, without his consent. At the oddest times, she would charge him for no apparent reason. The first few times, she caught him off guard. The blunt tip of her horn would hit his ass and send him jumping up in surprise. There was no damage because the uni-goat’s horn had mystical healing properties, but Asher still found it annoying because he had to be on guard every time he stepped out of the house. Fern never chased him inside the farmhouse, but outside was fair game and she took full advantage of it.


  Fern charged with her head down and horn aimed at Asher. He stood his ground as she came at him. When the black uni-goat was nearly on him, Asher shifted to the side as his hand whipped out. He grabbed the horn and held it in an iron grip.


  Fern let out a scream.


  “Stop whining. You know I won this round,” Asher scolded her.


  Fern screamed again before becoming silent. She struggled a little, but couldn’t pull from Asher’s tight grip.


  “Finished?” Asher said with a smug tone.


  Fern became very still.


  “Good,” he said and let go.


  Fern let out a small scream and tapped her hoof in annoyance. She then trotted off without looking back.


  “Better luck next time,” Asher smiled and waved to the retreating uni-goat.


  “She won’t give up,” Amber grinned.


  “If she loses enough, she may lose the taste for wanting to surprise me,” Asher smiled.


  Amber giggled and let out a happy sigh.


  “Should we get the chest inside and let everyone know the good news?” Amber asked.


  Asher nodded when he turned his head. A distant rumbling caught his attention and when he focused on the dirt road, his eyes narrowed. A row of large, covered wagons began making their way in the direction of his farm. From a quick observation, he counted at least ten wagons with a pair of horses each.


  The first wagon had a large humanoid in the seat with reins in his hands. He was covered in thin black and brown fur. Long, curved horns pointed forward from the upper sides of his head. A snout protruded out and a golden ring hung from his nose. Even at a distance, dark eyes stared out and connected with Asher’s gaze. The humanoid was burly and from what Asher could discern, they must be at least seven to eight feet tall.


  Asher wasn’t terribly put off by the bull-like man. It was who was sitting beside him that set off alarm bells.


  Lady Windswell sat beside the large humanoid. She had a bright, cheery smile, but her eyes were filled with an impish glow as she looked at Asher.


  Asher's heart sank in his chest, wondering what the new mayor of Star Fall had planned to make his life harder than it needed to be.


  “Amber, take in the chest. I’m going to see what brings the mayor and a wagon train to our doorstep,” Asher said before making his way to the open gate of his property.




  Chapter 2


  Competition


  A cloud of dirt bloomed as the wagon train slowed to a halt. A large bull-like humanoid stood up and slowly climbed down to the dirt road. When his boots hit the ground, a little more dust billowed up.


  Lady Windswell climbed down on the opposite side of the wagon seat. She jumped to the ground and dusted off her leggings. The new mayor lifted her bright eyes and drank in the surroundings, ignoring the younger man walking down the road toward her.


  Humanoids from various species, but mostly lizard-like, began to dismount off the wagons and began moving around like a well-organized beehive. Hands grabbed at gear and supplies. Packs were offloaded and handed to others. Bodies moved with purpose as they continued to offload each of the wagons.


  The large bull-man stood with massive arms crossed. He eyed the land stretching out before him, but his gaze strayed to the fenced off farmland to the left. It stood in the distance, breaking up the landscape. The humanoid’s brow furled more as he looked at the green land and let out a huff.


  Lady Windswell walked up to the bull-man and stood beside him with a cheery smile.


  “I told you it was beautiful and perfect for you and your business,” the mayor beamed.


  The bull-man closed his eyes and shook his horned head. “You said pristine green pastures. You didn’t disclose that there would be any other farms in the area.”


  Mayor Windswell let out a haughty laugh. “No need to concern yourself with such trivial details. Your leaders were told everything and they agreed it would be a perfect place for your operation. Think of the business and gold your place will generate. It will aid in making Mist Valley truly known across Valoria.”


  “I like my privacy,” the bull-man huffed.


  “Once your farm is up and running, you will not have any disturbances from anyone. I will make sure of it,” Mayor Windswell said as she touched her hand to his muscled forearm.


  The bull-man eyed the smaller woman with half-closed eyes as a figure stepped closer to them.


  “Greetings, Mayor,” Asher said as he approached.


  The bull-man and mayor turned to the approaching man.


  Asher eyed the large humanoid. He knew the race well, seeing them in many places along his travels. Their race was called the Taurnar. Their people inhabited the massive grasslands near the center of the Valoria continent. Generally, they were a peaceful people. They had great physical strength and a keen mind to match. They generally avoided the seas because of some primal instinct, which made it odd that one would be here in Mist Valley.


  “Greetings Lord Blackwood!” the mayor said gleefully like they were old friends.


  Asher kept his small, barely noticeable smile. He turned to the large taurnar and held out his hand.


  “Asher Blackwood. A pleasure to meet you,” Asher said.


  The taurnar looked down at Asher’s extended hand, but kept his arms crossed.


  A breeze blew over the trio as they stood in the sunlight.


  Asher closed his hand and lowered it to his side. He didn’t outright show his annoyance, but it did irk his spirit to a degree.


  “So good for you to come out and meet us! It saves us a little time on bringing Lord Hornspear over to you for introductions,” the mayor said as she put a hand on the taurnar’s muscled arm. “The wheel of progress is always in motion and it is about time we brought Mist Valley into the new world.


  “Lord Hornspear has purchased the land here and will be setting up a taurnar milk farm.”


  Asher blinked. “Milk farm? Truly?”


  “Is that so hard to believe, Blackwood,” the taurnar said gruffly.


  Asher looked at the tall, burly taurnar with steely eyes.


  Mayor Windswell stepped between them and looked into Asher’s eyes with an impish gleam.


  “You didn’t expect Mist Valley to stay the backwater town it has been for a long time, did you? I made promises to improve our town and valley. We couldn’t simply be dependent on your farm and mine.”


  “I’m surprised the mayor lets you stay here, considering you harbored a demon on your land,” Lord Hornspear said gruffly.


  Understanding washed over Asher’s mind like water over a stone.


  This is part of her plan to make my life miserable. Not only has word spread about Katriss, but she sold land next to mine just so she could keep me on edge.


  The mayor turned slightly and looked up at Lord Hornspear with bright eyes. “Now, now, my dear Jarrag, it’s all water under the bridge. The demon is long gone and Lord Blackwood is an outstanding member of the community. It would have been rude to put him on trial, considering he is like family to the community.”


  Asher’s eyes half-closed.


  The mayor turned fully to the taurnar, “Lord Hornspear, allow me to speak with Lord Blackwood in private. I’m sure your people will need some guidance when it comes to setting up your new land.”


  The large taurnar stared with a smoldering gaze on Asher before turning away and walking off. Large hooves kicked up dust as he made his way to another wagon and began helping pull supplies out from the back of it.


  When Lord Hornspear was out of earshot, Mayor Windswell turned her wicked gaze and smile back at Asher.


  “It has already begun? You’re making moves to make life harder for myself and everyone in town.”


  Lady Windswell let out another haughty laugh. “Lord Blackwood, nothing can be farther from the truth. I was honest with wishing to bring Mist Valley back to the world and ensure it is on every map across Valoria. Too long have we dwelled in hidden mediocrity. If the town is going to survive, we need to expand and earn more coin.”


  Asher kept his cool, despite the slimy words coming from Mayor Windswell’s mouth.


  The mayor continued, “The former mayor was too dependent on your uncle. When Aric left, it crushed him to the point that, if I’m not mistaken, he attempted to slay your people and steal your secrets. Such desperation can make a person do things not of their character.


  “I was elected to bring new blood into our valley and that is the very thing I’m going to do. Change is difficult, but you're young and resourceful. I’m sure you will see my vision and agree with it sometime in the future. For now, Lord Hornspear owns this land between your farm and the edge of Star Fall. It will take the summer to build his farm to completion, so there may be a lot of hammering. Your farm is just far away enough that it shouldn’t be too intrusive.”


  Asher’s hands balled into tight fists as his sides.


  The mayor stepped a little closer. Her bright gaze dimmed into a foul heat as she eyed Asher like a cat with a mouse under its paw.


  “Let’s be genuine, shall we,” the mayor said with a dreamy whisper. “I saved your life by blocking that fireball. You may have killed the demon responsible, and saved the town, but I stopped what could have been the end of your life. Our actions helped fate to decide our current reality. We shouldn’t be at each other’s throats. We should be together on this as a combined front.


  “I want no ill will. You may continue to live and work your secret life. My vision was narrow before my election. All I could see was a secret group that could increase my wealth. Now, I see a much larger pie as mayor. You truly are the best thing that could happen to our town, taking out the old mayor and allowing me to step into his place. Bravo.”


  Asher’s inner demons cried out for blood, but his eyes didn’t blink. Despite his feelings and urges, the mayor was correct in some ways. She did save his life and gave him a chance to fight back. Honor demanded he not go against her, but something deeper within sniffed at the mayor’s words and detected distrust.


  Mayor Windswell leaned in a little closer, her lips close to his ear. “Despite everything said, if you ever wish to speak about any further business opportunities, my door, and thighs, are always open.”        


  Asher’s expression didn’t change as the mayor stepped back and spun around. She walked away with her head held high. She reached the wagon with Lord Hornspear and a few slythans offloading the rest of the supplies from a wagon. She lifted her arms in the air in delight before pointing at some of the scenic parts of Mist Valley.


  Anger growled along Asher’s soul as he watched her go. The mayor took to her new position like a fish to water. Her simple act of taking a fireball for him ensured her win as mayor, and now the whole valley would have to endure the changes to come.


  She’s basking in her victory like a hog in mud. For now, there isn’t much I can do except watch and be vigilant.


  With an about-face, Asher began the short walk home.


  The chilly reception lingered in his thoughts as he walked back. Having a new neighbor, so close, put him off. Imagined scenarios played out of being watched and activities on his farm being brought back to Lady Windswell’s ear. It didn’t sit well with him, but it was something he would have to challenge when the time came.


  The gate creaked open as Asher stepped back onto his own land. He was making his way toward the front porch, when the front door opened.


  Asher smiled, the dark thoughts bleeding away as he saw Elara’s bright smile and beautiful features. The elf walked out onto the porch, wearing a flowing white dress with slits running up the sides to her hips. Each step revealed a leg from the thigh down. Her top hugged her with a plunging neckline.


  Elara’s gaze remained on Asher as he walked toward her. His strong shoulders and slim frame caused a flutter in her stomach. The feeling never diminished since they first met. It caused a heat to caress her soul as she wanted to fall into his arms again and again.


  Asher reached the small set of stairs, lifted one boot, and placed it on a step. He didn’t climb the steps as the beautiful elf stayed at the top of the steps with a warm smile. 


  “Amber showed us the good news,” Elara began before turning her head and looking further up the road to the row of wagons, “and the odd news.”


  Asher nodded. “It’s beyond our control. I’d rather focus on our lives and not think about what the mayor is up to.”


  Elara gave a small nod. “Now I’m very intrigued. Come in and tell us all about it.”


  Asher climbed the steps to the beautiful elf. She slid her arm around his and leaned the side of her head on his shoulder. The pair stepped back into the house and the door closed behind them.


  Asher blinked as he didn’t expect to see what he was seeing. The small chest was open and Blyss was sitting in it. The goblin’s stomach was covered in gold coins. She lifted two small hands with coins clutched within them. She grinned as she opened a hand over her chest and allowed coins to fall and bounce off her cleavage.


  On the couch, Nyn and Amber sat side by side. The faun grinned at the goblin. The elf beside her looked on with emotionless eyes. In another chair, Fern sat with her horned head up.


  “I’ve never seen so much gold in my life!” the goblin said loudly with glee. “We should pour it onto the bed so I can roll around in it.”


  “It’s just gold,” Asher said while he smiled in amusement.


  The goblin shook her head. “It’s power on Valoria. The more gold one has, the more powerful one becomes.”


  “True,” Asher said with a single head nod, “But most of that will be going to the new winery, barn, and paying off the workshop.”


  Blyss nodded as she picked up more gold coins and pretended to bathe in the chest by rubbing them on her light green skin.


  “I just want to enjoy this for a small moment,” the goblin said with unusual clarity.


  Asher didn’t have the heart to stop her as she enjoyed herself. In the last few weeks, the goblin’s speech and reading skills had improved. She began to articulate her thoughts a little better. She remained quiet for most of the time, but would break out in coherent sentences during conversations.


  “What happened with the wagon train?” Amber asked as she tore her gaze from the goblin and looked up to Asher.


  Asher nodded before telling everyone what just happened on the road. Smiles slowly faded as everyone gathered understood the implications of having a neighbor so close to their farm. When Asher was finished, it was Amber who spoke up first.


  “This shouldn’t stand. The mayor is using her power to directly affect us.”


  Asher nodded. “Yes, she is, but I don’t see how we can change what has already happened. If the land didn’t belong to anyone and was sold, there is little we can do.


  “She managed to dig her dagger a little more, saying she helped save my life. I’m honor bound to not go against her,” Asher added.


  “As is by her design,” Nyn said plainly. “She’s manipulating everything she can touch to bend to her will.”


  “I can kill her, and make it look like an accident,” Blyss said as she let several coins fall onto her cleavage.


  Asher tried to fight off his small laughter and failed. “As appealing as that notion is, I doubt the town would stand for two murdered mayors. No, for now we will play this game until an opportunity appears to change the tide.”


  “Tactics and strategy? You are always full of surprises,” Elara winked.


  Despite his annoyance at the situation, Asher’s spirit could only wilt to Elara’s infectious beauty and calm demeanor.


  “You learn fast when exploring dungeons and crypts,” the younger man said before rubbing the bridge of his nose and letting out a sigh. “But I don’t want to alienate us any further from the rest of the town. Summer is approaching and if we want a harvest by autumn, we all need to put in the work.”


  Heads nodded in unison.


  Elara spoke up, “Speaking of working hard, we should discuss our next play.”


  Asher’s heart beat a little stronger. Everyone present knew what the mature elf was implying and were ready to explore something new.


  When Katriss came to stay on the farm, the group came up with a sensual game, or play, of a cheating lord trying to gain an heir. There was a secret assassin and subplots to ensure they all enjoyed themselves. It was so popular, the last few days were filled with small conversations about future plays. Asher wasn’t sure when they would start a new one, due to his work on improving the farm, but to him, it seemed the time had finally come, and he was intrigued.


  “I assume everyone here has an idea,” Asher grinned.


  Heads nodded, but it was Nyn who spoke up.


  “The Divine Mother is an integral part of almost all cultures across Valoria. It’s only natural we play the parts of a deeper, religious game. One of a priest and those who wish to be part of the Divine Mother’s holy light.”


  Asher’s heart thudded in his chest. He had often heard rumors of such events with the religions of Vala or Hexnia. But heard little of such things with other religions. It caused his imagination to flare with possibilities, but in that very moment, something needled at him. It was like a pin-prick to his senses, unsure if such a play should take place on the farm. Even though the farm was dedicated to her power and teachings, the farm was not a religious location, at least in his eyes. It was a place for women to have a spiritual experience while donating their milk for potion creation. He pondered, wondering if such acts would be some kind of hearsay to the Divine Mother’s teachings.


  Elara caught the look of hesitation in Asher’s eyes and her heart beat with understanding affection.


  “We don’t have to decide now, but it is something we’ve talked about. Maybe we can talk further during dinner?” Elara said.


  Asher looked upon the beautiful elf, knowing she saw his hesitation. “Yes, the day has already become very busy. We can discuss later.”


  The young lord rubbed the back of his head and closed his eyes. “I do have some work in the workshop. Once I’m finished, we can talk at the dinner table.”


  Elara stepped up to Asher and looked upon him with loving eyes. “As you will,” she said softly.


  Asher opened his eyes to her emerald green eyes. He lifted a hand and touched under her chin. He gently drew her in closer for a simple kiss on the lips. Heat flared for a tiny moment before he pulled away. Without a further word, Asher made his way to the kitchen and out the side kitchen door.


  When the door closed, Elara’s eyes filled with mischief.


  “Blyss and Nyn, please put the chest down in the alchemy lab. Make sure it’s safe and hidden.


  The dark-blue haired elf nodded. Blyss made a small groan as she lifted herself out of the chest and began picking up coins from the floor surrounding it.


  “Amber, come with me. I think Lord Blackwood may need some convincing for our little play,” the elf said with intent in her oval eyes.




  Chapter 3


  Faith, Truth, and Demons


  Sunlight warmed Asher’s face as he walked. He let out a relaxed sigh as he made his way toward the new structure on the northwest corner of the farmhouse. The tension he felt earlier from meeting his new neighbor and speaking to the mayor, began to bleed away from his shoulders. It was replaced with realms of possibilities as he approached the wide door to the new workshop.


  He grabbed the metal door handle and gave it a pull. The door slid open. It continued to slide to reveal the inside to the warm spring day.


  Several tables took up the middle of the large, single room workshop. A long table took up one side of the shop. Underneath it was empty crates for extra storage. On the wall were an assortment of new tools and some of the old tools from the shed.


  Asher stepped into the scent of new, freshly crafted wood. It filled his senses with enthusiastic joy as he looked over the new equipment. One of the tables had a built-in circular saw. It was powered by a mana stone and would aid him in cutting and refining wood to his designs.


  Turning his head, he eyed the new forge in the western corner of the workshop. It was surrounded by smelting tools and equipment. A metal hood was over it, with a metal tube leading to the wall so it could expel smoke and heat. Asher knew he didn’t have a lot of blacksmithing experience, but since he was going to be spending a lot of time here, it was always useful to pick up new skills.


  The young man made his way to the center of the workshop and placed his hands on the smooth wood table. Thoughts spun on with possibilities and he looked forward to using the workshop to aid in building the estate into something grand.


  The thoughts of the future stabbed deeper into his psyche. Realization came at him in waves, knowing in his heart that this was his new life. A life of learning alchemy, hosting guests, and aiding those who wish to have an unusual experience with a goddess of fertility.


  The thoughts dug a little deeper, remembering what Katriss had told him in the letter she left. How she explained he had a demon ancestor in his family’s bloodline. The knowledge had stayed with him, a secret he told no one in the house. Considering how almost everyone reacted to Katriss arriving at the farm, there was a sliver of doubt on how accepting they would be of him and his bloodline. It gnawed at him at times, wishing to state it and trusting they would be perfectly fine with it. But there was hesitation when he felt close to speaking the words.


  “I’m being a fool,” Asher whispered to himself, knowing in his heart that they would accept anything he had to say.


  A breeze blew into the workshop, flowing against Asher’s back like an invisible river. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the breeze. It cooled his senses and weakened his concerns. Thoughts cleared away to projects. Memories slipped in with Dina and her beautiful smile. How she would arrive tomorrow so they could break ground on building the winery building. Summer was approaching and he wanted to be sure everything was in place well before the cooler seasons.


  “Asher?” came a voice from behind.


  Asher’s eyes took on a knowing gleam as he recognized Elara’s voice. The young man turned to see the beautiful elf and faun at the wide entrance.


  The pair looked at him with slightly concerned eyes. They stepped in as he turned around and leaned against the edge of the table.


  “Hi,” he said with a small smile.


  The pair walked over to and stood before him.


  “Are you well?” Elara asked.


  Asher nodded. “I’m okay. I just have a lot on my mind.”


  Elara smiled. “We understand that there have been some changes, but we will weather them for the better.”


  “We will,” Asher said, trying to be positive.


  The mature elf looked at the younger man with knowing eyes. She caught hints of his uncomfortable tone and his tendency to glance away. It was enough for her to take a delicate approach.


  “You didn’t seem eager for our play idea,” Elara said with an understanding tone.


  Asher smirked and shook his head. “I didn’t mean to sound put off. I like the idea and am willing to give it a try. I enjoy anything we do together.”


  “We wanted to make sure,” Amber chimed in. “It’s important we all agree to anything we do as a family.”


  “We are a family, aren’t we,” Asher said as the words warmed his spirit.


  Elara and Amber nodded.


  “We are,” the elf said as she fought the urge to hold him close.


  Asher looked away as truth and concerns bubbled under his skin.


  Elara could see something was amiss. “Amber, could you give Asher and I a moment alone?”


  The faun nodded. She stepped to Asher and slipped her arms under his arms and around his back. Asher hugged the faun close, taking in her scent and instantly feeling better. When she pulled away, her hands lingered on him for a moment before completely pulling away.


  Amber glanced at Elara for a moment before she stepped away. Asher and Elara watched as she stepped out of the workshop and made her way back to the house.


  When the faun was gone from sight, Elara moved to Asher and touched his cheek with her warm hand.


  The elf’s tender touch broke down Asher’s willpower, piece by piece. It spoke of an intimate language between them and he couldn’t deny her gentle power. Asher lifted a hand and snaked it behind her. He placed his hand on the small of her back and pulled her to him. The pair embraced and held onto each other. Asher closed his eyes as Elara’s eyes took on a warm glow.


  After a long moment, Asher loosened his grip on the elf. Elara pulled back slightly to look into his opening eyes.


  “You know we can speak about anything. I’m here to listen,” Elara said softly.


  “As I am here to listen to you. It is a duty we both share, and one I very much enjoy,” Asher said before his gaze took on a hint of sorrow. “I’ve kept something from you, from all our family. My mind knows how understanding everyone is, but my heart carries some doubt.”


  “Remove all doubt for we are here to love each other,” Elara said with a reassuring tone.


  Asher nodded and conviction filled his spirit. He parted his lips and began telling Elara about Katriss’s note and the revelation that he had demon blood from a distant ancestor. The words continued to spill out until every last drop of his secret was laid bare to the beautiful elf.


  Elara listened intently and with non-judgmental eyes. She waited patiently until Asher finished. When he was finished, she lifted her hand and placed her palm on his chest, over his heart.


  “There will be no judgment from myself, or anyone who is part of our family. I understand how you needed time to come to an understanding about this recent revelation, but you know you have nothing to fear, especially from me,” Elara said with a warm tone.


  Asher gave a small nod as his hand reached up and was placed over Elara’s hand on his chest. “I know the races have mixed throughout all of history. I know there is no true purity when it comes to most bloodlines. My concerns are a shade different. I know I have insatiable hungers, but is it me, or my distant demon heritage?”


  Elara’s lips spread out into an amused smile, “You sound like you’re bragging.”


  Elara’s words cut through the serious moment in such a way, it caused Asher’s eyes to widen a hair and he let out a genuine laugh.


  Elara kept her wide smile as Asher’s laugh slowly drained into a chuckle. His hand squeezed her hand as his heart beat with joy.


  “I was a fool to think you might pull away,” Asher smiled.


  “A handsome and charming fool. How could I pull away when you’ve snared my heart,” Elara beamed. “As for your concerns, my people have studied much of the races and you’re correct, the blending of races is well known. Having a distant demon ancestor is no different than the elves, trolls, and orcs sharing a common ancestor. It isn’t talked about much with my people, but it is the truth.”


  Elara’s eyes took on a serious shine, “You are not your bloodline. You are a man with healthy urges and a deeper understanding of the world than most would admit to others or themselves.”


  The elf pulled her hand away from Asher’s chest and let it glide down over his covered stomach. When she reached his bulge, she cupped him and gave a tender squeeze.


  “Considering how we are when we are together, demoness blood may run in my veins as well. Would you bend me over your knee and spank my demons into submission?” Elara asked with a sultry tone.


  “I have wondered,” Asher chuckled.


  Elara kept her smile as she squeezed him again and leaned in a little closer. Her eyes drank in his handsome features as she inhaled his musk. Being so close was enough to send electric fire along her senses and awakening her own urges.


  “I think our new play will aid you with your concerns. To play a priest for the Divine Mother and blessing us would ease your doubts,” she said playfully.


  Asher’s smile faded a little. “To pretend to be a priest of the Divine Mother, would that be blasphemy, or hearsay?”


  “You have nothing to fear, my morsel. Most elves have been educated in theology and the various pantheons. The Divine Mother is the most accepting deity. All living creatures are her children. She loves unconditionally, even those children who renounce her. Demons, elves, orcs, goblins, humans, fae, all the races owe their existence to her divine fertility.


  “As long as you love, she will always be there to bless all unions.”


  “I’ll admit, I know about some of the deities, but not all. They are capable of great wrath, and great love. To pretend to be a priest, even for one of our plays, unsettles me. From what I’ve learned, I thought only women can be priestesses of the Divine Mother.”


  “Not true. While most priestesses do spread the word of the Divine Mother and hold masses, there are male priests. Fertility is not just a woman’s realm. It is a realm shared by all.


  “Nyn is a fountain of information and has told me of other forbidden books that dwell on this very subject. We’ve recently discussed this new play and all who dwell here are interested in experiencing the Divine Mother on a deeper level.”


  Asher remembered there was an extra chamber between the library and the dining room. It was currently empty, but aided in helping disguise the hidden room within the library. A memory washed on his mind, someone mentioning that the room could be used for worship of the Divine Mother.


  Elara let go of his bulge and held him close, her lips close to his ear. “We don’t want your heart unsettled. Take as much time as you need to consider it. I’m sure in the meantime, we can come up with several alternative plays to consider.”


  The elf pulled away just enough to look into Asher’s eyes with her own, wicked gleam. “Or we can go to the Book Guild and see what we can find in the backroom? A book or two on the subject may further fan the flames of your curiosity.”


  Asher’s heart thudded with power and his pulse quickened. The unabashed closeness they felt came off the couple in waves. The bond between them glowed with strength and deep understanding. Asher’s inner demons licked their lips, wanting to partake of the elf anyway he could. His hand reached up and gently grabbed her covered breast.


  Elara let out a warm exhale as she felt his thumb slide over her covered, already standing nipple. The glow of excitement grew as she leaned into his touch.


  Asher expected to feel wetness, as he often did when she was aroused and leaking creamy milk, but no sensation came.


  Elara’s gaze took a shy edge. “I haven’t taken the elixir again. I wanted to relax for a time before returning to it. I hope it doesn’t diminish what we have together?”


  Asher let out a small chuckle. “Never. Even if you never took the elixir again, I would still desire you, dream of you, have you.”


  “As I would of you, my delicious morsel,” Elara said with a wicked whisper.


  Asher felt his manhood rise, ready to enjoy bonding with the beautiful elf, when Elara pulled away and smoothed down her dress.


  “We should go into town so we can begin our research. Tomorrow afternoon, perhaps? I know you are breaking ground with Dina and her artisans in the morning” the mature elf said with a slightly whimsical tone.


  Asher blinked. “Yes, but I thought we were…” he trailed off.


  Elara let out a small laugh and touched his arm, before letting her fingers slide off his skin.


  “We were. But I thought we should save it for later, so you can punish me properly,” Elara winked.


  Elara slowly walked toward the entrance of the workshop while talking over her shoulder, “Don’t take too long with your work. I’m not the only one who may come looking for the Lord of Blackwood to settle their own desires.”


  Asher watched Elara’s swaying behind as she stepped out of the workshop and into the sunlight. She glanced back, a halo of light glowing along her features. She gave him her wicked smile and walked away.


  “Damn,” Asher whispered as his frustrations reared their annoying heads. He was about to turn back to his work table and gather equipment needed for tomorrow, when a shadow darted across the edge of his vision.


  Asher’s head quickly turned to see a bird fluttering around inside his shop. It zipped through the air, flying overhead. Before Asher could react, the small brown bird flew down to the edge of his work table and landed.


  The young man relaxed as he smiled at the small sparrow. It chirped and ruffled its feathers. Its head bent to the side and chirped again as it looked up to Asher.


  “Hello little one. Came by to see my new shop?” Asher grinned.


  The sparrow chirped again and tilted its head in another direction. It then craned its neck and pecked at itself for a moment. Brown and black feathers bristled as the small bird pecked at itself again.


  “I wish I had some birdseed to give you. Maybe I will construct a birdhouse and feeder, so you enjoy your time here on the farm?” Asher talked with an amused and calm voice.


  The sparrow chirped again and spread out both wings. It hopped into the air and flew off. It fluttered toward the open doorway and flew out into the pristine sky.


  “I hope I can see you again,” Asher said to the air.


  The younger man turned and walked toward the wall of tools. He grabbed a shovel and a few other items as the image of the sparrow lingered in his thoughts.




  Chapter 4


  Dreamy Persuasion


  Cool air drifted into the workshop. Asher sat in a chair with his legs up and his boots propped on the edge of a table. On a small table beside him was a plate with a few leftover crumbs and a nearly empty mug of water.


  The workshop door was wide open. A lantern glowed beside the entrance. Small insects fluttered close to the alluring light. Crickets played their chirping symphony as the world welcomed the night.


  Asher let out a relaxed sigh. He had finished preparing the equipment for tomorrow several hours ago. He thought about returning to the house, when gravity took hold of every muscle in his body and sat him down. The highs and lows of the day melted away as he simply enjoyed sitting in nature’s song.


  Blyss had come out and brought him some food and water. The goblin wanted to stay by his side, but she sensed his need to be alone and returned to the home.


  Asher had let his mind wander again to the future, and a little into the past. Memories of laughing with his uncle swirled along his heart. Moments of long talks slid into his thoughts, his uncle telling him of his adventures in the world. The thoughts often changed to Elara, Nyn, Blyss, and Amber. His heart warmed at the thought of them and how close they were all becoming. A stray thought of Katriss slinked into his mind’s eye, and he wondered if she was comfortable and birthed her brood yet.


  Thoughts began to tumble together into a rolling mess. Asher found himself pushing away most of them to simply relax. There was a lot of work ahead of him. There was also a lot of pleasure as well. Never in his life did he think he would be here in this moment and time, and now that he was here, he never thought of leaving.


  An image of Elara painted his mind and his pulse quickened. She was the first to arrive and the one woman he truly felt a connection to. Asher’s own life was a strict upbringing by his less than cordial father. Elara’s life was one of strict moral codes and customs, but the heart of a wildling beat under her beautiful exterior. A pair of lives spent fulfilling others’ expectations, when they both knew that was a life neither of them wanted to live.


  The more Asher thought of Elara, the more he wanted to go to her. Memories of her loving touches and caresses caused him to lift his boots and put them down on the floor. Standing up, the young man stretched his arms over his head and let out a small yawn. His arms dropped to his sides for a moment, before he reached down and picked up the plate and mug.


  Asher made his way out into the night air. He held the plate with the mug on it as he grabbed the sliding door and slid it closed. He latched the lock and turned down the lantern until its light was extinguished.


  Asher turned to the farmhouse to see a few lights glowing from windows. Darkness clouded around him, but he had grown so accustomed to the farm and surrounding lands, there were no paranoid thoughts of monsters lurking in the dark. He took one step toward the house when something caught his attention in the inky distance.


  The young man stood in the dark as his gaze was drawn to the darkness past his barely visible fence. A pale blue ball of light floated in the darkness.
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Asher couldn’t make out its size since it was a dark night. The stars shone high in the sky, but the shadows along the land were thick and unyielding. The small ball of blue light moved and slowly bounced.


  A thought filled Asher’s mind as he watched, one of the workers for the new farm was exploring the area. Despite the logic, something about the conclusion didn’t sit well with him. There was something tickling his senses and he couldn’t put his finger on it. A scent drifted on the breeze and he took a quick inhale. There was the usual scent of the trees and plants, but there was a hint of life and a sliver of death. But before Asher could allow his mind to roam to the possibilities, the light faded away and was gone.


  Asher internally reminisced about strange lights, sounds, and scents from his adventures. He and his friends had seen plenty of unexplainable things on their journeys. He was willing to chalk it up to an odd occurrence, but he knew there was a wild gate within the woods and anything could come through. It could be a new guest on their way here, or a strange monster lurking in the dark, trying to lure him in. Whichever it may be, Asher was not in the mood to go exploring. If it was a guest, they would come to the farm. If it was a monster, it would make itself known.


  The young man shrugged to himself and made his way to the kitchen door. When he reached it, he stepped in and closed it behind him. He made sure to lock it before putting the dishes in the sink. He then went into the living room. Fern was bedded down on the couch, the uni-goat already asleep.


  Asher ensured the front door was locked before blowing out the lanterns. He then made his way to the stairs and climbed them.


  Making his way along the corridor, he noticed the house was silent as a tomb. Senses sharpened as he expected a Blyss ambush. The goblin often moved like a ghost through the home and appeared at the unlikeliest of times.


  When no goblin ambush took place, Asher relaxed as he reached his bedchamber door. Light glowed underneath the closed-door edge. An image of Elara within and on the bed caused his heart to beat harder in anticipation. He took hold of the knob and turned it. The door opened and Asher’s eyes gleamed in dreamy comfort.


  A single lantern was lit on the nightstand on Elara’s side. The voluptuous elf was indeed in the bed, as was her best friend and cohort, Nyn. The elves were under the blankets and facing each other. Their conversation stopped abruptly as they both turned their oval eyes to him.


  Asher stepped in and closed the door. “I thought I was only punishing one of you tonight,” the younger man smiled.


  Elara smiled as she sat up. The blanket fell away to reveal her naked upper body. Her creamy breasts defied gravity as her nipples stood erect. Her skin glowed in the lantern light as she looked at the young man with a warmness in her gaze.


  Nyn partially sat up with the blankets still covering her body. Her long blue-black hair was loose and spilling over her shoulders. She held the blanket to her as her sapphire eyes gleamed in the low lantern light.


  Asher walked toward the bed and stood at the end, admiring the two beautiful elves in the bed before him.


  Elara parted her lips to speak, “We were just discussing our little play and came to the conclusion we need to discuss it further with you.”


  Nyn nodded. “I’ve read a great deal on this kind of erotic play and you should know much more about it. Elara told me you may be uncomfortable and I’m here to ease your discomfort.”


  Asher chuckled. “I’m not against the play, I simply want to make sure the gods are not offended. My family taught me to respect all deities because they can influence our lives for better or for worse.”


  Elara nodded and kept her warm smile. “Why don’t you undress and come to bed. We should be comfortable as we talk.”


  Asher knew the two of them were up to no good, but he wasn’t about to stop them. Hands lifted and took hold of his clothes. Elara and Nyn watched as the younger man peeled off his clothes and threw them aside. When his leggings came down, it was Elara’s eyes that gleamed with desire at the young man’s thickening member.


  When Asher was completely naked, he crawled onto the large bed and made his way to the pair of beautiful elves. Hands reached up and touched his strong body, guiding him to a spot between them. The blanket was lifted and Asher slipped in. He glanced at their naked bodies underneath the blanket before it came down to cover the three of them.


  Intimate warmth further relaxed Asher as the elves boxed him in from each side. Elara was on her side and to his left, while Nyn was also on her side to his right. Elara’s hand touched Asher’s chest, her fingers gliding over his strong chest.


  Nyn moved closer, pressing her large breasts to Asher’s arm. Her hand touched his thigh. A finger made slow circles on his skin as she looked at him with dark blue eyes.


  “If I’m going to discuss and explain the various plays, I will have to ask you to not interrupt me,” Nyn said softly.


  “You will have to restrain yourself,” Elara followed up as her fingers glided over his skin. “You can touch us, but nothing more,” Elara said with a sultry edge.


  “I have an iron will,” Asher said despite a sliver of doubt.


  Elara let out a warm giggle as she continued to run her fingertips along his skin. “I think he’s ready for his lesson,” she said to Nyn.


  The elf nodded as she slid a leg over Asher’s leg, rubbing her inner thigh on his strong thigh.


  Asher’s demons cried out as blood pooled in his member. It began to stand against gravity’s pull, but he mentally restrained himself from taking things farther. The young man was amused at their attempts of discussion while playing and tantalizing his urges.


  Nyn pressed her body close to Asher while her face remained a blank mask. “There have been many books on the subject we wish to explore. Each one was often written with a god or goddess in mind, sometimes several deities in the same book,” she began.


  Asher listened as the elves continued to touch him. Heat grew by degrees as they acted like lazy succubi toying with their meal.


  Nyn’s hand drifted along Asher’s inner thigh as she continued, “What you are feeling and expressing has been discussed in several books. There is one I can recount, The Priest of Shadows, where a priest lost his faith. He wandered many places until he was taken in by a kindly farm owner. At the time, he didn’t know it was a milk farm. The owner was older and found it difficult to keep to his chores. He asked the young man to stay to aid him. Needing gold and a place to stay, the former priest accepted.”


  Asher listened intently, despite the physical distractions. Hands moved along his body and he decided he couldn’t be the only one not touching anyone. He lifted a hand and gently grabbed Nyn’s full breast. His thumb slid over her standing nipple. Her expression remained the same, despite pleasure coiling along her nerves from his touch.


  Elara’s body touched Asher’s body. Her hand ran down his strong stomach until she grazed his now standing cock. It bounced to her touch, but she didn’t take hold. Instead, she writhed against Asher with her body. Sultry breath dripped from her parted lips as she fought off her own moan.


  Nyn continued, “The young man quickly discovered that the farm was not an ordinary one. A dozen women lived on the estate, all from various races. When he was told part of his job was to collect their milk, he began to understand a little more with each day.


  “The women were ravenous and demanding for the attention of the new, young man. They often tempted him with their bodies and words. The young man could not help himself, quickly succumbing to their desires and his own,” Nyn said and her hand touched Asher’s throbbing cock.


  Pleasure glowed as the elf gently stroked him. Asher’s mind began to wander as blood drained from it. With Elara writhing against him and Nyn stroking him, his inner demons roared for more.


  Nyn sighed to Asher’s strong touch before she continued, “Despite spilling his urges on and in the many women who stayed on the farm, he remained unfulfilled. He spoke of his emptiness to the older man who ran the farm. The owner simply smiled and informed him that if the women would not listen to him, he should bring his faith and discipline to them.


  “It sparked the young man’s spirit and inspired him. At first, he was hesitant to invoke any of the known gods. Instead, he fell back to what he was taught. He had private conversations with all the women on the farm. One by one, they agreed to follow his teachings of love, kindness, respect, reward, and punishment.”


  Asher could barely hear Nyn’s words as the elves touched, and stroked him. Heavy breath fell from Elara’s lips. She lifted her leg and coiled it around one of his legs. She rubbed herself on his leg. Wetness touched his skin as she continued to use him.


  Nyn continued, but her voice became a delicate whisper, “He didn’t say any deity’s name, but he followed the ways of his former priesthood. To those who were too wild, he chained them in their rooms. They remained on their knees, begging for forgiveness of their wicked ways. He would bend them over his knee and spank them, if they continued to defy him.


  “Others would follow his every word, hoping for his blessing,” Nyn said as she squeezed Asher’s cock and continued to stroke him.


  Asher’s entire body was tense with desire. He let go of Nyn’s breast and let his hand glide down her smooth skin until he reached the tenderness between her thighs. His fingers moved until they touched her valley entrance. When his fingers grazed her wet slit and clit, she shuddered.


  “Listen, my morsel,” Elara whispered as she continued to rub herself on Asher’s leg.


  Scents and desire bloomed into an intoxicating song. Asher’s body nearly vibrated with need, barely holding onto his control. Elara’s words only further inflamed him, yet, he listened and kept tight control over himself.


  Asher looked into Nyn’s blue eyes. A darkness lined the skin under her bright eyes, displaying a hunger he knew very well. Despite her calm demeanor, the elf wanted more. She parted her thighs a little more, letting him rub her clit. Her breathing quickened as she tried to pull her thoughts together. Heat glowed between the three of them.


  “The former priest knew he could not give absolution from any of the deities, but his mind wandered to a game of praise and holy blessings,” Nyn barely managed before she crashed onto Asher.


  The young man was pushed onto his back as the lithe and voluptuous elf was on him. She straddled his legs and looked down on him with unblinking eyes. She moved up until she pinned his throbbing member down with her wet valley. Her hips moved slowly, rubbing honey along his veiny shaft.


  Elara was close, eyeing Nyn and Asher with a wicked smile.


  Asher looked at the elf. Her hair spilled down and framed her features. He was frozen as she rubbed her slit against his member, keeping him pinned down.


  Nyn’s eyes shined with hunger as she fought her mind for control. “The young man rewarded the faithful by blessing their throats with his seed. If they continued to be faithful, he would praise them as he fucked them,” she managed before a moan dripped from her lips.


  “What did he do to those who were not faithful?” Asher asked in a moment of crystal clarity before his demons resumed their howls of lust.


  Nyn fought a moan as she rubbed herself on his member. “He saved their souls by punishing them. If they did not have faith, he would show them what it meant to dwell in such wicked ways.”


  Asher watched as Nyn slightly lifted herself up and took hold of his member. She ensured it was pointed up before she gently sat down, slowly impaling herself on him. Elara smiled as she snuggled closer to Asher. His arm went around her shoulders, keeping her close as they both watched Nyn slide down onto his thick inches. A long moan spilled from her lips when she reached the hilt. There she stayed, slowly moving, and adjusting to his size.


  Nyn leaned forward enough and locked her gaze to Asher’s gaze. Her blue eyes nearly glowed as she looked into his eyes.


  “The young man did all he could to save the souls of his new flock, even if he never uttered a deity’s name. The women who stayed on the farm wanted nothing more than to be blessed by his holy seed, cleansing their souls of wicked urges. Their dream-times fell into moments of light and moments of darkness. Some bent to his holy blessings, staying on their knees as they sucked his holy seed from his loins. Others begged to be punished, chained to beds with the young man fucking the evil from them.”


  Asher’s cock nearly vibrated as Nyn squeezed him. When her hips began to move, pleasure slammed into his senses as the world around him took on a dreamy haze.


  “There… was… so… much… wickedness… in their… hearts,” Nyn said as she slowly rode his cock.


  “You could be our priest,” Elara whispered in his ear as she writhed against him. “We’ve discussed it with the others. You would tame our wicked ways, if only for a taste of your blessings. What fun we could all endure, earning spiritual fulfillment as you fuck the demonic urges away.”


  “I’m… beginning to understand,” Asher said through his teeth as he tried not to lose his fleeting control over his cock.


  Nyn sat up and ran her hands through her own long hair. Her breasts bounced slightly as she rode his member. She closed her eyes and moaned in delight. Her elven toes curled as she felt herself getting closer and closer to climax.


  “All of us would seek your absolution. All of us want to be part of your flock. The play ends, when you…” Nyn let out a loud, deep moan.


  Asher’s hand went up to the elf’s waist. He took hold of her as she bounced on his iron-hard cock. Elara let out her own moan, seeing Nyn shudder hard.


  Between the man and elf, wetness surged from their connection. Nyn’s eyes shot open as magical explosions eclipsed her senses. White touched the edges of her vision as she was swept away with current. Bliss curled her toes and yet, she could not stop squeezing and riding Asher’s manhood.


  “The play ends when you give us a trinket to signify your holy blessing,” Elara said with a breathy whisper.


  Words, moans, and heat crashed into Asher. Feeling Nyn come on his cock as she rode it sent spirals of ecstasy along his senses. Elara’s whispers and Nyn’s moans cracked his willpower. Shards fell away as his cock thickened. Nyn whimpered as she could not stop herself. Her inner world was stretched to close to the breaking point as she continued to bounce on his manhood.


  “It’s okay. Show her how much you love her,” Elara said with a whimsical whisper.


  Asher let out a hard grunt. He was blinded by heavenly bliss as his cock spurted thick white seed. Wetness flowed and mixed with his come. Their connection remained as milky seed and honey flowed down veiny inches.


  Nyn slowed down as she fought to not let her eyes slide into her head. She looked down like a defeated opponent and wanted to continue their test of skills and strength.


  Elara reached up and touched her friend’s arm. “It’s okay. Tell him the rest.”


  Nyn made a slow nod before she slipped from him. Asher’s wet cock slapped against his abdomen as Nyn laid beside him. He put his arm around her, holding her close to him. Nyn’s hand drifted down to between her thighs, rubbing her engorged clit in slow, circular motions.


  Asher was about to give her some extra aftercare, when he felt Elara move over him. She grabbed his messy cock and pressed the throbbing head to her dripping slit. The elf lowered herself as his cock remained hard. Veiny inches slid against her tight opening. The connection between them was snug, but the blonde elf was hungry for more. She slid down to the hilt and she let out a satisfied sigh.


  Nyn fought through the haze and tried to talk, “The young man reignited his faith. When everyone joined him, it renewed what he always wanted, a flock to guide.


  “After a time, the young man went to the older man who owned the farm. The man thanked him for not only bringing new life to the farm, but helping those who lived there to find their faith.


  “In that moment, the old man revealed himself to be Baaldir, God of the Hunt. He gifted the milk farm to the young man and left by walking into the forest and vanishing.”


  Asher listened as Elara slowly enjoyed herself. The story sparked his imagination, and much like being a lord with subjects, the story caused his mind to work. But the clarity of his orgasm began to fade away. He looked up to Elara as she moaned in delight, ignoring him and Nyn with closed eyes.


  “The gods would not be offended,” Nyn whispered. “They simply want our love and faith. You have nothing to fear.”


  “It would seem I don’t have anything to fear,” the young man said in a low tone as Elara’s moans sang to their private song.


  ***


  Elara’s arms and legs held onto Asher as he drove his needs into her. The elf whimpered her delight as Asher’s hips slammed into her tender, inner thighs. Her face was buried in his neck as her body bounced to each strong thrust.


  Beside the couple, Nyn was fast asleep. She was partially covered by the blanket as seed and honey dripped from her abused valley.


  “I’m coming again,” Elara said with a desperate whisper before a long moan floated up from her parted lips.


  Asher held her close as he continued to drive his urges into her. He felt her squeeze as she shuddered. Wet inches appeared and disappeared between them until Asher could not hold back any longer. Spurts of molten come quickly filled her inner world. Their love and desire for each other spilled out from their tight connection. Bodies slowed and soon, Asher collapsed onto the voluptuous elf.


  Time slowed down as the couple tried to regain their breath.


  “Was it the story, or us, that made you so hungry for more?” Elara asked with an exhausted smile.


  “Both,” Asher said between heavy breaths. “You both convinced me to try this play.”


  Elara held him to her, her limbs still coiled around him and not wanting to ever let him go.


  “Good, but you could have fought us a little longer. I wanted to have a chance to beg.”


  The couple laughed as they didn’t break their connection.


  “I’ll remember that, next time,” Asher said in a low, tired tone.


  Elara kissed Asher’s neck before letting out a small sigh. “I’m happy,” she said plainly.


  Asher lifted his head and looked down on the beautiful elf. “So am I,” he whispered with affection.


  The pair stared lovingly into each other’s eyes.


  “Tomorrow, after your ground breaking for the new winery, we should go into town. I want to get the book Nyn read. We can read it together and maybe use some of the ideas within its pages,” Elara said softly.


  Asher nodded. “I was thinking the same thing.”


  Elara’s eyes shined with happy light. “We are two halves of the same soul.”


  “We are the same soul,” Asher corrected.


  Heat rushed into Elara’s cheeks. Her hips moved, goading Asher’s cock to harden again.


  “Again?” Asher smirked.


  “Again,” Elara whispered.


  The couple began their intimate song once again, heat and moans rising from their close bodies.


  Outside in the darkness of midnight, a blue flame appeared once again. It floated through the black woods, appearing and disappearing behind trees as the stars shone high in the night sky.




  Chapter 5


  Idol Secrets


  Shards of crystalline darkness floated in the shadowy landscape. Odd naked trees curled into the sky. The heavens flashed with purple and blue light. The stench of decay permuted the area as a lone man stood in the middle of rippling chaos.


  Asher looked around, trying to understand what was happening. He had no memory of this broken place. The shards slowly spun, casting deformed reflections of himself. Some were laughing, others were demonic, and some were lost wanderings as lips parted to silent words.


  Asher took a step forward and the landscape altered. The leafless trees began to move, their bare branches coiling like alien hands. They grasped at the sky, like they could pull it down. The shards continued to float, some moving away and others moving closer.


  “A dream?” Asher whispered to the odd landscape.


  The chaotic world did not answer.


  “A nightmare,” he said as he walked on.


  Heat coiled around every sense as he traveled. Rocks rose and loosely formed entrances to dungeons. Eyes, claws, and tentacles filled the inky entrances as small cackles hissed.


  “That life is behind me,” Asher said to the dungeon entrances before continuing past them.


  A shard drifted away and a statue stood. Asher stopped in his tracks and gazed at the statue. It was that of a cloaked woman. Her head was uncovered and her lips were a simple, warm smile.


  Asher stared at the statue as its form rippled and weaved to unseen forces.


  “I’ve never seen you before,” he said to the statue.


  The statue stood silently.


  For an inexplicable reason, the young man bowed his head to the statue before moving on.


  The dreamscape continued to undulate and churn as he walked. When the floating shards began to pull away, a lone figure stood in the distance with their back to him. Lightning flashed across the heavens as a tattered cloak billowed in the wind.


  Asher’s eyes narrowed, seeing the short white hair on the stranger. He walked toward the man standing in the shifting dreamscape.


  “Hello. Do you know where we are?” Asher asked but his voice came out in a strange pitch.


  The stranger didn’t answer.


  Asher continued to walk toward the man, when the ground beside his foot exploded. A white, feminine hand shot up and clamped onto his ankle. Asher stopped and looked down at the hand, when another hand burst up from the black ground and grabbed his other ankle. He pulled with all his might to break free, when more hands burst up and reached for his legs. Nails dug into his leggings and then into his flesh. They pulled and Asher became mired in a pond of grasping hands.


  “No!” Asher shouted as he grabbed at hands and attempted to pull them away. Their grip was like iron and no matter how hard he tired, they would not let go.


  “Get away! Run!” Asher shouted to the man.


  The man barely turned his head and an eye stared back.


  “Run!” Asher yelled as he was being pulled down into the cursed ground.


  Pale hands reached up and further grabbed him. A pair of hands delicately touched the edges of his eyes and pressed against the skin, keeping his eyes wide open as he sank into the ground.


  Darkness parted and eyes opened.


  Gray light filtered into the bedchamber. Asher found himself in bed. He turned his gaze to the window, seeing the morning mists clouding the world outside his home. Heat was to his side. He turned his head again to see Amber next to him. The faun’s hand was on his chest and a small smile painted across her lips.


  “I came in to wake you,” she said with gleaming brown eyes. “You were dreaming, but I couldn’t tell if it was a good dream or bad one.”


  “A weird one,” he said with a hoarse tone.


  “Morning meal is downstairs, but if you're thirsty, maybe I can help,” Amber said playfully.


  Asher looked at her and grinned.


  Amber pulled at the green top to her dress. A swollen breast slipped out as milk began to drip.


  “I didn’t get a chance to milk myself, but I like it when you drink straight from the source,” the faun smiled.


  Asher didn’t answer as he latched his lips onto her nipple and began to drink. Creamy milk sprayed onto his tongue as he sucked on her.


  Amber let out a small gasp as she placed her hand on the back of his head and kept him close.


  “Your lips feel so nice. It seems rare that I get you all to myself,” the faun said with a loving tone.


  Asher sucked and drank. Amber’s milk spilled into his belly. Faun milk had healing properties and his hoarse throat began to feel better. He lifted his hand and curled it to the small of her back. The pair kept each other close in intimate silence.


  “Sometimes, I wish we could be alone in the forest,” Amber whispered. “To love under the trees and sky is something I want to experience with you.”


  Asher pulled back and licked his lips. He turned his gaze to the faun’s bright eyes and pink cheeks.


  “We can do whatever we wish,” he said.


  The pink heat stayed along her cheeks as she blinked. “Would you… hunt me?”


  Asher slowly sat up and looked down on the faun lying on her side. She made no attempt to cover herself as milk dripped from her exposed nipples.


  Amber continued, “I dream of times where I’m running through a forest. I’m filled with fear and excitement. I glance back to see a cloaked man chasing me. When I think I’ve lost him, he pounces on me… and holds me down.”


  Amber looked away in embarrassment. “Considering how free we are, I don’t know why I’m suddenly shy to talk about it. It’s a fantasy, but I imagine you holding me down. You pulled a dagger and began cutting away at my clothes. You tell me you must finish the hunt. I protest until you…” she trailed off.


  Asher gave the faun a warm smile. “I love hunting. I used to do it all the time, but with this kind of hunt, I would be honored to fulfill it.”


  Amber’s eyes widened a hair and her face glowed a little hotter.


  Asher looked down to see her nipples leaking more milk. His thirst began to grow as he gently cupped a naked breast and gave it a squeeze. A thin stream of milk spilled out onto bed.


  “Let me help you this morning before we go downstairs,” Asher said with cool confidence.


  “Please do, my lord,” Amber said with a breathy whisper.


  Asher lowered his head and latched his lips onto her nipple. A moan escaped the faun as gray light continued to glow from the windows.


  ***


  Morning mists began to part and thick shafts of sunlight illuminated the valley. Birdsong greeted the sun as the faint murmur of voices joined their natural symphony.


  Stakes stood up in various spots along the grassy ground, marking the area where the new winery would be built. Not far from the location were two wagons, a long table filled with wood mugs and pitchers, and a small crowd of people dressed in overalls.


  Asher stood with the crowd, shovel in hand. An edge of excitement swirled along his heart as Dina stood before the small crowd of artisan workers. She had her own shovel in hand and glanced at Asher. She gave him a wink as she cleared her throat.


  Blyss, Amber, and Elara stood by the table of refreshments. The trio smiled as they prepared to serve the thirsty workers during the project.


  Sunlight caught Dina’s short black hair, giving it an almost halo effect just as he started to address the crowd.


  “Welcome to the first day of building the winery! I wanted to thank Lord Blackwood for taking on a scrappy construction crew to complete the project. We will do our best to complete it in a timely fashion.”


  “I know we will!” Asher shouted with a smile.


  The artisans chuckled and laughed.


  Dina gave a toothy smile before she continued, “The first part of the project is to hollow out the sub-level before we add stone flooring and walls. It will ensure casks of wine will be at a constant temperature all year round.


  “We will be digging about twelve feet deep and with a crew this size, it shouldn’t take more than three days. After that, we will lay down the stone work and then begin working on the basic skeleton of the structure.


  “Be sure to pace yourselves and get plenty of water to drink. Does anyone have any questions?”


  The group was silent.


  “Alright, let’s get started,” Dina said as she put on leather gloves.


  The crowd slowly dispersed into the staked area. Asher walked along with a shovel in hand. He picked a spot right in the middle, stabbed his shovel into the grassy ground and began to dig.


  Blyss leaned onto the refreshment table with crossed arms and her chin resting on them. Yellow eyes took on a dreamy gleam as she watched Asher dig. A sigh drifted up from her as her gaze lingered on his muscular arms and strong shoulders.


  Amber leaned over to the goblin. “He’s going to be very dirty after this,” she said out of the side of her mouth.


  Blyss gave a lazy nod. “I will make sure he’s clean.”


  “You really enjoy cleaning him in the bath,” Elara smiled.


  Blyss nodded again. “I didn’t like water, scared of it. Bathing with the master made me like water, and I enjoy cleaning him.”


  “While you’re in there with him,” Elara said.


  “Yes,” the goblin sighed.


  Amber was smiling as she glanced around. “Where’s Nyn?”


  “She’s inside, writing her magnum opus,” Elara smiled.


  Blyss lifted a large, pointed green ear. “Magnum opus?”


  “It’s her book. She is taking it very seriously and I think last night gave her some inspiration,” Elara said plainly.


  Amber and Blyss nodded as they returned their gazes to Asher and the crew working.


  Time bled on as Asher threw his arms, back, and shoulders into the work. Vague thoughts snaked into his mind, not feeling right that he would sit back as everyone else did the work. He never felt he was that kind of person and told Dina earlier he would be helping. She told him he didn’t need to, but welcomed him to the crew as she saw the look of determination in his eyes.


  Sweat began to bead along Asher’s brow as he dug. Muscles burned with power as he leaned into the work. Some of the artisans around him looked over to the working lord and an unsaid respect grew in their eyes.


  Dina dug deeper than the surrounding workers, but when she took a break, she checked on the crew and encouraged them to drink plenty of water. She wiped the back of her glove against her forehead, a streak of dirt left behind.


  Elara, Amber, and Blyss happily served water and lemonade to everyone who took a break or came to the table. Thanks were said before drinks were enjoyed. After a time, Blyss went back to the house and came back with plates of fruits and bread. The worker’s eyes widened before they quickly grabbed at the small feast being set on the table.


  Asher stabbed his shovel into the wide, three feet deep hole he created. He leaned on the shovel and looked over to the beautiful women feeding and pouring for the working artisans. His heart pumped hard as joy curled along his spirit. The work was hard, but welcomed. The sight of elf, faun, and goblin made his heart soar.


  Elara looked over as she poured water into a mug. She gave Asher a bright smile before looking down in sudden shyness.


  “You’re anything but shy,” Asher said in his thoughts.


  He wiped his brow and picked up his shovel. He glanced around to see the other workers digging and coming closer to his area. He stabbed his shovel into the dirt and hit something hard.


  Asher’s brow wrinkled, wondering if he hit a stone. He stabbed the shovel into the muddy ground beside him. He fell onto his hands and knees and began pushing away the wet ground. Clumps of mud were shoved aside and cupped hands dug a little deeper. He touched something and he instantly felt rough fabric. The more mud he pushed aside, the more a faint shape began to appear before his eyes.


  “I found something!” Asher said loudly.


  Several workers looked over before they climbed out of their areas and made their way to him. They jumped down into his rough hole and fell to their knees. Asher and the crew worked together to push away mud. It didn’t take long to see a wrapped, vaguely humanoid shape in the mud. Ropes crisscrossed it and it was bound tight.


  “Get underneath and help me lift,” Asher directed.


  The workers nodded and began digging their fingers under the odd, wrapped object. With a heave, they all pulled upward. The wrapped thing was lifted from the ground. They moved it to the edge of the muddy pit and placed it on the grass.


  Asher and the workers climbed out of the pit and surrounded it.


  Dina stepped up from her pit and made her way to the group. Elara, Blyss, and Amber left the table and made their way to the group.


  Asher reached for his belt and pulled a small dagger from it. He knelt by the wrapped object and took hold of one of the ropes. He lifted the thin rope and sliced at it. After a few sawing motions, the rope came free and the rest of the rope wrapped around it loosened.


  Asher worked quickly, wondering if this was another secret left by his uncle. He pulled at the burlap fabric covering it. Whatever was inside began to slowly reveal itself. Some of the workers helped and not long after, everyone looked down on the object that was previously buried.


  Asher’s eyes widened as he looked down on a treated wood statue. It was a robed woman. Her hood was back and her eyes half opened. She had a warm, enigmatic smile. She was full-figured with exposed cleavage. Her ears were slightly pointed and her hair long. Feathered wings were folded to her back and shoulders. Her hand was cupping what looked like a small bird. The whole statue was immaculately crafted.


  Asher’s heart hammered in his chest as it looked eerily like the statue he saw in his nightmare. It didn’t hold a bird, or have feathered wings, but the similarities were uncanny.


  Amber gasped as she looked upon the statue. “The Divine Mother,” she said in a stunned whisper.


  Many workers knelt and bowed their heads in respect.


  Asher saw a small scroll tube, tucked in behind the bird in the statue’s hands. He quickly grabbed it.


  “Get some water and towels,” Asher ordered as his heart raced.


  Blyss and Amber turned around and sprinted back to the house, the little goblin trailing behind the much faster faun.


  Asher and the workers grabbed the statue and stood it up. It had a slightly wider base and stood up perfectly. The rest of the burlap covering was pulled away.


  It didn’t take long for the goblin and faun to return with waterskins and a small stack of towels. Several workers grabbed the waterskins and began to pour water on their hands to clean them and then began pouring on the statue. What little muddy dirt was on it was quickly washed away. Towels came next to dry the water and clean it up.


  Asher clutched the scroll tube in one hand as he gazed upon the statue. It was roughly shorter than himself, but its powerful presence was never diminished. Once the statue was cleaned, everyone stepped back to admire it.


  Elara moved to Asher’s side. “We have the empty room between the library and the dining room,” she mentioned.


  Asher nodded. “I need a few people to help me carry it into the house.


  Several workers nodded and ensured their hands were clean of grime. Asher stepped up to the statue and took hold.


  The statue was lifted and turned on its side. Everyone had a secure and firm hold on the statue as they carried it to the house. It didn’t take long to get inside and navigate the floor until they reached the empty room. They walked in, turned the statue, and placed it down before the wall opposite the doorway they came in.


  Asher stood in awe before the holy statue. He vaguely remembered descriptions of the Divine Mother, but didn’t pay too much attention to it. Now that it was here, before him, he drank in every detail.


  Dina eyed Asher for a moment before she addressed her crew. “Let’s give the lord a moment and return to our work,” she said.


  Heads nodded and the workers filed out behind Dina. Elara, Blyss, and Amber stayed with Asher as they all gazed at the holy statue.


  Asher’s senses buzzed with some unknown energy. He kept his gaze on the statue as his heart thudded in his chest. The Divine Mother’s eyes looked down on the bird in her hands. The craftsmanship was superb as if the artists spent a lifetime focusing on every tiny detail.


  Blyss turned and stepped out of the room. Elara and Amber moved to either side of Asher. The three of them looked at the statue in awe.


  “I can sense holy power, but it’s small, barely noticeable,” Elara said as her green eyes shined.


  Amber nodded. “Statues of deities do have some holy power. It grows or weakens, depending on how many souls worship them in the area. The Divine Mother’s influence will grow from the faith of worshippers.”


  Asher heard what the faun and elf said, but his mind drifted into a hazy trance. He lifted his hand with the scroll tube. He opened one end and turned the tube. A scroll slipped out and landed in his waiting palm. He unfurled it and began to read.


  My dearest nephew,


  I hope the estate and your new life is finding you well. I hope my clues were not too obtuse, but since you’re reading this, I can assume you figured it out on your own, or with friends.


  The statue of the Divine Mother belonged to me, and others before me, for many years. Now, it belongs to you. Place it within the home. It will grant you some protection from those who follow unholy paths, and it may heal those who are lost. Care for it and the Divine Mother will watch over you and those who visit.


  I buried the statue myself. When I was leaving, I wanted to ensure nothing of value was taken before your arrival. A statue of the Divine Mother is prized in many cultures, but I always knew she had to stay here, on the farm.


  There is no requirement to be fulfilled for the Divine Mother’s protection. You will understand as guests arrive, that many will kneel before her and whisper their prayers. I was never one to follow the gods, but that doesn’t mean you cannot. She invites all to her bosom with warmth and understanding.


  Treat her well and she will watch over you, and everyone else under your roof.


  Uncle Aric


  Asher read it a second time before he rolled it up in his hand. Thoughts and emotions swirled as the young man felt his reality grow a little bigger. The gods were often aloof and distant, unless they wanted something. But for Asher, it felt like a responsibility was pressing down on him and he was unsure if he was deserving of such a holy relic.


  Blyss stepped back into the room with two towels in one of her green hands. She moved to the statue and knelt before it. She eyed the brown smudges of dirt and mud before lifting a towel up. With a gentle touch, she began to further clean the holy statue.


  “Divine Mother, your devotees are here to care for you,” the goblin whispered as she gently rubbed dirt off it.


  Asher’s heart beat with power as his gaze fell to the wood bird in the Divine Mother’s hands. It was a carved sparrow. Nearly everyone knew the sparrow was a symbol of fertility, and it was in that moment that Asher made the connection between the sparrow he saw yesterday and finding the statue today.


  Did the Divine Mother want me to find her statue, or was it just luck?


  Elara saw the faraway look in Asher’s eyes and glanced down to the rolled-up scroll in his hand. She moved to his side and curled her arm around his. The mere touch from the elf was enough to wake the younger man from his trance and look over to Elara’s bright eyes.


  “Was the note from your uncle?” she asked.


  Asher simply nodded.


  Elara squeezed his arm. “We discussed going into town and visiting the book store. I’m sure Dina and her artisans will take care of what needs to be done. We should go into town and pick up a few things,” she said, trying to take his mind off the recent discovery.


  Asher gave Elara a simple nod before looking down at himself. He was covered in grime, mud, and dirt.


  “I’m a little dirty,” he said plainly.


  “I know, but let’s go upstairs and wash you up before we go anyway,” Elara smiled.




  Chapter 6


  Words on the Wind


  Asher and Elara stepped from the main entrance as the door swung closed behind them. Sunlight glowed across the forests and grasslands. The pair made their way down the porch steps and walked toward the main gate.


  Asher was washed and wearing clean clothes. The moment he stepped out onto the dirt road, he started to feel better. His uncle’s ghost haunted his thoughts, causing him to wonder just how many secrets were left behind by the man he admired. Images of the statue intruded on those thoughts and he couldn’t help but wonder if having the statue was truly a blessing or a curse. His family’s bloodline and heritage seemed at odds with anything holy. For himself, Asher only felt the holy natural power of forests and nature. There was always a distance between himself and the truly divine. It conflicted with everything he knew before coming to this strange valley and estate.


  The pair walked along the road. When the sounds of hammers shattered inner thoughts, Asher and Elara turned their gazes to the new landowner beside his farm.


  Workers from various races continued with their construction. A vague skeleton of a large home and barn had already begun to form. The taurnar who owned the property was walking and giving orders. Workers nodded as they continued to work.


  “Lady Windswell does enjoy her power,” Elara said with a scathing tone.


  Asher gave a simple nod. “This feud will only get worse. I can only guess that she will take every opportunity to make our lives harder.”


  Elara curled her arm around Asher’s arm and hugged him closer as they walked. “We simply must show her she has no power over us. Her petty revenge will not break our spirits.”


  There was silence for a moment as they walked on toward the town.


  “But if she stands too close to a cliff, there could be a terrible accident,” Elara said with a low tone.


  Asher turned his head and looked at the beautiful elf. He blinked before bursting out into laughter.


  “Remind me to never cross you,” Asher managed as his laughing fit slowly died.


  Elara’s lip wrinkled in soothing happiness. “You never have to worry, my morsel. The only punishments I have for you will be you begging me to stop.”


  “Stop you from doing what exactly?” Asher asked with a happy gleam in his eyes.


  Elara let out an amused giggle. “Cross me and find out.”


  Asher looked ahead as they continued to walk.


  “I think I want to cross you and find out,” he said casually.


  Elara let out a sharp laugh and hugged his arm tighter.


  The couple made their way into town. The main street was bustling with locals. Many were moving in and out of the shops. Some were walking toward the tavern. Others were simply standing and talking. There was excitement in the air and it could be felt by everyone.


  When Asher and Elara walked down the main street, some heads turned to them. Nervous smiles filled some faces, while others waved at the man and elf. Asher and Elara waved back to some, but the pair clearly could sense a discomfort as they walked by.


  “I think some of the townsfolk may be a little nervous,” Asher said in a low tone to Elara.


  “It’s still fresh in their minds. With time, they will forget,” Elara said as she waved to some of the townsfolk.


  “I hope they do. I’m not here to make their lives difficult.”


  “People in small towns can have small mindsets at times. And remember, you did save the town from a worse fate. If you didn’t kill that demon assassin, it could have been worse. Demons aren’t known for their mercy.”


  Asher nodded as they walked on.


  The couple reached the Book Guild and stepped inside. A chime echoed as the door closed.


  For a breath, there was no movement.


  Asher’s brow wrinkled. “Did Nadia step away?”


  As if his words triggered a magical incantation, a woman with glasses and a black robe slid out from behind a bookshelf. Nadia had a wide grin as she rushed the couple. When she was close, she skidded to a halt and looked up at Asher with magnified eyes in her glasses.


  “Lord Blackwood!” she nearly shouted with excitement in Asher’s face.


  “Nadia, good to see you,” Asher grinned.


  The bookstore’s owner turned her attention to Elara and gave her a slight bow. Elara bowed slightly to the woman.


  Nadia turned her gaze back to Asher.


  “Before you hear otherwise, I voted for Dina!” Nadia blurted it out.


  “Oh, erm,” Asher began and trailed off, unsure what to say.


  “The gossip in town is relentless and I wanted to clear the air. I don’t believe you are helping any demon kind, and if you were, you had your reasons.”


  “Um, good to know,” Asher said.


  “What can I do for you today?” the bookstore’s owner said as she lightly bounced on her feet.


  Elara used every drop of willpower to not laugh.


  “We wanted to check out some books in the, uh, back area,” Asher said as he lifted a hand and scratched at the back of his head.


  “But we could also use some help finding a book on the Divine Mother,” Elara added.


  Nadia nodded before her gaze fell to Asher’s strong neck. “I can help you with that. Go ahead to the back. I’ll look for books on the goddess.”


  For a short span of time, Nadia didn’t walk away. She simply stared at Asher’s neck like she found the secret to happiness and was frozen with that knowledge.


  Asher cleared his throat.


  “Oh, yes,” Nadia said as her eyes widened.


  Asher and Elara watched as the woman in the black robe tried to walk away, but glanced back just as she reached a book aisle. Her shoulder hit the edge of the shelf and she spun around.


  Asher and Elara took a step toward her with hands up, ready to catch her. The bookstore’s owner continued her spin until her flat hand reached out and slapped down on some books. She steadied herself and then began looking at the books on the shelf like nothing had happened.


  Elara stifled her laughter as she pulled Asher with her. They walked down one of the other aisles and made their way toward a hanging, black curtain.


  “The poor woman is going to hurt herself every time she sees you,” the elf giggled.


  “I don’t know what to do to stop that,” Asher said.


  Elara looked at Asher as they reached the black curtain. “You don’t know?”


  Asher’s eyes widened a hair as the voluptuous elf stepped past the curtain and into the smaller room. He followed.


  The inner room was small and carried the scent of books. The shelves were packed with a variety of books, most of them black with gold lettering. The fact that such rooms and books existed still astounded the former ranger. An entire subculture was created around such lewd books and stories, enough so that it was not discussed, but everyone seemed to know about them to a degree.


  Elara’s delicate fingers were running along spines as she searched.


  “We could purchase the Priest of Shadows, but since Nyn already spoiled the ending, we should look for something similar. Nyn gave me a few titles to search for. We simply have to see if any of them are here.”


  Asher looked around as his heart beat with an uneasy pulse. “I’m not sure we should explore this route.”


  Elara turned her head and looked at him. She noticed the look of concern in his eyes as he looked around. The elf turned and stepped closer to him. She touched his chest as she gazed up to him with understanding eyes.


  “It’s because of the statue,” she said warmly.


  Asher nodded as he looked down into her beautiful eyes. “Last night I was interested, but now that there is an actual statue of the Divine Mother, I’m not so sure. If she takes offense, she could curse us.


  “I’m not saying this out of superstition. The god of the hunt has blessed my hunts. The forest has provided when I pray to her. The gods of light have protected me and my friends as we dived deep into dungeons.


  “The gods do aid and influence us when we pray to them, but I’m not a priest. I have no desire to become a true priest of any deity. What was proposed was a play we can enjoy, but now, it feels different and I don’t wish to offend the Divine Mother herself.”


  Elara gave the younger man a small smile. “Asher, my morsel, I understand your plight, but the gods and universe can be more forgiving than you realize. Followers of most religions are not so chaste as to not express themselves. In history alone, there were those who prayed to gods and worshiped bodies before their idol’s gazes.


  “If the gods struck us down for everything perceived as wicked, or wrong, there would be no people left on Valoria. The gods need us as much as we need them. The Divine Mother would never turn away anyone who worships her.”


  Asher’s heart continued to thud in his chest, but each beat grew softer. Realization began to wash away his concerns. Elara’s words rang true, despite his own reservations. It began to dawn on him that he knew the basics of the Divine Mother, but didn’t know much more beyond that.


  Elara’s fingers touched the top of Asher’s shirt. She gently pulled and played with the collar. She spoke as she kept her gaze on how well his shirt hugged his strong chest.


  “You opened my eyes and heart in many ways. Ways that I will always be grateful for. This play is not meant to weigh on your spirit. It is meant for all of us to grow closer. We trust you, as we know, you trust us. To share spiritual moments as we lay bare our spirits and bodies to each other, is a true expression of who we are together.”


  Elara looked up to him with warm eyes. “Don’t you want to force me onto my knees? Don’t you want me to ask for forgiveness before you stuff my mouth with your cock, telling me to suck on you until you bless my throat with your holy seed? To make me drink every drop with muffled moans, making me hope I have earned my right to be in your presence and light?”


  Asher smirked at the elf. “You are wicked.”


  Elara’s fingers curled into the top of his shirt and pulled slightly. Heat thickened in the small room as bodies pressed to each other. A desperation filled Elara’s eyes, but also a dreamy heat as she looked at the younger man with a deep hunger.


  “We are all wicked. That is why we need you to help us find our way. Your power will break our wicked ways. Your divine right will wash away the darkness within. Even if it’s just a play, we bend to your pious will.”


  Elara’s oval eyes glowed with heat. “But if you cannot save our souls, we will drag you down and make you our toy until you beg the gods to save you,” she said with such a sultry tone, it could melt butter.


  Asher lost his train of thought. He didn’t blink as he looked into Elara’s burning gaze. His own manhood betrayed him as it stiffened in his tight leggings. It struggled to be free as the elf stayed close.


  “I can feel you changing your mind,” Elara said with a seductive hiss.


  “I thought Katriss was the demon,” Asher grinned.


  “We all have our wicked desires. Just like I know your wicked desires.”


  Asher could hardly think. He leaned forward to kiss the beautiful elf when she abruptly pulled her head to the side. He glanced to the side to see the elf lift her hand and take hold of a book on the shelf. She pulled it free and brought it close.


  “This is the book Nyn recommended!” Elara said with an excited edge.


  Asher blurted out a laugh when the black curtain was pulled away beside them. The couple turned their heads to see Nadia standing there. Her eyes were not filled with shock as Asher would have guessed. Instead, her eyes were half-closed and heat crawled up her neck. Pink touched her cheeks as she looked upon the young man and elf close together with the book between them.
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“Am I interrupting…” was all the shop owner could say as her grip tightened on the curtain.


  A few metal rings snapped and the curtain came down on her. She flailed about with the black curtain covering her like some kind of dark ghost.


  Asher and Elara rushed to the woman’s aid. Asher grabbed Nadia’s covered shoulders as Elara pulled the curtain off her head. Once the fabric was pulled off her head, Nadia looked up into Asher’s wide gaze. She felt his strong hands on her shoulders and her legs began to melt.


  “Lord Blackwood,” Nadia said with a dreamy tone.


  “Forgive us. We were simply,” Asher began but was cut off.


  “No need for forgiveness. You’re a man of passion and no one should stand in the way of it.”


  Asher smiled as he let go of her shoulders. Nadia wilted as his touch suddenly disappeared.


  Elara saw the reaction and her mind played a wicked game. “Nadia, would you recommend this book? It’s called The Monastery.”


  The black curtain was like a cloak around the shop owner’s slender shoulders. She tried to collect herself and fix her hair as she looked upon the beautiful elf.


  “Yes, very much so. It’s one of my favorites. A priest tries to save the souls of a dozen succubi. It’s very…” Nadia glanced at Asher and heat filled her entire face, “…detailed.”


  Elara nodded as she opened the book and leafed through it for a moment. “Lord Blackwood and I have discussed wanting to expand our horizons, but our duties on the estate take up much of our time. It would be helpful for both of us if we had an expert on the book and subject matter to aid us with some… advice,” Elara let the last word hang in the air.


  Nadia fixed the black curtain on his shoulders to look like a royal cape. She lifted her chin as pink colored her pale features. She barely blinked as what was unsaid was fully understood.


  “Elara,” Asher said with a slightly scathing tone.


  “Don’t be cross with her,” Nadia said with a small, shy smile. “I am happy to aid you in your research, Lord and Lady Blackwood.”


  Asher parted his lips to correct Nadia, but the words didn’t come out. Flustered, he closed his mouth and let the moment go.


  “It’s settled. Our door is always open to you. Come by if your schedule permits,” Elara said warmly while giving Asher a mischievous glance.


  Nadia’s eyes were wide as she gave a vigorous nod. She then turned her gaze to Asher and she let out a warm sigh.


  “I found a book on the Divine Mother you might enjoy,” the shop owner nearly weaved with her black curtain cloak.


  “Thank you,” Asher smiled before he focused on the curtain cloak. “We can help you put that back up.”


  “Oh, no, don’t concern yourself. I kind of like it. It makes me feel mysterious,” Nadia said before she started walking away from the hidden room and toward the front counter. “Follow me and we can settle payment,” the clumsy shop owner said with new confidence.


  Asher looked at Elara, but the elf didn’t look back. Instead, she followed the cloaked shop owner with a black book in her hand and humming a bright tune.


  The young man chuckled before he followed the two women toward the front of the bookstore.


  ***


  Asher and Elara stepped out of the bookstore and onto the cobblestone street. Asher had two books in one hand while he held Elara’s hand with the other. They stepped further onto the street and turned west to head back home. The sun shined bright in the early afternoon sky as they strolled.


  “Nadia is going to take us up on the offer,” Asher mentioned.


  Elara squeezed his hand as they walked, a mischievous smile blooming. “I’m positive it will be fun. She seems very eager and we wouldn’t be helpful neighbors if we turned her away.”


  Asher couldn’t hold back his laughter. It filled his spirit with light and happiness. Holding Elara’s hand, feeling the sun on his face, knowing life had changed for all of them, wrapped around his soul like a warm blanket. He wanted to bask in it for as long as he could as fantasies played out across his mind of living to old age on the farm and dying with a smile on his face.


  When Asher’s laughter died down, Elara looked over to him with a small, knowing smile. “I love seeing you happy.”


  Asher looked at her. “What about your happiness? This journey is not all about me. It’s about us, all of us.”


  Elara smiled. “I am happy, very happy. I can’t remember my life before. My past feels like a gray dream compared to now.


  “Elves used to be very free with our affections and bodies. We were almost like the fae in that regard, until some in our society felt it was demeaning to behave like many of the other races. Elders came up with the idea of following intellectual pursuits to be superior to carnal wants and needs. It became a way of life, but even after many millennia, there are those of us who hunger for the old nights, times where we can be whatever we wish without judgment or ridicule. Where we were free.”


  The beautiful elf leaned her head on Asher’s shoulder and let out a deep sigh. “I want us to have fun and enjoy ourselves. I want our family to know joy and warmth.”


  “Me too,” Asher said as his heart ached with desire for the beautiful elf.


  The couple continued to walk when the door to a small tower opened. The pair turned to see a woman with short, blonde hair and traveling clothes march toward them with wide eyes. She held a small tube in her hand.


  “Lady Moonwhisper!” the woman said as she rushed to them.


  Asher and Elara stopped in their tracks as confusion circled their minds.


  The woman walked up to Elara and bowed deeply to her. “Please forgive me, but I was given your description and it was urgent to deliver this letter to you. It came by raven this morning.”


  The woman stood up and held out the small tube to Elara.


  Elara uncoupled herself from Asher and took the tube from the outstretched hand. She opened it and unfurled the small scroll inside. She began to silently read it.


  Asher eyed Elara with concern. The woman beside them turned to leave and Asher called out to her.


  “Please forgive us, but we haven’t met.”


  The woman stopped and turned around with a pleasant smile. “Oh, I know you, Lord Blackwood. It is I who must ask for forgiveness for not introducing myself.


  “My name is Maggie Raveneye. I run the Raven Tower in town. All letters by air come through or leave my tower,” she explained.


  Asher bowed his head. “Thank you, Lady Raveneye.”


  “It’s just Maggie,” the woman smiled a little more. “I’ll see you around town,” she said with a wave and walked back to the tower between a row of shops.


  Asher nodded and turned his attention back to Elara. He quickly noticed the elf lift her gaze with a haunted shadow painted the skin under her eyes.


  “Elara?” Asher asked as he feared it was bad news.


  “I… have to go home,” Elara said with a faraway voice as the wind swept through Main Street.




  Chapter 7


  Plans and Portals


  The town bled into the landscape of the valley. A man and elf walked side by side. They had been silent after what Elara had said. The sounds of nature could not quell the mood. Asher could feel the fear and uncertainty within Elara as they walked, but didn’t press. The town was abuzz with activity and there was a chance one or more townsfolk could hear what was being said.


  When the couple left the town’s edge, it was Elara who began to speak with urgency in her tone.


  “The letter is from a friend back home in my province. Before I left to come here, I asked her to remain alert if my name was mentioned at any time. She worked with me at the academy and I knew I could trust her.”


  Elara’s head tilted forward a little, small shadows covering her eyes. “When I left the empire, I told those I worked with that I would be gone for a month. I mentioned that, depending on my travels, I may be late coming back. Nothing about that is unusual. Many people from staff to professors take time off and travel to far away locations. They give you a reasonable time to return.”


  “But if you take too long, they begin to wonder,” Asher said.


  Elara nodded. “It has been about two months and now, there have been whispers about me. I knew this time would come, but there was a piece of me that hoped they would simply forget about me. But deep down, I knew the master mage I worked for would start making inquiries.”


  Elara stopped on the dirt road. Asher stopped with her. The pair turned to each other, Asher looking at the blonde elf and Elara looked down in shame.


  “It’s only a matter of time before they resort to magical means to locate me. If I don’t return, they will use portal magic to reach me.”


  “Do you want to return?” Asher asked, not sure he was ready for the answer.


  “No, I don’t,” the elf said with a wry smile.


  Asher let out a sigh of relief. “Can you tell them you won’t be returning? Are you…” he hesitated before he worked up the courage to say the rest, “…staying here with us?”


  Elara looked up with wide, frightened eyes. “I… want to stay. I want to stay with you and our new family, forever. I want this life, but if I stay, my colleagues may not allow it. I know too many secrets about the academy. It is a lifetime position, one that I thought I would remain in for hundreds of years, but my aspirations have changed. I have changed.”


  The blonde elf hugged her waist and looked away in deepening shame. “I’ve been so happy and living this dream, I didn’t fully prepare to be part of it much longer than I anticipated. Nyn and I have discussed it at times, and I mentioned it to you, but I must implement the changes I prepared for this moment.”


  “Preparations?” Asher asked with a raised eyebrow.


  Elara gave a slow, single nod. “I must return to my province and tell my superiors that I will not be returning to my position. I must put things in place so they do not suspect my true motivations, and leave peacefully so they never come looking for me again.


  “I will do what needs to be done, if you will have me?” The last sentence came out with an uncertain edge.


  Asher lifted his arms and embraced the elf. Elara’s eyes shined with wetness before her lip quivered. She hugged him back and closed her eyes, lost to his scent.


  The couple held onto each other in the sunlight. Their heartbeats matched as the pair didn’t want to let go of each other.


  “I don’t want to go, but I must to ensure this life is not interrupted by my past,” Elara whispered.


  The couple broke their embrace, but stayed close.


  “What can I do to help?” Asher asked.


  “Help me tell the others and see me off. Keep a light in the window for my return,” Elara said softly as the weight of what must be done bore down on her spirit.


  “We will talk to our family together and we will all ready for your safe return,” Asher said with confidence.


  “I wish you could go with me. I would feel better with you there, but it would only raise suspicions.”


  “My fists will pummel their suspicions,” Asher smirked.


  Elara let out a happy laugh as she hugged him again. When she pulled back, Asher took her hand and the couple walked home.


  They passed the new farm. Hammers rang on as workers continued to build structures. When they were far enough, they saw their home in the short distance. They made their way past the main gate and into the home. The couple was quickly greeted by Blyss. The goblin hugged each of them around the waist before pulling back with a happy smile.


  “Blyss, can you gather the rest of the household in the living room? There is something we must discuss,” Asher said.


  The goblin nodded before she left to gather the others.


  A short time later, Nyn and Amber walked out with the goblin. Asher told everyone to take a seat. They looked at each other for a moment before they all sat down. Elara stepped into the middle of the room and began telling them everything that needed to be said.


  The group listened intently as the blonde elf told them about her former life before coming to the farm, her position, and what needed to be done. When she was finished, it was Nyn who spoke up first.


  “I will go with you,” the elf said stoically.


  Elara looked upon her friend with sad eyes. “I should go alone.”


  Nyn shook her head as she stood up. “You have told me how overprotective and thorough your master mage is. If he delays you, you should have someone there on your side.”


  “Master mage?” Asher asked.


  Elara and Nyn turned to Asher with sad, knowing eyes.


  “His name is Sontar Spellweaver, Master Mage of the Elemental Circle. He is my superior in the Academy and I was one of his aids. We had a working relationship for over a hundred years and he will not be so keen on letting me simply go. He will question me and try to entice me to stay. But if he thinks for one moment I am under someone else’s influence or coercion, he will attempt to save me like he tries with everyone within his circle of friendships.”


  Nyn nodded. “He has a savior complex, one that he will never see, no matter who attempts to tell him the truth. I must go with you to ensure he doesn’t trap you in some guise of bettering your fate.”


  “Both of you must go?” Amber said with a low tone.


  “I don’t want you to go! Stay here and be with us! Forget him!” Blyss said harshly.


  Elara’s lips spread out into a small smile. “How I wish I could simply stay and forget my old life, but there are threads that must be cut for our future.”


  Amber kept her head bowed as Blyss crossed her arms across her belly and stamped her foot.


  “How long?” Asher asked.


  Elara looked at the handsome young man with uncertain eyes. “A few days to a few weeks. I must ensure everything in my life has been handled in a way that doesn’t cast suspicion.”


  “I can aid you,” Nyn said to her friend.


  “As can I!” Blyss shouted.


  Elara turned to the short goblin. She knelt so they were eye level. “I wish you, Asher, and Amber could come with us, but if you did, all of you would most likely be imprisoned. No, I need you to stay here and watch over the estate. Ensure it is still standing for our return home. Can you do that for me?”


  Blyss stood straighter and pushed out her chest. The goblin gave a firm nod.


  “That’s my beautiful friend,” Elara said before shifting her gaze to Amber. “And will you ensure all is well in my absence?”


  The faun nodded with a demure smile. “I will.”


  Elara stood up and looked at Nyn. “As much as I would want you here for my return, I welcome the company on this journey.”


  “I will not let you take this on alone,” Nyn said with a small smile.


  Elara turned to Asher and her heart melted.


  “I wish I could go with you,” Asher said warmly.


  “I wish you could as well, I truly do. It will pain me to leave, but when I put my affairs in order, all of us will be free of my old life and continue with our new one.”


  A tear slid down Blyss’s pale green cheek.


  Elara turned to everyone gathered with a new light in her eyes. “I must pack and prepare. I welcome all of you to walk Nyn and I to the wild gate, if you wish to come?”


  Everyone nodded in unison.


  “Thank you,” Elara said as her heart ached from the thought of leaving all she loved.


  ***


  Shafts of sunlight stabbed through the leafy canopy of the forest. Birds chirped in the background as five individuals stood before three standing stones. The weathered stones stood knee high and formed a rudimentary triangle. Leaves littered the ground as a faint hum of magic could be felt by all.


  Elara and Nyn stood before the invisible wild gate. The two elves were dressed in traveling clothes and had small packs over their shoulders. Just behind them stood Asher, Amber, and Blyss.


  The journey through the dark forest to the wild gate was uneventful, the group moving silently among the old trees. Recent images flashed across Asher’s mind of everyone helping Elara and Nyn to pack and give words of encouragement. When they set off, his spirit sagged at the thought of them leaving.


  Elara and Nyn turned to the small group. The blonde elf looked at Asher as she addressed everyone.


  “We shouldn’t be long. But do not fret, the city and province are well guarded. We will act in haste so we can return home.”


  Elara stepped to Asher and looked up into his eyes. She noticed his sorrow, and every part of herself screamed to stay and be with him.


  “Stay strong my handsome morsel,” she said before leaning in and pressing her lips to his.


  The couple held each other as lips touched and tongues danced. Heat boiled between their close bodies as two souls became one for a moment.


  When the moment passed, Elara moved her lips to his ear.


  “Don’t dwell on concerns. Nyn and I will be perfectly safe. Take time to read and think over our new play. You can begin if you wish. It will bring a layer of excitement for our return, to see how far you and our family have come, my handsome priest.”


  “It will not be the same without you,” Asher whispered.


  “I hope not. For when we return, I want to hear all about it. I will think about you in my quiet moments, touching myself to your image.”


  Elara pulled her head back and gave the younger man a playful wink.


  The elf slipped from Asher’s embrace and walked back to Nyn’s side.


  “Take care of her and yourself,” Asher said to the dark blue-haired elf.


  “I will,” Nyn smiled.


  The two elves looked at each other before turning to the portal.


  “I calculated the wild gate’s alignment back to your province. We should leave this instant,” Nyn said.


  Elara looked back to Asher with sad eyes and a happy smile. Asher looked at the elf, his heart heavy in his chest.


  Nyn took Elara’s hand and gently pulled. The two elves stepped within the three standing stones. The air rippled before a black shard appeared, hovering a few feet off the leaf-covered ground.


  “I love you all,” Elara managed over her shoulder before the pair of elves stepped into the black shard.


  Purple energy outlined their bodies as they stepped in. The last thing Asher, Blyss, and Amber saw was Elara looking back in the last moment with loving eyes before she vanished from view. The wild gate rippled once again and the black shard melted away from view.


  “They will be okay,” Amber said as if she was trying to convince herself.


  “They must return,” Blyss sniffled and wiped away a tear.


  “We must trust them and be ready for their return,” Asher said while trying to be strong in their collective moment of sorrow.


  The young man put his hands on their shoulders. The faun and goblin looked up to him before moving to his sides. The trio made the slow trek back to the farm. Shafts of sunlight lit up the dark forest as they walked away.


  From behind a thick tree, two sets of eyes peered out. They watched as the trio slowly vanished among the trees of the forest. One of the figures licked their lips as a heat filled their eyes.




  Chapter 8


  Confession


  A face floated in the shadowy darkness. Sorrow painted its features as the pull of reality took root. Asher reached for the obscured face. When he touched it, it rippled and slipped away.


  Asher tumbled through between the dreamscape and the real world. There was a muted crashing sensation before his eyes slowly opened.


  Gray light poured in from the window as mist glowed just beyond the other side. Warmth soothed muscles and the tendrils of sleep began to fade away. Asher moved slightly and quickly felt someone curled up against him. He looked down to see Blyss right beside him. They were both on their side, the goblin nearly curled into a ball with her back touching his chest. She glowed with tender heat as Asher’s arm was around her waist.


  Moments slowly dripped along Asher’s thoughts as he held the goblin close to him. A week had passed since Elara and Nyn left for the elven empire. Life on the farm fell into a quiet routine. Work continued with the winery building. The basement was finished yesterday and Dina had informed him they were going to work on the skeletal structure of the main building. Asher, Amber, and Blyss tended the field of grapes behind the farmhouse. The seeds began to take root and had already begun climbing the wood stakes in the field. Asher was astounded that the grape vines began to grow so quickly. Even though Dina said the soil in Mist Valley was extremely fertile and most plants grew quickly in the valley, he didn’t truly believe it until he saw it with his own eyes. Instead of years, it would take weeks for the vines to reach the top of the tall stakes, and grapes would form by autumn.


  Despite life moving forward on the farm, everyone began missing the two elves just a day after they left. The farm felt a little empty at times without their presence, but Asher, Amber, and Blyss carried on, trying to not think about the elves’ absence.


  Asher moved slightly under the blanket and Blyss remained firmly against him. Asher looked down on the back of her head and a small smile formed. She stayed with him every night. There was no discussion about it. She simply crawled into bed to stay with him. Asher’s thoughts shifted to those warm moments where they pleased each other with their bodies and fell asleep after. It distracted them enough to not dwell on missing their family.


  Asher blinked as his cock stiffened against Blyss’s round rear. Inner demons stirred, wanting what they wanted and Asher agreeing with them. Blyss had often told him he was her master and could take what he wanted, but he tended to hold back. But this morning, urges grew into a steady chorus and rational thought was locked away.


  With tender movements, Asher’s hand slid up along her warm, light green skin. He gently grabbed her full breast and gave it a slight squeeze. Blyss stirred a little. Asher’s hips began to move, his thickening cock between her cheeks. A small moan spilled from Blyss as she moved slightly. She arched her back slightly to ensure Asher’s member was between her ass cheeks.


  Asher’s breathing changed as he held the goblin close to him. His thumb ran over her now erect nipple and wetness spilled. Milk dripped along his fingers as he massaged her large breast. The goblin stirred more, rubbing her ass on his now rock-hard cock. A small moan rose as she writhed against him.


  Asher’s urges sang with desire. His hand let go of her breast and slid down her body. Fingers snaked between warm thighs. The goblin’s thighs parted slightly and his fingers slid further down until he touched her wet slit. Fingers quickly found her clit and Asher began massaging it.


  A small moan dripped from Blyss’s parted lips. She turned her head slightly while rubbing her ass against Asher’s veiny cock. Yellow eyes fluttered open as bliss curled her toes.


  Wetness coated Asher’s fingers as the goblin grew warmer against him. Normally, he would have forced her to orgasm first, but his own hunger was overpowering him. He pulled his hand back and took a firm hold of her hip. He moved his other hand to his cock and re-positioned it against her wet slit. With a firm hold on the goblin, thick inches invaded her sacred valley.


  Blyss’s mouth made a perfect oval as her master’s manhood spread her inner world. Milk spilled from leaking nipples. Eyes rolled into her head as she felt master’s desires push into her. Magic flashed across every nerve as he sank to the hilt. The goblin moaned as Asher moved his hips slowly. The wet sounds of their union were music to her ears. When Asher pulled back slightly and then slowly thrusted into her, she pushed her hips to his invasion, the couple meeting in the middle.


  “Mas… ter,” Blyss said softly as pleasure rippled along every nerve.


  “You’re so good to master,” Asher whispered as his fingers dug into her hip and upped the tempo.


  The sound of Asher’s hips slapping into Blyss’s ass filled their ears and further titillated their desires. Moans poured from the goblin as she could not fight the tidal wave of pleasure. Nerves tightened as master's cock spread her inner world. With every forceful thrust, Blyss moaned louder. Thin rivulets of milk spilled from her engorged breasts.


  Ecstasy clouded Blyss’s thoughts. When master's fingers moved between her slightly parted thighs and rubbed her clit, there was nothing she could do but simply orgasm. The explosions of pleasure shattered any coherent thought she may have had. Dreamy whimpers spilled from her parted lips as her soul tumbled through a flood of paradise. Wetness surged as master's cock continued his repeated invasion and abuse of her valley. Toes curled and hands grabbed at blankets. She held on for dear life as explosions caused her to shudder hard.


  Asher played with the goblin as she squeezed his cock. He rubbed her clit as she moaned for more. The scent of her creamy milk pushed him closer to the edge. A hunger eclipsed any rational thought as he wanted to see and feel the goblin touch the dream time again.


  Blyss could not fight the swells and dips of blissful explosions. Just as she thought it was coming to an end, a new ripple of magical explosions slammed into her senses. White touched the edges of her eyes as she shuddered again.


  For Asher, it was all music to his ears. With a hard thrust to the hilt, his cock thickened. He held the goblin close to him before a grunt rose through gritted teeth. Spurts of white seed thundered into her wet inner world. The thin space was quickly filled as Asher pulled back slightly, come and honey leaking out of the goblin.


  Muscles relaxed from the release of the morning tension. At that moment, Blyss pulled away from Asher and sat up. She pushed at his hip and Asher flopped onto his back. The goblin climbed over and sat between his parted legs. She looked down at his wet cock before taking hold and closing her lips over the tip.


  Asher sighed as Blyss began to suck and lick on his half-hard member. He noticed she liked to do that more and more, sucking on him after they orgasmed. He asked her once and she replied that she liked the taste of their love and wanted more.


  Milk leaked from the goblin as she sucked on Asher like he was a piece of candy. Muffled moans rose up as her head bobbed with enthusiastic joy.


  The door to the master bedroom opened. Amber stepped in and closed the door behind her. She made her way to the side of the bed, watching the naked goblin deep-throating the Lord of Blackwood.


  “Morning Amber,” Asher said with a welcoming tone.


  “Morning,” the faun smiled as she eyed Asher.


  Pink touched her cheeks at the sight of Asher naked, and on his back. No matter how many times she walked in on moments like this, her heart fluttered with lustful excitement.


  “Dina is here with her crew. They wanted to get started a little earlier before the storm arrives,” the faun said as she glanced at Blyss moaning with her mouth full.


  Asher nodded before putting his arm behind his head. He remembered that Dina mentioned that there were often rain storms at the end of spring, signaling the arrival of summer. They carried on for a week or two just before the warmer, sunny weather.


  Asher’s head was propped up by his arm. He looked at Amber in her short, green dress. The faun had been coming into his room every morning, but not just to tell him the news of the morning. The other day something had awoken between them. It was something intimate and close, Asher drinking from the faun. Normally, Blyss would already be up and gone, but this morning was slightly different.


  Amber hesitated to climb into the bed, but her body knew what was going to happen. A small gasp spilled from her lips and wetness bloomed along two spots of her dress.


  The faun looked down at herself and wilted. “I’m sorry. I couldn’t wait any longer,” she said with a shameful tone.


  “You never have to wait,” Asher said with an understanding tone.


  Amber eyed him as desire rippled under her skin. She climbed onto the bed and closer to Asher. She pulled her top down, revealing pale, engorged breasts. Pink nipples leaked creamy milk.


  Asher reached out with his other arm and gently pulled her closer. The faun settled down next to him. She gasped as his lips and teeth closed on a standing nipple. When he began to suck and drink, tingling pleasure eased every muscle in her body. She placed her hand on the back of his head, keeping him close as her life essence spilled down Asher’s throat.


  “You feel so good,” Amber moaned as she rubbed her furry thighs together.


  Asher closed his eyes as he drank from the faun and felt Blyss trying to suck his soul through his cock. The taste of the faun’s milk revitalized his body, mind, and spirit. It was enough for him to yearn for more.


  Blyss lifted her head and let Asher’s cock slip from her mouth. She held his cock by the shaft, gently stroking it as she looked up. The goblin watched with a warm smile as Amber’s eyes fluttered and master drank from her. Feeling her own desires crying out for more, the goblin licked at the throbbing cock before her as her other hand rubbed her engorged pearl.


  “You… make me happy,” Amber whispered as bliss curled along her senses.


  Asher opened his eyes and looked up at the faun caught in a hazy trance. She had a look in her eyes, like her mind was off in distant lands while her body remained behind.


  “Divine Mother… allow me to nourish his soul,” Amber whispered.


  Asher sucked harder as milk sprayed into his throat. He drank down the faun’s milk with greater urgency, some unknown force taking further control of him. His teeth gently bit down and Amber’s breathing grew deeper. She held him close as the tingling grew into a fever. Heat burst along her body as any feeling of shame drained away.


  “Asher…” Amber said with a strangled cry before she shuddered.


  Asher felt a wave of feverish heat touch him. He watched as Amber’s eyes slid into her head as she shuddered again. Her hand held him like an iron vice to her nipple. His tongue slathered and played with her, causing Amber to let out a dreamy whimper.


  Asher’s hand moved to Amber’s short green dress. He lifted it up to touch her smooth fur along her thighs. He moved further up until he touched the entrance of her valley. Fingers touched wetness as it dripped from her. He moved his fingers to her clit and rubbed it.


  “O…o,” Amber said softly as she relaxed. “I… already came,” the faun was barely able to say as pleasure dulled her senses.


  “You’re allowed to come again,” Asher said before licking at her leaking breast.


  Blyss gave one last lick of Asher’s cock before sitting up. “Master’s cock is ready for you. I’ll start the day,” Blyss smiled before crawling away.


  Amber didn’t hear anything as she fought to stay partially sitting up so Asher could drink from her. But it was Asher who took hold of the faun by the hip and pulled her on top of him. Amber slowly blinked as milk dripped from her freed breasts. She began to gather her thoughts before the tip of something hard touched her thin valley entrance. Hands grabbed her hips and the moment she had her mind again, she was impaled on Asher’s throbbing member. She sank down inch after inch until she reached the hilt.


  Asher sat up and held her to him. She straddled his lap before her body betrayed her and began to move. Up and down, she moved while squeezing Asher’s diamond hard member.


  Blyss picked up her simple black dress from the floor. She put it over head and slipped it on. She then turned to see Amber riding master’s cock, her green dress covering up their intimate union.


  Silently, the goblin left the room as Amber’s moans filled the chamber.


  Amber moved and moaned as Asher’s cock filled the emptiness in her spirit. He held her hips, helping her along as the couple were caught in the throes of passion. Heat burned along their skin as Amber cried out. The sounds of their bodies further inflamed their desires. The tempo grew as Asher held the faun close. Her hands touched his broad shoulders as she bounced on his girthy member. Milk spilled between them as they fell into a blissful rhythm.


  “I’m coming,” Amber said with a desperate hiss.


  “Come for me, beautiful Amber,” Asher said, his own control slipping away.


  Amber let out a long moan as she sank down to the hilt. There she remained until her entire body quivered from inner, magical explosions. Her arms embraced Asher’s head as her hips moved barely an inch. Bliss whipped at her soul as she squeezed Asher’s member.


  “Divine Mother… bless me,” Amber cooed and Asher’s cock thickened.


  Asher grunted as spurts of come painted Amber’s inner valley. It mingled with her sudden flood of honey. The pair eased down as heavy breathing filled the space in and around them. Amber moved with a lazy bouncing, milking Asher’s member of every drop. When the tingling bliss faded from the couple, Amber stayed seated on Asher’s lap and not letting his cock wilt.


  “Thank you… Divine Mother,” Amber said with closed, peaceful eyes.


  Asher pulled back his head a little and looked up to Amber’s peaceful features and closed eyes.


  “Praying to the Divine Mother?”


  Amber slowly opened her eyes and looked at Asher. A sudden realization widened her eyes. She was about to move off him, but Asher’s hands gripped her hips and held her on him. His cock thickened once again and the faun let out a long exhale.


  “It’s okay. I thought we were honest with each other?”


  Amber’s cheeks glowed pink. “I… I know you don’t follow many of the ways of the gods. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to speak on it.”


  “If it’s important to you, it’s important to me,” Asher said warmly.


  The faun could not stop herself as she moved on his once again rigid cock. She held onto his shoulders again as she moved with heated desire.


  “I’ve been praying to the Divine Mother every morning since the statue was placed downstairs. I… I always worshiped her and Vala. But since my arrival here, and when you drank from me in the morning, I’ve been praying to the Divine Mother more often.”


  Asher listened as he helped her move on his cock.


  Amber fought through waves of pleasure as she tried to keep a coherent thought. “I never told you this, but before I joined the Opal Society, I was like a feral animal. I had a home at the edge of the small town and lived a relatively normal life, but the other side of me could not be tamed.


  “I would run naked into the forest at night like some wild animal. I would reach my secret places and pleasure myself while praying to Vala. I would orgasm a dozen times before collapsing onto the grass and roots of trees. Sometimes I slept until morning. Other times, I would crawl back home and love myself until I passed out.


  “The urges are always there, but praying to Vala helped me,” Amber said as she gently bounced on Asher.


  Amber looked down on Asher’s attentive gaze and she moaned deeply. “I didn’t want to be like many of my people. They would find a lover, or many lovers. They would love like primal beasts, thinking of nothing else, but I wanted more. I didn’t want to be just a slave to my urges. I wanted to control them and build a real life.


  “I joined the Opal Society and wanted to prove myself. With the help of the Divine Mother and Vala, I could carve out my life because my urges would consume me otherwise.”


  Amber lowered herself until she reached the hilt. The couple’s connection was snug as they looked into each other’s eyes.


  “And then I met you,” Amber said softly. “You not only cared for me, but you treated me with respect. It… is so different from most people I’ve met. My people cannot deny their own urges, especially in the presence of a faun. It has taken every drop of my willpower to not get lost in deep affections.


  “When you chained me up in the secret room, I knew I needed that, I needed you. I do not trust myself around you. I need you to command me, praise me, punish me. I need it more than anything I have ever needed before.”


  Amber closed her eyes and touched her forehead to Asher’s forehead. “I need you to hunt me, claim me as yours. I prayed to the Divine Mother and she spoke to me in my dreams. She has shown you to me and I wake up wet and rubbing my clit until those desires are sated for a time.”


  Asher held her close. He could feel her pulse under her skin. He caught her scent of desire as she squeezed his member.


  Amber slowly opened her eyes like she was falling deeper into dreamy intoxication. “I know a new play was discussed, one where you become a priest of the Divine Mother and we are your novices. Elara and Nyn are not here, but my soul burns for this play. I cannot wait for their return.


  “I need you before the madness of my people destroys my will to better myself. I told you during the first time, you didn’t need to love me, just fuck me. I still mean it, but my love for you has grown, as does my desire to have you as my holy master.”


  Veiny inches began to appear and disappear between the couple as Amber increased the tempo. Soon, she slammed herself down, squeezed, and pushed up in a heated pattern of pleasure.


  “I will beg. I will moan. I will scream for you to command me. Please, don’t deny me this. I promise to be good. I promise to listen. I will never deny punishment or pleasure. I only need your voice to command me and your body to show me the pleasures of paradise and the hellscape of the abyss,” the faun said urgently before pressing her lips to Asher’s lips.


  The couple kissed deeply as Amber continued to hump Asher’s hard cock. Heat turned into a fever. Asher could not deny her words as they fueled his urges to near dizzying heights. He kept a tight grip on her as if she would float away. The faun punished his lap with the sounds of skin on skin. Asher’s willpower began to crack as Amber and moaned for more.


  “Be our priest. Be my priest,” Amber whispered before she threw head back and let out a deep, sultry moan.


  The moment seized Asher as his cock thickened. Amber squeezed him and bounced as ropes of come quickly flooded her inner world. White seed and honey leaked from their union. Milk dripped from her nipples as internal magical explosions blasted her nerves to glass. The couple held onto each other as they milked every drop of pleasure from their connection. When the heat of their union cooled, it was Asher who fell back and took the faun with him. Asher’s back touched the comfortable bed as Amber laid on him. The pair took heavy breaths as their nerves tingled from ecstasy.


  Asher’s eyes were wide as he stared at the ceiling, Amber's words still fresh in his addled mind. The discomfort he felt about pretending to be a priest faded away. This feeling of intimate purpose filled him and something touched and caressed his soul.


  “I will be your priest,” Asher said with an exhausted whisper.


  “Thank you,” Amber huffed as her brown-reddish hair was splayed over Asher’s chest.


  “When does the hunt begin?” Asher asked as he barely blinked.


  Amber lifted her horned head and rested her chin on his chest. “Tomorrow,” she said flatly.


  Asher gave a small nod. “Don’t make it easy.”


  “I won’t,” Amber said with a soothing sigh.


  The couple held each other close as a new excitement filled their hearts.




  Chapter 9


  The Hunt


  The dreamy haze of sleep began to part as eyes slowly opened. Amber blinked as she tried to gather her thoughts. A distant sound of water dripping touched her sensitive ears. A thick blanket covered her naked body as she stirred. The faun turned her head slightly to look upon the window. Water droplets covered the glass as a dark grayness filled the outside world.


  The faun turned away from the window, eager to bury her face in the comfortable blankets and sleep a little longer. Dreamy thoughts of spending time with Asher yesterday played on as the pull of sleep sang to her.


  When she nearly closed her eyes, she caught a glimpse of a folded note on her nightstand.


  A nagging thought stabbed into her mind. Groggily, she slowly forced herself to sit up and eye the note. A slender hand reached over, took hold, and picked it up. She sat up straighter with her legs akimbo. The cool air of the dreary morning soothed her as she opened the folded note and read.


  You have a short amount of time to get dressed and escape this home. I have picked out a cloak and some clothes for you to wear. They are draped on the chair in your room.


  Move quickly, for once you leave this place, I will be hunting you. There will be no pleading for mercy. The hunt is all. Once I capture you, I will decide what comes next.


  Flee little faun, to the forest. Try to escape me where none have escaped me before. This is my domain and I shall see if you’re worthy to be my prize.


  The hunt begins.


  Lord Blackwood


  Amber’s eyes widened as she re-read the note. Her heart quickened as excitement flooded her mind, body, and spirit. Fear, desire, and lust blended to form a perfect storm.


  Amber threw her blanket aside and leapt out of bed. Her hooved feet struck the hardwood floor as she looked at the chair by her small desk. As stated in the note, a short green and brown dress was carefully draped over the back of the chair. On the desk was a folded, forest green cloak.


  The faun’s hands snatched up the dress and put it over her head. Her heart hammered in her chest as excitement curled along every part of her soul.


  ***


  A light, warm rain descended on the secluded valley. Dark gray skies filled the heavens from horizon to horizon. No birds sang as they huddled together on tree branches, trying to stay dry.


  On the roof of a lone farmhouse, a cloaked figure sat. A hood covered their head as rain dripped off the edge. Grim, but alert eyes stared out and admired the beauty of the rainy morning.


  Asher was wrapped in his cloak as misty rain touched his features. Recent events played out in his mind. He woke up early and slid out of bed, not disturbing Blyss. He dressed and moved silently. He left his bedchamber and snuck into Amber’s room.


  Asher smiled to himself as he remembered slipping into the faun’s bedroom. She was fast asleep and didn’t stir in his presence. He placed the note he wrote the night before, and quickly picked out her outfit and cloak. When he finished, he slipped out of her room without making a sound.


  The thrill of the hunt and the game filled the young man with purpose. Memories crowded his mind of his many hunts and spending time in forests. They were some of his most pleasant memories, moving silently through the brush. Tracking game animals with his favorite bow. Catching a glimpse of his prey and letting an arrow loose. Communing with the forest, thanking whatever spirits that may hear about how much he appreciated the prey’s sacrifice. He always had a deep respect for the ancient, primal realm. To him, it felt like his natural station in the world.


  Asher’s hand touched the sheathed dagger on his belt. Moving his shoulders, he felt the bow over his shoulder and across his chest. He also felt the quiver of arrows against his back.


  Two hours had passed since he left Amber’s room and climbed onto the roof. To most, sitting on a roof in the rain would have been a miserable experience. Not to Asher. Excitement boiled under his skin and an eagerness had taken root to play Amber’s game.


  Asher’s thoughts shifted to moments from the previous day. After loving and speaking with Amber, the two parted ways. Asher spent part of his day helping the artisans to finish the basement of the new winery building. After he was finished, he retreated into the home to wash up and continue his research. After he washed himself clean, he made his way down to the library. There, he took out the newest black book, The Monastery.


  He remembered being glued to the short, but heavily detailed book. The story unfolded before his eyes of a young, male priest who was put in charge of a monastery. His job was to milk them and teach them how to function in society. The story was simple, but not easy for the main character. Asher read on about how the young priest tried kindness on the succubi, and they in turn manipulated him for their own desires. When he discovered a stern hand was needed, he often chained them up and milked them. Afterwards, he would speak to them and punish them if they didn’t do as he commanded.


  Asher couldn’t sit properly at the lurid telling of the story, his member hard as iron. The succubi would behave badly and beg for his forgiveness. He would chain them up to walls, or chain them down to beds, often using his own body to teach them lessons of conduct and decorum. The demon women enjoyed his lessons, but over time, his commanding presence and instructions caused them to change. Over time, they bowed to his will, eager for his blessings and keeping to their promises of trying to be good. The priest would remain calm, but stern, telling the demon women that if they behaved, their souls could be saved.


  When Asher reached the end, he read that the demon women fell in love with the priest, and promised to be his, and help all demons who would come to the monastery in the future. It was a happy ending. When Asher closed the book, he memorized many aspects of it so that he could incorporate it into their play. When he had a firm grasp on the concept, he went to bed. Blyss was waiting for him and after an hour of torrid sex, the pair fell into blissful sleep.


  Asher woke from his thoughts as he heard the kitchen door open. The former ranger stayed very still as he peered down. A cloaked figure with their hood up, was leaving and running from the farmhouse. The cloak billowed in the warm, misty rain.


  The hooded figure quickly glanced around, but didn’t look up. A look of fear and excitement filled her eyes and features. When she didn’t see anything, or anyone, she darted past the sitting pond and the covered patio. She continued to run until she reached the simple wood fence. The faun vaulted over and darted into the thick, primal forest buffering the Blackwood estate.


  Asher counted off in his head to one hundred. He mentally counted slowly, enjoying the thoughts of what was to come. His heart ached for the faun, wanting her to enjoy this play as much as he did. When Asher reached a hundred, he stood up. The young man made his way to the edge of the slanted roof and climbed down. He hopped down onto the grass and glanced at Amber’s tracks.


  Asher nodded to himself before he bent into a low run.


  The hunt was on. 


  ***


  A rainy white noise filled the dark forest. Gray light shone along small bits of the thick canopy. Green moss glowed along trunks of trees and exposed roots. Muddy puddles formed. Drops rippled in those puddles until a hooved foot splashed into one.
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Amber rushed through the rainy and wet forest. The faun was breathing hard as she glanced around with alert, wide eyes. Her heart thudded in her chest as a tingling excitement touched every nerve in her body. Energy filled her limbs as she raced through the forest, looking for a place to hide.


  Possibilities swirled along her manic thoughts. Not knowing what Asher would do to her once he caught her tantalized her body and spirit. The heat from running and excitement crawled up her pale neck. She huffed as she ran and occasionally glanced back over her shoulder.


  Memories crashed into her of running to her secret places in the wild, wishing, hoping, someone or something was chasing her. The faun remembered those moments where she fell and writhed. Her hands touched and ran along her skin. She would touch her sacred valley, wishing she was caught and treated like a coveted prize. She remembered her own moans as she imagined hunters taking her and using her. How she would not fight them and moan for more as they spilled their urges on her. It was enough for her to orgasm many times on the forest floor, but it still wasn’t enough.


  Amber leapt over several exposed roots and darted further into the forest. Her thoughts shifted to Asher. His mere presence would cause wetness to flow. His demonic urges filled his eyes at times, needing Elara, Nyn, and Blyss. It struck a perfect melody within her when he turned his urges onto her. Being chained and punished opened her inner doors to him and no one else. It reawakened her true self and allowed the faun to be honest with Asher. There was a newfound trust between them and it further inflamed her needs and desires.


  Giddy with excitement, she missed a step and slammed the top of her hoof into an exposed tree root. The faun stumbled and fell onto her hands and odd knees. Rain came down as she lifted her hooded head. She glanced around and caught something strange between distant trees.


  A large hut stood. Light glowed from two windows beside an old door. A plume of smoke curled up from a stone chimney. The wood of the hut was dark, causing it to stand out along the forest.


  Fear and excitement flooded her senses. Taking her gaze off the distant hut for a moment, the faun was back onto her hooved feet. When she looked back in the direction of the odd hut in the forest, it was gone.


  Amber spun around, her oval brown eyes searching for the mysterious hut. After two complete spins, she found nothing. The rain came down a little harder and she shook her horned head, dismissing the hut as a figment of her imagination.


  Unwilling to make the hunt any easier, she raced through the forest once again as the rain continued to fall.


  Time curled into an uneven pace. The forest spread out forever as rain fell from the gray heavens. For a time, it all began to look the same. To Amber, a sudden realization struck her. She had never ventured far into the dark forest of the Blackwood estate. In her excitement, she had become hopelessly lost.


  “If I keep going in one direction, I might reach the mountains that surround Mist Valley. I may be able to find my bearings,” the faun whispered to herself.


  Excitement turned to dread. The forest did have animals and strange monsters. She remembered the osan by the small lakes at the edge of the valley. There was no telling what other monsters may lurk within the thick forest.


  “Keep moving,” Amber said to herself as she pushed on in the primal forest.


  ***


  Asher knelt to one knee and eyed the tracks. Despite the rain, he could still see the thin outline of Amber’s hooved feet. Lifting his gaze, he could make out the direction she took. Glancing back down, he made out the depth of her print and could tell she was rushing in a panic. The space between tracks indicated she was still running and hadn’t taken a chance to slow down.


  The ranger stood up and moved into a silent trot in the same direction of the tracks. Senses remained sharp as he made his way along the rainy, dark forest. Despite his excitement, his heart beat calm and steady. The important part of a hunt was to conserve energy. He also summarized, there would be a point where Amber succumbed to exhaustion and would require a rest. Mentally filing it away, if everything went to plan, that would be the time to strike.


  Asher pressed on for a time, before he froze in his tracks. Glancing around, he felt the sharp sting of being watched. At first, he thought it was Amber from a hiding spot, but as he slowly surveyed the woods, the feeling felt different, darker.


  As quickly as it came, a tiny moment later it vanished.


  Asher continued to peer around, but the feeling was gone. He didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. The forest stood as rain fell from the gray sky.


  The young man stayed low as he pressed on. His senses were dialed to eleven as he made his way deeper into the forest, following the tracks of the fleeing faun.


  ***


  Amber slowed her pace as her throat and lungs burned. The faun made her way over to a boulder that reached her waist in height. She leaned against it as misty rain continued to fall. Glancing down, she saw that her cloak and lower hem of her short dress was covered in streaks and splatters of mud.


  The faun gasped for air as she tried to rest a moment. She couldn’t remember the last time she ran as much or as far. The excitement bled away as the feeling of truly being lost enveloped her spirit. A hopeless feeling filled her as she wondered if she really threw Asher off her trail.


  “I didn’t mean to,” she whispered to herself, not wanting to make the hunt harder than it needed to be.


  Lifting her hands, she took hold of her hood and pulled it back. Light rain touched her features as she looked up. It cooled her feverish skin as she rested. The silence of nature further calmed her spirit.


  “Spirits of the forest, show me the way,” Amber whispered to the forest.


  Silence answered her.


  Amber opened her eyes and looked at the trees and rainy, gray sky.


  “Divine Mother, have you forsaken this poor soul?” Amber asked the gray heavens.


  Again, silence answered her.


  The faun lowered her gaze as truth filled her spirit.


  “He will find me, because he loves me,” Amber whispered.


  A sharp whistle echoed through the forest. Something flew out from the trees and struck a tree a few feet from the faun.


  Amber was to her hooved feet and glanced over to the vibrating arrow embedded in the tree trunk. Whipping her head around, she could see nothing but trees.


  Fear filled her entire body as she darted to the side. Her cloak billowed as she darted to the trees. She passed one tree, when another sharp whistle touched the air. An arrow struck her cloak and stabbed into a tree trunk. Amber didn’t stop running and when her cloak tightened around her neck. She was lifted off her hooved feet and crashed onto the muddy forest floor.


  The faun took hold of her cloak clasp and unhooked it. The cloak came free as she was back up and running. She darted for another tree, when a sharp whistle echoed and an arrow pierced the muddy ground before her hoof.


  Amber let out a surprised yelp as her hoof tripped over the arrow and she went splashing into another puddle of mud.


  Panic grew as she tried to stand up and run. A voice stopped her cold.


  “Stay where you are,” came a commanding and familiar voice.


  Amber froze. She didn’t look back as her heart hammered in her chest. The tingling returned and she didn’t dare make a move.


  Asher approached with bow in hand and arrow nocked. He stared with unblinking eyes at the messy faun on her hands and knees. Rain continued to fall as he stepped closer, admiring her ass and small, puffy tail.


  “Please, let me go,” Amber said in a low tone, practicing it in her head since she left the farm.


  “Silence,” Asher said as he stepped closer.


  “I’m nothing to you. Let me go and you will never see me again,” Amber pleaded.


  Asher reached the side of the faun. He took the arrow from the bow and slid it back into the quiver. He then put the bow down and leaned it against a nearby tree. He never took his eyes off the prone faun as she remained perfectly still.


  “Please, let me go,” Amber pleaded as pink colored her cheeks.


  “Why would I let my prize go,” Asher said as his hand touched his sheathed dagger.


  Amber turned her head slowly and looked up at Asher. His hood was up and long shadows covered his eyes. She could only see his strong chin and perfect mouth. She began to tremble, not from cold, but from excitement.


  Asher eyed the faun. The thrill seeped into every muscle. It sang like a familiar song he never tired of.


  “Stand up,” the ranger commanded.


  Amber slowly stood up. Her body began to weave as she lowered her gaze. Asher stepped closer and gently took hold of her jaw. The sudden touch of his firm grip caused Amber to gasp.


  Asher moved her until her back touched a tree. The faun trembled as Asher let go and looked at her with hungry eyes. He drew his dagger and held it pointed down at his side.


  “Please, don’t hurt me,” she said with a frightened whisper.


  “Hurt you?” Asher said with a low tone as his other hand grabbed at the hem of her short dress.


  The faun remained still as the dagger came around. The razor edge of the dagger touched the hem of her dress. With a firm hold, the dagger sliced up along the side of the dress.


  Amber whimpered as Asher pulled her dress with one hand and carefully sliced up with the dagger in his other hand. The fabric was thin and gave way easily. When the cut was high enough, Asher pulled and the rest of the fabric ripped.


  Amber trembled as her green and brown dress was pulled from her body. She wore no small clothes underneath and when her destroyed dress came away, pale skin glowed in the gray light.


  Asher tossed the ruined dress away as he stayed close to the faun. She continued to tremble as her nipples stood erect from her full breasts. They defied gravity as milk leaked from her tiny, brown nipples. Her skin was smooth along her fit body. As Asher’s gaze drifted down, from the waist down she was covered in smooth fur. Her legs were bent back and her hooves dug into the muddy ground.


  Amber let out a sultry exhale as she was caught in the hunter’s powerful presence. The dagger in his hand caused her breathing to quicken. Her pulse thudded in her ears as tingling filled her nipples. Not milking herself when she normally would wake, her breasts felt heavy and engorged. The urge to squeeze them to release the pressure was overpowering, but she dared not move unless the hunter commanded it.


  “You’re beautiful, creature of the forest,” Asher said with a deep tone.


  “Please, let me go. I have nothing. I am nothing,” Amber pleaded.


  Asher’s brow softened as he stayed close. “Nothing? I dare say you are everything to me right now.”


  The young man reached over and ran his fingers along the skin of her stomach. His touch flared against her senses and Amber’s trembling faded. She leaned her back against the tree, relaxing to his touch.


  Asher’s fingers moved up and touched under her engorged breast. He turned his hand and cupped her breast. He gave her a gentle squeeze and milk spilled onto the muddy forest floor. His thumb gently moved over her sensitive nipple and she gasped at the surge of bliss. The faun wilted slightly to his touch as he played with her.


  “I am nothing,” Amber repeated with a whisper.


  Asher’s hand let go of her breast and let his fingers glide down her smooth skin. He reached her waist and traveled down her furry skin. When he reached her budding womanhood, fingers gently explored. Grazing her clit, a soft moan escaped Amber’s lips.


  “I…” was all Amber could manage before Asher spoke.


  “Shhhh. I caught you and you belong to me,” he said as his fingers gently massaged her engorged clit.


  Amber placed her hands on the tree behind her like a prisoner. Her hips moved to his touch, pressing her sensitive pearl to his skilled touch. Small moans and whimpers touched the air as rain continued to fall. Water soaked into her hair and drops streaked down her alabaster skin, but it didn’t take away from the moment. Her body glowed with heat as she moved to his invading touch.


  “Please, don’t stop,” she whimpered and pleasure curled along her entire body.


  Asher was silent as he played with the faun. He watched her as his fingers felt her honey. Heat touched his hand and he leaned closer. A flick of his wrist and the dagger in his other hand flew down and stabbed into an exposed tree root. His other hand came up and grabbed her full breast. He squeezed and milk leaked, blending with the falling rain streaking down her form.


  “I’ll do anything you ask. Please keep touching me. You feel so good,” Amber whimpered.


  The young hunter remained quiet as he enjoyed feeling the naked faun. She parted her thighs slightly to his touch between her legs. She moved like a wild beast in heat. The outside world seemed to fade away as she was trapped by his strong touch and presence.


  Asher’s brow went up when Amber’s hand pulled from the tree and she cupped his groin.


  “Let me please you, my lord. Let me…” Amber stopped speaking when Asher took hold of his belt and unbuckled it.


  The faun watched in muted fascination as Asher undid his leggings and his meaty cock began to thicken. It rose and stood under its own power, throbbing and veiny.


  Asher grabbed at the faun and lifted her up a few inches. He pinned her to the tree and pressed his body close to her. Amber’s eyes widened as she felt his cock grind against her. Her hips moved as the shaft rubbed against her nub. The energy between them was intoxicating and overwhelming. Before she could say another word, Asher pulled his hips back slightly and the tip of his cock touched her dripping wet slit.


  Amber gasped before her eyes rolled into her head. Tender flesh parted to his slow invasion. She moved her hips, helping him to stab into her inner world. Moans floated up into the falling rain. The faun stared at the gray, rainy heavens as Asher’s manhood gently forced her inner world to accommodate him.


  Goosebumps ran along her naked flesh. Asher’s strong hands grabbed her rear and squeezed it. When he reached the hilt, he remained still and soaked in the moment. It burned along every sense. The vibrations between their souls glowed like a steamy flame. Their close bodies chased away the small chill in the air.


  Asher’s inner demons licked their lips as his hips began to move. Each thrust was strong as the faun curled her odd legs around his waist. The young man closed his eyes as gentle whimpers and moans were music to his ears. The knowledge of unbridled pleasure between them sent bodies into a muted frenzy. The couple clutched at each other as each thrust caused Amber to slightly bounce.


  “I’m… sorry I entered your lands,” Amber said with a dreamy tone.


  Asher merely grunted as his cock slid into her sacred valley again and again. Honey dripped from their union as the young man and faun were caught in the moment. Bodies betrayed them as they could stop the song that played between them.


  Rain came down harder as the lovers fell to their baser needs and urges. Grunts and moans filled the forest and inches appeared and disappeared between them. The fever deepened and they cried out like animals in heat.


  Asher opened his eyes to heat crawling up the faun’s neck. He looked at her as she moaned her delight and barely held onto his shoulders. The tempo grew as they both felt closer with each thrust.


  “I… I,” was all Amber could say before her eyes rolled into her head.


  Asher held the faun against the tree, cupping her ass as his member moved with ease within her. She squeezed him and he smirked. Her hands clutched at his shoulders before a shrill moan floated up from parted lips. Her body shuddered against him, and shuddered again. A trembling filled her body as magical explosions ripped her soul to pieces. Without knowing it, a burst of wetness erupted from her valley and a squirting stream followed.


  Asher stayed close as he fucked her through her orgasm. Her scent drifted up and he took a deep inhale. He savored her scent as she made deep, defeated moans. Her body slumped a little in his grasp, but he held her nearly weightless body up. He continued to push his needs into the faun as she whimpered.


  “I… surrender to you, my lord,” Amber whispered.


  Asher’s cock thickened as he saw Amber’s soul. He witnessed as she exposed her hidden self to him. He wanted to say the same, filling the tender moment with loving affection, when he remembered this was her fantasy.


  Little did he know before this moment, it was turning into his fantasy as well.


  A grunt filled the intimate space between them. Amber moaned louder as she clutched at his shoulders. Rain dripped and streaked down their bodies as it seemed the world would come crashing down on top of them.


  When Amber gave Asher’s cock a small squeeze, it was enough to shatter his willpower. Spurts of molten seed painted her inner world. Asher felt his very soul pump into Amber and he grunted again. Another volley of spurts flooded her tight valley. Their snug connection dripped with come and honey. Asher slowed down and looked into Amber’s eyes.


  The faun was looking away as pink heat glowed along her pale cheeks. He watched as she fought unrelenting urges to look at him. He lifted his hand and touched her chin with two fingers. He moved her face to ensure her eyes looked into his.


  “I will take care of you,” Asher said with warm confidence.


  Amber’s eyes trembled. Rain streaked down her features and wet her hair as she stared into his confident gaze. When she felt his hips move slowly as his cock began to thicken again, she let out a loving moan.


  The couple continued with their natural tryst in the rain as lightning flashed and a faint rumble could be felt in the far-off distance.




  Chapter 10


  Lost Souls


  Amber sat with her back to a tree. Rain ran down her smooth skin. Her hair was matted down as her small antler-horns glistened in the gray light. Her breathing was light as she sat naked with her legs spread. White seed dripped from her pink slit, but she didn’t notice as she stared at Asher as he fixed his leggings.


  Asher adjusted his wet clothes as best he could. He was soaked from head to toe, but it didn’t bother him. He wrapped his cloak around his shoulders before turning to the faun. Amber watched him with innocent eyes.


  The young man picked up her discarded cloak. He stepped to her and towered over her. Amber leaned forward a little as Asher placed the hooded cloak over her shoulders. He put the hood over her head, the faun’s horns keeping it just above her wet hair.


  “Did you mean what you said?” Amber asked.


  Asher looked down on her. He wanted to speak, but decided against it. The play between them still glowed along his senses. He wanted to verbally reassure her, but that wasn’t what she wanted. Instead, he reached into a belt pouch and pulled out a black collar with a silver chain attached.


  Amber’s eyes widened a hair and her lip trembled. Asher knelt before her, and without a word, clamped the velvet lined collar around her neck. He closed it and felt the sides click into place. He then took hold of the silver chain and stood up, before lazily looping it around a low branch.


  Amber held the cloak close as she looked at the young man. He moved away and began picking up arrows and sliding them back into his quiver. He then picked up her torn clothes and stuffed them into his pack. When the forest was clean of their encounter, he moved to the faun and un-looped the silver chain.


  “Up,” he commanded.


  Amber stood up on shaky legs. She pressed a hand to the tree to help get her balance. Her faun legs began to tremble as she could barely keep herself up.


  Asher watched her for a small moment. He then reached down and scooped up the light faun into his arms. He noticed she barely weighed anything and knew he could carry her all the way home.


  Amber leaned her hooded head on Asher’s shoulder. She was wrapped in the cloak, naked underneath. A small, relaxed sigh drifted up from her lips as Asher began walking in the direction of home.


  Rain continued to fall as they made their way back. The sounds of the forest soothed Asher’s spirit. Holding the faun in his arms soothed his soul. He remembered her words to him the first time they gave in to their urges, but now it was different. Lust had shifted into something deeper. It mirrored his feelings for Elara and it was not unwelcomed. The longer they shared their lives, the deeper their bonds would grow.


  Amber snuggled to the young, strong man. She closed her eyes as she heard the falling rain and his heartbeat.


  The storm didn’t let up as the pair made their way through the dark forest. After a time, they reached the edge of the forest and stepped beyond the tree line. In the distance was the farmhouse. The rain came down in sheets as Asher adjusted the faun in his arms and walked directly home.


  When Asher reached the simple wood-bar fence, he took Amber and slung her over his shoulder. Amber let out a yelp as she was hanging over his shoulder and looked down at the wet grass.


  Asher climbed over the waist high fence and kept the faun over his shoulder as he walked home. He could hear Amber giggle behind him and it brought a smile to his face.


  The pair reached the kitchen door and Asher opened it. He stepped in and closed the door behind him. The pair dripped water as Asher lifted the faun up and placed her back on her hooves.


  Amber trembled in the warmth of home, clutching the cloak to her naked body.


  Asher took hold of the silver chain and walked further into the home. Before the chain could tug, she followed him.


  They stepped into the corridor to see Fern sleeping on the couch. They made their way to the stairs and climbed them. On the second floor, Asher led the faun toward his bedchamber.


  The door to the master bedchamber opened and a short goblin stood. Blyss rubbed her eyes and yawned as Asher and Amber approached.


  “Master and mistress,” the goblin said with a sleepy tone.


  “Blyss, please prepare the bedchamber for the three of us. We will need water and food,” Asher said softly.


  The goblin gave Asher a sleepy smile before nodding. She was wearing one of his shirts as she walked past them, barefoot.


  Asher led Amber into the bedchamber and closed the door behind her.


  A sense of comfort filled the couple as they looked at each other. Asher stepped close and took hold of her cloak. He parted it to reveal her naked body. Dirt and small blades of grass covered her hooved feet and lower legs. She did not hide herself as she lowered her horned head to him.


  Asher touched her chin and lifted her face so their eyes could meet.


  “This place is a sanctuary. The Divine Mother blessed this home and all who dwell in it. You are welcomed here.”


  “Are you…a priest?” Amber asked with soul searching eyes.


  Asher hesitated before he gave a small, simple nod.


  The faun slumped to the floor and bowed her head. “The Divine Mother has answered my prayers. She has guided me to you, to serve as an acolyte to her will.”


  Asher remembered what he read from The Monastery. Scenes from the black book filled his imagination as he knew the play had truly begun.


  He reached down and touched his palm to her wet hair, between her antler-like horns.


  “It takes time to become a true acolyte. If you wish to stay, you must earn your place as a novice, and then become an acolyte to the monastery of the Divine Mother.”


  “I will do anything to become a member of the holy monastery and the Divine Mother. She has haunted my dreams and my heart. She led me to your woods and you found me.”


  A swell of power filled the young man as he looked down on the faun. It was all a play, but he could not deny the sudden appeal. Lurid thoughts snaked into his mind as he tried to contain himself.


  “A true place must be earned within the Divine Mother’s embrace. It takes time, dedication, discipline, and a willingness to earn your place within her embrace.”


  “I am willing,” Amber said as she closed her eyes.


  “How willing?” Asher asked.


  “There is no task or holy work I will deny. I am here to serve, reflect, and join her holy embrace.”


  Asher pulled his hand back and looked upon the faun with gentle eyes. “I have no name within this holy place. I will only be known as Master Priest to you. And with time, you will earn your rank.


  “Until you earn the rank of novice, you will simply be known as a lost soul.”


  “I understand,” Amber said softly as she bowed her head.


  “Let’s get you cleaned up,” Asher said as he held out his hand.


  Amber lifted her head and stared at his hand for a moment. She then looked up to his small smile and endearing eyes. Her heart fluttered as she took hold of his hand and he helped lift her up onto her hooves.


  “The collar will show your status within the monastery. Wear it with pride,” Asher said as he took hold of the silver chain to the collar and gently pulled.


  The pair made their way to the back washroom connected to the master bedchamber. The door opened and they stepped into the stone-tiled chamber. The door swung closed behind them.


  Amber watched as Asher let go of her chain and stepped to the large bathing tub. He touched a small red crystal and steamy water poured from a faucet. Water bubbled into the tub as Asher turned and approached Amber.


  She looked up to him with adoring eyes as he took hold of her cloak. He undid the clasp along her neck and pulled the cloak away. He let it fall to the floor as he gazed upon her nude body. He drank in her beauty as she didn’t show a drop of shame.


  ‘The water should be nice and hot,” Asher said.


  Heat crawled up Amber’s neck as the chamber grew warmer. She made her way to the tub and lifted a furry leg. She dipped a hoof into the rising water and her body instantly relaxed. She brought her other leg in and lowered herself into the deepening waters.


  Asher admired her form as she stepped in. When she sank down and leaned her back against the inner edge of the tub, he lifted his hands and took hold of his own clothes.


  Amber watched as the young man pulled off dirty, wet clothes. Each piece fell to the floor with a sopping wet sound. She barely blinked as his leggings slid down and he stepped out of them. Her gaze was pulled into the gravity of his impressive, hanging member. It was half-hard and getting thicker before her eyes.


  Asher stepped to the edge of the tub and grabbed a small stool. He moved and placed it beside the tub. Sitting down on the stool, he took hold of the soap and a wash towel. Applying soap to the small towel, he gently began scrubbing her pale skin.


  “When we cleanse our bodies, we cleanse our spirits,” Asher said as he dipped the cloth in the water again and began running it along her body.


  Amber’s body relaxed further to Asher’s touch. The cloth ran along her skin, wiping and scrubbing dirt away. It whipped at her own demonic urges as he firmly cleaned her. She watched his eyes drink in her nudity. She saw his own demons enjoy what they were seeing. Her hand gently took hold of his hand with the cloth and brought it up to her heavy breasts. She guided him to wash between them. A soft exhale dripped from her parted lips as the cloth ran over an erect nipple. Milk began to leak from her nipples and dripped into the water. Amber’s features were a dreamy pink as a haze filled her eyes.


  “Do you cleanse every lost soul who comes here?” Amber asked with a sultry tone.


  Asher gave a single nod as he continued to wash her, “I do. It’s my duty to welcome lost souls to the monastery.”


  “What happens to the wicked souls who defy or deny you?” Amber asked with a breathy tone.


  “Wickedness must be drained from their souls. Those who defy me are punished. Those who obey, are rewarded. All who come here must be given a chance to understand their roles and earn their way to her embrace.”


  Amber sank down a little further into the water until it reached her neck. Milky streams floated up from her nipples and mingled with the water as she relaxed. Asher ran the cloth along her skin underwater. He didn’t look at her features as he enjoyed the task of cleaning her.


  “May I speak to you about anything?” Amber asked.


  Asher nodded. “It is encouraged. To speak from your mind and spirit will aid in bringing you closer to her loving embrace. I am merely her faith and intentions as we try to cleanse your soul.”


  “It is good to know I can tell you anything. May I ask you anything?”


  “If you wish. I will not hide anything from you.”


  Amber rubbed her furry thighs together as her pulse increased. “What will happen after my bath?”


  Asher didn’t look at her as he continued to scrub her alabaster skin. “I will welcome you to the monastery. You will be taken into my bedchamber and taught our ways. The darker aspects of your soul will be explored and I will begin my holy work.


  “It is important that you listen so you may be blessed. You must earn your blessings before becoming a full member of the monastery and the faith. Do you understand?”


  “I do,” Amber said before she opened her eyes and looked away. “I have been wicked my entire life. I have fought my urges for a lifetime and I fear I will not be accepted in her divine embrace.”


  “We all feel this way at times. That is why, you must prove yourself,” Asher said as he pulled away the cloth and laid it on the side of the tub. “Please rise.”


  Amber leaned forward and slowly stood up in the tub. Asher stood up as well and grabbed a nearby towel. He ran the soft towel over her wet body. Amber trembled to his touch as he dried her skin. Milk continued to leak from erect nipples.


  “It would appear you are already blessed in some way by the Divine Mother. She gives the gift of milk to those she deems worthy, but there is still much to do.”


  Amber’s gaze fell to Asher’s cock. It was rising as he dried her. The chain was hanging from her collar and between her large breasts. Asher put down the towel on the edge of the tub. He took hold of her chain with one hand, and held out his other to her. Amber placed her hand on his and curled her fingers. She stepped out, one hoof at a time, the last of the water on her legs dripping down on the stone floor.


  Without a word, Asher led the faun out of the washing chamber and into the large bedroom.


  Plates of food and drink were on both nightstands. The bed was made and Blyss stood in the middle of the chamber with her head bowed. She was wearing a simple black robe.


  “I have prepared everything for you, master priest,” Blyss said as she lifted her head.


  Asher remembered how everyone talked about the new play and brought him into it. He didn’t know how deep the conversations were, but judging how Blyss had a black robe picked out and the way she behaved, she was eager to be part of it.


  “Thank you,” Asher said before turning his attention to Amber. “Novice Blyss is following her path to the Divine Mother’s embrace. She has earned her title, but must still follow the path to becoming an acolyte. She will be aiding us as we welcome you to the monastery.”


  The goblin nodded.


  Asher continued, “I’m sure you’re hungry and thirsty. Take as much as you want.”


  Amber moved her hand and took hold of Asher’s manhood. She gently stroked him as she looked down. Asher’s cock tried to rise, but the faun kept it pointed down as she stroked him.


  “Take as much as I want?” she said with an innocent tone.


  Asher’s brow took a stern edge. “I see there is much to teach you, my lost soul.”


  Amber stepped closer and lifted his cock. The faun used both of her hands to stroke his impressive manhood as she looked up to him with pleading eyes.


  “I… can’t stop myself. When you speared me in the forest, I wept tears of joy. Seeing you caused a flood between my thighs. My darkness hungers for more of you.”


  “You will learn,” Asher said as inspiration took root. “Sit on the bed.”


  Amber reluctantly let go of his cock. She moved to the edge of the bed, turned, and sat down. She lowered her head in shame.


  “Novice Blyss, please bring me a chair so we may properly pray,” Asher commanded.


  The goblin rushed to a chair by a desk. She picked it up and brought it over. She placed it down before the side of the bed where Amber was sitting.


  Asher moved to the chair and turned it so it faced the sitting faun. He sat down on it and leaned back. His manhood stood erect and throbbing like it had a mind of its own. His strong, naked body flexed slightly before he relaxed.


  “Novice Blyss, let us show our new lost soul how to pray.”


  The goblin nodded as she stepped to Asher. She knelt before him, between his parted thighs. She lifted her face up to his veiny cock mere inches away. The goblin licked her lips before she took hold of the shaft. With parted lips, she lowered her head and wrapped her mouth around his throbbing head.


  Amber watched with a hunger in her eyes. The goblin remained on her knees as she sucked on his head. Asher looked down on the beautiful goblin with warm eyes. When dark green lips slid down over his thick member, a small pleasant exhale fell from the young man.


  “That’s it, pray to the Divine Mother,” Asher hissed as Blyss’s tight mouth slid down his shaft.


  Amber’s thighs parted and her hand slid down between them. Fingers moved with purpose as she touched her wet slit. Pulling back the hood over her clit, she gently massaged herself. A small moan dripped from her lips as she watched Blyss’s head bob on Asher’s member.


  Asher lifted his gaze to see the torment in Amber’s eyes. The faun squirmed as she rubbed her clit. Creamy milk leaked from her erect nipples as she didn’t blink. He watched her torment and added to it by placing his hand on top of Blyss’s head.


  “You’ve become skilled at prayer, my beautiful novice. It is like the Divine Mother guides your lips in sensual prayer,” he complimented.


  Blyss moaned with her mouth full. She upped the tempo slightly as her lips massaged his shaft.


  A haze seeped into Asher’s spirit. The more he relaxed, the deeper the haze dripped. His eyes began to half close as pleasure warmed his senses. Blyss’s skillful sucking caused a velvet glow to envelope him. His hand moved to one of the goblin’s big green ears and ran a finger along them. It was enough for Blyss to give a muffled moan. Wetness dripped from between her legs and onto the floor as she kept her steady rhythm.


  Amber let out a low moan as she was drawing closer to her own climax. Seeing Asher sitting like a powerful man and Blyss sucking away at him caused heat to surge along her body. Her pale skin turned a dim pink as she moaned loudly.


  The dreamy feeling sank deeper into Asher. His eyes slowly closed as he was close to climax. His spirit sighed as his heart pumped with steady power. When he was about to bless the goblin’s throat, his eyes closed and his spirit left his mortal shell.


  Asher’s eyes opened wide as he was suddenly standing in bright, sunny land. Wild grass stretched out for miles as puffy clouds filled the deep blue sky. The sun shone brightly between the clouds as warmth heated his naked skin.


  The young man slowly turned and looked around. Thick and ancient trees dotted the landscape. When he nearly made a full rotation around, he spotted a robed woman standing not too far from him.


  Asher’s mind dripped with loving warmth as he looked at the robed woman. She had a motherly, hourglass figure. The robe was opened at the top, revealing a deep and inviting cleavage. Her hood was down and long black hair spilled over her shoulders. A white streak painted one side of her hair. She had a warm smile and bright eyes. An impish smirk stabbed into her cheek as she stared into Asher’s soul.


  “Divine Mother,” Asher whispered in astonishment.


  The robed woman lifted her arms and beckoned with her hands to him. Asher began moving before he could get a thought in. He stepped to her open arms and the woman embraced him.


  Asher’s entire body relaxed as divine love and understanding washed over him. The feeling was beyond words, concepts, and music. It was everything and he wanted to stay in her embrace forever.


  A thought pressed on his mind. Asher slowly opened his eyes and looked at the woman. She kept her enigmatic smile for a moment. Her mouth opened and a small sparrow flew out.


  Asher watched in wonder while still in the woman’s embrace. He craned his head to see the sparrow circle above their heads. When the bird landed on his head, energy spiked down into his soul.


  The dreamscape melted away and Asher fell back into his body. He opened his eyes as wet sensations ran along his cock. He looked down to see Blyss and Amber licking each side of his cock. He groaned as the pair licked at him like sensual demons. The dreamy moments faded away and he took control once again.


  “You were not given permission,” Asher said directly to Amber.


  The faun licked up the shaft and closed her mouth around the tip. She looked up with innocent eyes as she sucked on him.


  Asher reached for her head and took hold of her hair. He pulled her head up and off his cock. Amber whimpered, not in pain, but because she could no longer suck on his throbbing member.


  The young man stood up and let go of Amber’s hair. Blyss stayed on her knees beside them.


  “I’m sorry,” Amber pleaded.


  “I know you are,” Asher smiled with new confidence. “But you must still be punished. Get on the bed.”


  Amber trembled, not in fear but in excitement. The faun moved onto the bed and sat down.


  “Get on the bed and lay on your stomach,” Asher commanded as he made his way around the foot of the bed.


  Amber did as she was told. The faun crawled onto the bed and laid upon her stomach. Milk seeped into the blankets, but she dared not disobey.


  Asher moved to the right side of the bed and touched the wall in an odd pattern. A secret door slid open and a chest slid out. The top opened and Asher knelt before it.


  Blyss crawled into bed and stayed beside the faun. She looked at her with blank, yellow eyes.


  “We must earn our place,” Blyss said softly.


  “I want to earn my place,” Amber whispered back.


  Asher stood up and crawled onto the bed. He stared at Amber’s plump rear and small, bushy tail. He opened a vial of drake oil and poured some on his still standing cock. He then put the oil on the nightstand and rubbed the oil on his manhood. The warm heat added to his stroking as he moved behind the faun.


  “When you disobey, you must be punished. I decide your punishment,” Asher said as he let go of his cock and touched the entrance to her dark canal.


  Amber’s eyes widened as she felt his warm, tender touch. Heat bloomed as he gently massaged her. The feeling was something she never experienced before. Her entire body relaxed as his fingers penetrated her and moved with slippery ease.


  “I promise to do… better,” Amber said softly as her body further relaxed.


  “I know you will,” Asher said as he moved closer.


  Amber’s eyes slowly opened and closed as she felt Asher move over her. His hands grabbed her ass and spread it. A moan slipped from her lips as something touched the entrance to her dark canal. Warmth eased the tension until the moment his throbbing head rubbed at her. Flames of desire roared and she moved her ass to the tip of his cock.


  Time stood still as she surrendered her trust to him. In a blink, his thick head pushed against her dark canal entrance. 


  “That’s my good girl,” Asher whispered as his cock opened her dark world.


  Amber’s eyes widened as her lips parted. Asher’s size forced her to moan loudly as veiny inches slid along her tight opening. It was overwhelming, intimate, and dripping with ecstasy. Her hands grabbed at the blankets and bunched them up. Milk seeped into the blankets as she couldn’t control herself. When he was halfway inside, she lifted her hips to take more.


  “Yes… please… punish me,” Amber said with sultry flair.


  Blyss rubbed her clit as she remained on her side. The goblin watched with interested eyes as Asher stabbed deep into the prone faun.


  Amber’s breathing increased as a new kind of pleasure slammed into her senses. She relented all control as Asher was over her, gently pushing deeper until he reached the hilt.


  “Yes… fuck the wickedness from me,” the faun begged.


  “I will,” Asher smiled as his hips began to move. “You will learn as I fuck you. I am your guide and you will beg me for my teachings.”


  Amber gave a confused nod before burying her face in a pillow and biting it. She gritted her teeth as his thick member moved with power and slippery ease. It opened her world to new sensations and muffled moans sang.


  Asher remained over her, moving his hips in slow, deliberate thrusts. Pleasure ran up his body as he held back his desire to come. The tight faun squeezed him, nearly strangling his cock. Her wrinkled hole was filled with his manhood and she didn’t want to let go.


  Amber lifted her head and let out a deep sultry moan. “Please, Priest of the Divine Mother, fuck my hole. Teach me how to be a good girl!”


  “Shhh, with time, I will fuck all your holes. Good girls are rewarded. Bad girls are punished. Remember my words and you will earn your place here.”


  “Yes…  master priest,” Amber said as her eyes rolled into her head.


  “Good girl. Now endure your punishment,” Asher said with a commanding tone.


  The tight and hot sensations swirled Amber into a muted frenzy of ecstasy. The tempo increased and she cried out. Blending everything she felt and Asher’s commanding words, it sent her spiraling off the edge. Nerves tightened to the breaking point. Wetness surged as her ass was being punished. Milk seeped further into the blankets as the tenuous hold of control was shattered.


  Asher felt Amber’s ass squeeze him. The faun shuddered under him as he continued to punish her ass and dark canal. Magical explosions rippled along every sense. Amber cried out. Her cries turned into weak moans as a string of orgasms reduced her senses to blast craters.


  “Good, you understand,” Asher whispered lovingly as his cock thickened.


  Amber’s breathing was labored as Asher’s cock spread her world a little more open. Seed spurted and painted her dark inner world. Bliss surged along Asher’s body as he lost control of his own body. Hips pushed deep as Amber’s ass squeezed and milked his cock. Tingling sensations filled their bodies as they were caught in a blissful loop of punishment and pleasure.


  Sweat gleamed along Asher’s body as he pumped every drop of come into the prone faun. She whimpered in dizzying delight.


  “Was I good?” Amber huffed as she tried to regain her senses.


  Asher’s cock didn’t wilt as he was firmly still within the faun.


  “For now,” he huffed. “But I’m not convinced yet,” he said as his hips began to move again.


  “I will do better,” Amber sighed as pleasure rolled through her once again.


  Blyss lazily rubbed her clit as she watched the man and faun continue with their intimate teachings.


  ***


  The dreamscape churned like a slow, rolling black blaze. It rippled with odd and alien landscapes as a man stood in the distance.


  Asher tried to walk toward the figure. With hand outstretched, he reached for the man who had his back to him. But with each step, he slowed. Glancing down, Asher’s feet were sucked into the ground like stepping in wet mud. No matter how many steps he took, the figure in the distance seemed to move further and further away.


  A bell sounded in the distance, it’s gong vibrating along the churning landscape.


  “Uncle! Is it you?” Asher shouted with all his might.


  The figure remained with their back to him.


  “Uncle!” Asher shouted before the ground opened and he fell into the yawning abyss.


  Asher’s eyes shot open. He quickly glanced around to get his bearings. His thundering heartbeat began to slow as he saw that he was in his bed. To the right and left of him, Amber and Blyss snuggled close.


  Memories from the long afternoon and evening colored his thoughts. Hours of love making and punishment curled along his thoughts. Where Amber was punished, Blyss was praised. The trio were close as they spent their time releasing orgasm after orgasm. It fell into a muddled dream of blissful pleasure.


  Asher turned his gaze to the window. Night had fallen, cloaking the world in darkness.


  A bell rang in the distance and Asher recognized it immediately. Slipping from the sleeping faun and goblin, Asher made his way off the large bed. He quickly gathered up a pair of leggings and a loose shirt. He quickly dressed as the bell rang again in the night.


  Asher silently darted from the bed chamber and made his way down the corridor. He descended the stairs and through the dark house. Despite the shadowy darkness, he did spot a golden horn lift up from the couch. Fern had nearly blended in with the shadows with her dark fur, but her gold horn always gave her away.


  “We have visitors,” Asher remarked to the uni-goat as he gathered his wits and approached the front door.


  Asher reached the front door. He placed his hand on the doorknob. His body was at ease because if there were those with ill will on the other side, they wouldn’t have rung the bell to alert him. Taking a deep breath and standing tall, he turned the knob and opened the door.


  Stars filled the black sky beyond the threshold. A warm breeze flowed into the home as two women stood on the porch. Asher gazed upon the pair of women, each one wearing long black dresses and leather corsets. One was voluptuous with her breasts barely contained by her top. The other was thinner and her chest was slightly smaller than the other woman. They both wore hooded cloaks, one with a crimson red color and the other one with a simple black one. The voluptuous one had a crazed grin and wide eyes. Her hair was a muted red and blended with her crimson cloak. The thinner one had a dour expression with half closed eyes and a small frown. She had dark purple hair.


  “Greetings Lord Blackwood!” the woman with the crazed grin said with an energetic tone.


  “Greetings,” Asher said with a slightly bewildered tone, unsure why the two women were so awake in the middle of the night.


  The woman with the red hair continued, “We’ve come on behalf of our mistress. She sent us to discuss terms for her arrival. May we come in?”


  “Discuss terms for her arrival?” Asher repeated as he tried to shake off the mental cobwebs.


  The two women nodded.


  “Before our mistress can enter your home, there must be a discussion. If you let us in, we can begin. The experience is well known in many hidden circles and our mistress requires every detail put in place for her arrival, if you allow it.


  Asher eyed the two women. He knew he would have all kinds of visitors and guests to the farm, but something about this felt off.


  “We mean you no harm. To the contrary, we only wish for peace in your home,” the thinner woman said and her frown turned into a small smile.


  I shouldn’t be rude, but something feels familiar about them and I can’t put my finger on it. I won’t get to the bottom of it if I keep them outside.


  “Welcome to the Blackwood estate,” Asher said as she stepped aside with his hand out in a welcoming gesture.




  Chapter 11


  Heralds of Darkness


  The two strange women entered the home. Asher closed the door behind them and walked over to a lantern. He picked up a fire stick and scratched it across the edge of the lantern. A small fire bloomed into being and the young man lit the lantern.


  Light filled the living room. Fern lifted her head as her golden horn shined. Her eyes narrowed as she stared at the two women standing in front of the door. She then stood up on all fours and hopped down to the floor.


  Asher turned to see the uni-goat trot away into the corridor and disappear.


  “Uni-goats are very rare,” said the woman with the slightly crazed smile.


  Asher nodded, not sure what to say. The women seemed to pick up on it and they bowed to him.


  “My name is Venette and this is my sister, Tianna,” said the woman with the odd smile.


  “We are spiritual sisters and serve Megeth Faydra,” Tianna added.


  The pair stood up.


  “Asher Blackwood, but it seems like you already knew that.”


  The two women nodded.


  “We have been watching you and this place for some time,” Venette grinned.


  Asher eyed the pair. “It was you I felt in the forest.”


  Venette giggled. She then lifted a gloved hand and a blue flame appeared, hovering over her palm. Asher immediately recognized it the night he was leaving his workshop.


  “Our mistress wished to herald our coming. We have stayed in the forest neighboring your estate, giving us a common element for when we finally met in person,” Venette explained.


  “It seems there is much to talk about. Please, have a seat,” Asher said.


  The three of them made their way to the couch. Venette and Tianna sat on the couch.


  “May I get you anything?” Asher asked the two women.


  Tianna shook her head. Venette gave a devilish smile.


  “A cup of blood,” the busty woman laughed.


  Tianna elbowed Venette in the ribs. Venette continued to giggle.


  “You don’t have a sense of humor, but he might,” the busty woman said with a whimsical tone.


  Asher lifted an eyebrow. The large room took on a dark vibration. Asher made his way to a single, comfortable chair and sat down.


  “What is this about?” Asher asked as he wondered if he should have brought a blade down with him.


  Venette’s eyes shined as she parted ruby red lips, “Our mistress is extremely careful with her dealings with outsiders. That is why we are here, to discuss the terms of her stay.”


  “Stay? As in staying for the experience?”


  Venette nodded. “Mistress Faydra desires to stay on your estate for a time. We would stay here as well, to serve our mistress with anything she needs or desires.


  “Mistress was pleased to hear the Blackwood estate gained a new owner. She had stayed at other milk farms, but was intrigued by this one for some time. When she wished to come here, Lord Aric Blackwood had already vacated.


  “Tianna and I have come through the portal a few times. When we last arrived, we saw lights in the home and informed our mistress.”


  Venette shifted in her seat. Asher’s gaze was drawn to her chest, almost by reflex. He couldn’t help but notice one breast had a partially revealed areola. It was a pale brown and he lifted his gaze to not be rude.


  Venette’s grin grew a little sharper as she continued, “Mistress sent us to prepare her room for her arrival.”


  “Prepare her room? I’m not sure I understand. What kind of preparations are needed?”


  Venette and Tianna glanced at each other before the bubbly Venette continued.


  “Milk farms are known for their privacy and discretion. Our mistress will not step foot on your estate unless certain agreements are in place. We understand that you are a new owner of the estate and have yet to join the Opal Society.”


  Asher’s eyes widened a hair before they narrowed. “How could you know any of that?”


  The two women kept peaceful expressions as Venette continued.


  “Mistress knows many things. Her knowledge is deep and vast. She also knows your history, Asher Blackwood. She has glimpsed it when you spent time exploring certain crypts.”


  Asher’s heart began to thud hard in his chest.


  How can they know anything about my time in any crypts? Someone in the guild must have said something, or talked about it with others, which is odd because guild dealings were kept within the guild.


  Venette’s smile faded away.


  “Your guild didn’t betray you.”


  Her words didn’t settle his pounding heart.


  “If your mistress wishes to stay, I will need to know how she knew about some of my adventures.”


  Tianna looked over to Venette.


  “Tell him,” she said softly.


  Venette leaned forward a little and spoke with unblinking eyes.


  “Mistress Faydra is a powerful person in Valoria. She has many connections and grand knowledge. But before I speak to why she knows so much, she is prepared to pay you for the experience and give you something that cannot be bought, rare gifts that cannot be found anywhere on Valoria.”


  Venette licked her lips, “Your uncle left you a tome called the Lac Codex. It has detailed knowledge of many races and the milk they produce. It tells you what potions may be brewed from many of the common races.


  “But there are races that you will not find in your Lac Codex. Darker races and creatures that dwell in the dark regions of Valoria. Instead of spending your time discovering them when and if any of them arrive, Mistress Faydra is prepared to give you a copy of such a tome. It will have many of the same protections as your current Lac Codex. It is written in common, so you do not have to learn each language to understand which races produce what kinds of milk.”


  Asher rubbed his jaw as he digested Venette’s words. He admitted to himself that deciphering the Lac Codex was an added struggle. He was thankful for Elara and Amber’s knowledge of several languages to aid him with their work, but he knew it would take time to learn many more languages. The tome they were offering would enhance his knowledge and better prepare for unusual guests. It would have been a great help when Katriss arrived, since demons are so reviled across Valoria.


  “It is not the only gift our Mistress is prepared to give. You have had strange dreams recently, yes?”


  Asher woke from his inner thoughts and stared at Venette.


  “She senses a spirit trying to communicate with you. Mistress has knowledge on how you can communicate with such a spirit. She is prepared to reveal it to you, if you allow her to stay, take part of the experience, keep her secret from the outside world, and tend to her specific desires.”


  Asher’s pulse continued to quicken as Venette’s words stabbed deep into his spirit.


  “Your recent discovery of the Divine Mother holy statue has perfectly aligned with our mistress's desires. Placing it in your home has made the entire structure a holy place. Such power pushes away and burns at the darkness. Our mistress is powerful, but delights in personal trials. She wants to feel it again for a time.”


  Asher’s eyes took on a knowing gleam. He leaned forward as his mind worked. Everything that was said began to filter into undeniable truth. There were always tales of people who lost their souls and their living life, becoming one of the undead. Asher did indeed spend time in crypts, flushing out and slaying skeletons, zombies, and banshees. The undead were an infection that was often burned away. They envied the living and sought to feed upon their energy. Most undead were not intelligent, but sometimes they held onto their memories from when they were alive. But some undead chose to become much more powerful, keeping their minds and dark intentions.


  The wars between life and death were an ongoing struggle since the beginning of time. It is why there was always work to clear out infestations, nests, dungeons, and crypts. It was dangerous, but it paid well, until the dead outnumbered the living and lives were lost, adding to the dead that plagued areas at a time.


  “Your mistress is an ancient blood drinker?” Asher asked with a hard tone.


  Venette shook her head as her eyes shined in the lantern light. “Our mistress is a lich of the highest order.”


  The mood took a sharp, seething turn. Asher stared at the two women as his heart thundered in his chest. His former life crashed into him, taking a vow as a ranger to protect life from evil and darkness. Now, his vow was being tested as two servants of a lich asked if they could stay on his farm.”


  Asher stood up and looked down on the pair. “No,” he said with a hard tone.


  Venette looked up to Asher with understanding eyes. “You didn’t decline the demoness.”


  The sentence stabbed into Asher’s heart. It twisted within, driving home the hypocrisy he felt in that moment.


  “I am aware that there are many different shades of good and evil, but liches are greedy, powerful creatures who seek to enslave and consume the living. If you know so much about me, you would know I was once, and will always be a ranger. We fight to keep the balance. The undead only follow their hunger.”


  Venette and Tianna slowly stood up. The pair bowed slightly to Asher as Venette spoke.


  “We understand. You may not be ready at this time and may need to think it over. Mistress is patient. We will leave at this time, but I wish to leave some parting knowledge.


  “Mistress Faydra was blinded by her hunger for power when she became a lich. She has confided in us that after a time, the lust for power had faded from her still heart. She understands that all would not be accepting of her, but as you accepted a demoness on your farm, she felt there was a chance you would accept her and let her enjoy some semblance of a normal, living life.


  “Please consider her request and her gifts. She seeks a time of peace and remembrance, nothing more.”


  The two women made their way to the front door. Asher followed them. The door opened and the women stepped out into the misty night. Asher stayed by the open door, his heart racing.


  The pair looked back at him.


  “If you change your mind, walk into the forest, and speak her name. We will appear.”


  Before Asher’s eyes, the bodies of the two women shifted. They shrank as arms spread out. Leathery wings stabbed out from their arms. The women had changed into a pair of large bats. Wings flapped and they flew up into the night, vanishing from sight.


  Asher stared at the misty darkness for a time. Conflicted thoughts spiraled across his mind. A sudden weariness weighed on him and he closed the door.


  The young man shambled to the lantern and turned it down until the flame disappeared. Shadows swamped the living room as he made his way for the corridor and stairs. As he reached and climbed the stairs, he wondered if he made a mistake turning them away.




  Chapter 12


  Rainy Day


  “Uncle!” Asher shouted in the dreamscape.


  The figure had their back to him and head slightly turned, but they did not look back. The dark landscape shifted and morphed as Asher tried to walk through mud to the figure.


  Asher grunted as the mud deepened with each step. As soon as he made any progress toward the figure, it seemed they moved farther away, just out of reach. The young man cursed under his breath as it seemed hopeless to reach the figure, he assumed was the spirit of his dead uncle.


  Gray light stabbed into the shifting dreamscape.


  “I won’t stop trying to reach you!” Asher shouted as he felt himself beginning to stir.


  The figure was silent as the entire dream swirled down the drain and gray light illuminated all.


  Asher’s eyes slowly opened. He turned his head to the window, seeing thick storm clouds and rain dripping down the glass panes. He slowly blinked as he felt a body beside him shift and fingers wrapping around his standing member.


  “Good morning, master priest,” Amber whispered as she gently stroked him.


  Asher didn’t look away from the window as the memory of the dream remained in his thoughts. Another memory drifted in of the two women from several nights ago. Their words clung to his psyche, their mistress offering to help him communicate with the ghost haunting his spirit.


  “I’ve been very good,” Amber said with an excited, sultry edge. “I didn’t wake you during the night, as you commanded. May I sit on your cock?”


  Asher blinked once before turning his gaze to the faun beside him. She was on her side as her hand was stroking him under the blanket. She was nude, just as he was. Milk dripped from her engorged breasts as she looked at him with excited eyes.


  Memories from the last few days continued to invade his thoughts. The rains had continued, grinding most work on the farm to a halt. It meant Asher, Amber, and Blyss were inside most of the time. Boredom had sunk into the trio, enough so that Amber and Blyss could hardly keep their hands off Asher, not that he minded. The time together only seemed to enhance their feelings for each other, but deep down, Asher missed Elara and Nyn. They had been gone for some time and concern snaked into his thoughts from time to time.


  Amber was eager to please. She enjoyed being with him as rainy days kept them in bed. Asher glanced down to the collar around her neck and the silver chain dangling from it.


  “You may,” Asher said plainly.


  Amber grinned as she moved over his body. The faun took hold of Asher’s standing member and rubbed the head to her wet valley entrance. Milk dripped from her erect nipples onto Asher’s chest and stomach. Amber was all smiles until she lowered herself a little and Asher’s cock parted her pink lips. Her smile turned into a heavy moan as she slowly impaled herself on him. Inches spread her inner world as bliss crawled along every nerve across her body.


  “You feel so good,” Amber said as she closed her eyes.


  The young man watched her as she began rising and falling on his meaty member. Wetness flowed, as did creamy milk.


  Despite the recurring dreams, his urges began to well up once again. Inner demons howled for more, causing Asher to slowly sit up. Amber opened her eyes to see and feel Asher sitting up. One of his hands came around and touched the small of her back. Another hand grabbed at her full breast and closed his lips around the nipple. He drank as she slowly bounced on his member.


  Amber wrapped her arms around his head as she moved slowly. Pleasure rippled along her form, and the less Asher spoke, the more turned on she had become. His commanding presence tickled her spirit as his throbbing cock filled the emptiness within.


  “Master priest, you make me want to be good to you. I love when you milk me as I milk your cock. Please, show me your feelings. Fill my valley with your seed so I know you care about me,” the faun moaned.


  Asher was silent as he enjoyed her healing and invigorating milk. She often begged for his approval. It had become part of their intimate game. The silver chain was between their bodies as she rode his cock. Wetness surged from their snug union as she moaned for his love.


  The faun already had Asher’s love, but the play demanded she worked for it. He held her close as the urges began to crack his willpower. Amber moved with caged heat as each small bounce brought her closer to climax.


  “I feel you getting close,” Amber whispered.


  Asher was silent as the buildup grew with each small bounce. He let go of her nipple and simply held her close. The tempo grew and Amber threw her head back. She closed her eyes and moaned as the young man pressed his face between her breasts.


  “Master priest… please,” Amber whined before her eyes opened wide.


  The moment took hold and the lovers held onto each other. Amber sank down to the hilt and squeezed as spurts of molten seed filled her inner world. Asher grunted as Amber moaned. An orgasm caused the faun to shudder hard. Heat bloomed and the pair held each other, slowly milking pleasure from each other.


  “Thank you, master priest,” Amber said softly as she moved slightly on his still standing cock.


  Asher remained silent as his thoughts flowed back to the pair of elves he missed dearly.


  Amber tilted her head forward and looked down on Asher’s faraway gaze.


  “You miss them,” she said in a low tone.


  Asher simply nodded.


  “They will be back soon. I’m sure of it,” Amber said, trying to sound positive.


  “I know,” Asher said, but didn’t entirely believe it.


  “Can I do anything else to aid in distracting the master priest?” Amber said with a sly grin.


  Asher blinked before he looked into her mischievous eyes. He couldn’t help but smile in return.


  “Let’s get cleaned up and help Blyss with the morning meal.”


  Amber gave a small nod as she slipped off his manhood.


  “I’ll clean you, master priest,” the faun said as she moved back and bent her head down to his glistening member.


  Lips closed around his cock and gently sucked. Asher looked down on the eager to please faun. He ran his fingers through her long hair as her head bobbed, sucking, and licking his cock clean.


  ***


  The scent of cooking flat cakes and eggs filled the entire first floor of the home. Asher and Amber made their way down and when the scents touched their noses, their mouths began to water. They made their way down the corridor by the stairs and into the large kitchen.


  Blyss was standing over the iron stove. The goblin was wearing leggings, a loose shirt, and an apron. Her hair was tied back as she lifted the iron pan and the flat cake flipped into the air. When it landed, it sizzled. Another pan on the stove was cooking scrambled eggs.


  The young man and faun turned their attention to the kitchen table. It had a small feast of eggs, flat cakes, fruit, and bread.


  “Enjoy the morning meal,” Blyss said over her shoulder.


  Hunger roared as the couple made their way to the table and sat down. Food was scooped up and placed on empty plates. Once their plates were full, Asher and Amber began to eat like starving wolves.


  Blyss finished cooking the last flat cake and eggs. She stepped off the stool with both pans and dumped the contents onto the piles of food. She then put the pans back on the stove before walking back to the table and hopping onto a seat.


  Asher looked over to the goblin with warm eyes, “We missed you in bed.”


  Blyss nodded as she put food on her plate. “I wanted an early start to the day. If we are spending another day inside, I want most of my chores finished.”


  Asher smiled as the goblin’s speech had improved. Even with Elara and Nyn not here, Blyss continued to read and practice her speech. At times Asher and Amber helped her, but she needed less assistance with each day.


  Amber looked across the table to the goblin as she chewed on a piece of flat cake. “Blyss, I hope I’m not being rude, but what was your life like before coming here? You never really talk about it.”


  Blyss didn’t look up as she began speaking, “It was terrible. Goblin clans are cruel, to other races and ourselves. There is always fighting, running, and hiding. We never rest, but here, in our home, I rest.”


  The goblin lifted her yellow eyes to Asher and a smile bloomed. “I know love as well. My heart beats for our family. I want us all to be happy.”


  “We are happy that you are in our lives,” Asher said from the bottom of his heart.


  Blyss looked away in shyness. “Thank you, master priest.”


  “Blyss, we don’t have to always be on for the play. Sometimes I do like it when we are just ourselves.”


  The goblin nodded. “If I was always myself, I would never let you leave the bed.”


  Asher grinned.


  “Maybe we can chain Asher down and keep him as our prisoner,” Amber laughed.


  Blyss’s eyes gleamed and a wicked smile formed. “We keep him as our prisoner. Then he would break free and take his revenge. Force us into chains and have his way with us.”


  “I’m interested,” Asher grinned.


  The three of them broke into laughter as rain continued to fall beyond the kitchen windows.


  Asher watched as the goblin and faun went back to eating. His heart thudded with love and loyalty to the pair. The moment seared into his mind and spirit as he enjoyed the simple company. Despite whatever play or sensual adventure they explored, their hearts truly beat for each other.


  “I hope the rain stops soon,” Amber said between bites. “It will be nice when the winery is finished and we can start learning how to make wine on a larger scale.”


  “Our winery will be a small one, but I think it will be interesting to make our own wine. I’ve been reading up on cultivating grapes and making wine. It’s a very detailed process with many steps. We won’t be able to begin the process until autumn. That is when the grapes will ripen. After that we can…” Asher was cut off by the sound of a ringing bell.


  The three of them sat up straighter as they knew it was the bell in front of the farm.


  “We have a visitor,” Asher smiled.


  “I’ll see who it is,” Blyss said as she put her fork down.


  Asher shook his head. “No, enjoy the meal. I’ll see who it is.”


  The young man was on his feet and made his way to the living room. He reached the front door and opened it. The rain was coming down a little harder. A figure in a black robe and hooded cloak stood by the farm entrance. They looked across the small distance and their eyes locked on Asher.


  Rain dripped off the edges of the hood as the woman’s lip trembled.


  “Nadia?” Asher said in mild astonishment.


  The bookstore owner was on the other side of the entrance gate, by the bell. She turned slightly to walk away, stopped, and simply floundered in frustration.


  “I’m sorry,” she shouted before turning to walk back in the direction of town.


  “Wait!” Asher said as he stepped across the porch barefooted.


  Nadia turned and watched as Asher stepped into the rain. Feet stepped in deep mud, but it didn’t slow his stride. He crossed the distance and reached the gate. He unlocked the gate and opened it. He stepped onto the road and stood before the cloaked woman.


  “I’m sorry,” Nadia repeated as she looked away. “I shouldn’t have disturbed your morning. This was my fourth attempt in the last week to visit you. I always make it to the gate and then I lose my courage.


  “I still can’t believe I rang the bell,” the woman said with a tone like she was disappointed with herself.


  “Nadia, Elara and I meant it when we said you were welcome to our home,” Asher smiled in the rain.


  Nadia looked up into his eyes and her heart skipped a beat. “You don’t think me odd for being a coward?”


  Asher shook his head. “Sometimes, it takes a few attempts to be brave. I never told anyone about the times I hesitated before going into dungeons. I knew there was danger, but I didn’t want it to control me.”


  “I never thought anything scared you. The way you fought that demon at the bar showed me how brave you are. Braver than I ever could be,” Nadia said with a sad tone.


  “I find that hard to believe,” Asher said with a soothing tone.


  Nadia’s gaze fell to Asher’s chest. Rain began to soak into his thin shirt, revealing his strong, muscled chest. Her gaze shifted to his nipples and lurid thoughts slipped into her mind.


  “It’s a long walk back to town. You can stay here until the rain lets up,” Asher offered.


  Nadia’s eyes widened as she looked up to Asher’s relaxed gaze. “Oh! I’m so sorry! You’re out here in the rain getting soaked and I’m blabbering like some fool.”


  “Not a fool,” Asher chuckled. “I love the rain, but I love the company more. Come inside and dry off. We can have some spirits to warm ourselves. The rain has kept us inside and it would be nice to have company.”


  Nadia looked off to the side with dour eyes. “Are you sure? I don’t wish to impose.”


  “You’re not imposing. I’m inviting you in. That’s what good neighbors do.”


  Rain dripped off the edge of her hood. She lifted a hand and pressed a single finger to the center spot on the frame of her glasses, pushing them up. Other than that, she didn’t move.


  “Should I carry you in?” Asher grinned.


  The bookstore owner gasped before her lips sealed shut.


  Asher put out his hand to her. Nadia looked down at it with embarrassed eyes.


  “If I don’t carry you in, at least take my hand,” Asher said as rain continued to fall from the gray skies.


  Nadia lifted her hand and curled her fingers. Her entire body vibrated as if she was going to turn and bolt away. She flexed her hand and slipped it into Asher’s big, strong hand.


  When his fingers closed over hers, Nadia swayed as if she was going to faint.


  Asher saw her sway and his other hand reached behind to the small of her back and kept her steady.


  “Nadia, are you okay?”


  The woman gave a shaky nod. “This… is a bit much. I just need a moment.”


  Asher nodded. The pair slowly made their way through the open gate. Asher kicked it closed as he guided Nadia to the porch. He quickly dipped his muddy feet in a nearby puddle, washing away most of the mud. They climbed the steps onto the porch and made for the open door.


  Blyss and Amber were at the door with wide, bright smiles. When Nadia saw them, she weaved a little more.


  “Are you okay?” Amber asked.


  Nadia gave another shaky nod. “It’s overwhelming to experience this much attention. I’m usually ignored in social gatherings beyond my book shop.”


  “We’ll keep it nice and relaxed,” Asher said with a soothing tone before turning his attention to the faun. “Amber, get us two bottles of spirits, and some cups. It will help us warm up from the rain.”


  The faun nodded before turning and rushing off.


  Once they were inside, the door was closed behind them. Asher took Nadia’ cloak from her shoulders and hung it on a peg by the door.


  The warmth of the home clashed with the moisture in the air. It caused Nadia’s glasses to fog up. Instinctually, she took them off and used her robe sleeve to rub away the fog.


  Asher looked at her and saw her beautiful almond shaped eyes. She quickly put the glasses back on and looked around.


  “I knew of this place for many years, but never thought I would be invited in. I half-expected something different.”


  “What did you expect?” Asher asked with a slight smile.


  Nadia looked down. “I dare not say my thoughts. You will think less of me.”


  Blyss stepped to the woman and took Nadia’s hands into her small, green hands. “Lord Blackwood has decreed this is a place to be free with mind and body.”


  Nadia looked over to Asher.


  “I did decree it,” the young man shrugged.


  It was enough for Nadia to bark out an odd laugh before she caught herself. She pulled her hands from the goblin and tried to wave away the sudden laughter like buzzing flies around her. Before anyone could say anything, she stepped toward the couch and tripped over her own feet.


  Time slowed down as Nadia went flying through the air. Asher darted to her side and caught her. The momentum pushed on as both stumbled to the couch and fell into it, both sitting up beside each other.


  “That worked out,” Asher smiled.


  “I’m sorry I’m so clumsy. It only happens when I’m around you,” Nadia said as she lowered her head in shame.


  “I take it as a compliment,” Asher laughed.


  Amber emerged from the kitchen with two bottles of spirits, one in hand and the other under her arm. In her other hand were two cups. She crossed the living room and placed the cups down on the coffee table. She popped a cork and began to spill amber liquid into each cup.


  “Lord Blackwood, you're soaking wet,” Blyss mentioned.


  “I’ll dry off,” he said as a cup was pushed into his hand.


  Nadia looked down at the new drink pushed into her hand. “I don’t usually have spirits this early in the day.”


  “When do you have spirits?” Asher asked before taking a sip of his drink.


  Nadia lifted her head and looked at him with warm eyes. “Often in the evening, curled up with a good book.”


  “Sounds like a fine time to enjoy some spirits, but today is a special occasion.”


  Nadia stared at the young lord with affectionate eyes. “Yes, I suppose it is,” she smiled before taking a sip of her drink.


  Amber darted back to the kitchen and came back with two more cups. She poured spirits into them before handing one to Blyss. The goblin took it with both hands and began to drink. Amber sat down in a lone chair and began drinking from her cup as she enjoyed seeing the connection between Asher and Nadia form.


  “You used to adventure before coming here. You must have many stories,” Nadia said as pink filled her cheeks, not sure if it was from the spirits or being so close to the Lord of Blackwood.


  “I’m not sure anyone wants to hear those tales,” Asher smiled before taking another sip.


  Blyss and Amber’s jaws dropped.


  “We never heard about your adventures!” Amber nearly shouted.


  “We want to hear them,” Blyss added as she sat in another chair across from the couple on the couch.


  “I would love to hear about your adventures,” Nadia said with a slow blink.


  The infectious mood took hold and Asher relented to its influence.


  “Alright, but I want everyone here to tell stories from their lives. It’s not just about me. It’s about all of us.”


  “You start first,” Amber said as she leaned forward with attentive ears.


  “Yes,” Blyss said and took another long sip of her drink.


  Asher grinned before he began to speak. “There was this one adventure. Our guild was hired to clear out some undead that inhabited the ruins near the town of Ashberry. The dead kept wandering into town late at night and the mayor offered a nice reward for taking on such deadly work.


  “Myself and four of my friends made the small journey to the ruins during the afternoon. We arrived just before the sun set. We saw a tower still standing in the ruins. Before we could come up with a plan, one of my guildmates caught sight of something moving in an archway at the top of the tower.


  “We discussed a plan of action. We all agreed we couldn’t wait any longer for night was approaching. Going through the tower from the bottom only ensured we would run into undead or anything else that might be lurking within. It was finally decided I would scale the side of the tower to bypass the floors and investigate what was up there.”


  Blyss, Amber, and Nadia stared silently at Asher, waiting with bated breath.


  “I’m an experienced climber, so I put a silver dagger between my teeth and began my ascent.


  “And then I heard a wailing scream. It was then I knew we were dealing with a banshee. Their wails often attract other undead. If we didn’t stop her, more would rise from the grave or wander closer to town. She had to be stopped.


  “I climbed into the chamber and the banshee saw me. She screamed as she charged. I took my silver dagger and held it at the ready. The dead, much like shifters, despise silver. It burns at them. When she was nearly on me, I readied to fight for my life,” Asher said with theatrical flair.


  Asher continued to tell the story as the three women listened. Details bloomed like wildflowers as he told the tale. The rain continued to streak windows as spirits were consumed in the warm home.


  ***


  Hours rolled by as spirits were consumed and stories unfolded. Laughter rang out from embarrassing stories to small adventures. Asher enjoyed every moment of it, from when Amber spoke of her nearly blowing up a farm from mixing potions because the lord smacked her ass, to Nadia telling of meeting one of her favorite authors when visiting one of the larger cities. Blyss spoke little, but laughed and listened through most of it. As spirits were enjoyed, the mood grew lighter with each passing hour.


  The late morning had slid into late afternoon before Asher even noticed it.


  “I can’t remember when I’ve had such stimulating conversations!” Nadia said with rosy cheeks.


  The bookshop owner kept her relaxed, sultry gaze on Asher’s neck and shoulders. “Or such fine company.”


  “I have to pee!” Amber announced as she stood up and rushed off to the corridor, making her way to a water closet.


  “I will get us some more snacks,” Blyss said before she burped loudly.


  The goblin stood up and made her way to the kitchen.


  All who remained in the living room were Asher and Nadia. The spectacled shop owner leaned a little forward toward the strong young lord beside her. Her lips formed a happy grin as pink colored her cheeks.


  “You’re more than I ever expected,” Nadia nearly hummed.


  “Thank you, Nadia. You are more than I expected as well. I feared, as you got to know us, the magic would fade.”


  A hunger slipped into Nadia’s eyes. “No. Our time has only turned the magic into a blaze.”


  The woman licked her lips before she continued, “Would it be too bold of me to speak my heart? I fear the spirits have gone to my head and loosened my tongue.”


  “There is no boldness to speak your mind between friends. Nor your tongue too loose to speak plainly.”


  Nadia slowly blinked. “I have liked you since we first met.”


  “No, I don’t believe you,” Asher smirked.


  Nadia nodded vigorously. “I knew it when I first laid eyes on you. It may sound strange, but I felt a kindred spirit, one that would not judge me or speak ill of my dreams… and desires,” she said with a heated hiss.


  “Dreams and desires are what makes life worth living,” Asher said as he kept his drunken smile.


  Nadia leaned a little closer. “I want to tell you my dreams… and desires.”


  “I am here to listen,” Asher smiled.


  Nadia parted her lips as heat crawled up her neck.


  ***


  The rain came down in sheets. The trees and bushes beside the western fence of Blackwood began to move and shift. Small, hunched bodies emerged from the brush. Green hands grabbed onto the side beam fence and climbed over. Short swords and daggers were drawn as rain continued to fall.


  The leader was the first over the fence as others climbed over or under it. They stared with hard eyes at the farmhouse in the small distance.


  More bodies crawled over, all of them brandishing rusted weapons.


  The leader stood his ground as the rest of the clan stood behind them.


  A tension filled the air as the leader took in a deep breath.


  “BLYSS!” the leader shouted as the others behind him began clanging their weapons to each other, eager to spill blood.




  Chapter 13


  Storming Chaos


  Asher and Nadia’s eyes widened as the sudden shout and clanging of metal from outside. It blended with the falling rain, creating a chaotic and shrill symphony.


  The pair were to their feet as Amber rushed out from the corridor with wide eyes. Asher charged to a window and pulled back a curtain. He stared out at a large group of goblins, clanging their short swords and odd spears to each other. A goblin stood before the small horde, opened his mouth, and screamed Blyss’s name again.


  The kitchen door opened and slammed shut.


  Asher continued to look out the window as Blyss marched out with a long dagger in her hand. She held the blade with the tip pointed down. In her hand, it looked like a small short sword rather than a large dagger.


  “Amber, take Nadia down to the lab and lock the door. It’s magically protected so if any get past me, they won’t be able to get you to both,” Asher ordered.


  “What’s happening!” Nadia said with wide eyes.


  “We’re under attack,” Asher said as he turned and ushered the two women toward the corridor. “Please, get downstairs. Do not open the door unless you hear my voice, or Blyss’s voice.”


  The trio moved with haste to the main corridor and reached the door to the lab basement. From around the corner, Fern came clopping out. Asher looked at the uni-goat with concerned eyes.


  “Fern, go down into the lab with them. Keep them safe,” he said with a serious tone.


  The uni-goat stared at him for a moment before moving to Amber’s side.


  Asher took a key from his belt pouch and handed it to Amber. The faun took it without argument. She opened the door and took Nadia’s hand. Fern clopped down the stairs first.


  The bookshop owner resisted as she looked into Asher’s determined eyes. “You can’t go out there! Let me go and I will alert the town. They will come to our aid.”


  “There isn’t enough time,” Asher said with knowing eyes. “Please, go downstairs and wait for us. I have to get to Blyss.”


  Fear painted Nadia’s eyes. When Amber pulled her hand, the bookshop owner relented. The pair made their way down the stairs and looked back to see Asher closing the door with shadows under his eyes.


  When the door closed and locked shut, Asher darted for the stairs and charged up to the second floor. He pumped his legs as he knew his weapons were in the bedroom closet. Heart pounding in his chest, fear colored his thoughts at the image of Blyss walking out to the goblins.


  ***


  Blyss walked in the heavy rain with her chin out and a look of hard determination in her yellow eyes. Her green hand held the dagger with a firm grip as she walked past the sitting pond and outside patio. She continued to walk until she was about sixty feet from the large group of goblins, dagger pointed down.


  Rain soaked into her hair and clothes as drops of rain water dripped off the silver blade.


  The leader of the goblins stared with barely contained rage at the lone goblin woman. He held a short sword in his hand as his chest and shoulders heaved from heavy breath. Water ran down his green features as he glared at Blyss.


  The other goblins stopped clanging their weapons and stared with equal contempt. There was not a kind gaze from the group as rain dripped off their large noses and wide pointed ears. Dirty, torn clothes covered their bodies as petty rage filled their yellow eyes.


  “We’ve come for you,” the leader said with an evil, crooked smile.


  Blyss kept her hard gaze on the leader, not showing him an ounce of fear.


  “I’m not going back,” she said flatly.


  The leader’s yellow eyes narrowed. “You belong to me. You are mine. You cannot escape. We kill all who stand in our way,” the goblin growled.


  “I don’t belong to you!” Blyss shouted.


  “You speak like big races. Your mind, poisoned,” the leader spat.


  “You speak like an idiot, Raku,” Blyss said with a steady, unblinking gaze.


  Raku leered. “We take you back. You be punished. Come now!”


  “No,” Blyss said darkly.


  Raku’s body nearly vibrated in rage.


  “YOU BELONG TO ME! YOU SERVE!” the goblin leader shouted at the top of his lungs.


  Blyss lifted her dagger and pointed at Raku.


  “If you come for me, I will cut out your heart and spit on it,” Blyss said menacingly.


  Raku’s demeanor relaxed as an evil smirk stabbed into his scarred cheek.


  “You obey, or friends die,” Raku chuckled.


  Blyss kept her hard gaze as several more goblins appeared from the brush on the other side of the simple, split-rail fence. They had daggers in hands as they pushed three female goblins. The three goblins were bound by the wrists, their arms behind their backs. One of them with short hair hissed at the goblins pushing them. The other two goblins looked down with sorrow in their eyes.


  They were pushed to the fence. Goblins shoved them over the top and the trio landed on the other side of the fence. The goblin with black, short, spiky hair thrashed as she was hoisted to her feet again. One goblin with long black hair and white streak flowing up from her temple, looked down in defeat as she was hoisted to her feet. The last goblin, who had long, blonde hair and sad eyes was hoisted up and roughly pushed forward.


  The three female goblins were pushed forward until they stood just behind and to the side of Raku. The smirking goblins kicked at the back of their legs and the trio fell to their knees. Green hands grabbed at hair and pulled their heads up as daggers came around and were held at prone throats.


  “Clan sisters,” Blyss whispered as she lowered her dagger down a few inches, seeing the three in rags.


  Raku chuckled. “They helped you escape. They go against my law. Punishment is death, unless you come home.”


  Blyss lifted her dagger and kept the razor tip aimed at Raku. “You will die by my blade,” she growled.


  The goblin let out a haunting laugh in the heavy rain.


  “Blyss! Run!” the spikey-haired goblin shouted.
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The goblin holding her hair pulled back a little more and struck the pommel of his dagger against her cheek. A grunt filled the rainy air before the goblin on her knees spit out a glob of blood.


  Blyss eyed the goblins as she internally made her decision. She tightened her hold on her dagger as her yellow eyes nearly glowed with a blazing rage. The moment flashed with bloody intentions and when she was about to charge to her own death, the kitchen door to the farmhouse banged open.


  The tension held as the large group of goblins turned their gazes to the cloaked man walking toward them.


  Asher walked with a steady pace as the cloak covered his shoulders and body. A bow was in his hand, covered by his cloak, while three arrows were in his other hand. The hood covered his head, keeping the rain from his gaze. He eyed the goblins, counting twenty-seven, not including the three female goblins on their knees.


  Strategies flashed across his mind as he took careful, steady steps. A possible plan swamped his thoughts, indicating he should have taken the high ground and climbed onto the roof. But he decided against it because there was a greater chance Blyss would be cut down. No, in this moment, he would be her guardian angel. A sword was sheathed at his hip and a quiver of arrows was under his cloak. He had thirty arrows total, and knew he had to make every shot count.


  A low growl dripped from Raku’s clenched teeth.


  “A common man,” the goblin growled.


  “He is no common man!” Blyss shouted.


  “Blyss, come to my side,” Asher said with an even, calm tone.


  The goblin shook her head, never taking her gaze off Raku.


  “He must die for me and my clan sisters to live. I must slay him! I must!” Blyss shouted as rain streaked her features.


  Asher surveyed the menacing goblins. Even with his skills, they were outnumbered. The fight tittered on hopeless, but he knew to retreat would mean a certain death.


  “You take her in, common man,” Raku growled. “You fill her head with poison!”


  Asher’s gaze narrowed. “We filled our hearts with love and respect.”


  Raku spit to the side. “You common folk disgust me. You die. You all die and we burn down your farm. We burn down the town. We burn EVERYTHING!”


  The goblins behind their leader held their weapons at the ready. Some of them stood on fence posts with crude, short bows in hands. Arrows were nocked as they aimed at Blyss and Asher.


  Asher stopped about forty feet behind Blyss, visually measured the distance and picked his targets.


  Raku lifted a green hand as he sneered.


  “You do this and you will die,” Blyss said with an icy tone.


  Raku kept his sneer as he brought his hand down.


  Time slowed as Asher lifted his hand with the three arrows and knocked open the small buckle holding his cloak to his shoulders. The buckle slid off and he shrugged his shoulders. The cloak fell away as he stepped forward, lifting his bow and nocking an arrow.


  Blyss screamed as she charged directly at Raku. Her dagger was down and at her side as she bolted toward him.


  The small army of goblins moved all at once. Archers pulled back on bowstrings and released arrows. Many goblins on the wet grass charged with swords and spears lifted.


  The three goblins holding daggers to the three female goblins pulled back and aimed their daggers at the side of the necks. Two of the goblin women closed their eyes as the spiky-haired one roared. She pushed off the ground with her knees and legs and smashed her back into the goblin ready to stab her in the neck. The goblin stumbled as the spiky-haired one turned and slammed her heel on his knee. There was a loud “Crack!” as the goblin’s knee shattered.


  Asher pulled back the bowstring in one smooth move and let an arrow loose. He immediately notched another arrow and let it fly.


  The goblin with black hair and a white strike accepted her fate and waited for the dagger to pierce her throat. The moment never came. She opened her eyes and turned her head to see the goblin with the dagger give gurgled cries with an arrow in his neck.
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A goblin with their dagger aimed at the blonde goblin’s throat looked at her with violence in his eyes, but the violence vanished in one eye as a single arrow stabbed through it. The metal tip exploded out of the back of his head, killing him before he hit the ground.
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Asher’s arm moved with practiced, mechanical ease. He drew arrows from his quiver and nocked his longbow. He released arrow after arrow as he walked sideways, smaller goblin arrows stabbed into the wet grassy ground. The ranger watched as one by one of the attacking goblins fell with arrows through eyes and throats.


  Blyss continued to scream as several goblins veered in her direction. Blyss leapt forward and slashed across a goblin’s face. Blood spurted as the goblin dropped his short sword and received a green foot to their stomach as Blyss launched off them to another goblin. A short sword slashed at Blyss’s head and she slid low. The blade cleared over her head as she drove her dagger into their belly. The goblin shouted as Blyss twisted the dagger. She pulled her dagger and slashed across their throat. She pushed them away as they bled to death.


  Another goblin shouted as they charged her. Blyss braced herself when an arrow stabbed into its eye and they collapsed to the wet ground.


  Blyss didn’t look back, knowing her lover was watching over her. She licked her lips as she charged for Raku.


  The goblin leader stood his ground as he held his blade at the ready.


  Asher’s arm moved in a slight blur as goblins charged him. Arrows took down goblins, but didn’t slow their charge. Mad violence filled their eyes as they closed the distance. When they were nearly ten feet from him, Asher let loose an arrow at close range. The arrow stabbed clean through the closest goblin’s neck and the goblin went down. Asher kept his bow in his left hand as he drew his sword with his right. The ranger focused as he drew his blade in one smooth move, slicing off a goblin’s head in the process before bedlam erupted.


  Asher stepped back as his sword made short arcs. Blades clashed in the rain and metal sang. The goblins poured around him and he took measured, backward steps. His sword knocked away blade attacks. He lifted a boot and slammed it into a goblin’s chest, sending him into his fellow goblins. Savage growls and screeches filled the air around him as he moved with liquid ease. He heard Blyss’s shout, but he couldn’t take his focus off the goblins. If they made one deep enough slash, he would be dead in moments.


  Blyss roared as she pounced at Raku. The goblin leader chuckled as his blade came up and struck the dagger in Blyss’s hand so hard, it slipped from her fingers, twirled, and stabbed into the ground.


  Raku let out a haughty laugh, ready to bring his blade back to finish the job when he saw Blyss was nearly on him. Her yellow eyes shined with feral rage as she ignored the fact her dagger was gone as she came at her former leader.


  Raku’s blade sliced back only for Blyss’s hand to catch his arm by the wrist, stopping the blade. Raku’s eyes widened as Blyss opened her mouth and flashed her teeth.


  A bloodcurdling scream filled the air.


  The archers on the posts hesitated to loose another volley as they heard their leader scream in horror. They glanced over to see Raku falling back with Blyss biting and chewing on his face. The goblin leader’s back hit the wet grass as Blyss choked him and gnawed on his nose and parts of his face. He continued to scream as blood poured from his wounds. Blyss ripped off chunks of flesh and spit them out before resuming once again.


  Several archers aimed at the goblin attacking their leader. Hands shook as they pulled back bowstrings. As they were ready to release, when something dark flashed across their midsections. Goblins looked down before their bodies fell in two different directions. The light in their eyes darkened as they were dead before they hit the ground.


  The spiky-haired goblin rushed to her fellow sisters and began untying their bonds. Several goblins charged them, ready to slay the trio, when their own bodies opened and blood splashed on the ground.


  The trio of goblins were free and glanced around to see several goblins lying in halves and bleeding out onto the grass. Two blurs shot past them as they clutched at each other.


  Asher sliced and slashed at the horde of goblins. He barely kept them at bay as they inched closer after every swing. The odds were stacked against him and he roared in contempt. A goblin head went flying from his sword slicing through its neck, when two blurs reached the goblins crowding around him.


  Shouts and roars turned into screams. A spray of blood splashed into Asher’s face as two dark blurs ripped the remaining goblins into gory body parts. In a matter of several seconds, the remaining goblins were ripped to shreds and bleed into the ground around the former ranger.


  Asher held his sword at his side, watching in disbelief as the goblins were no more.


  A circle of blood and body parts ringed the ranger in the rain.


  The blurs slowed down into two cloaked women. Venette and Tianna looked around with blood covering their hands, up to their elbows. Venette looked at Asher with a manic grin, giving him a wink.


  Blyss continued to rip chunks of flesh with her teeth from the now dead former leader. She spit them out before reaching over to her dagger sticking out of the ground. She grabbed it and pulled it close. She stabbed into his chest and cut like a skilled butcher. She opened him up and cut out his heart. She lifted the blood dripping organ, gathered a glob of saliva and spit on it.


  “You won’t hurt me ever again,” she grinned with a bloody mouth and cheeks before tossing the organ onto the grass.


  Asher sighed in relief as Blyss and the three goblins were safe. His gaze shifted to a cloaked woman emerging from the forest. She wore a bent witch’s hat as she walked toward the fence.


  The woman had long white hair and delicate pale features. Her eyes glowed a subdued purple in the rainy gloom of the late afternoon. A corset hugged her waist as a long black dress nearly reached the ground.


  The fence rippled as she stepped through it. Her ruby red lips were curved into a confident smile as she walked through the gory scene. She stepped past Blyss and the trio of goblins. She made her way closer toward Asher. Venette and Tianna bowed deeply as the pale women slowed to a stop, before the ring of dead goblins.


  “I’m sure you could have handled the rest,” she smiled.


  Asher was silent as she stepped past the dead ring of goblins and walked up to him. She looked him up and down, seeing goblin blood covering his clothes and sword.


  “I am Megeth Faydra, and I am here to partake of your coveted experience,” the pale woman said with a gleam in her purple eyes.
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  Chapter 14


  A Dark Pact


  A dread curled along Asher’s senses as he stood in the rain. He didn’t blink as he stared at the lich. He could feel the darkness of her undead soul infecting the very air around her. In his past adventures, he and his friends did clear out the undead from crypts and ruins, but he never encountered a powerful lich. Their greed for power was infamous, and their tactics cruel. Death was no escape around these creatures as they enslaved souls and animated bodies to do their bidding. And yet, a lich stood before him, asking for the divine experience on his farm and it perturbed him. When once he and his fellow guildies would have attacked the instant they saw one. Now, a lich stood a few feet away from him with a small, disarming smile.


  Asher looked past the lich to see Blyss rushing to the three remaining goblins.


  “You will have to excuse me,” Asher said coldly as he walked past the lich and made his way to the small group of goblins.


  The three goblins held their arms out wide as Blyss rushed to them. The short goblin crashed into them and all four sobbed in happy relief. They sank down to their knees, holding each other. The one with the white streak in her black hair clutched at Blyss and stroked her hair.


  “I thought I would never see you all again!” Blyss cried with blood painted features in the rain.


  “We missed you,” the goblin with black hair sobbed.


  “We thought of you,” the spiky-haired goblin said as her shoulders trembled in the hug.


  “I tried to be strong. I didn’t want to tell,” the blonde-haired goblin wept.


  The four broke their embrace, but held hands in a circle. The rain continued to fall as they shifted their gazes to the dead goblins surrounding them.


  “Clan broken,” the slightly taller goblin with black hair said.


  “I belong to a new clan,” Blyss said with a happy smile as rain slowly washed the blood from her features. “Lord Blackwood is master. He will be our new clan leader.”


  The goblins said nothing as they looked at the human man approaching them.


  “Blyss, are you and your friends, okay?” Asher asked.


  Blyss turned around with a wide happy smile. “They are my clan sisters. Our clan is broken and they need a new clan. They can join our clan, our family,” she said with excited yellow eyes.


  Asher eyed the goblins and they eyed him. There was a moment of stillness as everyone looked at each other. In a blink, the three goblins rushed him with arms wide. Asher stiffened as the three slammed into him, knocking the young man off balance. He fell onto the gory wet grass, the three goblins over him with wide eyes and smiles.


  “You saved us!” the goblin with black hair grinned.


  “Your heart is good,” the blonde goblin said with happy eyes.


  “Blyss says you clan leader now. We accept!” the spikey-haired one said with a happy laugh.


  Blyss’s heart soared as she watched her clan sisters on the man she loved.


  “Ladies, ladies. It’s okay,” Asher said and he grinned from the infectious moment.


  “Paasha, Keefa, Nuha, please get off master,” Blyss ordered.


  The three goblins stood up and looked at Asher. He slowly curled up and was back on his feet.


  “I will take you inside. Get dry and new clothes,” Blyss said as she reverted a little to broken common.


  The trio of goblins nodded. Blyss gave Asher the biggest, happiest smile before she turned and began walking toward the farmhouse. The three goblins followed Blyss, glancing back at Asher as they walked.


  “Blyss, Amber, Nadia, and Fern are in the lab. Tell them it’s safe to come out,” Asher shouted.


  “I will!” Blyss said as she walked back to the kitchen door.


  Asher shifted his gaze from the goblins to the outside patio. His smile faded away as the lich was now sitting in a chair under the covered patio. Venette and Tianna stood by her, the three of them keeping out of the rain.


  The dread returned to the young man as he knew he had to sort this out. He faced the direction of the patio and slowly approached. He watched where he was walking as he stepped over dismembered goblin parts.


  Megeth sat back in the chair and eyed Asher as he approached. Venette licked her lips at the sight of him, while Tianna yawned and rubbed her eyes. The rain continued to fall as the soaked younger man stepped under the slanted wood roof of the patio and looked upon the relaxed lich.


  “I mean no harm to you, or anyone else who resides in this valley,” Megeth stated.


  “Good to know, if true,” Asher said with a scathing edge.


  Megeth’s kind expression didn’t change as she spoke, “I understand how you must feel. If I was alive again, I would feel the same way. This existence is not for the meek and I would never inflict this curse on those who didn’t want it.”


  Asher glanced at Venette and Tianna before lowering his gaze to Megeth. “You would only inflict it on those who want it.”


  Megeth smirked. “Venette and Tianna are tenacious and power hungry. If they survive the process, they will become like me, but that won’t be for some time.”


  “We live to serve,” Venette said and bowed her head.


  “We love you, mother,” Tianna said next and bowed her head.


  “And I adore both of you, my daughters,” Megeth said with a small smile.


  Asher lifted a brow.


  “They are not my daughters by lineage or blood, but I treat them as if they were,” Megeth explained before turning her head slightly to Venette. “Remove the body parts and corpses from Lord Blackwood’s farm.”


  “Yes, mother,” Venette grinned before leaving the patio.


  Tianna followed.


  Megeth turned her gaze to Asher, “Please, sit. Let us have a conversation in this lovely weather.”


  Asher’s right hand formed a fist. Despite the pleasantries, he knew from what he saw, he would stand little chance against the trio. They oozed dark power and concern colored his thoughts.


  Asher grabbed a chair and turned it to face the lich. He sat down and put his bow on the wood table beside them.


  “I feel your disdain, so I will cut to the heart of the matter. I wish to stay here and partake in the experience. It has been a long time since I felt alive, and your elixir will aid in helping me feel life once again.”


  Asher listened with a blank expression.


  “Myself and my daughters arrived here a few weeks ago. I have a hut in the forest that is a magical construct and suits our needs for now. We have watched you for a time, observing if your farm would be ideal for my particular desires. We were on the verge of leaving until you dug up the statue of the Divine Mother.”


  Asher’s eyes widened a hair.


  Megeth continued, “Being dead for such a long time, you begin to forget what it means to feel anything. By bringing the statue into your farmhouse, you have made it a holy place. If I were to enter, holy power would begin to burn my skin and senses. Over a length of time, I would grow mad from the pain.


  “But, with your elixir and the surrounding holy energy, I would fulfill something I have missed for centuries, being weak and vulnerable.”


  Asher blinked. “I don’t understand. You want to come to my farm so you can be weakened?”


  Megeth gave a single nod. “You don’t know what it means to you until it is gone. I was pious in my living life. I worshiped many of the gods. I was often on my knees, praying to them for everything, from my moods to wishing for a better life. It was a simple existence and one I’ve treasured since I changed into the dead thing before you.”


  Megeth lifted her leg and laid it over her other leg, the long black dress covering her. She put her hands on her knee and kept her small smile.


  “I have alliances and allegiances to other liches and powerful undead. If they knew I was here, my station and influence would be weakened. I seek your discretion and Mist Valley is protected from many prying eyes. I also seek your strong presence and touch of your holy power.”


  “I have no holy power,” Asher said plainly.


  The lich’s eyes flashed. “Oh, but you do. It bleeds off your aura like golden water. The Divine Mother has touched you.”


  Asher shook his head. “This is all hard to believe. A lich wants to be treated like a commoner? There must be many other places one of your power could go, far away from all prying eyes?”


  Megeth nodded. “There are many places, but there is a spirit I once knew hovering around this area. A spirit you have a deep connection with.”


  Asher clenched his jaw as his heart hammered in his chest.


  “Aric Blackwood was a friend and confidant. While he did not allow me to stay here because many of the long-term guests decided against it, we did share discussions over drinks from time to time. He was a great man and could have moved on to the higher celestial planes, but he has chosen to be close to you. I am unsure of the reason for why he will not communicate with me, or anyone else. I believe he only wishes to communicate with you, but as of this moment, it is pure speculation.”


  “What did you and my uncle discuss?” Asher asked with a hard tone.


  Megeth’s eyes shined. “We discussed the joys of life. Your uncle was so full of life, his presence and laughter were infectious to all. The people of Star Fall knew it, as did many others. I will not pretend you didn’t know it as well. He lived life to the fullest and many admired him for it.”


  Asher looked down as memories of his uncle washed over his mind.


  Megeth lifted a hand off her knee. The very air rippled with unusual energy before a thin book appeared in her hand.


  Asher lifted his gaze as the book floated from Megeth’s hand and onto his lap. He looked down at the black leather cover, covered in odd runes. The book was thinner than the Lac Codex. His fingers took hold and he opened it to pages covered with potion recipes written in common and drawings of all kinds of undead and demons.


  “The Dark Lac Codex is a companion book to your Lac Codex. While the book you own is for most living creatures, the current book in your hands has in-depth knowledge of undead and demonic creatures. It also contains recipes for additives to alter your elixir so others can partake of what happens here on your farm.


  “To experience a sliver of living life is greatly valuable to many dead things, such as myself.”


  The beautiful lich tilted her head forward as she spoke, “Asher, help me feel alive again for a time, and not only will I let you keep this book, I will aid you in discovering why your uncle has not moved on.”


  Asher’s heart ached as he pictured his uncle in his mind.


  “How can I trust you?” Asher asked plainly.


  “You can trust me because when I enter your home, I will be under your power. It is a rare gift to give, but I will give it to the nephew of the great Aric Blackwood. I swear it to the old gods.”


  Asher held onto his hatred for the undead with tight reins, until an image of Katriss slipped into his mind. The demoness simply ran away from her family and wanted him to help her create a new family. She was loving and forward with her intentions. The thought of her was enough for the hatred to slip from his grasp, and a sorrow painted his soul.


  “I accept our agreement, on the condition that if you or your daughters cause harm to any of us, or the people of Mist Valley, you three will leave immediately.”


  “I accept your condition and terms,” Megeth said with kind eyes.


  “Okay,” Asher said with heavy breath.


  “There is something that must be done before I can enter your home,” Megeth said. “To ensure I am not driven mad by holy power, one of your bedrooms must be consecrated with a protection spell.


  “I will spend tonight in the forest. Do not fret, my hut is more than suitable. Venette and Tianna will spend the night and prepare the bedroom. Tomorrow at dusk, I will arrive to take up lodgings. I would prefer a large room, one big enough for myself, and my daughters.”


  “I believe I have a room big enough for all three of you, but what must be done to consecrate a room?”


  Megeth smiled sweetly. “A symbol must be created and a ritual must be performed. Since you are the owner of the estate and have a connection to the Divine Mother, something will be required of you. Do not fret, it is something I’m sure you will enjoy. Venette and Tianna can give you the details, but you must aid in the ritual for it take effect.”


  “This doesn’t sound…” Asher was cut off by Megeth rising to her feet.


  “You and everyone under your roof will be fine. Keep an open mind and I hope you will take to it like the strapping young man you are.


  “I will take my leave. I look forward to tomorrow night. Look over the book and I will be at your door at sunset.”


  Megeth whispered an arcane word.


  Asher watched the pale lich’s body ripple and fade away to nothing. He scratched his head, wondering what exactly he just agreed to. Holding the book, he stood up and looked over to where the battle with the goblins took place. Much to his horror, goblin body parts and dead goblins crawled or shambled away.


  Venette and Tianna weaved their hands and pointed to the forest. The dead goblins and severed limbs made their way beyond the simple fence and vanished into the underbrush. When the last part and body was gone from sight, the two women in cloaks turned to Asher.


  Venette kept her manic smile as she walked toward him. Tianna followed with her head bowed and shadows covering her eyes. The pair reached the young man and bent down to one knee.


  “We serve you, Lord Blackwood,” the pair said in unison.


  Asher looked down on them with curious eyes. “Your mistress informed me that a ritual must be performed?”


  Venette and Tianna nodded before they both looked up.


  “A connection must be made for the protection spells to work. We will require your seed to ensure a strong connection,” Venette said with her crazy smile.


  “The ritual will not harm you. We will not harm you,” Tianna said plainly.


  Asher’s eyes half-closed and his heartbeat slowed. “I see.”


  The two women stood up. Each one reached over and took one of Asher’s hands into one of theirs. They gently pulled him with them as the three stepped into the rain and toward the house.


  The things I do to help.


  Rain continued to fall as thunder rumbled in the distance. The kitchen door opened and the trio made their way inside.


  Waiting in the kitchen was Amber, Nadia, and Fern.


  “Blyss told us what happened,” Amber said with wide eyes.


  “Are you alright?” Nadia asked.


  Fern screamed and stamped her hoof to the floor. The uni-goat looked at the two women flanking each side of Asher.


  “What is happening right now?” Amber asked.


  Asher looked at all three of them with understanding eyes. “I’m okay. We are having a few more guests on the farm. This is Venette, and she is Tianna,” Asher gestured to each woman beside him.


  “Pleased to meet you,” Tianna said with a sleepy smile.


  “Charmed,” Venette grinned.


  Amber and Nadia’s gazes fell to the women’s uncovered and deep cleavages. Fern lifted her head in annoyance and turned away. She clopped away and left the kitchen in a huff.


  “Where is Blyss and the other goblins?” Asher asked.


  Amber seemed to wake from her sudden trance. “They are in one of the washrooms. Blyss was finding them clothes as they cleaned up. She told me that they are now part of our family?”


  Asher nodded. “I’m sure there is much to discuss. For now, help them feel comfortable.”


  Nadia eyed Asher like she wanted to unleash a flood of words.


  Asher looked at the book shop owner with knowing eyes. “Nadia, please stay the night. The storm outside is getting worse and you shouldn’t drudge through it. We have plenty of rooms and closets filled with dry clothes. Take your pick.”


  “Thank you, Asher. I… I think I will stay the evening,” Nadia stuttered.


  Venette curled her arm around Asher’s arm. “We should see to our room. There is much to be done.”


  “What needs to be done?” Nadia asked.


  Venette eyed the woman with glasses and kept her wicked grin. “Preparations for our mistress. If you stay until tomorrow evening, you can meet her.”


  Nadia parted her lips, but no words came out. Instead, her cheeks glowed pink. She closed her mouth and looked away.


  “Come now, Lord Blackwood,” Venette giggled and gently pulled Asher with her.


  Tianna followed.
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Amber watched as Asher and the two women walked toward the main corridor and headed for the stairs.


  When the faun and book shop owner were alone, Nadia lowered her head a little.


  “Is… is it always like this?”


  Amber looked at her. “If you mean intimate? Yes, it is,” the faun said with an understanding tone. “Does it trouble you?”


  Nadia lifted her head and looked down the main corridor as her heart thudded in her chest.


  “I… cannot say,” the bookshop owner said in a small voice.


  “I think we may need some wine,” Amber smiled.


  Nadia looked at her and smiled.


  “Yes, I think we do,” she said with pink cheeks.


  ***


  Upstairs, Asher walked with Venette and Tianna down the corridor lined with doors. The sounds of angry goblins in water leaked from a partially open door. The trio walked past, Asher glancing in to see the three new goblins washing each other in a large, metal tub. Nuha, the goblin with short spiky hair, shouted obscenities as Paasha tried to scrub her.


  “I hate soap!” the goblin nearly shouted as Paasha ignored her and continued to scrub her back.


  Keefa, the blonde goblin, merely rested her head on the edge of the tub, while her arms dangled over it like a defeated puppy. She stared at nothing as soapy suds bubbled around her.


  Asher was pulled along by the two strange women. He glanced to Katriss’s old room, and knew he didn’t want them to stay in it. Her memory remained and it didn’t sit well with him.


  Knowledge glowed along his thoughts as he remembered he had two large rooms. They passed Katriss’s old room on the left and moved to a doorway across from it to the right. Asher untangled his arms from the witchy women and opened the door.


  The door swung open to a large room. It had a wide bed, two windows, a desk, closet, and a small water closet. Everything was nice and neat, even if it was a little bare. The room was big, but still smaller than Asher’s bedroom. Dark gray light filtered in through the sheer curtains, but it seemed to get darker by the moment.


  Asher moved to a lantern on the desk. He opened a small box beside it, picked up a small lighting stick and struck it along the table. The end flared as he lifted the glass and lit the wick. The flame took and a comforting light glowed in the room.


  “Please, keep the light low. We like the darkness,” Venette giggled.


  “I’m not surprised,” Asher said before he caught himself.


  “You disapprove of us being here?” Venette asked as she approached him.


  Asher turned his indifferent gaze to the pale woman with the ruby lips. “I only agreed to this because of what your mistress offered.”


  Venette stood before Asher with a sultry grin and half-closed eyes. “But we have much to offer as well. So much more.


  “I’ll tell you what I like and you tell me what you like?”


  Asher’s brow lifted. “Are you undead, like your mistress?”


  Venette reached down and took hold of Asher’s hand. She lifted it up and put his palm over the top of her left breast.


  “Tell me what you feel.”


  Much to Asher’s surprise, a strong pulse touched his hand. It moved in a steady, rhythmic beat as heat glowed off her body.


  Venette held Asher’s hand to her chest as she looked at him with sultry eyes. “I can tell you what I like. Warm hands on my breasts. Sucking on a cock that can choke me. Drinking your seed and feeling it warming my mouth, throat, and belly. I love to be punished for being a brat. I love moans, yours, and mine. Biting tender flesh as I ride you. Sucking every drop of come and keeping you hard with my mouth until you come again. Begging, pleading with you to stuff my holes as I moan for more.”


  Asher’s demons clawed up from the darkest parts of himself at the end of every sentence. It was enough for his member to stir and slowly lose his train of thought.


  Catching himself, he tried to mentally shake it off.


  Venette glanced over to Tianna who simply stood with a blank expression. “I also love when I get fucked in front of Tianna.”


  The crazed woman turned her gaze to Asher again.


  “I also love when people fuck in front of me,” she said with a sultry whisper.
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Asher felt the temperature rise between them.


  Venette moved her face closer as she kept his hand on her breast. “I can feel that energy and heat along your very soul. Your blood and body growls to unleash itself upon all your lovers. I promise to be extra slutty for you or with you. It matters not. I only want to taste you at your most primal. I need to feel the demons under your skin clawing for my body. I want you to treat me like the bad thing I am. My soul is poisoned and your seed will be my treatment.”


  Asher could not settle his mind as Venette’s sultry words whipped his demons into a frenzy. It nearly overwhelmed him as blood sank down into his throbbing member. He tried to keep his decorum when Venette smoothed his hand down, allowing his fingers to slip into her top.


  “We speak the same language,” Venette purred and gave a light gasp as fingers touched her standing nipple.


  “Venette, we have to prepare the ritual,” Tianna said plainly.


  “I am. I’m working with Lord Blackwood so he may rise to the occasion. You begin the preparations and I will draw the essence needed, if the lord allows it.”


  Venette slowly blinked. “Please, allow it. It can be as long, or as short as you wish. It only matters that I get to taste you in any way you will allow.”


  Asher eyed the woman as she kept his hand close. He touched and massaged her, her breasts slowly escaping her top. Every brush of his fingers against her nipple caused her to seethe with writhing pleasure.


  Tianna moved to the desk and sat down in the chair by it. She reached into a small pouch along her belt and pulled out two small vials. Her expression remained blank as she poured a little of both vials onto the middle of the desk. She put the vials away and began moving the liquid around with a single finger.


  Venette closed her eyes as a heated breath escaped past her ruby lips.


  “I can feel your desire growing. I can taste it on the air. Lord Blackwood, I care for only one sensation, your cock stabbing me like a dagger to my soul. Please, I’ve been so wicked. Slay me with orgasms. Come on my tits. Stuff my mouth as I cry with tears of joy.”


  “Have you lost your wits?” Asher asked as a last-ditch effort to distract his growing erection.


  Venette gave the young man a wide grin. “Lost my wits? No, I found them. I found myself. I care not for the judgment of others. I only care for how you will put out my fire. Please my lord, hurry before the flames consume me.”


  The gravity of the heated moment took hold. Asher took control of his own willpower and shattered it with a thought. Intention bled into his eyes as he grabbed her by her voluptuous breast and pulled her closer.


  Venette gasped and then giggled as she was against him. While standing, she lifted a leg and curled it around Asher like a spider with their meal. She rubbed herself against him, delighting in the throbbing bulge fighting to be free of Asher’s leggings. Scents rose like musky perfumes as Asher and his demons took control.


  Asher reached around and grabbed her round ass. His fingers pressed into her flesh as he held her close, grinding against her. Venette moaned softly as she could feel his covered cock rubbing against her. She moaned again as she aided him, rubbing herself against him like a beast in heat.


  Venette’s long black dress began to bunch up as moans dripped from parted lips. Her breathing increased as hungry eyes shined in the dim light. The mood dripped of ecstasy. Bodies moved with urgency as Venette uncurled her leg, stepped back, and grabbed at Asher’s belt. The buckle opened as she fell to her knees, pulling his leggings down with her.


  At that moment, Asher’s cock sprang free and smacked her chin. The wild woman grabbed his shaft like it was an unruly snake and held it, pressing the head to her cheek. She closed her eyes and moaned, letting her breath tickle the sensitive, veiny flesh.


  “Such a large weapon you have. I should have called it a great sword, instead of a dagger.”


  Before Asher could respond, she slid the cock across her cheek and between her soft, ruby lips.


  Heated bliss slammed into the young man as he looked down on the ravenous woman. She wasted no time, sucking on him like she was desperate for water. Muffled moans grew louder as her head bobbed with urgency. Venette lifted her hand and touched Asher’s hip. With a strong push, Asher fell back a short distance until he was sitting on the foot of the bed.


  Asher watched her as his inches appeared and disappeared between her ruby lips. Teeth grazed his sensitive flesh, and it only added to the moment. His cock stiffened as hard as metal, unable to fight the tide.


  The door to the bedchamber opened and a pair of glasses shined in the dim light.


  Asher turned his wide eyes to the doorway, seeing Nadia standing there with an unblinking gaze.


  Tianna remained sitting at the desk, watching Asher and Venette with blank eyes.


  Venette opened her eyes and turned slightly to see Nadia at the door, Asher’s cock still half-buried in her mouth.


  “Nadia,” Asher said like he was caught with his hand in a cookie jar.


  Nadia was silent as she stared.


  Venette moaned with her mouth full as she turned back to her work, her head bobbing slowly.


  Time stood still as Venette’s muffled moans became a song. Asher didn’t feel ashamed, but a rudeness had taken hold. Nadia had come to his home, ready to tell him her feelings, feelings he was happy to reciprocate, and she walked in on him caught in the act with another.


  Time moved once again as Nadia stepped in and closed the door behind her. She leaned back against the door and looked upon the young man. She caught hints of his member between the woman’s lips and her body trembled.


  “Is… this truly you? Is this what happens here?” Nadia whispered.


  Asher gave a slow nod, unsure what was going to happen.


  Nadia gasped as heat crawled up her neck. She stood up from leaning on the door and slowly crossed the room to Asher and Venette. She stood over them as Venette continued to suck on Asher without a drop of shame.


  “I’m sorry if this was something you didn’t want to see,” Asher said.


  Nadia lifted her gaze and looked into Asher’s eyes. Her eyes softened like a tremendous relief was lifted off her soul.


  “This is what I wanted to see,” the bookshop owner said in a small, timid voice.


  Asher stared at her.


  Nadia sat on the edge of the bed beside him. She looked down on Venette as she sucked on his member. The woman’s hand reached up between Asher’s legs and took hold of his cock. She gave small strokes as she sucked on his head and part of his shaft.


  “I have read all the black books, real and fake, many times. Each one held a flavor I enjoyed, but I held the belief that I could never truly live those moments.


  “That is until you walked into my shop.”


  Asher relaxed as Nadia’s eyes dripped with her own, sensual heat.


  “You… make me feel. Your presence is like a wine I only tasted once and dream of tasting again. I couldn’t stop myself if I wished it. Seeing you… enjoying yourself, makes me wet. I feel it now, dripping down between my thighs.


  “I’ve always wanted to abandon who I am and become who I dreamed of becoming.”


  “Who do you wish to become?” Asher asked.


  “Mistress of my own desires and needs,” Nadia said with soft conviction. “I feel no shame or shyness now. I feel free. I want us to enjoy our bodies. I want us to enjoy these moments.”


  Nadia lifted her hands and took hold of her black robe. She undid hidden buttons and opened the top of her robe. Creamy breasts were revealed with light brown, erect nipples. Asher noticed her robe covered up her supple and lithe body. Medium breasts slightly defied gravity as she continued to unbutton her robe. When she reached the last button, she opened her robe fully to reveal her naked body.


  “When I came here, I purposely didn’t wear any small clothes. I wanted you to take me without resistance,” she said softly.


  Venette pulled her lips from Asher’s cock and gave the underside of it a long lick. She continued to stroke him as she lifted her head slightly and looked up at Asher and Nadia beside each other.


  “I can smell your desires,” Venette giggled. “Maybe you can help us with this little ritual?”


  “I want to help. I want to feel,” Nadia said as she looked down on Asher’s impressive member, Venette’s hand stroking him.


  Venette turned her attention to Asher with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. “Lord Blackwood, she can aid us.”


  Nadia stood up, revealing her shaven valley. Her pink lips gleamed with wetness. A drop of honey ran down her inner thigh as she turned to Asher with haunted desire.


  “Before we were interrupted, I only wished to say, I want to live my fantasies, and I chose you to help make them come true,” Nadia said with a burning need in her gaze.


  Asher said nothing as he reached up and took her hand. He pulled her across as Venette let go of his cock. He turned Nadia so her plump ass was before his eyes. He took hold of her hips and pulled her down slowly toward his lap.


  Venette stayed on her knees as she reached between Nadia’s parted thighs and took hold of Asher’s cock. She aimed it at Nadia’s dripping valley entrance just as she touched him. Pink lips spread to his spearhead and Nadia let out a sultry exhale. Her hands clamped onto Asher’s knees, the girth slowly forcing her open, wild urges causing wetness to surge as she forced herself down on him. Thick inches sank into her sensitive pink flesh as honey dripped down his shaft.


  “Asher,” Nadia moaned as she slowly impaled herself on his member.


  Venette let go of Asher’s cock and watched with eager eyes.


  When she reached the hilt, she stayed as her inner valley adjusted to his impressive size. Nadia leaned back and sighed in relief as Asher’s hands moved up her smooth skin and gently grabbed at her breasts. Thumbs slid over erect nipples as she shuddered in intimate delight.


  “Lord Blackwood, I love your touch,” Nadia moaned.


  Asher drank in her scent as she moved slightly on him. His cock thickened to their snug connection.


  “I love your honesty, sweet Nadia,” Asher said with a husky tone.


  Nadia’s body betrayed her as he touched her. She began to move, sliding barely an inch up and down on his manhood. It spread her inner world to nearly the breaking point and it only turned her on more, honey surging from their connection.


  “I want to be part of your life. I want to feel you take me. I want you to choke me as you fuck me,” Nadia whispered with her eyes closed.


  Asher’s expression stayed the same, lost in the dreamy act. Her words registered in his mind, but the moment dripped of demonic lust. It sang to him as he helped her along, holding her hip with one hand and moving his hips. His cock stabbed deep and she gasped for air.


  Asher let go of one of her breasts and brought his hand up. Fingers touched pink skin along her neck. He gently took hold and began to squeeze.


  Nadia’s eyes shot open as she gasped for air. She stared up as his hand tightened along her throat. Nerves blazed into an inferno as she moved with new urgency. Thighs worked on his thighs, pushing herself up and sliding back down on his meaty member. Scents curled as bodies moved.


  Venette stayed on her knees and watched their union with warm eyes.


  “Sick little monsters, how I need to lick at you both,” Venette said as she leaned in.


  Asher grunted as he felt Nadia slid on him, but also felt Venette’s tongue licking up along his shaft.


  Nadia gasped for air as a tongue touched the tight connection and licked up to her throbbing pearl. The tongue lingered, sliding against her clit, and causing her body to buck. Asher tightened his grip on her neck, causing her to control herself by feeling his power.


  “You tight slut. I will enjoy fucking you,” Asher said with a dark tone.


  Nadia’s eyes rolled into her head as paradise opened its gates to her. Her lips moved to speak, but no words came out.


  Venette continued to lick at their union, drinking Nadia’s honey and slathering it on Asher’s already wet cock. Her hands moved to her waist, pulling down her dress as she kissed and licked at the couple. When it was off, her hand snaked between her creamy thighs and massaged her own clit as she continued to lick at the intimately engaged couple.


  “My… monster,” Nadia barely managed to say as Asher’s firm hold on her throat helped unleashed a flood of ecstasy.


  In his clutches, Nadia shuddered violently. He held her by her throat and across her stomach as she rode his member and bucked like a wild animal. She squeezed him as wetness splashed and dripped from their connection. Lurid gasps rose into the air as white touched the edges of Nadia’s eyes. Slowly, she began to lose consciousness as nerves blazed hotter than the sun. Mini-explosions curled her toes as her entire body betrayed her.


  Asher loosened his hold on her throat and she gasped for the deepest breath of her life. She fell slightly forward with her hands on his knees. She lifted her rump and slammed it down in quick succession. The sound of skin on skin radiated from their union as she milked her own orgasm of every explosion.


  Venette stayed on her knees, massaging her clit as Nadia moved like a frenzied beast. Her breasts bounced and swayed as she moved with heated urgency. Needs powered through the dimming orgasms before her soul was alighted again. A new surge of orgasms crashed into her and she screamed in bliss.


  Asher’s hands fell onto her hips, but he didn’t control the tempo. He simply touched her as she rammed herself on him. With each slam and squeeze of his shaft, his cock thickened and his control over himself shattered.


  The young man grunted as thick ropes of seed flooded Nadia’s valley. The moment flashed with heat as her relentless strokes milked his cock of thick spurts. White seed dripped from their union, blending with her creamy honey. Her loud moans filled the room as Asher pushed every drop of his soul into her.


  Venette snuggled her face between their legs. She licked at the dripping come as Nadia leaned back against Asher’s chest. Her hand came around and held onto the back of his neck, watching with sultry eyes as the woman between their legs licked up dripping seed and honey.


  Venette pulled away and stood up. Wetness dripped between her pale thighs as she turned and stepped over to Tianna. The woman with dark purple hair lifted her hand, palm up. Venette leaned over slightly and a glob of seed dripped from her parted lips and onto Tianna’s palm.


  Tianna moved her hand to the table and smeared the mixture onto the crudely drawn symbol on it. She moved her finger along the mystical chemicals and drew a circle with an X across it.


  The room flashed with dark energy. Shadows lengthened as moans sang.


  Venette and Tianna looked over to Asher and Nadia. The book shop owner cried out for more until Asher’s hand covered her mouth. Muffled moans spilled through his fingers as he kept her to task, riding his un-wilting cock.


  “I think we are going to like it here,” Venette said before licking her lips.




  Chapter 15


  New Family New Guests


  Voices pulled Asher from the darkness. His eyes slowly opened as the jumble of words became more and more coherent. When he was fully awake, he turned his head to see Nadia’s back. She held up her head with her hand, laying on her side as Amber was on the other side of her. Small antler-horns stabbed up into the air as the faun’s body mirrored the bookshop owner. The pair faced each other as lips moved and low voices floated up into the morning air.


  “It’s been a freeing experience and it turns me on just to call him master priest,” Amber said with a small giggle.


  “I’ve read a story like your play. It was called The Monastery, and it is one of my top ten favorite books. I’ve read it cover to cover many times. I didn’t know you were having plays here. If I knew sooner, I wouldn’t have waited so long to visit,” Nadia said with an enthusiastic tone.


  Asher slowly turned on his side as sunlight beamed into the bedroom. Amber lifted her head and looked past Nadia. The bookshop owner turned with her own bright, happy smile.


  “Morning, master priest,” Nadia grinned with happy eyes.


  “Morning, master priest,” Amber echoed with her own cheery smile.


  “Morning,” Asher said with a groggy tone. “Did you both sleep well?”


  The pair nodded. Nadia moved closer, pressing her naked body to his. Amber moved closer, pressing the front of her body to the back of Nadia’s body.


  “How did you sleep?” Nadia asked as she moved her hand to his head and played with a lock of his hair.


  “Well,” Asher said and yawned.


  “Amber was just telling me about your play,” Nadia said with a wide grin. “I had no idea you liked such plays. I would like to join, if I’m allowed.”


  Asher was about to speak when Amber moved away and toward the foot of the bed. The faun sat up and swung her legs over. Her back was to the couple as she pulled out a chest from under the bed, opened it, and pulled out jars.


  “Don’t mind me. Morning milking,” the faun said before cupping an open jar to her engorged breast.


  Nadia snuggled as close as she could to Asher, pressing her nose to his neck. “I had a wonderful time last night.”


  Asher put his arm around her, keeping her close. “So did I,” he said as her scent drifted into his nose.


  The whole night flashed before his mind’s eye. The time in Megeth’s bedchamber was shorter than he realized. Venette and Tianna thanked Asher and Nadia for aiding in the protection spell, but said they needed to fine-tune it. It required a lot of concentration, which Asher understood since Nadia was sucking on his member as they carried on the discussion. The bookshop owner was so free, she barely talked as she wanted nothing more than to have Asher in her or on here at every chance.


  Asher remembered picking up the bookshop owner and carrying her out of the bedchamber and making his way to the master bedchamber. When he entered, Amber was already there and naked. The faun’s eyes were filled with stars as Asher brought Nadia in and placed her on the bed. What followed next was a night of enthusiastic intimacy as the three of them let themselves be free with their bodies.


  Asher remembered passing out. Darkness bled into the dreamscape as a figure stood just out of reach. It all spiraled until sparrows flew past him, guiding him to a light in the distance.


  The rest of the dream was a blur as he could not recall the details beyond that. The next thing he knew was waking up to a bright sunny morning.


  Asher continued to finish his thought as the faun squeezed her breast with milk flowing into the jar.


  “We just started the play, but I don’t see a problem with your joining,” Asher smiled.


  Nadia pulled her head back and looked into his eyes with an excited gaze. “That’s wonderful! I’ve read so many black books, maybe I can help with the direction of the private play? I wouldn’t overstep my bounds, or place, but we can discuss it and maybe plan a few orgies.”


  “Is it an orgy if I’m the only male here?” Asher grinned.


  Nadia’s eyes half-closed in dreamy lust. “It is if we all have sex with each other. What Venette and Amber did last night truly awakened something I only guessed about myself. I want to explore it and explore you,” she said before kissing his chin.


  “We are still discovering the full rules of the play, but I do think we can have some fun, if you don’t mind beginning as a lost soul?”


  “Don’t mind? I dream of it,” Nadia said with a seductive edge. “I always enjoyed stories of initiates into secret societies and worlds. To earn my way would be a fantasy. To please the mysterious master priest and win his favor sounds like a dream come true.”


  “Then, our door is always open to you,” Asher smiled. “So we’re not confused, there must be a code we use to know the play has started.”


  “Master priest seems like the perfect code,” Nadia giggled.


  “I suppose it does,” Asher grinned as he felt her infectious excitement.


  The young man sat up and stretched his arms. They fell back down to his sides as another yawn escaped his lips.


  “But for now, the house is filled with new guests and friends. We may need to hold off until we can get everything settled here.”


  Nadia nodded. Amber nodded at the foot of the bed.


  “I should get downstairs. I will have to prepare different kinds of elixirs for our new guests,” Asher yawned again.


  “I’ll be down shortly, after taking care of morning chores,” Amber said over her shoulder.


  Nadia looked down at Asher’s hard manhood and licked her lips.


  “Before you go,” the bookshop owner said before wrapping her lips around his member.


  Asher leaned back on his palms. He watched Nadia’s head bob as lips moved over his shaft.


  “One more, I suppose,” the young man said with a warm sigh as sunlight poured in from the window, the storm long passed.


  ***


  Asher made his way down the stairs and onto the first floor. His spirit and body felt light as a feather as he turned a corner and made his way to the kitchen. Hunger clawed at him as he entered the kitchen and walked over to a cold chest. He opened one and a cold mist greeted him. He rummaged around, looking for something to eat while he worked, when the sound of laughter and talking touched his ears.


  Asher closed the chest and looked in the direction of the corridor. The sound of talking was coming from the dining room.


  When a scent of fresh-cooked food touched his nose, he nearly dashed into the corridor. A few moments later, he entered the dining room to see four goblins sitting around with large plates of eggs and cooked meat.


  The four goblins stopped talking. Three turned their wide oval gazes to the young man, as one with dark green hair leapt off her chair and rushed him. Blyss wrapped her arms around his waist and gave a firm hug.


  “Morning master!” Blyss said with a happy smile.


  “Morning,” Asher said as he curled over her and gave her a haphazard hug.


  The three goblins stopped eating and bowed their heads to the young man.


  Asher stood up straight and looked at the goblins. “No need to stop. Please, eat.”


  The trio of goblins shot each other a look.


  “Master says eat, so eat!” Blyss shouted with a smile.


  The trio slowly picked up forks with small morsels of food.


  “Um, I didn’t mean it that way,” Asher smiled.


  Blyss wrapped an arm around Asher’s thigh as she looked up with dreamy eyes. “We are so happy. My clan sisters are happy to be free of Raku’s control! No more living in the wild and staying away from society. We all dreamed of joining the world and now all of us can!”


  Asher nodded at the happy goblin before questions surfaced along his mind. “Blyss, what exactly happened yesterday?”


  The goblin nodded before letting go of his leg. She made her way to her seat and sat down. She turned and leaned forward, hands clasped between her legs as she grinned from large ear to large ear.


  “Of course, master! Raku was our clan leader. He was very selfish, even for a goblin. He claimed me as his, even though I never felt I was his. He demanded it and if I didn’t become his, he would cut out my eye as a lesson. He said, if I didn’t see him, he would ensure I always saw him.


  “I had a night to decide to be his or lose my eye,” Blyss said and turned her gaze to the three goblins at the long table. “But my friends didn’t want to see me hurt. We made a plan.”


  Blyss looked at the blonde goblin with warm eyes, “Keefa has visions. She has always had them since we were little goblins. She saw a portal in the forest and told me to run to it.”


  Blyss turned her attention to the spiky-haired goblin, “Nuha stole some supplies from other goblins, made a map from Keefa’s vision, and helped me know when to leave.”


  Nuha smiled and nodded.


  Blyss turned her attention to the voluptuous, slightly taller goblin with the white streak in her long black hair.


  “Paasha is our clan mother. When goblins lose their parents, Paasha would take care of them. She watched over me, Keefa, and Nuha all our lives. She is like a mother to us. She would tell Raku lies to ensure I could escape without being hunted.”


  Blyss’s smile faded a little as she looked down. “I escaped into the forest that night and tried to find the portal to a new life. I thought I was finally free, when I heard growls in the forest.


  “I ran for many hours, trying to lose the wolves, but they continued to chase me. I had given up all hope as I lost my gear and my map. I thought I was dead, until I stumbled into the portal.


  “I thought I was free, but the wolves followed me. That is when I ran to your farm and you saved me,” the goblin said with a loving shine in her eyes.


  Asher nodded. “So that’s what happened. I’m glad to know how you came here.”


  Asher lifted his gaze to the three goblins at the table with bright, welcoming eyes. “And I’m pleased to know Blyss had such loving and loyal friends.”


  Keefa and Nuha smiled. Paasha looked at Asher with a blank gaze.


  Asher wasn’t sure if something he said offended the motherly goblin. He was about to say something to help her understand he meant nothing rude, when she slid off her chair and walked over to him.


  Paasha closed the distance and when she reached Asher, she looked up at him with soul searching eyes. She then knelt to him and bowed her head.


  “Master Blackwood, you saved and cared for our dear Blyss. We grateful for your kindness and power. We no have clan anymore. Blyss welcomed us to your clan. We join and be part of the Blackwood Clan.”


  Before Asher could respond, Blyss hopped up onto her chair and thrusted her green fists into the air.


  “Yes! Blackwood Clan!” the goblin shouted with excitement.


  Keefa and Nuha glanced at each other before thrusting their green fists into the air.


  “Blackwood Clan!” the pair shouted in unison.


  Asher couldn’t hide his smile as three goblins continued to pump their fists and shout the clan’s name.


  The moment didn’t escape him, knowing that Blyss’s friends had no one else. They sacrificed much to aid Blyss and she wouldn’t have come here if not for such harrowing circumstances. To tell them they could not stay, especially after such ordeals would have been less than kind. Seeing the four of them reunited and so happy, the decision was already made before he considered it.


  “I welcome the three of you to our clan. You will always have a home and support from everyone in our family,” Asher said and bowed to the four goblins.


  All the goblins stared at Asher with a heartfelt shine to their oval, yellow eyes. Hearts swelled. Keefa’s eyes trembled before tears began to streak her green cheeks. Nuha gave a firm nod and bright smile. Blyss grinned from ear to ear.


  Paasha was the only one staring at Asher with almost divine understanding.


  “I’m sure Blyss will tell you everything you need to know about the farm and how we do things here. Pick out your rooms and we can delegate jobs over the next few days,” Asher said as he stood back up.


  “I will, master,” Blyss said with a happy tone.


  Asher bowed his head to the beautiful goblin. “I have work to do in the lab. I’m going to get a plate of food from the kitchen and be downstairs,” he said as he turned to leave.


  “No! Wait!” Blyss said as she reached over to the table and grabbed an empty plate.


  Asher watched as she scooped food from the serving plates onto a normal plate. When she was finished, she turned and presented the full plate to him.


  “The food is not just for us. We made extra for everyone in our home,” Blyss said with a bowed head.


  Asher took the plate with one hand and cupped her cheek with his other hand. Blyss looked up as a loving glow filled her eyes.


  “Thank you, Blyss,” Asher said with his own loving tone.


  Keefa and Nuha nearly melted seeing the couple exchanging such a loving moment. Paasha simply observed the connection between them.


  “I’ll be downstairs if anyone needs me,” Asher smiled at all the goblins.


  The four goblins watched as Lord Blackwood turned and exited the dining room.


  When he was gone, Paasha, Keefa, and Nuha turned their gazes to Blyss as she continued to stare at the corridor.


  “He is your Grand Tree,” Paasha said.


  Blyss gave a single, slow nod. “He is my Grand Tree,” she whispered.


  Asher made his way to the basement door. He inserted his key, opened the door, and made his way down, the door closing behind him. He reached the basement floor and looked at the alchemy lab and a sense of peaceful calm flowed over his spirit.


  The young man made his way to the main worktable and placed his plate of food on it. He reached over to a small bookshelf on the other side of it and pulled out two books. He placed the Lac Codex down and the Dark Lac Codex on the table, side by side. He opened the Lac Codex to the page detailing how to create the elixir. He then opened the Dark Lac Codex and began leafing through the pages.


  Recent events swirled along his mind as he mentally prepared for what needed to be done. With Megeth staying on the farm, a new elixir had to be made so she can partake of the experience. Once that was finished, he would have to plan out her stay. She requested he treat her a certain way, like a priest praising a lost and wicked soul. Asher knew in his heart he didn’t want to treat her cruelly. He knew he would be stern, but not more than that.


  Asher turned pages as he mulled over everything said yesterday. She could help him connect with the spirit of his uncle. It gnawed at him that his uncle simply didn’t enter the fields of paradise. There had to be a reason he remained after his death. The questions burned at him, a need to know overtaking everything else. If Megeth had the key, he had to allow the lich to stay.


  Asher stopped turning pages and looked down on a page dedicated to liches. The whole Dark Lac Codex had pages of various undead, but he had to focus on his new guest. His eyes moved from left to right, reading a few detailed recipes for potions to create with lich milk.


  Asher was not surprised at the few potions that could be created from lich milk. The basic milk would allow something called a spirit walk. Simply drinking it would allow the drinker to see and hear spirits and ghosts. If the milk was further refined, it could be turned into energy and soul draining potions, which were often used to aid in the creation of dark enchanted weapons. Upon further reading, unique potions can be created to glimpse dark knowledge from the ether. Lich potions were prized by many mages to see into other realms and peer into time and space.


  The young man mentally made the connections and knew Megeth would allow him to drink from her so he may contact his uncle. Which meant, this might not be a single time use. Liches are devious, cunning, and deceitful. Despite her wanting to stay to enjoy the experience, she had already planned out how it was going to happen. Asher knew he had to play along, but he knew, despite their agreement, he would still have to be careful.


  Asher turned his gaze to the Lac Codex and compared the elixir recipes. There was only a slight variation to the elixir. He glanced at his ingredient shelf and saw he had everything he needed to make the new elixir.


  “Time to get to work,” Asher said as he picked up his plate of food.


  The young man scooped scrambled eggs into his mouth as his thoughts floated to Elara and Nyn, wondering if they were okay.


  ***


  The door to the basement opened and Asher stepped out onto the main floor. He yawned before blinking. Hours had slipped by as Asher worked on potions and elixirs. His mind was tired and he needed fresh air.


  Asher made his way to the kitchen and nearly bumped into Amber. The faun was all smiles as she stood, fully clothed and with a collar around her neck.


  “Master priest,” the faun grinned. “I was just coming to check on you.”


  “I came up for a break and some fresh air. Is anything amiss?”


  Amber shook her head. “No, everything is well. Blyss is still showing the goblins around the estate. Nadia did leave, saying she needed to go home and check on the shop. She did tell me to tell you that she will return after taking care of a few tasks.


  “Dina and her artisans have been working on the winery most of the day.”


  “What time is it?” Asher said as he looked at the window.


  “Late afternoon,” the faun said. “Is there anything I can do for you to help you relax, master priest?”


  Asher saw the gleam in her eyes. He wanted nothing more than an intimate break, but Dina filled his thoughts.


  “Not now. We can discuss later,” Asher said.


  Amber gave a small bow. “Of course, master priest. I am here for you, if you need me.”


  Asher smiled before leaving the faun’s side and stepping to the kitchen door.


  The door opened and Asher walked into the fresh air. It filled his lungs as he took a deep breath. The sun was low in the sky, but there were still plenty of hours before sunset. In the distance, past the sitting pool and the patio, thick beams were being hoisted up by many artisans while a few others were finishing putting down the floor. Dina was among the artisans, pulling ropes and shouting commands as they slid a bearing beam into place.


  Once the beam slid into place and stood erect, ropes went slack and artisans began nailing and securing it to the new floor.


  Asher marched toward the Dina and the workers.


  Birds darted among trees in the distance, past the fence of Asher’s property. The small howl of the wind blowing through the surrounding mountains was an enchanted background noise as he approached the skeleton of the winery. Dina continued to shout commands when she suddenly stopped. She turned to see Asher approaching with a comforting smile.


  “Asher,” Dina smiled.


  He nodded as he walked up and stood beside her.


  “It’s really coming together,” Asher said as he marveled at the progress.


  Dina turned and looked at the construction work before them. “We lost some time with the storms, but it may be finished in another week or two, if the rains hold off.”


  Asher nodded.


  A breeze flowed over them as they stood side by side.


  “Do you have time to speak in private?” Asher asked.


  Dina looked at him with a wicked gleam in her eyes, thinking that he wanted private time. The gleam faded away as she saw he was serious.


  “Of course,” she said.


  The pair walked away as artisans continued with their work.


  The couple walked well enough away from the workers. The scent of spring flowers remained in the small breeze as they strolled. When they were alone, Asher began to speak.


  “I don’t know how to ask this, so I will just ask. Did my uncle have a friend with long, white hair and pale skin?”


  Dina looked to the side for a breath before she spoke, “Your uncle had many friends and visitors. He spent a lot of time at the Drunken Seahorse, nearly every other day. All sorts of people would visit, arriving on horseback, carriage, or simply being at his side as he walked from the estate into town.


  “That said, I think I vaguely remember a woman fitting that description. They had drinks at the tavern once or twice a year, I think. It never seemed romantic. They were like old friends from what I witnessed.”


  Asher’s pulse quickened a little. “You don’t know by chance what they discussed during her visits?”


  Dina shook her head. “No. Your uncle was private about many things. As much as I enjoyed his stories, he didn’t speak on much else. I wish there was more I could tell you.”


  Asher turned and faced the beautiful woman. She looked away in disappointment. He lifted his hand and touched hers. Fingers entwined as she returned her gaze to his.


  “Everything you told me is what I needed to hear. Thank you, Dina.”


  Dina gave a small nod before looking down at herself.


  “I’m a terrible mess,” she said as she saw dirt smeared across her overalls.


  “Not to my eyes,” Asher said with a warm tone.


  Dina smiled. “I knew you would say that, but I’m not sure how much time I will have with you since your new guests arrived. There are now four goblins in your home. I see you fitting well into your uncle’s work.


  “Do not think me jealous. I know you have a free heart. Your work may consume your time. I simply want you to know, if you ever need to talk, or time away, just as your home is open to me, my home is open to you.”


  “Thank you, Dina. That is an offer I may take,” Asher smiled.


  Dina stepped closer and looked into Asher’s eyes. “Amber mentioned your new play. I’m very interested. I know I’m busy with work, but to have a priest visit me to quell my demons would be most welcomed.”


  “I must help all who require it,” Asher grinned.


  “Yes, you must,” Dina said with a sultry edge before she looked down. “There never seems to be enough time in the day to do everything,” she muttered.


  “We’ll make some time,” Asher said as his hand curled to the small of her back and held her close.


  The couple pressed parted lips together into a deep kiss as the sun slowly descended in the bright sky.


  ***


  The sun sank below the horizon. Night’s cloak cascaded across the world, bringing her cool embrace to all. Windows along a farmhouse began to blink on from glowing lanterns.


  A figure stepped from the shadows and appeared before the farmhouse. She stared with subdued eyes as she slowly approached the stairs leading onto the porch. A boot touched the first step, while her second boot touched the next step. She moved silently toward the front door. When she reached it, the door opened to a young man standing just behind the threshold.


  “Welcome Lady Megeth Faydra. We’ve been expecting you,” Asher said as he swung the door wide open.


  Megeth stepped into the home and drank in the scene before her. Four goblins, a faun, Venette, and Tianna stood or sat within the living room. On the coffee table were three potion bottles. Lanterns glowed brightly, giving the large room a homey atmosphere.


  The door closed behind her and she turned to Asher by her side.


  “Thank you for the warm welcome, Lord Blackwood,” Megeth said with a small smile.


  “Blyss, bring out the wine,” Asher smiled as he looked into Megeth’s purple eyes. “There is much to discuss as we welcome our new guest,” he said with a warmth in his tone.




  Chapter 16


  Bear Witness


  “Please, have a seat,” Asher said as he pointed his open hand to a lone chair.


  Megeth eyed him for a moment. She then turned her gaze to Venette and Tianna. The pair slowly nodded to her, a hidden understanding that all was well.


  The pale lich stepped over to the chair and sat down. She crossed one leg over the other as she kept her spine straight.


  The goblins eyed the pale woman with a bent witch’s hat and white hair, with deeply curious eyes. They marveled at her perfect form, black corset and long, black dress. Her boots had a small heel and were stylish beyond anything they had ever seen before.


  Amber stood dutifully by the goblins. She wore her green, short dress. The collar graced her neck as she stood with a welcoming smile.


  Venette and Tianna sat on the couch, mirroring their mistress’s pose.


  Asher stepped into the middle of the room. All eyes were on him as he looked at Megeth in her seat.


  “First, I wanted to officially welcome you to the Blackwood Estate,” Asher smiled.


  Megeth nodded. “Thank you for allowing me to stay.”


  “Before we begin, I thought it would be prudent if we were all in the same room to discuss a few important things,” Asher said before turning his attention to Amber and the goblins. “So we all understand, there is to be no discussion or mention of who is staying at the farm, especially about Lady Faydra, Venette, and Tianna. Is that understood?”


  “We understand,” Blyss said loudly.


  The three goblins beside her nodded in unison. Amber nodded as well.


  Asher turned his attention back to Megeth, Venette, and Tianna. “That said, no harm will come to anyone within this estate or the entire valley. All outside dealings stay beyond the mountains surrounding this valley for the length of time you are here. Do you agree?”


  Megeth gave a small, slow nod. “I agree, as do my daughters.”


  Venette and Tianna nodded in unison.


  Asher continued as he addressed everyone, “Always remember, respect and honesty dwell here, for ourselves and each other.”


  All heads nodded in unison.


  Asher turned his gaze to Amber. “That is all for now. I need the living room to speak with Lady Faydra a little more.”


  Amber bowed. “As you will,” she said before standing up and ushering the goblins out of the living room.


  Megeth watched them go. “No uni-goat?”


  “Fern made one of the unoccupied bedrooms hers. She didn’t come out when we called everyone to meet here,” Asher explained.


  Megeth’s eyes shined a velvet purple. “A shame. I would have liked a moment to tell her I mean no harm.”


  Asher lifted an eyebrow, unsure what exactly she was saying when the lich spoke again.


  “Are those the elixirs?” the pale woman asked.


  Asher nodded as he stood by the coffee table. “They are. The middle one is yours. I made it to the extra specifications in the Dark Lac Codex.”


  Asher turned his gaze to the two women on the couch. “Venette informed me, she and Tianna are still living women, so I created two normal elixirs for them, but I have several questions.”


  Megeth stood up in one smooth, fluid motion. She crossed the small distance to the table, picked up her potion vail and held it to her bosom. She eyed Asher with her small smile remaining.


  “My daughters are on the path to becoming liches. True, they are still alive, but their bodies are going through a process that will forever change them. They still have years before becoming true liches.


  “As for my daughters taking the elixir, their milk should be like most common women.”


  “I read about that. Human women can take the elixir, but their milk doesn’t have the same properties as most of the other races. Their milk can be used as an additive, increasing a batch’s volume, but I have concerns about them and their changing bodies.”


  “You fear their milk may add unusual effects or spoil potions. An understandable concern, but one you should not worry about.


  “In my many years, I have collaborated with those within, or those exiled from the Opal Society. Their knowledge aided in creating the Dark Lac Codex. The process has been an obsession of mine for a very long time. If there was a way to feel alive, even for a small amount of time, it would bring a small respite to the undead and their eternal hunger.


  “The process of becoming a lich is specific, and doesn’t cross over to the process of childbirth and rearing. Since the first lich was created and among many circles thereafter, it has always been encouraged for those on the path to lichdom to create and rear a family for a time before taking their final steps to immortality. The process will not affect their milk, nor prevent a male’s seed from taking root in their womb. But once they complete the last step to lichdom, the ability to create children is forever gone.


  “My daughters know and understand what is at stake. Just as I know they want to experience this with me. It has been some time since I allowed myself to partake of such an elixir, and we wish to experience all of it, together.”


  “We are honored to walk this path with you, mistress,” Venette said with a slight bow of her head.


  “We desire it as much as you do,” Tianna added as she bowed her head.


  Megeth lifted her pale hand and touched Asher’s cheek. “We are all in agreement. Do you have any more questions, Lord Blackwood?”


  Asher stared into her purple eyes, losing a piece of himself to them. He could not deny her beauty, but he also felt her cold touch against his cheek. She was truly dead and now wished to taste life for a time. Purpose slipped into his thoughts as he knew, this was just the beginning to uncovering the many secrets his uncle left behind.


  Asher lifted his hand and gently took hold of her wrist. He pulled her hand away, turned it slightly and kissed the inside of her wrist.


  Megeth’s eyes glowed with fascination as Asher looked at her like a prize to be won.


  “After you drink, the play will continue, but there was a discussion about your aid in connecting with the spirit haunting me,” Asher mentioned.


  The lich smirked. “My dear Lord Blackwood, a deal is a deal,” she said as she pulled her hand away, grabbed the glass stopper of the potion and pulled it open.


  Asher watched as she lifted the potion to her lips and tipped it up, a milky liquid spilling into her mouth and down her throat.  


  Venette and Tianna stood up and reached down for their elixir potions. They did the same, pulling the glass stoppers and raising the potions to their lips. They drank deeply, as did Megeth. When the potion bottles were empty, the three put the stoppers back onto the potions and rested them on the coffee table.


  “From what I know of the elixirs, it should take hours…” Asher didn’t finish as Venette and Tianna groaned in agony.


  The young man’s eyes widened as he watched the two women clutch at their stomachs and bend over slightly. He then looked at Megeth as her brow wrinkled and she gently placed her hand on her own stomach.


  Asher moved closer to the lich but she quickly waved him away.


  “Venette and Tianna’s bodies absorb magical effects much quicker than normal bodies. As for me, I… I feel a spark of a living life and it burns.”


  Asher stood dumbfounded as the two women sat back down on the couch in pain. Megeth took a step back as she stared at nothing. Her skin began to ripple for a moment before it settled down. She stood straight up as heavy breath rushed past parted lips. Her eyes were the size of saucers as she looked up. Her hands curled into tight fists as her body vibrated. Black veins rose along Megeth’s pale skin before sinking back down. Muscles tightened and then relaxed.


  Asher felt powerless, watching the three women writhe in odd ways. He was about to turn and run for the lab door, perhaps to find some kind of potion that may help them, when Megeth reached out and grabbed his arm.


  “We… are… fine,” Megeth said through clenched teeth.


  The lich’s grip on Asher’s arm was like iron. He couldn’t break away if he tried. All he could was watch as some terrible effect was burning at their bodies.


  Megeth began taking deep breaths. She looked down at her own chest, her medium-sized breasts beginning to swell. A maddening grin filled her crazed expression as her corset top grew uncomfortably tight.


  On the couch, Tianna and Venette sat up, slamming their backs against the back of the couch. Their chests swelled. Venette ripped her top open and her breasts spilled out. She grabbed at them, massaging them as her breathing deepened. She looked down with wide eyes and a happy smile as her breasts grew slightly larger. Nipples stood erect and before Asher’s eyes, a thin rivulet of milk began to drip from them.


  “They tingle! It feels so good!” Venette said with dreamy eyes.


  Tianna clutched at her top as a deep sigh floated up from her lips. She didn’t pull off her top like Venette, feeling the tingle Venette just described and wetness leaking from full breasts.


  Megeth loosened her grip on Asher’s arm. The young man turned his gaze to her, seeing her contained, swollen breasts and a light in her eyes he never saw before.


  “I feel it. I feel… life,” she said and fell to her knees.


  Asher fell to his knees before her with wide eyes. Megeth’s head was bent forward as her palms touched the floor. Asher placed his hand under her jaw and lifted her face up so he could see her. To his surprise, tears streaked her porcelain features.


  “I haven’t cried since before my death and rebirth,” she whispered with faraway eyes.


  “I’m here for you,” Asher said, being supportive.


  “I know,” Megeth whispered and leaned her cheek into his palm. “It feels so good. Everything feels alive, and warm.”


  The lich reached her hand up and took hold of his arm. Asher pushed off the ground while supporting Megeth. The pair stood up.


  On the couch, Venette and Tianna writhed like trapped snakes. Their moans floated up as they felt every wave of change crashing into their bodies.


  “Wait for me in our room,” Megeth said with a breathy command.


  “Yes, mistress,” the pair said as they stood up like zombies.


  Asher watched as the two women made for the stairs and climbed them up until they were out of sight. He then turned his gaze to Megeth.


  “I… I need some time. The sensations are overwhelming me and I need some time to adjust,” she said with a harsh whisper.


  Asher lifted his hands to her, but stopped short as she turned and walked away. He followed, not for greedy urges, but out of concern. Knowing she was a lich faded to the background of his mind as he saw her suffering and relishing the process.


  Megeth stepped into the corridor with Asher following a few feet behind.


  “I can feel your power, Divine Mother,” Megeth whispered as she touched the walls of the corridor to help support her.


  Asher kept a close eye on her as they turned a corner and walked a little further. They passed the library. Megeth moved with unsteady steps until she reached a closed door. She put her hand on the doorknob and turned it. She nearly fell in as the door remained open.


  Asher walked to the doorway and looked in with concerned eyes.


  The statue of the Divine Mother shined from a pair of lanterns, one on each side of her. A thin rug covered the middle of the room. The lich stumbled and fell onto her hands and knees before the statue.


  The Divine Mother shone in the lantern light. She held the small wood sparrow, cupped in her hands. She looked down with understanding eyes and a warm smile. The small chamber was warm as lantern light flickered.


  Megeth let out a small moan as skin on her bare arm flashed with golden light. A patch of blackened skin appeared from the flash of light. Asher stared as the burnt patch of skin began to recede. On her shoulder, another flash of golden light blazed bright, before fading away.


  “Divine Mother, I beg for forgiveness,” Megeth whispered. “I know I left your side and your light. I curse myself every night for my decision. I was blinded by greed and power. I denied the gift you had given me in my living life, and I will pay for that mistake for the rest of my immortality,” the lich prayed.


  Asher’s heart sagged in his chest as he watched and listened.


  She is enduring her penance, burning in the Divine Mother’s presence. She seeks redemption, but can a lich be redeemed? Can she find her way back to the light when she is dead? I don’t know, but Divine Mother, if you are listening, have pity on her. We are all children in your light.


  “Allow me to burn away my pain,” the lich said with a sliver of sorrow in her voice.


  “Megeth,” Asher said, unsure if he should be there with her.


  “Master priest, give me time with the Divine Mother,” Megeth said without turning her head.


  Asher gave a nod as shadows covered his eyes. He stepped back and closed the door, hearing faint whispers from the lich seeking forgiveness.


  The corridor was filled with dim, flickering lantern light. Asher made his way back along the corridor, unsure how to feel. Megeth was a friend of his uncle, and an obligation unfurled to help her. His previous notions of the lich had eroded away, and he very much wanted to aid her in achieving some kind of inner peace.


  Asher woke from his thoughts as he turned a corner. Blyss sat on the stairs as Paasha stood by the banister. Yellow eyes were surrounded by shades of dim light as they stared at him.


  “Master,” Blyss said with a loving edge.


  “Is everything well?” Asher asked.


  Paasha lowered her gaze and head, bowing to the man.


  “We must talk,” Blyss said as she stood up on the stairs.


  Asher noted she was several steps up on the stairs, her height mirroring his. She looked into his eyes as her face held a serious expression.


  The goblin with dark green hair turned on the step and marched up a step at a time.


  To Asher’s surprise, Paasha reached over and took his hand into hers. She gently pulled him along and made her way up the stairs. Asher followed, not sure what was happening.


  The stairs creaked as the three made their way onto the second floor. Blyss led the way as Paasha pulled Asher along. He looked down on the motherly goblin. She was the tallest of all the goblins, nearly an inch taller than Blyss. He couldn’t deny the beauty of her hourglass, feminine form. Her clothes hugged her, almost to the point they would rip.


  The trio reached the master bedchamber and stepped in. Blyss was the one to stand by the door and close it once they were inside. Paasha tugged Asher’s arm to the foot of the bed. She kept her head bowed, but didn’t let go of his hand.


  Blyss approached them and looked up at Asher with serious eyes. “Paasha was our clan mother and wishes to remain our clan mother. As a clan father, you must claim her for your own, as she has claimed you.”


  Asher lifted an eyebrow. “Clan father? Is this truly the way of your people?”


  Blyss nodded. “It is our way to ensure strong bonds within the clan. Paasha will continue to care and nurture us. You will lead and love us. Keefa and Nuha have already given their blessing. I am here to witness.”


  Asher glanced between the two goblins before settling his gaze once again on Blyss. “I’m not sure what to say.”


  “For a strong clan, there must be a clan father and mother,” Blyss said matter of fact.


  Asher glanced down at Paasha. She looked up with warm eyes.


  “Master, I be good clan mother. Blyss tell me you have thick cock and good heart. I keep you happy. I take elixir. I love you and ease your troubles,” Paasha said in broken common.


  Asher looked at her with kind eyes. “Paasha, I don’t doubt your convictions. I just want to say, you don’t have to. We can live here and can be as we want to be. You don’t have to follow your ways. We can start new traditions and ways.”


  Paasha’s eyes sagged. “You don’t want me as clan mother.”


  “Master, she wants this. She is the best clan mother and will love you like we all do,” Blyss said with a hard tone.


  Surprise colored Asher’s eyes. He had seen Blyss become stern or stubborn before, but in this moment, he also saw how important it was to her, to both of them.


  Paasha lifted her green hands and placed them on Asher’s hips.


  “I show you I be good clan mother,” the goblin said as she brought her hands across his hips and down to his bulge.


  Asher hesitated as the goblin undid his belt with one hand and massaged his bulge with the other. Blood drained from his mind as he began to harden to her touch. Despite his growing urges and his body betraying him, he looked over to Blyss.


  The goblin stared at him with hope in her eyes, as if every thought in her head was screaming for him to take her as clan mother.


  “Blyss…” Asher said.


  “I know. You think of me as a clan mother, but this is important to Paasha. She helped save my life. This is important to her. With time, I will also be a clan mother with Paasha, but you must claim her first,” the goblin said as if she could read his mind.


  Asher was silent as Paasha reached into his leggings and pulled out his manhood.


  The goblin marveled at it as it throbbed in her hand.


  “I show you I suck good cock,” the goblin said and closed her full, dark green lips around the tip.


  Asher couldn’t get a word in as she suddenly began sucking on his member. Her head bobbed as her lips ran down the shaft. She moaned as her tongue slathered and explored his rigid manhood. When her tongue slathered under the shaft, Asher’s eyes fluttered for a moment.


  “She is a grand clan mother,” Blyss said with an approving smile.


  Asher was lost to the goblin’s expert sucking. She moved at just the right tempo as her tongue moved along sensitive flesh. Her moans vibrated along his shaft as he felt trapped in her power.


  The goblin took a firm hold of his hips and turned him. She pushed Asher toward the foot of the bed and forced him to sit down. Her hands stayed on his hips, clutching at him as her mouth bobbed on his member.


  Asher was stunned at how good she was. Her focus was fully on him as he sat. She slowed the tempo, taking long sucking strokes of her lips and mouth.


  Blyss lifted her hands and touched her clothes. She began to undress as the motherly goblin continued to suck on master’s cock.


  “We need a strong clan,” Blyss said as she took off her shirt and let it fall to the floor.


  Asher looked up to the goblin as her full breasts sagged a little. Milk began to drip from dark green nipples. She pulled down her leggings and stepped out of them. Even in the dim lantern light of the bedroom, he could see wetness streaking an inner thigh.


  The naked Blyss moved closer and climbed onto the bed. She sat beside Asher and curled her arms around his left arm. She pressed her cheek against his arm and rubbed herself to it like a primal animal.


  “I tell her about your cock and healthy seed. I tell her about your needs, how hungry you are. She hungry too, all the time,” Blyss said as her speech reverted to broken goblin.


  “She feels very good,” Asher said with a small smile.


  Blyss nodded. “She teach me how to make man happy. I make you happy. We make you happy.”


  “You do… make me happy,” Asher said through clenched teeth as Paasha sucked on him so hard, it felt like she was trying to suck his soul through his manhood.


  “Our clan will be very strong and happy. We always talk about human men. Dream of loving and fucking a man like you. Our dream come true and we happy to make you happy.”


  “Blyss, you know this isn’t always about me,” Asher said as he tried to keep control over himself.


  The beautiful goblin looked up at him with adoring eyes. “I know. I always know.


  “Goblins fight and war, but we love and hunger too. We dream of loving more than we fight. We want to be like the other races, build cities and towns, read, and write, love who we wish without fear or disgust.


  “Goblin men only want war and fucking. They care not for our minds or feelings. You do. You always care about me and I have fallen in love with you. I love our clan. I miss mistress Elara and Nyn. I wish they here too so they can see Paasha and welcome her into our bed.”


  Asher’s heart beat a little faster to the sudden mental image of the two elves. “I miss them too. When they return, they will see our clan get bigger.”


  Milk dripped from Blyss’s nipples as she hugged his arm. “You can milk all of us. I know goblin milk make you very horny, but I wish you drink from me more. It feels good. Your lips and tongue feel so nice.”


  “Blyss, I’m sorry. I didn’t know how much you liked it.”


  The goblin snuggled against him. “I don’t want you to be sorry. I want you to be happy.”


  “I’m happy with you, and our family,” Asher said as he pulled his arm away.


  Blyss blinked as Asher’s arm circled her shoulders and reached under her arm. He grabbed at a full green breast and gave it a gentle squeeze. A thin stream of milk spilled out as the goblin gasped. Her eyes half-closed as his strong hand sent spirals of pleasure along her naked skin.


  Holding Blyss and feeling Paasha deepthroat his cock was nearly too much. Internal demons sang praises as the thin wall of control began to crack. Asher’s cock thickened in Paasha’s mouth and she upped the tempo.


  Heat glowed among the three of them as Asher moved closer to climax. He enjoyed the touch and feel of the goblins as the cracks lengthened along his control. When Paasha slowed and licked at the head of his cock, he was surprised by how tender her tongue had become. It shattered his self-control.


  A loud grunt filled the air as Paasha’s mouth moved slowly up and down on Asher’s member. Thick spurts struck the back of her throat and she quickly sucked it down. A few more spurts painted her throat and tongue as she moaned her approval. She took her time, sucking out every drop while never breaking contact. She had a firm hold on his thick manhood as come warmed her throat and stomach.


  Sensitivity poured over the young man, but he didn’t stop the private song between them.


  Paasha tilted her head and looked up while sliding her mouth along his cock. She lifted her head back and licked her lips, watching Asher for any sign of approval.


  “Paasha, you are very good,” Asher said as he tried to regain his wits.


  The motherly goblin grinned. She stood up and stepped back. She grabbed at her clothes and began pulling them off like a feral animal. Shirt and leggings flew sideways until the goblin stood naked before him.


  Asher’s cock bounced as he stared at the naked goblin. Her breasts were big and full, despite not taking the elixir. She had a small waist which spread out to thick thighs. Wild hair filled the space between her legs. Thick thighs were on short legs. Wetness slid down her inner thighs as she stepped closer to Asher and Blyss.


  “You taste so good, clan father. I show you I be good clan mother,” Paasha said before taking hold of his member and licking up the wet shaft.


  Asher gave a small smile before looking down on Blyss. The goblin was breathing hard as she rubbed her thighs together. His firm hold of her leaking breast kept her docile, like she didn’t want to break away from his touch. She writhed slightly and he knew she was resisting her own temptations.


  “Paasha,” Asher said with a soft tone. “I want you and Blyss to suck on my cock.”


  The goblin nodded without hesitation. “Yes, clan father,” she said before licking his cock again.


  Asher turned his attention to Blyss. “I want you to do everything I tell you.”


  Blyss looked up with eager eyes.


  “Yes, clan father,” she grinned.


  Asher pulled away from both goblins. He crawled to the head of the bed and laid on his back. The two goblins looked at him as he settled down and took hold of his half-hard cock. He stroked himself to them as they stared with unblinking eyes.


  “Come to me,” Asher said with a soft command.


  The pair of goblins crawled onto the bed. They came closer, their gazes stuck on his strong body and meaty manhood. When they were to him, Asher spoke up.


  “Paasha, keep me hard. Blyss, I’m thirsty,” he said with a wicked gleam in his eyes.


  The motherly goblin simply moved between his parted legs and settled down onto her stomach. She took his half-hard member and licked at it to coax life into it once again.


  Blyss grinned from large pointed ear to large pointed ear. She was beside Asher, taking hold of her breast and pushing her leaking nipple to his mouth. When Asher’s mouth closed on it and began to suck, her yellow eyes fluttered. A deepening tingling sensation poured along her full breast into the rest of her body. It caused her toes to curl and her breathing deepened. Moans dripped from her parted lips as she looked down on him with loving eyes.


  The moment Blyss’s milk touched Asher’s tongue, it was like a match was struck. His entire body shuddered. Urges flashed hot, but Asher prepared himself this time. Focusing his mind, body, and spirit, he relaxed into drinking her milk. The first time it turned him into a wild man with unfettered urges. This time, he took the reins, allowing his inner demons to aid his control.


  Energy swelled along his body and spirit. The primal urges roared in Asher’s ears as he drank deeply from the beautiful goblin.


  “Master, you make me so happy,” Blyss nearly cried as she rubbed her thighs together.


  Paasha moaned in delight as Asher’s rock grew rock-hard. She stroked and licked at it, dwelling on his scent and taste like fine wine. She eyed him as he sucked on Blyss’s full breast. Blyss moaned as she leaned closer to give her master more of herself.


  Ecstasy cascaded across Asher’s body and soul. Dripping heat and comfort curled along the trio as there was no shame or shyness between them. They had become one spirit, lovingly trapped in the gravity of the intimate moment.


  Asher let go of the goblin’s nipple and looked at her. A faraway look colored her eyes as her head slightly swayed. For Asher, he felt like he could love them all night, but he wanted something different for the goblin he loved.


  “Blyss,” Asher whispered.


  “Yes, master,” the goblin said softly as she tried to regain her wits.


  “I want you and Paasha to lick and suck on my cock, but I want you to sit on my chest,” Asher said.


  The goblin blinked before she sat up. She slipped a thick leg over his chest and sat on him, facing away. She leaned forward, unable to stop herself from rubbing her wet valley against his strong chest.


  Paasha licked and slathered against Asher’s cock. Blyss leaned down and her tongue slipped out. The pair began licking and sucking on his shaft.


  Asher fought through the waves of pleasure as he felt the two goblins slathering along his manhood. He looked forward to Blyss’s bare and unguarded slit, asshole, and bubble ass. He grabbed at her and pulled her slightly to him. Honey dripped from her valley before his tongue stabbed into her and explored.


  Blyss’s eyes fluttered as pleasure roared through her. She tried to stay to task, licking and sucking her master, but his mouth and tongue played tricks on her. She moaned loudly as Asher munched and licked on her unguarded valley. His strong hands kept her in place, powerless to his whims. She moaned and licked as his tongue worked like arcane magic.


  Asher relaxed as he licked and tasted the beautiful goblin. Her honey and scent coated his mouth, cheeks, and chin. She began to move, pressing her clit to his tongue. A shudder of ecstasy rippled along her short body as moans continued to rise.


  Paasha moaned as she lifted her head and sucked on the tip of Asher’s cock. She remained there as Blyss licked his shaft. The motherly goblin listened to their joy and her heart soared. Her hand moved under her, touching her dripping valley, and rubbing her own clit. Swirls of pleasure curled along her body as she watched the goblin endure untold bliss.


  Blyss’s eyes widened as they moved back into place. An overwhelming urge broke the intimate spell as paradise roared. Nerves curled to the breaking point as she turned her head and sucked on the side of his shaft. Milk surged from full breasts onto Asher’s stomach. Her body began to tremble as her thoughts were drowning.


  “Master! Master!” Blyss shouted as she pulled slightly away from his cock.


  Asher ignored her, happy between her warm thighs and licking at her goblin womanhood.


  “I… I see the grand tree,” Blyss said with a sultry whisper.


  “Go to it. Go to him,” Paasha said before sucking on the tip again.


  Asher held the goblin close with his face between her thighs. He felt her tense, but remained to task. When she shuddered in his grip, he opened his eyes.


  A sudden flash flood of liquid ecstasy splashed his face. A torrent stream struck his mouth and chin, splashing him with fluids. It covered his face from the nose down to his neck. He held her close, licking at her writhing form as clear liquid filled his mouth and covered his face.


  Blyss let out a hard scream and bucked in Asher’s grip. Exploding flashes blasted her nerves to glass as her entire soul dripped. Her eyes rolled into her head as she was swept away in the flood of pure ecstasy. There was no thought in her mind, only clouds of dreamy love and lust.


  The streams lessened, but Asher’s urges flared with their own desires. He held her to him as tongues writhed and licked his standing member. A thick feeling pushed at his very spirit and with a muffled grunt, he clutched at Blyss’s ass.


  Paasha pulled away. She and Blyss licked at the throbbing head when ropes of seed spurted. The first rope splashed onto Blyss’s face as the second rope splashed on Paasha’s face. The goblins continued to lick the sensitive head as come spurted on their faces and tongues. The amount was obscene for most, but the goblins relished it, knowing the deeper truth of it.


  “Clan father has blessed us both,” Paasha said with a loving gaze.


  “He has,” Blyss said with a breathy whisper as she continued to reel from overpowering sensations.


  Asher could hardly breathe as he drowned in Blyss’s love. He pulled his head back and laid it on the pillow, gasping for breath. The goblin slid her dripping valley down his chest and stomach. She sat up and looked back to see Asher covered in her love.


  “Master?” Blyss asked in a small voice.


  Asher blinked as his breathing slowly returned to normal. The swirl and power of goblin milk was still in his body, keeping his manhood rigid and unyielding. His gaze shifted to the beautiful goblin with seed dripping down her features. Another head rose and he saw dripping seed on Paasha’s warm, smiling features.


  Blyss lazily slid off Asher and flopped beside him. Asher put his arm around her and pulled her close. The goblin laid half her body onto him and breathed deeply. Milk dripped from her nipple onto his chest as she snuggled close.


  “We will make the clan father happy,” Paasha said as she lifted herself up.


  The motherly goblin moved up and took hold of Asher’s rigid cock. She pressed the tip to her dripping slit and slowly impaled herself. A moan slipped from her lips and she slowly slid down two thick inches. Her inner world spread to his mighty staff. With a heated sigh, she began moving her hips up and down a few inches as she squeezed his member.


  “Master… so good… to me,” Blyss said weakly.


  Asher smiled as he held her close.


  Paasha rode Asher’s cock as her breasts bounced from her whole body moving. She huffed as his size spread her inner world to nearly the breaking point. Wetness dripped from their tight connection as she moved with subdued urgency.


  “You are her… grand tree,” Paasha said before she moaned and toes curled.


  “Grand tree?” Asher asked as the goblin squeezed him.


  “All forest goblins search for grand tree. It is their strength and shelter. It is their true home. She has found hers,” Paasha said before sliding down to the hilt and staying there.


  Asher looked at the tired goblin as she snuggled close.


  “I be clan mother, but I serve you, and her,” Paasha said before moving once again.


  Asher simply nodded as he caressed her cheek.


  “I will be good to you and Blyss. I will be good to your cock,” Paasha moaned as she bounced her body on the younger man and squeezed his manhood.


  Asher remained silent as he held Blyss close. He brushed away a lock of dark green hair from her face and enjoyed her warm touch.


  Paasha let out a long, deep moan before wetness surged between her legs. She sank to the hilt as magical explosions left behind frayed nerves.


  “Paasha, keep going. I want to come in your tight pussy and claim you properly,” Asher said simply.


  “Yes, clan father,” the motherly goblin nodded as she resumed bouncing on his cock.


  ***


  Asher awoke with a start. He looked around the dark room and his gaze shifted to a dark figure beside his bed. He sat up as a goblin on each side of him continued to snore.


  “Lord Blackwood, I’m sorry to wake you,” Amber said as her face appeared from the shadows as shafts of starlight came through the windows.


  Asher let out a sigh of relief as he sat up fully. “Amber, is everything okay?”


  The faun shook her head with worried eyes. “I don’t think so. I went to check on Lady Faydra, but when I opened the door to the prayer room, she was passed out on the floor and covered in burns.”


  Asher’s eyes widened. He slipped over the sleeping goblins and out of bed. He stood up by Amber and reached for a black robe by the bed.


  “I can come with you,” Amber said.


  “No. Stay here. We have no idea what state she’s in. I’ll check on her and ensure she’s okay,” Asher said with concern in his eyes as he picked up a black robe and made for the bedroom door.




  Chapter 17


  Holy Punishment


  The door to the prayer room slowly opened. Asher peered in to see Megeth collapsed on the floor. Black, burnt patches covered her exposed arms and neck. She let out a small moan as shadows danced on the walls and across the Divine Mother. The wood statue continued to look down at the sparrow, indifferent to the suffering lich on the floor.


  Asher stepped in with purpose. He reached the dazed lich, knelt to her side, and slipped his hands under her. He slowly stood up with the pale lich and hugged her to his chest. She was light as a feather in his arms as he looked down on her.


  Megeth moaned again as burn marks crisscrossed her face. The wounds flashed with tiny drops of energy. The smell of burning flesh filled the prayer room and the young man knew he had to get her out of there.


  Asher was about to turn away when he glanced at the statue.


  The Divine Mother stared at him.


  Asher blinked in surprise. He stared at the statue, seeing the Divine Mother staring down at the sparrow cupped in her hands.


  Oddness curled along his senses as he turned and walked out of the prayer room. He stepped into the corridor and made his way through the dark home. Thoughts stabbed at him, knowing he had to take her to her room. The rune of protection will ease the holy power burning her. Asher had no idea if a lich could die from simply being within holy energy, but he didn’t want to take the chance. She had ways for him to communicate with the dead and he needed her.


  Asher reached the stairs and began to climb them a step at a time. Guilt hooked his heart and dragged it down. He looked down on the wounded lich with sad eyes.


  She’s not my enemy, yet, why do I feel like she is one? She had been forthright with her intentions. She, and her daughters, helped stop the small goblin army. She gave me a codex that can only aid the farm.


  Katriss is a brood mother, and she managed to show a tender side I thought was impossible for demons. Have I been so blind all my life? Was everything my father told me about the outside world a lie? He was bent on teaching me how to survive and root out monsters. He taught me skills, showing me how to be a killer of what most people considered evil. I thought I was some fabled protector. Was I being a fool? I understand nature, but I didn’t understand the monsters.


  Asher reached the top of the stairs and looked down on Megeth. The black marks on the lich’s skin began to recede. Her wounds closed before his eyes. Her moans slowly vanished as some strength began to return to her.


  I’m holding a beautiful monster in my arms and I feel like I’m waking from a bad dream.


  Megeth’s eyes slowly opened halfway and looked into Asher’s eyes.


  “Master priest,” she whispered.


  “I’m taking you to your room to rest,” Asher said as he slowly walked down the corridor.


  Megeth weakly shook her head. “No, not my room. Please, take me to another room. I must confess the black shards of my broken soul,” she said softly.


  Asher halted and stood in the corridor with Megeth in his arms. “It’s the middle of the night.”


  “Please, master priest,” Megeth said and closed her eyes.


  Asher glanced to one of the empty rooms to his left. He turned and stepped into it. He lifted his foot and closed the door behind him.


  The room was simple. It had a thin bed, a single window with parted curtains, a small desk and chair. A dresser took up a corner while a closet stood next to it. A door to a small water closet was opposite the closet door. The only light was dim starlight filtering in from the window.


  “I can stand,” Megeth said and squirmed in Asher’s arms.


  The strong young man let one of his arms slowly down. Megeth stood under her own power and looked up to Asher’s concerned eyes.


  “Thank you, master priest,” she whispered.


  Asher eyed her, seeing all the burns and marks on her body were gone. She looked just as she first appeared, flawless alabaster skin and slightly glowing purple eyes.


  The lich sank down to her knees and bowed her head to Asher. White hair covered the sides of her face as she looked down on his bare feet.


  “Master priest, I must confess my darkness to free my cracked soul. Please, hear me so I may begin to cleanse what evil lurks in my heart.”


  Asher stared at her, not sure if this was part of the play, or she truly wished to unburden her soul. He remembered their agreement and her needs. She desired to earn tenderness and praise, but Asher wasn’t sure if it was a mask for something much deeper.


  Megeth looked up with bright eyes. “Please, I have to speak my burdens or they will burn me as the Divine Mother has burned me.”


  Asher’s gaze softened. “Shhhh, I’m here for you. Tell me what burdens you so we may lift it off your spirit.”


  Megeth gave a small nod before bowing her head again.


  “I have performed dark deeds. I have slaughtered the innocent. I have re-animated their dead bodies to serve me. I have performed dark magic, manipulating power-hungry fools to war so I may harvest the dead to add to my own armies.”


  Asher’s eyes widened a hair. “You have armies of the dead?”


  Megeth nodded as she continued, “They are spread out, to many ruins and dungeons across Valoria. I see through their eyes. I have seen them kill many living souls and feast on their remains. They follow my will and I sometimes delight in their carnage.”


  The lich lifted her gaze upwards, and Asher saw fear in her purple eyes.


  “I have already been condemned. I know when my immortality ends, I will be punished for my deeds. I know there is no escape. The burden weighs on me. I am evil. My soul is black as the abyss, but I still seek the light.”


  Megeth grabbed her corset top. Pale fingers dug into the leathery fabric. Her muscles barely flexed as she ripped it open before Asher’s eyes.


  He stared at her, seeing her full, pale white breasts bounce to freedom. Her pink nipples stood erect as they settled down, defying gravity’s pull. She tossed aside her now ruined corset, bearing her naked chest to Asher.


  “The Divine Mother has blessed me with her power, but she has not forgiven me for my dark deeds. Even now, I feel my breasts swelling. The tingling is maddening and I can’t control it.”


  Milk began dripping from her erect nipples.


  “Master priest, I desire to do good. I desire to be free from this darkness, even for a time. I need your blessings. The Divine Mother must know darkness has not eclipsed my cracked soul.”


  Asher’s manhood stirred. He was naked under the robe, with it barely covering his growing member. It pushed against the soft robe fabric as Asher listened to her words.


  The demons whispered as they poured memories of what he read from one of the black books. His heart pumped hard in his chest as the lich begged with her eyes to be blessed.


  Asher lifted a hand and rested it on her shoulder. “To find redemption in the Divine Mother’s eyes, one must pray and receive many blessings. I can only do so much to convince her you walk the path of light.”


  Megeth didn’t blink as her hands slid under her breasts and gave them a squeeze. Rivulets of milk dripped and she let out a small moan.


  “I feel life in my body once again, but my soul hungers for more. How can I earn her forgiveness? How can I earn my place by her side?”


  Internal demons leered as Asher looked upon the lich with solemn eyes.


  “We must give your life to melt away the chains of death,” Asher said, testing how deep this moment truly was.


  Megeth gave a single nod. “I will do anything to earn her light. I will do anything to earn your blessings.”


  “I know you will,” he said as he gave her shoulder a slight squeeze.


  Asher pulled his hand back and took hold of his robe. He parted it to reveal his strong, slender body. His cock hung low, but was growing thicker and rising like one of the dead from a grave.


  Megeth looked at his growing cock with wide, unblinking eyes. Milk dripped along her pale breast to her hands. She lifted one wet hand and gently took hold of the master priest’s cock. She slowly stroked it while looking up at him with innocent eyes.


  Asher kept his kind gaze on her. “You understand. Good. Keep stroking, slowly. I want to know you’re being truthful with your words.”


  Megeth gave another nod as she stroked him. “I am telling the truth. I can be good. I’m not a monster.”


  The lich’s head moved closer and she kissed his throbbing head. “Is this what you like?”


  “It is,” Asher said as pleasure curled along his senses. “If you’re a good soul, maybe I will bless your throat.”


  “Oh, I want to be good,” she said before kissing and licking the tip.


  The tension bled away from Asher’s shoulders and neck. He watched with half-closed eyes as the powerful lich licked, kissed, and stroked him. The milk on her hand lubricated her stroking as bliss relaxed him.


  “If I suck on it, will it be helpful?” Megeth asked.


  “If you feel that is the way, I will not stop you,” Asher said with a near fatherly tone.


  Megeth parted her lips and closed them onto the tip. She gently sucked as she moved her head slightly. It was enough for Asher to suck in a breath as her head moved into a slow bob. He lifted his hand and placed it on top of her head.


  “Yes, that feels divine. I can feel the Divine Mother’s holy light glowing within me. It searches for you so it may bless your soul and wash away some of the darkness.”


  Megeth lifted her other hand and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. With both hands, she stroked him while sucking on the tip. She looked up, past his wrist and arm to see Asher’s eyes flutter. Seeing him enjoying it, she closed her eyes and sucked a little harder.


  “I can feel you trying to earn your blessing. You are a good soul, a good girl. There may be some work before us, but I trust you to work hard for it.”


  Megeth moaned in her throat as she sucked on him.


  “Take a little more. Your lips are like heaven,” Asher commanded with a soft tone.


  The lich let go of his cock and her lips moved along the veiny shaft. When he was half-way in her mouth, her tongue slid along the sensitive flesh, tasting him as her lips moved.


  Asher moved his hand to the side of her face. He watched as she dutifully sucked on his cock. She opened her eyes again and looked up. She slowly blinked as her eyes begged to make him happy.


  When her tongue moved under his cock and pressed it to the roof of her mouth, her head began to bob as the edge of her teeth ran along his shaft. The sensations of teeth and her undulating tongue caused him to exhale hard.


  “You are wicked for sucking my holy member such as you are. I may have to bless you many times to ensure we redeem your soul.


  “Don’t stop, for I must witness the full extent of your depravity.”


  Megeth moaned with her mouth full before sliding her lips over his cock. The tip touched the back of her throat, but she didn’t gag. She looked up with innocent eyes as Asher had to fight off the dizzying haze overcoming him.


  Sensations cut and bled away all logic in his mind. The blood drained away to his throbbing cock as the lich sucked on him with a desperate edge. The power dynamic fueled Asher’s urges into an unrelenting storm. The play curled along his senses, enjoying the powerful lich on her knees.


  Megeth continued to look up as her fingers circled her sensitive nipples. Creamy milk leaked from engorged nipples, coating her fingers and her hand with it. She continued with a slow swirl as Asher’s breathing deepened. A drop of pre-come touched the back of her tongue and energy flared along her body. A yawning hunger grew as she drank down the drop of life. It was intoxicating as the tendrils of pleasure grew thicker, wrapping around her dead heart.


  The lich’s milk covered hand moved between Asher’s parted thighs.


  Asher’s head lolled back as the lich sucked on him in a way, he wasn’t sure he’d ever felt before. It overwhelmed him as he tried not to sway. The more her tongue moved in arcane ways, the more his legs weakened.


  A milk covered finger touched Asher’s dark canal and massaged him. It was gentle enough that Asher slowly woke from his trance at the curious new sensation. Megeth’s tongue slid along his shaft, clouding his mind. Asher's body betrayed him, pushing his cock slightly deeper into her mouth and feeling the back of her throat.


  “Wicked girls can still become good girls,” Asher said with what little of his mind he could muster.


  Megeth watched him as her finger slipped into his dark canal. She curled her finger, searching for the hidden gland as she watched Asher enjoy her mouth. Her eyes flashed with intent as she touched the gland she was searching for. Her finger pressed and massaged it, causing Asher to let out a deep groan.


  Asher’s eyes opened and widened as he felt what was happening. Pleasure flashed bright along his entire body. His head snapped forward and he looked down on the naughty lich as she stared up at him with innocent eyes. She hungrily sucked on his cock while her finger rubbed his hidden gland.


  “Wicked girl…” Asher managed through clenched teeth, caught in her skilled power.


  Megeth blinked before her head began to bob faster. Her tempo increased. She moaned louder as she sucked like a ravenous goblin.


  Asher was powerless. He tried to grab the side of her head to slow her down, but his body further betrayed him. His hands touched her shoulders as she sucked on his cock and fingered his dark canal.


  “What sorcery is this?” Asher said with wide eyes as a bright, powerful sensation pressed down on his very soul.  


  Megeth’s head and neck moved with purpose. She smiled evilly in her mind as she sucked and refused to let go of his metal-hard cock. Her finger massaged the gland with delicate, but purposeful power.


  Asher’s heart beat like a war drum. The thin chains of control began snapping two at a time. His eyes continued to widen to the size of saucers. The sensations along his cock and deep within his dark canal had taken full control of him. Demons roared for release and Asher gasped for air.


  The young man gritted his teeth as white touched the edges of his gaze. He barely saw the lich on her knees, sucking his cock like she was trying to pull his soul through it. When the last chains of control snapped, the lich faded from his gaze and was replaced with brilliant, bright light.


  Asher’s spirit lifted and hovered out of his body as a beam of paradise struck him. It shattered reality and blinded him with pure, distilled bliss and ecstasy.


  Megeth continued to suck on the stunned young man when a surge of thick seed splashed against the back of her throat. She barely gulped before a flood of come filled her throat and her mouth. Her eyes flashed with radiant light as living energy crashed into her like warm water on her cracked soul. Her eyes rolled into her head as another surge of seed pulsed into her mouth and she gulped it down. Her once cool skin now burned with new life. She basked in living waters as her own orgasms exploded from the very taste of the healthy young man.


  Asher floated in clouds of paradise. He felt the Divine Mother’s presence and she smiled. He wanted to float up to her, resting in her embrace and snuggling to her warmth. The feeling stayed longer than he expected, when it began to slowly drain away.


  Asher fell from the celestial paradise, tumbling like a wounded bird from the sky.


  When he woke, tendrils of pleasure still dripped along his soul and cock. He slowly blinked before looking down on the lich. Megeth’s eyes were in her head as she sucked every last drop of come from his loins. He gripped her shoulders and gave her a slight push. His cock slipped from her mouth as her finger slipped from his asshole. The lich moaned as come dripped from the corner of her mouth.


  “I’m sorry,” she said faintly. “I couldn’t help myself,” she said with a sultry whisper.


  Asher pulled her to her feet. She stood on trembling legs. Megeth slowly blinked as she tried to regain her senses.


  Asher turned her and gently shoved her onto the bed. Demonic urges consumed him as she fell onto her back and bounced slightly. Only her long black dress covered her from the waist down. Her naked breasts leaked creamy milk as her eyes fluttered.


  “I’m sorry. I’m sorry for my wicked soul,” the lich whispered like she was drunk.


  Asher reached down and bunched her dress in his hand. He pulled it up to see pale white legs and creamy thighs. He pulled it up further to see her hairless womanhood with a thin, pink slit. It budded wet as honey dripped.


  “I’m sorry,” she repeated.


  Asher turned his demonic gaze to her porcelain features. “Even the darkest souls can see the light. But because of your sorcery, you must be punished.”


  “I must be punished,” she said with a sultry whisper.


  Asher shrugged off his black robe. His member was still hard, come leaking off the tip. The sensations he felt drained away very slowly as his heart hammered in his chest. The young man had many memorable trysts, but this was different. Megeth used the guise of innocence to hide her intimate skill sets. He wondered what else she knew to reach such degrees of pleasure. For such a powerful lich, she relented to his will, willing to endure anything to gain some light to her dark soul.


  “I will speak holy words and you will listen, with your mind and body,” Asher said as he climbed onto the bed.


  Megeth didn’t lift her head as living energy fed her dead spirit. She simply surrendered to the master priest as he laid down between her parted legs. Strong arms wrapped around her creamy thighs and his tongue snaked out. She quivered before a small moan floated up from her lips.


  “Master priest,” Megeth moaned.


  Asher buried his face between her thighs. His tongue slathered at her pink slit, exploring her valley entrance. The young man quickly noticed she didn’t feel cold anymore. She was warm, like a living being. She trembled again as his tongue slowly stabbed into her and searched for her pearl. When he licked it, she gasped.


  “Master priest, will your words help me be good?”


  Asher ignored her before closing his lips over her mound and whipping his tongue against her engorged clit. He felt her tremble in his grasp as he licked and massaged her clit with furious intention.


  The lich gasped as she laid on the bed. Her hips moved, grinding against Asher’s intimate lesson. Her pale hands grabbed at the blanket as milk streamed from her nipples and cascaded down her skin. A cacophony of pleasurable delights curled her toes. Her undead heart drank in living energy as the young man’s tongue lashed at her.


  “Master priest, your words and tongue make me feel good. I want to be good for you. I can be good to you,” she said with a dreamy whisper, followed by a long moan.


  Asher relaxed as her inner thighs touched the sides of his head. He remained to task, licking her clit as honey flowed. Trembles filled her body in flashes. She writhed to him while holding the blankets by her head. When his tongue licked her a certain way, she gasped with wide eyes.


  “Oooo, I’m coming,” she seethed as her nerves began to tighten.


  Asher enjoyed the intimate conversation between her legs. The tendrils of how he felt when he came before had remained. His body was relaxed and loose, but his manhood was hard and wanting to come again. The more he played and licked her clit, the more she writhed.


  “I… I can’t stop it. Forgive me,” Megeth loudly when her lips parted and her eyes rolled into her head.


  Wet sounds filled Asher’s ears, blended with soft moans. Her body tensed and he punished her with greedy licks against her clit.


  “Uuuuuhhhhhh!” Megeth moaned before her body shuddered hard.


  Asher continued to lick at her when a surge of honey splashed against his tongue and mouth. He licked and drank her as her hips pushed up. He held her down with his arms and head, forcing her to orgasm within his power.


  Megeth made primal moans as explosions rippled along her senses. The magical sparks rained down as new explosions went off. The mood and the young man between her legs overwhelmed her as she tumbled through a river of bliss. Time slowed and life drained into her black soul. The hunger grew, but only for more of this magical feeling.


  When the explosions faded and the orgasm quelled, Megeth tried to regain her senses. Her eyes fluttered as she tried to focus. A dark shadow moved over her. She blinked and looked up to Asher over her.


  “I must bless that vile slit,” Asher growled before the head of his cock touched her quivering valley.


  “Master Priest, bless me,” she said with a sultry whisper before his thick, hard member pushed against her sensitive flesh.


  Megeth moaned deeply as throbbing inches penetrated her inner world. Walls parted to his invasion as he speared her. Heat and pressure rubbed against sensitive inner flesh and she moaned for more.


  Asher eyed her as she surrendered to his invasion. She gasped for air as he loomed over her, driving himself to the hilt.


  When Asher’s gaze drifted down to milk spilling from her breasts, he licked his lips. He lowered his head and clamped his lips on a standing nipple. He sucked on her and she moaned loudly. He drank like a hungry wolf at a river. The play had fallen away to baser desires and it was his turn to want more.


  The more he drank, the more reality began to bend. It was small at first, barely noticeable. But the more that spilled down his throat, the more the lines began to bend and blur.


  Asher’s hips and body moved of their own accord. The demons had taken over as his mind began to drift farther and farther away. Megeth bounced to his deep, slow thrusts. The small light around them began to deepen further into inky darkness. The milk was cold as it filled his stomach. Asher attempted to pull away, when darkness flooded his gaze.


  The sounds of crashing waves filled the young man’s ears.


  The scent of the ocean filled his nose.


  The darkness began to recede and Asher found himself standing on a beach. Night’s cloak was across the sky, stars twinkling in the vast distances. The dull sound of waves on the surf soothed his spirit as he looked down to see he was fully clothed.


  The young man lifted his head and looked around, when he spotted a figure in a flowing white shirt, black leggings, and high black boots. He had a thin beard of white hair. Salt and pepper colored hair covered his head.


  The man turned his gaze to the young man and his lips shifted into a warm smile.


  Asher took a step forward as his heart pounded in his chest.


  “Uncle Aric,” Asher said with a sliver of disbelief.


  “Greetings nephew. Welcome to the edge of life and death,” he said with a warm brightness to his gaze.




  Chapter 18


  Journey of the Dead


  Asher cautiously approached his dead uncle. Ocean waves gently crashed on the surf as Aric looked at his approaching nephew with relaxed eyes. When Asher was just a few feet away, his hands shook, fighting the urge to embrace him.


  “Is this a dream?” Asher asked.


  “I’m not sure,” Aric shrugged. “All I can say is I am happy to see you. You are my favorite nephew and that will never change.”


  Asher couldn’t hide his genuine smile. “Uncle, I’m your only nephew.”


  Aric pressed his hand to chest in faux shock. “No, that can’t be right,” he said before grinning brightly.


  A cool breeze washed over them as the white noise of ocean waves soothed the two men’s spirits.


  Asher tried to organize his thoughts, despite the joy of seeing his uncle again. “Lady Faydra said her milk can allow a person to spirit walk. This must be what it is.”


  “Megeth? Oh, how is she? I missed our conversations.”


  “She’s well, I think,” Asher smiled. “She is staying on the estate.”


  Aric nodded. “Good. I would have allowed her to stay, but my lovers weren’t comfortable with the idea of a lich staying under the same roof.


  “I’m glad she has a chance to stay with you. Despite her great power, she is truly a lost, innocent soul. She was corrupted at a young age and convinced into becoming a lich to attempt to change the world. She was lied to, but it may be best if she explains it to you when she’s ready.


  “I had a soft spot for her,” Aric said before lifting his hand and rubbing the back of his head. “Well, I always had a soft spot for many.”


  Aric woke from his memory and looked at his nephew. “Tell me, how are you faring with the estate? I hope it hasn’t become too much of a burden on you?”


  Asher smiled. “It’s been well. I’m having a winery built on the land and have already planted a crop of grapes. Everything I’ve read about cultivating grapes and the land of Mist Valley may lead to a unique wine. I have high hopes for it, but in the last number of months, I have continued with your work.”


  “Excellent news! I’m happy you’re actually building more on the estate. I must admit, I was a little too relaxed. When you're surrounded by beautiful women, there can be many distractions and loving moments.”


  Asher nodded. “I understand what you mean.”


  Aric nodded as well before turning his attention to the nighttime sea. “I feel like I’ve been drifting for a time. I’m not sure how to explain it. This still feels like a dream.”


  Asher’s hands trembled and he couldn’t hold back anymore. He rushed the older man and hugged him fiercely.


  Aric’s eyes widened for a moment before he hugged the younger man.


  Time stood still. Asher fought to control himself. Memorable moments played on of his uncle giving him sage advice, or taking him in when his father would become belligerent. Asher’s eyes trembled as he remembered when Uncle Aric sat him down to have his first ale and having to keep it secret from his father. Memories flashed of elated joy when his uncle would arrive at his home with gifts and a happy smile. It always chased away the gloom of his home growing up.


  “Asher, I must apologize,” Aric said softly.


  Asher let go and stepped back to look at his uncle. He wiped away a tear from the corner of his eye.


  Aric continued with understanding eyes. “I always knew you were strong, but I also knew adventure life would not be good for you. I argued with your father many times, trying to set you a different path. I think, the more I pushed, the more my brother would make you follow in his footsteps.


  “I had lost many friends to the adventurer life, and I didn’t want that for you. I wanted you to know happiness and build your life gradually. Life of an adventurer can be quick and deadly. I knew you were destined for a better life. I simply hate that it took my death to make it all happen.”


  Asher gave a sad nod. “I know you didn’t want me to take the adventurer path, but it wasn’t all my father’s persuading to follow it. I chose to take it because I felt I could have been better at it than my father. He spoke of his adventure days, but despite his years out there trying to find his fortune and fame, it broke him. His scars were a reminder that he failed. He became a farmer because of me, and I think he kind of resented me for it.”


  “You always had your mother’s clarity of thought,” Aric grinned. “I often hoped her side would help weaken the rage in our side of the bloodlines, and it seems it has to a degree.”


  Asher blinked. “Uncle, I never saw you with anger or rage.”


  Aric gave his nephew an impish smirk. “It was something I never wanted you to see. I had my dark moments, like anyone else, but I never showed that side of me to anyone I cared about. Your father had less control over it, as you well know.”


  Aric turned back to the black ocean and let out a small sigh.


  “Nephew, I could stay here forever and talk about our lives, but I feel our time slipping away and I need to show you something.”


  “What do you have to show me?”


  Aric turned his gaze to his nephew’s wide eyes. “How I died,” he said with a solemn tone.


  Asher blinked as he watched Uncle Aric float a few feet off the sandy surf.


  “Everything here is pure thought. If you will yourself to fly, you will,” Aric explained.


  Asher nodded and began to concentrate. Almost instantly, he floated off the sand and hovered in the air.


  “Quick learner,” Aric winked. “Stay with me as we witness the events.”


  The older man shot off into the starless sky.


  Asher focused his thoughts and he zoomed after the man he admired.


  The pair flew through the black sky. A moon rose from the horizon, casting a white glow along the dark sea. The illumination brightened the dreamy realm as the two men streaked past dark clouds.


  The wind on Asher’s face and the scent of the ocean lifted his spirit. It reminded him of his youth and his heart beat in distilled joy.


  Vast distances slipped past them as they flew through the night. When a small group of lights caught Asher’s attention, Aric nodded.


  “It’s the ship I was on the night I died,” Aric said plainly.
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Asher's heart sagged in his chest as they flew to it. They hovered high in the sky as the ship rocked back and forth, cutting through the dark waters to reach the Dream Isles. Lanterns hung from posts as some of the crew tied down ropes. Several travelers loitered on the main deck, staring out at the midnight ocean, and carrying on with light conversations.


  Asher narrowed his gaze as he spotted a familiar figure. He smiled when he saw the figure was his uncle, flanked by three women.


  “Your father never approved of my lifestyle,” Aric chuckled. “He believed one soul for one soul. I, on the other hand, felt anyone could have great love, and share it with others.”


  “Father did try to hammer that into my skull, but I never felt it was true. I’ve fallen for a few women and they have fallen for me.”


  Asher kept his gaze on his uncle and the three women. One was a beautiful orc with long black hair and a pair of lower tusks. Another one was a lamia with dark purple scales along her lower, snake half. She had dark hair and slitted eyes only for his uncle. The last one was a voluptuous fae woman. She wore a scantily-clad dress, barely covering her rubenesque body. Her transparent wings were folded against her back as she held Aric’s hand.


  “Let’s fly down a little closer for a better look,” Aric said.


  Asher nodded. The two men floated down until they were about twenty feet above the deck.


  “Will they see us?” Asher asked.


  “They will not see us because this is from my memories. We can’t change anything because it already happened.”


  Asher watched as a conversation unfolded before his senses.


  “I cannot wait to reach the Dream Isles! Drinking all day and loving all night. It reminds me of home,” the fae woman grinned from pointed ear to pointed ear.


  “This is only the first step on our adventures. I look forward to hiking through the Rukker Mountains to the Holy Lakes. They say, if you bathe in the clear waters, it adds years to your life,” the orc woman grinned.


  “As long as we get some hunting in on our adventures, I will be happy wherever we go,” the lamia said with a soft smile.


  “I’m not sure our relaxing journey will be very relaxing,” Aric laughed.


  The three women laughed with him as the ship rocked slightly.


  “It will be wonderful as long as we are together,” the fae woman said with a sultry smile.


  “I wish the others could be here,” the orc said with a slightly sad tone.


  “I do as well, but sea voyages are not for everyone. It’s okay. We’ll meet up at Summer Spire in a year. Then we can discuss settling down and keep my promise to all of you,” Aric smiled.


  The fae woman lifted both hands and lightly touched his cheeks. She stared into Aric’s eyes with a wicked gleam of her own.


  “We know you worry about being a bad father, but you are not your brother, or your father. We know you will be a tremendous father to our future children, otherwise, we would not be here,” she said and licked his chin.


  The lamia sat on her own coils and crossed her arms against her stomach. “Remember, if any of us get pregnant on this journey, we have to make our way to Summer Spire and let the others know.”


  “This is the kind of wager I live for!” the fae woman said with a haughty laugh.


  “We don’t want to cut the journey short,” the orc woman said with concern in her tone. “We have many places to visit.”


  Aric let out a happy laugh. “Do not fret! We will enjoy our vacation and our journey. When the time is right, all will happen as it is meant to happen.”


  The older man looked at the fae woman with amused eyes. “I may just have to pull out a lot more than I’m used to,” he winked.


  “You are deliciously wicked,” the fae woman said and kissed him on the lips.


  Asher’s eyes darted to the side, slightly uncomfortable hearing such an intimate conversation. Uncle Aric floating next to him simply laughed.


  When the couple pulled away slightly, Aric relaxed.


  “What did I do to deserve all of you,” the older man said in a loving tone.


  “You milked us,” the fae woman laughed.


  All four laughed as they remained close to each other. When it died down, they turned their gazes to the moonlit sea.


  “Just a few more days and we will be at the isles,” Aric said with a gleam in his eyes.


  “We should celebrate again in our cabin,” the fae woman said with enthusiasm. “There are several bottles of wine begging to be opened and clothes to be shed. We can…” the fae was cut off as the entire ship shuddered.


  The four glanced around to the confused looks of the crew and some of the guests. The ship groaned before something hit it. The entire ship swayed to one side as the groaning grew louder.


  “What’s happening?” the lamia said as she grabbed the handrail.


  “We’re too far out to sea to hit a reef,” the orc woman said as she looked out to the ocean.


  “Serpent off the port bow!” a man yelled from the quarter-deck.


  Asher watched with wide eyes as his uncle and the three women made their way to the port side of the ship. They reached the railing and stared out. In the black waters, white foam appeared as a row of sharp, curved spines broke the surface. They made a beeline for the ship.


  “Brace yourselves!” the captain shouted.


  Aric and the three women clutched the railing as the row of spines charged. Something big struck the side of the large ship, causing it to lean hard away from the impact. A sound of wood splintering touched Asher’s senses as panic began to swell along the ship.


  A crewmate charged up from the lower decks, turned and shouted.


  “Hull breach! We’re taking on water!”


  Asher glanced to his uncle beside him, seeing the grave look in his eyes. He turned his attention back as the ship tilted again from another impact.


  “To the lifeboats!” the captain shouted as more people from below deck came up.


  Aric turned to the three women with him with fear in his eyes. “Get to the boats. I will do what I can to ensure everyone is safe.”


  “No! Don’t do this!” the fae woman said with tears forming along her oval eyes.


  “Come with us!” the orc woman pleaded.


  “Cannons and crossbows!” the captain shouted.


  Asher watched as the crew reached into chests along the deck and pulled out heavy crossbows. Others pulled out swords and spears. They lined up along the railing edge as other crew members helped guests onto the large lifeboats. Cannons slid out of ports along the sides of the ship.


  Aric’s eyes gleamed with purpose as he faced the three beautiful women. “We have protected each other since we met, but now, I must protect all of us. I won’t let some beastie ruin our plans. We will see the sunrise on the Dream Isles!”


  Aric broke away from the women as they watched him with genuine fear.


  “Get on the boats,” Aric shouted before he looked out to the waters.


  A plume of white water surged into the night sky. Gasps filled the air as the water fell to gravity’s pull, revealing a black and green serpent. Thick scales shone in the moonlight as pale eyes stared with primal rage. A snout opened as thick mist spilled out the sides.


  “Fire!” the captain shouted.    


  Cannons roared as thick lights stabbed out with thunderous booms. Sailors aimed crossbows and pulled triggers. Cannonballs and crossbow bolts sailed through the air, some of them striking the large sea serpent. Scales cracked from the cannon fire as bolts bounced off.


  The sea serpent roared as its mouth flexed. Teeth the size of swords gleamed in the moonlight before a burst of smoke blasted out from its mouth.


  “Aric!” the three women shouted.


  The thick stream of steam slammed across the middle of the deck, shattering wood and shards bursting into flames. Asher could feel the heat of the steam breath as it scorched the deck between Aric and the three women, engulfing some of the crew.


  “Go!” Aric shouted as the screams of burning sailors filled the air.


  Aric glanced around to see a spear on the deck. He scooped it up and held it at the ready.


  “Uncle, why didn’t you go with them?” Asher asked as the moment unfolded.


  “Keep watching,” Aric said as a tear rolled down his cheek.


  Guests and crew climbed into the lifeboats. The moment any of them were full, they lowered into the choppy waters as roaring screeches filled the air. Cannons went off as the boats touched water and the crew began rowing.


  Asher watched as the three women climbed into a boat as the ship rocked. It was at that moment, he shifted his gaze to see another row of spines coming toward the ship.


  “Two serpents?” Asher said with confused eyes.


  Uncle Aric was silent as the memory played on.


  Aric on the deck held the spear with tight hands. He stared at the serpent as it shifted its pale gaze and looked directly at him.


  “So, you’re looking for me,” Aric said darkly. “You will have to earn your victory.”


  Asher’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as feathered wings unfurled from his uncle’s back. Brown and black feathers spread out and flexed as Aric stood. Bending his knees, Aric leapt into the night sky and his wings caught the breeze. He pumped his wings, flying higher and higher. A stream of steam shot past him as he veered to the side.


  “Uncle?” Asher said in astonishment.


  “The Divine Mother grants gifts to those with a true heart,” Uncle Aric said as he too watched himself soar through the air.


  Time sped up into flashes. Aric soared down with spear in hand as the serpent pulled its head back and blasted out another stream of superheated steam. It flashed past as Aric spun as he dived. When he was nearly to the serpent, he veered again and darted down as the monster reared its head back. Steam blasted out, missing the winged man as he flew in close and drove the spearpoint into the serpent’s pale eye.


  A screech of pain filled the night as Aric planted his boots on the serpent’s snout and drove the spear deeper into the monster’s skull. The light left the serpent’s other eye and its massive form sank into the churning waters.


  Aric leapt off the sinking serpent with his gore covered spear when two more plumes of water burst up from the surface. Water fell to reveal two more serpents. They pointed their snouts at the winged man and opened their maws.


  Asher’s mind tripped in mid-thought. He quickly noticed the serpents didn’t press their attack on the ship, but instead focused their attention on his uncle. His heart began to hammer in his chest as realization washed over him.


  Aric flew low and slipped past white streams of mists. The steam struck the ocean surface in two places, boiling water and churning it like a cauldron over a fire. Aric veered from left to right, keeping his focused gaze on the serpents as they weaved their steam breath attacks at him.


  Boats pushed and rowed away from the sinking ship. The three women looked on helplessly as Aric moved as a winged angel against monsters from the deep.


  Aric reached a serpent and bolted upwards. Magical wings flapped as he stared hard at the serpent. It moved back, trying to get a better angle when Aric flew up and spread out his wings. The serpent's gaze widened before the spear made a wide arc and the tip slashed across both eyes.


  “HA!” Aric shouted as the serpent flailed about, blasting steam blindly.


  Everyone in the boats watched in astonishment as Aric fought the serpents. The captain roared commands as the ship continued to sink. A few cannons above the approaching water line aimed and fired.


  Cannonballs struck the blind serpent, cracking thick scales. It roared and screeched before boots landed on its head and a spear stabbed between scales. Aric grunted as he threw his shoulders into the attack, driving the spear as deep as it would go. When the serpent stopped screeching, he twisted the spear.


  “Should have sent an army,” Aric spat as the serpent fell toward the waters.


  Asher’s heart thudded in his chest as the serpent sank down. He watched as Aric glanced at the lifeboats and spotted the three women staring back at him with hope in their eyes. He smiled and leapt off, when a shadow appeared over his shoulder and he screamed.


  The third serpent bit down on half his body. One wing flexed, but could only slow the attack as teeth penetrated flesh. Aric grunted as he spun the spear in one hand and turned his gaze. The monster stared at him along its snout with a burning rage in its pale eyes. It bit down more, the teeth stabbing deeper into his flesh.


  Aric’s arm moved with purpose, driving the spear point into the monster’s nostril and through its scaled snout. The sudden pain caused the monster to stop its bite. Magical wings pushed, opening the serpent’s mouth. Blood and deep wounds covered half of his body as he fell out of the monster’s mouth. The wings caught the air and kept him up.


  Aric stared out at the boats and the three women.


  “I…” he whispered before the monster bit down on him again.


  To everyone’s horror, they all watched as the serpent whipped its head around with Aric in its teeth. He tried to grab the spear still lodged in the monster’s snout, when weakness filled his body.


  Asher bowed his head as the sea serpent whipped its head and sent his uncle soaring through the air. He splashed into the dark waters and surfaced, the wings gone.


  “MY LOVE!” the orc woman shouted before diving into the waters.


  Asher looked at the scene with a heavy heart. The orc swam quickly, cutting through the waters. When she reached Aric, he stirred as he slowly blinked.


  “I have you,” the orc said with tears blending with the salt water, holding his mangled body in her arms.


  Aric touched her arm with his remaining hand. He gave her a gentle squeeze, before the light faded from his eyes.


  “My love,” the orc wept as she clutched what was left of him.


  The fae woman flew over the pair. Her eyes trembled before she began sobbing.


  The lamia stared out from the lifeboat, tears streaking her features.


  The burning, sinking ship melted away. The lifeboats melted away. Aric and the orc woman faded away from the black waters. All that was left was the dark ocean and the moonlight sky.


  Asher turned and faced his uncle with shadows over his eyes.


  “Someone sent those serpents to assassinate you. Sea serpents are solitary creatures. One appearing is not unusual. Two is uncommon. Three is unheard of.”


  Uncle Aric nodded once. “I came to the same conclusion as I’ve wandered this strange realm. I died, but I haven’t moved on.”


  “Who would want you murdered?” Asher asked with sorrow painted eyes.


  Aric shrugged. “I couldn’t say. Many in the Opal Society have been targeted by other factions and groups. I have made my share of enemies by denying bribes and favors. The business we are part of fuels most of Valoria. Potions are always in demand and there are those with greedy hearts that want more, either coin, power, or both.”


  Asher blinked, trying to keep the tears away from witnessing his uncle’s last moments.


  “Nephew, don’t let my death tear your soul apart. I always knew this was a possibility. It may never be known who sent those monsters. I am showing this so you have some closure.


  “I don’t want vengeance in my name. It will only bring others to you. They may hurt you, and the people you love. Life is too short to spend agonizing over something that happened in the past.”


  “But your spirit won’t rest,” Asher said in a low tone.


  Aric smiled at his sad nephew. “I’m resting right now. It has brought me great joy to talk to you again. Some suffer in purgatory, while I am enjoying my second chance to speak with you.


  “I knew you would have questions, that is why I showed you, my death. The important lesson is to live your life as you see fit. Build the farm and estate as you wish. Love your women and let them love you back. Don’t fall into the pit of hatred and vengeance.


  “With Megeth’s help, you should be able to visit me when you can. I will be dwelling in-between realms, but I will be here, for you. The Divine Mother hasn’t abandoned me and I haven’t abandoned her. I believe, with time, all will be set right.”


  Asher parted his lips to speak and to ask more questions, when something tugged at his spirit.


  Aric smiled. “Reality is pulling you back. The effect of the spirit walk is fading. Return home and love fiercely those close to your heart. I will be here, waiting to speak to you again.


  The sea and moon began to swirl together. Asher reached out for his smiling uncle as the older man began to fade away. The moment he was about to touch him, darkness swamped his gaze. Eyes slowly opened and Asher looked down on Megeth staring back at him.


  “You’ve returned,” she said softly.


  Asher glanced down at their close bodies. He was still in the lich and she squeezed him. He pulled back as white seed dripped from Megeth’s valley.


  Asher sat down on the bed as the lich sat up.


  “You were gone to a different realm, but your body still wanted more. It was nice to have you stay to task, but I’m happy you returned. Did you see Aric?”


  Asher gave a slow nod. “I did.”


  Megeth nodded and looked down as she hugged her knees.


  “I’m sure there is much to discuss, with those close to you. But if your uncle hasn’t moved on, I will give you as much of my milk as you need to brew spirit walk potions so you may communicate with him. A gift to you and your amazing uncle.”


  “Thank you, Megeth,” Asher said in a low tone as his heart sagged in his chest, and his thoughts remained firmly on his uncle.


  ***


  The dark forest across the Blackwood estate swayed to the warm breeze. A figure emerged from the tree line, clutching their arm, and huffing for breath. Blue oval eyes stared at the dark farmhouse. Pointed ears twitched as the figure stepped onto the road. They shambled to the front gate.


  Releasing their broken arm, they reached up with blood covered hands. They grasped the rope to the welcoming bell and pulled with all their strength. The bell rang loudly, echoing across the valley. The figure kept ringing the bell until their strength gave out.


  The figure collapsed at the front gate, an image of Asher painting their mind before everything went black.




  Chapter 19


  Dark Intentions


  The front door opened and Asher stepped out with Amber, Blyss, and Megeth.


  The ringing bell woke the entire household. Doors opened and bodies stepped out. Asher threw on a robe and made his way downstairs, a small army of women behind him. When they reached the living room, it was Asher who told everyone to wait, but three of them ignored him, following him to the front door.


  A cool breeze touched Asher’s features as he stepped out onto the porch. He visually scanned the area until he saw a dark lump on the other side of the front gate. The figure on the ground stirred and moaned. Asher focused and when he saw the pale skin, long black hair, and pointed ear, his heart nearly leapt out of his chest.


  The young man leapt forward and darted for the front gate. He grabbed the simple lock, forced it open and swung the gate inwards. He bent at the knees and snaked his arms under the dazed Nyn. Lifting her up, he cradled her in his arms as he turned and walked back to the porch.


  Bleeding cuts and bruises covered her features. She whimpered as she tried to move her arm.


  “Amber, get some healing potions!” Asher said with urgency.


  The faun turned and darted back into the house. Blyss and Megeth stood aside as Asher stepped in with the battered and bruised elf. His pulse didn’t slow as he walked to the couch and placed her down on it, sitting her up. Two goblins lit the lanterns in the living room as Asher knelt to Nyn and inspected her wounds.


  Gashes not only covered her face, but her arms and legs. Her clothes were torn and her hair disheveled. The elf moaned and winced. Asher touched her cheek and her eyes fluttered open. When she saw Asher before her, the elf’s eyes widened.


  “Asher!” the elf said, startled.


  “Easy. Amber is getting you some healing potions. Tell me what happened?”


  The elf clutched at her broken arm and winced again. She looked around confused when Amber appeared from the basement doorway with potion vials in her hands. The faun stepped over and uncorked one, lifting it to her lips.


  Nyn drank deeply and her body began to relax. Mist flowed up from the wounds and they began to seal shut. There was an audible crack in her arm before it shifted back into place. Nyn moved her fingers and grunted in pain at the tenderness. With her wits returning, she looked around at the new faces before turning her attention back to Asher before her.


  The elf sighed as she leaned forward and pressed her forehead to Asher’s forehead.


  “Elara and I were just about finished with packing up her home and telling elves at the academy that she was taking a long sabbatical. We were going to return a few days ago, but when we were gathering our things, mages came to Elara’s dwelling.


  “They took us out of the city and to a mansion at the edge of the Dular Forest, where the wild gate is hidden. We were kept prisoner by Elara’s employer, Sontar.”


  Asher’s brow wrinkled. “Did he do this to you? Is Elara, okay?”


  Nyn pulled her head back and looked at Asher with sorrow in her eyes. “He didn’t do this to me. We were kept as his prisoners and treated well, for what it was. Elara and I came up with a plan to escape, but when I was outside the window, mages came in. They took Elara and blasted me with a befuddlement spell.


  “I fell and broke my arm. I stood up and darted for the forest. I didn’t look back as I ran, but tree branches cut me as I didn’t have my coordination. I knew if I slowed, they would be on me, so I pushed on, no matter the damage to my body.


  “I made it to the portal and stepped through. I made my way to the gate before I collapsed,” Nyn finished as her wounds closed completely.


  Asher stood up with determination in his eyes. “How many are there?”


  “Ten, not including Sontar,” Nyn said with a knowing expression in her blue eyes. “They are skilled mages and the wild gate will shift slightly after dawn. It will be weeks before it will access the Thallmar Province again.”


  Asher stepped away from the elf and walked toward the closet. The goblin attack proved he had to have a set of weapons on the first floor. Reaching for a chest, he pulled it out and opened it. Hands dove into the chest, pulling out leather armor, cloak, short sword, and a quiver of arrows. He put his armor over his head and it settled over his chest. He began looping the straps and tightening them.


  “I can send Venette and Tianna with you,” Megeth offered.


  “We will accompany you!” Blyss said with the three goblins behind her.


  “No,” Asher said sternly as he put the cloak around his shoulders. “Thank you, but I will need stealth for this. I can’t divide my attention when it comes to mages.”


  Asher strapped on the rest of his gear and slung the quiver over his shoulder. He reached into the closet again and pulled out a bow. He turned to the group gathered with pure determination in his eyes.


  “Nyn, you’re coming with me. I would follow your tracks, but it will be too dark. I need a guide to the mansion.”


  Nyn stood up and nodded.


  “Asher, we can come up with another plan. We can help,” Amber said with an edge of panic.


  “We don’t have enough time,” Asher said before turning his gaze to Blyss. “You’re in charge. If we’re not back by morning, run the farm until we return.”


  “Yes, master,” Blyss said with firm eyes.


  Asher turned his gaze back to Nyn. “Let’s bring Elara back home.”


  ***


  Lights glowed from behind curtains. A stone and wood mansion stabbed up into the dark night. The air smelled of flowers and leafy trees. Stars gleamed between leaves as two figures moved through the dark. They settled at the edge of the forest and peered out.
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Asher stared across the wide clearing to the mansion. The entire building didn’t have sharp angles, each part blending together with artistic majesty. It was three stories high, with two stone towers stabbing up on each side of it. He scrutinized the area and Nyn kneeled silently beside him.


  Once the pair reached the wild gate, they passed through and appeared in another dark forest. New scents filled the ranger’s nose before he and the elf penetrated the forest. Nearly an hour later, they silently traveled until they reached the edge, Asher’s mind focused like a perfect arrow.


  “What kind of magic?” Asher asked with a whisper as he stared at the mansion.


  “Elemental magic, but they may have other kinds of spells,” Nyn whispered back.


  “Where is her room?”


  “Top floor, close to the left tower,” Nyn whispered.


  Asher nodded. “Go back to the portal. I marked the trail and we can make our way back. If we don’t return by morning, come back with force when the wild gate aligns with this place again.”


  Nyn nodded when she glanced down to see Asher’s hand resting on his blade.


  “Asher, please, don’t kill anyone. If you murder any of the mages, they will attempt to find us and with greater numbers. My people don’t take insults well, and if they know a man came into the province and murdered any elf, they will not stop until you are brought to justice.”


  Asher didn’t look at her as he clenched his jaw. “It will make this a little more difficult. But one way or another, we are coming back home. We will deal with the consequences afterwards.”


  Nyn’s blue eyes gleamed with concern. “I have never asked anything of you. Please, my lover, don’t kill any of my people.”


  Asher heard her pleading and his heart cracked in his chest.


  “Go back. We will see you at home,” Asher said with his hood over his head and shadows covering his eyes.


  Nyn’s eyes trembled for a moment before becoming still. She turned and made her way back into the dark forest. She glanced over her shoulder and saw that Asher was gone.


  “Good luck, my love,” the elf whispered before making her way deeper into the forest.


  A cloaked figure darted across the clearing. Asher’s eyes moved from side to side, taking in his surroundings as he stayed low. Experience washed over him. Memories of scaling dungeon walls and watching out for sentries filled every part of his mind and body. It wasn’t the first time he had to break into a secure area and he hoped it would be his last.


  The cloaked figure reached a wall of the mansion and hunkered down, thick inky shadows covering his body. Senses alive, he listened for any sign of metal creaking from armored guards, or faint whispers. The area was silent as a tomb.


  Asher moved to a window with a glowing light along the edges. He saw the curtain was slightly parted and he peered inside. A single lantern glowed in the posh chamber, but it was devoid of occupants. Asher kept still, cloaked in darkness when he saw a partially opened door to the room.


  Two robed elves walked by the open door. It was barely a moment, but it was enough for Asher to sink down and lean his back against the wall. He quickly surmised the occupants of the mansion were relaxed. The two elves were not alert and distracted by their conversation. It indicated a calm mood, and a hubris of not expecting any kind of attack. Asher had heard the stories and met a number of elves in his travels. He knew in their empire and kingdoms, they feared little.


  Asher touched his bow as it lay on his shoulder and across his chest. He looked up to see a light in the window of Elara’s room. Time was running out and there was only two hours until sunrise. It would take an hour just to make their way through the forest and back to the wild gate.


  The ranger glanced around at the blended architecture and noticed it would be easy to climb. Silently, he stood up, turned around and took hold of a small ledge. Like a four-limbed spider, the ranger carefully made his way up the side of the near sheer wall. Part way up, he drew his dagger from his belt and put it between his teeth, ready to silence anyone if they raised the alarm.


  Fingers and boots gained purchase and he moved up a foot at a time. Ears listened for any hint of alarm. The night carried on like a silent goddess staring down at him.


  Asher’s fingers touched the small window ledge. He hung by one arm for a moment to gather his strength. With a thought, he swung his other hand onto the ledge and pulled himself up until his eyes could peer in.


  The chamber was lit, but empty. A bed was against one wall. The surrounding walls had bookshelves, a desk, and a chair, but no sign of Elara. Heart pounding, Asher took the dagger from his teeth and stabbed the point between the vertical window pane. He used one arm to hold on and hang, while the dagger slid up until it reached a simple lock. With a small grunt, he flicked the inner lock open.


  Asher brought the dagger down and put it between his teeth. He took hold and opened the window. With a final push, he hoisted himself up and climbed in, barely fitting through the open window. His boot caught on the edge and he fell, but before hitting the floor, his hands stabbed out and cushioned it. He rolled in and back up to his feet.


  The ranger listened intently. No rushing of boots or shouting. His stealth remained as he moved to the door and cracked it open.


  The corridor was lavish, but empty. A faint murmur could be heard in the distance. Asher stayed as still as a statue, listening to everything including his own heartbeat.


  Two robed elves appeared at the end of the corridor and walked toward him. They were engrossed in a conversation as they walked. Asher closed the door and put his ear to it.


  “This is a lot of trouble for nothing. What is Master Spellweaver’s concern over Lady Moonwhisper? If she wants to take time away, why keep her here?” one elf said.


  “Have you seen him when her name is even mentioned at the academy? He may think we are all fools, but he is attracted to her. He has been lost since she took time away, and he thinks he can convince her to stay,” the other elf said in a low tone.


  “He has a lot of influence, but if the elders knew what we did, we would all be exiled, including Master Spellweaver.”


  “I will remain silent, as long we get the gold and status he promised us,” the other elf said plainly.


  Asher heard every word as their footsteps marched past him. When the sounds faded away, Asher sheathed his dagger and unslung his bow.


  The ranger opened the door a crack. He pulled an arrow and nocked it. With his boot, he opened the door further and slipped out.


  Glowing lights hovered over arcane stands, stabbing out high along the corridor walls. The air was still as the ranger stayed low and moved with one foot over the other. Ears flexed as he listened for any sound of Elara or others walking around.


  The corridor stretched on as Asher moved. Leaves were masterfully carved into half-pillars and along walls. The mansion seemed less than a home, and more of a work of art. Despite its beauty, Asher’s heart beat hard in his chest as he searched for the elf he loved.


  Reaching a staircase, Asher slowly made his way down a few steps when he heard a noise from behind him.


  “No!” came a faint, but unmistakable voice.


  Asher turned around and moved with liquid ease across the floor. He listened intently, trying to pinpoint the noise.


  “Allow me to leave or the elders will surely know about this!” Elara shouted.


  Asher’s eyes swiveled to a thick, ornamental door. He moved with purpose toward it when down the corridor, two robed elves appeared. Their eyes widened in disbelief. One lifted their hands as arcane words poured out of their mouth. The other remained stunned at the cloaked figure in the corridor.


  Asher didn’t hesitate. His bow went up as he pulled back on the bowstring. In a blink, he aimed and let go. The arrow shot through the corridor in a blink of an eye. The mage was about to speak the trigger word, when the arrow stabbed through his hand and stopped halfway through it. The spell fizzled as the elf shouted in pain, clutching his hand.


  The other elf seemed to wake from his stunned trance. He lifted his trembling hands and began to recite a spell.


  Asher’s arm moved with skilled grace as he pulled another arrow, nocked it, and aimed. Fighting dark magic users was easier when they couldn’t use their hands and arms for incantations. Asher let go and the bowstring twanged.


  The arrow shot across the corridor and stabbed into the elf mage’s shoulder. The arrowhead stabbed into nerves and the elf’s hand curled in pain, causing his spell to fizzle.


  Asher drew another arrow as he lifted his boot. He slammed it on the door edge. The door exploded inwards as Asher stepped in, an arrow nocked.


  A long table took up the middle of the room. It was covered in plates of meat, fruits, cheeses, and breads. Candelabras had waving flames glowing along the center of the table. At one end was an elf sitting. He had blonde-ish white hair, long pointed ears, and stern oval eyes. He was dressed in a regal robe with arcane symbols covering it. He didn’t stand up as the cloaked human man entered.


  At the other end of the table and closer to the door, Elara stood up from her chair and turned to Asher with wide eyes.


  “My love!” she gasped.


  “This is him?” the elf said as he stood up.


  “We’re leaving,” Asher said as his heart lifted in his chest at the sight of the beautiful elf.


  The sound of rushing footsteps came down the corridor. Soon several robed elves appeared with glowing hands.


  The regal elf lifted a hand, palm out. The elves at the door closed their hands, fizzling their own spells.


  “We have a guest to our empire. He will be treated as such,” the elf said with a booming voice.


  “He hurt two of our people,” an elf said with a scathing tone.


  “Close the door and care for them. I will see to our guest,” the regal elf ordered.


  The elves shot Asher dirty looks before closing the door behind them.


  Asher kept his bow and arrow trained on the elf. Elara stepped from her chair and moved to his side.


  “If you don’t want any bloodshed, you will let us both go,” Asher said with a menacing tone.


  The elf smiled. “I’m sure you mean every word, but Elara is not a prisoner. You are both free to go, after I know more about your bond.”


  “He has tried to convince me to stay here. He peered into my dreams and saw you in them. He has been interrogating me since,” Elara said with her own scathing tone.


  “Surely you understand, Asher, is it?” the elf said with a small smile. “Elara is beautiful, talented, and has a fiery spark.”


  “Is Nyn okay?” Elara asked Asher, ignoring the regal elf.


  “She was battered and bruised, but she’s okay,” he reassured her.


  “Dreadful business,” the elf said, shaking his head. “The mages here are from the academy and they were a little overzealous trying to stop her escape. I didn’t have them chase after her, because she was not a prisoner. Neither of them are. I simply need to understand why our dear Elara wished to leave for such a long time. Considering your entrance, I can see why she would be enthralled with such a man as yourself.”


  “You now know, so we can leave without anyone in our way,” Asher said with the bowstring tight between his fingers.


  The elf’s eyes narrowed. “Not yet. I’m sure we can come to some agreement before you leave for places unknown.”


  Then his eyes softened and he bowed slightly. “Forgive me. I am Magus Sontar Spellweaver for the Mage Academy.”


  Sontar stood up to his full height. “As Lady Moonwhisper may have told you, I am one of the professors at the mage academy and she works for me.”


  “Worked! I have resigned my position,” Elara said with a hateful edge.


  “Let us not be too hasty. Now that I see the bond between you both, I can understand the fascination. A man with such a short life span may be interesting, but a long romance would be futile. Her fascination for you is peculiar, but not unheard of, like a pet. We all love our pets, even after they die from old age, or accidents.”  


  “I’m not here for a debate. We are leaving, together,” Asher said through clenched teeth.


  Sontar’s eyes took on a knowing gleam. He turned his gaze to Elara and his eyes softened.


  “You would be throwing your life away for a man who will live forty or fifty more years? Will you care for him when he is feeble and you are still young? Will you waste your life, mourning at his grave as your long life carries on?


  “I don’t want to lose you, Elara. I want to show you the truth of such a ridiculous bonding. All of our people are destined for great things. We have worked together for many, many years. You have known this man for months and you wish to throw it all away? Help me understand what drives you to such madness, and I will let you both go without any further resistance from myself, and the mages here.”


  “You don’t have to understand it!” Elara’s eyes flashed with fury. “I have made my decision. Respect it and let us go.”


  Sontar shifted his gaze to Asher. “The fairer sex can be so emotional. They lack the fortitude of deep understanding, like the two of us.”


  Rage filled Asher’s gaze. “I knew elves can be pompous, but I didn’t know they could be idiots as well.


  “This is not a discussion. If you do not let us leave, we will be leaving by force. I have no ill will toward the elven people, and I don’t wish to start now. But I will use everything in my arsenal to free us.”


  Sontar shifted his gaze back to Elara. “You are a desirable beauty, but if you leave, you may never come back. I will be sure to notify many at the academy and beyond, what you have become. A stain will follow you, many knowing you have become a whore for the lesser races. Your status will be in tatters and you will be shunned for your vile urges,” the regal elf said coldly.


  Asher didn’t hear much past the word whore. He aimed at the elf’s shoulder and released the bowstring. The arrow launched in a blur. Time slowed down as the arrow crossed the distance. Sontar didn’t move as the arrow streaked toward him. When it was within several inches of striking him, it bounced off an invisible barrier and fell.


  “Pathetic,” as the magus lifted a hand and made an arcane gesture.


  Asher already pulled another arrow and nocked it. He pulled back and released in one fluid motion. The arrow crossed the distance and bounced off the barrier.


  Elara whispered arcane words as electricity filled her hands.


  A chair beside them vibrated. The chair’s legs moved and bent like a living thing. The armrests broke free and moved like rudimentary arms. The large chair turned and launched at the couple. It slammed into Elara, causing her to fall to the floor and her spell fizzing out.


  Asher was pulling another arrow when the chair slammed into him. The wood armrests elongated as the chair shifted. Asher stumbled when the chair came around and slammed into the back of his knees. He was forced to sit as the arms came around his chest and arms, embracing him and hardening.


  Asher grunted as he tried to free himself from the now still chair. His bow and arrow clattered on the floor.


  Sontar tut-tutted as he stepped away from his seat and looked upon Asher with amused eyes.


  “It’s like discipling a child. I am amused.”


  Asher glanced past the elven mage to the large window against the wall.


  Elara lifted a hand and aimed it at Sontar as energy crackled along it.


  The elf made a small motion with his hand.


  Elara tried to say the trigger word, but no sound came out. The spell fizzled as her lips moved silently.


  “You don’t become a magus if you can’t stop students from casting spells,” Sontar said with a haughty smile.


  Elara stood up and glanced at a knife on the table. Her hand whipped forward and snatched it. She turned and darted for the mage, blade at her side.


  Sontar whispered an arcane word. The knife melted in Elara’s hand. Liquid metal lashed out and curled around her wrists. Elara stopped halfway to the mage as her wrists came together and the metal solidified.


  Elara made silent curses as she lifted her bound hands and attempted to use them as a club against the regal elf’s face. Sontar whispered another word and Elara was lifted a few inches off the ground. She flailed with bound wrists as she turned around and floated a foot off the ground.


  Sontar stepped to her side. When Elara tried to strike him, the metal grew hot and she let out a silent scream. The metal cooled as she held her burnt, bound wrists to her.


  “So much drama. It’s like she had truly fallen in love with you,” Sontar chuckled.


  Asher’s gaze met Elara’s panicked eyes. Unspoken words passed between them as Elara calmed down.


  Sontar stood beside the floating elf as he stared at the human man trapped in a seat.


  “Despite this drama, I’m sure we can salvage some of it,” the elf said before looking up at Elara as she floated. “I am willing to let you experience what it means to lay with the lesser races for a time. Forty years? It should be enough to get this out of your system.


  “After that, you may return to your former life, if you agree to allow our relationship to blossom. If we have an accord, you may both leave. It is a generous offer, and I am a generous elf.”


  Elara simply eyed Sontar. Asher’s gaze remained on the elf as he was trapped in the warped chair.


  Sontar shook his head. “To show how reasonable I am, let’s start again,” he said and made an arcane gesture with his hand.


  Elara floated down until her feet touched the floor. The metal around her burnt wrists melted away and flew back to the table. It changed into a spoon, despite it formally being a knife. The mystical energy filling her throat vanished.


  Sontar stepped to the beautiful elf and put his hands on her shoulders. He looked into her eyes with confident understanding.


  “See how much easier it is when we simply talk. Elara, you are beautiful and intelligent. I can see us raising a beautiful family, bringing generations of Spellweavers into the empire.


  “Stay with him and enjoy your time. But you must agree, when his life comes to an end, you will return to me. We can start anew and you can live as we are meant to live. We are Valoria’s chosen people. Let us follow the true ways when you return to me.”


  Elara eyed Sontar and her gaze weakened. She bowed her head to him, shadows covering her eyes.


  “Truly? I can live my life with him and return to you after he moves on from this plane of existence?” Elara said in a small voice.


  Sontar gave a fatherly nod. “Of course. We are not animals. Everything in life is up for negotiation for intelligent beings such as ourselves.”


  Elara gave a small nod before she looked up at him with warm eyes.


  “You are so kind and wise,” Elara said as her hands balled into fists. “Let us seal it with a kiss.”


  Sontar’s eyes widened a little and his heart lifted in his chest like divinity came down and touched his soul. “Yes, lets…” was all he managed.


  Elara’s fist blurred up and struck under the mage’s chin. The impact stunned the elf as his head rocked back with wide eyes. Before he could recover, Elara slammed her knee between his legs and sent him reeling to the floor. Sontar groaned as he hit the floor and clutched at his balls.


  “My heart belongs to Asher! There will be no Spellweaver lineage!” she shouted as she stamped her foot on his covered balls.


  The shock of the heel coming down was still enough to crush the elf’s balls. He let out a strangled grunt as pain flared.


  “Divine Mother,” Asher whispered across his own mind.


  Golden light filled Asher’s spirit as energy poured into his body. The young man looked proudly at Elara as she lifted her foot to strike him again. Energy spilled out of his back and reformed into wings. Asher thought of his uncle and power surged. The brown and black wings pushed out against the edges of the chair and shattered the back of the chair instantly. Shards of wood floated as Asher stood up with large, sparrow-colored wings.


  Elara turned her gaze to see Asher to his feet with large feathered wings. Her heart skipped a beat as joy filled her eyes.


  “I’m taking you home, my love,” Asher said as he swept forward to her.


  “Take me home, lover!” Elara said with an elated tone and threw her arms around his neck and shoulders.


  “Foul mongrel beasts!” Sontar spat as he lifted a hand.


  Asher caught sight of the sparks along the elf’s hand. Wings closed around Elara, protecting her as flames erupted. A ball of fire formed and blasted out. It crossed the short distance, slammed into the feathered wings, and exploded.


  The explosion sent shards of flames in several directions. The wings shuddered, but within them, Asher and Elara held each other tight, unharmed.


  The door to the room slammed open. Elves watched as feathered wings covered two bodies and the magus struggled to get up.


  “Stop them!” Sontar shouted with never-before seen rage.


  Mages lifted hands and whispered incantations.


  “Time to fly,” Asher said as he unfurled his wings. “Hold on,” he whispered to the beautiful elf.


  “I will always hold on,” she smiled with a brightness in her eyes.


  Asher turned and held Elara with both arms. He bent his legs and launched for the wide window.


  Ice shards blasted out in quick succession at the fleeing winged man and elf. Asher and Elara braced themselves just before crashing into the ornamental glass window. Glass shattered and floated out alongside the couple. Ice shards slammed into wings, stabbing through. Asher grunted as they were outside. With a flap of his new wings, he caught a thermal and flew up into the night sky.


  Magical bolts and ice shards shot up past him as he spun through the air. Elara held on for dear life as the world spun around her. Taking in Asher’s scent calmed her nerves as they were together again.


  Asher veered to the side and flapped his feathery wings. He made a beeline for the portal as shouts could be heard behind them.


  “The wings are new,” Elara smiled.


  “A gift from the Divine Mother. A lot has happened since you left,” Asher smiled as his heart lifted in his chest from pure joy.


  “I can’t wait to hear all about it when we get home,” Elara said warmly as cool wind whipped at them.


  “So, I didn’t know your old employer was a creep,” Asher grinned.


  Elara rolled her eyes, but kept her smile. “I thought he was smart enough to know I wasn’t interested. I was wrong.”


  Asher nodded as they flew over the dark forest.


  “I’m so fucking happy to see you, but it’s sad you may not be able to come back to your home.”


  Elara’s eyes took on a wicked gleam. “I can still come back. No matter what he says, he won't risk speaking about this to anyone else. With so many students involved, if any of them talk, his claims will show he had ulterior motives.


  “I may have lost my job, but I’m not exiled. Sontar lost and our love has won,” Elara said and snuggled her face to Asher’s neck.


  “Yes, we did,” the young man said as he held her close.


  Asher glanced back to see they were not being pursued. The stars lit up the sky, but a thin line of light appeared on the eastern horizon.


  “We’re going to cut it close getting home,” Asher said.


  “We’ll make it. I believe in us,” Elara said with hope in her voice.


  Asher looked down to see a small clearing with three, knee high stones. They stood in a triangular formation as trees swayed in the small breeze.


  Asher brought his wings close and the couple dove. They aimed for the invisible wild gate. They held each other like their worlds would fly apart as they reached the portal and vanished.


  In a dark forest, Nyn stayed on her knees, staring at the invisible wild gate. She glanced to the sky, seeing bright light slowly fill the heavens. Tension filled her shoulders as she wasn’t sure they were going to return before the gate changed to different locations.


  The sky grew brighter. Nyn returned her gaze to the gate area. Her heart beat with excitement as black energy formed a few feet above the ground. A blink later, Asher and Elara barreled out of the portal.


  Asher brought his wings around to shield Elara. He swung his legs out and hit the ground hard. The man stumbled a little bit before sliding to a halt. Wings unfurled as Elara was in his arms.


  “You are incredible, Lord Blackwood,” Elara said with star struck and loving eyes.


  “As are you, Lady Blackwood,” Asher said warmly.


  Nyn rushed the couple. Asher’s wings faded away just as the dark blue-haired elf reached them and hugged them both.


  “I wasn’t sure you both would make it!” the elf said with an uncommon display of emotion.


  Asher and Elara each put an arm around Nyn and the three held each other close.


  The sun continued to rise as they held their embrace. When they broke it, they looked at each other with heartfelt eyes.


  “We should start walking home, but I have to warn you Elara, our family and guests have grown on the farm.”


  “I don’t care if our home is packed to the gills, I’m just happy being back where we belong.”


  Asher nodded with a smile.


  The trio turned and began walking through the forest. Light filled the sky and rolling mists poured down from the surrounding mountains at the glory of a new day.




  Chapter 20


  Life on the Farm


  Asher woke with bright eyes and a warmth along his body and spirit. He quickly glanced around, seeing, and feeling Elara, Nyn, and Blyss in bed with him. Morning mists touched the outside of the window, but the morning gloom would not quell his spirit.


  Gently freeing himself from the two elves and goblin, he slipped out of bed and stretched his arms over his head.


  Asher stepped to the window as he put his arms down to his sides. He looked out at the mists as memories washed on the shores of his mind.


  Blyss, Amber, and Fern nearly rushed the trio when they reached the front gate. The reunion was filled with tight embraces and happy tears. Fern screamed her delight and hopped around as Amber and Blyss didn’t want to let go of Asher, Elara, and Nyn. On the porch, Megeth, Tianna, Venette, Paasha, Keefa, and Nuha watched with warm eyes at the happy reunion.


  Once inside, wine was served as everyone sat in the living room. Everyone took turns as they explained events on the farm since Elara and Nyn’s departure. Megeth remained mostly silent, as did Tianna. It was Venette gushing and talking fast about events over the last number of weeks.


  The new goblins stared at Elara and Nyn, fascinated with their beauty. It was Blyss who informed Elara and Nyn that they were now part of the Blackwood clan. Elara gave the three goblins a warm, happy welcome. Nyn smiled at them with affection.


  When the pair of elves were caught up, they explained their adventures back in the homeland. Asher listened intently, as did everyone else, as Elara and Nyn told them of their cloak and dagger quests to tie up loose ends and gather Elara’s belongings. She quickly mentioned the rescue before reaching into a dimensional pocket and began to pull out elven furniture. Stunned shock filled the goblin’s faces as beautiful pieces were pulled out of nowhere and placed in the living room. Elara mentioned she had a whole library of useful books that she brought and would add to their library.


  The home was full as everyone grew acquainted. In private moments, Asher told Elara about Megeth’s help with meeting his dead Uncle Aric. Elara listened intently as he explained what happened and that there might be people out there who ordered his assassination, a mystery he wanted to delve a little deeper into when things calmed down a little. Elara promised to aid in any way she could to help bring closure to his uncle’s demise.


  Elara did confess she wasn’t sure about a lich under their roof, but she would manage. When Asher told her about the play, and some of his adventures under the roof, Elara gave him a wicked smile, eager to earn her way into the Master Priest’s good graces. She was especially intrigued with Nadia joining their adventures.     


  Since their return from the wild gate, the days bled into each other as life settled down on the Blackwood estate. Asher flipped through memories of the milk pick up for the society. Samuel Thorne arrived and took their most recent shipment. The odd man grumbled under his breath that he had never had a farm carry such rare milk in a short amount of time. It cleaned him out of gold and he complained that he would have to report it to the society and carry more gold, much to his dismay.


  Asher and Amber counted the new chest of gold, and the estate was well on its way to a wealthy future. To Asher, it meant stability and adding more to the estate. To Amber, it meant Blackwood estate would become a farm of high status within the society, and maybe across all of Valoria.


  Halfway into the summer, Dina arrived at the side door of the home to tell Asher and Elara the winery building was complete. When they toured it, the couple were astounded that not only was the building finished, the specialized vats and chambers were already installed. Once the crop matured, they could begin the process of creating wines and placing them down in the cool basement.


  Dina informed them that they would work on the barn next. Asher paid for the barn upfront and added extra for a new, underground vault on the east side of the house to store greater amounts of milk. Dina smiled brightly before wondering out loud, about when she was finished, joining the farm for a month, and adding to its growing glory. It was an idea Asher and Elara were eager to engage.


  The air grew hotter during the summer and the morning mists had a shorter duration. Blyss, Amber, and Elara helped the new goblins learn to swim as Asher sat back on the patio with a drink in his hand. Life was good for the most part.


  Asher’s smile faded a little as he looked out at the morning mists. The sound of constant hammering broke the solace of the summer until one day it stopped. Asher couldn’t fight his curiosity as he made his way over his own fence and into the thin strip of woods separating the properties.


  A farmhouse and large barn were completed on the Hornspear estate. Their structures were larger and taller. He caught glimpses of taurnar women as they followed the large Jarrag Hornspear around like he was a famous bard. They fawned over him as he often smiled in their company. When he stopped and looked in Asher’s direction, his smile faded into an angry stare. Hidden among the trees, Asher slipped back to his farm, feeling uneasy about the new neighbor and the competition in Mist Valley and beyond.


  Asher woke from his thoughts and stepped away from the window. He reached for a black robe and put it on, tying it around his waist. He made his way downstairs, the rest of the home not stirring from their beds just yet. It was a welcomed respite from the madness of morning meals and chores.


  The young man made for the kitchen and put a full kettle on the iron stove. He prepared his morning cup of tea. When the whistle went off, he picked up the kettle and poured it into the cup. Summer was here in Mist Valley, but the morning still held a small chill.


  Picking up his cup of tea, he made his way out of the kitchen, through the living room and reached the front door. He opened it and stepped outside. Cool morning air filled his lungs as he stepped out to a glowing gray morning. It settled his spirit, feeling like he was on the edge of a happy future on the estate. Small worries and concerns slipped farther and farther away. Thoughts of leaving the farm vanished as it felt more and more like his true home.


  Thoughts shifted to his uncle, dwelling between realms. His soul was not at rest, but this meant Asher could visit him from time to time with Megeth’s milk. The lich was helpful and willing to ensure there was enough to make spirit walk potions. Halfway through her stay, she made no mention of leaving yet and Asher didn’t ask. He was simply going to enjoy the time they all had under one roof.


  Asher did ponder as he stood on the porch and looked out at the mist, if he was going to find who sent those serpents to kill Uncle Aric. When he lifted his mug to his lips to take a sip, he glanced down to see a folded note on his porch.


  The young man knelt to the note and picked it up. He opened it with his left hand and read as steam rose from his hot mug.


  Lord Blackwood,


  It pains me to write this letter, but I cannot let this foul business go on any longer. After reading the letter, please burn it. I don’t wish for these words to find their way back to me for I would suffer greatly if they do.


  Mist Valley has changed since your arrival. It has been good for the many people who make their lives here, but for Lady Windswell, it has only burned her wrath brighter.


  I cannot go into much detail, but Lady Windswell is not innocent when it comes to the demon attack the night before the election. It is known by a select few that she sent ravens to her business contacts, asking for assistance with winning the town election.


  There have been those in her employ that have watched your home. Lady Windswell discovered there was a demoness in your home, and contacted others to bring that information to others of the demon’s kind. The lady made arrangements for their arrival and plotted the attack at the Drunken Seahorse.


  Despite this information, no one would dare move against the new mayor, but I could not be silent any longer. I tell you this so you may take precautions against her schemes. She seeks to make life difficult for you, and all who dwell on your estate, until you leave. She wishes to rule Mist Valley, but there are many of us here who will fight back.


  Take heed and keep watchful eyes. Many stand with you.


  ~A friend


  Asher re-read the note a few times before folding it shut and slipping it into a robe pocket. He stared out at the foggy mists, seeing dark shapes vaguely resembling trees in the clouded distance. His heart pumped steadily as his mind worked.


  “It would seem, the war for Mist Valley has begun,” Asher said with a nod.


  The young man lifted his mug and took a long sip of tea as the mists began to part to a bright new day.


  ~Fin~
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