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Blackwood Milk Farm




Book 6




Chapter 1

A Chaotic Welcome

Asher glanced over at the mature fae woman at his side. A cold breeze washed over him as he drank in Tessa’s beauty. She walked with subdued confidence, her wavy golden hair moving to the breeze. She looked ahead with her golden eyes staring at the farmhouse.

“You have done much with the farm,” the fae woman said as she shifted her gaze to the new additions, such as the barn, Farmhouse West, and the workshop.

Asher nodded as they walked toward the main farmhouse. “I saw so much land, I felt I had to put it to use.”

“Yes, it was something Aric had planned to do for years, but never seemed to find the time,” Tessa said with a wry smirk. “Your uncle was a larger-than-life figure to many, but to us, he was a dedicated lover, and friend. It left little time for much else.”

Asher smiled, catching her meaning. He remembered how uncle Aric often had many projects we wished to work on, or begin, but could never find the time. He was a man of dreams, and wishes. Asher knew he meant well, but was often distracted by beauty, and stories.

The pair reached the kitchen entrance to the farmhouse. Asher stopped and turned to Tessa. She turned to him with warm, understanding eyes.

“The house is very crowded right now. I wanted to give you some warning,” Asher thought about the many beautiful women now living under their shared roof.

Tessa let out a soft giggle, her gold gaze still on the young, handsome man.

“It is like I never left,” Tessa said as she reached up and touched Asher’s cheek.

For some unknown reason, Asher leaned into her touch like he had known her his whole life.

“You’re concerned about my presence here? Or perhaps, you worry I might judge you for taking over your uncle’s farm? There is nothing to fear. Put your worry to rest. You wouldn’t be a Blackwood if you didn’t have many lovers, all of whom you would give your life for.”

Asher heard her words, but was lost to her touch. The tiny sparkles along her skin gleamed in the cloudy, gray light of the day. Her hand felt like a divine touch in the darkest night. It scattered his senses, his intentions only wishing to remain close to her.

Tessa leaned in a little closer, not taking her hand away. “What you’re feeling is a fae touch. We all have this ability to bring warmth and comfort. I thought it would make my sudden appearance a little easier to understand.”

Asher’s eyes half-closed, not wanting to pull away. Memories filled with stories caressed his addled mind. The fae were kind, inviting people. His few encounters with them were often filled with laughter, drinks, and songs. It was their way as a people, and everyone welcomed them for their company.

A sudden concern filled the young man. Asher focused his will, and pulled away from her hand. It was like having a small appendage ripped off. When he was away from her touch, an emptiness filled him.

“You’re strong, just like your uncle,” Tessa said softly.

“You don’t have to ease me into anything,” Asher said as he regained his senses. “You were one of my uncle’s betrothed. You are an honored guest.”

Tessa bowed to him slightly at the hips. “Thank you, Asher. I meant no harm. I only wished to not make my visit uncomfortable.”

Asher looked into her golden eyes, and smiled wide.

“There will never be a moment you’re not welcomed here. I swear it.”

Another breeze washed over them, the sky getting a little darker.

“Let’s get inside so I can introduce you to everyone,” Asher said with a bow.

“Thank you,” Tessa said as she looked upon him with golden, unblinking eyes.

Asher stood up, and took hold of the door handle. He turned it, and opened the door. A river of warmth poured out as the two entered.

Asher wasn’t sure what he expected when he entered his home, but it wasn’t anything like what was happening at the moment.

Keefa was running and laughing through the kitchen, Verda the owl-shifter chasing her. The pair ignored Asher and Tessa, the woman with long silver-gray hair, and black feathers along it, chasing the giggling blonde goblin around the table.

“Let me hug you!” Verda laughed.

“Catch me first!” Keefa shouted and darted into the main corridor.

Paasha was standing on a stool by the oven, stirring a large pot with the scents of meat, potatoes, and various vegetables filling the kitchen air. She didn’t turn around, seemingly ignoring the chaos behind her.

From the common room, two voices were raised in what sounded like a heated discussion.

“We shouldn’t stay here!” came a voice that sounded close to Kimi, the fox-shifter.

“Why not? It’s safe, and the people here are wonderful,” came another voice, sounding just like Alma, the uni-goat Asher discovered to be a hidden shifter in his home.

“Lower your voices,” Blyss shouted.

Nyn walked out of the common room and into the kitchen. She had a sour expression as she carried a book in her hand. The dark-blue-haired elf glanced at Asher with annoyed eyes.

“They only argue,” the elf stated as she walked through the kitchen and into the main corridor, heading to the library.

“I better handle this,” Asher mentioned as he walked to the archway, connecting the kitchen to the common room.

The first thing Asher noticed from the archway was Alma and Kimi standing before the hearth, their eyes filled with rage, and Blyss between them. Kimi was taller than Alama. Her fox ears were flattened back. A snarl filled her features. Her thick, bushy tail was down, shuddered with annoyance.

Alma had her hands on her hips. She leaned forward, her golden horn gleaming in the firelight. If she lowered it a few more inches, she could stab the fox-shifter in the eye.

Blyss had her hands up, each palm toward each of their chests. A look of annoyed rage in her eyes.

On the couch, Nuha sat with interested eyes, and her hands clasped between her thighs. She was leaning forward, her goblin ears drinking everything in like a fine wine.

Alma glanced at Asher under the archway. The uni-goat shifter turned and bowed deeply to the lord of Blackwood.

Kimi’s ears perked up, and she too turned and bowed toward Asher.

“Why is there so much yelling?” Asher asked with tired eyes. This wasn’t the first time the pair fought, and he felt it wouldn’t be the last.

“Forgive us, Lord Blackwood. I was merely trying to help my friend here understand what she has by staying here,” Alma said firmly.

“I never knew you were such a bootlicker,” Kimi said with a scathing tone.

“I’m showing the proper respect. Something you never understood!” Alma shot back.

“Respect? Like how you left Verda and I?” Kimi said with a sneer.

“You know why. If you shut up for once, maybe I can help you understand,” Alma growled.

Asher stepped closer to the pair of them as Blyss stepped away. He looked at them with firm eyes.

“What exactly is the problem?” Asher asked in the best neutral voice he had in the moment.

The pair stood up, but didn’t look at each other. They both kept their gazes on the lord.

Kimi spoke first, “Lord Blackwood, it is with great regret, we must leave your estate come spring. We only ask to be allowed to stay in Farmhouse West for the winter, and leave when the snow has melted.”

Alma looked at Kimi with a glare. “Mist Valley can be our home now! You’re not going to find a safer place for yourselves than here. The great town of shifters is nothing more than a dream. Our people tried, and failed. We should start again, here!”

Asher lifted a hand and rubbed the bridge of his nose with two fingers. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to think through the chaos of the moment.

“Kimi, you, and Verda are free to stay here as long as you wish. I am not rushing you out the door, considering what you have gone through to get here.”

Kimi bowed her head to Asher again. “We appreciate your kindness, but we know from experience what happens to places that allow beast shifters to stay for long periods of time. If anything goes wrong, they blame us, and our nature. The town has been accepting of us, but it’s only a matter of time before they become like everyone else in our pasts.

“To add,” she said as she glanced around the chamber, but seeing more than what was in sight, “This place, this farm, is like a chaotic bestiary. Milking women of various races, to make potions no less, is barbaric.”

“Barbaric?” Asher said as he lifted an eyebrow. “From how I understand it, the old ways of gaining potions were to grind up women of different races and use their blood to make potions. It would appear we have come a long way since those barbaric times.

“No woman is a prisoner here. They are here voluntarily, and may come and go as they please. Some stay for a short time, others may stay longer. Either way, I am no lord of ill repute.”

Kimi’s gaze shifted to the side. “I apologize, Lord Blackwood. I meant no offense, but this way of life is so strange to me. I want no part of it.”

Asher’s expression took on a kind glow. “Kimi, no one asked you to be part of it. There is no demand for milk from you, and I meant it when I said you, and Verda, can stay here as long as you want, or need. All I ever asked for was mutual respect, and aiding in any chores that need to be done.”

Kimi kept her head slightly bowed, but her sharp gaze shifted to Asher’s eyes. “Lord Blackwood, may I speak freely?”

“I welcome it,” Asher said with a small smile.

Kimi stood up to her full height, her fox ear pointed up from her red hair.

“We have no purpose here. I am not the kind of person who sits back and enjoys royal pleasures. I could not lay in the sun with a book, while others waited on me, hand, and foot. I need to have a purpose to give me pleasure. Being milked is not a purpose.”

Kimi’s eyes took on a wet shine as she continued, “When my people had our town, for a short period of time, I felt like I was going to do my part to change the world. To help shape it into something better.

“That purpose was taken away when the elves attacked, and scattered us to the winds. Our beloved town, something we worked hard for, was gone in a single night. I care not to do that again. I want to resume my search for a new home, one I helped to build, and grow.”

Asher gave the fox-shifter a single, understanding nod. “It is a noble purpose to pursue. One I would aid you, if it is in my power, but my power only extends through the valley, and not much beyond it. The town has welcomed you and Verda with open arms. The two of you could build a life here, but that is for you to decide.”

Asher’s tone took on a kinder edge, “Stay through the winter. Make your plans, and come spring, you will have a start to a new journey, and purpose.”

“Asher,” Alma said as she looked at Kimi with disdain in her eyes, “Kimi doesn’t know what she’s doing. She has always been a firebrand, and has difficulty calming her inner fire. She always believed in green pastures, ignoring many hard truths.”

Alma’s eyes took on a wet shine of their own. “I don’t want my friends marching off to their deaths. If they stay here, there is a chance they will find happiness, like I have.”

Asher eyed Alma, her words sinking into his spirit.

It wasn’t long ago when Asher discovered the beloved uni-goat of the farm was a beast shifter in disguise. She fooled everyone, remaining in her uni-goat form for a long time. It was difficult for Asher to understand Alma’s passion for being here. She knew everyone in the household, but they knew little about her. Asher pondered that Alma was as much a stranger here, as were her two friends.

“Alma, there is a long, cold winter ahead of us. There will be much to discuss, but for now, let us leave it here, and let calmer heads prevail. We can work this out for the spring.”

The two women glared at each other, before they bowed their heads to Asher, and nodded.

“Good,” Asher said to them before turning his attention to the fae woman standing under the archway.

“Everyone, I want you to meet Tessa Tanglemist.”

Everyone’s eyes centered on the voluptuous mature fae woman.

Tessa stepped further into the room with an engaging smile.

“I was betrothed to Aric Blackwood,” she said with a small bow.

Blyss, Alma, and Nuha’s eyes widened. The three of them rushed the woman, while Kimi stood with a confused expression, her head tilted to one side, and one of her pointed ears up.

Blyss took Tessa’s hands into hers as she looked up at her with big eyes.

“Lady Tanglemist, you are of royal legacy to this place, and to us,” Blyss said with wide, yet shy eyes.

Tessa looked down on the goblin with affectionate eyes. “Thank you, but I am here merely for a visit.”

Asher stood by the small adoring group staring at their new visitor. He had a small smile, seeing the light dancing in Blyss’s eyes. A thought stabbed into his mind, remembering Lady Frost was waiting in his Study.

“Blyss, please give Tessa a tour of the house, and set her up with one of the rooms.”

Blyss nodded, without taking her eyes off the fae woman.

Asher shifted his gaze to Tessa. “I have some business to conclude. Afterwards, we can meet for dinner, and talk about everything.”

“I look forward to it,” Tessa said with a sparkle in her golden eyes.

Asher turned and made for the main corridor, his heart beating fast in anticipation as it seemed many changes were on the horizon.


Chapter 2

Ink to Contract

Asher opened the Study door and stepped in. The chamber was finished, but the bookshelves were partially bare. Lanterns glowed as the sun sank lower to the horizon. Shadows grew longer as Claudia Frost sat in the small seating location. A bottle of dark, amber spirits was on the small table, already open. The lady in black had a drink in her hand, and a warm smile across her ruby lips.

[image: ]

“I served myself a drink. I hope you don’t mind?” Claudia said before she took a sip.

“Not at all,” Asher said as he sat down in the seat opposite of her.

The lord of Blackwood picked up the bottle, and poured it into a waiting, empty glass on the table. He then put the bottle down, picked up his drink, and took a long sip. A satisfying burn slipped down his throat, instantly warming his body. He held his drink as he looked at the beautiful woman across from him.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” he began.

“No need. It was good to see Tessa again,” Claudia finished.

It had escaped his mind that Claudia did have a working relationship with his uncle. Of course, she would know the women he loved and adored.

“I didn’t want to disturb your first meeting with Lady Tanglemist. Your uncle adored her, as she did him.”

Asher nodded. “We will have a lot to talk about, but I don’t want to keep you waiting any longer than you have to. I know you’re busy, and we have a contract to sign.”

Claudia smiled. “Yes, we do,” she said as she reached into her hip satchel, and pulled out a rolled-up parchment, and a small, wooden box.

Asher watched as she placed both items down on the table, next to the bottle of spirits. She reached into her cloak, and pulled out a quill and inkwell. She placed them down next to the parchment, before sitting back and taking her drink into her hand again.

“The contract is a standard one, but once it is signed, you pledge your unwavering allegiance to the Opal Society. It is a big step into a much bigger world.”

Asher reached for the rolled-up parchment, took hold, and brought it close to himself. He unrolled it, and began reading the words written in stylish calligraphy.

The Opal Society dedicates itself to the betterment of Valoria, and all its peoples. Through our means, we will repair, and rebuild our world. We heal the sick, empower the warriors, and support those of the mystic arts.

We are the silent guardians of a grand future.

I pledge my dedication, and loyalty to the Opal Society until my death. I promise to keep its secrets. I will remain steadfast through times of great strife, and grand rewards. I will be a guardian for all Opal members who require aid in their times of need, as they will be for me.

This contract binds your service to the Opal Society. We welcome you to the fold, and look forward to all your accomplishments for the betterment of Valoria, the society, and civilization.

Asher saw a line where he could sign his name. The moment struck him as he looked at the scroll. He was joining something truly bigger than himself, and it reminded him of when he joined the Rook Guild. The only difference, he would actually help Valoria, instead of simply helping the guild.

The lord of Blackwood picked up the quill as he put the parchment flat on the table. He dipped the quill tip into the inkwell. He then brought it over the line where he is supposed to sign.

Asher glanced up at Claudia. She was relaxed in her chair, drinking her spirits. Her eyes held a gleam as she watched him.

“I do this for my uncle, and for Valoria,” Asher said, and signed the contract.

Claudia leaned forward. She put her glass down on the table, before taking the contract into her hands. She gazed down on his name, seeing the ink dry. She then rolled it up, and placed it in an inner cloak pocket.

“Congratulations. Welcome to the Opal Society,” Claudia said with a smile. “This may sound odd, but it is necessary. Take off your jacket and shirt.”

Asher blinked.

Claudia opened the small, wood box on the table. Inside were several black vials, and a long, white stone needle. She pulled out a vial, and uncorked it. She placed it down on the table, and picked up the stone quill with one hand.

“Do not be alarmed. I will explain as you are marked,” she said as dipped the quill point into the black vial, and stood up.

I’ve gone this far.

Asher shrugged his leather jacket off, and took hold of his shirt. He pulled it over his head and held it in his lap. Claudia walked around him, drinking in the lord’s strong, muscular shoulders and chest. When she was behind him, she put a warm hand on his shoulder, the quill in her other hand.

“You read the contract, the parts of what we do?”

“We heal the sick. We empower the warriors. We support those who practice the mystic arts,” Asher repeated what he read.

Claudia brought the stone quill closer to his back, right shoulder. Black ink dripped off the white quill.

“Yes, and for that, all who are part of the Society, must be marked. The ink is mystical in nature, allowing all of us to know who is part of the Opal Society by touch. It will also allow you access to mystical locks in Opal Society locations.”

“What kind of mark will it be?” Asher asked.

“A simple one. Three points in a triangular formation. Our Society isn’t about grand markings to signify who we are. Unless someone is truly observing your naked body in daylight, no one will notice too much,” she said and stabbed the tip into Asher’s back right shoulder.

Asher didn’t wince at the sharp pain. He readied himself for it. A point of mana glowed along his spirit, sinking deeper into his soul.

Another pinprick touched his nerves, followed by another. The three points glowed in his mind’s eye, before they slowly faded to the background.

Claudia walked around him and back to her seat. She cleaned the white quill with a velvet cloth. She corked the vial, and put the items away in the wood box.

“You are now officially a member of the Opal Society. Congratulations.”

Asher nodded as he put his shirt back on.

Claudia gathered up her items, and quickly put them away. She took one last swig of her drink, before putting the empty glass down.

“If there are no further questions, I will be on my way to town, before leaving in the morning.”

Asher stood up. “We have rooms here.”

The beautiful woman in black stepped to Asher, and looked at him with amused eyes.

“You already have plenty of beautiful women under your roof. I also hazard a guess you will be quite busy with Tessa visiting you.”

Asher quirked an eyebrow, wondering what she meant.

“But do not concern yourself with my well-being. I will continue to visit you, from time to time. Keep up the good work, and I will see you soon.”

The lady in black walked past Asher and out the Study.

Asher followed her. He made it to the main corridor, losing sight of Lady Frost. He took a step in the direction of the common room, when laughter filled his ears. He turned and looked down the corridor to light spilling out of the library, and shadows moving.

The front door opened, and closed shut. Asher shrugged as he turned and walked toward the library. When he reached it, he looked in and smiled.

Tessa was seated in the middle of the room, surrounded by most of his family. Elara sat in one chair to Tessa’s right, her oval eyes filled with fascination. Nyn sat in a chair to the fae woman’s left, listening intently. Seated on the floor before the beautiful fae woman were Blyss, Nuha, Keefa sitting in Verda’s lap, and Alma. All of them hung on Tessa’s every word as she spoke to them like a religious congregation.

“The winters here on the farm were some of my favorite times. Aric knew how to keep us all comfortable. Even with the heavy snows, he still went out to gather the things we liked to keep us happy. There was this wine he knew I enjoyed. One cold morning, he set out, and we didn’t hear from him for several days. We began to worry, and prepared a small party to brave the snow and cold to…oh, Asher, how wonderful you could join us. I was just telling them about one of our adventures here on the estate.”

All heads turned to Asher, eyes filled with romantic wonderment, and hungry gleams.

I may not get a lot of sleep tonight.

“Join us,” Elara said with a come-hither tone.

Asher smiled as he took a step into the library.

“Dinner ready!” Paasha shouted from the kitchen.

“Finish the story first!” Nuha demanded.

“Dear Nuha, don’t fret. I don’t want to interrupt dinner. I’m sure Paasha has made a wonderful meal for all of us to enjoy, if I may join you?”

“Of course you can join us!” half the room nearly shouted.

Elara patted Tessa’s arm as she stood up. “Please, Tessa, join us for our family meal, and a long stay. We have plenty of room,” the mature elf said and glanced at Asher with an impish gleam.

“Tessa, stay as long as you like. This is your home too,” Asher said with a welcoming tone.

“If it’s not an inconvenience?” the fae woman said as she stood up.

“Not at all,” Asher said with warm affection.

The lord’s mind filled with glimpses of his uncle’s visits, and his many stories. It occurred to him that his uncle did speak of Tessa, and many others. He loved them so much, he could see the happiness in his uncle's eyes as he often spoke of them.

Everyone stood up from the floor, or their chairs. The group moved as one, surrounding the Lady Tanglemist like she was royalty. Asher led the crowd toward the dining room.

Despite being in the center of the warm home, Asher could hear the cold wind whipping the outside world.

It would be rude to have her leave, especially this time of year. She may be staying with us until Spring. It would be good to hear her stories about Uncle Aric. It will be like he was with us, once again.

Asher’s mind shifted to the Spirit Walk potion.

Maybe I should visit Uncle Aric, just to let him know Tessa is visiting, and safe.

A happy feeling flowed over the lord of Blackwood, as he led the procession to the dining room for an early winter’s feast.


Chapter 3

Dinner and a Squeeze

The dining room was filled with a dreamy haze. Mostly empty plates were on the table, covered in crumbs and morsels of meat. Wine continued to pour, much to everyone’s delight.

Asher sat at the head of the table, visually drinking in his growing family, and sipping his wine. His head swam a little, a deep calm sinking into his shoulders. His eyes took in faces, as his ears listened to small conversations.

Elara sat to the left of him. The beautiful elf was engaged in a conversation with Tessa, across the table. Normally, Elara sat to the right of Asher, but she insisted Tessa sat to Asher’s right, as their guest of honor. The fae woman accepted with a gracious bow, before they were all seated.

Along the sides of the table, the rest of the family, and guests sat. Nyn, and Blyss sat on one side, engaged in the latest books they were reading. Nuha and Keefa were teasing each other and laughing, as they sat across from Nyn and Blyss. Amber and Verda spoke of things from the shifter world. Verda was happy to join the meal, often glancing at the goblins while she ate. Asher remembered how Nuha told him about Verda. The owl-shifter had a fondness for small people, like hobkins, dwarves, kobolds, and goblins. Verda tried to embrace the goblins many times.

Paasha sat at the other end of the table. The motherly goblin had cooked a feast, and relaxed as she enjoyed the sight of everyone eating so much of her cooking.

Kimi, and Alma didn’t come to dinner, the fox-shifter saying she didn’t want to crowd in the already crowded dining room. Asher caught a hint of deception, but didn’t pursue it. Kimi had voiced her views about life on this kind of farm, and wanted nothing to do with it. Alma whispered to Asher she would keep her friend company, and try to ease her into understanding this way of life better.

Asher rubbed his jaw when he thought of Kimi. Faint memories floated into his mind of when he first arrived here, meeting Elara, and she explained what these kinds of farms are known for. It felt like a lifetime ago, but it had been barely a year. Come spring, it would be a full year of living here, but it was far from the relaxed farming he hoped for after leaving the adventurer life behind.

A hand squeezed his thigh, and Asher woke from his thoughts.

A confusion raised an eyebrow. At first, he thought it was Elara being playful. Since she was sitting to the left of him, he quickly glanced to his right.

Tessa continued to listen to Elara from across the table. The fae woman had all her attention on the elf, her golden gaze not straying.

Another squeeze caused Asher to wince in discomfort.

I’m not sure how I should feel about this? If it is truly Tessa squeezing my thigh, she is rather bold. Normally, I wouldn’t mind the attention, but she was betrothed to my uncle, and this doesn’t sit well with me.

“The wine should be ready by spring, but we have a few other things to attend to, such as a wine and book shop,” Elara said with a happy gleam in her oval eyes.

“How far along are you with the shop?” Tessa asked.

Elara glanced at Asher, and a small, loving smile appeared across her lips. “Soon. Asher and I are going to look at the location before we purchase it. Afterwards, I will be working with the town artisan on a layout and design.”

Tessa looked at Asher with a small smile. “The farm must be doing well to allow you both to gain a shop?”

Asher gave an uncomfortable nod. “It has, but this is Elara’s project. I am more of a silent partner.”

“He’s being modest, and wonderful,” Elara grinned with a loving gaze. “Asher, and a few others in town are investing in the shop. My objective is to make it a relaxed location, where one can sit, read a good book, and enjoy a tasty wine.”

“I’ve known Mist Valley for a long time. It will be nice to have another place to sit and relax. The tavern is fine, but it can get rowdy. The Book Guild can be nice. I do have the utmost respect and love for Nadia, but her clumsiness often put most of the town on edge.”

“Nadia is a dear friend,” Asher and Elara said at the same time.

The couple looked at each other with loving eyes. Asher conceded with a small nod, and Elara continued.

“Nadia is special to our family. She will be aiding in the shop to help expand her business.”

“That is delightful to hear,” Tessa said with a warm smile. “I do wish the best of luck with your endeavor. The Mother knows, Mist Valley needs a little more in the way of everything.”

Tessa sat back, Asher feeling her hand slip away from his thigh. The fae looked at Asher and Elara with dreamy golden eyes.

“Aric and I used to frequent the Drunken Seahorse when the house grew too crowded. We sometimes needed a night of peace, and would rent a room for an evening, or two. We barely slept those nights,” Tessa gave Asher and Elara a wink.

Asher shifted in his seat. Thoughts of his uncle engaged in lovemaking made him feel a little uncomfortable. The man was like a second father to him, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to hear the finer details of his relationships.

“How long do you plan to stay with us?” Elara asked with a warm tone. “There is no rush for you to leave, especially since the beginning of winter is upon us.”

Tessa’s golden eyes gleamed in the lantern light. She shifted her gaze to Asher.

“If I may, I would like to stay until the beginning of Spring.”

“As I said, stay as long as you wish,” Asher smiled. “You never have to leave, if you don’t wish to. I know Uncle Aric would want to know you’re safe.”

Tessa’s eyes gleamed wet. She bowed her head, fighting back her tears.

Asher and Elara glanced at each other with concern, before focusing on the mature fae woman.

“We didn’t mean,” Asher began before Tessa lifted her head and looked at him with endearing eyes.

“Dear Asher and Elara, your kindness makes me so happy. It truly is a blessing to be here, feeling Aric’s spirit close to such a loving family.”

Asher’s brow quirked at a sudden idea.

The lord leaned forward a little, a warmth in his eyes.

“Tessa, there may be a way for you to see your beloved again.”

Tessa’s eyes widened. “Truly?”

Asher nodded with a knowing smile. “I can tell you more, when we have a moment.”

A small plan formed in the lord’s mind. He stood up with enthusiasm. Everyone at the table stopped talking, and looked at him with attentive eyes.

“Everyone, I simply wanted to say, this will be a long winter ahead of us, but that doesn’t mean we can’t make it a warm, comfortable one. Tessa Tanglemist will be staying with us through the winter, and into the spring, maybe longer. We welcome her as one of us.

“For tonight, there will be much to do. Elara, please show Tessa my Study. Enjoy a spirit or two. Amber and Blyss, you both will join me in kitchen duty, washing plates and cleaning up. Nyn and Keefa, ensure our guest has clean linens in her room. Nuha, add more logs to the hearth, and lock down the house. Verda, if you please, bring over several plates of food to Farmhouse West. I’m sure Alma, Kimi, and Brynda would like a meal for the evening.”

The owl-shifter nodded with excited eyes.

Asher looked down the length of the table to the motherly goblin sitting at the other end. “Paasha, you’ve done enough today. For the rest of the evening, all of us will serve you anything you need. Rest, you earned it.”

Paasha parted her lips to protest, when she caught Blyss’s gaze connecting with hers.

“As you wish, Clan Chieftain,” the goblin said as she bowed her head to him.

Asher nodded, and turned his gaze to Tessa.

“After we are finished in the kitchen, I will come to you, and see about seeing your beloved again.”

“Thank you, Asher,” Tessa said, fighting back tears.

“Let’s get started,” Asher said to everyone as his heart thudded in excitement at the thought of reuniting Tessa with his uncle once again.


Chapter 4

Reunited Hearts

Asher hummed a tune as he was elbows deep in the soapy water-filled sink. Blyss was beside him, holding a towel and drying each dish he handed her. With every dry dish, Blyss handed it over Amber, who put them away in the cupboard. The trio worked like a well-organized adventurer fellowship.

Cleaning the dishes was the easy part, but for Asher, what came next had him on edge. Thoughts lingered on possible outcomes of what he was prepared to do. He fixated on Tessa, wondering if the emotional wounds were still fresh. It had been about a year since Aric’s death. Everyone grieved in different ways, and lengths of time.

From Asher’s journeys, he remembered his interactions with many of the races of Valoria. The elves could grieve for close to a decade. Dwarves, barely a few days, spending much of their time drinking and singing songs to those they had lost. Hobkins would last weeks, with many dinners together, and speaking kindly of those who were gone. Kobolds never grieved more than an hour or two. They knew life was fleeting, and didn’t waste precious moments on the dead, because to their people, the dead were better off.

Asher’s mind swirled with moments of drinks with orcs. The orcs grieved by scarring their bodies. It was often mentioned, they never stopped grieving because why would anyone stop loving someone just because they were dead. Orcs would use their grieving to fight harder, showing how much they loved those who were gone.

The many races across Valoria honored and wept for their dead in different ways, but to the lord of Blackwood, he wasn’t sure how the fae grieved. The fae only showed excitement, amusement, and dreamy bliss. They never seemed to show any of the darker emotions, such as fury, rage, and sorrow.

Asher blinked as he dipped his hands in the soapy water, and didn’t touch a dish. He turned to see Blyss and Amber closing cupboards, and drying hands.

“We have the rest of it,” Amber said with a warm smile, and threw a towel at him.

The former ranger caught it, and began drying his hands. When he was finished, he threw it back to Amber, the faun catching it and throwing it into a wash bin.

Gathering his fortitude, Asher made his way out of the kitchen, and toward his study. When he reached it, he opened the door to the sounds of gentle conversation, and small laughter.

Elara and Tessa each sat in chairs, slightly turned to each other. A bottle of spirits was on the table between them, the cork next to it. There was an empty glass cup on the table. As Asher stepped closer to the pair, he saw they each had a glass, half-filled with spirits, and each of them taking small sips.

The pair stopped talking, and turned their warm smiles in his direction.

“We were having a lovely time discussing your adventures here on the farm,” Tessa said with dreamy golden eyes. “Never, in all the years I lived here, did we have so much excitement.”

Elara sat back in her chair, arm over the backrest, glass cup in her hand.

“Tessa told me of the simple adventures she had on the farm, such as missing items, mice infestations, and staying up all night to watch the stars.”

Asher sat down in a third chair, and poured himself a drink.

“I wish we could have those kinds of adventures. Also, maybe we should get a cat, just in case?”

The two women glanced at each other, and laughed.

Asher smiled as he lifted his glass of spirits to his lips, not being part of their shared moment.

Tessa took a long swig of her drink and turned slightly to the handsome ranger turned farmer.

“We didn’t get a cat because we had a Kitra. Her name was Kayla, a cat-beastkin. She chased the mice almost every night. She couldn’t help herself, crashing into things, and scrambling after fleeing mice. It had become so absurd, we all simply laughed it off, especially your uncle.”

Asher’s eyes took on a relaxed hue. The imagined moment of his uncle waking to find the house half destroyed, and a kitra sitting on her haunches with a dead mouse in her mouth was truly the stuff of silly legends. He wished he could have seen it too, just to have another memory of his departed uncle.

Elara stood up, and drank down the rest of her drink. She put the empty glass down on the table, and looked at Asher with loving eyes.

“I will leave you both to it. I’m sure there is much to discuss. I will see you in bed, my handsome morsel,” Elara said as she stepped over to him, knelt forward and kissed Asher on the lips.

The moment lingered between them, caught in the gravity of their love. When Elara pulled away, she touched his shoulder and gave it a squeeze. She let go, sauntered to the door, and closed it behind her as she left.

Asher turned to Tessa, the mature fae women sipping her drink, and her cheeks a pale pink.

“These are very good spirits,” she muttered before taking another sip.

Asher nodded before he put his glass cup on the table, and leaned forward, elbows on knees.

“Tessa, as I said at dinner, there is a way to see Uncle Aric again. I wanted to warn you before we proceed, the potions tend to make things a little hazy. You must focus on the soul you want to visit.”

Tessa’s eyes grew serious. She put the glass down and looked at Asher with determined eyes.

“I wish to see my beloved again,” she said without hesitation.

Asher nodded.

The lord of Blackwood stood up, and moved to a chest, not far from his desk. He opened the top, and saw a dozen different potion bottles. He picked one up, the contents glowing with a pale gray light. He turned and walked back to her, holding the potion before him.

“This is a Spirit Walk potion. It will allow us to visit, and walk the planes of the dead. Aric is in limbo, between worlds. We can still visit him.

“Once we each take a sip, we should hold hands so we don’t lose each other, if that’s okay?”

Tessa stood up with bright, golden eyes.

“I will do anything you ask, Lord Blackwood.”

“Please, just Asher. You and I are family,” Asher smiled.

The fae nodded, as her transparent wings fluttered behind her, before folding against her back once again.

Asher pointed an open hand to the loveseat. The pair walked over and sat down, side by side. Asher pulled the cork away, and took a swig first so he could be ready for Tessa. He then passed it to the fae woman. Without hesitation, Tessa took a deep sip.

Asher re-corked the bottle, and put it down on the floor beside the seat. He then felt Tessa’s fingers entwine with his. She grasped him, and he squeezed her hand with reassurance.

“You’ll feel a little hazy. Simply focus on Aric, and we will see him very soon.”

Tessa nodded, a small trepidation in her golden eyes.

Asher slowly blinked as the study took on a wavy haze. He felt Tessa squeeze his hand, as her eyes began to lose focus. The pair stared at nothing as the chamber began to darken. Shadows grew longer as an abyssal darkness dripped into their gazes. With a slow blink, they were swallowed by the dark.

When the pair slowly opened their eyes, they noticed they were standing on a beach. The sky was black, with thousands of dim stars twinkling in the vast distance. The sounds of crashing waves touched ears, and a dark figure stood where the sand and sea met.
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A man with short gray hair, and an enigmatic smile stood on the wet sand. His eyes sparkled with joy, seeing his nephew, and his beloved.

“My…beloved,” Tessa said with a trembling tone as she let go of Asher’s hand.

Asher watched as Tessa ran toward Aric with open arms. Aric ran toward her, his arms wide. When the two met, they embraced each other fiercely, tears streaming down their faces.

“I never thought I would see you again, until I died,” Tessa sobbed.

“I’m so happy just for this moment, my beloved Tessa,” Aric said before kissing her temple, and keeping her close.

Asher’s heart lifted in his chest, seeing the two together again. His eyes gleamed with happiness, and he quickly blinked it away.

Time stood still as the lovers held onto each other. Asher watched them, in no hurry to end their spectral reunion.

Aric was first to break their embrace, but not their touch. He kept his hands on her waist, as she held onto his arms.

“What news do you have of our family? I’m eager to hear more about you, and them, in the living world.”

Asher blinked, and three comfortable chairs were on the sandy beach. Aric guided Tessa to the three chairs. Asher stepped closer. The lovers sat side by side, as Asher sat in a chair facing them.

“There is so much to tell. I don’t know where to begin?” Tessa said with a tear running down her cheek.

Aric took her hand into his, and held it up, his lips close to the back of her hand.

“Start simple. How is Dulla, and Syth? Please tell me they’re okay?”

Tessa let out a happy giggle. “They are as fine as they can be, my love. Dulla has been climbing mountains. She scarred herself for you. When she is not climbing mountains, she helps keep the peace along the border of the Wild Lands.

“Syth has remained on the islands to the south. We write to each other from time to time. She has been honest about her life of drinking her sorrows away, and treasure diving. She has made a fortune gathering treasures from sunken wrecks. The locals fear the serpents in the waters, but Syth has lost all fear of such creatures.”

Aric’s dead eyes dimmed. “I never wanted them to feel such misery.”

“It is a misery we have accepted, once your light was taken from us. With time, I believe they will come to their senses. Until then, they will continue to endure their grief,” Tessa said with a soft, understanding tone.

Aric nodded as he looked into her golden eyes. “And what of you? Have you taken to drinking, and singing stories of our life together?”

Tessa looked to the side, her smile fading away.

“I have been traveling, like we promised to each other. I have seen much of the coast. Rose Haven was beautiful to the eyes, but I could not enjoy its beauty, without you there. I fear the world has been gray to me for some time.”

The fae squeezed Aric’s hand as a sliver of torment bled into her golden eyes.

“My beloved, our time together was cut much too soon. To see you now, brings me great joy, and great sorrow. I don’t wish to leave this place. I would stay with you, enduring this limbo together.”

Aric looked upon his beloved Tessa with pain in his eyes. “I wish we could endure this together, but the potion’s effects will not last, and you will be pulled back to the living realm.”

“What if I end my life?” Tessa said with a desperate tone.

“I won’t allow it,” Aric said with a kind, stern tone. “You have a life to live. My spirit may linger, but I would never rest knowing you cut your life short. I want you to live, laugh again, find love again.”

“But you are my love,” the fae said with a quiver to her tone.

Aric gave her a warm smile. “As you are to me. Once I am free of this limbo, all of us will be together. You and I will be together,” he said and kissed the back of her hand.

Asher began to feel uncomfortable sitting with them. He stood up and smiled.

“I will take a walk along the beach,” he said and walked away.

The air was still. The waters were calm, except for small, foamy crests splashing on the beach.

The stillness relaxed Asher’s soul. It was enough that he could feel the tendrils connecting back to his body in the living world.

I wish we could stay longer. The potion has varied effects, and lengths of time. We could be here a moment, or days.

Asher glanced over his shoulder, seeing the lovers talking to each other as they still held each other’s hands.

Asher turned his gaze forward again as he continued his stroll on the celestial beach.

I hope seeing him will bring her some relief, as it did me. Knowing I could visit him anytime I wished has made the sadness in my soul a little lighter.

Time slowed down further as Asher walked. The lord of Blackwood looked to the faint stars again, and felt a gentle pulling on his soul.

The potion is wearing off. I must get back to them, and guide Tessa back.

Asher turned and saw that he was right before Aric and Tessa. The pair stood up together, happy smiles on their faces. They looked at Asher, while still holding each other’s hand.

“It has been a wonderful reunion, but I can feel your souls pulling back to your bodies,” Aric said as he let go of Tessa’s hand.

The ghost of Aric turned to Tessa, love in his eyes.

“Live your life, and we will reunite when the journey of life comes to an end, my beloved.”

Tears streaked Tessa’s cheeks as she looked at Aric with sad, golden eyes.

“You have always been my true love. I will find you when I part from the living world. I promise,” Tessa wept.

Asher’s heart thudded with emotion as the lovers embraced each other again, holding each other tight. When they parted, Tessa walked away, tears in her eyes.

Asher took a step to join her, and perhaps, try to ease her grief a little, when Aric stood before him with a kind smile.

“Nephew, please show Tessa life is for the living, to be enjoyed to the fullest. She is still lost, and I can think of no one else who can help her feel joy again.”

“Yes, Uncle. I will do my best,” Asher said with a small bow.

“Come here,” Aric grinned as he embraced his nephew.

The two men held each other for a moment, before they parted. Asher wiped away his own tears, making his way to Tessa’s side. When he reached her, her hand was already out, ready to take his.

Asher took her hand, and held it tightly. They both looked over to Aric waving at them. They waved back as the plane between planes began to ripple and wave.

A tug pulled their souls away, Aric watching them disappear with tears in his eyes.

Asher’s eyes shot open as he felt he was back in his body. He glanced over to Tessa, the fae woman gasping once in surprise. Asher noticed they were still holding hands as they looked at each other.

Asher was first to let go, a weariness on his spirit.

Tessa let out an exhausted sigh, her body slowly wilting.

“Thank you, Asher. This was a gift beyond anything I have experienced in my lifetime. I will treasure it for all time.”

Asher nodded with understanding eyes.

“I was happy to aid you in seeing your beloved again,” he said with a heavy heart.

A silence filled the space between them.

“I’m tired, but I don’t wish to go to sleep,” Tessa said with a weak smile.

“We can stay up as long as you like, and tell each other stories about Aric, if you like?”

Tessa gave him a small nod. Her eyes glowed with love.

“Yes, I would like that very much,” she said with a dreamy tone.  


Chapter 5

Needs

The wind howled beyond the windows of the study, but Asher and Tessa hardly noticed. Time lost all meaning as the man and fae spoke on happier times about their shared history with Aric.

Tessa often shed happy tears, sharing stories of her adventures with her beloved. Asher listened intently as she talked about how they met. She didn’t come to the farm to relax and share her mystical milk. She arrived in Mist Valley by chance, traveling down the coast. She had come into a bit of gold, and decided to travel beyond the fae forests. She hadn’t seen much beyond her home, and she wanted a change.

Asher smiled as she told him about arriving at Mist Valley because her carriage had a cracked wheel. They knew the town was close, and the coachman decided to stop in town for repairs. She had intended to find a room for herself. When she walked into the Drunken Seahorse, she was surprised by a man in the center of a small group, speaking about his adventures along the border.

Tessa’s eyes shined with excitement as her mind relived the moment. She spoke to how enraptured the small crowd was to his story, but Aric stopped when she walked in. He stared at her like he saw a goddess, and wanted to speak to her. When Tessa reached the bar to speak with Bolla, Aric quickly wrapped his story, moved through the crowd, and approached her with a devilish smile.

Tessa explained, what was initially a simple activity of getting a room, turned into a night of deep discussion, and stories of adventures. The sun rose on the horizon, and her tiredness was long forgotten as she was caught in the gravity of Aric’s charm.

The fae looked away, lost in happy and sad moments. Asher watched her with understanding eyes. When she reached over and took her hand into his, she gave it a loving squeeze.

“Your uncle changed my life, for the better,” she said with a tear in her eye.

Asher lifted his hand and wiped away her tear.

“He was an amazing man, for all who met him. A legend, of sorts,” Asher said with a small smile.

“Truly,” Tessa said, and squeezed his hand again.

The conversation stopped, a silence filling the study.

Asher was about to pull his hand away, when Tessa looked at him with a gleam in her eyes. For a moment, Asher wasn’t sure why she was looking at him like that, a smaller moment later, he understood.

“You share some of your uncles’ handsome features,” Tessa whispered.

A demonic urge licked its lips. Asher felt the demons begin to whisper, and he locked them down, and shoved them to the darkness of the back of his mind.

Asher slipped his hand away, and stood up.

“It’s getting late,” he said with a sliver of panic in his eyes.

Tessa stood up and there was a foot of distance between them.

“Are you troubled?” the fae woman asked with concerned eyes.

“In a way,” Asher trailed off. “It’s late, and we should retire to our rooms.”

Tessa nodded in agreement. “Yes, it’s late,” she repeated.

Asher was first to walk toward the study door, Tessa following.

The inner cage rattled as demonic urges cried out. Asher ignored them as he made his way to the stairs.

Tessa is my uncle’s beloved. It wouldn’t be right.

The pair climbed the stairs. Tessa looked up at Asher with sad, understanding eyes.

They made it to the second floor, and walked down the long corridor. When they reached one of the large bedrooms, Asher opened the door for the fae. Tessa walked to the entryway, but didn’t step in. Instead, she looked at Asher with kind eyes.

“Goodnight, Asher,” Tessa said Asher’s name with a sultry whisper.

“Goodnight, Tessa,” Asher said, his urges rattling the cage louder.

The fae woman stepped into the room, and closed the door behind her.

Asher let out a slow exhale. He felt his stiff member straining against his leggings, and tried to ignore it.

Asher turned and made for his bedchamber. When he reached it, he opened the door and stepped in.

A dim light from a single lantern glowed. The cold wind outside continued to howl, but the chamber was warm from a heat crystal.

Asher looked at the large bed, seeing Elara on her back with her eyes closed, and lips parted. A book was on the bed beside her. She was partially covered by the thick blanket, her leg and arm visible.

The lord of Blackwood eyed her like a creature of the night. The urges were still there, whipping at him. All thought drained away as he took hold of his clothes, and began pulling them off, piece by piece.

Small moments played in Asher’s mind of Tessa. He pushed them away, but they came back stronger. Glances at her cleavage, and images her naked body filled his thoughts as he walked naked toward the bed. His member bounced with deafening needs as he stepped around to Elara’s side.

Hungry eyes looked down on the beautiful elf. She was sound asleep, her voluptuous chest rising and lowering with each breath. Inner demons licked their lips again as Asher opened the cage.

The young man lifted the blanket as he slipped into bed. Elara let out a small, weak moan as he pressed his body to her side. She moved her head, trying to get close to him. Asher’s hand touched her body, and she let out another small moan. Fingers slid up her thigh. Asher watched her with hungry eyes as his finger slid between her parted and tender inner thigh. The elf’s thighs parted a little, as her hips moved. It wasn’t the first time either of them had their way with each other, waking one from sleep.

Asher’s eyes filled with intent as his finger brushed her slit, feeling wetness against it. For a breath, he lingered there, taking in her scent as his fingers began massaging her. Another moan drifted up as Elara began to stir from her dreams.

Inner thoughts attacked him like harpies. His fingers parted her lips, before a finger touched her nub. With careful attention, he massaged her pearl just the way she liked it.

Elara’s eyes began to flutter, but Asher’s urges overwhelmed him. With his cock hard as stone, he slid over her. Elara’s eyes wrinkled as the dreamscape began to fade away. Something hard touched her valley entrance as a weight was on her. Just as her eyes were going to open, something thick and hard pushed in, parting her inner world an inch at a time. Her body responded by growing wetter, knowing the feeling of her lover’s cock.

A gasp escaped her parted lips, a girthy thickness of his unyielding manhood spreading her inner world. Pleasure bloomed like flowers at midnight, followed by a louder moan.

Asher clamped his lips to the elf’s erect, leaking nipple. His tongue played with her as more milk began to stream onto his tongue. His eyes fluttered, enjoying the taste of his lover, and her mana fueling him. Her hand grabbed at his head, keeping him to her as his hips pushed with growing strength.

The sound of strong hips and moans rose into the room like a familiar symphony. Elara kept her eyes closed as she held Asher’s head to her large breast. She moaned louder as ecstasy ran along her nerves. A river flowed between her legs, to accommodate her lover’s blessed manhood, but her own demonic needs cried out for more.

Asher growled as his thrusts into his lover grew more powerful. After a short time, his hips slammed into the elf with such power, her whole body bounced to his repeated invasion.

“I love…when you…get this riled,” Elara whispered before she moaned.

Asher pulled his mouth away from her leaking breast, his demonic gaze on her body. Grunts filled his throat as he pushed into Elara with his metal-hard erection. She gasped as she held onto him for dear life. Her face snuggled to his neck as his hips punished her again and again.

“Fuck me my lover. Make me yours,” Elara hissed in his ear.

Asher grunted louder, his veiny member appearing and disappearing in Elara’s sacred valley.

“That’s it. That’s it. I’m…coming,” Elara whispered as her eyes squeezed shut.

Asher could feel her getting close, Elara squeezing him like she never wanted him to leave.

Elara’s moans vanished as her nerves tightened. The world beyond their joined bodies disappeared. All she could feel was his thick member, and his pumping pulse as he brought her closer to the cliff of no return.

“Lover,” was all Elara managed to say when she threw her head back, and let out a muffled scream in her throat.

Elara leapt off the cliff as inner explosions ripped her to pieces. She tumbled to a flowing river of bliss, hitting the water hard and tumbling away as explosions followed here. Animalistic moans fell from her parted lips. Her eyes fluttered as orgasmic explosions blasted her nerves to glass. Toes curled as her body trembled, feeling her lover’s body continue to push into her with powerful needs.

Asher felt wetness splash against his thrusts, but it didn’t deter him. He continued his repeated invasion as lust and love leaked from their union.

An image of Tessa painted his mind, and Asher felt his cock thicken more as he lost all sense of control.

Elara let out a long moan as Asher pushed himself into her, his thick member spreading her inner world to the breaking point. She continued to moan and coo as Asher grunted like a defeated soldier in battle.

Pleasure blasted the man’s mind and body to a soul-shattering explosion. Asher lost sense of time as thick spurts of seed flooded Elara’s tight, inner world. She cooed as thick come dripped from their connection. Asher could not stop his hips as he pushed obscene ropes of come into his lover’s valley. A buzz filled his bliss-addled mind, losing all control of his body.

“That’s it, fill me up with that thick seed,” Elara said in a wicked, sinister tone.

Asher nodded, lost in a sea of confusion. He huffed, and thrusted. Elara squeezed him, milking his cock of every drop.

Asher looked down at Elara breathing hard. His gaze then fell to her leaking breasts. With a defeated whimper, he closed his lips on one of her nipples, and drank. Her taste was soothing as he sucked on her, his hips slowing, and finally stopping.

Elara held Asher’s head to her with loving eyes. She sighed in contentment, feeling Asher’s lips, and his body weight on her. They never broke their connection, honey, and seed dripping from them.

“Such a wicked lover,” Elara whispered while holding his head close.

Asher sucked down her milk for a time. He let go, and lifted his head.

Elara saw his tired eyes, as their body heat warmed the air around them.

“I wasn’t sure if you were coming to bed tonight. I waited up for as long as I could.”

Asher nodded as he tried to regain his wits.

“Visiting uncle Aric, and talking with Tessa took up a lot of time,” Asher said in a low tone, and looked away.

Elara’s relaxed demeanor shifted into concern. “Is everything alright? Was the reunion not what she expected?”

Asher slid to the side, and onto the bed, taking Elara with him. They were now both on their sides, looking into each other’s eyes, their connection broken.

“No, it was wonderful. Aric was so happy to see her, and she him. I walked away as they talked. It’s hard to tell how much time had passed while in limbo. When the potion wore off, we came back, but stayed in the study and talked for a time,” Asher said, his gaze slowly looking away.

Elara partially pushed up onto an elbow, but continued to look at Asher with warm affection.

“It’s okay. You can talk to me,” the elf said with a small, endearing smile.

It was Asher’s turn to prop himself onto his elbow, and look at the beautiful elf.

“When there was a lull in the conversation, she looked at me in a way that spoke more than words could say.”

Elara’s mouth bloomed into a wide smile.

“Well, she is your type,” the elf giggled.

Asher’s eyes widened, before he let out an uncomfortable laugh.

Elara sat up fully, and stretched her arms over her head. When she finished the stretch, she put her arms down, ignoring the milk leaking from her erect nipples.

“It’s because she was one of your uncle’s betrothed,” Elara said with an understanding tone.

Asher remained as he was, his hand on Elara’s thigh.

“It doesn’t feel right,” Asher said plainly.

Elara looked at him like they had known each other all their lives.

“My morsel, I don’t mean this as an insult, but your uncle is gone. Any promises made ended with his death. She is not chained to his grave.”

It was Asher’s turn to sit up.

“I know this, but it still feels strange.”

Elara touched Asher’s leg, and gave it a loving squeeze. “May I ask a question in a different way?”

“Please do,” Asher nodded.

“What do you think your uncle would say to this?”

Asher looked away in deep thought.

“He was never a jealous man,” Asher said.

“You and he share that in common,” Elara said as she leaned back on her hands.

Asher gave Elara a wry smirk. “He did say, show Tessa life is for the living, to be enjoyed to the fullest.”

Elara nodded. “She is also a grown woman, with her own needs, and desires. I only spoke with her briefly at dinner, and in the study, but I could tell, she knows what she wants. I also caught her occasional glances at you. It’s obvious she finds you attractive.”

Asher let out a long exhale, and flopped backwards onto his back. He stared up at the ceiling, his heart pounding in his chest.

“I would never have believed in a million years, my beloved encouraging me to sleep with my uncle’s beloved. If they were officially bonded, she would be my aunt.”

Elara leaned forward and crawled over to Asher. She gently laid herself down against him, resting her cheek on his strong chest, their bodies touching. She let out a sigh as his arm coiled around her, holding her close.

“Not by blood. Nor is she officially bonded to him. She must be lonely since his passing. Would it be right to watch her continue to be alone, when so many adore her?”

“The house has been full of whispers?” Asher asked with a raised eyebrow.

Elara giggled, but Asher could only see the blonde hair covering the back of her head.

“A long winter, spending a lot of time indoors? I think there are plenty of whispers to go around. The house is filled with lovers who are going to enslave you for the months ahead. This winter is our time for rest, in a certain way. I doubt our bedroom will be just us most nights.”

The mature elf lifted her upper body, turned, and rested her hands, and chin on Asher’s chest, looking him in the eyes.

“My love, we both opened our hearts, minds, and bodies to each other. Our family has grown. The love we feel has changed everything about our fates. Why can’t we aid in changing the fate of others?”

Elara lifted a finger and ran it down Asher’s strong chin, and to his neck, while she kicked her feet in the air.

“We both know you desire her. But if she declines you, please, fuck me as hard as you did tonight. I won’t say no. If I protest, please put your hand over my mouth,” the elf winked.

Asher eyed her, his manhood rising from hearing her words.

“You would make the Mother blush,” Asher said with a growing hunger in his eyes.

Elara crawled onto Asher, rubbing herself on his cock between them. Milk dripped onto his chest as she looked down on him with wicked eyes.

“The Mother would never blush. She would encourage us to fuck until the sun no longer rose from the horizon. You’re my best friend, and lover. There are no secrets between us, nor should there be, for we would never judge each other.

“Now, fuck me again, and think about Lady Tessa as you do it. Flood my valley with your seed. Show me what you’ll do to her, and maybe I will watch to ensure you fuck her right.”

“Yes, my love,” Asher said as he grabbed the elf’s round ass with both hands.

Elara let out a seductive moan as Asher pulled her up enough for the tip of his throbbing member to touch her leaking slit. Elara gasped as Asher’s spear stabbed into her soul, spreading inner walls with gentle, but firm power.

The lovers moaned their pleasures as the night went on.

In another bedroom, Tessa heard their faint moans as her heart beat with unwavering purpose.  


Chapter 6

Desire and Technique

Dreams bled away as a moaning penetrated the dark. Asher stirred, feeling the pull back to the waking world. The small, intimate moans continued as his eyes slowly opened.

A sudden urge to wake up slammed into his senses. The lord of Blackwood sat up with alert eyes, the moans continuing.

Gray light filtered in through the windows and curtains. It gave the bed chamber a dim glow as Asher saw a woman with fairy wings at the end of his bed. Her back was to him. She wore a purple robe, but the backless part of the robe reached to the small of her back. Hidden by Tessa’s body, Asher caught a glimpse of Elara’s dirty blonde hair, as she leaned it on the fae woman’s shoulder.

“Isn’t this technique much better,” Tessa whispered in Elara’s pointed ear.

“Much better,” Elara said with such a sultry tone, Asher’s morning wood vibrated.

“Tessa? Elara?” Asher said as he blinked the mental cobwebs away.

“Morning,” Tessa said as she looked over her shoulder at him.

“Morning my lover,” Elara whispered before she moaned again.

Asher reached down over the side of the bed and took hold of a black robe on the floor. He quickly put it on, covering his naked body. He slipped out of bed and walked to the end of the bed, drinking in the sight before him.

Elara was topless, her robe open and down to her hips. She held a jar to each breast, thick streams of milk squirting into each one. Elara sat between Tessa’s parted legs. The fae had her arms under Elara’s arms, her hands cupping Elara’s more than ample breasts. The fae’s fingers moved in an undulating motion, with each of Elara’s nipples between two fingers. The movement was hypnotic, thicker streams of milk pouring into the jars.

Elara’s eyes fluttered as she moaned. She looked like she was trapped in ecstasy’s touch.

“To produce more, you must massage the breasts, and nipples. With the right technique, it should put you in a trance, which relaxes many muscles along your body,” Tessa said as she continued to milk the voluptuous elf.

Elara barely nodded as she let out another low moan.

Tessa shifted golden gaze to Asher’s eyes.

“One of us should have stayed behind to help you with your work,” the mature fae woman smiled brightly. “These techniques cannot be properly written on paper. Only experience, and physical teaching will aid you.”

Asher stood with an unblinking gaze. He watched as Elara moaned like a wild animal in heat. She pushed her chest into Tessa’s touch, the glass jars now half-full.

“Care to try?” Tessa said with an amused smirk.

Heat touched Asher’s features, not out of embarrassment, but curious excitement.

Tessa leaned her lips closer to Elara’s pointed ear. “I’m going to have Lord Blackwood take over,” she whispered.

Elara barely nodded as she was caught in a storm of bliss.

Asher moved to Elara and Tessa’s side. The fae slipped away from the elf, lifting her leg up to pull away. Asher coiled his body around, taking Tessa’s place. Elara leaned against his chest, with a sultry gasp.

Asher lifted his hands under her arms and gently took hold of her breasts. He moved his fingers into position, like how Tessa’s hands were.

“Good, you saw what I did. Now, gently massage her with each finger. Everyone has a different rhythm, so take your time to find yours,” Tessa instructed.

Asher focused, squeezing, and moving his fingers in a rhythmic motion. Elara’s moans were dim, but after a short moment, they began to grow again. Her lips parted a little more. Milk streamed into the three-quarter filled jars. Her eyes squeezed shut as Asher’s strong, but delicate rhythm pushed her closer to the brink.

Asher began to get the hang of it, hearing, and feelings Elara writhe against him.

“My…love,” Elara let out with a sultry whisper before the back of her head touched his shoulder, and she let out a long, deep moan.

Asher continued to massage her as the elf writhed. Heat ran up her neck, and into her cheeks. Sultry whimpers dripped from parted lips. Asher had seen her orgasm many times, and this was a powerful one.

Tessa gave the couple a knowing smile. “It can happen at times. A lovely hazard of the work.”

Elara trembled as Asher held her close in his strong arms. The jars were nearly full. Tessa took them from Elara’s trembling hands. The elf’s hand snapped around to Asher’s neck, holding onto him as she enjoyed another barrage of orgasms.

“This is dangerous knowledge,” Asher grinned.

“We will let the others know, one at a time,” Elara whispered as her soul swam up to calmer waters.

“You know they won’t keep it a secret for long,” Asher whispered.

“It’s a chance…we will have to take,” Elara said with long, breathy exhales.

“You two look so beautiful together,” Tessa said with a loving tone.

Asher looked up at the fae in her purple robe. “Thank you, for showing us this.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Tessa said with a small curtsey. “I hate to linger, but I do have a proposition.”

Asher looked at Tessa. Elara also looked at Tessa with half-closed, dreamy eyes.

“There are many techniques I can show you both, and the household. It would be my payment for letting me stay here for the winter. The only other thing I wish to ask is, I want to take the elixir during my time here.”

Tessa continued as she looked away to dreamy memories. “Your uncle and I have many memories of morning milkings. Since his death, I’ve missed being close to the Mother. I know fae milk can create charm, as well as featherlight potions. The Society especially liked buying those kinds of potions. It would be a way to earn my keep.”

The fae smiled warmly as she looked at the couple.

“I know things are…odd at the moment. I wouldn’t want to make either of you uncomfortable.”

Asher hesitated to say anything. Elara didn’t hesitate at all.

“That sounds like a lovely proposition. Don’t you agree, my love?”

“Yes, I agree,” was all he could muster to say.

Elara cooed as she tried to sit up, but put her hands over Asher’s hands, keeping him to task.

“You would never make me feel uncomfortable,” Elara said with sleepy eyes.

Tessa nodded, and shifted her golden gaze to Asher’s eyes.

The lord of Blackwood looked into her eyes, feeling a weight of honor, respect, and his inner demons clamoring for him to agree. The house was full, yet he found it difficult to disagree with Tessa’s proposition. The thought of sending her away burned at his character. But the dark thought that he would be betraying his uncle clawed at his reasoning.

“I will honor anything you decide,” Tessa said with an understanding tone.    

Asher’s heart thudded in his chest. The former ranger faced many foes and monsters during his decade with the guild, but this unusual farm life had changed his life in ways he never expected.

“Tessa,” Asher said with a loving tone. “This was your home, and you are my uncle’s beloved. I will never turn you away, for anything. You are always welcomed in our home because it is your home too.

“As for taking the elixir, we all know how anyone who takes it behaves. I fear…” Asher trailed off.  

The fae woman’s transparent, iridescent wings fluttered before they folded once again against her back. She stepped closer to the couple, turned, and sat beside them. She seductively leaned closer to Asher and Elara, her golden gaze locked on Asher’s concerned eyes.

“Your uncle already knows what will happen here. So as to not allow any more confusion to take place, he gave his blessing as we talked privately. He told me it was fine, and good. He wants me to enjoy my time here, before I reach old age and die, reuniting with him once again.”

Tessa brought her lips close to Asher’s ear, her perfumed breath touching his sensitive ear.

“I love your uncle, but I have my own needs, just as you have yours. Your uncle was a virile man, as I know it runs in your blood as well. Games are for children, and all of us here are not children. Fear not, for there is no broken honor here. If I need a younger man to satisfy me, I will have it from you, and no other for my time here. Do we understand each other?”

Asher’s heart thudded with raw power in his chest. His already hard member vibrated to Tessa’s words. He squeezed Elara’s breasts tight, the elf letting out a happy moan with fluttering eyes. Time stood still, as an understanding was reached.

“We do,” Asher said with a solemn tone.

Tessa gave him an impish smile, before standing up.

“I will see about morning meal,” Tessa said before she made for the bedroom door.

Asher and Elara watched her slip out of the room, and closed the door behind her.

“In elven society, it is often considered rude to say what I am about to say, but I will say it anyway. I told you so,” Elara said, and then laughed.

Asher looked down on the beautiful mature elf, and squeezed her breasts a little harder. Elara gasped as she writhed to his touch, milk leaking from her engorged nipples.

“Punish me,” Elara half giggled, and half moaned.

“There will be plenty of punishments this winter, but we should get to morning meal,” Asher said as his mind drifted to the fae woman.

Elara nodded, and licked her lips. “I’m starving. I need food!”

Asher looked down on Elara with loving eyes.

“Then food you shall have, my queen.”

Asher helped Elara to her feet. She fixed her robe, and covered up.

The lord of Blackwood eyed her, his manhood still hard as iron.

I wonder if I will survive this winter, or will there be only a dried-up corpse of me with a happy smile left?

Elara took Asher’s hands and put them around her waist, forcing him to hug her. She nestled to him, a happy smile across her lips. Asher held her close as the wind picked up beyond the bedchamber windows.

So much to do.

Asher smiled to himself as Elara kissed his neck.


Chapter 7

Morning Mayhem

Asher and Elara made their way down the stairs to the sounds of activity. They emerged from the corridor, and into the kitchen, their amused gazes taking it all in.

Paasha and Nyn were at the iron stove, the short goblin teaching the taller elf the fine art of making flat cakes. Nuha and Keefa were putting big plates on the kitchen table. At a counter, Tessa and Amber were slicing up fruit.

For the most part, everyone seemed to be working together, until the cracks began to show. Keefa and Nuha often elbowed each other, trying to figure out who was putting a large plate down first, and where. Nyn flipped a flat cake, much to Paasha’s frown. The motherly goblin explained her way of doing it, as Nyn looked at her with blank eyes. Amber was talking up a storm, Tessa smiling and nodding, unable to get a word in edgewise.

Elara leaned in a little closer to Asher, her lips close to his ear.

“This looks like a leadership job for the Lord of Blackwood,” the mature elf said, and smacked him on the butt.

Asher smirked as he turned to look at the beautiful elf, but she was already to the hallway corridor, and soon gone.

“Time to lead,” Asher whispered to himself before stepping further into the kitchen.

All eyes turned to him with accompanying smiles, and the scent of cooking flat cakes filled the crowded kitchen.

***

Elara stepped into the dining room, seeing Blyss and Verda putting plates on the table, one before each chair. The goblin greeted the elf with a happy smile. Verda also smiled, with nervous eyes.

“I’ll grab the utensils,” Elara said with a joyful tone as she moved to a cabinet.

Elara pulled out a handful of utensils, and turned to the table, putting down a fork and knife beside each plate. When Verda put a plate down beside the elf’s utensil placements, Elara saw the worried look in her eyes.

“Verda, is everything well?” The blonde elf asked with a concerned tone.

“Mistress, I don’t wish to burden you with trivial happenings,” the owl-shifter said, trying to sound more regal than she was.

Elara turned to her with understanding eyes. “Verda, I know you’ve only been with us for about two weeks, but it’s okay to be yourself. We don’t judge each other in this home.”

Verda’s eyes trembled as she gazed upon the beautiful elf. Then, she looked away.

“Kimi says we may have to leave soon,” the owl-shifter said in a low tone.

Elara gave Verda her full attention. “Do you always do as Kimi says?”

The woman with long silver-gray hair gave a solemn nod.

“Do you want to leave?” Elara asked simply.

Verda lifted her gaze to meet Elara’s understanding eyes. “No. I’m having fun here. I feel like I haven’t had fun in a long time.”

Blyss came around the table and walked up to the two, taller women.

“Keefa and Nuha love you. They enjoy when you chase them,” the goblin smiled.

“I love them too,” Verda grinned. “I just want to catch, and hug them all the time.”

Elara saw that Verda was a shy, simple being. Most likely sheltered, and alone, to the point, she had a difficult time with her own decisions.

“Verda, there is no rush for you, or Kimi, to leave us, and the estate. You’re welcomed here as our guests.”

“Lord Blackwood may not feel the same,” Verda said in a shy, low tone.

Elara and Blyss glanced at each other with a sense of warm knowing.

“I cannot speak for him directly, but since we know him so well, we doubt very much he will force you to leave.”

“Asher likes good people,” Blyss said with a confident nod.

For a brief moment, a sense of joy filled Verda’s pale, beautiful features, before her head tilted forward, and long shadows covered her gaze.

“Kimi doesn’t like it here. If she leaves, I will have to go with her.”

“Why?” Blyss asked plainly.

“She is my friend,” Verda blinked.

“Alma is your friend too,” Elara added. “What if she stays?”

Verda looked at the elf and goblin with confused eyes.

“Verda, don’t fret. The winter is long, and the snow will prevent anyone from entering, or leaving the valley for several months.”

“But not the Wild Gate,” Verda said with sad eyes.

“The Wild Gate is always active, but this farm is special. We won’t tell you what to think, or do, but you can decide for yourself, if you want to stay or go. It’s not Kimi’s decision, it’s yours.”

Verda looked at Elara with trembling eyes. They watered to her words, before her gaze fell to Elara’s visible cleavage.

“Kimi says this is a different milk farm. Everyone here produces milk to make potions. Is this true?”

Elara and Blyss nodded in unison.

“It’s our choice if we want to produce mystical milk, or not. No one here is being forced.”

“We do it to help the farm, and the people of Valoria,” Blyss smiled.

Verda blinked, as her mind worked.

“If…I wanted to do it as well, what would I have to do?” the owl-shifter said with a tremble to her voice.

“Simply tell us, or Lord Blackwood. Afterwards, you drink an elixir, and can produce special milk for thirty days.”

“Only thirty days?” Verda said with an edge of shock. “I thought, you did this for the rest of your lives.”

“We keep drinking the elixir every thirty days, if we choose to. It depends on how we feel about it,” Elara explained. “Nyn and Amber are off the elixir right now. They’re taking a break. They can take the elixir again, or not. It’s up to them. But as you can see, Asher is not angry, or asking anyone to leave.”

“He loves us,” Blyss said with happy eyes. “And we love him.”

The owl-shifter eyed each woman in turn. Elara could see the internal war going on behind her eyes, but didn’t say anything, knowing it would always be her own decision.

“I,” was all Verda managed to say before a commotion spilled into the dining room.

The three women looked over at the doorway, seeing Asher holding a wide plate of flat cakes, leading a procession of women with plates of food in their hands.

“Morning meal!” he smiled as he made his way to the table, and put the full plate down.

Verda watched with happy eyes as three goblins, another elf, a faun, and a fae woman, came in with plates filled with eggs, chopped fruit, and pieces of bread.

Everyone worked efficiently to set the table, as the wind continued to howl beyond the windows. Once the table was set, everyone sat down.

Verda sat down between the goblins. She stared at the food, her stomach crying out to be filled. When she reached over with a fork to stab at some flat cakes, Asher’s voice touched her ears.

“Verda, we have extra in the kitchen. I don’t know if Kimi, or Brynda are cooking a morning meal. Since they didn’t come over, would you bring some to them? After you’ve had your fill, of course,” Asher asked with kind eyes.

Verda stared at him, her heart thudding in her chest, and her eyes not blinking. It took a small moment before she nodded.

“Yes, I will take them some food,” the owl-shifter smiled warmly.

“Thank you,” Asher said with a small, positive smile.

Verda stabbed at a flat cake, her mind swirling with dizzying new feelings.

***

The kitchen was bustling once again with activity. Asher was elbows deep in the sink water, washing a large plate. An assembly line was beside him, Elara drying a plate, and handing it off to others. Depending on what was being handed over, someone was rushing it to its proper place. Nyn put away large dishes. The goblins ran back and forth to the dining room, putting away utensils. Amber showed Tessa where they stored extra food in the cold chests. Verda wiped down everything, as Paasha prepared a basket to bring over to Farmhouse West.

The kitchen work was completed quickly. When everything was put away, and counters and tables shined clean, a happy sigh fell from everyone’s lips.

Asher turned to everyone, drying his hands in a towel. He looked at all the beautiful women, and his heart soared with simple joy.

“Okay, since there isn’t much to do since it started getting colder out, we won’t be as active as we have been. Which means, lunch is fend for yourself.”

Heads nodded in unison.

Paasha stood up on her stool, next to Asher.

“I make dinner meal, but need help in kitchen later. Who volunteer?”

Tessa and Elara raised their hands.

Paasha nodded at them. “Good. We make dinner at sundown.”

Asher smiled. The days were getting shorter. The long days of summer and fall were gone. He turned his gaze to the kitchen window over the sink. The trees he could see beyond the western fence were leafless. Their branches waved in the cold wind.

The estate beyond the window was nothing more than a yellow grass. It was very different from how he remembered the valley when he first arrived here in early spring. The vibrant colors were gone, replaced with a faded dullness.

Nowhere to go, and nothing to do outside.

Asher turned around to many still in the kitchen, talking about plans for the day.

But I couldn’t be in better company.

Asher smiled to himself at the thought, when he heard a loud knock at the door. Without giving it a second thought, he made his way under the archway, and into the common room. He reached the door, opened it, and received a blast of cold air for his troubles.

At first, Asher only saw an older man with a kind gaze, standing on his porch.

“Lord Blackwood. Please forgive me for disturbing you on this cold, gray morning,” came a voice from below.

Asher looked down and smiled in embarrassment. Mayor Bolla Brewblade was standing before the man. The stocky dwarf looked up at him with a wide, bright smile. She was wearing a thick, furry coat. It was down to her ankles, and thick gloves covering her hands.

“Mayor! What brings you by?” Asher smiled.

“I wish it was a social visit, but there is something Lord Leaf-Cutter wished to speak with you about, and wanted me along for support. May we come inside to talk. It’s too cold for my liking out here,” the dwarf laughed.

“Of course. Please, come in. We can talk, and have some spirits to warm you both up,” Asher smiled, wondering what business they wished to speak to him about.


Chapter 8

Proposal

The study was warm, a heat crystal glowing red in the corner of the room. The mayor, and Lord Leaf-Cutter sat in chairs, as Asher placed several glasses on the table between them. He opened a bottle of spirits, and poured into each glass. Once they were half-filled, they each took a glass, lifted them up to each other, nodded, and took a deep sip.

Asher finished his sip, and simply held his glass.

I wonder, can I spend the whole winter drinking? Maybe I should try. There is no one to tell me I shouldn’t.

Asher smiled evilly in his mind as he looked upon his guests with interested eyes.

“Mayor, Lord Leaf-Cutter, what brings you by?”

“Please Lord Blackwood, Hari will do,” the older gentleman said with a small nod.

“You can call me mayor,” Bolla laughed as she drank down her glass of spirits, and poured herself some more.

“Then please, call me Asher.”

Hari nodded.

Asher noticed the man had a head full of gray hair. He didn’t look old, but did have some wrinkles along the edges of his eyes. He was wiry, carrying a farmer’s frame. Farmers were often tougher than most, because of the immense hard work it takes to run a crop farm.

“Have you tried any of my harvests?” Hari asked.

Asher smiled. “I have. It’s all I buy at the General Goods store in town. Stukard often speaks of your crops when they come in. I couldn’t get enough of your blueberry harvest.”

“The soil here in Mist Valley is tremendous for growing crops,” Hari said with a happy smile.

Asher nodded. “Yes, it is. I don’t want to sound rude, but I doubt you came to the other side of the valley to talk about crops?”

“Cut to the quick. I like that,” Hari nodded.

Bolla spoke up, “Hari asked me to join him for introductions, and to offer a proposal.”

“The mayor is correct. As you know, my farm is on the east side of the valley. I not only supply fruits and vegetables to the people of Mist Valley, but they are often shipped to neighboring towns, and cities beyond the valley.”

Asher listened intently, sipping his drink.

“I don’t wish to take up your whole morning, but I am getting along in my years. My beloved died two winters ago, and my once strong body is beginning to slow down. As much as I love the valley, I have lived here my whole life. I know there is a world beyond it, and I would like to see some of it before I am too old to do much else.

“My proposal is, I wish to sell my farm to you. I’d rather not sell it to someone from outside the valley. Many in town don’t care for farming, and that is fine. I simply wanted to know, before I left, that my farm was in good hands.”

Asher looked at the older man.

I can see it in his eyes. He wants to retire, and he is visiting the wealthiest person in town to see if he can sell it at a higher price. I don’t blame him. It would be nice to live the rest of your older years in relative comfort.

My only problem is, can I spare the time between my estate, and Elara’s Wine Library shop?

“How many acres? And what condition is the home?” Asher asked.

Hari nodded. “There are roughly fifty acres. The house is in fine condition. Dina has done an incredible job of keeping the place together for so long. The house itself has been my family’s home for five generations, but my beloved and I didn’t have children, so I am the last.”

The mayor interjected, “Hari and I have talked over this decision several times. He is firm in wishing to sell it, but not to an outsider. We came up with you as the most logical choice to purchase it. But I must make it known, the valley needs the farm, and its crops, to continue.”

Asher nodded, and took a sip of his drink. He put his glass down on the table, and looked at Hari with blank eyes.

“Did you know my uncle?”

Hari’s eyes gleamed as he nodded.

“I knew him well. He sometimes came to my home for drinks after the tavern closed. We talked till morning light. My beautiful Sarah would come down to us with a smile, as we were still up, not wanting the conversations to end.

“Your uncle was the soul of the valley. I know you have always been important to him. He talked fondly of you, and I feel I know you from his stories.”

Asher smiled. “Thank you, Hari. It’s good to know another of my uncle’s friends, whom he cherished.”

There was a moment of silence as Asher thought over the proposal.

“If you don’t mind me asking, how much?”

Hari glanced at Bolla. The mayor looked at him, and nodded.

Hari returned his gaze to Asher, a sliver of fear in his eyes.

“Eight-thousand gold coins. If it is too much, I can reduce the price,” Hari said with a lowered head.

Asher blinked. Eight-thousand gold coins was enough for anyone to live a long, comfortable life. Remembering his own adventure days, a few hundred coins could feed and clothe him for several months, even a year. It was rare when he and his guildmates acquired that much, after paying guild taxes. There was more than one occasion where Asher didn’t rush out to the next quest, relaxing with his small fortune of eighty to a hundred gold coins.

A thought stabbed into Asher’s thoughts, a solution to a possible problem.

“Hari, eight-thousand coin is a lot, but considering the history, and a lifetime feeding the valley, it’s not enough.”

Hari blinked, unsure what Lord Blackwood meant. Bolla smiled.

“How about ten-thousand gold, and not a coin less? Of course, I will have to look over the estate, and prepare for the coming spring, if that's okay?”

“That is more than okay,” Hari said with wide eyes and a shaky tone.

“And Hari, if you spend it all, or have no place to go after a time, you’re welcomed to come back to the valley. We can make arrangements, but I want you to know, you always have a home here,” Asher smiled.

“You are a very kind soul, Asher,” Hari said with a quaking tone.

“I’m only following in my uncle’s footsteps,” Asher said. “He always told me, help the good ones, and that is exactly what I am going to do.”

Asher stood up. The mayor and Hari stood up as well. Asher took hold of Hari’s forearm, and gave it a firm shake.

“Hari, please wait in the common room. I don’t want to take up too much of your valuable time, but I do wish to speak to the mayor for a moment.”

“Yes, of course,” Hari said as he let go, and made for the door of the study with new energy in his steps.

When the door closed, Asher shifted his gaze to the mayor.

“You made him very happy,” the mayor said with an impish smile.

“I’m glad I could help, but I do have some questions.”

“As I would expect. Tell me your questions, and I will see if I can answer them.”

Asher nodded.

“How quickly do you need the farm to produce for the valley?”

“It must start at the beginning of spring. As it was said before, the valley always relied on Hari’s farm.”

Asher looked her in the eyes. “I understand. My next question, I need to know how the valley feels about having shifters living here?”

The dwarf woman eyed him with an understanding gaze. “I see where you’re going with this. Shifters are not contagious like those afflicted by lycanthropy. Most of the people here are level-headed. They don’t have small town minds.”

The mayor sat back in her chair, her feet off the floor.

“There are even a few in town who have run away from previous lives, such as myself. It’s very doubtful any of the townsfolk will think too much on it, but I have a question of my own. I see what you plan to do, but you haven’t known them a long time. Can you trust them?”

“That is what I must find out. It may take some time, but winter has just begun. I’ll have an answer to you before spring,” Asher said with an edge of confidence.

The mayor nodded. “Good. As for Hari, he is very happy. He thought of selling it to the Windswells, but after that whole fiasco at the Summer Dusk dinner, he thought better of it.”

Asher nodded, remembering how the Windswells were exposed of slavery, and torturing their staff. When they were exposed, they closed their home, and fled the valley. They were people Asher wished to never see again in this lifetime.

The mayor slid off the edge of the chair, and stood under her own power.

“Always a pleasure to spend time with you, Lord Blackwood. We should enjoy dinner together, and discuss the future of Mist Valley,” she said with a wry glance.

“We should,” Asher said, wondering if the mayor meant anything more.

The dwarf saw her way out of the study, Asher close behind. The pair reached the common room, Nuha, Keefa, and Verda, sitting with Hari. The older man looked at the beautiful women with endearing eyes, while the women were happy interrogating him.

“We never see you around town,” Nuha said with a steady gaze.

“I tend to the farm most of my time,” Hari smiled as he glanced at Verda’s deep cleavage.

“He likes your breasts,” Keefa giggled to Verda.

The owl-shifter had her arm around the blonde goblin, keeping her close to her side.

“It’s fine. Most people like my breasts,” Verda said plainly.

“Oh, I meant no disrespect,” Hari quickly said with wide eyes.

“What? You don’t like a woman’s form?” Nuha scowled.

“Uh, no, that’s, uh, not what I, uh,” the older man trailed off.

“OOOOOkkkayyy, Hari, it was great to see you. I’ll visit your farm in the near future,” Asher said, halting this kind of conversation.

Heads nodded, but not as quickly as Hari’s head. The older man stood up rather quickly, and made for the door, with the mayor at his side.

Asher showed them out, and waved goodbye. When they were far away enough on the road, the lord closed the door, turned, and looked at the trio sitting in the common room with innocent eyes.

“We don’t interrogate visitors,” Asher smirked.

“It wasn’t an interrogation. I was just asking questions that needed answers,” Nuha said with a sharp gaze.

Asher fought down the laughter trying to bubble up. “Be that as I may, let’s be a little nicer to visitors, okay?”

“Okay,” all three said in unison, with bowed heads.

Asher’s thoughts went to Farmhouse West.

“I need some help gathering a few things,” Asher said to the goblins before turning his attention to Verda. “Can you accompany me to Farmhouse West?”

Pink touched Verda’s pale cheeks. “Yes, Lord Blackwood.”

Asher nodded.

Time to test the waters on the future of Mist Valley.


Chapter 9

A Fox in the Farmhouse

Nyn and Blyss walked into the library, for their daily reading time. They moved to a shelf, the taller elf looking at each title, one by one, to see what mood has taken hold today.

Blyss took hold of a light-blue book the instant she saw it. She pulled it from its place on the shelf, walked over to a comfortable seat, turned around, and sat down.

Nyn ran her fingers along book spines, until she stopped at one with an interesting title. She pulled it, and walked over to the goblin, nose deep in an open book. She gave the goblin an amused look as she sat in the chair beside her. Her oval eyes drank in the title as she made herself comfortable.

“The Queen of Gems? A new favorite?” Nyn asked.

Blyss nodded as she continued to read. “I love the story. Princess Emeraila had just become queen since her father was killed in battle, and her mother was slain by a manticore assassin. She must rule, but she doesn’t know how.”

Blyss’s eyes gleamed with excitement as she kept reading and talking. “I like how men and women fawn over her to take her hand in royal bonding. She becomes a fierce queen as they try to win her affection. She tells them, if they find enough of certain gems, they may win her heart.”

The beautiful goblin closed the book, and looked ahead at nothing, her mind dancing with images of Asher winning her affection.

“Something amiss?” Nyn asked.

Blyss looked down. “No. It’s a dream, a fantasy. To live as a royal would be wonderful, but goblins can never be royalty.”

Nyn eyed her dear friend. When she glanced at the book, and back to Blyss’s solemn gaze, an idea began to form.

“Blyss, can we read the book together? I would very much like to experience it with you,” the elf smiled.

Blyss looked at the beautiful elf with wide, wondrous eyes. “Yes, please do!”

Nyn pulled her chair closer to Blyss’s chair. The elf leaned over as Blyss began reading the beginning with glowing enthusiasm.

***

Asher climbed the steps onto the porch of Farmhouse West. The wind whipped at him as the cold caused him to shiver. In one hand, was a basket of food, covered by a piece of cloth. In his other hand was a bottle of wine. Verda stood next to him, a worried look in her eyes.

The day was still gray, dark clouds blocking out the heavens. Asher kicked the door with his boot a few times. He vaguely heard talking from inside. It stopped the moment he knocked.

A small moment later, the door opened. Asher smiled as he saw Alma standing before him. She wore a thick, black robe. A golden horn stabbed out from her forehead, gleaming in the gray daylight. She glanced at Verda, before her gaze fell to the basket, and wine, and a smile bloomed.

“Lord Blackwood. What do I owe the pleasure of your visit, and bearing gifts?” the uni-goat shifter said.

“Came over to check on everyone in Farmhouse West. I thought some food and wine would be nice gifts.”

Alma leaned against the door edge, her arms crossed along her stomach.

“Gifts? This is your estate, and your homes. As the Lord of Blackwood, you know you don’t have to bring any gifts,” Alma smirked.

“You’re right, but it still feels nice to do. May we come in?”

Alma stepped in and bowed to him. Asher stepped into the warm house with Verda, the door closing behind them.

The fireplace crackled in the common room. It heated the house enough for the former ranger to relax. He quickly glanced over to Kimi, sitting on the couch, and looking flustered.

“We were just having a conversation about the future,” Alma said with an annoyed tone as she walked over to a chair, and sat down.

Kimi remained silent as she sat on the couch.

Asher walked in, and placed the basket, and wine, on the coffee table. He ignored Kimi as he made his way to the small kitchen, opened a drawer, and pulled out a corkscrew.

“Where’s Brynda?” Asher asked as he walked over to the table, picked up the wine bottle, and stabbed the cork with the corkscrew.

“She said she was going to do her patrols, because she was tired of hearing us discuss things,” Alma said as she looked at Kimi with disdain.

The fox-shifter shifted uncomfortably on the couch. She had one leg over the other, and both hands on one knee. Her fluffy tail was laying at her side, and draped over the edge of the couch seat next to her. Verda sat on the opposite side of the couch, her head bowed.

“Lord Blackwood,” Kimi said with an annoyed tone. “We were just discussing our plans for when we leave here.”

The cork popped when it was pulled from the bottle. Asher placed the bottle on the table, and walked over to the small kitchen, looking for cups.

“Good. I was curious if you made any further progress,” he said as he pulled out four wood cups, and made his way back to the three women.

Kimi turned her attention to Alma. “You see, he wants us gone. Why should we linger here? We should leave before the first snowfall.”

“He’s not trying to force us out,” Alma nearly growled.

“I’m not,” Asher said, agreeing with Alma.

The lord sat down in another chair at the end of the knee-high table. He took hold of the wine bottle, and poured it into each cup. When they were all full, he put the bottle down, and pushed one cup to Alma, one to Verda, and the other to Kimi.

The two women didn’t take their cups. Instead, they continued to glare at each other. Verda took her cup with both hands, lifted it up to her lips, and drank deeply.

Asher still felt the edge of spirits swirling within from his meeting with the mayor and Hari. He picked up his cup of wine, and sipped it as he relaxed in the chair.

Kimi looked away in annoyance.

“I’m not going to stay here and be some cow to a man you are infatuated with.”

Asher looked over to Alma, the spirits and wine sinking deeper into him.

“You’re infatuated with me?” he chuckled.

Even Alma’s dark cheeks glowed with a pink edge.

Asher turned his attention to Kimi. “As Alma said before, I am not forcing you out. I swore to you, and Verda, that you two can stay as long as you like, before you decide on your future. There is plenty of room here in Farmhouse West.

“As for the cow business, no one is being forced. Everyone here either asked, or wanted to be here. We are helping Valoria, one potion at a time.”

Kimi let out a sarcastic laugh.

“Tell me whatever excuses you wish to say, but I know a lust cult when I see one,” Kimi said with an edge of poison in her tone.

“Like the one you led, back in our new town?” Alma shot back.

“That’s different,” Kimi shot back.

Asher watched them go back and forth, the picture becoming clearer in his head, despite the delightful song of spirits and wine.

“I think I see the problem. You want to oversee the play, and not be the player.”

Kimi looked over at Asher, a subdued fury in her eyes.

[image: ]

“Lord Blackwood, the truth of the matter is, I tasted freedom. When we had our town, for the first time in my life, I wasn’t hiding. I didn’t have to follow others just to survive. I was able to take charge, and be free.”

The fox-shifter shifted her gaze to Alma. “I don’t want to return to a life of hiding, and servitude. The longer I am here, the greater chance of being too comfortable to leave. There will be lies I tell myself, and I will begin to believe them.”

Asher’s heart thudded with knowing. Memories poured into his thoughts, telling of moments throughout the years.

“Lord Blackwood is fair and just. You haven’t given him a proper chance, and now, you spit in his eye for his generosity.”

Kimi lifted her head, pointing her chin away in annoyance.

“Forgive me, Lord Blackwood. You have been kind to house us for a time, but just because you are kind, doesn’t mean I will kneel to you.”

“Nor am I asking you to,” Asher said with a kind smile. “May I tell you a quick story?”

Kimi’s chin lowered. She looked over to Asher with suspicious eyes. A moment later, she nodded.

Asher continued, “I lived on a farm for the better part of my life. I tended to the soil, and livestock. It was boring, but important work. I remember reading books of faraway places, and in my heart, I wanted a grand freedom.

“When I was eighteen winters’ old, I left the farm, and trekked to Summer Spire. I was ready to join my father’s guild, and ready for my true freedom. I would visit many places, gather treasure, and find my destiny. It was a beautiful dream for a long time.”

Asher’s eyes took on a dark edge as he continued, “For a year, I still had that youthful optimism, but after a time, I started to see, and feel the cracks. I went on long adventures, and made plenty of friends, but I also saw many battles, and lost some of those friends. I gathered plenty of treasure, only for some of it to fund the guild. There never seemed to be enough left over to change my life, or the lives of my fellow guild members.

“As the years came and went, the feeling of freedom I had declined. In my last two years of the guild, I only wished to be free of them. I love, and respect my guild, but ten years of mandatory service was too long, and I was broken at the end of my time there, and when I heard news of my uncle’s passing.”

Kimi’s hard gaze softened. Alma bowed her head in respect.

Asher looked at Kimi with kind eyes. “I was lucky, my uncle left this place for me. There are not many out there that can say the same.

“You, Alma, and Verda, were lucky to escape the elves. They would have slain all three of you, if you were caught. Living in their sacred forest was a death sentence from the beginning. But here, in the valley, you will not suffer the same fate. The people here are kinder, and much more understanding than many of the rigid elves to the north.

“I know your dream of a place for shifters is a strong one. But all of us need a helping hand in our time of darkness, and sorrow.”

“Thank you, Lord Blackwood, but I doubt any place would take in shifters as part of their town, even this one.”

“I already spoke with the mayor, and she says you, and Verda, are free to stay here,” Asher smiled.

Kimi eyed the lord with mild shock in her gaze.

“This is some ruse, or a ploy?” Kimi said.

“Nothing of the sort,” Asher said after he sipped his wine. “I am in the process of purchasing a farm on the east side of the valley. I have my hands full here, but I do have a need for others to tend to it.”

Kimi’s eyes narrowed. “There it is. You want us to be your servants.”

“Kimi, if I know Lord Asher well enough, let him finish,” Alma scowled at the fox-shifter.

“Thank you, Alma,” Asher said as he stared into Kimi’s hard gaze. “I’m not giving you a farm, nor do I wish to take you on as servants. No, I have a different plan in mind.

“I am to pay five-thousand coin for the farm,” Asher lied, not wanting to make their lives more difficult with a deeper debt. “If you, Verda, and maybe Alma, tend to the farm, crops, and livestock, you can pay that amount back fairly quickly. Afterwards, the farm would belong to the three of you. I hear it is big, big enough to be a place for a small number of shifters to live in peace.”

Kimi’s hard gaze softened. “Why…would you do this? You barely know us. We have battled each other. This feels like a trick.”

“No tricks,” Asher said as he sat back, wine cup in hand. “I’ve learned recently, the valley needs help to expand. I am simply doing the right thing, for the valley, and its people. I don’t wish to be an overseer of everything, and this deal is not without rules, and proving yourselves.

“I am putting my name, and reputation on the line with this venture. I am also investing in the three of you. Tend to the farm, and the people of the valley, you will get all the help you need. If you take this chance to do ill will to the valley, and its people, you will be forced out, and never able to come back here again. Mist Valley is a small place, and there are plenty of eyes and ears everywhere.

“The farm would be the responsibility of the three of you. I would assume, with time, you may invite others to join you on the farm. The people of the valley won’t turn away shifters, but they will turn away those who cause trouble. I would advise ensuring any you invite to the farm, and valley, are shifters you know, and trust.”

Kimi’s hard gaze melted away into deep thought. Possibilities filled her mind, a place where some of her people could live in peace.

Asher took a deep sip of wine, swirls touching his hazy gaze. “This is still in the works. We are not going to rush anything just yet, but if you are serious about wanting a permanent home, without suffering and ridicule, this might be the correct choice.”

Alma smiled wide.

Verda grinned with wine-stained lips.

Kimi looked down, shadows covering her eyes.

“Lord Blackwood, this is most generous. I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t say anything. The long winter has just started, and there is plenty of time to consider. We can discuss this venture, but for now, rest. Your journey was a difficult one, and maybe some peace will help us all come to a conclusion that will benefit all.”

Kimi and Alma looked at their cups. In unison, they reached for their cups, took hold, and lifted them up.

“To new beginnings,” Asher said as he raised his cup.

“To new beginnings,” Alma and Kimi said, also lifting their cups.

“To new beginnings,” Verda said as she lifted her empty cup to the others.

The four of them touched their cups to each other, before three drank down their wine.

Verda watched all three, her heart hammering in her chest. The feathers along the back of her neck bristled. She was in her humanoid form, but black feathers were in her hair, and along her neck. She glanced at Kimi with nervous eyes, before shifting her gaze to Alma.

Asher was relaxed as the mixture of spirits and wine eased all the tension from his shoulders.

I just have to make it back to my bed for a nap.

Asher was about to stand up, when Verda jumped to her feet, and looked at him with wide eyes.

“Lord Blackwood, I wish to take the elixir! You can milk me for potions, and suck on my nipples!”

A dead silence filled the chamber. All eyes turned to the standing owl-shifter with a red glow filling her features.

In the distance, a giant laughed.

Kimi’s brow formed a sharp V as she glared at the owl-shifter.

“Verda, do you have any idea how you sound right now?” the fox-shifter scolded her.

“I don’t care! Lord Blackwood and his family have treated me better than most ever have. I want to return their kindness, and help Valoria as well!”

The owl-shifter turned to Kimi with her own anger in her eyes.

“You were only good to me as long as I followed you. But now, I have seen true happiness, and respect in Blackwood’s home. I want to be part of it, for as long as I can. I won’t allow you to boss me around any longer.”

Alma jumped up onto her cloven feet, and stepped over to Verda’s side.

“Verda, Kimi didn’t mean to boss you around. She’s just bossy, and she doesn’t see it at times,”

Kimi’s eyes widened as Alma defended her.

“Alma, I don’t want to be bossed around. I want to be respected for being me. I want to make my own choices, and not be treated poorly just because I choose something different. You must know this, that’s why you ran away.”

Verda looked down with sorrow in her eyes.

“I wish I was strong enough to fly off on my own. To survive by own wits, and skills. To not have to cling to others because sometimes I say the wrong things at the wrong times,” Verda said with a wet gleam in her eyes.

Kimi stood up, and approached her friend. “Verda, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to feel this way. I wasn’t sure anything affected you. You never said anything to the contrary. I didn’t know.”

“No, no one ever knows,” Verda sniffled, and wiped away a tear with the back of her hand. “I know I can be quiet, but I am tired of running, and being told what to do. I like this valley. I like its people. I like Lord Blackwood.”

Asher was standing up, unsure what to do, or say. For the first time in his life, he was confused by the myriad of emotions being spilled before him. The spirits and wine also helped stun his wits.

Verda let out a long exhale as she looked up with tears in her eyes.

“I also like the goblins. They are really cute, and I want to hug them all the time,” she confessed.

Asher blinked, before he burst out laughing. The three women looked at him with blinking eyes as Asher couldn’t control himself. The absurdity of the moment, plus the spirits and wine, destroyed his willpower, sending him into a spiral of laughter.

Verda looked at the handsome lord laughing like a madman. She started to giggle, before her giggles turned into laughter.

Alma joined their laughter as she hugged her dear friend.

Kimi watched the madness unfold before her. For a tiny moment, she was frozen in disbelief. Her hard demeanor melted away as a smile formed. Soon, the fox-shifter’s own laugh joined the group.

The four of them laughed hard, and long, caught in the innocent absurdity of the moment.

Asher wiped a tear away from the corner of his eye. He chuckled as he watched Kimi move to Verda’s side, and joined in the embrace. All three women held each other as they laughed through the pain of loss, and possible new beginnings.

The lord of Blackwood smiled wide, his soul light once again.


Chapter 10

An Elixir Technique

The wind picked up, whipping at two figures walking back to the farmhouse. Asher glanced around, the cold already sinking deeper into his body. It was enough to sober him up a little. He glanced back at Verda, as she followed him. The owl-shifter pulled the collar of her robe up, trying to protect her neck from the cold wind.

It was a short walk to the house, but each step toward it made it feel like a slow walk through mud. Old memories poured over his chilly mind, of camping out in the cold before entering a dangerous dungeon. It was the few times he wished to be in the dungeon sooner, than spending another frigid night in the windy cold weather.

The pair reached the kitchen side-door. Asher opened it quickly, and held the door open for Verda to hurry in. He followed, closing the door behind him.

Asher let out a sigh of relief as the warmth of the house melted away the cold. It took mere moments, and he began to feel better.

The sounds of talking touched his ears. Verda walked into the common room first. Asher followed. When he entered, his heart beat with new warmth.

The hearth crackled with plenty of wood stacked in it. Cups of tea were either on the low coffee table, and some were in hands. Elara, and Tessa were on the couch, facing each other, and cups of tea in their hands. In another seat, Amber sat with a book in her hands. On the floor, Keefa was lying down, her head on Nuha’s thigh. When the two goblins saw Verda, they jumped up and charged her.

Verda giggled as she greeted the pair of goblins with open arms. The three hugged each other, Asher noting how close the trio had become. Verda looked at them with wide eyes, like a bird ready to strike at its prey.

Asher had an uncomfortable thought. Verda was an owl-shifter, so it didn’t take a leap to understand her love for smaller prey. Considering what he knew of her, she didn’t seem the type to attack them, but it did explain a little her fascination with the goblins.

“My love, we were just talking about you,” Elara said with a welcoming, sultry smile.

Tessa nodded before she sipped her tea.

Asher sat down on the couch, between the mature elf, and mature fae. Both women moved a little closer. Asher could feel the body heat from both, and didn’t mind being in the middle of it.

Tessa put her teacup down on the table, and then leaned on the couch, facing Asher.

“We were just talking about me taking the elixir, and how to spend the rest of this chilly day in a warm bed chamber,” Tessa said with a sultry tone.

“Tessa also told me about a specific technique, once the elixir is taken,” Elara added.

The uncertainty Asher felt before began to melt away. He visually drank in Tessa’s beauty, golden eyes, and sparkling skin. She was a walking dream, making no attempt to cover up her deep cleavage. High cheekbones, and smooth skin gave her an ethereal glow.

Elara smiled as she watched her lover gazing upon the beautiful fae.

“I learned a lot from my time here,” Tessa said as she looked upon Asher’s handsome features. “The Lac Codex has a lot of information, but there are techniques that are not in the codex. It was learned during our time here.”

Asher shifted a little in his seat. “Amber and I discovered a few ways to make potions more potent, but I’m interested to hear more.”

“Why talk about it, when I can show you personally,” Tessa said with a slow blink.

“What you showed me this morning, I wouldn’t mind feeling again,” Elara said as she touched Asher’s shoulder with loving affection.

Amber lifted her gaze from her book, and looked over at the three on the couch. Her ears perked up as she listened.

Verda was sitting on the floor, with two goblins in her lap. All three turned and looked over to the couch.

“Feel again?” Nuha questioned.

“What Nuha said,” Amber said as she put the book down on her lap.

Elara turned her gaze to the room, seeing all eyes on the three of them on the couch.

The elf turned and faced the room as she sat. “It was incredible. Tessa showed us how intimate the milking can be. Her, and Asher’s fingers were like magic. He learned it so quickly, I wanted his hands on me all day, and well into the night.”

Eyes widened a little as almost everyone looked at Asher and Tessa.

Asher turned his gaze to Elara. “I thought we were going to let everyone know slowly,” he smirked.

Elara moved closer, a seductive gleam in her eyes. “It’s cold outside, and all of us are not going anywhere for a while. Why not make our winter a hot one?

“Besides, I want you to touch me like you did this morning,” she said with a needful tone.

Asher glanced at the women in the room. Elara’s words set off a curious vibration through the room. Amber looked at Asher in a way he knew intimately, her eyes gleaming, wanting more. The goblins leaned in a little closer, listening intently. Verda’s pale cheeks glowed with a vibrant pink hue as she too listened.

“The elixir is not working anymore with me,” Nuha said with a new hunger in her eyes.

“I want to try the elixir,” Keefa added.

“Me too,” Verda said with wide eyes.

Amber’s gaze was unwavering as she looked Asher in the eyes. “I can be persuaded to take it again.”

Asher looked at all of them, the mood striking like a musical chord to the song of the soul. He had wondered many times if being in such close quarters for the wintery season was going to come to this, and his demons whispered he was ready for it.

The lord of Blackwood stood up, and took center stage of the room.

“If we do this, it will mean pleasure for all. I want every single one of you to have a good time. Can you do that?” Asher said like a stern commander on a battlefront.

“Yes, Lord Blackwood,” nearly everyone said in unison, some giggles filtering through.

“I’m ready, Lord Blackwood,” Tessa said as she leaned back with a seductive gleam in her golden eyes.

Asher couldn’t fight off the blissful excitement of spending time with so many he loved.

“Amber and Nuha, please bring five elixirs to the master bed chamber.”

The faun was up onto her cloven feet. She hurried to the door under the stairs, leading down to the cellar alchemist chamber, the thin goblin close behind.

“Keefa, can you and Verda collect some water-filled jugs and bring them upstairs?”

The blonde goblin stood up with a happy smile. Nuha was up, as was Verda. The blonde goblin took her hand, and led her into the kitchen.

Asher turned to Elara, and Tessa. He put out a hand to each of the beautiful women. Elara and Tessa each took hold of one of Asher’s hands, and he helped them to their feet. With each one beside him, the trio made for the stairs, and began to climb them together.

At the top of the stairs, Lord Blackwood walked with a beautiful woman on each arm. The sense of impending intimacy, and releases, caused his manhood to stir within his leggings.

Tessa leaned in a little, her lips close to Asher’s ear, “Don’t focus on anything else, but each other. I will teach you many things, and all I want from it, is to know you’re happy. That will be my greatest joy.”

Heat crawled up Asher’s neck as Tessa’s words lit the flame of desire. Blood drained from his mind, as his member thickened. He glanced sideways to Tessa’s warm, inviting cleavage. He then did the same to Elara, the elf leaning on him as they walked.

Electricity filled the trio, as Asher gently kicked the door open to the master bed chamber.

The gloom beyond the bedchamber windows didn’t affect them as they made their way toward the large bed. The lanterns were lit with a low flame. The chamber dripped with ghosts of past intimate adventures, to Asher, and unbeknownst to him, Tessa as well.

Elara slid away from Asher, turned, and sat on the edge of the bed. She looked up at Asher with a hungry gleam to her eyes.

Tessa nearly draped herself on Asher’s strong shoulder, her lips once again close to his ear.

“What I will teach will not be in the codex, or anywhere else. Keep these secrets close to you, and your inner circle. They will give you an edge, once you are part of the society.”

Asher nodded, knowing he was already part of the society.

“Are the toys still hidden in the wall?” Tessa asked.

Asher nodded. “They were all new when I first arrived here.”

“We’ve enjoyed many of them,” Elara said with a mischievous tone.

The fae woman walked over to the wall. She bent over a little, and touched the hidden buttons on the wall. There was a click, and a whirl. A section of the lower wall slid away, and a dark chest slid out. The lid popped open an inch.

Tessa lifted the lid, and looked down at the assortment of sensual, intimate toys. She stood up and turned around to face the pair of lovers in the room.

“I can feel Asher’s spirit is very willing, but all the work cannot be on him.”

“I think the work can be all on me,” Asher muttered.

Elara laughed as she slapped his butt.

Tessa smiled before she continued, “This will be an experience, and lesson for all of us involved. To love beyond yourself, all those you have given your heart to, can elevate the experience.”

The fae woman’s eyes narrowed with dripping heat. “And I must warn you both, and the others, drinking my milk will be beyond what most have ever experienced.”

“It sounds like you’re bragging,” Asher smirked.

Tessa walked with a seductive sway of her hips to Asher, and stood before him. She looked at his strong neck, a heat filling her chest.

“I wish I were. Fae milk opens and exposes your soul to beyond your normal senses. There will be a pulse, and a strength to continue beyond your limits. I will watch you, all of you, as you experience it, but I must also warn you, it can numb you to such a degree, you may hurt yourselves, others, and your own heart. I alone am mostly immune to it, so if I say no, you must heed it.”

“We should tell the others when they arrive,” Asher said as he could barely think with the beautiful fae so close to him.

“I will warn them as we go. I fear for you and Elara the most. I can taste the love you have for each other in the air. That love can already push boundaries. I don’t want either of you to hurt yourselves, or each other.”

“Death by bonding? Now I am very tempted,” Asher joked.

“Me too,” Elara said, hiding her smile with her hand.

The door opened, and bodies walked in carrying elixir bottles, and full water jugs. Keefa and Verda moved to a table, not far from the bed. They placed down the jugs of water, before turning to the room.

Amber and Nuha each had elixir bottles, one in each hand. One more was under Nuha’s arm. The faun gave an elixir to Tessa, and kept one for herself. Nuha gave an elixir to Keefa, one to Verda, and kept one for herself.

Tessa addressed the room, “Before we drink, know this, it takes almost a day for the change to take effect. But, with the proper stimulation, it will happen within the hour. This technique will shorten the duration of pain, and bring you to new heights of bliss.”

The fae woman moved closer to Asher, an elixir bottle in her hand.

“Asher, be with me first, so we may show them what will happen,” Tessa said with a sultry whisper.

Asher nodded, his heart hammering in his chest.

Tessa pulled off the top to the elixir. She lifted it to her lips, and the moment the mystical liquid inside touched her tongue, she drank it down.

The room was silent as they watched Tessa drink the magical elixir. When the bottle was empty, she placed the top back on, and put the empty bottle on Asher’s desk.

The fae turned and faced Asher, a heat growing in her eyes. She gently took hold of her purple robe, and pulled it open, revealing her naked body.

Asher admired her hourglass figure. Her smooth skin sparkled like tiny gems across her body. Heavy breasts still managed to defy gravity, with pale pink nipples standing erect. Her shapely hips pulled Asher’s gaze down to her womanhood, pale blonde curls forming a V shape, her slit gleaming with wetness. Her muscles were toned under soft flesh. Asher could see her naked body was fit, and sensual at the same time.

Tessa’s robe puddled on the floor, as she walked toward the handsome Asher.

The lord was mesmerized by her beauty, nearly bewitched. He lifted his hands to take hold of his clothes, when he felt Elara’s hands on him, undoing the buttons to his shirt.

“Let me help you, my handsome morsel,” Elara whispered in his ear as she undid the last button.

The shirt came away easily as Tessa lifted her hand and touched his strong chest.

“No matter how many times I have taken the elixir, it feels like the first time. The pain has begun, but my desire keeps it at bay,” Tessa whispered.

Asher’s boots and leggings came off next. He stood tall, as did his throbbing member.

“The Blackwood men are always truly blessed,” the fae said as she glanced down at his impressive standing manhood.

Asher smirked.

“Listen to me as we bond, Asher,” Tessa said with such seductive flair, Asher’s manhood bounced with hungry needs.

The fae woman slipped past Asher, and crawled onto the bed. Everyone could see her transparent wings folded to her body. They all moved closer to watch, the mood filling the room.

Asher crawled onto the bed, after her. Elara was kind enough to smack his butt as he made his way closer to Tessa. The mature fae turned onto her back, a faint glimmer of growing pain in her eyes. Her breathing quickened as her eyes filled with lust.

“Quickly, Asher, to me,” Tessa called to him.

In barely a moment, Asher was to her.

“Lay beside me, touch me,” Tessa said with a harsh whisper.

Asher’s hand touched her small belly. He felt the heat coming off her in waves.

“Touch is important, to ease me down,” she said as her chest heaved.

Asher watched her, his hand sliding along her smooth skin. He moved his hand down to her thick thigh, his gaze falling to her large breasts. When his fingers slid down to her tender inner thigh, Tessa gasped.

“Swirl your finger on my inner thigh.”

Asher did as he was told, his thick member throbbing on the outside side of her thigh. The demons screamed for more, but he kept them under tight reign.

“Move your finger closer to me, while swirling. Keep that motion, as you touch my pearl,” Tessa said with heated exhales.

Asher’s finger swirled closer, and closer. When he brushed her quivering slit, Tessa gasped loudly, her hips thrusting up an inch in an act of betrayal.

Asher was cool and calm as his swirling finger touched her pearl. He looked at Tessa, her breathing slowing. The swirls of his finger sent waves of pure bliss crashing on her stormy soul. It was enough to cool the internal flame, but not snuff it out.

“There, that’s the spot. Keep doing that until…until…Uahhhh!”

Asher felt it, a pulse pushing through Tessa like a shockwave. She threw her head back into the pillows as a burst of wetness surged from her. Her body glowed with heat as her large breasts grew slightly bigger.

To Asher, the room began to spin. Taking in Tessa’s scent, her heat, her long, soul crushing moan, caused all reason to leave his mind. He looked down on the beautiful fae woman, and he massaged her clit until all her willpower was broken, and gone.

Tessa’s eyes rolled into her head as her body relaxed.

“Fuck…me,” Tessa whispered.

Asher crawled over her, his thick member hard as stone. He took one look at her, seeing her gently huffing for air. He lowered himself, his lips finding her sensitive neck, while his cockhead touched her dripping valley entrance.

Elara watched with her own heated eyes. Wetness touched her robe, and her hand slid into her robe, rubbing her leaking nipple. The sweet sensation only stirred her fire as her young lover pressed his thick head to Tessa’s thin opening. The elf let out her own gasp as Asher gently pushed with his strong hips, his bulbous head invading the moaning fae.

Amber’s furry legs weakened. She could barely stand as she watched Asher slowly sink his hips between the fae woman’s parted thighs. Tessa moaned as her eyes fluttered. The faun could taste the dreamy ecstasy in the air, and she licked her lips.    

Verda’s pale features were pink. She watched with unblinking eyes as Asher’s strong body moved like a serpent on Tessa. His entire body undulated a little, his hips moved up and down, thick inches appearing and disappearing between them. The attraction was there when they met, but now, it flared like a glowing sun.

“He feels as good as he looks,” Keefa said with a hunger in her own, large oval yellow eyes.

Verda liked her lips as she watched.

Nuha looked over to Elara. The mature elf sat at the end of the bed, her hand in her robe, massaging herself. The thin goblin walked over to her.

“Mistress, I can help you feel good,” Nuha said with hungry eyes.

Elara didn’t say anything as she pulled open her robe, exposing a milky white breast, with milk dripping from an engorged nipple.

Nuha crawled onto the bed, and latched her lips on Elara’s nipple. The goblin closed her eyes as she began to suck.

Elara let out a weak exhale, the goblin’s tongue licking at her as she sucked. The sensations sent her closer to the edge, hearing Asher’s breathing, and Tessa’s moans.

Asher thrusted deep as he kissed Tessa’s neck. He felt her squeeze him every time, like she never wanted him to leave. Their bodies were entwined, as inches penetrated deep into Tessa’s sacred valley. The rhythmic motion was hypnotic as Asher could barely control himself.

“That’s it. The pain is beginning to ebb. Keep fucking me,” Tessa whispered.

Asher’s tempo grew with each thrust. The urges were maddening, but as he grew more crazed, Tessa grew more relaxed. He lifted his head to look at her. When her half-closed golden eyes met his, a connection bloomed between them.

“Almost…there,” Tessa whispered.

Asher growled as the sound of their bodies only grew. It reached a fevered pitch that the wall of control cracked. His cock thickened as he felt the point of no return coming closer.

Tessa reached up and touched his cheek with loving grace.

“Let the demons win,” the fae woman said with glowing gold eyes.

Asher’s eyes widened, and he was blinded by pure ecstasy. Hips thrusted deep as his cock thickened. Asher let out a strong grunt as spurts of thick seed quickly flooded her inner world.

Asher continued to grunt, driving every drop of his soul into the beautiful fae woman.

Tessa let out a long, loving sigh, when beads of white liquid budded from her erect nipples. She turned her head to the side, heat curling along every muscle along her body, relaxing her further. She fell into such a deep, blissful trance, her standing nipples began to leak heavily with creamy, white milk.

Asher’s soul fell back into his body as he continued to push his member to the hilt. The haze slipped away, and he looked down on Tessa, thin rivulets of milk streaming down her engorged breasts.

Tessa cooed as her body moved with liquid ease. She took deep, sultry breaths, as she felt honey and come leak from her union with Asher.

“There is it, there is the song,” she said with a sleepy whisper. “How I missed you.”

Asher’s gaze remained on her leaking nipples, a deafening need to drink clamped on his mind, and his mouth.

The lord of Blackwood lowered his head to her heaving chest. Lips parted a little more, before he gently took hold of her nipple. Eyes closed as he drank deeply from the fae woman.

Tessa’s eyes fluttered in ecstasy as she cradled his head to her bosom. She felt him drink from her soul, and she let out a dreamy moan.

Everyone in the bed chamber watched with hungry eyes. The mood struck deep, bodies reacting without consent. Shudders filled bodies. Elara felt Nuha’s lips on her own engorged breast, drinking deeply from her.

Amber sat on the edge of bed, her fingers between her parted thighs, rubbing herself to the intimacy that played out before her. The faun could not deny the scent of ecstasy, and it wrapped her like a warm blanket.

Verda and Keefa didn’t blink as Tessa held Asher like she knew him her whole life.

Asher drank from the mature fae, her milk easing every muscle in his body. He opened his eyes, reality taking on a deep haze. A spring of joy bubbled from deep within his own soul, like he had woken up for the first time. Happiness and ecstasy cascaded over his entire being, as his mind woke from strange dreams.

The young man let go of Tessa’s nipple, and rolled to his side. He rolled over until he was on his back, staring at the ceiling. Reality warped as laughter filled his soul. Any of the normal aches and pains slipped away, replaced with ethereal wonderment, and sultry heat.

Tessa turned on her side, placing her hand on his chest. Engorged nipples leaked on his arm and chest, the fae looking at him with dreamy, golden eyes. Her leg was on Asher, moving slowly with a sensual touch.

“Let it consume you. Enjoy it. Explore it. Ride it. You can drink from me anytime you wish, Asher Blackwood.” Tessa whispered.

Asher looked at her like it was the first time, and like he had known her all his life.

“You brought me joy again, something I felt I lost. Let’s enjoy it for as long as we can,” Tessa said with a warm, loving smile.

Asher’s mouth couldn’t form words, as his mind was scrambled. The heat between them, and her touch, was intoxicating beyond words. When he felt her fingers wrap around his steel-hard erect manhood, he let out a long moan. Her touch was like that of a goddess, and when she began to stroke him, if he could gather the words, he would tell her to never stop.

Around the bed, Amber, Keefa, and Verda, uncorked their elixirs. Hearts, and minds were made up, as they lifted them to their mouths, and began to drink. They gulped down the mystical elixir, as Elara moaned from Nuha suckling from her breast.

Empty elixir bottles were placed away from the bed, either on the floor, or on a table. Bodies crawled into bed. Moans began to fill the chamber. Asher felt bodies close in, seeking his touch.

Asher felt the touch of the cosmos, as he basked in the symphony of moans.


Chapter 11

Demonic Caress

The day was lost, and so was part of the night, yet, the moans continued.

Asher was hilt deep into Elara from behind. The couple watched as Verda, and Nuha, drank from Tessa. The fae was sitting up, her back to the headboard, and a sultry smile on her lips. The sounds of suckling and moans floated into the air, the owl-shifter, and the goblin, drinking deeply from her.

Elara moaned as she shifted her gaze to Amber and Keefa. The pair were also the bed, vibrating stone eggs within their sacred valleys. Eyes rolled into heads, as milk leaked from them. The number of orgasms was lost to all of them.

Asher could barely string his thoughts together as demonic and animalistic needs had taken over. His member had not wilted the entire time. There was no soreness, or loss of interest. Everyone had drunk from Tessa, and all of them felt like they had dived into an ocean of lustful entanglement.

Asher had lost count to the number of orgasms he experienced. His seed was still strong, thick, and plentiful, as the hours carried on. His hands were on Elara, enjoying the touch of her body. No matter how many times they explored each other, it always felt like the first time.

Verda and Nuha rubbed their abused slits as they drank. Tessa looked upon them with motherly eyes, her milk lasting a very long time.

“Such good lovers,” Tessa cooed as they twitched and shuddered from another barrage of orgasms.

Elara moaned before lust squirted from her. Her eyes took on a hungry heat, moaning loudly as Asher continued to thrust into her. A drop of clarity filled her mind for the first time the whole evening, and she turned her head slightly to Asher.

“We…should slow down. We…must rest,” she half said, half moaned.

Asher grunted as his cock thickened. He held Elara to him, and he thrusted to the hilt, his orgasm bursting from his cock with ropes of pearl-white seed.

The lord huffed as he heard Elara’s words. The moment of clarity slammed exhaustion into him. His mind woke up from the waves of bliss. When his wet cock pulled from the elf, he and Elara collapsed on the bed.

Asher's mind spun as he tried to collect himself. The moment of clarity bloomed further, knowing if they continued, they could seriously hurt themselves.

Tessa lifted her gaze to the foot of the bed, where the lord and lady of Blackwood huffed for air.

“With each time you drink, you will have greater control to ride the effects. I will watch over everyone with a loving heart.”

Tessa gently took hold of Verda, and Nuha. She pulled them away, the pair looking at her with blank eyes.

“That’s enough, for now,” Tessa said with a breathy tone.

The pair fell back onto the bed, rubbing their clits and moaning.

Asher slowly collected his thoughts as he tried to speak.

“You help Amber. I’ll help Keefa,” Asher said to Elara.

The mature elf nodded, and they both sluggishly moved. Elara crawled toward Amber, as Asher crawled toward Keefa.

Asher slowly blinked, his mind slowly coming together. When he reached the blonde goblin, she moaned as milk spilled from her breasts. Asher touched her thigh, and she moaned louder. Temptation roared to take her, but he knew in his heart, if this continued, they all could be harmed. His fingers slid along her inner, green thigh. With two fingers, he slipped into her dripping wet slit.

Keefa moaned louder, moving to her hips to his invading fingers. When he took hold of the vibrating stone egg, he gently pulled it out until it was free.

The blond, often shy goblin, leapt from being on her back, and embraced Asher. The force of her embrace caught Asher off guard, pushing until he fell on his back, the goblin on him.

“Master, I need your cock again. I need it so much,” she moaned as she grabbed his diamond-hard erection, and touched the head to her thin slit.

Asher grabbed her arms, just as she forced herself down on him. Inches invaded her, and she moaned like a creature in heat. The goblin looked down on him with such a demonic gleam in her eyes, like something dark had awakened from deep within her soul.

“Master, drink my milk. Drink,” she begged as she slipped her hand behind Asher’s head, forcing his lips to her leaking, pale green nipple.

Still caught in the power of Tessa’s milk, he clamped his lips around the goblin’s little pert nipple, and drank.

The moment her milk touched his throat, Asher’s eyes widened.

Reality blurred, and then took on the sharpness of glass. Asher was standing before a door, in a corridor he didn’t recognize. He glanced down to his side, seeing Keefa beside him. The goblin looked up at him with confused eyes.

“No! Don’t!” shouted a voice from behind the door.

Shadows grew longer around them, the sounds of a struggle from behind the closed door.

Asher instinctually reached for the handle. When he touched the brass knob, searing pain filled his hand, and traveled up his arm. It stung so much, Asher pulled his hand away, and looked at it. His palm was burned, with a gash along it. Blood dripped from his wound.

Keefa gasped from behind him, but Asher’s gaze was drawn to the bottom of the closed door.

Crimson blood spilled from under the door. It gleamed in the light, as the screams inside stopped.

Asher and Keefa gasped as they were back in their bodies. The goblin continued to sit on her master’s member, looking down with wide, yellow eyes.

“Was that…a premonition? From your milk?” Asher asked as he sat up on his elbows.

“It…was like my…visions,” the goblin whispered.

A loud, crying moan came from the side. Asher and Keefa turned their heads to Elara pulling the vibrating stone egg from Amber.

“No, please mistress, I don’t want this feeling to stop,” Amber begged, but as soon as the egg came free, she let out a gasp, and passed out.

Keefa pulled herself off Asher, and collapsed on the bed. Asher sat up, huffing for air. His mind was in tangled shreds. The vision, and Tessa’s milk, had become a storm of sensual madness. If it continued, they would have slept for days.

“We…have to stop,” Asher said, his wits still in tatters.

Everyone who was awake in the bed listened.

Tessa sat up, looking at Asher with seductive eyes.

“The first time is always overwhelming. After this, you all will have better control. I meant no harm.”

Asher nodded as he tried to gather his wits. “We’re no stranger to long nights of love-making, but I think we all need a break.”

Tessa’s eyes took on a sad gleam. “I’m sorry.”

Asher looked at her with understanding eyes. “No need. We just needed a clearer warning beforehand. If what you say is true, then all will be well.”

The lord crawled to her. When he was close, a tear shed from Tessa’s oval eye, and down her cheek.

“Please, Asher, forgive me. I was caught in the moment. It had been so long since I felt this way. I wanted it to last forever.”

Asher saw her regret. It clawed at his heart, seeing, and feeling her need to connect. Her lonely heart was fully on display, for all to see.

Asher sat beside her. She leaned her head on his shoulder, fighting back tears.

“I miss him so much at times,” Tessa said with a sad tone.

“We know. I know,” Asher said as he put his arm around her.

The fae snuggled to him.

The rest of the group, aside from Amber, were on their knees in a semicircle, and looked at Tessa with understanding eyes.

“We’ve all been there, at one time or another,” Elara said as memories before meeting Asher were empty, and hollow.

“Chieftess Blyss told us how goblin milk make people crazy, but they get used to it. I understand what she means,” Nuha added.

“You showed me how to be free,” Verda said with happy eyes.

“I like my bigger breasts,” Keefa said as she gently bounced them with her hands.

The tension shattered, and everyone laughed.

Asher held Tessa a little tighter to him. “We all know pain, and loss. You don’t have to try and make us happy. We’re already happy. And we are happy you’re here, visiting, or staying for as long as you like.”

Tessa looked at Asher with happy, golden eyes.

“You are a worthy successor to the Blackwood Estate, and farm.”

“He also has a great cock,” Elara laughed.

Laughter further broke the tension.

Asher laughed as weakness further pulled at him. Exhaustion filled his eyes, sleep whispering its song of slumber.

“I…think, we should all get some sleep,” Asher said, and as if on cue, Amber snored very loudly.

Giggles and chuckles filled the room.

Tessa looked at the handsome young man with wicked eyes.

“Yes, let me help you sleep with one, long kiss.”

Asher lifted an eyebrow, but before he understood what she meant, she took hold of his cock as she slid down. She parted her lips and gently clamped them around the head of his throbbing cock head. With a moan in her throat, she began to lower her head, and inch at a time.

Asher let out a defeated sigh. Her plump lips felt so good, he didn’t mind one more orgasm before he passed out.

Everyone else crawled closer. Elara was beside Asher, and settled down, her hand on his chest. They, among everyone else, watched as Tessa’s head bobbed, inches of Asher’s cock appearing and disappearing from her long kiss. She moved between his parted legs, and laid on her stomach, moaning with her mouth full.

“Winter has become much more exciting,” Elara sighed as her hips moved to her own lustful needs.

“Yes, it has,” Asher said, but his mind was filled with the premonition, wondering what it all meant.

***

A door melted away from the dreamscape. Asher felt himself float to the surface of waking up, bliss bleeding into him. Eyes slowly opened, as a gentle sucking touched his ears.

Asher let out a long moan, from pleasure, and pain. A terrible soreness had filled his entire body. It quickly reminded him of long journeys, and of times after hours of battle. Muscles burned with acidic fire. Even his manhood felt like it was abused beyond words, but the soothing touch of lips, and a playful tongue, eased the soreness a little.

The lord lifted his head a few inches as he laid on his back. He looked down at his naked body to Verda nestled between his legs. His standing cock was in her mouth, Verda letting out a loving moan.

Asher didn’t have the heart to stop her. Her head bobbed with blissful eagerness. Her eyes were closed, but opened when she felt Asher’s eyes on her. She smiled slightly while still sucking his cock.

Asher’s head fell back on the pillow, and stared at the ceiling, unable to move.

Verda let go of Asher’s manhood. She ran her tongue up the shaft before she was on her hands and knees. She crawled over him, taking his cock into her hand, and pressing it to her dripping valley entrance.

“Good morning,” Verda said as she mounted him.

Asher lowered his gaze to the beautiful owl-shifter as she impaled herself on him. Her eyes fluttered as she slid down, an inch at a time. A warm, happy smile filled her pale features. Heavy, milky white breasts hung unassisted. Erect pink nipples dripped milk as she moved her hips up and down on Asher’s standing member.

“Everyone went down for morning meal. I asked to stay to keep you company, and wake you up,” Verda said with a cheerful tone.

Asher barely nodded as she bounced on him, moans dripping from her now parted lips.

Memories splashed on the lord’s mind. The day, and most of the night, was a blur of tangled bodies, intense orgasms, and loving touches. He remembered Tessa’s words, and how she felt. It struck his heart hard how much she wanted everyone to feel good, but her milk was intoxicating, to the point all of them could have hurt themselves. Even now, he couldn’t remember the last time he was this sore.

“Tessa said you might be really sore. I can stop, if you wish,” Verda said, and let out a half moan.

Asher was silent, mesmerized by her bouncing, leaking tits. He didn’t remember if he drank from her during the night. Some of it was a blur, while other parts were crystal clear. A memory of Keefa’s milk filled him with questions. If her power of visions can transfer through her milk, he wasn’t sure how far the implications could go.

“It’s okay,” Asher said with a tired whisper.

Verda nodded as she continued to slide down to the hilt, and squeeze him each time.

Asher’s gaze was caught on the beautiful shifter again. Black feathers intermingled with her long, silver- white hair. Small, fuzzy black feathers were along the tops of her shoulders, and down the outsides of her thighs. Her feet were barely human looking, with long feet and curled toes. Despite some of her animal side clearly showing, to Asher, she had a beautiful, womanly shape that spoke to him. 

Strong hands reached up, and took hold of her shapely hips. Fingers dug a little into her flesh, causing her to moan a little more. He took control of the tempo, Verda letting out a happy moan. She moved to his touch, the tempo growing a little at a time.

“You feel so good, Lord Blackwood,” Verda said like she was just happy to be there.

Asher was silent, feeling her milk drip and splash on his muscled stomach. The Mother whispered to his soul, and he slowly sat up. Verda continued to bounce to his tempo, pleasure curling her toes.

When Asher sat up, his right hand let go of Verda’s hip, and gently took hold of one of her engorged breasts. He closed his lips around her leaking nipple, and drank deeply.

“Please Lord Blackwood, drink as much as you want,” Verda said with a loving whisper as she embraced his head to her chest.

Asher sucked as Verda lightly bounced on him. Soon, she simply grinded, enjoying the full feeling of his throbbing member.

All thought had fled as the lord of Blackwood enjoyed her taste. His eyes flashed open as muscles bulged, and bones shifted slightly.

Verda continued to ride him, and moan, as Asher let out a grunt. Heat began to build between them, and Verda closed her eyes.

Asher’s eyes opened with a wild gleam. They soon bled to a dark crimson, and two points pushed from his skull, causing his skin to stretch. The lord grabbed Verda, and pulled her off him. With a small heave, he tossed her onto the bed beside him.

Verda’s eyes were wide as she looked at Asher.

Asher let out an animalistic grunt as he looked at his hand. Bones began to shift, as dark, curled claws burst from his fingertips. Another grunt filled his throat as small, pointed horns stabbed out of his forehead. Skin color shifted to a pale reddish purple.

Verda gasped as Asher’s lips parted, his white teeth turning black, and all of them forming into points.

“Lord Blackwood?” Verda said with wide eyes.

Asher looked at her naked body, and a very long tongue snaked out and licked his lips. He let out a small growl as his member stood, thick and veiny.

In a blink, he was on Verda. She yelped as his clawed hand took hold of her head and forced it down onto the bed. He was on her, his face close to her ear, and sniffing at the changing scents.

“You smell, afraid, and delicious,” Asher hissed.

“Lord Blackwood…was it my milk?” Verda said with a fearful tone.

Asher’s red eyes, and demonic features were an inch from her cheek. He continued to drink in her scent, He caught hints of fear, but he caught greater scents of arousal. He could feel her hips moving, her butt touching his engorged cock.

“Do I frighten you?” Asher asked with a sinister hiss.

“Is it you?” Verda asked.

Asher felt himself being pulled further away from controlling his own body. He exerted his will, and took control again. He let go of her head, but didn’t move away from being over her.

Verda managed to turn her head slightly, looking up into Asher’s demonic features. Heat came off his body in waves.

“Master Blackwood…are you in there?” Verda asked with a small voice.

“I am,” Asher said as his clawed hand moved down her soft, pale flesh. “So beautiful. I could fuck you for a long time. Make you come on my cock. Spurt my lust on your face, and make you drink my unholy seed.”

Asher looked at her back, running his clawed fingers down her flesh as he admired her like a painting.

Verda gasped as her eyes rolled into her head. Her body relaxed as Asher touched her skin.

Asher caught the shift of her scent. His clawed hand grabbed her ass, and slightly spread a cheek to one side. He lowered his throbbing cock, putting it between her cheeks. With a slow rhythm, he moved it between her ass cheeks.

Verda moaned loudly as she moved to his throbbing member.

“I can smell your submission,” Asher said and licked his lips. “I can smell your precious honey, leaking from that filthy slit. How I want to enslave you to my cock. Seat you at my feet, and make you suck. Make you drink my seed like the bad girl we both know you are.”

Verda’s eyes fluttered again. She lifted her ass, helping to rub Asher’s thick erection. Small moans filled her throat.

“I…don’t want to be…good,” Verda said with a small whimper.

Asher’s smile turned into a demonic grin.

“No, we don’t want that. No goodness here,” he said as he ran the length of his cock down the middle of her ass.

When the tip of Asher’s member touched her quivering slit. Verda lifted her ass up to make it easier. Demonic Asher licked his lips as he pushed into her leaking slit. She tightened around him, but his slow invasion forced her to open to him.

Verda let out a long, animalistic moan as inches forced their way deeper.

“There there, my tight cow. You feel so good, I may fuck you as we have supper. Make the others watch as you moan my name. Make them get wet as you come again, and again,” Asher said darkly.

Verda’s own hips betrayed her. The deep, dark tone to Asher’s voice sent spirals of pleasure through tight veins. Confusion settled in as she moved on his rigid member. A whimper spilled from her lips, and a cry escaped her mouth as explosions ripped her soul to shreds.

Demonic Asher looked down at the horny owl-shifter. He felt her come, a surge of wetness spilling from their tight union. He let out a dark chuckle, never having to move to get her to such exploding orgasms.

Verda gasped for air as she writhed. Her eyes rolled into her head, lost to waves of bliss. Her body shuddered hard several times as she caught in Asher’s demonic power.

Asher stared as Verda got off on him. He had his mind, but the demons had curled along it, their whispers becoming loud commands. He ignored them, visually drinking in her beauty, scents, and moans.

“Tight cows always get fucked,” Asher hissed as his hips began to move.

Verda let out muffled cries, feeling the emptiness within filled to the brim, and leaking over. Already, another surge of orgasms was taking root.

“Yes, Master. I’m your tight cow,” Verda whispered, before biting her lip.

Asher’s thrusts grew stronger as Verda moaned. He didn’t blink as he looked at her. The urges sang their demonic song. The sound of flesh on flesh filled the air between, and around them.

With demonic delight, Asher lowered his face to her again, his long tongue snaking out and licking her cheek.

Verda let out a shudder, before she turned her head a little more, and grasped Asher’s tongue with her lips. Asher watched as she sucked on the end of his tongue, as he fucked her. She moaned louder, sucking, and licking his tongue, all walls of control broken to scattered shards.

Asher’s long tongue slipped back into his mouth as his own needs pushed at him. He kept his face close to Verda’s cheek.

“You will be my dirty little secret. You will only answer to me, and when I fuck you, you will cry out for more,” Asher said with a dark, demonic tone.

“Yes…Master,” Verda managed before she was blinded with a string of orgasms.

Asher grinned as wetness surged from her once again, drenching their spot on the bed. Wet honey gushed as she cried out for more. Verda’s body trembled as she lost all control. White touched the edges of her gaze, and she let out throaty moans.

Demonic Asher pulled out his dripping cock from her tight slit, as he grabbed her hair. He yanked her to sit up, the owl-shifter in a confused daze. Her eyes opened and closed slowly as Asher stroked his cock to her face. A blink later, thick ropes of pearly white seed painted her features. Each splash dripped down her face, Verda parted her lips, and licked some into her mouth.

Asher grunted as he pulled back on her hair, her mouth open. Another volley of seed spurted into her open mouth, Verda drinking it down.

In that instant of release, the demonic urges faltered. Asher’s entire body burned hot as claws sank back into his hands, and toes. Horns slid back into his head. His normal skin-color returned. A deep weakness filled him as he let out a loud grunt, the last of his seed dripping into Verda’s open mouth.

Asher looked at Verda with weak eyes, before he fell onto the bed, huffing for air.

Verda lowered her gaze to Asher. The man was gasping for air, his body normal. She licked up as much as his come as she could. She took a blanket and cleaned her face. She then dropped the edge of the blanket, and laid down beside him, the side of her head on his arm. She moved in closer, embracing Asher along his side.

“Please, don’t change your mind. I want to be your tight cow. I want you to keep me as your dirty secret. I don’t want to survive in the wild anymore. I want you to fuck me, and keep me as your slut. I won’t tell anyone what my milk does to you.”

Asher listened as his body was paralyzed by soreness.

“Please…don’t send me away,” Verda whispered before she passed out.

Asher managed to curl his arm around Verda’s shoulder, keeping her close to him.

“I won’t send you away,” he whispered, as a dreamy calm fell over his troubled heart.   


Chapter 12

Codex

Asher grabbed the wet blankets off the bed, and tossed them on the floor. His gaze shifted to the wet bedding, and he let out a flustered sigh.

Last night’s elixir potions, milk, and lust-fueled sensual adventures, tended to leave a mess for the next morning. Everyone who was in the bed had left for morning meal. Verda was last to leave, the owl-shifter humming a tune as she nearly danced out of the bedchamber. After that, Asher set to work with clean-up.

Everyone in the house took turns, and today happened to be Asher’s turn. With a small shrug, he grabbed the top sheet of the bedding, and stripped it off. He gathered up the blankets and sheets in his thick arms, and carried them to the large water closet.

Inside, he dumped the sheets and blankets into the metal tub, and touched the red crystal by the spout. Hot water poured into the tub. He then picked up a bucket and a cleaning rag. He filled the bucket from the spout, and returned to the master bedchamber. With a quick dip of the rag, he scrubbed the bedding. It took some time, but when he was finished, it would take several hours for it to dry.

The water was turned off in the tub, to let the linen soak. With that, Asher exited the chamber, his stomach growling.

A quick walk along the corridor, and down the stairs, he made a few turns, and ended up in the kitchen.

“Good morning, Lord Blackwood,” Amber, Elara, Paasha, Nuha, and Verda said in unison.

Asher smiled at them, as they were cleaning up morning-meal by washing dishes, and pans. When his gaze shifted to a table, he saw a plate stacked high with flat cakes, eggs, bacon, and fruit.

Asher licked his lips before he heard the cold wind beyond the kitchen windows. When he glanced over, he could almost feel the extreme frost on the other side of the windows.

Elara approached Asher, and lovingly embraced him.

“I had a wonderful time last night,” she whispered.

Asher held her as he nodded. “It was fun.”

Elara pulled her head back enough to look her lover in the eyes. “We all took healing potions for the soreness. You should take one too. Can’t have our stud in too much pain. You must be fit and ready for when it happens again.”

“Sometimes, I feel like a piece of meat,” Asher smirked.

“You are,” Elara batted her eyelashes. “You’re our handsome, strong, morsel. Need to keep you fit,” she said with seductive flair.

“I may have to be stricter, and more demanding,” Asher said with a playful tone.

Amber and Verda rushed over and knelt before the couple. Asher and Elara looked at them as the two looked up with innocent eyes.

“Please, punish us!” Verda said with enthusiasm.

“We have been so bad,” Amber grinned from ear to ear.

Asher and Elara laughed, before they each helped them back up to their feet, and hooves.

Verda looked at Asher as he continued to hold her hands. The owl-shifter’s gaze was filled with loving affection. When her pale cheeks turned pink, she looked away shyly.

“Let’s give Lord Blackwood some rest,” Elara smiled.

Verda let go of Asher’s hands, but still had pink in her cheeks.

“Where’s everyone else?” Asher asked.

“Tessa is in the common room, taking a nap on the couch. Blyss collected Nuha, and Keefa. They left to go to Nyn’s writing cottage. Blyss and Nyn have been there all night,” Elara explained.

“They are scheming something,” Amber said with amused, and suspicious eyes.

“What do we think it is?” Asher asked.

“I think I overheard them discussing a play, but I don’t have any details. I could go over and spy for you?” Amber smiled.

“Thanks, but I’m sure they will tell us soon what it is.”

Elara touched Asher’s chest, bringing his attention to her oval, happy eyes.

“Tomorrow morning, you and I have an appointment in town to see the beginning work on the Wine Library. I thought, since we're out there, we could walk over to the east side of the valley, and see the farm you plan to buy,” Elara said with a slow blink.

“Good idea, but how did you,” Asher began before he remembered how quickly information moved in the household. “Forget it. Tomorrow should be fine.”

Elara nodded. “What is your plan for today?”

Asher glanced over at the plate of food, hearing its siren call. He slipped past the beautiful elf and scooped up the plate.

“We have one more shipment pick-up before the snow comes. I will be in the alchemy lab for most of the day.”

“I can help,” Amber said with a cheery tone.

“Thanks, Amber, but I’ll be fine. Just need some time to my thoughts. I will call for you if I need help with anything.”

Amber nodded as she looked down with sad eyes. “Okay, but I was hoping you would play with my tits for a while. The new techniques are filled with powerful sensations.”

Asher looked at her and chuckled. “Don’t worry. I’m sure we will have much more play time, but for now, I do need to get some work done.”

Before there was a chance for another response, the lord of Blackwood quickly left the kitchen and headed for the cellar door. He pulled out an arcane key, inserted it into the lock, opened the door, and made his way down the stairs, the door closing shut behind him.

A sense of relief fell over his tight shoulders. With all the strange events last night, and into this morning, Asher knew he needed a break. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, his shoulders further relaxed.

The cellar alchemy lab was neat and orderly. Everything was in their place. Lanterns glowed to life in his presence. Light shined off glass potions bottles on the work tables. The bookshelf loomed in the back. By the work tables were a few crates of new jars of milk.

Asher stepped to the worktable, and placed his plate of food down. He grabbed a stool, shifted it under him as he sat down. He grabbed a fork on the plate, and his hunger sang louder. Asher began eating, trying to shovel as much food as he could with each mouthful.

It wasn’t long before the plate was empty. Asher reached under the worktable, and into an open crate of healing potions. He picked one up, uncorked it, and drank deeply. The soreness across his body dimmed, and finally, faded away. Asher put the empty vial on the table.

There was a glance at the open crates of new milk, and another glance at the bookshelf. Asher stood up and stepped to the bookshelf. He grabbed the Lac Codex, and pulled it from its place. He made his way back to the worktable, put the book down on it, and opened it.

Arcane pages flipped as Asher searched for answers. Keefa, and Verda’s milk puzzled him. The blonde goblin had a gift of visions, while Verda’s milk changed his very form to something demonic. As much as Asher fought a growing concern for his wellbeing, and the wellbeing of his growing family, the last thing he wanted was to turn into a demon by tasting Verda’s milk again.

Nimble fingers continued to turn pages until Asher stopped at a particular spot. He could tell by the elvish, he had reached the pages for shifters. When he tried to read it, the words were a mixture of elvish and common. Asher head learned much more elvish since Elara’s arrival, and managed to make out what was written.

The lord barely blinked as he read each passage. The page described the benefits of shifter milk. The potion allowed the drinker to shape change into anything from humanoid, to animal. The drinker couldn’t turn into inanimate objects, only living creatures. Sizes depended on the person. Most normal humanoids can change into creatures the size of a cat, or mouse. Or they could change into something as big as an ogre, or troll. The potions effects did have other limitations. One could not become a dragon, kirin, or elemental creatures.

Asher’s eyes moved from left to right, until he reached a paragraph about raw shifter milk. He began reading again, understanding that shifter milk always transforms the drinker into animals, or beings that share a blood lineage, or characteristics.

Asher lifted his gaze and stared at nothing as his mind worked.

That explains my sudden demonic appearance. Katriss explained I had a demon ancestor long ago. Verda’s milk simply brought it to the surface. I suppose the next question is, do I continue to drink from her, and become a demon, or do I forgo, and risk hurting her feelings?

Asher ruminated on the beautiful owl-shifter. He knew how difficult beast-shifters had it in Valoria. They were never trusted by most peoples. First generation shifters can infect other people, changing them to monstrous animal humanoids, but second generations and beyond could not infect others with the disease, but their bloodlines would carry the ability to change into what their parent is. The ways these shifters lived was too complicated for most people, causing suspicion, and fear. He understood why she wanted to stay, and never leave. Seeing Asher with his many different lovers, from various backgrounds and races, was too tempting to pass.

“She’s scared, and doesn’t want to simply survive any longer,” Asher whispered his thoughts to no one.

Thoughts continued to churn as Asher stared into space. He hoped Kimi and Verda would take on the duties of the Leaf-Cutter farm, helping them adjust to their new home, and the people of the valley. But considering how Verda acted this morning, the lord wondered if Verda and Kimi’s relationship was not as solid as it seemed.

It didn’t bother him that she wanted to stay with him. Verda was a beautiful, kind woman, who could change into a monstrous owl creature if she needed to. Asher chuckled to himself, thinking he wouldn’t be the only one with wings.

Asher’s eyes half closed. He was a chosen priest of the Mother, and if he drank shifter milk, he would turn demonic. It was an odd set of abilities, taking him much farther than his simple, yet dangerous, guild days.

The young lord’s mind shifted to a beautiful, shy goblin. Keefa had the gift of second sight. There had always been tales of those born as seers, able to see things beyond the normal world. Goblin milk tends to make any drinker a little feral, but Keefa’s milk did not produce that result. Instead, Asher and Keefa had a vision of a door, with blood pooling under it. It caused his curious mind to turn as he looked down on open crates of raw milk.

Asher reached down and picked up a crate. He set it on the table, beside the open codex. He flipped a few pages, but all he saw was various women of different races, and nothing of what he experienced last night. Most likely, Uncle Aric didn’t come across this kind of situation. Nor was it ever recorded in his codex. A new entry may be needed since the goblin happily took the elixir.

The young man took hold of jars, one at a time. He had grown accustomed to the different scents each of his lover’s milk produced. Elara’s milk had a dreamy light herbal scent. Amber had a flowery scent to her milk. The goblins each had a variation of Valoria’s urthy scent. But Keefa’s milk had a scent he couldn’t describe. It smelled, and tasted like it was from the stars.

When Asher caught a whiff of Keefa’s milk, he put the open jar on the table before him.

For a long moment, he simply stared at it. A concern filled the back of Asher’s mind, wondering if he should tempt fate by peering into possible futures. It was well known seers, and their ilk, could see possibilities of future events, but nothing was set in stone. There were many rulers who placed their complete faith in seer visions, only for outcomes to change in ways they didn’t expect. Many lost everything because a vision was not interpreted in a certain way.

“Fortune favors the bold,” Asher said as he lifted the jar to his lips, and took a long sip.

The lord placed the jar back on the table, pale milk sloshing around within it. He remained on his stool, staring at nothing. A tingling filled him as his eyelids grew heavy. When they closed, the universe opened to him.

Asher stared a snow-covered field. Ghosts lingered, floating above the white snow. The sky was filled with stars against the cosmos.

A cold stabbed into Asher’s soul. He glanced around, seeing farms in the distance. He couldn’t tell if any of them were his, or they belonged to others. Frosty breath floated before him as he tried to not shiver.

Asher’s heart stopped as shadows in the small distance began to take shape. They brandished blades, hammers, and maces. The shadows formed into many, and with a shout, they charged at him.

Asher stood in the snow, by himself. He had no weapons, or armor. He was alone as the army of shadows came for him. He tried to summon his wings, but they did not come.

A ghost floated closer. Asher turned to see his uncle Aric, with his enigmatic smile, and relaxed demeanor.

“Nephew, we can take them together,” Aric smiled.

Strength filled Asher as he faced the incoming horde of shadows.

“I’m with you, uncle!” Asher shouted with new courage.

“As I am with you, nephew,” Aric said as he floated beside him.

The shadows were close, a whole row of them leaping into the air with weapons gleaming in the dark.

Asher opened his eyes with a gasp. He launched backwards from his stool, and landed in a fighting stance. He glanced around, seeing that he was in the alchemy lab.

The stark vision had eased back to warm reality. Asher’s stance, and shoulders, relaxed. He rubbed the side of his head, as the visions melted away from his thoughts.

“I will have to be extra careful with Keefa’s milk as well,” Asher said out loud.

An unsettled feeling filled his heart and mind. Winter was upon them, but it hadn’t snowed yet. To Asher, the vision appeared to be something that could happen this very season, or several winters from now. He couldn’t say when, but it cast a foreboding gloom on his thoughts.

“An army of shadows. Well, I’m not going to sit around and wait for something like that to pass.”

Asher turned to the bookshelf again. He stepped closer to it, and looked at a book on the high shelf.

A memory played in his mind’s eye, of when he first arrived here, meeting Elara, and meeting the mayor. The man was so desperate for prosperity in Star Fall, and Mist Valley, he was blinded by it.

Asher pulled out a book, lowered it to his chest, and opened it. He saw various recipes for creating different mystical golems. The first mayor had some magical knowledge. He created a scarecrow golem, and gave it to Asher as a present. The former mayor used it to help him attack the farm, and try to steal the Lac Codex. It all ended with the mayor dying, and his golem destroyed. When the smoke cleared, days after, the former mayor’s book was given to Asher for safe-keeping.

Asher looked over each page again, as he thought about his growing family, and lovers.

Try as I might, I can’t always protect everyone. Maybe, I need to ensure there is extra protection for everyone.

Asher continued to read as his heart beat with protective dedication.


Chapter 13

Wine & Coin

Asher grimaced as the bitter cold blasted his face.

The air was dry, and cold to the bone. The sky was as gray as Asher’s mood. The warm house was but a dream as he marched toward Star Fall, a smiling elf at his side.

Elara looked over at her loving morsel with an impish grin. With a gloved hand, Asher closed the top part of his leather coat, keeping the wind off his neck.

“I thought rangers could survive in any environment,” the elf said with warm eyes.

“We do,” Asher said through tight lips. “But just because we can, doesn’t mean it’s still not brutal. I always hated adventuring through winter. Dungeon divining through winter months was better because the dungeons tended to stay warm, except for those dungeons filled with the dead. Still, it was easier to stay warm with a torch, than this damn wind.”

Elara looked ahead, and tilted her gaze upwards to the gray sky.

“The cold doesn’t affect our kind too much. I can feel the cold, but it doesn’t bite as hard as it seems to bite you.”

Asher nodded as they trudged along.

“When we get back home, I will use you as my blanket,” he said through gritted teeth.

Elara laughed.

“Your threats aren’t threats to me. I will keep you warm throughout the entire winter.”

Asher looked over to the elf, a small smirk appearing.

“Not threats. I’m just telling you what’s going to happen. I have the perfect seat for you, as I drown in your warm cleavage.”

Elara’s eyes gleamed in delight. “Keep talking that way, and we may have to turn around and try this on a different day.”

Asher wanted nothing more than to turn around and head back to their warm home, but business called. The couple had two stops in the town. One, look at the location for the Wine Library. Two, look over, and finish the bit of business at the Leaf-Cutter Farm. Afterwards, they would return home.

The former ranger could not deny the scent of a snow storm approaching. It traveled on the wind, whispering of cold, and gentle ice. As the townsfolk had told him not long ago, the whole valley is often paralyzed with several feet of snow. During bad winters, the snow reached the edge of roofs. Hearths were to always be burning, to ensure the homes were not fully buried.

“Nyn and Blyss have been up to something,” Elara casually mentioned.

“I thought it may be a play?”

The elf nodded. “Perhaps, but this one might be very intricate. Gossip around the house whispered in my ear, telling me Nyn had left our home to speak with a certain master artisan.

“Another rumor was Blyss rummaging through the treasure storage. She had a fist full of gems in her hand, and was quick to run off once caught.”

Asher looked over to the mature elf, curiosity in his eyes. “We know she is no thief.”

“No, she is not, but with both of them working on something together, it’s only a matter of time before we find out.”

Asher chuckled as he tried to keep the cold off his neck. “You sound like a spy mistress. Keeping the kingdom in order by examining gossip, and rumor.”

Elara looked at her handsome man with happy eyes.

“As lady of Blackwood, I must aid in ensuring the kingdom is not rebelling against the crown.”

Asher’s heart beat harder in his chest, an image of he, and her, formally bonding before the gods.

The couple reached the edge of town. The entire town seemed empty. Shops were open, but there was little movement. The further in the pair walked, the eerier it became. When they reached the Drunken Seahorse, the emptiness faded away as music and laughter seemed to fill the tavern inn.

The couple continued to walk, Asher glancing back at the tavern, knowing in his heart it was warm in there.

When the pair walked past the center road coming into town, they stopped at a boarded-up place. Elara took lead, climbing the rickety stairs and to the front door. Asher followed, glancing around that this location was near the hub of the entire town. He looked forward when he heard hammering coming from inside.

Elara opened the door, and the couple stepped into a small degree of warmth, and activity.

Dina, and several artisans, were tearing down pieces of walls, while others were hammering in new sheets of wood. There were about eight people inside, working on various parts. Asher noted two men lowering a section of a bar on the right corner of the wide, rectangular room.

Dina turned her gaze to the man and elf as they entered, and smiled brightly. She walked over to them, as Asher and Elara looked around.

“Glad you stopped by,” Dina winked at Asher, but spoke to Elara. “We have some questions about the layout. There is a snow storm coming, and we’re trying to get the bulk of the work done beforehand.”

“Of course, but may I ask, will it be ready before spring?” Elara asked.

Dina nodded. “Before spring, at my estimate. Once the main room, back kitchen, and storage cellar is finished, all that will be left is to put in the bookshelves. After that, you can decorate it any way you wish.”

Elara’s oval eyes sparkled. “It’s a dream come true. To open a small shop, and have it as my own.”

Dina nodded and looked at Asher.

The lord of Blackwood could see a knowing sparkle in her eyes. She was hiding something, her amused eyes giving it away. But Asher knew it was all in fun. Nyn had seen her for a reason, just as Blyss had taken gems from the treasure chests. They were all working together on something entertaining for the winter.

Asher remembered all the flirting he had with Dina about the coming winter. Now, that winter was upon the valley, they all knew it would be time to collect.

“Elara, are you sure you only want a half-bar? There is enough room for a full one,” Dina asked.

“Yes, a half bar will do. I want more room for tables, and comfy chairs.”

The elf pointed her hand at a few places along the room, “There will be seating here, and here. We will serve wine, but I want it to be a place to relax, and enjoy a good book.”

The master artisan nodded. “Good. I will be sure to stick to the plan, and let you know of any adjustments.”

Dina returned her attention to Asher. “And if you need anything worked on when it comes to your estate, I will be free after this job. I’m sure you will have plenty of jobs for me to work on.”

Asher smirked as heat filled his face.

Dina stepped a little closer to Asher with wicked eyes. “I’ll fit you in…to my schedule,” she winked.

There were some small, gruff chuckles from some of the workers.

“Back to work!” Dina said loudly, but let her gaze linger on the man before her.

The other artisans went back to their jobs, glancing at each other with amused eyes.

“Everything looks in order,” Elara said as she looked around.

Asher nodded as she curled her arm around his. The couple waved goodbye to Dina and her artisans. Soon they were back on the cold street, making their way east.

The wind picked up, causing Asher to squint as they walked.

“Verda asked to stay with us, forever,” Asher mentioned.

Elara nodded. “She was being extra nice to everyone, including me. I was wondering why she was trying so hard. How do you feel about it?”

“She’s lovely, and I won’t turn her away. I know shifters have endured harder lives than us, but,” Asher trailed off.

“You feel our lives are becoming very complicated. Dare I say, you worry you won’t be able to give enough attention to all of us,” Elara said without emotion.

“You can read me very well,” Asher smirked.

“You have nothing to fear from me. Our souls are already bonded. Our harem only brings us more love.”

Asher nodded. “I don’t want her to stay with us for the wrong reasons. You, Nyn, Amber, and Blyss, we all connected. The goblins are with us because I am their new chieftain, yet, I still feel like I’m getting to know them. As for Tessa, if she wants to stay, she can stay as long as she likes.”

“But Verda, Kimi, and even Alma, are like strangers to us,” Elara said with a sad edge to her tone. “I can understand being afraid of the unknown.”

“But Alma should have come to us some time ago,” Asher said, finishing the elf’s thought.

Elara nodded. “Even when she witnessed all of us getting so close, she continued to hide her true form.”

“That is why, I think the Leaf-Cutter Farm will be good for them. Give them a chance to get on their feet, and be safe. If they come to us after that and have some independence, I won’t turn them away.”

Elara hugged Asher’s arm as she rested the side of her head on his shoulder. Asher looked down on the elf, her snuggling to his arm.

“This is why I love, and adore you so much. Any greedy man would simply increase his harem, without thinking of those within the harem. They would be toys to his whims, yet, you think of us, all of us. You hear us. You love all of us. And that is why I love being with you. I feel protected. I feel sexy to you. I feel loved by you, and our family.”

Asher’s heart swelled in his chest. Since they left the house, the cold didn’t seem that bad. He stood a little straighter, and squinted less in the wind. He glanced at Elara, the elf so relaxed, he thought he would have to catch her.

The rest of the walk was made in comfortable silence. When they walked past the eastern edge of town, empty farmland stretched out. In the small distance, a farmhouse, and barn stood.

Even at a distance, Asher could see the farm was still strong. Hari did indeed say the farm was well-kept, and he saw the evidence for himself. When they turned, and made their way up the frozen dirt road, toward the house, a small relief filled Asher’s eyes.

Alma, Kimi, and Verda will be very happy here.

Thinking about Verda, his heart ached. He said he would never turn her away, but sending her to this farm was, in a way, doing just that. He wondered how he could spin it, but ultimately, he knew the truth had to be told. Verda needed time to breathe, and he hoped this place would accomplish that.

The farmhouse door opened, and an older man stepped out with a happy smile.

“Lord and Lady Blackwood! So good to see you both. Come in. Come in,” Hari grinned as he waved them in.

All three stepped onto the porch, and walked inside his home. Warmth melted Asher’s near frozen features. The entire home was warm, and welcoming to the eye.

“I can make us some tea? Warm up those bones,” Hari said with a fatherly tone.

“Thank you, but no need,” Asher smiled. “We only wanted to stop by, and take a quick look around.”

Asher tapped the side pouch at his hip. “We also wanted to bring payment. This looks like a fine place, well worth the coin.”

Hari bowed. “You are too kind, and generous, Lord Blackwood.”

When he stood up, Asher had taken off the pouch, and handed it to him.

Hari was startled. “You haven’t even seen the entire farm.”

“I trust my gut, and the mayor’s gut. She knows I would never do business with her again if I was led astray. Here is what was promised, ten thousand coins.”

Hari bowed as he took the pouch. He placed it on a table, and bowed again to Asher.

“Thank you, Lord Blackwood. But I still wish to show you the farm.”

“Please do,” Asher smiled as he witnessed the joy in Hari’s eyes.

***

The walk back was warmer than Asher expected. Hari was a kind host, showing the couple much of the farmhouse, and land. He showed them a book he wrote on how to work the farm for growing the best crops. The soil itself, he explained, was soil that was beyond measure in the world beyond the valley. Crops grew quickly, were healthy and robust. Asher remarked how his grape orchard had grown much quicker than expected on his estate, and the two men bonded on farming techniques.

Asher felt good, knowing he was helping another, and the town. He felt the change in the wind, and it stirred his soul.

The journey through town was quick. When they reached the Hornspear estate, Asher looked over to the lone farmhouse. Jarrag was not sitting on his porch like he normally did. The taurnar was strong, and powerful, but even he could not stand up to winter’s coming might.

“We should invite Jarrag and his many ladies over for dinner,” Elara said.

Asher looked down on the elf, as she hugged his arm as they walked.

“We may be on neutral terms, but I doubt we should invite him in, knowing his people may have had a hand in Aric’s death.”

“But he didn’t have a hand in it,” Elara said as she stood up, but still had her arm wrapped around his. “Besides, I thought there was mutual respect between you both?”

“There is, I just don’t see us becoming fast friends.”

“It’s going to be a long winter. It might be nice for you to have another man to talk to.”

“I’m fine with our current arrangement. Besides, I have Nuha,” Asher smirked.

The pair chuckled and giggled, due to Nuha’s tomboy demeanor.

The small laughter quickly died as they reached the Blackwood estate. The main gate was open, and a large, covered wagon was inside.

Samuel Throne was standing by his wagon until he saw Asher and Elara approach. His gloomy demeanor was nowhere to be seen. Instead, a happy smile filled his features, and a gleam in his eyes.

“Lord and Lady Blackwood! How good it is to see you!” the consignment agent said with near regal flair.

Asher and Elara stepped onto the estate, and approached the man in black, caution in their eyes. Never had they seen him in such high spirits, and it put the couple on edge.

Samuel approached them, and let out a long, smoky exhale, his lips still turned into a smile.

“A snow storm is approaching, and there is a gift waiting for you. Also, welcome to the Opal Society,” the man bowed deeply in the cold weather.


Chapter 14

How Dare You

The wind picked up a little as Asher and Elara stood by the wide covered wagon. Samuel walked toward the back of the wagon. He reached in, took hold of something, and pulled it out.

Asher and Elara watched as the man walked back to them with a large, leather tub. The agent handed it to Asher.

“Lork Witch-Star paid me extra to bring it to you, a gift for your home.”

Asher and Elara glanced at each other, before Asher unhooked the top of the leather tube, and opened it. A fabric was rolled up inside. Asher took hold and pulled it out a few inches to show Elara. The fabric felt like silk to his touch.

“It’s a covering for your bedding, with pillowcases as well, but as Lord Witch-Star explained to me, it’s mystical in nature,” Samuel explained.

Asher shifted his gaze to the elf at his side. They both looked at each other, and started laughing.

Samuel joined in on the laughter, which quickly made it awkward for all three of them.

“My apologies, lord, and lady. This is my last trip for the year, and I am looking forward to a long rest. After I pick up from you, I will be able to drop off the shipment, and see my beloved, and my sons.”

Asher looked at the happy man. “That is a fine reason to move things a little quicker. I will gather a few extra hands to stock your wagon, and send you on your way to your family. But, if I may ask, how are bedding covers magical?”

“As it was told to me, it’s magical in a way you rarely must clean it. I know, from these kinds of farms, things can get messy in the bedroom. These sheets will remain soft, and clean themselves. They even dry quickly, if there is anything spilled on them,” Samuel said without hesitation, his gaze flickering to Elara’s large breasts, and back to Asher’s gaze.

Asher’s mouth wrinkled, trying to hide his laughter. Elara giggled, not bothered by Samuel’s glance.

“This truly will be helpful in the bedchamber. Thank you, Samuel. I know it may be a long time until you see, or hear from Lord Witch-Star, but please, give him our thanks.”

“I will,” Samuel said with a brightness to his often-dreary eyes.

Asher shoved the fabric back in the leather bolt. He buckled it closed, as he and Elara walked onto the porch, and into the house.

The moment the door opened, Asher caught sight of Alma, Verda, Amber, and Nuha, in the common room. Verda had a sad expression on her face, as Kimi stared daggers at Asher. Amber and Nuha looked at Asher like it was a silent call for help.

“Amber and Nuha, Samuel is here to pick up the final shipment for the season. Please find others in the house willing to help load up the wagon. Also, find Brynda. She can help.”

Amber and Nuha nodded, before they rushed off.

Kimi stood up and faced Asher with a heat in her eyes. The lord knew what this was about, and he took control.

“Lord Blackwood,” Alma began.

Asher shook his head. “No, not here. In my study.”

Asher walked past the fuming fox-shifter, and made his way to the main corridor.

Kimi stormed after him, her fluffy tail shuddering in rage. Verda meekly followed. Alma looked at Elara with soulful, sad eyes.

“You know Asher will be even, and just,” the elf said with encouraging eyes.

“I know he will. I just don’t think Kimi will,” the shifter uni-goat said as she followed the small group.

Asher stepped into his study. He turned around to the three women stepping inside, Alma closing the door behind them. The mood was bristly, dark, and sad. Asher kept his demeanor neutral as he knew, any anger in his appearance would only escalate the tension already in the room.

Verda sat in a seat, and looked away with mournful eyes. Kimi stood front and center, as Alma was a few feet behind the shifter-fox, and to the right, also facing Asher.

“How dare you tempt Verda into his cult!” Kimi shouted.

Asher’s eyes became thin slits. “Lady Red, you are under my roof. I expect the same respect as I have given to you.”

Kimi’s eyes flashed with fury. “Respect? Taking us in so you could lure us into this being your cows? I would laugh if I wasn’t so sickened.”

“I chose to take the elixir,” Verda spoke up.

Kimi whipped her head in Verda’s direction, and glared at her.

“You don’t even see what he’s doing to you? He’s manipulating you so he can control you, and use you. Once he’s done, he will send you on your way, back into the cruel world.”

“That is not what happens here,” Alma shot back at Kimi.

“Why should I listen to you? You abandoned us. We were a family. We were going to make a safe home for all of us. Instead, you fell for a man that will use you until there is nothing left.”

Alma parted her lips to verbally fight back, when Asher’ spoke up.

“Kimi, I understand that we don’t know each other very well. You and Verda haven’t been here long enough to know, I’m not that kind of person. But let’s make this clear, between all of us, I do want to help all three of you. That is why I purchased the Leaf-Cutter farm, so you can start a new, safe life.”

Kimi looked back at Asher with suspicious eyes. “No one is that generous, especially to shifters. You wanted us to be grateful, so we would be obligated to return your hospitality.

“Keep your farm. Verda and I are leaving.”

Verda shot to her feet. The shy shifter’s eyes turned round as more black feathers slid through her hair, and out from her skin. Her beautiful appearance took a feral edge, and her stance was one of pending attack.

“I’m not leaving,” Verda said with a menacing screech.

Kimi kept her annoyed gaze. “If you stay, when the betrayal happens, I will not be here. I will not be able to protect you.”

Claws stabbed out of Verda’s fingertips as she grew a little taller.

“I don’t need your protection,” Verda said in her half form. “Lord Blackwood has shown me, us, nothing but kindness, and respect. I trust him, and I will not treat his kindness with such insults!”

Kimi’s pointed ears laid flat against her head, as she crossed her arms along her stomach.

“We can’t trust anyone who is not a shifter,” the fox stated.

“We can trust him,” Alma said as she moved to Verda’s side, and stood with her.

“Lord Blackwood is an honorable man. He has treated everyone under this roof, with respect, kindness, and loving affection. If you opened your eyes, you would see, he’s not the enemy here.”

“Then who is the enemy?” Kimi asked with vile rage in her eyes.

“You are!” Verda and Alma said at the same time.

Kimi’s eyes widened as she took a step back, like an arrow went through her heart.

“How…how could you both say that? After everything we’ve been through. How can you both be so blind?”

Asher stepped in, and stood before Verda. The monstrous Verda looked down on Asher with love in her eyes. The lord lifted his hand, and touched her cheek.

“I wanted to have a chance for us to discuss in private, but considering the moment, I thought I would simply speak my mind, and let everyone hear.

“Verda, you are beautiful. We had tremendous affection, and fun last night, but I don’t want you to stay here for the wrong reasons. I know you have great strength, and fortitude, to survive so long in such a hostile world. I know this place is a respite from the storms of reality, but I want you to stay because you truly feel it in your heart. I would not take offense if there was any reason not to.

“The farm has had many guests, and some of them stayed for a time, and moved on. Others have stayed much longer,” Asher said as he glanced at Alma, and gave her a wink.

The uni-goat shifter smiled.

Asher continued, “Either way, it was always their freedom to stay for a time, or longer. No one here is obligated to stay, or partake in what this farm produces. What we do here is help create potions to aid society, and give any guests a relaxing respite from the world.

“Verda, you can stay for a month, or a lifetime. It is always your choice.”

Verda’s feathers ruffled before her form gradually shrank back to normal. Some black feathers slid back into her hair, and skin, but not all. She looked upon Asher with dreamy, wet eyes, her soul breaking.

Asher smiled at her, before turning to Kimi. The fox-shifter looked at him with annoyed eyes.

“Whatever you desire, the Leaf-Cutter farm has already been purchased. You may stay, or you may go. I can get others to take it over, but I did offer it to you, and the offer stands. Blackwood farm is a place of honor, understanding, and yes, kindness.

“Kimi, you don’t have to run. You can stay, and relax. I’ve been on enough adventures, and knew enough people to know when the weight of living is too much to bear. Don’t let your anger blind you. Take your time with any decision you make. Either way, I will honor whatever you decide for you.”

Alma looked at Kimi with stubborn eyes. “Asher is an honorable, and good man.”

Kimi’s eyes trembled, before she looked away. The fox-shifter walked to the door, opened it, and slammed it shut behind her as she walked out.

Alma turned her sad gaze to Asher. “I’ll go talk to her. She always had trouble controlling her anger.”

Asher and Verda watched as Alma opened the door, and closed it shut behind her.

Asher and Verda turned to each other, a sudden gloom filling the room.

“Lord Blackwood, I didn’t take the elixir because I simply wanted a place to stay. I took it because I wanted to get closer to you.”

Asher stood his ground as Verda stepped closer to him, and placed her hand on his chest. She looked him in the eyes with her own, soulful gaze.

“I have spent much of my time here with Keefa and Nuha. The way they talked about you, I had thought they were under some kind of spell. But with time, I saw that their feelings were genuine. I adore them, but their love for you was infectious.

“I watched you, and everyone else in the household. I saw the gentle caresses. I heard the loving whispers. When moans drifted through the house at night, I could tell they were true.”

Verda blinked slowly as their body heat warmed the very air between them.

“I wanted the elixir because I wanted to connect with the Mother, and with you. Don’t think of me as some innocent child, orphaned and lost. I know what I like, and what I desire.”

Verda moved her lips close to Asher’s ear, their bodies touching.

“I didn’t speak a word of your transformation and what we did, nor will I, unless you want me to. I wanted to show you I could be trusted. And if you wish to drink my milk, and become a devilish demon, I won’t stop you. It makes me wet thinking about what happened, and during this long winter, I hope it happens many more times.”

Verda pulled away with a wicked smile, but kept her hand on his chest.

“Lord Blackwood, I need you. Not to protect me, or care for me, but to lust, and perhaps, love me. I already know where I wish to be, but come spring, I may not be the only one.”

The beautiful owl-shifter pulled away her hand, and happily walked to the door, her hips swaying from side to side. When she reached the door, she glanced back with hungry eyes, before stepping out and closing the door behind her.

Asher stood in the middle of his study, urges whispering their needs for the owl-shifter, and many others.

“A lover’s work is never done,” Asher smiled as his heart beat for his growing family.


Chapter 15

The First Snow

Days slipped by as the farm relaxed further into winter. Smoke billowed from the chimney. The cold deepened as the valley seemed to come to a standstill, yet, activity didn’t stop on the Blackwood farm.

Asher spent each morning working with Amber. The pair collected morning milk, before bringing the crates filled with glass jars to the alchemy lab. Together, they altered the milk to create potions, from healing and mana potions, to cure disease and shape changing potions. It brought a sense of duty, and calmness as they worked together. Afterwards, they often sat in the lab and discussed further potion variations they could explore, or they simply took a moment to be intimate with dreamy moans, and connected bodies.

When not working on potion creation, Asher spent part of his late mornings gathering materials and taking them to his workshop beyond the farmhouse. During the warmer months, it was a simple stroll to his workshop, but as the bitter cold crept into the valley, each walk to, and from the workshop, was a journey through arctic tundra. Asher often laughed at himself after reaching the freezing workshop, and lighting the forge with shaky hands. He didn’t think to put a heating crystal in the workshop, so he could only warm it up with a lit forge. It spilled plenty of heat, and after long moments, the cold air finally warmed enough for him to work.

Asher would open the golem book, and read over each recipe many times. Each day he would bring out ingredients and items needed to make golems. It was fortuitous that he had everything he needed to make half a dozen simple golems, but it still required plenty of work. Stirring the small vat needed focused dedication, and timed moments for adding certain ingredients. On more than one occasion he botched a batch, but Asher was never one to quit, especially if it meant protecting those he loved and cared for.

When the daily work was mostly finished, he left the workshop to trudge to the winery. The blistering cold and wind whipped at him as he reached the winery door. Once inside, he breathed a sigh of relief as he inspected the location. Heat crystals kept the main floor warm enough. In the wine cellar, the temperature was the same as it was during part of summer, and autumn. It had to remain consistent to ensure the wine aged properly.

The lord of Blackwood often checked the first strawberry wine batch, before moving to the grape batch. He checked to ensure there were no shattered bottles. Bad batches sometimes exploded from gas build up. To Asher’s relief, all the bottles had remained intact. Only come springtime, would he sample the strawberry wine to ensure it was ready for consumption.

After the winery inspection, Asher would make his way to his warm home. Each time he stepped in, one, or many of his lovers and friends would greet him. Sometimes with kisses, other times, by dragging him into bedrooms. Asher feared winter would fill the house with boredom, but boredom never sang its dreary song. Instead, it was filled with welcoming warmth.

Nuha, Keefa, and Verda would stop what they were doing to greet him with hugs, and kisses. After that, he often made the rounds, greeting everyone in the household with embraces, and lingering kisses. Daylight would fade away early during the wintery days, leading to long nights.

When there were small moments between helping around the house, or having intimate encounters, his mind would wander to thoughts of Alma, and Kimi. Since that afternoon in the study, Asher hadn’t seen the fox-shifter, or the shifter uni-goat. They had sequestered themselves within Farmhouse West. Brynda would stop by to give Asher a quick report of her patrols, and the happenings within Farmhouse West, but all she could tell him was that there were many conversations between the two shifters, and a lot of long rests. Asher let it go, knowing they needed time to adjust to many things.

Strangely, every time Asher inquired about Nyn and Blyss, he received the same answer. The pair were still in Nyn’s writing cottage, toiling away in secret. Paasha and Nuha would trek out to the cottage to give them supplies, per Nyn’s instructions. As the goblins were told, Asher was not to visit the cottage, under any circumstances. At first, it brought Asher some amusement, but lately, he began to worry about them. The nights were bitterly cold, and the simple wood stove would keep them warm, as long as they kept it lit. The cottage was strong, but it was the first winter it would endure. Asher’s thoughts ran away with him, images of the elf and goblin frozen within. Paasha quickly put those dark thoughts to an end, the motherly goblin telling him they are warm, and all smiles with each delivery.

After a long week and a half of routine inspections and working in the workshop, Asher returned to a strangely quiet home. He stepped inside, and closed the door behind him. There was a stillness, unlike the activity from previous days. Asher’s senses sharpened as he heard movement upstairs, but the ground floor was oddly quiet. When he walked into the common room, he spotted Tessa sitting on the couch. The fae woman had her legs curled under her, with a steamy cup of tea in her hand. Her golden gaze was on the hearth, watching the dancing flames. She blinked slowly, before turning her gaze to Asher, and giving him a loving smile.

“Asher, I was enjoying a memory. Your uncle and I would sit here, and stare at the hearth flames for hours. We held each other close, happy to be in each other’s company,” she said with a soft voice.

“I’m sorry to disturb you,” the younger man said with heartfelt eyes.

Tessa slowly blinked as she looked at him with warm eyes. “Nonsense. Please, join me. The more, the merrier.”

Asher smiled as he approached. He sat down, but kept his leather coat on, trying to warm up.

Tessa put her tea cup down on the coffee table, before she reached over and gently touched his shoulder. “Take it off. I’ll help warm you,” she said.

Asher nodded as he took off his coat, and hung it over the back of the couch.

Tessa took his hand, and pulled him closer. Asher moved to her side, the fae pulling his hand and arm around her waist. She sat in the corner of the couch and armrest. Asher leaned on her, one arm around her waist, and the other across her slender shoulders.

Tessa sighed contentment, feeling Asher’s strong, but gentle touch. She turned and faced him, Asher’s face sliding down onto her bosom. She put her arms around him, holding the younger man to her. Asher shifted, and found himself between her parted thighs and legs. She took hold of his head, and gently pulled his head down to rest sideways on her warm cleavage.

“Isn’t that much more comfortable?” Tessa said with a loving whisper.

Asher simply nodded, his body instantly warming up.

For a time, the two laid on the couch, staring at the flames. It was Asher who broke the silence.

“Where are the others?”

“Verda, Keefa, and Nuha are upstairs, playing some silly game. Elara, Amber, and Paasha, went to the cottage to deliver supplies. That leaves only us,” she said with a sultry whisper.

Asher lifted his head slightly, and looked into her golden eyes. “And how has your stay with us been so far?”

Tessa’s eyes gleamed with desire. “Wonderful, and a little sad. You and your family have made this farm greater than it was before. I had wished I had the forethought to come here during summer, so I could enjoy your sitting pond. Aric always had many dreams, but he liked to dwell in dreams.”

Asher was silent. He knew Tessa was feeling melancholy because her beloved’s ghost haunted this place. Uncle Aric haunted him, in a different manner. It all stirred together like a dreary soup, and Asher wished he could change what happened to his uncle.

Thoughts fell away like dying leaves as Asher grew warmer, lying on Tessa’s voluptuous, hourglass form. A soft heat caressed his thawing body. Moments played out across his mind, sucking on Tessa’s nipple as he drove himself to the hilt. How she gasped for more, while holding his head to her tit with deep affection. When her milk caused his inner demons to want more, she welcomed him with open arms, and encouraged kisses. It was a dream, and not a dream. It was lust, and affection, a pairing they both wanted, and enjoyed.

A sudden emotion struck the lord, and his soul melted to it.

“Tessa, what if you stayed? Not just for the winter, but for many years?” he whispered as he looked her in the eyes.

The mature fae woman looked at him, not with shock, but warm understanding. She touched his cheek with affection.

“Thank you for such a lovely offer, but I fear, with time, I would only slip further into darkness. I loved Aric with all my heart, but if I stayed, I would miss him more than my heart could bear.”

Asher snuggled to her, resting his head on her bosom, but looking up at her.

“I know I could never replace him, nor do I wish to. I only wanted you to know, this will always be your home, to come and go as you please. If you decide to leave, come spring, I want you to know that you can always stay, or come back as you wish, no strings attached.”

Tessa eyed him with adoring affection.

“I like the idea of strings attached. To come back and have you feed me that cock of yours. Making me kneel as you welcome me back. Oh, how I would enjoy the taste of your seed before I swallowed it.”

Heat filled Asher’s features, but he knew well enough that she was trying to distract him.

“We don’t have to talk about it, if you don’t wish. We can enjoy these moments, until the time to decide is upon us. I simply wanted you to know, you’re always welcome here.”

The heat between them grew by a few degrees. Tessa watched as Asher’s hand moved up to her robe top, and parted it enough for an erect nipple to appear with milky white flesh. A bead of milk appeared as Asher gently squeezed her tit. Without ceremony, Asher closed his lips around her nipple, and gently sucked.

Creamy fae milk flowed onto the lord’s tongue, and down his throat. Asher enjoyed the taste as he remained on her.

Tessa watched him with loving eyes. Her fingers ran through his hair as he drank from her soul. Her other hand touched his side, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. Hungers grew as she wanted the younger man to take her so they could chase away melancholy thoughts. Hips writhed, pinned under Asher’s strong body.

“Asher, I love when you taste me. Please, fuck me as you drink from me,” the fae said with urgency.

Asher didn’t move, content where he was. The mystical energies of the milk sank into him, relaxing his muscles, and causing reality to warp slightly. Blissful ecstasy seeped into his body and soul, but he remained where he was.

Tessa let out a small gasp and moan. She writhed as her sensitive nipple tingled to Asher’s tongue and lips. The ache within only grew. When Asher didn’t take her, she relaxed a little, lost in dreamy bliss.

Tessa’s gaze shifted to a window, and her eyes widened a hair.

“Asher, the first snow,” Tessa said with loving urgency.

Asher let go of her nipple and looked at the window. Beyond the glass were large flakes of soft snow. They filled the world beyond, drifting down against a darkening gray sky.

Asher and Tessa sat up, and looked at the window, side by side. The milk caused Asher to sway slightly, caught in the gravity of its bliss, but he had the presence of mind to look at the snow with child-like wonder.

“Your uncle and I would often catch the first snow together. It was our yearly ritual, one we enjoyed for many years,” Tessa said with wet eyes.

She turned to Asher, a tear sliding down her cheek.

“A ritual you and I are now sharing.”

“Tessa, I want you to stay with us. I want to love you, care for you. I want to protect you, just as my uncle protected you,” Asher said, her milk causing the truth to spill from his lips.

Tessa looked at him in subdued shock. His words were not some youthful man filled with fanciful dreams. She felt his words ring true across his soul, and for the first time since her beloved was slain, she felt fear.

“Asher, no. I don’t want you to follow in your uncle’s footsteps,” she said with fear in her tone.

The lord turned and looked into her golden eyes, and deep into her soul. “I know the truth of every word I have said, or I wouldn’t have said them. I have already followed my uncle’s path with the farm. Now, I wish to follow his path of keeping you safe, and loved.”

Tessa’s eyes trembled as she looked upon Asher’s confidence. She parted her lips to speak, when the kitchen door swung open, a blast of cold, snowy air flooding the house.

Asher and Tessa stood up, the fae woman tucking her naked breast back into her robe. The pair watched as Elara, Paasha, Amber, Blyss, and Nyn walked inside. The goblin closed the door behind her, and locked it. The rest of the group had packs over their shoulders, but Nyn and Blyss were all smiles.

The goblin and elf rushed into the common room with excitement in their eyes. They dropped their packs on the floor, the pair rushing up to Asher.

“We are so happy to see you!” Blyss nearly shouted.

“I’m very happy to see you both,” Asher smiled.

“We need to summon everyone in the house, and some of those from Farmhouse West,” Nyn said with strangely excited eyes instead of her often emotionless luster.

“What made you both so excited?” Asher asked, caught in the moment.

The elf and goblin glanced at each other with wide smiles, before turning their attention to Asher and Tessa.

“We created a new play,” Blyss grinned.

“A play that will keep us all entertained for the whole winter,” Nyn said with a gleam in her oval eyes.


Chapter 16

The Rules

The common room was crowded with bodies. Keefa and Nuha, sat on the floor with Verda, while Amber, and Paasha each sat in single seat chairs. Brynda had also joined, standing at the back, her nine-foot frame towering over everyone else.

Asher sat on the slightly turned couch, Elara on his right, and Tessa on his left. He glanced over to the window again, the snow coming down as the last of the evening light faded from view.

The hearth crackled with dancing flames, but with so many people in one room, no one felt a hint of cold. 

Nyn and Blyss stood before everyone, a brightness in their eyes. The elf looked down on the goblin. Blyss looked up at her with a smile, and nodded. Nyn nodded back before she stepped forward and addressed the whole room.

“Welcome everyone. Tonight, I wanted to go over the basics of the play, the rules, and what to expect, to some degree. But first, I want it to be known, the main idea belongs to Blyss. I only helped her shape it into something we can all play.”

Tessa leaned toward Asher.

“You have plays here? Wonderful,” she whispered.

Asher couldn’t fight his happy smile as he glanced over to Blyss. The goblin looked at him with such happy eyes, his heart began to melt.

“The play is called the Queen of Gems. It is about a queen, with her royal court. The court will be split into four groups. The queen and her advisors will be one court, the Onyx Court. That leaves three other courts, the Ruby Court, the Emerald Court, and the Sapphire Court. The goal is for one, or more court members to join the queen’s inner circle,” Nyn explained.

The dark-blue-haired elf reached into a deep robe pocket, and pulled out four chains, each one with a different gem. She held them up for everyone to see. The gems gleamed in the firelight, everyone’s gazes on them.

Nyn continued, “Each court member will have a chain, with their court gem. These chains are your most prized possession. They signify your influence in the play. They can also be won from each other. The more chains, or influence you have, the greater chance you will gain favor from the queen. Even if you lose your chain to another, you may try to earn it back, but you will not have any sway in the queen’s court, so don’t concern yourself should you lose your influence early on.”

Nyn saw the questioning eyes before her, and she showed a small smirk as she put the gem chains back in her robe pocket.

“You may be asking yourself, how does one win, or lose favor? When you enter a tryst with another, the first to orgasm loses their chain, or influence, to the one they are with. The winner may orgasm as they wish after that. That’s the heart of the game.”

Smiles and nods appeared across the common room.

Tessa raised her hand. “What if there are more than two partners in a tryst?”

Nyn centered her gaze on Asher’s interested eyes. “The one who climaxes may decide who to give it to. It adds another dynamic to each tryst.”

“Can we form alliances, and work together in secret?” Amber asked with her own, excited smile.

Nyn and Blyss nodded.

“Yes, that is another aspect of the play to enjoy.”

Blyss stepped forward, “The queen is the ruler over the kingdom. She will be the only one who can tell others what to do. If the queen asks anyone for information, or wishes to know any secrets, a player must tell her the truth.”

“The queen may also have private games with those she chooses. In those, you don’t lose influence, but must do everything she commands,” Nyn added.

Asher raised his hand. “Who’s the queen, and when do we start?”

Nyn’s face grew blank, “That is for tomorrow to unveil. Blyss and I have a list of who belongs to which court, and who will be queen. We spent some time gathering everything we needed. That is why, there will be a royal ball tomorrow, and all will be revealed.”

Asher put his hand down. “How are we going to prepare if we are all trapped in the home?”

Nyn looked at Asher with knowing eyes. “Some here will be chosen to help set up. While others will be sequestered to their rooms. You, Lord Blackwood, must go into town, and have a drink. Someone will meet you there, to spend time with you, and know when to come back.”

Asher’s heart beat with its own excitement. The play sounded mysterious, and enticing. He knew Nyn and Blyss put in a lot of work for this play, and he was eager to see how it would work. But a question nagged at him. He looked around as he was the only male on the estate. Such a game would not be tilted in his favor.

The lord of Blackwood spoke up, “As I am the only male here, would that put me at a disadvantage?”

The elf and goblin grinned from pointed ear, to pointed ear.

“We have many toys, and other intimate items. They may be used by anyone, at any time, with consent, of course,” Nyn answered.

Asher nodded. He then glanced over his shoulder to Brynda. The giant listened intently, but her eyes betrayed her. Everyone knew she had not been intimate with anyone else in the house. To Asher, that either made her an easy mark, or an unknown factor that may change the tides. She may have already told Nyn and Blyss she was willing, but she didn’t speak a word of it to him, which only raised more questions for the lord of Blackwood.

Elara leaned on Asher’s shoulder, bringing her lips close to his ear.

“Besides, all of us, at many times, lost control of our own willpower to that delicious monster between your legs,” she said with a seductive whisper.

Asher turned his head slightly to look at the beautiful elf up-close.

“You are saying I have the advantage?” Asher said with a small smile.

Heat filled Elara’s eyes as she re-lived many moments between them.

“I’m saying, you have a better than average chance at any trysts. It’s going to be so difficult to stand up to your virile nature, my handsome morsel.”

Nyn addressed the chamber again, “Since the days are short, and the nights long, the play shall be limited during the day. When evening arrives, let the play, and games commence.

“Tomorrow afternoon is when the play shall begin. It will carry on for as long as we like, but once the queen chooses those who will be part of her inner circle, the play will end. This is meant to be played for weeks, if not, months. There is no need to move quickly, for it is meant to be enjoyed, with some intrigue to be explored, and alliances made,” Nyn said with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“Or seductive enemies to subjugate,” Amber said with a sinister tone.

The mood in the common room grew with possibilities, and strategies. For Asher, it was a welcomed change.

The lord looked away, his mind’s eye showing glimpses of their previous plays, where, for the most part, he was the center of it. This play offered many different wrinkles, and in a sensual way, a challenge. To seduce his way into the queen’s good graces, and inner circle, made the play that much more tempting. As he glanced at everyone else in the common room, he felt their excitement. Winter was not going to be their prison, but a means to explore each other, and the hidden mystery of the game.

“There will be more rules as we begin tomorrow, but I must say this, don’t be too attached to your bed chambers,” Nyn mentioned.

“Enjoy what we have tonight, for tomorrow will bring great change,” Blyss added.

Nyn and Blyss stepped away, the pair speaking in hushed whispers.

The common room filled with the murmur of conversations. Verda laughed as Nuha and Keefa spoke of taking over the kingdom. Amber turned to Paasha with bright, excited eyes.

Asher turned his head to see Brynda looking at him. The giant then turned, opened the front door, ducked her head under the threshold, and stepped out into the snowy evening. Cold air blasted the common room before the door closed shut.

“It will be nice to include Brynda in a play,” Elara said as she leaned on Asher’s shoulder.

“She hasn’t been part of one before?” Tessa asked as she leaned on Asher’s left shoulder.

“Not as of yet. She is painfully shy, but I think she is starting to let her hair down,” Elara said to Tessa, as if Asher was not between them. “She had feelings for Asher shortly after she arrived.”

Asher blinked. “She has?”

The two women looked at Asher, and started laughing.

“My handsome morsel, she steals glances at you all the time.”

“I’ve caught her more than once, looking inside here to catch a glimpse of you,” Tessa added.

Asher smiled, but his eyes still held a sliver of confusion.

“I’m usually good at noticing,” Asher said in a low tone.

“You have been distracted, in a good way,” Elara winked. “But she hides it well, part of the time. You respect her as a warrior, and for you, lover and warrior don’t mingle too often.”

Elara shifted her oval gaze to Tessa. “Our lover here enjoys mature women.”

Tessa lifted her hand and ran her fingers a little through Asher’s hair.

“I know, because I felt how hard he is throughout. I’m getting wet just thinking about it,” Tessa said with a whimsical tone.

Blood rushed to a part of Asher’s body. Being between two women he deeply cared for, only added to the growing heat along his body, and his loins. He shifted a little, as his manhood fought for more room to grow.

Tessa looked at Asher’s handsome features with her golden eyes.

“Did you mean what you said earlier? I could stay as long as I wished?” the fae woman said with seductive flair.

Asher looked at her. Elara put her hand on Asher’s shoulder, and rested her chin on it as she also looked at Tessa.

“Blackwood men always say what they mean,” Asher said with confidence.

“The odds will be stacked against you with Tessa here, my lover,” Elara teased.

Asher eyed Tessa, visually drinking in her beautiful features, and golden eyes. His gaze lowered to her deep cleavage. Her hand touched his thigh, and his manhood strained against his leggings.

“You know how hungry I get,” Asher said to Elara, but kept his gaze on Tessa.

The fae looked at him with warm, golden eyes.

“A new life here is something to consider. Let us see how each of us endures this play. I want to know if you can handle defeat as well as victory.”

“Who says I will be defeated? I can handle court, as well as political matters, if needed.”

“The fae are masters of court, and intrigue. You may have met a true challenge,” Tessa said with a small, wicked smile.

Asher was silent, studying her expressions. Tessa came off relaxed and whimsical, but he could detect a hint of true competition. She was smart, and experienced. As his mind delved deeper into possibilities, he realized, almost everyone under this roof had plenty of experience, knowing everyone’s weaknesses, and their strengths. Asher smirked to himself, knowing this play would truly be a challenge, of bodies, and desire.

Tessa shifted her gaze to Elara. “Lady Elara, would you like to join me as I fetch some wine?”

“Yes, Lady Tessa, that sounds lovely.”

The fae and elf women stood up. The pair walked toward the kitchen, leaving Asher on the couch. He watched them go, his mind knowing they were being mischievous. Imagined moments played out of the three of them enjoying long nights in each other’s embrace.

“This game shall be enlightening,” Asher whispered to himself as the hearth crackled with dancing flames.


Chapter 17

Royal Beginnings

The sky was a miserable dark gray. Shin-deep snow blanketed the valley as far as the eye could see. In the cold white, a figure trudged along, making a path through the pristine snow.

Asher’s strong heart thudded in his chest as he walked through the winter landscape. He glanced back at the estate, some of the buildings still visible.

[image: ]

The cold air was pure, filling his lungs with new vitality. But his mind swirled with thoughts.

The morning meal was warm, and the mood filled with excitement. Asher could feel the energy in the air as his lovers and friends discussed what they thought about the upcoming play, and ball. But as soon as the morning meal was finished, it was Nyn who approached him, and asked him to leave.

Asher nodded as he stood up. He made his way into the common room closet, grabbed his heavy leather coat, buttoned it closed, and left without any further word.

The air was still as Asher made his way closer to Star Fall. In the distance, he could see townsfolk shoveling snow away from shop doors. When Asher entered the town, many townsfolk stopped what they were doing to wave at him. The lord of Blackwood waved back with a smile, the town’s magic further infecting his spirit.

It didn’t take long for the lord to reach the Drunken Seahorse. Thick smoke rose from the wide, stone chimney as he reached for the front door.

Heat blasted his face as he stepped inside, the door shutting close behind him.

“Make sure you tap the snow off your boots,” Bolla shouted with a smile from behind the bar.

Asher did as he was told, tapping the front of his boot on the rug inside the entrance, clumps of snow falling off. He glanced around to see the tavern had at least a dozen town folks, drinking their fill as the wide hearth on the other side of the main room danced with thick flames.

“What can I get you?” Bolla asked as Asher approached the bar, and sat on a stool.

“Fire spirits,” he said as the wet chill from outside lingered within his bones.

The blonde dwarf nodded. She reached down under the bar, and stood up with a bottle of amber spirits, and a glass. She put the glass down on the bar top, pulled the cork from the bottle, and poured into the glass. When the thick, amber liquid reached the top, Bolla corked the bottle and put it under the bar, away from view.

Asher picked up the glass, and took a long sip. Instantly, fire slipped down his throat, and warmed his soul.

“Good?” Bolla said as she leaned her elbows on the bar while looking at him with a smile.

Asher nodded, his face stoney as he tried to not cough.

Bolla’s grin grew a little wider. “This place unites the town. Even during bad storms, brave townsfolk make their way here for a drink or two. For some, it’s a church. For others, a place of pleasant memory. But, now that I am mayor, this place is a meeting hall for the pulse of the current state of Star Fall, and its future.

“So, Lord Blackwood, what brings you to this sacred place?”

Asher eyed the dwarf as she eyed him. There was always a flirtatious unseen bond between them, but neither of them acted. Now that Bolla was mayor, it seemed rude to act upon anything, since it would mark them as having greater influence than the average town folk. Still, Asher still considered it because he, and his demons, liked the dwarf bartender turned mayor.

“Meeting a friend, and having a few drinks,” Asher said truthfully.

The blonde dwarf pulled up the bottle again, pulled the cork, and topped off his drink.

“I’m happy to hear it. Your company brightens up the place,” she winked and went back to tending the bar for other visitors.

The fiery spirits warmed and relaxed Asher. He looked around, wondering who his contact would be. The people who were there were regulars. Many of them greeted him, and waved from a short distance, but no one approached him.

As Asher’s body relaxed a little further, his mind drifted to thoughts of what could be happening back on the estate. When Nyn and Blyss talked last night, it felt like they had a master plan for the play, and it made Asher eager to know more. Most of their plays were off the cuff, with simple rules. This time, it felt like a deeper experience, one he couldn’t wait to dive in.

“Is this seat taken?” came a familiar voice from behind Asher’s shoulder.

The lord turned and smiled as Nadia looked at him with bright, warm eyes.

“Not at all. Please, join me,” Asher said with an endearing tone.

Nadia slipped around the stool, and sat down with a wicked smile.

“I was told I would meet a handsome man at the Drunken Seahorse. When I saw you from the side, I knew it was you. Nadia Tome,” the book shop owner said before she leaned in a little close to him, “from the Emerald Court.”

Asher turned in his seat toward Nadia, and bowed his head.

“Asher Blackwood,” he said as he remembered what Nyn told him to say should he meet his contact. “I've traveled all this way because word of my deeds in other courts has reached these parts. I’m here to become part of the queen’s court.”

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Lord Blackwood,” Nadia smiled brightly as she fumbled to put her hand in her thick, robe pocket. “I’m…here…to,” she tried to talk as her hand moved in her pocket like a trapped snake.

“Take your time,” Asher said with a sly grin.

“Ha!” Nadia shouted as she grabbed something, and pulled it from her pocket.

A few of the regulars looked over with interested eyes.

A chain hung from Nadia’s hand as she held it low between her and Asher. She brought it closer to his hand. Asher opened his hand as she placed a silver chain with an emerald gem within his palm.

“I was told you were to be a new member to the Emerald Court. Now that you have your gem, it’s set in stone,” Nadia said with bright eyes, leaning into her character.

Asher didn’t hesitate to put the chain over his head. When it was around his neck, he tucked the hanging emerald gem into his shirt.

“How many are there of us in court?”

“Three. We will meet our third later, but first, we should celebrate for a time. The ball doesn’t start until close to sundown.”

Bolla placed two glasses, and a bottle of spirits on the bar before them, before walking off.

Nadia licked her lips as she uncorked the bottle, and poured into the glasses, despite Asher already having a glass.

“Since we have time, is there anything I should know before we go to the ball?” Asher asked.

Nadia took a deep sip of her drink before nodding. Pink flushed her pale cheeks as she smiled.

“Much,” she said and burped. “The queen has been having difficulty ruling the kingdom over the last year. She has been annoyed with how the kingdom, and its people, have fallen into dark times. She has asked of many noble houses to send their best, and brightest people to serve in the royal court. That is why we are going to the kingdom, to aid her.”

“We are to simply give her advice on matters pertaining to the kingdom?” Asher asked, falling further into the role.

Nadia shook her head. “It is beyond simple advice. There have been whispers of treachery, and hidden plots. The queen trusts no one, but her inner circle. Many believe she is trying to gain new members she can trust in her inner circle. All of us may be tested, not only by her and her people, but by those from the other courts.”

Nadia sat comfortably on her stool as she took another sip of her drink.

Asher could barely contain his smile. He watched Nadia as she spoke like she had been rehearsing this information for a long time. She was clearly excited, and wanted to get it right.

The book shop owner cleared her throat, and continued, “There are two more courts, aside our own. There are the Ruby and Sapphire courts. There are whispers of one, or a few, who seek to dethrone the queen, and take over in her stead.”

“And where do you, um, we stand on this?”

“I cannot speak for others, but I wish to remain on the queen’s side. I cannot speak for our other member, or you.”

Asher rubbed his jaw as he looked upon Nadia.

“I don’t wish to destabilize the queen’s rule. The kingdom could fall into revolt, and chaos,” Asher answered how he would answer in real life.

Nadia nodded. “It’s good to know there are two of us on the side of just goodness. But there may still be prices to pay, if we wish to be trusted by the queen,” she said as she leaned in a little closer. “Whatever happens, I hope we can work together to root out the queen’s enemies.”

“Me too,” Asher said as he held up his drink to the beautiful woman.

Nadia picked up her drink with a smile. The two clinked their glasses before taking deep sips of their drinks. Glasses down, the pair leaned in a little closer, as Nadia gave him a little more backstory.

***

Asher was a little tipsy as he walked, his arm around Nadia’s waist, keeping her upright. The pair trudged through the snow, the Blackwood estate in the distance.

Nadia giggled as she concentrated, putting one boot in front of the other. She had chunks of snow hanging from her robe, from when she fell face first into the snow shortly after they left the Drunken Seahorse.

Asher let out a sharp laugh as he reached down and helped her up. Nadia’s cheeks were bright pink as she looked at Asher with dreamy eyes. She stuck close to him as he helped her along.

A few hours rolled by as they enjoyed their time at the tavern. The discussion of the play had slowly changed to how much Nadia missed being at the estate, and under his watchful rule, and power. Asher’s head swam as he remained quiet, listening to Nadia talk in hushed whispers about her daydreams, and lurid thoughts. The book shop owner hated returning to life at the shop, and wanted Asher to keep her as his toy. She didn’t show a drop of embarrassment, telling Asher she would be a sheath to his meaty sword.

When the time came to leave, Nadia mentioned how excited she was for the play, and said she would betray anyone for Asher. He only had to tell her, and it would be done.

Asher filed that thought away as they neared the front gate. Smoke billowed from the chimney as the gray sky grew darker. There was movement on the inside of the windows as Asher opened the front gate, and helped Nadia walk toward the house.

The air outside only grew colder, Asher’s breath misty like a dragon’s exhale as they sat on their hoard of treasure. When they reached the porch, the front door opened, and Nuha walked out in a black robe, an onyx gem hanging by a silver chain around her neck.

“Welcome to Castle Darkwood. My name is Nuha, Guardian to Queen Blyss. You must be Lord Asher, and Lady Nadia. We have expected you,” the thin goblin said with authority.

“Isn’t we’ve been expecting you?” Nadia said with a drunken smile.

Nuha’s eyes narrowed. “Do you dare speak to the royal guardian as such?”

“No, she doesn’t,” Asher said and bowed, helping Nadia to bow with him. “We have traveled far, and are honored to join Queen Blyss’s court.”

Queen Blyss? This is going to be better than I thought.

“Yes, my apologies, royal guardian,” Nadia said with a deep bow, and Asher’s help.

Nuha nodded, and stepped aside. “Then enter the royal ball.”

Nadia focused and stood under her own power. Asher looked into the house to see bodies standing around and talking.

Asher stepped in, and was greeted with warmth, and smiles. Amber, Brynda, and Tessa, stood together, all of them wearing thick, red robes. A silver chain with a ruby hung from their necks. They had drinks in their hands, as their gaze lingered on him.
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In another corner, three women stood with thick blue robes. Elara, Nyn, and Verda were clustered together, a silver chain with a sapphire hung from each of their slender necks. The trio eyed Asher, but two faces were blank. Elara and Nyn looked at him like high elves without a hint of emotion. Verda couldn’t resist a smile as she watched him walk in.

Asher’s gaze shifted to the common room. There were several changes to the room. The furniture was shifted to face the wall opposite of the hearth. When Asher looked at the back wall, a golden throne stood. It stood with royal brilliance. A thick cushion of velvet silk was on the seat. Gems covered it in a tasteful design. The high-back of the chair gave it a regal presence, like many kings and queens sat on it.

“Welcome to the royal ball,” came a voice from the side.

Asher turned around to see Dina. The artisan gave him a wicked smile as she held two dark green robes in her hands.

“When the sun goes down, we must wear these, by the queen’s order,” she explained.

Asher took the robe, but his gaze remained on Dina. The strong, beautiful woman stood with contained excitement in her eyes. Asher took both robes into his hands, quickly seeing the emerald gem hanging from her neck. Asher handed a robe to Nadia as Dina stepped closer to him.

“It is custom to not wear anything under your robe. The ball has started, and you and Nadia should change.”

“As you say, fellow courtier,” Asher smiled.

Dina moved her lips closer to his ear.

“I told you I wanted to be part of your plays this winter, but with how Nyn and Blyss explained it to me, this was much better than I ever imagined. I look forward to who comes out on top,” Dina whispered before she pulled back with a sinister gleam in her eyes.

“I’ll…change into this,” Asher said as heat crawled up his neck from Dina’s barely veiled words.

“I’ll change with you!” Nadia said as she stepped forward and slipped.

Asher caught his clumsy friend, and quickly escorted her to his study. Once the door closed behind them, Nadia stood on unsteady legs.

“In all my excitement, I think I drank a little too much,” she said.

“We’ll get you plenty of water. Since the play has begun, we will need our wits. No more drinks for the night,” Asher said with a soothing, understanding tone.

Nadia nodded as she took hold of her robe.

The pair undressed, dropping clothes on the floor of the study. Nadia glanced over to Asher’s naked form as he lifted the green robe to inspect it. She let out a flustered exhale as she fought her own demons, and put on her robe.

Asher put on his green robe, ensuring his gem was front and center, like everyone else in the common room. When he turned around, he caught Nadia staring at him.

“Nadia, we have to focus,” Asher smiled.

“I am focused,” she said with a heat in her eyes that could melt lead.

Asher stepped to her, put his hands on her waist, and turned her toward the door.

“The play has just begun. We should mingle a little, before I tell you to do terrible things for our side,” Asher said with a husky whisper.

Nadia’s eyes fluttered. “Yes, Master,” she said before she bit her lip.

Asher put his hand on the small of her back, and guided her to the door.

It didn’t take long for the pair to reach the common room. There was no music, but plenty of hushed conversations, and drinks piled on the small table before the couch.

Nadia took one look at all the spirits and beer, and she let out a choking sound. Asher rushed to a bottle of water. He poured water into a large cup, and brought it to Nadia, pushing it into her hands. The woman in green lifted the cup and gulped down water.

Dina stepped to Asher’s side, her gaze on Nadia. “Drank too much?”

“Drank too much,” Asher nodded.

Dina leaned in a little to Asher’s ear. “I had my artisans make the necklaces. I worked on the throne.

“Since work has slowed, except for Elara’s wine and book shop, I had plenty of time to work on this project. Nyn and Blyss came to me, and offered me too much coin for it. I talked them down, only if I could be part of it. They said they needed one more to round it out, and told me their plans. I couldn’t risk not being part of it.”

The artisan turned and looked Asher in the eyes. “A long winter playing with you is something I’ve been dreaming of.”

Asher smiled. “But what if I win your gem?”

Dina looked at him with a deep heat. “Nyn clarified some of the rules. Since we are of the same court, if we both decide, we can take off our gems to enjoy each other’s company. We can’t do this with other gem courtiers. There must be a change of influence to enjoy, and perhaps win, this play.

“I myself am happy just to be part of it.”

Nadia stepped closer, the water helping. “You mean, gems won’t be taken between us if we both agree? I was looking forward to being dominated for my gem.”

“It may still happen,” Asher winked.

“We must come up with strategies. I overheard the ruby court plotting to focus on easy prey,” Dina said and looked at Nadia. “We will need to protect Nadia.”

“I’m not easy prey,” Nadia said with defiant eyes.

“Will you be sleeping in my bed tonight?” Asher asked.

Nadia lowered her gaze. “If you want me too.”

Asher looked at Dina. “You’re right. We’ll have to watch over her at all costs.”

The three of them began laughing, causing others to look over with happy smiles.

Asher’s laughter slowed as he glanced around. When he looked at the sapphire court, they looked back at him with amused eyes. Elara and Nyn held themselves well, but Verda looked like she was going to rush over to him to talk.

When Asher shifted his gaze to the ruby court, Amber was the only one staring at him. The faun licked her lips, making sure he saw her. Brynda was behind her, looking away with red cheeks. Tessa was speaking to Brynda in a hushed tone. When the fae glanced at Asher, his manhood stirred, and quickly filled with blood.

Verda and Brynda might be easier to relieve them of their gems, but Tessa knows her effect on me. So does Elara. Those two may be part of different courts, but they will try every underhanded trick in the book to make me orgasm first.

Amber may try her best, but I’m not sure if she can overcome her people’s weakness to sex. As for Nyn, she likes to be dominated in a primal way. I don’t know how it will work in this kind of setting, without some kind of exchange.

I must admit, the play is already fun. When it’s all over, I will have to thank Nyn and Blyss for such a tremendous experience.

Asher blinked as he saw Paasha emerge from the main corridor, wearing a black robe. She walked out with her hands in her sleeves, and her chin held up high. The motherly goblin moved to the archway between the common room, and the kitchen.

“The high stewardess, Lady Paasha has arrived!” Nuha said loud enough for everyone to hear, as she made her way through the crowded chamber.

The sound of hushed voices died as everyone turned to Paasha. Nuha moved to Paasha’s side, and stood tall.

The motherly goblin pulled her hands from her sleeves, and raised her arms in a welcoming gesture to everyone present.

“Queen Blyss welcomes you to her grand ball,” the goblin said in broken common. “She wishes you good food, drink, and good fortune.”

Paasha bowed her upper body and head, her long black hair with a silver stripe, obscuring her features, but not her large, green ears.

“Welcome Queen Blyss, of the Darkwood Kingdom,” the goblin announced.

Almost everyone began to clap. Asher quickly lifted his strong hands, and clapped as well. The moment slowed, before a figure in a black robe walked into view.

[image: ]

Asher’s clapping slowed as his metaphoric jaw hit the metaphoric floor. Blyss was not just dressed in a plain black robe. Her black robe was covered in beautiful golden embroidered royal symbols. They were a work of art as the robe adhered to her short, voluptuous body perfectly. Her cleavage was on full display, and the robe hugged her small waist. She wore a bejeweled tiara, with a ruby, emerald, sapphire, and onyx gleaming along it.

Behind the regal goblin was Keefa. She walked with her head bowed, but her blonde hair made up into a stylish, braided bun.

Blyss took center stage as Paasha and Nuha stood to her right, as Keefa stood to her left.

The regal goblin glanced at Asher, before looking at everyone.

“Welcome. I have summoned all of you here for a purpose. I have need of private advisors to aid me in my rule, but I will not accept anyone. I know, some of you have plotted against me, and my position as queen. Now is your chance to change my thoughts, and join me to make the Darkwood Kingdom better for all its people.”

Blyss’s eyes narrowed as she continued, “And to ensure you have my best interests at heart, I will be testing your loyalty at times of my choosing.

“You all know the game. The more gems you gather, the more influence you will have to speak with me. The game ends when I have chosen the new members to my inner circle.”

Blyss’s eyes returned to normal.

“Enjoy yourselves, for I, and my inner circle, will be watching,” the regal goblin said with excitement in her eyes.


Chapter 18

A Taste of Things to Come

The air within the common room took on a hazy hue. Drinks were poured, and light conversation floated through the large room.

Asher watched with subdued, hawkish eyes. Everyone within were enjoying their drinks, but glances shifted around, sizing up potential strategies. At different times, everyone at some point, glanced at Queen Blyss. The goblin sat on her throne, her fellow goblins at her sides, also watching the chamber. Queen Blyss’s face was blank, but Asher knew her well. He could see she was enjoying herself, pretending to be queen. The gleam in her eyes gave it away.

When Asher turned his gaze to some of his fellow courtiers, he noted their sly gazes, and calculating eyes.

This play is already turning out fun. I wonder who I should seduce first? Or will they work together at some point to seduce me to take my gem?

Asher pondered as he touched the emerald hanging from his neck, like some prize to be won. When a hand cupped his bulge, he turned and smiled at Nadia.

“I needed your attention,” she whispered as she gave him a gentle squeeze.

“You have it,” Asher whispered, not bothering to remove her hand.

Nadia put her lips close to Asher’s ear, “I have already noticed a few glancing at me with predatory eyes. Nyn and Elara know they can break me.”

“It sounds like you’re asking for protection, or forgiveness?”

“Neither. I have read countless books on court practices, intrigue, and deal making. I have already come up with my own secret plan.”

Asher sipped his drink as he listened.

Nadia continued, “Even if one of them wins my gem and influence, it doesn't mean I can’t remain an asset to us for the prize. If my gem is taken, I can still be a distraction, trying to win it back from whoever took it. I only ask for you to be my ally, and take me with you should you win this play of gems.”

“And why would I do that?” Asher said with a playful tone.

Nadia remained close as she gave his cock a gentle squeeze.

“The winter will be long, and cold. I vow to be your pet, your toy. I will remain on my knees, sucking your cock as it pleases you. I will be your slave, and you will be my master,” she said with a seductive hiss.

Asher smirked. “How is that a benefit, when I could take you as my slave any time I wish?”

Nadia gave him a seductive look that could melt iron. “If we don’t have a deal, I don’t know if I will be able to work with Elara and her Wine Library café.”

Asher shifted his head so quickly to Nadia, several others in the room noticed it.

“Diabolical,” Asher hissed with amused eyes.

“Maybe I’m that sinister, maybe not. You will only know, after the play is concluded,” Nadia said with a slow, sultry blink.

“What is happening here?” Dina said as she leaned close to the pair.

“A deal, of sorts,” Asher said, not betraying Nadia.

“We were discussing how we could work together to take influence from a few others,” Nadia lied.

Asher stared at Nadia, seeing a side of her he didn’t know existed. She was being devious, and underhanded, which made the former ranger’s cock to thicken against her palm.

Nadia shifted her gaze to Asher. “It feels like we have a deal,” she said as she let go of him.

The lord of Blackwood took in a long, silent inhale. Memories washed upon the shores of his mind, moments playing out of his times visiting courts of rulers after dispatching monsters, or stopping strange occurrences. He never felt comfortable spending more than a day or two in those royal places, eager to get back to the guild to enjoy some rest, and plenty of ale.

Now, there is a change in the wind. Knowing everyone within the home, and being comfortable with all of them, gave him a confidence he never had in real royal courts. He was a ranger, not some steward versed in politics of court. But a glimmer of excitement and entertainment filled him, as he might be able to play a courtier, and taste politics in an environment that won’t have the eyes of an entire kingdom watching his every move.

“What is our plan to win the queen’s favor?” Dina asked as she looked around.

“How well can you hold back blissful orgasms?” Asher asked with an impish smirk.

“Fairly well. I think the only person I have a weakness for is you,” Dina whispered.

“I wouldn’t trust that thought too much. Everyone here knows how to push someone to the edge of ecstasy. I know I can have an iron will if I wish it, but everything about us will be tested when the moments come.”

Dina’s eyes took on a playful gleam. “Lord Asher, do I detect a hint of concern? Surely, you could, and have, slain all the hearts in the room?”

Asher smiled. “I have slain most hearts here, but there are a few that know how to weaken me. Brynda is the only one here I haven’t slept with. She is an unknown in that respect.”

Dina moved to his side, the pair looking at everyone in the room while Nadia helped herself to another drink.

“You continue to surprise me, Lord Asher. But who here gives us pause?”

Asher knew Dina could use this information against him at some point. Despite having the same gem, as things moved closer to the hilt, there could be a change of loyalties if it came down to him and Dina.

“Elara and Tessa know how to push me over the edge. Amber might have a fighting chance. Verda is a wild card, and so is Brynda,” Asher whispered.

Dina nodded. “I have no qualms with sleeping with beautiful women, but I prefer your cock above all else. They may have difficulties with me. That could give us an edge, if we work together.”

“What’s the offer on the table?” Asher whispered.

“When the play is finished, I spend a month here, and I take the elixir. I become your prized guest. Every night, I have a place in your bed, with you and Elara, of course. But only if we are both in the queen’s inner circle.”

“Tempting, but we don’t need a play for that.”

Dina leaned in a little closer, a hunger in her eyes. “A prize earned is better than a prize given. Besides, you’ll do better in the play if I suck your seed right from your cock before the day starts. It will help you last a little longer,” she winked.

Asher grinned. “We have an accord.”

“I knew we made a good team. That is why, when Nyn and Blyss told me about the play, I had plenty of time to think it over as I crafted the throne, and had the necklaces made.”

“Amazing work on the throne, and necklaces,” Asher complimented.

“Thank you. Its gold painted wood, but the gems are real. Also, there are two thrones.”

“Two thrones?” Asher asked with a raised eyebrow.

Before Dina could say anything further, Tessa walked up to them.

“Greetings, Lord Asher, Lady Dina, and Lady Nadia. How are you this evening?” the fae woman said with hypnotic golden eyes.

“Well. We were just discussing who will be Queen Blyss’s chosen,” Asher said plainly.

Tessa nodded as she displayed her deep cleavage directly at Asher.

“Bold and confident. She would be honored to have such a strong, virile man in her inner circle. I came over to wish you well in this competition, and tell you, that should you lose your influence, I will have need for a male concubine. Someone who tends to my many needs. You’re delicious, and I would favor you above all others.”

Tessa glanced at Dina and Nadia, before looking Asher in the eyes again. “When the time comes, and you have no one on your side, know this, I will love you, care for you, and make your seed drip down my body if you know who to align yourself with. Simmer on what I’ve said, and maybe, we can come to a deeper agreement.”

The mature fae woman fluttered her transparent wings before they folded to her back again.

Tessa turned and sauntered back to Amber and Brynda with the confidence of a victorious leader returning from battle.

Dina’s mouth was agape. Nadia stared at the fae, drinking her drink with wide eyes.

Asher stood in silent shock, concern filling his heart.

She’s coming for blood. She’s coming for all of us.

Dina closed her mouth, and uncomfortably smoothed down her dark green robe.

“I may have spoken too soon,” the artisan laughed.

Asher glanced over to Elara. The beautiful elf looked at him with amused eyes. She leaned closer to Nyn and Verda. Nyn let out a small laugh, as she looked over her shoulder to him. Verda did the same, not with an amused smile or laugh, but with hungry eyes, like she would devour him whole.

“Why does it feel like we don’t have the upper hand?” Nadia said before she took another long sip of her drink.

“I’m starting to think, this may be a bit stronger challenge than I expected,” Asher said in a low tone as several pairs of eyes looked in his direction.

***

Two hours slipped by. It was difficult to tell time for everyone had drank their fill, and more, due to the excitement of the play.

A procession led by the queen, and her inner court, climbed the stairs to the second floor. The Ruby Court followed, Amber, Tessa, and Brynda making their way along, trying to keep their balance. Next was the Emerald Court, Asher, Dina, and Nadia walking, trying to not laugh and fall over. The Sapphire Court was last, both elves and Verda, silent as a tomb, and holding in their drink well.

On the second floor, the queen with her guardian and seer, walked toward the end of the hall, and entered the master bedroom. The door closed behind them, as Paasha led everyone else to the center of the long corridor.

The motherly goblin turned and faced the line of people behind her.

There was some drunken bumping into each other, everyone, including Asher, swaying on their feet.

Paasha held out her hand to the entrance to the large room on the right. “The Ruby Court will be sleeping in these quarters.”

Amber led the way as Tessa and Brynda followed her into that room.

Paasha held out her hand to the entrance to the large room across from the Ruby Court’s room.

“This chamber is for the Emerald Court.”

Asher led the way with a small smile. The large room was Katriss’s room while she stayed here. It seemed so long ago, and drunken Asher still held a torch for the demon mother.

Once he was inside, he heard Paasha direct the Sapphire Court to their room, just before the door closed.

Asher was about to turn around to speak with his fellow courtiers, when a strong hand touched his back, and shoved him hard.

The former ranger had felt Dina’s strength before, and knew it was her as he landed face first on the large, wide bed. He barely turned over and saw Dina and Nadia shed their dark green robes.

Naked bodies stood as both women looked at Asher with seductive eyes.

Asher was stunned by their combined beauty. Dina was strong, yet soft in places he loved to dwell. Nadia’s body was tender, and warm, her robes always hiding her beautiful figure. The pair standing side by side, Asher felt like he was in danger.

“Lose the robe. I’m sure we can all keep each other warm tonight,” Dina said with a commanding tone.

“Master, I just want to be close, and suck your cock,” Nadia said with a submissive whisper.

Asher grabbed at his robe, and undid hidden buttons. He moved slowly, his drunken gaze caught on Dina’s firm breasts, and erect nipples. His gaze shifted to Nadia’s tender body, her pink nipples standing erect. When Nadia let out a shudder, not from the cold, but from a growing inner fire, Asher pulled his robe open, his manhood rising like some sea beast.

The two women stepped closer to the bottom of the bed, before they crawled on. Naked flesh sang their lustful song to Asher. When he moved to take his necklace off, Dina took hold of his hand, stopping him.

“We can trust each other for tonight, and only tonight. I fear, tomorrow night, the true battles of influence will begin,” Dina purred as she laid beside him, touching her body to his.

Asher looked at Dina as he felt fingers curl around his shaft. A gentle stroking stiffened his erection like hard iron.

“Just a taste,” Nadia moaned before closing her lips around his cock-head, followed by gentle sucking.

Pleasure filled the lord as he and Dina watched Nadia hungrily took his impressive member between her lips, an inch at a time.

“I dreamed of this for too long,” Dina said as she curled her strong leg around Asher’s leg, grinding her wet slit against his hip.

“You never have to dream. You know our door is always open to you,” Asher said as he put his arm around her naked shoulders, holding her close as she rubbed herself on him.

“It’s…not that easy,” she said with a dreamy whisper. “My people already know how I feel about you. If I come here too much, they will feel abandoned. I have to…be their leader…first,” she said with a harsh whisper, followed by a low moan.

Asher ran his fingers along her naked breast, before gently swirling her sensitive nipple. Dina gasped as her hips moved with greater urgency.

“It’s not just that, is it? You’ve mentioned not wanting to be lost in the crowded life I lead.”

“I’ve…gotten used to the idea,” Dina said and moaned. “I abuse my clit nightly, thinking about you keeping me as a lust slave. How…you would make me weak. How I would be weak…for you.”

Asher lifted his hand, and touched her cheek. Dina looked at him with dreamy eyes, her breathing quickening.

“I can be strong, or as gentle as you like, beautiful Dina, but know this, throughout our time together, my feelings for you will never change.”

“You don’t…have to lie to me. I’m already in your bed,” Dina said with a sultry exhale.

Asher felt a growing wetness against his hip, as Nadia’s head bobbed, running her lips over thick, veiny inches.

“No lies,” Asher said with warm eyes. “Nadia, take a seat.”

Nadia lifted her head up, and was on her knees. She rubbed her clit as she moved over Asher’s thighs. She took his wet cock, and pushed the head to her dripping slit. Her fingers continued to massage her clit, as she slowly impaled herself on him.

Nadia let out a deep, hungry moan as each inch spread her inner world. When she reached the hilt, she stopped rubbing her pearl, and placed both hands on Asher’s chest. She leaned forward, as her ass rose up a little, and moved down with loving ease.

“Master has always been so good to me, to everyone here,” she managed as she humped his iron-hard member. “So loving, and always happy to fuck me further into submission.”

Nadia moaned louder as her nerves began to tighten. She increased the tempo, a little at a time.

Dina listened as she rubbed herself further into a frenzy. With Asher’s arm around her, moans dripped from parted lips.

Nadia’s eyes began to roll into her head, pleasure blooming further across her whole body.

“And when he fucks me, he owns me. I feel safe, warm, and wet. He,” she trailed off as she felt herself getting closer to climax. “Master, I missed your cock for so long.”

“I missed you, beautiful lust slave,” Asher said with confident eyes. “You feel so good, I may never let you leave.”

Nadia’s eyes rolled into her head. No words filled the air, only Nadia’s growing gasps. The full feeling within her tipped her closer to the edge, and she bounced on her master like a dutiful slave.

Asher shifted his gaze to Dina, the artisan watching Nadia as she was losing her willpower.

“Master…may I?” Nadia said with dazed eyes, her inner world squeezing Asher’s cock for dear life.

Asher was silent for a moment, enjoying the feel of Nadia’s tight world. When her eyes fluttered, he put his hand on her hip.

“You may,” he said with confidence.

Nadia’s mouth made a perfect oval as her eyes rolled into her head. A series of explosions shattered her mind as her body continued to hump her master’s manhood. Wetness surged along their connection as Nadia wilted.

Asher reached up and took hold of her arm. Nadia shuddered again, and again, as Asher gently pulled her to the side. She fell off her master, and landed on the bed, gasping for breath as her body twitched from multiple orgasms.

Upon seeing how Nadia orgasmed, Dina was close to her own, when strong hands grabbed her. The artisan was pushed onto her back, and Asher was upon her. He clamped his hand over her mouth, while his other hand slipped under her head, and held her in place.

Dina’s eyes widened in shock, before she felt Asher’s hips moving, the head of his cock touching her dripping slit.

“Do not think of me as weak-willed. I’ve seen much on my travels, and I know a spirit who wants to be tender when they are strong all the time,” Asher hissed.

Dina’s eyes widened a hair as the tip of Asher’s cock slowly pushed at her tight, valley entrance. His cock was unyielding as he parted her wet slit, and slowly pushed in, and inch at a time.

Her eyes fluttered as Asher took control, forcing his manhood deeper, invading her very spirit and soul. She barely muffled incoherent words as she tried to keep her gaze on Asher’s intense eyes.

“I know you want to be weak. I also know you want to be respected, and loved. Here, you will have all three. There will be no judging eyes, or words. This is a safe place, for us to fuck each other as we see fit. The feelings we have, will always be there, but under this roof, I will fuck you, and love you.

“All you will have to do is come, and we will explore your lustful heart, together.”

Chaos and heat shattered Dina’s sanity. Asher’s words, confidence, and powerful thrusts sent her spiraling over the edge. A pressure pressed on her soul, and beyond her control, a string of explosions sent her tumbling through a raging river of ecstasy. Toes curled as Asher’s thick member punished her inner world, as his hips punished her inner thighs.

There was no scream, only a muffled whimper. White touched the edges of her gaze, and for a long moment, she was lost.

Asher continued to fuck Dina as she squirted. He didn’t slow down as they were now drenched between them. It didn’t matter to him, as long as he saw the loving light in her eyes. He pulled his hand away from her mouth, but still cradled her head in his other hand.

Dina’s glassy gaze faded as she looked deep into Asher’s eyes, and his soul.

Dreamy love bloomed, and she moaned her acceptance.

“My gentle artisan,” Asher said with a loving tone as his hips punished her. “I’m going to spurt my seed in you, marking you. Nadia will lick up whatever drips out,” Asher said with a commanding tone.

“Yes, my strong lord,” she whispered as the sounds and feel of Asher’s hips caused her orgasm to last longer than she ever experienced before.

Dina’s words brought Asher closer to the edge. His member thickened with each thrust, and each squeeze from Dina’s vice-like grip. When he pushed to the hilt, he let out a strangled grunt. Thick ropes of seed flooded her narrow, tight valley. Nadia moved closer with weak eyes, watching as Asher grunted again, pushing his soul into Dina. Bliss burned bright as Asher lost control of himself, thrusting again with a great need.

When the last of his seed pushed into Dina, he let out a heated exhale, his cock still hard.

Dina moaned as he pulled out. Asher moved to her side, as Nadia crawled between Dina’s parted legs. Nadia gazed down on Dina’s slit, seed and honey dripping down between wet thighs. Without any hesitation, she lowered her face down with parted lips. When she touched Dina with a probing tongue, the woman let out a breathy exhale.

Asher was beside Dina, his body touching hers. His wet cock was on her thigh, Nadia’s head only a few inches away as she licked Dina clean. He groped her firm breast, his thumb over her erect nipple. It caused Dina to squirm as she was caught in ecstasy’s embrace.

“You…give a compelling argument,” Dina whispered as she writhed to Asher’s touch, and Nadia’s lips and tongue.

“I want us all to be free, and happy, exploring anything we desire. I felt I needed to make the point,” Asher said before licking her standing nipple.

“You certainly did, with that delicious cock of yours, and your words,” Dina laughed before moaning her pleasure again.

“It’s okay, lay back and enjoy. Nadia is very good at giving pleasure,” Asher said with a loving whisper. 

“So are you,” Dina said as her body began to tense again.

Asher smiled, when moans floated in the distance. Asher and Dina listened, hearing Nadia’s licks and slurps, but also hearing moans of pleasure from beyond their bed chamber.

“It would seem, everyone else is preparing for what is to come. I’m sure secrets are being whispered with the moans,” Asher said with knowing eyes.

“Asher, if I lose my influence, don’t forsake me,” Dina said with dreamy eyes.

The lord of Blackwood looked at her with confident eyes.

“Forsake you, never. Make you mine and fuck you harder, that I can promise,” he winked.

Dina’s eyes fluttered as Nadia’s tongue stabbed a little deeper, sucking seed from her valley, and sliding back out to lick Dina’s clit.

“I know tonight is for passion, but tomorrow night will be a bloodbath of lost influence. When we are sated, we should discuss strategies,” Asher said as he gently squeezed Dina’s breast.

“Yes, but that will be hours from now,” Dina laughed, followed by a moan.

Asher visually drank in her beauty as she writhed to heavenly bliss.

“We’ll make time for it, but for now, let’s enjoy the moments as they come,” he said with a devilish smirk, and a hungry gleam in his eyes.


Chapter 19

The Size of It

Asher looked down the long table to the window beyond the dining room. Snow fell with thick flakes, the wintery storm rolling through just as it was predicted. The snow outside was to mid-thigh, and only expected to become higher as the storm moved through.

Asher shifted his gaze to the table before him. The meal was slowing to a finish. Blyss sat at the other end with her inner circle. Both sides of the middle table were filled with bodies sitting close together. There was plenty of spirits and ale being sipped, but eyes shifted from one another. He sensed the continued observations and plots between each of the gem courts. As the gray sky grew darker, a tension filled the table with who was going to lose their influence tonight.

Asher thought it might be a bloodbath today, until he remembered the women present were intelligent, playful, and horny beyond words. They would take their time, using deal-making, bribery, and seduction, to win influence from each other. There would be no rush to intimacy, but calculated risk and rewards between each of them.

A feeling swirled in Asher’s gut, wondering how many, if not most of them, had their gazes on his gem.

Asher noted Brynda had not joined them for dinner. Neither did Alma, and Kimi. The three of them were in Farmhouse West. While thinking about them, a plan was formed.

Lord Asher stood up and bowed.

“Queen Blyss, may I be excused. I wish to bring food over to Farmhouse West, before the snow gets any deeper.”

Blyss looked down the long table to Asher. When he lifted his gaze to meet hers, she gave him a gentle nod.

Many eyes shifted in Asher’s direction. A few smiles bloomed, knowing Asher’s reasoning. Others looked at him like wolves going in for a kill.

Asher excused himself, and made a hasty exit.

The house was quiet as Asher made his way into the kitchen. He wrapped some items, and prepared a carry-dish. He heaped a lot of meat, fruit, and vegetables onto the dish. Brynda always had a large appetite, and he hoped it was enough. When it was all ready, he carried it into the common room. He set the carry-plate, and wrapped bread down, as he put on his long leather coat, and high boots. Scooping up the items, he made for the door, opened it, and stepped out into the dark, snowy world.

The snow crunched as Asher stepped off the porch. It was deeper than he expected, nearly to his hip. The cold wind and falling snow whipped at him as he made his way to the other farmhouse. His eyes were thin slits as he pushed through the snow.

When he reached Farmhouse West, he continued around it to the back, to Brynda’s private entrance. He trudged onto the small porch. The tall glass windows had the curtains drawn. Wet snow soaked into his leggings, but he ignored it and walked up to her door. He lifted his hand to knock, when the door opened.

Asher looked up to see Brynda’s warm eyes. She stood at nine-feet-tall, wearing her long, ruby red robe.

“I didn’t know if anyone here ate. I brought dinner,” he smiled.

“Come in,” Brynda said with a small voice.

Heat washed over Asher as he stepped inside the warm room. Brynda took the items from Asher’s hands, and brought them over to a table. She set them down as she spoke.

“Thank you, but we’ve already eaten here. I will keep it, because sometimes I get hungry in the middle of the night.”

Asher nodded as he looked at her large room. The stone hearth was filled with burning wood. Heat billowed from it, warming the entire chamber. Brynda’s bed was in the center of the large room, the headboard against the wall. Asher caught sight of an elixir bottle on her nightstand.

Brynda stepped over to the foot of the large bed, and sat down. Despite her height, she seemed small before his eyes.

Asher was about to say something to cut through the silence, but Brynda spoke first.

“I hear everything. It’s a blessing, and a curse, for my people. It’s why we dislike places with lots of noise.

“Out here, there is so much beautiful silence. It helps me relax, but I do listen in on everything said in both houses.”

Brynda looked down, as heat crawled up her neck.

“I listen to casual conversations. I also hear when you’re intimate with your lovers. I hear how much you love, and care for them. I hear when everyone cries out in passion, and the beautiful whispers blend with heavy breathing. There is a magic here, one that has infected me as well.”

Brynda looked away as she continued, “I joined the play, but I have no interest in gaining influence. I love everyone here, but my feelings have grown for you.”

“I didn’t want to muddy what we have here. I didn’t want to make your life difficult on the farm, with any kind of expectations,” Asher said, speaking the truth.

Brynda nodded. “I know, because I have listened to you, gotten to know you, fallen for you.”

The giant woman leaned back, and took hold of the elixir. She sat at the end of the bed, the mystical potion bottle in her hands. To Asher, the elixir looked so small in her hands.

“Among my people, I’m a runt. Most female giants are twelve to twenty-feet-tall. I left the forests because I could not take on a mate. They were cruel, saying they would break me. As you know, I’m tougher than I look, but I have my own desires, and urges.”

Asher watched as she turned the elixir bottle in her hands.

“I have thought about this for a long time. Amber said giants’ milk would be beneficial to the farm, and the world. I heard Lady Tanglemist show you a technique on how to quicken the process. I know it can be intense. I’m a maiden, untouched by any man, giant or otherwise. I may not last long with you. I care not if you take my ruby. All I ask is, be gentle, and forgiving.”

“I will be gentle as fallen snow, and an understanding lover,” Asher said with warm kindness.

Brynda set the elixir on the bed. She stood up to her full height, towering over Asher. He watched her with loving eyes as she opened her robe, and shrugged it off her shoulders.

Asher was stunned by her beauty. Her form was rubenesque, her breasts larger than his head. Her hourglass form was sensual, but she did have some scars along her arms, and legs, which only added to her beauty. She was perfectly imperfect.

A red braid was over her shoulder, as a silver necklace with a ruby laying on her pale skin, between her large breasts. Her nipples were a reddish pink, small, and erect. As Asher’s gaze drank in her beautiful curves, he witnessed a triangle of short red hair between thick, strong thighs.

When Asher lifted his gaze to her face, she looked away with deep shyness.

A warm sigh fell from her parted lips, as she reached for the elixir. She lifted it up, and pulled the crystal stopper from the top.

“Amber gave me the elixir. I’m drinking it because I trust you, and…have feelings for you.”

Asher stepped closer as he looked up into her eyes. “You don’t have to drink it to please me. We can take it slow.”

Brynda shook her head. “I will lose my courage,” and put the elixir to her lips, and drank deeply.

Asher stepped back, and began to undress. When his clothes were in a pile on the floor, he stood at his full height, his member thickening.

When Brynda finished, she swayed on her feet. Her eyes fluttered, the elixir sinking deeper into her form, and her soul. There was a connection to something beautiful, and caring. Something warm touched her hand, and she looked down to Asher holding one of her hands with both of his.

“Lay down,” Asher said with a soothing voice.

The giant woman sat on the bed, and moved back until she was on it. Despite her great strength, her arms and legs shook, and she collapsed onto her back. Her breathing increased as swirls filled her breasts, stomach, and between her legs. The elixir crept along her body, connecting her to the Mother, and a tingling lighting every nerve.

Asher crawled to her, and laid at her side. He stroked himself to her beauty. Her shyness began to bleed away, her hips moving, and her urges growing. When Asher let go of his manhood, he touched her skin. It burned like a fever, and a small moan escaped her parted lips.

“Claim me, Lord Blackwood,” Brynda said with a dreamy whisper.

“Please Brynda, call me Asher,” he said as his fingers touched her inner thigh, and began to swirl against her skin.

Brynda’s eyes squeezed shut as bliss coiled around every nerve along her body. She gasped as his swirling fingers moved closer to her thin slit. Strong thighs trembled, the swirls heightening the experience, and accelerating it.

“I feel the Mother’s touch on my soul. I feel your heat and touch, Asher,” Brynda said with a nearly delirious tone.

“Remember, enjoy pleasure’s embrace,” Asher said before he closed his lips over her erect nipple.

Brynda gasped as lurid sensations filled her entire form. Her hands grabbed at the blanket, bunching it between her strong fingers. Hips moved to Asher’s swirling, as his lips and tongue massaged her nipple.

Brynda’s eyes began to flutter, the swirls sending blooms of pleasure along her entire body. Thighs tensed as a small moan floated into the air.

Asher slid over her, his cock touching her womanhood. The urge to drive his passion into her sang, but he took control by letting go of her nipple and sliding further down her body.

Brynda’s eyes wrinkled as she felt Asher’s body slid away. Her eyes shot open as she felt his lips on her, followed by his tongue invading her. Sensations whipped at Brynda as her head shot up enough to see Asher between her thighs. She watched with lurid intensity as she felt his tongue explore her. His lips kissed and massaged around her wet slit.

A shudder ran through her as Asher buried his face between her thighs, drinking her honey and lust. When the tip of his tongue brushed her clit, the giant woman gasped. With tender care, Asher slathered his tongue against her clit, before circling around it.

Time slowed to a crawl as Brynda’s head fell back onto the pillow. She stared upwards, a heat building beyond her control. Her nipples tingled, and a growing pit filled the spot below her stomach. Another shudder ran through her, and her breathing increased. Pleasure slowly began to blind her, her eyes half-closed as Asher’s tongue and mouth further relaxed her into a drifting flow.

Asher closed his eyes, enjoying Brynda’s honey. She tasted like a dream, and he remained to task. He breathed in her scent, as his tongue swirled along her throbbing clit. Hearing her heavy breathing was music to his ears, but he wanted more. Demons sang their urges, needing to hear her moan, and orgasm. His own cock was thick with blood, and throbbing needs.

Asher didn’t give in. He knew she had been thinking about it a long time. In his own thoughts, he thought about her, but never wanted to take things further, for fear of her having regrets. The change happened when she confessed to hearing him, and the others, speaking the language of intimacy, and wicked whispers. She knew him, and in the back of his mind, he hoped she did.

“Goddess, he feels so good,” Brynda said to the Mother.

There was a strong shudder through the giant woman. Brynda gasped before the tingling along her nipples drowned out the world. There was a gentle building of fullness, and pressure.

Brynda didn’t have to look, as her nipples began leaking creamy milk. She whimpered as she felt alive, and warm, lost to blissful sensations.

Asher noticed a change to her honey. It surged as she relaxed further. He took it as a sign, and lifted his head.

Brynda’s body writhed like a snake on its back. Milk leaked from erect nipples as she laid with closed eyes, and heavy breath.

Asher moved up until his hips were between her thighs, and his cock head touching her quivering valley entrance. Her full breasts leaked milk as she shuddered from pangs of pleasure.

“We’ll take it slow,” Asher said as he pushed his hips, his meaty spear slowly penetrating her.

Brynda’s breathing grew deeper. She moaned as Asher closed his lips around her leaking nipple, and drank her milk. Eyes fluttered as a thickness spread her inner world, an inch at a time.

The moment the milk slipped down Asher’s throat, heat and power filled him. Veins rose along his arms, and legs. Magical power caused him to grunt, and with a blink, he felt himself growing large. It wasn’t simply his manhood, but his entire body.

Brynda let out a long moan, Asher’s manhood stretching her valley to nearly the breaking point. She seethed as she opened her eyes to see Asher as big, tall, and wide, as she was.

Asher stared into Brynda’s eyes, not as a man to a giant, but as a giant to a giant. Seeing her, and feeling her, his hips betrayed him as he slowly increased the tempo.

Brynda could not form any words as each thrust sent her closer to the brink. Her eyes fluttered as her moans grew. Milk leaked from engorged breasts, pressed against Asher’s strong chest. She parted her thighs to his size, and soon wrapped them around his lower back. Each hard, but gentle thrust, sent pleasure blazing across each nerve. She held onto him for dear life, his powerful thrusts sending her closer to the edge.

Asher could hardly believe what was happening between them. He felt strong, stronger than he ever had before. His demons also increased in their mad lust. They roared for more, feeling her vice-like grip on his throbbing cock.

Asher's sense of smell, and hearing swelled. He could hear everything, the casual conversations in Farmhouse East. The small, quiet argument Alma and Kimi were having just beyond the wall. But what he heard the most was Brynda’s rapid heartbeat, her alluring touch, her creamy milk, and the scent of blood from their connection. She was a maiden, and he knew from experience, the first time can be bloody. It didn’t deter him, but a sense of honor fulfilled him as he was Brynda’s chosen, and he wanted her to feel ecstasy’s embrace.

Brynda’s mouth made a small oval as she looked Asher in the eyes. He stared back, the sounds of flesh on flesh filling his ears. A connection blazed brighter.

“Asher…Asher…I’m,” Brynda managed before the moment cracked her whole world in half.

Nerves tightened until one deep thrust shattered all sense of control. Nerves exploded with fiery swirls. Brynda squeezed her eyes shut as Asher’s deep thrusts ignited her soul. Explosions rippled along her nerves, causing a loop of blissful ecstasy. Her moans turned animalist, encouraging Asher to punish her more. He obliged, making long, deep strokes in her tight valley.

Asher saw the reddish pink fill her chest, neck, and cheeks. She gasped for air as her body shuddered hard enough to make the bed creak.

At that moment, Asher pressed his lips to her full lips. Brynda grabbed him, holding him close as tongues invaded mouths. The sensual sliding of tongues sent chills down Brynda’s spin, as Asher continued his relentless invasion. Their bodies exploded with heat, as hearts beat close.

Brynda pulled back, her head falling onto the pillow. She held Asher close as he continued to drive home his affections. She watched with happy eyes as he could not hold back any more.

Asher let out a deep, powerful grunt. His engorged cock thickened, before thick ropes of seed filled her thin valley. He continued to drain his soul into her vice-like hold. When the last of his seed spurted, he huffed as he looked down on her with loving eyes.

Brynda stared at him with warm eyes. Asher smiled, his cock still hard.

Lord Asher pulled out and was on his knees between Brynda’s legs. He looked down to see some blood, and come dripping from her slit. He reached down and ran a finger along some blood. He lifted it up, showing Brynda. She looked at him with nervous eyes.

Asher smiled, before he licked her blood off his finger.

“Divine,” he said with tender eyes.

Brynda slowly sat up. She was still amazed that he was her size. Milk dripped from her nipples, but she didn’t seem to mind. She reached up, took hold of her necklace, and brought it up, over her head. She lifted the silver necklace with the ruby to him, and put it over his head. The ruby dangled next to the emerald hanging against his chest.

“You earned this,” she smiled.

“We earned this moment,” Asher said with a heavy breath.

Brynda’s gaze fell to Asher’s hanging, veiny cock. She then looked up with an impish gaze.

“I want to suck on your cock,” she said with a new light in her eyes.

“Please do,” Asher smirked.

Brynda shifted her legs under her. She leaned forward while taking Asher’s now giant member in her hand. She stroked him as she looked up. Asher smiled as she lowered her mouth to his manhood, and gently closed her lips around the head.

Asher remained on his knees as Brynda’s head bobbed slightly.

“Nice and slow,” Asher said as she moaned with her mouth full.

***

Asher stepped out of the rear entrance of Farmhouse West, and into the snowy world of the valley. Standing naked at now thirteen-feet-tall, with his clothes and cradled in his arm, he had no choice but to leave in his current form. Brynda had fallen blissfully asleep, and the temptation to drink from her would only keep this giant form longer.

Stepping into the snow barefoot, was not as bad as Asher thought it would be. Snow continued to fall from the dark night sky. It wasn’t as cold as he thought it would be either.

“So, this is how she feels to the world,” Asher whispered as he took long steps into the snow.

Where the snow was up to his hips before, now it was just above his giant knees. He walked with a steady pace, not feeling the cold at all. His heart beat like a massive drum in his chest. The snowflakes melted a few inches before touching him. It was like a rainy mist on his body as he made his way back to the house.

The front door was slightly bigger than the kitchen side door. Asher stepped onto the porch, the wood creaking to his new weight. He heard talking in the common room. To his ears, it sounded like everyone was there.

Not wanting to spend the rest of the evening outside, and unsure when he would turn back to normal, he turned the doorknob, and opened the door.

The common room was filled with everyone in the household, except the goblins. Conversations stopped as a blast of wintery air blustered in, and a very tall, large Asher stepped in.

Eyes widened as a few gasps filled the room. Asher had ducked his head as he entered, and stood to his full height after he closed the door.

Elara was to her feet, her elven eyes glancing at the ruby around Asher’s neck, and then to the monster cock dangling between his legs. She touched her own neck in pure shock, and slight curiosity.

“I didn’t know how long I would be this way, so I just decided to come home,” Asher grinned.

The rest of the eyes fell to his monster member.

“I…I can’t even imagine wrapping my lips around it,” Dina said with wide eyes.

“It would split me in two,” Amber said before she bit her lip.

“It’s like a thick snake,” Verda said as she stepped closer to Asher.

The owl shifter looked up at him with innocent eyes. “Can I touch it?”

“I don’t see why not,” Asher grinned.

Verda used both of her hands to touch it. When Asher’s cock bounced to her touch, she gasped, but didn’t move back.

Tessa was standing, but she looked at Asher with cool eyes.

“Giant’s milk will last an hour after being drunk, but from what I see around your neck, you have already gained Brynda’s influence.”

“She put up a great challenge,” Asher smiled.

Giant Asher was about to step further in, when he looked down to Verda stroking him with both hands, one on top of the other.

“I can’t wrap my fingers around it,” she said with curious eyes. “You must spurt a bucket of seed.”

“Yeah, it was a lot,” Asher couldn’t hide his amusement.

Nyn was speechless, staring at giant Asher.

“Um, I overheard everyone talking before,” Asher said as he felt Verda stroking him. “I half expected an orgy, not polite conversation.”

“Why rush our negotiations and dealings? We have a long winter ahead of us,” Elara said, still entranced by his larger than normal member.

Asher nodded before he looked down on Verda, still stroking his cock. “Having fun?”

The owl-shifter nodded as she continued stroking him.

From the main corridor, the queen and her inner circle appeared. Blyss was leading them. When she stepped out, and saw a giant Asher, with Verda stroking his cock, she gasped.

“What?” was all she could say as her eyes were wide.

Everyone turned and bowed to her. Verda let go and fell to her knee. Asher moved to her side, and knelt to one knee.

“Lord Asher?” the queen said as Paasha, Nuha, and Keefa looked at him with shock-filled eyes.

“Forgive me, my queen. I went to see Lady Brynda. She had taken the elixir, and during our tryst, I drank some of her milk. Lady Tessa informed me that I will only remain like this for about an hour.”

Blyss’s wide eyes half-closed as she looked at his large, naked body.

The goblin queen turned her attention to Verda. “And why were you stroking him?”

“I wanted to see how much seed he would spill, my queen.”

An evil smile appeared across Queen Blyss’s dark green lips.

“I think the whole kingdom would like to know. Lord Asher, if you show us, I will remember your bravery.”

Asher noticed Blyss was speaking like a true queen. She was also enjoying her sense of power. He chuckled at her request.

Asher stood up, his cock already fighting gravity’s pull. When he looked at Blyss, the goblin licked her lips.

“My queen, if I may have some inspiration,” Asher said with a wicked edge to his tone.

Nadia and Verda leapt to their feet.

“I will!” they both shouted at the same time.

Amused and stunned eyes drank in the moment as Nadia and Verda opened their robes to reveal their naked bodies underneath. They fell to their knees before Asher with excited eyes.

Asher took hold of his member, and made long strokes. His manhood grew harder just seeing the mad and lurid eagerness in their eyes. Everyone else watched, the shock wearing off, and a sultry gloom filling the room.

The giant man spit on his own cock, taking short, strong strokes. Nadia grabbed her full breasts, and squeezed them.

“Please Lord Asher, come on my tits. Make me yours,” Nadia begged.

Verda let out a seductive sigh, milk leaking from her full breasts as she watched Asher stroke his enormous cock. It was enough for a drop of honey to slide down her inner thigh.

“Verda, remember your loyalty,” Elara said while trying to not smile.

“I will try,” she sighed as she was entranced by Asher’s stroking.

A sultry calm filled the common room, all eyes locked on Asher’s stroking himself. He wanted to laugh, never knowing such an audience from so many at once. Their gazes didn’t cause him not to wilt, but to get harder at the lust in their eyes.

“Lord Asher, come on us both,” Verda said with a dreamy whisper.

Nadia nodded as she rubbed her own nipples. “Please, come on us both.”

Asher had great control over himself most of the time. This time however, he feared the longer he stroked himself, the greater the chance he would turn them off. In his heart he felt it would take a lot to turn any of them off, but him being this size, seemed too much, even for himself.

“I’m getting close,” Asher huffed as he increased the tempo.

Nadia and Verda squeezed their own breasts to giant Asher. They looked up with fascinated eyes, which only turned him on further.

“I’m coming,” Asher growled as he felt the pressure begin to build to the point of no return.

Verda looked at Asher like she saw a god before her.

“I want the real you,” she said cryptically.

Asher knew what she meant, imagining his demon form on her. It sent him over the edge, what happened between them still a secret to everyone watching. With one long stroke, his cock bounced, before a thick spurt struck Verda’s breasts.

The owl-shifter let out a sultry exhale. Asher shifted slightly, a longer, thicker spurt splashing against Nadia’s breasts. She let out an excited yelp, as another thick spurt struck her.

A few spurts struck the two women, the amount of come obscene. Asher stroked out every drop from his loins, the two women kneeling before him having thick seed drip down the front of their bodies.

A dizziness struck Asher like a hammer. He weaved as he began to feel sick.

The lurid moment turned into concern as Asher swayed on his feet. He let go of his member and stumbled to the side. Tessa, Verda, Nadia, and Dina were closest, their hands going up as fear filled their eyes.

Time slowed as Asher fell, his entire body shrinking. It happened so fast, that when hands caught him, they took hold and gently lowered him to the floor.

Everyone crowded around him with worry in their eyes. Asher’s eyes opened and closed slowly.

“Beautiful women,” Asher whispered before everything turned dark.


Chapter 20

The Queen’s Chamber

The darkness swirled as odd sensations faded away. Asher didn’t know how long he dwelled in such a place. His last memory was falling, and being surrounded by so many beautiful faces. He wanted to reach out to touch them, but he could not lift his hand in the dreamscape to reach for such a vision.

When the darkness pulled away, Asher felt himself rise to the surface, and blink into reality’s dim light.

Eyes slowly opened as Asher felt more himself. The first thing he saw were two beautiful yellow eyes staring at him from the edge of the bed. Large green ears flexed as Queen Blyss watched him.

Asher smiled as he partially sat up. He rubbed the side of his head, the tendrils of oddness fading away.

“You have been asleep for a time,” Blyss said as she crossed her arms on the edge of the bed, and rested her chin on them.

Asher glanced at the bed chamber window, seeing darkness, and falling snow beyond it. He turned his attention to the goblin in her black robe, a thin tiara crown on her head.

“I never expected to wake up here?” Asher whispered.

Blyss blinked happy eyes. “I was worried, so I had you brought here. The others were jealous, but they could not deny me.”

Asher glanced around to see that it was only the two of them in his previous master bedchamber.

“Where is your inner court?”

“I sent them away. I told them I would tend to you, just as I would tend to anyone who showed such bravery,” Blyss smiled.

Asher glanced down at himself. He was still naked, a blanket barely over his hip, and covering his manhood.

“You don’t have to dress,” Blyss said as she eyed him in the dim light.

Asher saw the gleam in her eyes, and fell into his role.

“Is there anything I can do for you, my queen? I live to serve.”

Blyss’s eyes flashed with excitement. She blinked shyly, but stayed where she was.

“As queen, I can have private discussions with whoever I wish. When I saw that you already had two gems, I wanted to ensure your,” Blyss trailed off, trying to find the words.

“Well-being?” Asher smiled.

“Yes, well-being,” the beautiful goblin nodded as she continued to rest her chin on her arms.

“I’m well. The effects of Lady Brynda’s milk had worn off. I am myself again, and well rested,” Asher said with a bow of his head.

Blyss’s eyes drank in his strong form, a haze filling them.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” Asher asked, hinting at the play.

Blyss blinked before she smiled wide again. “I am. It has just started, and I want to know what happens next, but for now, I’ve been a little lonely. I know queens are supposed to be above everyone else, and I’m still getting used to it.”

“I think you’re doing a great job,” Asher smiled.

Blyss looked away shyly. “Thank you. Nyn and I took inspiration from a book. I’m trying to remember all the words the queen used in the book. It’s hard. I’ve been re-reading it, but there are parts I like.”

The goblin stood up beside the bed. Despite her over four-foot stature, to Asher, she was a glowing queen of regal power, and presence.

“The queen had private lovers she picked. No one could say no to her,” Blyss stated.

Asher nodded. “I could never say no to my queen. I live to serve all her needs.”

Blyss’s eyes weakened. “All of her needs?”

Asher nodded.

The goblin looked at the door, and then back to Asher.

“My inner circle cannot know of this. They will move against me. They have told me, to take a lover would show my weakness. A lover would have to be…vetted?”

“Yes, that’s correct,” Asher said, trying to help her stay in character. “I can be discreet. I can keep secrets.”

“Even my weakness?” Blyss said with happy eyes.

“I only see strength,” Asher said with truth in his gaze.

The goblin queen slipped her hand into her robe pocket.

“To see me…weak, could destroy my kingdom. You must earn your way into my inner court. But I have my own needs, and I see you at my side.”

Blyss pulled out a black blindfold.

Asher looked at it, and then back to Blyss with knowing eyes. His member stirred at the thought of being with her, and unable to see her.

“I will do anything you desire, my queen.”

Blyss let out a small, sultry exhale. She lifted the blindfold to him. Asher took it and quickly covered his eyes. He wrapped it around his head, and tied it tight behind.

“Can you see your queen?”

“I can hear her, but I see nothing,” Asher whispered.

“We must be silent. If Nuha hears us, she will come in and arrest you. Speak of this with no one, and prove your loyalty to me, and the crown.”

“I will keep our secret. I will be silent,” Asher said with a deep, low tone.

Blyss’s heart began to race. She looked at Asher, naked and blindfolded, a fantasy playing out. She took hold of her robe, and parted it.

Asher’s senses sharpened in the silent room, and house. He could hear the parting of her robe, and her breathing quickening. He stayed still as he felt hands and knees crawling onto the bed. When the queen was close enough, he could feel her body heat radiating from her.

A hand took hold of his blanket, and pulled it away. Asher could not fight his thickening manhood, thinking about how much Blyss wanted to do this very deed with him. When her hand wrapped around his member, and began to stroke him, his cock became rock-hard.

“You are blessed, Lord Asher,” Blyss whispered as she stroked him.

“As are you, Queen Blyss. Your beauty is unmatched. Please, may I touch you?”

Blyss’s eyes took on a dreamy gleam. “You may.”

Asher lifted his hand and reached for her. When he touched her large, soft breast, he gave her a gentle squeeze. There was a small gasp as his thumb quickly slid over her erect, leaking nipple.

“May I drink your holy milk, my queen?”

The goblin queen was silent, enjoying his touch. So often she threw herself at him, like most goblins did to their lovers when she lived in the wild forests, but this was different. During her time here, she watched how Elara and Nyn carried themselves, in front of others, and behind closed doors. The elves held a regal flair, the goblin slowly understood with time. Now that she was queen, and she wanted nothing more than to have the man she loved ruin her with lurid acts, but the fear of getting caught caused wetness to flow, as did her milk.

Blyss took Asher’s hand, and pressed it to her leaking nipple. When the milk covered his fingers, he lifted his hand to his lips.

Asher’s tongue slid out and licked her milk off each finger in turn. A sudden crazed urge struck him, as it always did with goblin milk, but he had grown used to it. Drinking from Blyss so many times, the surge was there, but he held the madness at bay.

“Delicious,” Asher whispered.

Blyss took his hand again, and brought it down to between her thighs. When Asher’s fingers touched her wet slit, she let out a soft moan.

“Care for my honey?” Blyss whispered.

“Yes, my queen,” Asher said as he ran two fingers along her goblinhood, and rubbed her clit.

Blyss took hold of Asher’s arm, steadying herself against his magical touch. She watched as he pulled his fingers away and up. When he touched his wet fingers to his lips, his tongue snaked out to lick them.

“I could survive on royal honey alone, my queen,” Asher whispered.

A deep tension filled the goblin. She glanced at Asher’s now standing member. All pretense was gone as a wild hunger filled her.

Blyss moved closer, and put her thick thigh over Asher’s hip. The blind-folded Asher turned into a sitting position as Blyss took hold of his member.

“Hold me,” Blyss commanded before pressing his throbbing head to her dripping slit, and slowly impaled herself.

Asher’s strong arms swung around to hold the goblin. Blyss sank down, an inch at a time. She bit her dark green lip as her lover’s strong rod parted her inner world. A sense of home filled her as she sank down to the hilt.

Time stood still as the pair held each other. Blyss felt small in his arms, and she cuddled her face to his neck. Ecstasy rooted deeper, her hips betraying her. She moved up only an inch, before sliding down.

Asher saw darkness, but he felt his beautiful Blyss. He was silent, holding her close as she cuddled to him. Heavy breasts touched his chest, as milk leaked against his skin. His hand drifted down to her ass, giving it a firm squeeze as she bounced on him.

“You feel so good,” Blyss said as she fell into a hypnotic trance.

“Thank you, my queen. You feel like a goddess. If I died after this moment, I would die a fulfilled man, knowing the purest touch of beauty.”

Blyss let out a small moan as she increased the tempo. Her butt moved up and down, the connection between them getting wetter by the moment. The muffled, pure sounds the couple made only added to the intimacy of their union.

The tension in the goblin began to build. Feeling small in his strong arms, while his thick member spread her inner world sent her closer to the edge. It had been some time since they had been intimate, the goblin found it difficult to fight her true nature.

“Asher…I can’t stop,” Blyss whispered as she pulled back and bounced on his manhood.

Asher’s hands were on her. He could not see, but touching her was touching a familiar dream. One hand helped her along by cupping her ass cheek. His other hand was squeezing her breast, while squeezing her nipple between his finger and thumb. Milk sprayed his chest as Blyss fought to keep herself quiet.

“You never have to stop. I will always be here, to hold you, and love you, like the queen you are to me,” Asher said with a husky whisper.

The words stabbed deep into the horny goblin. She threw her head back, closed her eyes, and parted her lips in a silent scream. Nerves were blasted to glass as she shuddered hard. Blissful explosions shredded any thought in her head. She bounced with wet sounds between them growing louder. The rippling of her orgasm sent her tumbling through a raging river of ecstasy.

Asher felt a sudden surge of wetness between them, but he knew the goblin well. She was not content with just one, or a few orgasms. She needed to unleash her soul until she passed out.

Leaking breasts bounced against Asher’s chest as he continued to hold the frenzied goblin. He could feel the tension within her, using all her willpower to remain quiet.

The sounds of Blyss’s ass on Asher’s thighs only brought the goblin closer to another flurry of orgasms. The sensations overpowered her, and a small moan dripped as a string of magical explosions ripped her soul apart again.

“Again,” Blyss hissed, lost to her blinding lust she had for over a week.

Asher could barely hold himself back. He wanted to ask for permission from the queen, but the moment flashed sooner than he expected. His demons sang as his member thickened beyond his control.

Blyss’s eyes rolled into her head as she slid down his throbbing, thickening member. Pure bliss filled every part of her mind, body, and soul. She made strange, muffled moans as love bloomed brighter.

The couple let out their own low grunts and moans. Thick spurts flooded her inner world, as magical explosions blasted every nerve across her body. The goblin slowed, squeezing Asher’s cock, milking it of every drop of seed.

Blyss hugged Asher again. His arms surrounded her, holding her close.

“I want us to go away, into the woods, just the two of us. I want us to live as goblins, making a shelter, and fucking each other under the stars. I want us to be the only two souls, for a time,” Blyss confessed with tears streaking down her green cheeks.

Asher held her close, listening to every world.

“I…love our family, but I want us to be alone, for a small time,” Blyss sobbed against Asher’s neck.

Asher’s heart ached for the goblin he loved.

“When spring comes, we will live as goblins. Just the two of us.”

Blyss opened her eyes as she pulled her head back. She had her hands on his broad shoulders, feeling his unyielding cock within her. It throbbed, and she squeezed him, while looking at his blindfolded eyes. Milk flowed from how much she loved the man before her.

“I will always make time for you, my queen, my chieftess, my Blyss.”

Blyss blinked before her hips began to move again. She moved with urgency, riding his member, seed and honey dripping from their connection. She huffed louder as Asher held her close. Yellow eyes fluttered before she let out a long moan. Multiple orgasms sent spirals of blissful tendrils throughout her body. It was so overpowering, she wilted, her chin landing on Asher’s shoulder. Her body moved of its own accord, riding his still standing member.

“I…will…be…watching…you,” Blyss whispered before she slumped on him, and passed out.

Asher held her close. He lifted one hand and pulled off the blindfold. He looked down on Blyss’s calm, beautiful features, as she snored like a thunderstorm.

“Sleep my queen. I will become part of your inner circle, I promise,” he whispered as he gently laid her down beside him.

Asher slipped from the bed, and stood barefoot on the cold floor. He saw his robe on a chair, and snatched it up. He was still covered in Blyss’s milk and honey, but he didn’t mind. He always wore it as a badge of honor.

When Asher reached for the door, his dark green robe was on, but the front was open. He opened the door as he tried to close the robe, when he spotted a glimmer of eyes in the dark corridor.

Asher closed the door, hoping the darkness would hide him.

“I still see you, Lord Asher,” said a blonde goblin’s whisper.

Asher remained still, an amused smile across his lips.

“Come to me, or I will alert the queen’s guardian,” Keefa whispered.

Asher moved silently through the dark. A small hand took hold of his, and pulled him into a side bed chamber.

When the door was closed shut, Asher felt Keefa close to him.

“I can smell the queen’s scent. If Nuha smells you, she will arrest you,” Keefa said with a toothy grin in the dark.

“Will you tell her, or others?” Asher asked, feeling the goblin’s gaze on his hanging member.

“There is a price for my silence,” Keefa whispered in the dark.

Asher sensed her move closer. When a hand wrapped around his cock, he relaxed.

“Name your price,” Asher smiled in the dark.

“Stay with me,” Keefa said in a small voice. “I want you to sleep beside me.”

Asher exhaled as she stroked his manhood.

“And, if you wake before me, you may have me. Wake me from my sleep, with your cock,” Keefa whispered before she bent down a little and licked his shaft.

Asher touched her cheek in the dark. “Then you will keep the queen’s secret?”

“I will. I swear,” Keefa giggled before she pointed Asher’s cock up, and closed her lips around the tip.

Asher let out another heated exhale.

The things I do to keep the kingdom together.


Chapter 21

Moments of Influence

The wind picked up, causing the windows to vibrate.

Asher woke up, and lifted his head. He looked at the storm beyond the window getting worse. Snow whipped around with the wind, as a dark gray sky covered the valley.

Body warmth brought his gaze to the goblin against him. Keefa was sound asleep, her back against Asher’s nude body. The goblin's long blonde hair laid about, like golden locks against her light green skin. Her ass was pressed against Asher’s morning wood, yet she continued to sleep soundly.

A memory filled Asher from last night. The goblin licked and sucked on him for a time. There was nothing beyond that as they both bedded down for the rest of the night. Keefa played coy, rubbing against him, and keeping Asher hard. A small exhaustion had filled the lord, as he fell asleep with the goblin close.

Now awake, he remembered her request to keep his secret tryst with the queen a secret. His fingers touched her smooth skin, and the goblin didn’t stir. She slept like the dead as he glided his fingers along her emerald green skin.

Asher brought his nose close to her hair, taking in her scent as his fingers slid down to her thighs. Keefa made a small murmur, but didn’t wake.

Inner demons licked their lips as he gently parted her thighs, his fingers touching her. They gently moved a little deeper, wetness greeting him. He didn’t bother to hide his throbbing abused member between her cheeks. As she requested, she wanted to be surprised.

There was a silent beauty Asher felt as he looked at the sleeping goblin. It was enough to push things further as wet honey covered his fingers. With careful control, he took hold of one of her legs, and lifted it up.

Keefa stirred, caught between the dreamscape and reality. When something thick pushed at her, an unconscious moan escaped her lips. Her dreams parted to an invading force she knew well, and her body responded by curling a leg over Asher’s hip.

With nothing in his way, Asher moved his hips slowly, enjoying the tightness of the beautiful goblin.

Moans continued to drip as Keefa remained in between worlds.

Asher held the goblin close, his hand on her breast. Milk beaded at her nipple, before it began to leak. Keefa’s low moans continued, a pressure and a tension building within her.

Eyes fluttered as Keefa slowly woke. She turned her head slightly, taking in Asher’s musk as he fucked her gently.

“You…feel…nice,” Keefa whispered half-asleep.

Asher kissed her large green ear as his hips worked. The sound of their union became a private, intimate song. Keefa kissed Asher’s neck as he upped the tempo a little.

“I be dirty for you. Fuck me. Come in me. Leave me. I will rub my clit to your come in me,” Keefa said in broken common, with sleepy eyes.

Asher heard her, but said nothing. His hand moved down to her flat stomach, and further down. When he touched her clit, while pushing into her, the goblin whimpered in defeat. He began to massage, and swirl along her engorged clit, while pushing deep with long, slow strokes.

“I will come with you. After that, rub yourself with my seed. Think of me as you come again, and again.”

Keefa gasped as she felt herself moving closer to the point of no return. Her whole body shuddered as Asher had her in his embrace, powerless to stop him.

“I will keep your secret, if you keep mine. Treat me like Nadia in secret, and I will be loyal to you too,” Keefa whispered.

“I accept,” Asher whispered in her large ear as he upped the tempo further.

The goblin’s breathing quickened as Asher drove veiny inches deep into her. When he pulled back, she squeezed him, trying to keep him within her.

Time drifted as the couple huffed with deepening desire. Keefa’s eyes rolled into her head, caught in a spiral loop of ecstasy. The more her lover used her, and played her like a musical instrument, the more she wanted to be his dirty secret.

When the tension began to crest, the blonde goblin let out a long hiss. Her fingers bunched up the blanket as Asher’s cock, and his fingers rubbed her to the edge of the madness.

With a deep thrust, and a rub of her swollen clit, Keefa’s head hung before her body shuddered. Asher continued to move with deep, long strokes. She whimpered as she orgasmed again, and again. A tidal wave of pleasure struck her so hard, she lost all sense of herself, and reality. All there was, was his touch, and his deepening thrusts.

The mood pushed at Asher as Keefa turned into a puddle of a mess in his grasp. Her body gradually went limp, as inner shockwaves caused her to twitch. He lost count of the number of orgasms she experienced. When the pressure began to build within him, he held her close as he sank his cock to the hilt within her.

Thick spurts of demonic lust flooded her valley. White seed leaked from her as she tried to catch her breath.

Asher brushed her hair with his wet, sticky fingers, treating her like the plaything she craved to be. He put his lips close to her ear again.

“If you speak our secrets to anyone, I will fuck you so hard, your cunt will never recover,” he said in a menacing tone.

Keefa made a weak nod, lost to swirls of bliss.

Asher pulled out, come still dripping from his cock onto Keefa’s green ass.

“Think of me when you rub yourself raw with my seed,” Asher growled as he pulled away.

The lord stood up, and gathered his robe. He put it on, and glanced over his shoulder to Keefa on her back. Her legs were parted, and her hand between her thighs, rubbing herself as he was commanded.

“Good girl,” Asher said as he closed his robe, and left.

Keefa continued to rub her abused clit, occasionally dipping her fingers in her slit. Seed dripped and slathered on her fingers as she resumed following Asher’s command.

“I…love…you,” she whispered as another barrage of orgasms sent her to the glowing heavens of ecstasy.

***

Asher scrubbed himself in the large tub. He sat in deep, hot water, washing away the previous day, and night, of intimate connections.

The side washroom was large. It was one of three in the house, allowing most to bathe either by themselves, or with a few others. Asher smiled when he saw the washroom was empty so early in the day, and proceeded to clean his body so as to not give away his time with the queen.

Asher’s hand slowed as he rubbed soapy water down his arm. Memories played on of Brynda, his giant size, the queen, and Keefa. It had been one night, and yet it felt like a week had passed.

Thinking about Blyss, and her desire to live like goblins with Asher appealed to him. As a ranger, he spent many times out in the wild, building shelters, hunting, and fishing for food. Making a fire to warm cold muscles on frigid nights. At times, it was miserable, but at all times, he felt truly alive. To have that with just Blyss, no tools, or equipment, would be a warm dream.

Asher stared at nothing, remembering what he learned about goblins. It wasn’t long after they reached maturity, where they would learn how to survive in the wild with nothing, not even clothes. They gained valuable skills to hunt, fish, and build shelters. The thought of spending cold nights, close to Blyss for body warmth, caused his member to stir underwater, and he yearned for another private meeting with the queen.

The door to the washroom opened.

Asher woke up from his inner thoughts, and looked over to Elara closing the door behind her, and her eyes containing a mischievous gleam.

“At any other time, I would remove my robe and step in so we could scrub our bodies together, but we both know where that would lead,” the elf said with a sultry tone.

“Then why are you here? To tempt me, or something else?” Asher smiled at the approaching beautiful elf.

Elara sat on the edge of the metal tub, her gaze down on the soapy water, searching for Asher’s sea serpent.

“I missed you,” she said.

“I missed you too,” Asher said, seeing the genuine glow in her eyes.

“Last night was impressive. I’ve never seen a cock so large, or so much seed at one time. I dreamed about it last night, but don’t get ahead of yourself. It was only a dream. I couldn’t fit you in me if we tried.”

“Maybe with some oils?” Asher winked.

Elara let out a happy laugh, when she looked at the two gem necklaces hanging from his neck.

“This play has brought out such a devilish delight in everyone here. Where you gained a gem, and grew your influence, the rest of us tested the waters with each other, over drinks.”

“I expected to walk into various trysts,” Asher confessed.

“I know you did,” Elara said with a loving tone. “But it is different for the rest of us. No one thinks to simply take what they want. It is truly a game of intrigue, and testing boundaries. We don’t wish for the play to move so quickly, but when the time comes, there might be only a few of us standing.”

Asher moved through the soapy water. When he was beside Elara, he looked up into her beautiful eyes.

“Are we speaking about deals, or is this a warning?”

Elara smiled as she ran a finger along his wet shoulder. “Neither. I wanted to simply chat, and tell you, if I lose my influence, I don’t care how many women you have in your bed, I will be there too.”

“So, it’s a promise,” Asher grinned.

The mature elf giggled like she was young again.

“You have cursed me. Where lewd thoughts would play out during my private times, being here with you and our family, I cannot stop thinking about it. Nyn and Blyss truly came up with a wonderful play, but I would be lying if I didn’t tell you how much I miss us in our bed.

“I simply wanted to tell you, I love you.”

Asher took her hand, and kissed the back of it.

“I love you too. So much so, after the play is finished, I feel we will have much private time to catch up with.”

Elara nodded. “And we can still bring in others, as the mood strikes us.”

Asher grinned with heated eyes.

“You know, it’s daytime. Anything we do, won’t take away influence,” Asher said in a low, hungry tone.”

“Truly, it must have slipped my,” Elara finished with a gasp as Asher grabbed her and pulled her into the tub.

Elara laughed as he pulled open her robe, and began fondling her. Strong hands squeezed her breasts, milk leaking from erect nipples. Her back was to Asher’s chest. Elara helped him along. She grabbed one of his wrists, and pulled it down, his hand between her tender thighs. Asher’s fingers touched her, rubbing her just the way she liked, and a long, soft moan escaped her parted lips.

“Look forward to the night the play is over, for that night, I will fuck you until dawn. I will make you beg for me to stop, but I won’t, because I love you too much to ever stop,” he growled in her pointed ear.

“My…handsome…morsel,” Elara moaned as Asher’s finger massaged her like he studied her body for decades, knowing every intimate detail like a scholar of high magic.

Moans floated through the misty washroom, and the couple’s love burned hotter than the water surrounding them.

***

Days slipped by as winter grew darker, and colder. The days grew shorter, and the nights long.

During the days, Asher took a shovel and dug out a path to his workshop. There, he fired up the forge, and worked away on mixing special potions, and gathered ingredients. While small cauldrons swirled with mystical energies, Lord Asher would work with clothes, metal, and straw.

Asher’s mind pushed away dark memories of his time when he first arrived in Mist Valley. When the first mayor sent his golem scarecrow to take the Lac Codex, he nearly killed Elara. Asher took that rage, and used it to focus on the task at hand. Something pressed on his spirit of a danger approaching. He never ignored his instincts as he continued to design his own golems.

When the work of the short days finished, he traveled the small, blustery distance to the farmhouse. When he entered, he changed into his dark green robe, and put on his gem necklaces as the play often began at sundown.

The bloodbath of gaining influence came, but at hidden discreet moments.

Stories and whispers filled the farmhouse as the nights progressed. The queen would come down, and greet her subjects. Everyone listened intently as she spoke of imaginary difficulties managing the kingdom. Heads would nod, and advice would be given, but the moment the queen and her inner circle left, the intimate intrigue played on like a nightly song.

Nadia was next to lose her gem. Elara and Nyn had enticed her to the library late one evening. Drinks were served, but the pair knew Nadia’s penchant for being submissive. With some witty banter, and hungry gazes, by the time Nadia understood what was happening, Elara was kissing her as Nyn fingered the bookshop owner. When Nadia attempted to pull away, Elara’s tone took a commanding edge, and she surrendered with an orgasm, and a long moan. Nyn took Nadia’s emerald necklace, as Elara gave Nadia a sultry kiss. The pair left her on the small library couch, gasping for breath.

Amber was next to lose her influence. The faun planned out her methods of seduction, eager to steal one of Asher’s gems hanging from his neck. When she called him into the cellar, he arrived with a confident gaze. The moment she parted her lips to seduce him, Lord Asher grabbed her, turned her around, bent her over one of the work tables, and lifted her red robe over her waist.

It was so sudden, she looked over her shoulder as he inspected her like some prize he took. When his fingers touched her, weakness filled the confident faun, making her weaker. She moaned as he was deadly silent, his fingers exploring her, and when honey dripped down her inner thighs in agonizing ecstasy, he opened his robe.

Amber’s eyes rolled into her head as Asher sank his manhood into her depths. She couldn’t fight her nature, moving with him as he silently fucked her. Her moans grew, but Asher’s silence was deafening. She begged him to come, offering a truce, or alliance. Asher remained silent, only the sounds of his hips on her ass echoing along the cellar stone walls. When she couldn’t take it anymore, she orgasmed with such powerful heat, her body burned up as wetness squirted from their snug connection.

The faun collapsed on the table, breathing precious air. When Asher knew she had enough, he pulled out and sprayed his seed all over her ass. Amber whimpered as he took her ruby necklace, and put it around his neck. He then helped her clean up, before picking her up in his strong arms, and brought her to her bedroom to rest.

The lurid intrigue continued as Tessa’s Ruby Court had lost most of their influence. The mature fae woman didn’t seem to mind, as she was quiet most of the time, or had casual conversations. But one night, she set her sights on Verda.

Tessa caught the owl-shifter trying to surprise Lord Asher in his study. She was sitting behind his desk, expecting Asher to come in at some point. But instead, it was Tessa who stepped in, and closed the door behind her. She stepped closer to the desk, but her golden eyes took on a hypnotic gleam.

Verda instantly relaxed. She watched as Tessa took a bottle of amber spirits from a shelf, with two short glasses. She sat on a loveseat, and beckoned her over. Verda couldn’t resist as she walked over and sat beside the beautiful fae.

A lovely conversation proceeded, Tessa asking how she liked it here at Blackwood. Verda found it impossible to not speak every thought in her head. Tessa’s mere presence relaxed her to such a point, the owl-shifter was falling in love with her. Drinks were poured, and sipped, the pair getting along famously.

Verda was having such a good time, when Tessa said she wanted to add something to her drink, the owl-shifter smiled in agreement, not bothering to ask any questions. Tessa opened the top of her robe, and held Verda’s glass close to her nipple. Tessa gave her own full breast a squeeze, a few drops of milk dripped into her drink. When she handed the drink back to Verda, the owl-shifter didn’t hesitate to take a long drink.

Bliss and time swirled together. The next thing Verda knew, she was laying against Tessa with her robe open. She moaned as Tessa whispered kind, loving words, the fae’s finger rubbing Verda’s clit. The warmth and comfort were intoxicating and overwhelming. Verda confessed between moans, how much she loved it here in Blackwood, and never wanted to leave. Tessa whispered promises of telling Asher to keep the owl-shifter. Upon hearing those words, comfort and heat deepened. Verda’s lips parted as a powerful orgasm shattered her. Her leg twitched as she melted on the wonderful fae woman.

Tessa stayed with Verda. She took her sapphire gem, but didn’t leave the owl-shifter’s side. She coaxed more pleasure from Verda, the pair lost to loving words, and sensations.

Dina kept her distance with everyone but her own court. The master artisan often relaxed in different places around the farmhouse as the wintery weather kept them all inside. When Asher and Nadia would return to the room, she greeted them with her naked body, and happy smile. Most nights, the three of them would exhaust themselves before passing out close to each other, limbs entangled.

Dina thought she would have an easy time keeping her emerald gem. There were attempts of others trying to get to know her, but she kept a healthy distance, until one night, something happened that she never expected.

Dina waited in the large bedroom she shared with Asher and Nadia. When the door opened, she smiled, ready for the late-night trysts. When she saw that it was Elara who entered, the artisan covered up with a shock in her eyes.

Elara closed the door behind her. She looked upon Dina with a relaxed gaze. The elf moved to the side of the bed, and undid the front of her robe.

“Asher loves you, and so do I,” Elara said in a low, sultry tone.

Dina parted her lips to protest, and then closed them. She looked into Elara’s eyes, seeing the truthful passion within them, and a conflict of the play, and emotions stormed through her.

“I…I’ve never truly loved a woman before,” Dina said in truthful defeat.

“I can show you,” Elara said and pulled a stone phallus from her robe pocket.

Dina’s eyes widened a hair as the phallus began to vibrate. She grasped the blanket to her bosom a little tighter.

“Is this how it will be? Is this what our lives will become, if we all continue to love each other like this?” Dina asked like she stood on the edge of a cliff, seeing destiny unfolding before her.

Elara shrugged off her robe, the vibrating stone phallus in her hand.

Dina gazed upon Elara’s beauty, her heart racing, not in fear, but with dreamy urges.

“I can only say, once the flame is lit, it never truly goes out. Asher and I have spoken about you, many times. When the play ends, we will continue to have each other.”

The mature elf crawled onto bed, and moved close to Dina. She gently put her hand on the artisan’s shoulder, pushing her down to lay next to her. Side by side, Elara used the vibrating phallus, moving it across Dina’s naked skin under the blanket.

Body heat and the lewd excitement sank deeper into Dina. Her body relaxed, her inhibitions falling away like leaves on the wind. She gazed upon Elara’s beauty as the elf looked into Dina’s soul.

Elara’s lips moved closer, as the phallus vibrated against Dina’s thigh. The artisan’s eyes weakened when Elara’s lips touched hers. Tongues slipped into mouths, the mood sinking deeper into the couple. When the phallus touched Dina’s wet slit, she gasped. When it slowly sank into her, she surrendered to the elf’s advances.

A time later, Asher opened the door to the bed chamber. He looked on with mild shock, Elara’s head buried between Dina’s parted thighs. A vibrating sound mingled with Dina’s gasps. The couple didn’t know he was there, the pair focused on their current intimate state.

When Dina opened her eyes a little, and saw Asher’s loving smirk and focused eyes, all her willpower shattered. She threw her head back as a powerful orgasm ripped her spirit to pieces. She whimpered to her defeat, as Elara continued to munch and lick at her, tasting her orgasms on her tongue.

The phallus continued to vibrate in Dina’s ass, sending her over the edge again.

Asher stepped closer, taking in the scent of bodies and sex. Dina looked at him with sad, defeated eyes.

When Asher was beside the bed, he could see the shame in Dina’s eyes.

“You are beautiful,” Asher said with a warm, hungry smile.

Dina’s often strong demeanor vanished. Tears of happiness spilled down her red cheeks.

Asher slipped into bed, and held her close to his chest. Elara opened her eyes to see Asher kissing Dina’s forehead, tears of ecstasy and happiness slipping down her cheeks. The elf watched as her tongue slathered against Dina’s engorged clit.

“You didn’t lose. You became part of the family,” Asher whispered.

Dina sobbed through orgasms as Elara’s heart swelled for their growing family.

***

Asher walked lightly toward Queen Blyss’s bed chamber. It was the middle of the night, and the house was silent. He stepped with bare feet, not wanting to wake up anyone as he snuck into the queen’s chamber.

Throughout the play, Lord Asher and Queen Blyss had a secret, and torrid love affair. They often gave each other secret glances, and made coded hand movements. They came up with the code after their second secret night together. The queen told Asher, if her inner circle found out, he would be arrested, and perhaps tortured. Asher noted she never went into detail what that torture would be, but it still added to the excitement of their secret meetings.

After they made love numerous times, they talked about their fantasy of living and loving in the wild together. The fantasy grew bigger between them, and became almost as fun as their need to punish each other with their bodies.

Asher smiled as he gave the secret knock. When there was no answer, he opened the door, slipped in, and closed it shut behind him.

Lord Asher looked upon the large bed, Blyss naked and on her side. She looked at him with hungry, come-hither eyes.

Asher opened his robe, and let it fall to the floor. He was hard as he walked over to the bed, and climbed on. When he was with her, she giggled before he was on her. The couple kissed as their bodies writhed to be much closer, that much more intimate.

The door opened, and a sleepy goblin stepped in.

“My queen. I’ve been having trouble sleeping,” was all Nuha said as her eyes widened.

The naked man and goblin were stunned at the sudden interruption, all eyes connecting.

Nuha bent her legs, and launched across the room. Asher and Blyss watched in disbelief as the thin goblin flipped through the air. Green feet landed on the bed next to them. Nuha reached down in a blur. Asher’s hand shot up, catching her wrist, but wasn’t fast enough to stop the thin goblin from grabbing his ear.

“Assassin,” Nuha said with an evil grin.


Chapter 22

Prisoner

Asher couldn’t hide his smile as Nuha pulled him along by the hand. They exited out of the queen’s chamber, Blyss watching them go in disbelief.

Nuha pulled Asher with her until they reached one of the smaller rooms. She opened it, and tried to yank him in, but her movement stuttered as Asher was taller, and weighed more than she did.

Asher stepped in anyway, wondering how far she was going to take this arrest, and interrogation. Once inside, Nuha closed the door.

The room was dark. Asher stood naked in the middle of it, hearing and feeling the thin goblin brush past him, and step to a lantern. She lit it, and a small glow filled the small bed chamber.

“On your knees, assassin,” Nuha hissed as she roughly kicked Asher behind the knee.

Asher noted the goblin wasn’t using all her strength, but complied anyway. He lowered his knees to the floor, and kept his hands behind him like he was bound.

“I knew you could not be entrusted,” Nuha said as she walked around the kneeling Asher and stood before him.

Asher saw that was wearing her black robe, and onyx gem necklace.

“It’s all a misunderstanding,” Asher said coolly.

The wind and snow on the other side of the window continued as Nuha looked at him with suspicious eyes.

“Then tell me why you were in the queen’s chambers? Only her inner circle is allowed in there,” Nuha said with her arms crossed, and her eyes narrow.

“I’m in love with the queen,” Asher confessed.   

Nuha’s eyes narrowed into thin slits. “I’ve heard you with others. You don’t love her.”

A playful madness fell over Asher, and he leaned into it.

“I confess, I tasted her royal honey, and I only wanted more,” Asher said, fighting back his own laughter.

Nuha was not immune. Her lips twitched, seeing the amusement in Asher’s face due to the situation.

The goblin lifted her hand, and curled her fingers along the three gems hanging from Asher’s neck.

“If I don’t get answers, you will lose your influence. They will be returned to those you took them from,” the goblin said with a menacing tone.

“And what will happen to me after that?” Asher asked, curious to know.

Nuha gave him a wicked leer. “A collar around your neck, for everyone to see what happens to those who try to hurt the queen.”

“I would never hurt her. I love her,” Asher said with amused, innocent eyes.

“It’s against the law to touch her,” Nuha growled.

“Then the law is wrong,” Asher said, unable to hide his smile, or his stiff manhood.

Nuha’s gaze fell to Asher’s throbbing, hard member. She pried her gaze up to Asher’s wide, innocent eyes.

“Wait here,” the goblin said, and made a hasty exit.

Asher remained on his knees, his thoughts wondering how Nuha was going to interrogate him.

A short time later, the goblin slipped back into the small room.

Asher looked at the evil smile across her dark green lips. His gaze dropped to her hand, a submissive collar in it. His cock bounced, never having had the collar around his neck before.

Nuha sauntered over to him, lifted it up, and put it around his neck.

“The protection word is Freedom,” the goblin said as she licked her lips.

Asher felt the collar close around his neck, and he instantly relaxed. The world seemed fuzzy, and calm. He looked at Nuha with glazed eyes, while all his mind, heart, and body, wanted to please her.

The protection word floated in his mind. He could utter it at any time, but deep down, he wanted to see what she would do with her new power over him.

Nuha lifted her hands to her robe, and undid hidden buttons. The black robe opened to reveal her naked body, full breasts, milk dripping from erect nipples, and green skin glowing in the dim light.

Asher’s gaze drifted down her body to some thin, dark green hair. It was triangular, her pink slit wet, and honey dripping down her inner thighs.

“Now, show me what you did to her,” Nuha said with a heated gaze.

The world felt soft as Asher stood up. Nuha looked up at him. She touched his standing member, but soon found herself scooped up into Asher’s arms. He stepped over to the bed, and gently laid her down. The goblin was up on her elbows, watching him climb into bed, and looking at her with infatuated eyes.

“Please, I want to love you until there is nothing left of me,” he said with a heated tone, moving over the goblin.

Nuha watched him as his face was close to hers. When he rubbed the side of his face to hers, her body began to relax. Nuha took deep breaths as Asher’s intensity began to melt her hard attitude. The way Asher moved against her, was like a large dangerous animal cuddling with her. His touches caused her to gasp as he was over her, the side of his face touching her.

“I think about you with every waking moment. I stroke my cock to the thought of you. When I see you, I want to spray my seed all over your tits, down your stomach, and drip on your tight pussy. I want to fuck you just so I can hear your beautiful little whimpers. They make me so happy,” Asher whispered.

“You…speak the truth,” Nuha whispered as she felt herself getting wetter.

Asher pulled his head back enough for the two of them to look each other in the eyes.

“I’m yours, Guardian Nuha. Let me show you how much I love,” Asher whispered.

Nuha’s eyes widened, unsure if he meant the queen, or herself. The confusion struck her hard, scrambling her thoughts until Asher’s lips closed around one of her engorged nipples.

A long, heated exhale escaped the goblin’s lips. Her body wilted back as Asher was over her, sucking down her milk, and playing with her nipple with his tongue. The sensations rolled through her like a storm, yet she was paralyzed by his lips and tongue. A hazy hue fell over her often-sharp gaze.

Asher lowered his body onto the dazed goblin. He settled between her parted thighs, his lips pulling and sucking her full tit. Nuha moaned as her hands touched his head, and fingers moved through his hair. She looked at him, her breath heavy, and gaze warm.

Asher let go of her nipple, and looked at her with heavy eyes. He felt her writhe against him, her hips betraying her.

“I need your love, Nuha. I need to know, when I push into you, do you accept me into your heart? Let me fuck you. Please Nuha, let me fuck you and hear your moans. I won’t tell anyone. I will be good for you. I will always be good to you.”

Nuha let out a strangled whimper, Asher’s words changing their dynamic in a way she never expected.

“Asher, you’re my lover…and friend,” Nuha said with pure honesty, the play no longer on her mind. “Don’t say these things…because of the collar.”

“Nuha, the collar allows me to speak without fear. I am yours. I want to always be strong for us, all of us, but the collar, and my heart, let me speak without fear of losing you. Losing any of you.”

The goblin’s eyes gleamed wet. Never in her life had someone spoken so honestly to her, and from the heart. Despite their previous trysts, she never saw this side of him.

“You’re afraid?”

Asher nodded with faraway eyes. “Sometimes, but not when we are close.”

The goblin’s heart beat like a war drum in her chest. She reached up and touched the crystal on the collar.

“Freedom,” she whispered

The collar detached from Asher’s neck, and pulled it off him. She threw it to the floor, before her hand came back and touched Asher’s cheek.

“Did you mean everything you said?” Nuha asked with trembling words.

Asher felt more like his confident self.

“Every word,” he smiled as he moved up, the head of his cock touching her leaking valley entrance.

Nuha’s eyes widened as Asher slowly penetrated and invaded her inner world. The goblin’s arms and a leg, wrapped around him as Asher kissed her neck. Heat and lust wrapped around them as Asher’s hips moved with power. She squeezed him, her face buried in his neck, lost to his strength and musk.

There was no outside world as the tempo grew. Moans turned into a private song. The goblin had no words, so she simply surrendered to Asher’s might. The more he pushed to the hilt, the more she squeezed him, never wanting him to leave.

“My beautiful Nuha. I will never let you escape,” Asher said into her long, green ear.

“I never want to escape, lover,” Nuha moaned as Asher’s thrusts bounced her whole body. “Fuck me hard, and I never leave, Clan Father,” she said in broken common.

Asher’s thrusts grew stronger. Nuha gasped, a feeling like they would fly apart if they let go. A sudden shift filled her, and Nuha’s nerves tightened to the breaking point.

“No…no…no come now,” Nuha managed to whisper before her eyes rolled into her head, and her head fell back onto the bed.

Asher slowed his tempo, Nuha’s body shuddering and trembling like she was caught in a heavenly storm. Her eyes were simply yellow, her irises far in her head. Her grip on Asher loosened to his long, slow strokes causing explosions to ripple along her soul. It was beautiful, loving, and powerful. She made strange sounds, like lyrical half moans. When Asher’s hand grabbed her neck, while he still pushed deep, another surge of orgasms destroyed her spirit.

“I…need…you,” Nuha whispered as bliss blinded her.

“I need you,” Asher whispered.

When Lord Asher’s cock thickened, Nuha let out a sultry gasp. She was lost to blissful sensations, as thick spurts of seed flooded her valley.

***

Asher smiled as Nuha’s head bobbed between his legs. He sat on the edge of the bed, while the goblin was on her knees. Thick inches appeared and disappeared between them as the sounds of sucking floated up.

“I won’t tell the queen about our agreement,” Asher whispered.

The man and goblin came to an agreement, Asher would sneak into Nuha’s room, so she could suck his cock, and maybe more. Asher didn’t tell her about his secret agreement with Keefa, but he found the secret agreements more tantalizing if he didn’t speak of them. He knew it would only add to the number of trysts he had nightly, but with so little to do during winter, he was completely fine with it.

The door to the room opened, and Paasha slipped in.

Asher looked over, but Nuha didn’t stop sucking on his manhood.

“The queen sent me. She say, you are pardoned, and must follow me,” Paasha said with happy eyes.

“Now?” Asher said as Nuha moaned with her mouth full.

“Now,” Paasha smiled.

Asher nodded as he relaxed his willpower.

Nuha upped the tempo as Asher’s cock thickened. She made muffled moans as she felt him getting closer. When ropes of come splashed against the back of her throat, she moaned louder.

Nuha slowed, drinking, and draining Asher’s seed from his loins. When the last drop slipped down her throat, Asher stood up, his cock slipping from her mouth.

The thin goblin was heaving on the floor, her eyes filled with dizzy happiness.

“Lead the way,” Asher smiled.

Paasha opened the door, and stepped out. Asher followed. He glanced back at Nuha, the goblin looking at him with love in her eyes. He winked before closing the door shut behind him.

Nuha stared at the door, her heart overflowing with love.

Asher felt loose as he walked naked behind Paasha. She was wearing her black robe, leading the way back to the master bed chamber.

The pair entered, and Asher closed the door behind them.

Blyss was in her robe, looking at Asher with happy eyes. A gold throne was beside the bed, facing it. Gems gleamed in the dim light as the goblin queen gave them both a happy smile.

“My queen,” Asher said as he knelt to one knee.

“Lord Asher,” Queen Blyss said with a soothing tone.

Asher lifted his gaze to her, but then looked to the bed. Paasha was disrobing, letting her robe fall to the floor. She climbed onto the bed naked, a sinister gleam in her eyes.

“Our secret trysts are hard to keep silent,” Queen Blyss said in a low tone. “Paasha, my Stewardess, has agreed to arrange private meetings with you, under one condition.

“What’s the condition?” Asher said as he slowly stood up.

Blyss walked back to her throne, and sat down.

“You must fuck her, before you fuck me,” Blyss said with a thrill in her eyes.

“Are you tired, Lord Asher?” Paasha whispered.

Asher moved to the bed, and climbed onto it. He moved closer to Paasha. The motherly goblin looked up at him with sultry eyes. Asher gently took hold of her, turned her onto all fours, her head to the queen.

Queen Blyss watched as Asher moved behind Paasha as she was on all fours. He pressed his hand to her back, pushing her upper body down until the side of her face touched the bed.

Asher stroked his cock, making it hard again. He looked at Blyss as she leaned her elbow on one of the armrests on the throne. For a moment, to Asher’s eyes, the goblin reminded him of Elara, how she liked to watch him fuck others.

It didn’t take long for Asher’s cock to stiffen. He looked down on Paasha, lustful wetness dripping from her unguarded slit. He touched his cock to her, and slowly sank into her.

Paasha let out a low moan, enjoying the lord’s unyielding member.

“The things I do to keep secrets,” Asher whispered before he upped the tempo to Paasha’s moans, and Blyss’s heated gaze.


Chapter 23

A Heart’s Defeat

Weeks slipped by as the winter storms came and went across the valley. On some days, the sun would appear, but its beautiful glow did nothing to melt the thick snow. Quick as those sunny days were, they were swallowed by a gray gloom across the heavenly sky.

Inside the Blackwood estate, the play carried on with highs, and lows.

Despite losing their influence, Dina and Nadia didn’t wallow in defeat. Instead, it seemed to strengthen their resolve. The pair often teamed up, winning influence from Elara, or Nyn. The elves would win it back at other times, the lewd play not really having any losers when it came to intimacy.

Verda and Amber were wild cards. The pair were from different courts, but they didn’t care as they often attacked Asher, and enjoyed it when he turned the tables on them.

Nyn lost her influence to Asher the moment he wrapped his hand around her mouth and pulled her into a room. The primal sex lasted hours, the pair loving each other until Asher was victorious, and Nyn exhausted.

Brynda hadn’t returned to the play. The giant patrolled the estate every day, snow, or shine. But during some of her daily patrols, Asher joined her to spend time with her. The two talked in the cold weather about everything. There were a few times where the giant woman asked Asher to accompany her back to her room. Asher was happy to oblige.

During the days, Asher worked in the cellar lab, or in the workshop. He took on several projects, not focusing all his time on the golems. Using leather, he had bought, or acquired, he created an Alchemist Strap, as he liked to call it. It was a leather belt, and strap that went over his shoulder. It had small pouches along it, allowing each one to hold a potion. When it was finished, he saw the strap was able to hold fifteen potions. This gave him easy access to pull a potion, and drink it, should the need arise.

When he wasn’t working on the alchemist strap, he worked on metal rods, and metal articulated gauntlets. He enjoyed working with the forge, the heat warming his body as he hammered out details, and bent metal pieces to his will and designs. He took great care to make sure everything fit and worked, measuring twice before hammering away.

In the alchemist lab, Asher worked tirelessly to create potions. Brynda’s milk was used to make giant potions, and giant strength potions. The effects lasted much longer than her raw, mystical milk. When he tested the giant’s strength potion, it gave him such power, when he shoveled snow, and threw it so far away, it landed well beyond the borders of the estate.

When the house would bed down late into the night, Asher’s work was far from finished. His secret trysts with the queen and her stewardess grew more frequent, as did his time with Nuha and Keefa. A love affair had reignited between Asher and the goblins, the lord of Blackwood looking forward to their secret trysts.

A sensual happiness only grew with time. Intimacy, and the play, did not allow any boredom to sink in. Every night brought a new adventure of discovery, and passion.

The only one Asher didn’t connect with was Tessa.

The fae woman took her time, gaining influence from others. As the weeks passed, she gained influence every couple of nights. When winter was past the halfway mark, she had most of the gem necklaces. Asher was second, and Elara was third, with only two gems. With the fae woman clearly winning the play, it seemed she was unstoppable.

Asher emerged from the cellar lab, and into the warm house. He didn’t realize how late it was, the world dark beyond windows. He yawned as he made his way into the common room, expecting to see some, if not all the beautiful women of Blackwood there, enjoying casual conversations. Instead, he walked into an empty room, save for Tessa sitting in a chair, reading a book.

The fae looked up from her book, her golden eyes glowing in the dim light of the hearth.

“Good evening, Lord Asher,” Tessa said with a relaxed tone.

“Good evening, Lady Tessa,” Asher said as he glanced at the four gems around her neck.

Asher had three gems, and knew Elara had two.

“Where is everyone?” Asher asked.

Tessa closed her book, and laid it on her lap.

“They’re with the queen. She wanted a private audience with those who have lost their influence. Something about other ways to earn their way into the queen’s heart.

“The queen said, you, Elara, and I, didn’t have to attend.”

“Then we have the evening,” Asher said with a warm smile.

“Yes, we do,” Tessa said as she put the book on a table beside her chair, and stood up.

In the glow of the hearth, Tessa’s beauty took his breath away. Her hourglass figure tantalized his gaze. Her robe top was parted to reveal a deep, inviting cleavage. Her golden locks framed her smooth, high-cheekbones. Her golden eyes were hypnotic, as if they knew every perverted secret in his heart. Yet, all her attributes combined, spoke of warm affection, tender caresses, and reckless desire.

“When I look at you, I see a strong, handsome, young man. Someone I could be with for a very long time,” Tessa said, as if she knew he saw her beauty, and wanted to return it.

Asher parted his lips, but then closed them again. He wanted to speak from the heart, but his feelings grew muddled.

“Is there a place we can speak in private?” Tessa asked kindly.

Asher was silent again.

“The hidden room would be a nice place,” the fae woman said gently.

Asher bowed slightly to her.

“Tessa, I,” he began.

The fae lifted her hand. “No need for those words. I know what troubles you. That is why I wish to speak in private.”

Asher stood up and gave her a single nod. He turned and walked into the main corridor of the house, Tessa following behind.

The lord’s heart hammered in his chest as he led the way. For the first time in a long time, he felt small, like he was walking to a punishment. Lady Tessa had an effect on him, on everyone. During most trysts, there was a back and forth of affection and lust. But with Tessa, he only wanted to please her, but a guilt continued to whip at his soul, questioning if this was what his uncle truly wanted when he said to take care of her.

The pair reached the library. It was empty, the cold wind howling beyond the windows.

Asher moved to a familiar bookshelf, reached in, and pulled a lever. The secret door opened slightly from the wall. Asher opened it further, and stepped inside. Tessa followed, closing the shelf door behind her.

Asher emerged into the secret room. Mystical lanterns glowed with dim light. It gave the chamber a familiar warmth. When he turned around, Tessa was before him, looking at him with her golden eyes.

“I know we haven’t been close since that night,” Tessa inferred about the night she pushed Asher, Elara, and others, a day and a night making love to the point of obscene depravity and exhaustion.

The fae woman stepped closer, her hand touching his strong chest. She raised her golden gaze to stare into Asher’s eyes, and soul.

“I can still feel your concerns. You feel you have betrayed your uncle, and don’t wish to love me, for fear it will take away my love for him.”

Asher looked down. Tessa touched Asher’s chin, and lifted his face to hers. She gave him a warm, comforting smile.

“When we traveled to the spirit world of limbo, to see your uncle, my beloved, Aric and I talked as you walked away to give us privacy.”

Asher reached up and curled his fingers around her wrist, giving it a loving, but firm squeeze.

“You don’t have to tell me what was said.”

Tessa gave Asher a warm smile.

“I want to. Aric said I should, if guilt began to weigh on you. On us.”

Asher listened as he looked into her beautiful golden eyes.

“As you know, my beloved Aric doesn’t know when he will be free of his spirit prison. He understands, better than most, what it means to keep living, even after those you love have left, or succumbed to the harshness of reality. If he was still with us, our fates would be much different.

“In another time, I would have become an aunt to you, but such a thing never came to pass. Before Aric and I could be bonded, he died, so we could escape to safety.”

Tessa looked away with dark eyes.

“I mourned him, more than I have mourned anyone in my life. He was a man beyond description, but he wasn’t perfect. No one is perfect. You meet the people in your life, and if the mood, emotions, and circumstances are right, you find a soul that mirrors your own, and you want to be with them forever.”

The fae returned her gaze to Asher’s understanding eyes.

“But your uncle was also a man of secrets, which only added to his mystique. We trusted him, but we also talked about the things he did.

“One time, he sent us all away for a month. He paid to have us enjoy some time away in beautiful destinations. He told me, there were secret guests that wished to visit, and there could be no one else there when they arrived. We loved him so much, we didn’t think beyond the moment.

“I spent time in the Southern Isles, enjoying the sun and warm waters. After a month, I was first to return, and when I saw Aric, he was as radiant, and as virile as ever. He was a man that thrived on happiness, and it was infectious. I never asked any questions, because I was caught in the whirlwind that was your uncle.”

Tessa reached over, and slipped her fingers into Asher’s hand. Fingers intertwined as the couple held each other with loving tenderness.

“I am telling you this because, throughout this life, we only have small moments to love one another. No matter how many trysts he had with me, or his many lovers, the power of our bond never faded. I spent most of my life loving your uncle. I could easily spend the rest of my life loving you.”

Asher bowed his head slightly to her, as guilt dripped along his soul.

Tessa looked at Asher with loving, sad eyes.

“Your uncle told you to take care of me. That was no secret. He told me he would tell you those very words. What you don’t know is what Aric and I said to each other.”

Asher lifted his head, his eyes filled with curiosity.

“I confessed my sorrow, and my love for him, to him. He confessed how much he missed me, and our living life, but he was no dreamy fool. He understood my desires. And when I told him the spark I had for you when we met, reminded me of the full flame your uncle and I had for each other, he understood my meaning, and blessed it.”

Tessa slipped her fingers from between Asher’s fingers, and placed his hand on her chest, over her heart.

“You uncle never stood in the way of hearts. He knew the ancient pulses under our skin, and the power it has.

“The time here has been wonderful, but I still mourn your uncle. Come spring, I may depart to see the world, just as your uncle promised we would.

“He’s not here anymore, but that will not stop me from living our dream. And when I feel I have traveled enough, I may return here, if you will have me?”

Asher’s eyes widened a hair, before they cooled. “Tessa, this place will always be your home. You never have to worry. We will welcome you back, with open arms.”

A tear streaked down Tessa’s cheek.

Delicate hands lifted, and took hold of the gem necklaces around her neck. She lifted them over her head, and put them down on a nearby table.

“I don’t want this moment to be about a playful fantasy. I want to spend time with you, as close, and as honest as we can. I want to care for you, love you, and be with you. I don’t want boundaries, because I don’t want to think about the past, or the future at this moment.”

Asher couldn’t ignore the pulse in his ears. He gazed upon Tessa, seeing her beauty, and broken heart.

Strong hands rose, and took hold of the gem necklaces around his neck. He lifted them up, and put them down beside Tessa’s necklaces. He then stood before her, his heart beat so hard in his chest, he feared it would escape.

Tessa’s hands rose and took hold of the front of her robe. She undid hidden buttons, until it was open down the middle. Inner, milky white cleavage glowed in the dim light. Blonde curls formed a triangle along her womanhood, her inner thighs showing.

For Asher, Tessa was a goddess visiting from heavenly realms. When he undid his robe, his strong chest was exposed, as was his hardening member.

Tessa’s hand glided to his manhood, and wrapped her fingers around it. She gave it small strokes as she moved closer to him. Body heat glowed between them, as did hungry urges.

“You don’t have to remain hidden. I know about your demons, because I felt them, touching my skin, and my spirit,” Tessa said with a seductive whisper.

Emotion swirled through Asher as he gazed into Tessa’s hypnotic golden gaze. Mental barriers began breaking down the moment she touched him. Inner demons licked their lips, eager to feast on her touch, emotions, and body. Lewd images filled Asher’s mind, licking her body for many nights.

Asher’s hand rose up. He took hold of her robe, and slid the soft, warm fabric from her shoulders. It fell to her arms as she continued to stroke him, but her large, full breasts glowed in his gaze. Milk dripped from erect nipples, as pink touched her chest, traveling up her neck. And like an innocent in the ways of love, he gently cupped her full breasts, thumbs moving across leaking nipples, causing more milk to spill.

The glow of her aura filled Asher with such calm peace, he knew she would not think twice on anything, or anywhere the night would take them. For the lord of Blackwood, it opened many paths along his loving lust.

Tessa moved closer, her breasts touching his chest. Milk leaked between their union. The fae woman felt some drip on Asher’s cock and her hand. She used it to stroke him, feeling his manhood, now hard as diamond.

“I can hear those whispers along your soul. I can feel the pain, and sorrow you felt for a very long time. I can take it away. I can make you forget all of it. We can be the only souls in the universe, if you need us to be,” she whispered.

Asher’s fingers moved along her curves. The demons cried out, but he wanted something else.

“Such a wicked young man. I can sense what you want. I can be what you desire,” Tessa said with a sultry whisper to his ear.

“No pain,” Asher whispered.

“No pain. Only dreams,” Tessa said and put her other hand on his shoulder, pushing him slightly to the bed.

The back of Asher’s legs touched the soft bed, and he sat down. His erection stood up, veiny and throbbing.

Tessa lowered herself to her knees before him. Her tongue slipped out, and licked up the shaft, her own devilish gaze looking into his eyes.

“The urges must blind you so much. Unable to think for yourself. Unable to be calm in a world filled with storms. I have known such storms, and we must sail through them, for as long as we can.”

The mature fae woman wrapped her fingers around his standing cock. She stroked him as she pressed the head to her cheek, a sultry, wicked gaze on Asher’s heated eyes.

“It’s okay. You can be messy with me. I like messy young men. I like seeing you lose control. And when you’re weak, I can suck on you, licking that delicious seed into my mouth, playing with it until I swallow, making you a part of me.”

Blood drained from Asher’s mind, and into his standing member. Each stroke brought him closer as Tessa stroked him like she had known his cock her entire life. Urges whipped at him to grab her, and throw her on the bed. To push into her until all he could hear was the song of her moans, but he was paralyzed, caught in Tessa’s sensual words.

“We don’t have to be lonely. We have each other. I can suck on you for as long as you want me too, but if you come, you will rub my clit until you get hard again. Can you do that? Can you be good for me?”

Asher’s heart thudded in his chest. Her touch, and gentle stroking was nearly too much. He wanted to come, spurts of seed painting her beautiful features, showing her how much he cared for her, and a taste of things to come.

“Dirty young man,” Tessa hissed before parting her lips, and letting her tongue slip out.

Asher didn’t blink as Tessa’s tongue swirled around the throbbing head of his manhood. The sensual movement along the tip of her tongue on the tip of his member caused a hypnotic fever to glow. It was hypnotic as she played with his desire.

“I tasted a drop of your seed. You’re so delicious. I will drink your come until there is nothing left, and beg for more,” she whispered before resuming her masterful licking.

“Tessa…you don’t…have to,” Asher tried to form the words.

“I want to,” she said with loving, and innocent eyes. “I can feel your desire for an experienced woman. I can taste your hunger for someone who knows how to please. I’m wet just thinking about how you will fuck me. How you won’t be able to control yourself once you spray your love on me, or in me. I’m so wet, I feel it dripping down my inner thighs.”

The fae’s golden gaze fell on Asher’s cock in her hand, and she licked her lips.

“Let me drain your life into my throat. Afterwards, we can get cozy in bed,” she whispered before closing her mouth over his head, and part of his shaft.

Asher’s fingers gripped the edge of the bed as Tessa’s head slowly bobbed, like she had all the time in the world. Each slide of her lips caused Asher’s eyes to flutter. Each swirl of her tongue caused him to hold his breath. It all turned into a dream, her lips and tongue like a warm cloud around his soul.

Veiny inches appeared and disappeared between full lips. Tessa kept her tempo steady, and warm. When her tongue slid under his shaft, and pressed it to the roof of his mouth, Asher’s eyes closed like he witnessed a goddess touching his soul.

Time stood still as Tessa moaned with her mouth full. She basked in his growing heat as she felt the tension within the man sitting before her. It sang like a beautiful melody. With her eyes closed, her lips and tongue felt every detail of his manhood in her mouth.

Asher slowly opened his eyes, seeing the older, beautiful fae woman trying to suck his soul through his cock. She was on her knees in wicked worship, and he wanted all of her.

There were no more words as Asher let out a moaning grunt. The tension, and the ease of her lips and tongue on his erection sent him tumbling over the edge. His manhood thickened, and Tessa upped the tempo.

Thick spurts painted the back of Tessa’s throat. She moaned as she drank it down, and was rewarded with more. The rhythm remained, Tessa milking his cock of every drop of seed, and happily drinking it down like she was tasting Asher’s true self.

When she opened her eyes, she looked up to see Asher staring at her, but also not seeing her. He weaved as she sucked every drop down her throat. She parted her lips and lifted her head. Tessa stood up before Asher, her body glowing with need.

“You poor thing. I will make us comfortable. Get on the bed,” Tessa said sweetly.

Asher was lost, but did as she said. He crawled onto the bed, turned, and fell onto his back. He quickly noticed through the ecstasy haze that he was still hard, his cock laying on him, and throbbing for more attention.

Tessa let her robe drop to the floor, and put a knee on the bed. She crawled onto it, making her way closer to Asher. When she was beside him, she turned onto her back, and held out her arms to him.

Asher didn’t think as he was within her grasp, his head laying on her soft, warm breast.

“You taste so good, and pure. I can taste your lust as it slipped down my throat,” Tessa said as she rubbed her leg on Asher’s leg, her knee touching the side of his cock.

Asher’s manhood bounced to her touch, as did a sudden thirst. His hand moved up her warm, soft body. When his fingers touched the underside of her breast, he pulled his head up slightly until the leaking nipple was close to his lips. Asher licked his own lips before closing them around her nipple, and gently began to suck.

Tessa’s eyes took on a loving haze as she looked down upon him. She writhed a little, his lips massaging her areola, while his tongue slathered at her nipple. Milk flowed, and he greedily drank it down. The more he drank, the more relaxed he became, and the harder his cock grew.

“Your lips and tongue feel so nice. Drink as much as you want. Make me weak so when you fuck me. I cannot escape.”

A burst of warm heat filled Asher’s chest and stomach. The tender affection, with her calming mystical milk soothed his demons, but they would not be silenced. They clawed at him. Lips held her leaking nipple in his mouth, as his hand slid down her soft skin. When he reached tender thighs, his fingertips dug into her flesh. Tessa moaned as he pulled her thighs apart a few more inches. When his fingers slid deeper between her legs, he moved up until he touched wet curls of hair.

“That feels nice, my Asher. You can touch me, anywhere you,” Tessa didn’t finish as she let out a long moan. Asher’s fingers slowly invaded her wet slit, and explored.

Tessa held his head to her breast, and closed her eyes. She took long, deep breaths, Asher’s fingers moving along her womanhood like a skilled explorer. She gasped as he grazed her pearl. In another moment, he swirled two fingers along her engorged clit.

Tessa clutched Asher to her, his touch causing a manic tension to fill her. Her entire body writhed to his mouth, and his touch. The way he swirled his finger along her clit was casting a spell, and he was bringing her closer and closer to release.

“Please, Asher, my Asher, make me feel again. Make me feel,” the fae trailed off as the tension in her body began to build.

Asher was lost to her taste, scent, and touch. He floated on a cloud, and was only anchored to the thought of making Tessa come. A need filled him, to feel her weakened by bliss. To be powerless to stop what he planned, and wanted.

Tessa’s eyes closed as the moment was drawing close. Her hips moved to his touch as wetness leaked from her body. His scent pushed her closer to the edge, as his power began to overwhelm her.

The couple were close. Asher let milk fill his mouth, no longer drinking it down. His finger moved like a master mage with a wand. When there was a small tremble along her voluptuous body, Asher focused through the cloudy bliss, massaging Tessa’s clit to the point of no return.

Tessa seethed before a long, deep moan filled the chamber. Her hips bucked as her body shuddered. Pleasure exploded along frayed nerves as shockwaves blasted her reasoning to ashes. All that was left was a glow of pure bliss, and dripping ecstasy.

Asher’s hand moved up from between her wet thighs, and took hold of her hair. His lips let go of her nipple to a soothing moan as she parted her lips. He moved up, his mouth over hers.

Tessa opened her eyes to her own milk spilling from Asher’s mouth, into hers. She moaned as her milk filled her mouth, the magical calm slowly filling her. Tessa’s eyes glazed over as Asher pressed his milk-wet lips to hers. The pair was lost to invading tongues, and writhing bodies.

Asher lost his tenuous control as he flipped onto the voluptuous fae woman. The head of his cock touched her wet, leaking valley, and slowly invaded her. Inner walls moved to his girth, the connection snug.

Asher’s lips pulled away, and he looked down on Tessa with a demonic gaze.

The fae looked at him with love in her eyes. A drop of milk rolled down her chin from the corner of her mouth, as her hips moved to his slow invasion.

“My milk’s power is diminished when I drink it,” Tessa said as Asher’s slow penetration made her eyes flutter.

“Then you will need more,” Asher said with a burning gaze before he latched his teeth around her nipple, and pulled slightly, his lips clamping down.

Tessa’s eyes widened as she felt him push into her, while sucking her very lifeforce from her breast. The push and pull caused her to moan as her body betrayed her. Wetness flowed as pushed his hard cock into her. Inner walls could barely contain his power and vigor. His youthful urges forced her to rise to the occasion, their spirits beginning to blend.

Asher let go of her nipple, and pressed his lips to hers. Tessa kissed him with parted full lips, milk pooling into her mouth, and then drinking it down.

The calm, lurid taste of her own milk began to weaken her. Tessa moaned as Asher was over her, in her. He pushed with a growing tempo and rhythm. Strong hands grabbed at her, feeling her flesh, and fondling her tits as his hips moved of their own accord.

Tessa parted her thighs wider, allowing Asher to push to the hilt. Her moans grew more frequent as Asher pushed every inch, leaking pre-come into her sacred valley.

A gleam filled his eyes as his demons rose to the surface.

“I won’t let you go,” he said with a sinister whisper. “I will keep you chained in this very room, my beautiful Tessa. I will fuck you until you beg to stop. I will punish you for making me love you. I will make you come until you pass out, and make you wake with my cock in your mouth. I know you will suck it because I will train you suck on it the moment it touches your lips. I will make you wet as a river.

“Even sleep will be no escape from my desires. I will fuck you until you wake, and make you moan as I fill your pussy with my seed,” Asher growled as his hips thrusted with power.

Tessa began to bounce to his thrusts. Her body grew weaker to his urges, milk now spraying against his chest. She whimpered in joyful defeat as Asher’s iron-hard cock punished her sacred valley with lustful fire.

“Make me your cow and prisoner. I would gladly surrender to you. Keep me as your slave, and I will nurture you, and fuck you. I would sit on your throne, keeping your manhood within me. Make me jealous as you fuck others in front of me. And when you’re finished, I will suck every drop of come and honey from your cock, my handsome lord.”

A tear streaked down Tessa’s cheek as her eyes closed.

“Make me pay for not loving you sooner.”

Asher’s heart ignited with a blazing fire. He looked down on her as Tessa sobbed tears of joy.

“Please…fuck me harder,” Tessa begged with closed eyes.

Asher’s entire body moved with a punishing force. Each thrust grew rougher. Each grab of her flesh grew tighter. The sounds of their bodies echoed through the room as a milky scent filled the air.

“You’re…mine!” Asher growled with a demonic heat as he buried his cock to the hilt.

Asher’s cock thickened as Tessa moaned. Nerves exploded into fiery shards as molten come flooded her thin, tight valley. A glow enveloped the couple, their bodies no longer under their control.

Passion caressed bodies as thick ropes of seed continued to flood Tessa’s inner domain. She cried out as the string of orgasms struck her with unrelenting power. A tidal wave of emotional joy slammed into her, her soul tumbling away with the current.

Asher saw a point of true understanding, love, and purpose, before his wings burned in the point’s fiery light. He fell from the heavens, burnt, and filled with bliss.

The more Asher pushed into Tessa, the more come and honey leaked from their connection. Lust squirted, drenching the pair as the orgasms continued along Tessa’s shuddering body.

An eternity had come and gone, and when the dust settled, the couple opened their eyes, and stared into each other’s souls.

They heaved, gasping for breath. Sweat beaded along their brows. Bodies trembled as they pushed themselves beyond their limits.

Tessa’s hand lifted from Asher’s arm, and touched her palm to the side of his face in an intimate, loving manner.

“There’s my little demon. Oh, how I knew you were there, lurking under his skin,” she said with a motherly whisper.

Asher huffed, his eyes filled with a demonic gleam. He looked at her beauty, his cock still hard, and throbbing within her. And then, everything shifted. The demon urges fled, and his eyes took on a confused stare.

Tessa put her hand on Asher’s shoulder and pushed. He rolled onto his side, and his member slipped from her. She was on her side, looking into his eyes with dreamy brilliance.

“I know,” she whispered as her hand touched his chest, and slid along his body.

Asher was silent as her hand touched his wet cock. It bounced to her touch as fingers moved to his balls. She delicately cupped them, and gave them a gentle squeeze.

“Every touch…feels so good,” Asher whispered.

“Every touch is beautiful,” Tessa whispered, her body close.

The mature fae fondled his balls, giving them playful squeezes as his cock began to harden again.

“I want to keep going,” Asher said with dreamy eyes. “I want to fuck you until we pass out.”

Tessa’s golden eyes shined with impish delight. Her fingers moved to his shaft, and began stroking him.

“You can. Fuck me raw. And when you're finished, save the last of your seed for my face. I want it to drip down my features, marking me yours,” Tessa whispered in seductive delight.


Chapter 24

An Odd Mood

The door to the secret room opened. Elara stepped in, wearing a simple red robe. The elf caught the scent of sex before she looked over to the bed.

Asher was on his back, his eyes closed and lips parted. Tessa was on him, riding his cock. She bounced only an inch or two, keeping the younger man inside her. She whispered words of love as Asher seemed like he was fully asleep.

Elara’s heart pulsed with sultry temptations. She stepped in, and closed the door behind her. She then walked to the side of the bed, barefoot, visually drinking in sleeping Asher, and Tessa riding his thick cock.

Tessa ran her hand through her own hair as she opened her eyes. She looked over to Elara with sleepy eyes, and a warm smile.

“It’s late morning. Everyone was wondering where you both were,” Elara whispered.

“We…we lost all track of time,” Tessa said, followed by a moan.

Elara looked at Asher with worried eyes.

“He’s asleep, but begged me to keep going,” Tessa said as her milk dripped on Asher’s strong chest.

The mature elf’s own demons began to whisper as she watched them.

Tessa continued to gently bounce on Asher’s hips, her hands now on his strong stomach.

“He moaned your name as he fucked me,” Tessa said.

“Did it…halt the mood?” Elara asked as a swirl filled her stomach.

“Oh no, it didn’t. He loves you, more than anyone else. I moaned louder as he came to your name. Only then, did he pass out.”

Tessa bounced like a succubus on her prey, her wings fluttering out and then lying against her back.

“Young, strong men like Asher need constant attention. He drained his cock into me many times. You are blessed to have his love.”

Elara watched as Tessa’s body shuddered. She leaned forward, her trembling arms on either side of Asher. Her thighs trembled as well.

“I…can’t go on,” Tessa whispered as orgasms blinded her.

Elara watched the fae woman slip off Asher, and fall onto bed beside him. She turned onto her side, huffing for air, her entire body weak.

“Elara, please be a dear and continue where I left off,” Tessa said with sleepy eyes.

The mature elf undid her robe as she looked at Asher, sleeping peacefully. She shrugged her shoulders, the robe puddling onto the floor. Now naked, she crawled onto bed, and laid down next to Asher. His chest rose and fell in a peaceful slumber. When she looked down, his cock defied gravity as it stood under its own power.

“There is no need to be shy,” Tessa smiled.

“It’s not about being shy. It’s about fighting my own love for him. He has awakened things about me, I only dreamed of. We have done things I never imagined before. And now, all I want to do is wake him to your gaze,” Elara said in a soft voice.

“Then do so, and I will rub my clit to your loving, and tender care,” Tessa whispered as her hand moved between parted thighs.

Elara’s nipples tingled before milk began to flow. Her worry, and need to love him took over. She moved her leg over him, and took his cock into her hand. Wetness dripped from between her thighs, before his firm head touched her slit. Hips slowly pushed down as she gently impaled herself on him.

When she reached the hilt, bliss flowed through her body, and Asher slowly opened his eyes.

“My Elara,” Asher whispered with a smile.

“I’m here,” the elf said as one of Asher’s hands touched her hip, while the other grabbed a heavy breast.

He slowly sat up, and closed his mouth over her nipple. Elara clutched his head to her, feeling him drink her magical milk into his mouth.

“You will heal his exhausted lifeforce, but your love has healed him of his scars, and pain,” Tessa cooed.

The fae looked upon Asher with nostalgic eyes.

“His uncle drank from me every morning, to start his day. And when he was down, he took me into this room to fuck me for days. The Blackwood men are beautiful, filled with strength, and love. No matter what happens, never let him go,” Tessa said as she rubbed her clit a little deeper.

Elara’s eyes half-closed as she rode Asher. “I can never let him go, because our souls are already entwined.”

“Thank you, Elara. Thank you for being strong enough to love Asher, as he needs to be loved.”

Mana poured into Asher’s dim soul. It filled him with strength as he woke up. Eyes opened further, and he grabbed Elara, pulling her on top of him. The man laughed as milk spilled on him, and Elara continued to move back and forth on his manhood.

“I love you,” Asher smiled with bright eyes.

“I love you,” Elara said with her hunger only growing.

Tessa watched as she swirled her clit to the couple loving each other.

“I love you both. Please, forgive me,” the fae said in the barest of whispers as the couple’s moans drowned out her voice.

***

A blonde goblin was laying on the couch, one of her feet dangling off the side, and her eyes lost to dreams. Keefa let out a soft, warm sigh, her thoughts on Asher, Elara, and Tessa. A warm feeling bubbled inside her, a hope filling her that Tessa would join Asher and Elara, and remain on the farm. The fae had a terrible scar across her spirit, one Keefa often felt, but didn’t speak about. The goblin felt her scar heal a little, every time she was with Asher and Elara.

Then her thoughts shifted to memories of waking to Asher’s heated advances on her.

Verda walked into the common room, and spotted the blonde goblin lying on the couch. She walked over and sat down, her back to the edge of the couch. Keefa’s hand lifted and fingers played with a lock of owl-shifter’s silver-gray hair.

“Where’s Asher?” Verda asked with a soft tone.

“He’s in his workshop,” Keefa answered simply.

Verda nodded as she looked at the hearth burning low.

“You can stay. Asher won’t send you away,” Keefa whispered, feeling the concern weighing on Verda’s spirit.

The owl-shifter turned her upper body slightly, a happy grin across her face.

“I know, but do you want me to stay too?”

Keefa looked over to her with confused eyes. “I thought I already told you?”

“Did you say it in your mind, or with your words?” Verda smirked.

Keefa blinked. “Oh. Yes, I often speak in my mind. I thought I told you. Yes, I want you to stay.”

Verda’s smile remained. “What are you thinking about?”

Keefa’s eyes took on a shine. “How Lord Asher sneaks into my room, and wakes me up with his cock.”

Verda giggled. “Does he now? I may have to ask for the same. Maybe, we can be in the same bed together, and he,” Verda trailed off when there was a knock at the door.

Keefa sat up, a terrible feeling stabbing into her heart.

Verda stood up and walked to the door. When she opened it, a blast of wintery air flowed in, and a very large taurnar man stood wearing a thick, black robe. His horns were pale against the gray sky. His expression was frozen in mild annoyance, as his black gaze was on the owl-shifter before him.

“Is Lord Blackwood available?” Jarrag asked with a stern tone.

“Who’s asking?” Verda said with a protective edge to her tone.

Jarrag sized her up, and bowed his head.

“Forgive me. I meant no disrespect. My name is Jarrag Hornspear. I only wish to speak with Lord Blackwood, nothing more.”

“He’s in his workshop,” Keefa said out loud.

Jarrag looked past Verda, and gave the blonde goblin a respectful nod.

“Lord Hornspear!” Keefa said with urgency.

The taurnar kept his gaze on the goblin on the couch.

“She will be beautiful, and strong,” Keefa said, cryptically.

The large taurnar bull eyed the blonde goblin, before he exhaled through his nose, steamy breath billowing into the cold air.

Verda stood at the door as Jarrag turned and walked off the porch, and into waist deep snow. He turned and made his way to the west of the house, toward Asher’s workshop.

The owl-shifter watched with protective eyes, until the taurnar was out of view.

***

Asher lifted a small cauldron. The bubbling liquid within was purple as he held it over a mechanical skeleton. The inner spine was hollowed out as it lay on its back, a blank metal face staring at nothing.

Dark, dreamy memories caressed Asher’s mind of some terrible darkness approaching his soul. Drinking Keefa’s milk had awakened a concern he wasn’t sure was real, but knowledge didn’t slow his need to protect his family.

Asher moved carefully over one of three metal, rudimentary skeletons. He couldn’t afford to spill a drop of the animation elixir. There was enough for three, and if he botched it, he would have to start weeks of work over again.

With careful eyes and hands, Asher began to pour into the small groove on the inside of the metal spine. He was steady, pouring enough to fill the groove, before moving around the table for the middle one. Again, he poured until it was full. When he reached the third one, there was a heavy knock at the door.

“Just a moment!” Asher shouted as he poured into the third, and last metal skeleton.

When the last drop poured into the groove, Asher put the cauldron down on the corner of the table, and let out a long exhale.

“Who is it?” Asher asked as he wiped his brow of a drop of sweat.

“Jarrag,” came a loud, stern voice beyond the door.

Asher glanced at the door, before he grabbed a burlap canvas and pulled it over the three metal skeletons, and empty cauldron.

The workshop was hot from the lit forge. Asher made his way to the door, pulled back the bolt, and opened it to Jarrag filling the whole frame.

“Lord Blackwood,” he said gruffly.

“Greetings Lord Hornspear. I didn’t expect to see you until Spring. What brings you by?” Asher said, not bothered by the taurnar’s gruff demeanor.

“I came over to speak with you in private. It’s about something you should know,” Jarrag said.

Asher saw the hint of concern in Jarrag’s black eyes. He stepped aside, and let the bull taurnar in.

Jarrag relaxed in the heat of the workshop.

“I would offer you a drink, but I don’t have any here in the shop. Too much of a distraction from my work,” Asher said as he walked over to a table with two stools, closer to the forge. “Please, have a seat.”

Jarrag stepped to a stool, and sat down. His large, lumbering form made him look ridiculous on the stool, but Asher didn’t let it show as he sat on another stool, a few feet from the large taurnar.

“So, what’s so important to bring Lord Hornspear through the snow for a visit?” Asher asked with a relaxed demeanor.

Jarrag’s head bowed an inch, as an uncomfortable look filled his black eyes.

“I don’t wish to mince words. We may have had our differences, but we are neighbors, and I have a request. As far as anyone else besides us, we never had this conversation, understood?”

“Understood,” Asher nodded.

Jarrag’s bulky form shifted uncomfortably on the stool.

“Iska has been very sick for two weeks. None of the remedies we used have helped. The snow has prevented any traveling. I seek aid to cure her. She is precious to me, and I will pay any price.”

Asher’s eyes widened, seeing the taurnar being so humble, for when they first met, Jarrag wanted to bash his head in.

Jarrag spoke up after a short silence, “Lord Blackwood, I wouldn’t have come if,” Asher cut him off.

“Of course I will give you a cure disease potion. I will also give you a healing potion, just in case, no payment needed,” Asher said seriously.

Jarrag blinked, unsure he heard him correctly.

“I know we work for different people, and we may be at odds with each other, but we are also neighbors. I wouldn’t stand back to watch you, or your loved ones suffer.”

The taurnar stared at him, a sliver of disbelief in his eyes.

Asher stood up from his stool.

“Let’s not keep Iska waiting. We can go inside, and I have the potions for you to take to her.”

Jarrag stood up, his black eyes wide.

Asher turned and walked toward the workshop door, when the taurnar cleared his throat.

“Lord Blackwood,” Jarrag began.

Asher looked over his shoulder with a curious gaze.

“Er…thank you. Truly, thank you,” the taurnar said and bowed his head.

Asher caught a hint, a gleam in the taurnar’s eyes, like he wanted to say something more, but as quickly as it appeared, it vanished.

Asher nodded as man and taurnar excited the workshop and into a carved-out path in the deep snow. They made their way to the kitchen door, Asher stepping in first, and Jarrag coming in next.

The kitchen was filled with activity, Nyn cooking a hearty soup with Paasha at her side. Amber was sitting at a kitchen table, mentioning how she was going to imprison Asher when the time came. The faun stopped abruptly to Asher’s smile, and Jarrag’s presence.

All activity stopped as everyone looked at Jarrag in their home.

“Amber, please get a cure disease potion, and a healing potion for Lord Hornspear. Iska is very sick, and our neighbors need some assistance,” Asher asked the faun politely.

Amber was on her hooved feet, staring at Jarrag in disbelief. Without a further word, she turned and hurried out of the kitchen.

Nyn stood at the ready, her hand making an arcane symbol.

Asher’s gaze met the elf’s protective gaze, and he shook his head.

Nyn let the spell fizzle, but kept her gaze on the bull taurnar.

Asher turned to Jarrag. “When spring comes, our families should have a cookout. It would be nice for our families to mingle.”

Jarrag lowered his horned head. “Yes, maybe we should.”

Tessa walked into the kitchen. Her demeanor was relaxed as her golden gaze fell on the large taurnar.

“We have a guest?” the fae smiled.

“Tessa, please meet Lord Jarrag Hornspear, our neighbor.”

“Pleased to meet you, Lord Hornspear,” Tessa said with a bow.

Jarrag’s large hand formed a fist. He stared at the bowing fae woman, and bowed to her. When they stood up, Tessa smiled.

“Lord Hornspear, are you well? You look a little pale,” Tessa said with a warm gaze.

“I am well,” Jarrag said plainly.

Asher sensed something off between Tessa and Jarrag, as did Nyn and Paasha.

Amber came back into the kitchen, two potions in her hands. She walked up to Jarrag, and lifted them to him.

The bull taurnar took the two potions, and bowed graciously to the faun. When he stood up to his full height, he turned to Asher.

“Thank you again, Lord Blackwood. I will not forget this,” Jarrag said as he turned, opened the kitchen door, and ducked his horned head under the threshold and into the wintery world beyond.

When the door closed shut, everyone turned to Tessa.

The fae woman smiled. “The taurnar are never comfortable around the fae. We make them feel uneasy, because we can soothe their rage quite easily. They mistrust our power.”

Asher encountered few fae on his travels, so he could not be sure if what Tessa said was true.

Tessa turned her attention to Nyn. “Please tell me when the soup will be ready. I am famished today,” Tessa said as she gave Asher an impish glance.

The fae woman turned and stepped away, leaving an unsettled vibration in her wake.

“Lady Tessa…seemed different,” Paasha said what everyone was thinking.

“Yes, she did,” Asher said as he rubbed his jaw in thought.


Chapter 25

Sorrow

Asher stood in a corridor, a hand touching his. Reality rippled as he looked down at Keefa. The blonde goblin looked up at him with sad eyes.

Asher blinked as his head swam. He lifted his gaze, and looked around at unfamiliar walls. There was a heavy musk in the air, swirled with a touch of fear.

“Keefa?” Asher asked, his words echoing off his own soul.

“This is the vision dream. I am a stone and rope to your mind and soul,” the blonde goblin said with tears in her eyes. “There is great fear, and great sorrow.”

Asher took a few steps as a dim lantern glowed above him and Keefa. The goblin followed, her fingers intertwined with his.

Waves of invisible forces splashed at the man and goblin. Asher found it difficult to walk. He could only compare it to walking into a lake, the waters growing thicker with each step.

The pair made their way along the corridor, until they reached a large room. Glancing around the room, it reminded Asher of the common room in his home. There was a hearth, and plenty of couches. The curtains were pulled shut, but Asher could feel night’s cloak just beyond. A hearth glowed with warming light, but Asher and Keefa’s eyes were drawn to two taurnars in the center of the room, and weapons on a small table between them.

“You can’t storm his home, not after how they helped us!” Iska said with pleading eyes.

Jarrag pulled the last strap on his leather armor. He looked down on the table. There was a battleaxe, a short sword, and a dagger on it. He grabbed the dagger, and sheathed it at his belt.

“I must. If she gets away, the crows will ask questions. They will judge my loyalty! We will be split apart, or worse, dead in a few weeks. If I don’t do this, our lives will be forever in danger,” Jarrag said with a fearful edge.

Iska was to her hooves. She grabbed Jarrag’s axe and walked back, the weapon clutched to her chest.

“You and Lord Blackwood saved my life. I can’t let you dishonor yourself, and his goodwill!”

Jarrag let out a flustered exhale.

“What would have me do, Iska? Speak with Lord Blackwood and casually tell him he has a murderer in his midst?” The taurnar said with an exasperated tone.

“She may not be the fae who killed your crow brothers and sisters. This might be a mistake.”

Jarrag’s eyes narrowed. “It’s not a mistake. She matches the description told to us by the seers. She’s killed four crows. She saw me, and she knows I’m an Ivory Crow. What if she comes for us? We’re not safe until she’s dead. There is no other way.

“I only pray to the gods, Lord Blackwood forgives me for what I must do.”

Iska took another hooved step back. “He won’t. You know as well as I do, after this, our leaders will give the order we’ve been dreading. They are not the enemies we thought they were.”

Jarrag’s large shoulders deflated, and his head lowered.

“If I don’t do this, the clan will kill you in front of me. They will kill my brother, and all our friends. Everything we have done to make a life for ourselves, will be spilled from our sliced throats. Honor is not as important as you are to me.”

Jarrag came around the table, and approached Iska still clutching his battleaxe. Iska shook her horned head, tears in her eyes. Jarrag took hold of axe, and pulled it away from her. With his other hand, he touched her stomach.

“They will cut our child from your belly. I cannot let such a thing happen. I must do what must be done, or we lose everything,” Jarrag said with tears streaking his down the sides of his muzzle.

“We have to run,” Iska said with tears in her eyes.

The lantern’s light wavered and blew out.

Asher and Keefa watched with intense eyes as darkness swallowed the room. Jarrag’s thick arm moved Iska behind him before he brandished his battleaxe.

A shadow stepped from the corridor. Asher’s hands moved to stop the shadow, his hand passing through them.

Jarrag’s eyes gleamed with protective intent.

A short sword slipped from the shadow, its metal gleaming in the small, dim light of the corridor.

“No!” Jarrag shouted.

The shadow shot forward like a black arrow. Jarrag held up his axe shaft sideways, blocking the short sword, inches from his neck.

A powdery mist burst from the shadow’s lips, striking Jarrag on the snout. Hooved feet stumbled back. The taurnar fell to one knee, his eyes dazed.

Iska stood with wide, black eyes.

“Fear not, there will only be one death tonight,” a soothing tone flowed from the shadow, before Tessa’s beautiful features illuminated in the dim light.

“Keefa, wake me!” Asher shouted.

The goblin closed her eyes, and screamed.

Asher’s eyes shot open. He bolted up, seeing that he was in Keefa’s bed and room. Without thinking, he grabbed his green robe, and darted out of her room, the goblin stirring awake.

Asher darted down the corridor, and reached the stairs. With a leap, he flew down the steps, and landed at the bottom.

Chaotic emotions stormed through the lord as he reached a closet by the door. He wretched it open, and looked down, seeing that his short sword was gone. Only his quiver remained.

“Fuck!” Asher growled as he glanced at the top of the hearth, Frost-Fire displayed above it.

Asher grabbed his quiver filled with arrows from the closet, and slung it over his shoulder. He rushed to the mantle over the hearth, and grabbed Frost-Fire from it. Without a word, he darted for the door, opened it, and charged into the dead of night.

Snow crunched under his bare feet as he struggled through the thick snow. The Hornspear estate was next to his, but the deep snow made it feel like it was miles away. Time bled away as the former ranger couldn’t get the image out of his mind of Tessa with his sword.

Asher reached the snow-covered fence dividing their estates. He placed a hand on it and vaulted himself over. Pushing through, he burst from a wall of snow, into a clear area.

Seeing that Jarrag had cleared out some of the area, Asher pumped his legs as he darted for the front porch. He leapt onto it and moved closer, seeing the front door was slightly ajar.

Asher’s hand reached over his shoulder, and pulled an arrow from his quiver. He nocked it, pulled back on the mystical bowstring slightly, and silently entered the home.

The sound of whimpering touched his ears as he moved like a ghost. When he reached the edge of the common room, a voice filled the air.

“Spare…my lover,” Jarrag struggled to say.

“She won’t be harmed. I cannot say the same for you,” Tessa said with a hard edge.

Asher swung his body around the corner, with bowstring pulled back.

Iska was dazed, lying partially on a couch, her hand on her small belly.

Jarrag was on the floor. His eyes slowly blinked, like he was in a daze. Over him, Tessa was in her red robe. Her wings were out, and Asher’s short sword in her hand, the blade point inches from Jarrag’s neck.

“Tessa!” Asher said sternly.

The fae woman kept her golden gaze on Jarrag as she spoke, “Asher, please leave. I don’t want you to see me this way. I can explain after the deed is done.”

“Asher…please,” Jarrag said weakly, unable to move.

“Tessa, why?” Asher said as the arrow was pointed at Tessa’s arm, holding the short sword.

The mature fae’s eyes filled with knowing sorrow.

“They killed him. They killed my beloved. Their clan sent that murderer to kill him. I killed three others, piecing together their last words to track him down, and when I found him, I sliced his throat, until the light left his eyes.”

A tear streaked down Tessa’s cheek.

“I cut off his head, as a warning to these crow bastards, but his death was not enough to heal my broken heart. I need to kill them all. I need to wipe them off the face of Valoria.”

Tessa’s golden eyes glowed with vengeance.

“And when they are all dead, I can be with my beloved. I can tell him, he was avenged, and his spirit can finally rest,” her voice quivering.

Asher’s heart thudded hard in his chest. He lowered his bow, and allowed the bowstring to go slack.

“Asher…please,” Jarrag begged.

“I will make it quick,” Tessa whispered to Jarrag, like a mother telling her child to go to sleep.

“Tessa, you know he would have never wanted this,” Asher said with a defeated tone.

The fae moved the tip of the blade closer, until it touched Jarrag’s thick neck.

“Tessa, I saw what happened to Aric, to all of you on that ship. He knew he had enemies, and he knew they sent those serpents to kill him. Despite having that knowledge, do you know what he said to me after I saw everything?”

Tessa’s eyes gleamed wet as her grip tightened on the handle of the sword.

“He told me, ‘I don’t want vengeance in my name. Life is too short to spend agonizing over something that happened in the past,’” Asher said as the memory glowed in his mind’s eye.

“Asher, your uncle was a beautiful, strong, kind soul, but it was his kindness that slayed him. He didn’t deserve such a fate, and he will find rest, knowing his killers are dead.”

“But you won’t. You will never rest, if you kill this taurnar, in front of his lover, and his unborn child.”

Tessa’s eyes widened as she glanced at Iska. The taurnar wept as her hand covered her small belly. She then looked down on Jarrag, tears streaming from his pleading eyes.

The fae lifted the short sword, and looked at the blade. Horror filled her eyes, and she quickly dropped it, the blade clanging against the floor. She took a step back, followed by another.

“I’m not…a monster. I…was only bringing balance. I wanted to right a great wrong. I,” Tessa said as she looked over to Asher with torment in her golden eyes.

“Asher, please…forgive me,” Tessa said with horror in her eyes.

Asher took one step toward her, but the fae woman turned, and launched herself through the closed window. Glass shattered into falling shards as transparent wings fluttered to life.

Asher rushed to the broken window, and looked up. He watched as Tessa flew higher and higher into the dark, winter night. She soon became a spec in the distance, and then she was gone.

Sobbing filled Asher’s ears as he turned around. He looked at Jarrag and Iska as he approached them. Iska had Jarrag’s horned head in her lap. She sobbed as his arm reached up to touch her shoulder, and comfort her.

“You…saved our lives. You should know, she killed Leff Songtree. He is a druid, known for assassinations by using beasts, or acts of nature. He killed your uncle, on orders from our masters. The fae killed him over two months ago, and several Ivory Crow clansmen to get close to him.

“Your uncle’s killer is dead.”

Asher looked at Jarrag with heavy eyes.

“Thank you, for telling me, but after this, I suspect your clan will want some answers.”

Jarrag nodded.

“When they find out I could not slay our clansman killer, they will see me as weak. They will take everything away, even our lives. And after that, they will continue my mission, to take the Lac Codex from you, by any means necessary.”

Iska sobbed, a tear falling onto Jarrag’s cheek.

Asher knelt to the couple, his mind working.

“It doesn’t have to be as it seems.”

The two taurnars looked at him with wet, confused eyes.

“There may be an unseen path here, that may lead to an end of this conflict, for your family, and mine. We just have to be brave enough to take it.”

“We’re listening, Blackwood,” Jarrag said as his strength began to return to him, and he sat up.

“I’m still plotting it out. It won’t be easy, and there will be some blood spilt, but if we can end this dark history in one night, it will be worth it to try.

“Please answer my questions, as truthfully as you can, and maybe there will be a chance for a better future, for all of us.”

Jarrag and Iska listened intently as Asher spoke of his plan. At first, they tilted their heads in confusion, but as Asher kept talking, they began to understand, and nod in agreement as a cold wind caused the curtains to flow inside the Hornspear farmhouse.


Chapter 26

Defending Hearts

The household was gathered in the common room. Elara, Blyss, and Nyn, sat on a couch. Kimi stood behind Alma as the uni-goat shifter sat in a chair. Amber sat in another chair. Verda sat on the floor, Keefa and Nuha sitting, and leaning on each side of the owl-shifter. Brynda stood in the back, as Paasha stood by the hearth. Dina and Nadia each sat in chairs brought in from the kitchen.

Asher stood in the middle of the common room, his eyes filled with dark understanding as he finished explaining everything that happened last night.

Heads bowed, the thought of Tessa nearly murdering their neighbor filling their minds.

“The reason Tessa was here was to murder Lord Hornspear?” Amber asked, the idea rolling around in her mind.

Asher shook his head. “I’m not sure. It could have been that she knew who he was when he came over for a potion. Or that, she knew she would have been found out if she didn’t do anything. I never had a chance to ask before she fled.”

“It’s hard to believe she was here to murder anyone. To me, it seemed like she was visiting the home she lived in for a long time,” Elara said with a heavy heart.

Asher looked at Elara, seeing her broken heart.

She saw Tessa as an equal. They both understood what it meant to be here, and she was ready to accept her, making the three of us a true triad. I can say, I feel the same. There would have been no boundaries between us.

Asher shook off the thoughts, and returned to the task at hand.

“Despite Tessa fleeing, we have a bigger problem to face. Because Lord Hornspear couldn’t murder Tessa, and I saved his life, he is honor bound to not carry out his mission to take the Lac Codex. This puts his life, his family, and ours, at great risk.

“I worked out a deal with Jarrag, and a plan to help him and his family, but that still leaves us in the path of danger.”

Brynda stood against the wall, two broadsword pommels poking up from behind each of her shoulders. She crossed her arms along her stomach, and listened intently to Asher.

Everyone else listened, some with worry in their eyes. Others, with a flame of protective fire.

“Snow is not going to keep the Ivory Crows away, and I rather we not be sitting ducks when they come to finish off what they started. When the fighting comes, I need to know who will be ready to defend, and who will be ready to heal the wounded.”

The weight of Asher’s words hung on everyone’s spirit. Despite knowing their farm will be attacked, a certain goblin didn’t hesitate to stand up.

Blyss stood before Asher with a fierceness in her yellow eyes.

“I will defend our home,” the goblin said as she pushed her more than ample chest out.

Brynda stood straighter.

“I will defend,” the giant woman said without hesitation.

Elara and Nyn stood up, flanking each side of Blyss.

“This is our home, and we will defend it with our lives,” Elara said with a small smile.

Nyn nodded in agreement.

“I will defend our home with my life!” Nuha said as she leapt to her feet.

Verda saw the goblin leap up, and stood up herself. She remained at Nuha’s side.

“This is my home too. I will defend,” Verda said with a firm nod.

Kimi and Alma saw Verda stand up. Kimi ground her teeth, seeing Verda taking this place as her new home.

“Verda, you’re not going into this without me,” the fox-shifter growled.

Verda glanced back at Kimi, and gave her an amused grin.

Amber stood up onto cloven feet.

“No one hurts my family. I’ll defend,” the faun said with wide eyes, and a chill going down her spine.

Dina stood up.

“If there is a call to defend the valley, and my new family, I will always be ready,” the artisan said with strong confidence.

Asher smiled as he looked at so many beautiful women, ready to defend their home. When he looked at Keefa, Alma, and Nadia, he understood their hesitation.         

“Alma, Keefa, and Nadia, we will need you three as support. Do you think you can bring potions to any of us, if we are wounded?” Asher asked.

Alma nodded, her golden horn gleaming in the subdued light.

“I can heal with just a touch of my horn,” she said in a low tone.

Keefa and Nadia stood up.

“I don’t want to fight, but I will help the wounded,” the blonde goblin said with sad eyes.

“I’m not much of a fighter, but I can help,” Nadia said with a tremble to her voice.

“Every little bit adds to our favor. With any luck, we may not need healers during the battle to come. But all is not lost for us. I have been working on a project to aid in defending our home. It should tip the scales further in our favor.”

Asher bowed his head to everyone. “I hate that we must fight off those who mean to harm us. I want nothing more than a happy, cozy life for all of us, but to keep that life, we must fight for it.”

Elara stepped to Asher, and put her hand on his shoulder.

“We know why we are here, and what we’re defending. You never have to worry about us, because we know what must be done,” the elf said with a soothing tone.

Asher looked into Elara’s eyes, his soul weak.

“I can’t stand the thought of losing you, any of you. If I could fight this myself, I would, but the odds are stacked against us. I will defend all of us until my dying breath, but if they break us, all survivors must make their way to the Wild Gate.”

“We won’t let it come to that,” Brynda said.

Everyone nodded in agreement.

Elara moved to Asher’s side. She slipped her fingers between his, the couple holding each other’s hand tight.

Asher lifted his chin, a new light in his eyes.

“I must trudge into town today. I have an idea how to better our odds, but it’s a long shot. After that, we simply have to wait. We don’t know when, or how the attack will come, but it will come. We will be prepared, and defend our home.”

Everyone was to their feet. They nodded in agreement, before they swarmed the man and elf. Asher and Elara looked at everyone with loving eyes as arms embraced them. Brynda’s arms were extra-long, hugging several people all at once.

When the moment cooled, and everyone let go and stepped back, Asher’s heart thudded with purpose.

“Let’s start with the plan. After that, we will set things in motion,” Asher said, taking command.

Everyone leaned in a little closer as Asher detailed the plan, all their hearts beating as one.


Chapter 27

A Chill in the Night

The full moon hung high in the night sky, casting a diffused light across the snow-covered valley. The wind had died, the night air still as a frozen pond. In the western part of the valley, plumes of smoke rose up from chimneys. Light glowed from behind curtained windows, a calm peace firmly rooted across each household.

From the western forest, figures cloaked in white moved low. They remained close to long shadows, eyes drinking in the homes across a snow-covered road.

Legs wrapped in white leggings, and boots, moved with alacrity, barely slowing down from the knee-deep snow. Plumes of mists spilled from their masked faces, as many rushed past one estate to another.

A figure in a white robe emerged from the tree-line. Their eyes held a dark malice as they surveyed the area.
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Around the robed figure, others with drawn blades, moved like ghosts in the night. Others hid behind thick trees, taking hold of bows, and hands reaching up to full quivers.

Asher leaned against the outside stone chimney, hidden from view. With Frost-Fire in hand, he peaked out just enough to see figures moving into the moonlight, and vanishing into long, dark shadows.

The heat of the chimney kept the ranger warm, as he calmed his heart, and eyed the invaders. He saw that a large group of them darted across the pristine snow, toward the Hornspear farmhouse. When he turned his gaze to the forest line, on the south side of the road, he glimpsed the robed person in white, holding a staff. They didn’t hide as well as the others, and Asher knew that figure was their leader.

Asher reached over his shoulder to his quiver, and slowly pulled out an arrow. A black ring with a silver line around it was on his finger.

Twenty figures in white raced toward the Hornspear farmhouse from two directions. With blades drawn, two figures darted for the front door, as several others moved around to the back.

The pair at the front door moved silently. One kept watch, while the other pulled out lock-picking tools. It took barely a moment, but the door clicked open, and the two figures slipped inside, others of their force approaching with wary eyes.

The rogue in white moved through the dimly lit hall, her ears listening for any sound. No hint of movement touched her sensitive ears. She continued to listen, a sense of knowing filling her that the people they came to question, and ultimately kill, were still asleep.

When she peeked into the common room, two figures were on the couch, perfectly still. Her partner moved to her side. The rogue made a quick hand signal, telling her cohort that there are two on the couch. He signaled back, they needed to be taken alive.

The rogue nodded. She sheathed her sword, and pulled out two throwing daggers. She mentally planned her attack, a dagger to the thigh for each of them. Her cohort touched her shoulder, signaling he was ready.

The rogue saw several of their force enter from the other end of the corridor. A few went up the stairs, to incapacitate any who were on the second floor. The others nodded, ready to aid them.

The rogue took a quick inhale, before she slipped into the room. Her hand snapped forward, two daggers flying from it. They crossed a small distance, a dagger sinking into each leg.

The rogue pulled out two more daggers, when she noticed something was amiss.

The two figures on the couch didn’t move. The daggers were deep in their legs, but the taurnars never made a sound.

The rogue approached the figures, and her eyes widened.

On the second-floor, figures wrapped in white made their way along, checking rooms. Each room was empty as they crept along. When one of them reached the master bedroom, they tried the door, and it was locked.

Asher nocked his magical bow, and pulled back on the tight bowstring. He lifted Frost-Fire, and aimed for an open bedroom window on the second floor of the Hornspear farmhouse.

A memory caressed his mind. He and Amber preparing for such a night. When Asher was reading over the Lac Codex, he discovered that a combination of ingredients, mixed with elf and goblin milk, can create an energetic, flammable potion. The man and faun set about creating as many of the Fire-Storm potions they could, and poured them into small barrels.

The intruders on the second floor picked the lock, and slowly opened the door to the master bed chamber. Their eyes drank in the two dozen short barrels, stacked in the middle of the chamber, the window across from them open to the chilly night.

Asher glanced down at the leather alchemist strap belt he wore, potions within each pouch. Straps held them in place, but quickly parted if he pulled hard enough. It would give him the edge he needed.

The ranger used the stone chimney as cover, as he pulled back the arrow until it was taut.

“Fire,” Asher whispered, the arrow point gleaming with charged power.

With careful aim, he exhaled as he released.

On the ground, the robed figure looked up as an arrow burst into flames, streaking for the Hornspear house.

In the common room, the rogue took a step back as she saw two stuffed figures on the couch, made to look like two taurnars. They were stuffed with hay, and wearing clothes. One of them had a middle-finger up.

The rogue turned with wide eyes, and broke into a run.

The invaders on the second-floor saw the barrels, and a fiery arrow shot in from the window. They barely gasped as the arrow struck the barrels, and exploded with such force, the invaders were blown away, arms and legs ripped from their bodies.

The explosion shattered the whole second floor into flaming debris.

The rogue and her cohort reached the porch, before the roof of the porch shattered downwards. Chunks of sharp wood stabbed into their bodies as debris crashed down on them, snuffing out their lives.

The leader looked up to the Blackwood farmhouse, seeing a figure partially hidden by a stone chimney.

“Your crows are gone. I killed them when I discovered their plot. Leave, and you won’t suffer the same fate,” Asher projected.

The robed figure stepped out from the tree line, and stood in the snow-covered road.

“We know all about you, Lord Blackwood. You wouldn’t have killed them. The traitors will be dealt with another time. For now, give us the codex, and we will let you, and your harem, live,” the man said with steely eyes.

Asher looked down upon the man in the distance with contempt.

“You must think me a fool. Once you have it, there is no need to keep any of us alive.”

“I swear, on my dead brother’s grave. You, and your harem, will be left alone.”

The man’s eyes narrowed.

“But if the fae woman is with you, she must come with us.”

Asher’s gaze took on a hint of calm rage.

“Who am I speaking with, so I know which family to send your head?”

The hooded man smirked.

“Radik Songtree, brother to Leff Songtree. The fae killed my brother, and she must answer for her crime.”

Asher’s heart remained steady as he visually drank in the moment.

“Your brother killed my uncle. As long as we are asking for things of dreams, surrender yourself to me, and no more of your people will die.”

Radik kept his smirk. “You have a set of balls on you, just like your uncle, Lord Blackwood. We know you’re a capable fighter. Some would say, greater than average. But I’ve killed many great warriors in my time. Your death will only increase my standing.

“As for your whores, they will weep as I keep them. I will train them to love every inch of me, and forget you.”

“Two inches is not a lot to love,” Asher shot back.

Radik shook his head. He then stabbed his staff into the snow.

From the tree-line, a hundred cloaked figures in white stepped out of the shadows and into view. Half had their blades drawn, while the other half had bowstrings pulled back, and arrows pointed in Asher’s direction.

Asher kept his hard gaze on Radik.

“Kill everyone. Get the codex,” Radik ordered.

The line of crows charged silently toward the beam fence, outlining Asher’s land.

Asher’s hand moved to a vial hanging from his potion belt. He slowly pulled it free, and popped the cork with his thumb, but didn’t drink.

Crows leapt over the beam rails, and landed within the estate. They charged in but a few feet, when three lumps of snow shot up into the air.

The crows grimaced as they charged what looked like three scarecrows. They were filled with hay, and had buttons for eyes. Jagged smiles were sewn into their burlap faces. What set them apart from other scarecrows, were their metal, gauntlet hands.

Three ivory crows launched at a scarecrow, blades gleaming in the moonlight. When they reached the scarecrows, blades stabbed into hay bodies, and bounced off metal. The scarecrows didn’t make a sound as they swung their armored gauntlet hands at heads, and necks of the invaders. The moment they struck them, neckbones snapped as heads flopped to the sides. Bodies fell as the scarecrow golems moved silently, armored hands blocking incoming blades, or slamming metal knuckles into chests, and faces, caving them in.

Asher watched with interested eyes. He knew normal scarecrow golems were strong, but their frames were made with enchanted wood. To help them survive longer in battle, he created metal skeletons underneath, making them much hardier than already tough golems.

Radik watched as crows fell from the three golems, but many more of their force slipped past and rushed for the house.

Asher put the potion vial to his lips, and drank the reddish liquid within. The moment it touched his tongue, power surged through him. Every muscle thickened as he was suddenly filled with a giant’s strength, and toughness. The cold didn’t bother him as he pulled an arrow from his quiver, and nocked his magical bow.

“Archers,” Radik said casually.

Archers pulled back on bowstrings a few more inches, when there was a rumbling from their left. The last archer at the end looked down to the road that led deeper to the west. His eyes widened as a giant woman with flaming red hair, charged along the road, a broadsword in each thick hand.

Brynda knew the ways of remaining hidden within forests. Her people had done it since the beginning of time, when giant tribes hid from dragons, and other larger monsters.

Now, she barreled toward the line of archers, her eyes filled with quiet rage.

The archer turned and aimed at the incoming giant. He let an arrow loose, while shouting to his brothers and sisters in arms.

The arrow missed Brynda’s head by a foot, and she grinned as she reached the archer, and swung a broadsword down, cleaving the archer in half.

Chaos unfurled as nearby archers were sprayed with blood. Many turned to the giant, her sword already swinging, and slicing three of them across the waist.

Screams and grunts filled the air.

Radik glanced to the side, seeing a giant woman cleaving through his line of archers like they were paper.

Asher pulled back his bowstring, and released while saying, “Fire.”

The arrow shot like a cannon, and crossed the distance in a blink. Radik turned to see an arrow bursting into flames before reaching him. A spell he had in place, caused the wind to strike away the arrow. When the arrow only moved a little, Radik shifted his body, flames blackening his white robe across the chest, as the arrow struck the snowy ground, and exploded.

Radik stumbled to the side, knowing the strength needed to have an arrow nearly defy his wind protection spell. He looked up at the roof, seeing Asher pull back his bowstring, an arrow aimed at him.

“Dark Mistress, I summon your elements!” Radik shouted as he stabbed his staff into the ground again, but this time, magical energy blazed with it.

A dozen mounds pushed up from under the snow. Energy surged before twelve hulking humanoids burst upwards. Snow fell away from rocky bodies. The stone elementals made no sounds as they charged into battle.

One stone elemental smashed through the wood fence, shattering it to kindle. A golem scarecrow caved in an attacking crow’s face, when a stone fist slammed into it, sending it crashing into the snowy ground.

When the scarecrow sat up, a stone foot slammed down on it, shattering its form, and metal skeleton to jagged shards.

Asher’s eyes widened as he knew the real threat was not the crows, but the druid. Legs already moving, he crossed the snow-covered roof, and leapt off the side, releasing the bowstring, and shouting “Frost!”

An arrow turned a misty white before it struck a stone elemental into the chest. The power of the strike sank into stone, and ice exploded from inside. A stone elemental slowed as ice grew along it, cracking stone. The elemental reached for the arrow, when ice cracked it further, and the stone elemental shattered to pieces.

“NOW!” Asher shouted as he landed on the soft snow, arrow nocked.

The door to the side of the workshop slid open. Elara and Nyn spoke incantations as they pointed their hands at approaching crows. Lighting arced along Elara’s hand, as frost swirled along Nyn’s hand. The two elves shouted the trigger words, lightning, and ice blasting out.

Crows were blasted off their feet, or frozen mid stride.

A stone elemental lurched forward, and a flash of red blurred past it, sparks flying off a stone leg. The elemental looked down to see claw marks along its rocky thigh. The red streak returned, slashing upwards. The clumsy elemental whipped its stony arms and fists, trying to knock away, or catch the red streak, when a shadow loomed overhead.

The elemental looked up to a humanoid owl creature as it dove toward him, clawed feet out.

Verda screeched as her clawed feet slammed into the elemental’s head. Claws snapped shut on its small stone head, sparks flying. With a hard flap of wings, and strong legs, the stone head was pulled completely off.

Kimi, in fox humanoid form, licked her lips as she raked her claws against the damaged leg, causing the elemental to fall, and shatter to pieces.

Some crows retreated to a tree on the property to regroup. Yellow eyes opened in the shadows, as blades gleamed. A small clump of snow fell onto a crow's shoulder. When they looked up, Blyss and Nyn were falling toward them, blades in hands.

The goblins landed on two crows, stabbing their blades into necks, and holding on with strong legs. Blyss had a manic grin as she stabbed the same crow in the neck, again and again.

When the two crows fell, Blyss and Nuha took the advantage, and launched onto other surprised crows, driving their blades into them.

Nuha stabbed, and launched off their falling body. She landed on a crow’s shoulders, wrapping her legs around their neck as she drove her blade into one of their wide eyes.

Blyss leapt onto the back of another crow, and drove her blade deep into their neck, a fierceness in her eyes.

Elara and Nyn felt their mana weaken as they blasted enemies with lightning and frost. When they lowered their hands, and several crows approached, Amber and Paasha stepped into view, each holding a crossbow.

“For Blackwood!” Amber shouted and pulled her trigger.

Two crossbow bolts crossed the distance, and each struck a chest, sending two crows to the afterlife.

“Reload!” Paasha shouted as she put her crossbow down, and used her foot to push down the strong cord.

In front of the farmhouse, a stone elemental approached. The front door opened, and Dina stepped out, wearing black leather armor, and a mace-like hammer in each hand.

“For Blackwood,” she whispered before she launched at the elemental.

A stone fist swung, but Dina was already to the elemental. She ducked and her hammers came down in quick arcs, slamming into the stone midsection and cracking it. A rocky arm swung again, and Dina ducked once more. She launched upwards and turned, slamming both hammers into the stone elemental’s elbow. The strikes were so hard, the elemental’s arm crumbled, and shards of stone stabbed into the snow.

Dina’s eyes held a fire as she darted forward, and slammed both hammers against the side of a rocky knee. The force behind the blow shattered the knee. The elemental fell into a rocky heap.

“Adventure life never truly leaves the blood,” Dina said with heaving shoulders.

The artisan looked over to the side, seeing two more elementals charge toward her.

Dina stood her ground, a thick hammer in each hand.

“Time to make some gravel,” Dina said with a gleam in her eyes.

The pair of stone golems were nearly to her, when an arrow struck a chest of one, ice stabbing out from it, and shattering it to pieces.

Dina glanced over to Asher running, and drawing another arrow.

“They were both mine!” she smiled.

“I know. Just wanted to help!” Asher shouted as he let another arrow loose.

Radik watched as an arrow struck another stone elemental, and fire exploded from the blow. The dark druid ground his teeth as his forces were dwindling, as were his stone elementals.

With a wave of his staff, a dark cloud bloomed overhead. The black cloud billowed as small arcs of electricity filled it.

Elara looked up with wide eyes.

“It’s a Summon Lightning spell! Everyone get,” was all the elf managed to say as many lightning bolts rained down.

The blonde elf threw herself at Nyn, the pair hitting the ground as a lightning bolt hit the workshop roof, and penetrated it with a thunderous boom!

Paasha pushed Amber away before the shockwave struck her, sending her flying backwards, hitting a table, and tumbling off.

Amber rolled with the shockwave, her body slamming against a work table leg.

Brynda was throwing crows into trees, their bodies slamming into them with hard crunches, and the light leaving their eyes as they fell. A lightning bolt blasted down when she raised her sword to cleave a crow in half. Energy traveled down her broadsword in an instant, followed by a boom!

The giant smoked as she stumbled to the side, but remained standing. Her hair was standing up as she looked angrily at several scared crow archers.

Kimi darted through the battlefield like a red streak, until a lightning bolt struck near her, and sent her body flying to the side.

“Kimi!” roared the owl-shifter as she dove for the fallen, smoky Kimi.

When Verda was close, a lightning bolt struck her. The owl-shifter screamed as energy burned her feathers. She slammed into the snowy ground, smoke rising from her body.

Alma watched from an open window, seeing Kimi and Verda down. Without a thought, she launched from the window, and ran into the battlefield, lightning arcing done all around her.

“Kimi! Verda!” the uni-goat shifter cried out with tears in her eyes.

The kitchen door opened, Nadia and Keefa looking at the now still workshop.

The pair were wearing leather armor, with potions strapped to their belts. Nadia’s lip trembled, knowing she had to go out there, or their family could die.

Keefa stared, her heart hammering in her chest. She grabbed Nadia’s hand, and gave it a squeeze.

“We will not die. I have seen a vision of us living,” the scared goblin said.

Nadia glanced at her, and then back at the workshop. Her fear ebbed, and confidence filled her.

The bookshop owner gritted her teeth, and charged out into the open, Keefa close behind.

Nadia screamed fury as several lightning bolts came down near them with thundering booms!

“We’re coming!” Nadia shouted in defiance as the world was being ripped apart around her.

Keefa was close, staying with the bookshop owner.

Thunderous booms filled the area, but the pair made it to the workshop.

Smoke filled the shop, as Elara, Nyn, Paasha, and Amber moaned. Nadia didn’t think as she pulled healing potions from her belt, and rushed to Elara and Nyn. Keefa did the same, reaching Paasha, and Amber, giving them a potion each.

Elara opened her eyes as the healing potion closed her small wounds, and her bruises began to fade. She helped Nyn to sit up.

“Thank you,” she told Nadia.

Nadia nodded. “Keefa said we wouldn't die as we raced to you. She saw it in a vision.”

Keefa helped Amber to sit up.

“I said that to make you move,” the goblin confessed.

The color drained from Nadia’s features, and her hands began to tremble.

Elara touched the woman’s shoulder. “We will survive. Stay with us, and heal us if we fall. Nadia, can you do that?”

The bookshop owner gave a timid nod, and a small whimper. Thunderous shockwaves filled the world, and when she saw the confidence in Elara’s eyes, she felt stronger.

“I can do this,” Nadia said with a quivering lip.

Elara nodded as the others gathered close.

“They need us out there. We charge!” The blonde elf yelled.

Elara turned and rushed out into the storm, the others charging with her, ready to fight.

Asher’s arm moved in quick blurs. With his new giant strength, each time he let an arrow loose, it stabbed into crows, and lifted them off their feet. When arrows struck stone elementals, each one cracked, before fire, or frost, shattered them.

He kept moving, making it harder for lightning bolts to strike him. He glanced to the side, seeing Alma touch her golden horn to Kimi and Verda. Healing energy flashed before the two shifters began to rise once more.

Defiant shouts filled the air as lightning, frost, and crossbow bolts struck enemy crows, and one stone elemental. A pair of goblins rushed from the shadows, and leapt on stray crows, knocking them to the ground, and stabbing them until they didn’t move.

When Asher reached for another arrow, his hand grabbed at nothing, his quiver empty.

Several crows rushed him, blades gleaming in the flashes of lightning. Asher took his bow in his left hand, drew his short sword with his right. He used his mystical bow to parry two blades, as his sword slashed across an unguarded stomach. Entrails fell as Asher pushed at them with the force of a giant, sending their bodies airborne. With strong legs, he leapt, and sliced at their flying bodies, cutting each one in half.

When Asher landed, so did bloody remains as they splashed red on the white snow.

The ranger’s hair stood on end as the air around him became charged. He glanced ahead, seeing Radik aim his staff in Asher’s direction, an evil smile across his face.

Asher leapt to the side, just as a thick lightning bolt slammed down onto the snowy ground, and exploded.

Radik watched with keen eyes as steam billowed from the lightning blast. When it began to clear, he saw Asher on the ground, clutching at his side. His mystical bow was a few feet away from him.

The dark druid approached, a leer filling his features as he saw Asher beaten, and weakened.

Alma helped Kimi up, the fox-shifter touching her friend, and pointing with a shaky finger. Verda slowly stood up, her eyes wide as she saw Asher was down.

Dina slammed her hammers into a stone elemental, as two scarecrows each held an arm. The elemental’s head shattered to pieces, and the body fell apart. When she turned to see Asher down, madness took hold, and she charged toward him, the pair of scarecrows flanking each side of her. They made it twenty feet, before several lightning bolts came down on them.

A scarecrow golem felt the power barreling down, and grabbed Dina. The artisan struggled to be free, and a lightning bolt slammed into the back of the scarecrow hard enough to shatter its body, but protect Dina. Energy still slammed into Dina, knocking her out, a smoking broken golem laying over her.

Time slowed as Elara led the charge from the other side of the farm, her family charging with her. When they came around the side, they saw Asher down. Hearts broke as he clutched at his wound, helpless as Radik approached.

Asher looked up at Radik with a defiant gleam in his gaze as the dark druid looked down on him with victory in his eyes.

“You were never going to win this,” Radik grinned.

Asher remained silent.

“No last words?” Radik said as he lifted his staff to call upon more lightning.

From the edge of the roof, Asher’s strong legs launched him like a cannonball, with brown feathered wings close to his body. He soared silently through the air, a mystical dagger between his teeth, and his short sword pointed down along his leg. He watched as Radik focused on Asher’s clone, the shadow ring on his finger gleaming with power.

Radik’s power glowed, ready to call upon more lightning, when something touched the edge of his gaze. When he looked up, shock painted his soul as Asher was nearly on him. The druid’s staff went up sideways, but Asher’s left hand grabbed it. Wings spread out as he swung his legs over, and slammed a heel into the dark druid’s head.

The power of the blow sent the druid through the air sideways, by twenty feet, before he crashed into the snowy ground. He barely made it to his feet, Asher wielding a short sword in one hand, and a dagger in the other.

Asher felt the giant strength fade away from his body the moment he launched from the roof. If it had stayed a second longer, Radik’s skull and neck would be broken. Unable to grab another potion in the heat of the moment, he pressed his attack.

Blade and dagger swung in quick arcs. The druid used his staff to parry every strike. The ranger was moving so fast, the druid could not utter a spell, nor call upon his lightning. The wood staff began to gain nicks as Asher’s blades bit deep, and slid away.

Radik grunted as he tried to keep up, but Asher didn’t slow down. The ranger moved like a fierce, winged angel, each strike wearing the druid down further.

Crows, and a few stone elementals resumed their attacks. Everyone on the farmstead screamed into battle. Chaos bloomed further as each side clashed.

Radik grunted as he missed a parry, and Asher’s dagger stabbed into his thigh. The druid whispered a word, and vines stabbed up from the ground. Asher launched into a flip, the vines just missing his boots. The ranger landed behind the druid, but as soon as he landed, the staff end struck the side of his face.

Asher stumbled back, and spit out a glob of blood. He was silent as a tomb as he launched at his foe with a flurry of attacks.

Radik tried to stave him off, parrying each short sword and dagger swing. Staying in a defensive stance, he could barely keep up with the furious ranger.

When an arrow struck his wounded leg, he collapsed.

Asher glanced at his shadow. The other Asher held Frost-Fire, knowing he plucked an arrow from a nearby crow corpse.

Asher pointed his short sword at Radik’s face, as he sheathed his dagger. “Call off your people!”

Radik gave Asher a bloody grin. “I will do no such thing. Everyone will die tonight. Only the victorious will be left standing. I will,” Radik shouted in pain as Asher’s sword stabbed into the druid’s shoulder.

“Call them off,” Asher said with menacing eyes, and turned the blade a little.

Radik screamed, and a lightning bolt split the air, arcing down toward the two men.

Asher pulled his blade from the druid, ready to slam the flat side across his head, when a shadow was over him. He glanced up to Brynda, just as the lightning bolt slammed into the giant’s back.

Brynda screamed as lightning burned, and channeled through her to the ground. Asher watched in slow-motion as Brynda’s eyes weakened.

“Lover,” she whispered before her eyes rolled into her head, and she fell onto the wet snow, lying face down as smoke rose from her.

Asher’s eyes took on a gleam of madness. Without thinking, his sword sliced up, separating Radik’s hand holding the staff, from his wrist. The druid’s mouth opened in a silent scream as Asher reached down, grabbed his robe, and pulled him to his feet. The druid’s wrist pumped blood as Asher used the pommel of his short sword to cave in the man’s nose. Blood spurted from his nose as Asher slammed his heel into his stomach, and sent him sprawling to the ground.

Elara charged with her group to the downed giant. They reached her, her hair singed, and she laid out on her stomach.

“Turn her onto her back!” Elara shouted as everyone grabbed the heavy giant, and tried to roll her over.

Nadia uncorked a healing potion, her heart sinking as she saw the giant was dead weight.

Asher punched the druid, and the man landed on his back. Asher pulled a healing potion from his belt, and spilled it into the druid’s gaping mouth.

“No dying on me just yet. I need you to suffer,” Asher growled as he kicked the druid in the ribs.

Verda, Kimi, and Alma rushed to the others, lending their strength to the group, and helping push the giant onto her back. Brynda turned onto her back with a muted thud. Nadia poured healing potion into Brynda’s open mouth, the giant not responding.

Radik tried to get up, and received a heel to his jaw. Asher stalked around him, a fury in his eyes.

“I need you alive, but if she dies, then blood for blood,” Asher said darkly as he slammed his boot into the side of Radik’s ribs again.

The remaining few stone elementals shattered as the druid could no longer concentrate. The few remaining crows watched in muted horror, their leader being beaten to a pulp, and too afraid to aid him for fear of dying in the process.

Radik shouted in pain as Asher kept him in torment so he could not utter another spell.

Elara and the others looked down on Brynda. The giant didn’t move. After Nadia poured her third healing potion into her parted lips, the bookshop owner fell to her knees, sobbing.

Brynda’s eyes fluttered, and she let out a small moan.

“She lives!” Elara shouted with tears in her eyes.

Asher reached down, grabbed the bloody druid by the neck of his robe, and pulled him up as he leaned over him.

“It looks like you live a little longer,” Asher growled.

Radik couldn’t hold up his head as blood leaked from his broken nose, and bloody mouth.

Asher let go, and the defeated druid fell to the ground with a weak moan.

Asher let out a long exhale as he stood straighter. He turned to the last eight crows, his eyes filled with tired madness.

“Throw down your weapons, and you will be taken prisoner.”

The crows looked at the beaten, and bloody Radik. They tossed their weapons to the ground, and bowed their heads.

Asher turned his head, and saw several shimmering portals appear on his land. A weak smile filled his exhausted features, as knights in armor stepped out from the portals.

The knights glowed with dark power, as red eyes stared out from open visors. They quickly moved across the snowy, and bloody field. With swords drawn, many of the shadow knights surrounded the few remaining crows. Each of the crows in white, fell to their knees, with their hands up.

Two figures stepped from a shimmering portal. Asher looked over with warm eyes as Claudia walked out, with a tall, older man. The man made arcane gestures as the shadow knights spread out to secure the area.

Asher smiled as he approached the pair.

“I wondered if you would receive my letter in time,” Asher said.

Claudia returned his smile with her own. “Once I received it, I worked quickly with one of the greatest mages from the Opal Society.”

“I hardly think I’m the greatest. Great will suffice,” the man quipped as he held a hand out to Asher. “Lork Witch-Star.”

Asher grasped the mage’s forearm, and gave it a strong shake. “It’s good to finally meet you in person, Lord Witch-Star. I wish it was under better circumstances.”

Lork let go and gave the lord a quick nod. “We’re meeting for the first time, it is already a better circumstance.”

Asher’s shade walked over and handed Asher Frost-Fire. Asher took it, and the shade bowed, before he faded away.

“You have put my gift to you to work. Bravo,” Lork grinned.

Asher smiled, when suddenly, he was mobbed by a large group of women. Elara was first to him, throwing her arms around his neck. She hugged him fiercely as Asher put an arm around her waist, holding her close. The rest hugged the couple, even Brynda joining in.

The last scarecrow golem helped Dina along. When they reached the group, hands grabbed her, and pulled her gently into a large embrace.

Alma quickly touched her horn to many, helping everyone heal their cuts, and bruises.

Claudia walked around the group to the downed druid. Two shadow knights stood over him, keeping a careful eye on the moaning druid.

“Radik Songtree,” Claudia said with knowing eyes.

“My people will come for me,” the druid coughed up blood.

“I hope they do,” Claudia said with a smarmy grin. “Lord Blackwood knew a force would come for his Lac Codex. He told me everything he learned in a letter.”

Lady Frost leaned over the defeated druid with a shrewd gaze. “Lord Blackwood had planned to take the leader of the force as a prisoner. After I pick you up, I can tell your leaders how you failed, and make a deal with the Ivory Crows to make this valley off-limits to any of your people.”

Radik gave Claudia a bloody toothed chuckle. “It will never happen. We own property here in the valley. We can do as we wish. Another will take Hornspear’s place.”

Asher approached Claudia and Radik with Elara at his side. The pair reached Claudia’s side, and looked down at the defeated druid with amused eyes.

“Did I hear that correctly? I’m not sure I did, because I purchased the deed, and land from Lord Hornspear. I paid a pretty coin for it, enough for Jarrag and his family, to live a new life, far from Ivory Crow influence.”

Asher turned to Elara, his arm around her waist, and her leaning on him with loving eyes.

“What should we do with the extra land, my darling?”

“Oh, I think some gardens, and perhaps a larger field to grow more crops to turn into wine. The possibilities are endless,” Elara said with a happy, giddy tone.

Asher kissed Elara on the lips, before turning his attention back to Radik’s wide eyes.

“Jarrag is an honorable taurnar, and he deserved better than you lot. The only reason you’re still alive is to warn others to stay away. If you ignore my warning, there will be no second chance for you, or anyone else you send.”

“The fae woman killed my brother. This is far from over!” Radik growled before he coughed up some blood.

Asher looked at Radik with confident eyes. “It is over. Take your loss with some dignity.”

Lord and Lady Blackwood walked away from the dark druid.

“Take him away,” Claudia told the shadow knights.

Radik moaned as shadow knights reached down, grabbed him, and roughly picked him up. The pair dragged him along, Radik’s feet leaving a trail in the bloody, muddy snow.

The other shadow knights escorted the remaining crows to an open portal. Claudia directed them in. She looked over to Asher and Elara, and gave them a nod.

Asher and Elara nodded back with happy smiles.

Once the last prisoner was escorted through the portal, the woman in black walked in, and vanished from sight.

Lork walked up to Asher. “There could be others in the valley. I should stay for a few hours to help defend, if you permit it?”

“We welcome it,” Asher grinned. “Do you like spirits, or wine?”

“This night seems like a spirit evening,” Lork smiled.

“Then let’s get inside, and have a proper meeting over drinks, and stories.”

“I couldn’t agree more, Lord Blackwood.”

“Please, call me Asher.”

“Yes, Asher,” Lork said with a respectful bow.

Shadow knights walked the estate, as a large group walked back to the farmhouse. Asher continued to have his arm around Elara’s waist, holding her close. Lork walked behind them with a happy smile

Keefa and Nadia walked side by side. A new feeling of sisters in battle filled the pair as they walked with their heads held high.

Alma walked with Verda and Kimi on each side of her. The three shifters walked with dreamy connections between their spirits, a new hope, and life, on the horizon.

Nyn and Amber walked with Brynda. The giant was tired, but she was fully healed, thanks to the healing potions and the uni-goat’s horn of healing. The elf and faun talking to her, about how powerful the giant was on the battlefield.

The rest of the goblins brought up the rear, Blyss hugging Nuha and Paasha in victory.

Once everyone was inside, the door closed. Clouds drifted over the valley, and soon, new snow began to fall as a sigh of relief filled Mist Valley once again.


Chapter 28

Winter’s End and New Beginnings

Winter carried on, as did life on the Blackwood estate. The Court of Gems play didn’t have the same excitement as it did, the household feeling a little lost now that Tessa’s past was revealed, and knowing she fled for places unknown.

Asher, Elara, and Blyss rallied the household, and with a little time, everyone slowly fell back into the play, enjoying many trysts, and long nights of caring for each other.

When the winter storms began to ebb, and the days grew a little longer, the Court of Gems play ended with Asher, Elara, and Dina, gaining the most influence. The three were escorted to the queen’s chambers, where they shared in their victory with drinks, and close bodies. But afterwards, Blyss had no intention of leaving everyone out in the cold. By her decree, an orgy fit for a queen took place. Everyone but Kimi and Alma, joined in several nights of loving embraces, and exploring bodies.

With the days growing longer, and clearer, snow melted with the coming spring. Life began to return to normal, a day at a time.

During the first day of spring, Asher worked up the bravery to visit the spirit realm, and his dead uncle’s spirit. He told Aric everything, and his ghost shed a tear. The two men embraced, before they sat down, and talked for hours. Aric told his nephew that he always knew Tessa had a dark side, a side she showed to no one else, but him. He also confessed to telling Tessa to be with Asher, hoping it would take her mind off her grief. Asher told him, it had worked for a time, but her grief was still there, and could not be so easily set aside. Aric nodded with sad eyes, wishing the best for his beloved. At the end of the conversation, the two men embraced again. Aric wished Asher well, and looked forward to their next visit. Asher faded away, missing his uncle even more.

When the last of the snow melted away, Asher received a letter from Lady Frost, and another from Lord Witch-Star. Claudia informed him that a deal was struck with the Ivory Crow clan to have Mist Valley off-limits to their activities. She also added another bit of news. When others from the clan came to retrieve Radik, there was no happy reunion. Radik begged to stay a prisoner of the Opal Society, but Claudia would not have it. The druid was taken away, real fear in his eyes. She ended the letter saying the valley and the Blackwood estate should no longer be troubled by the crows again.

Lork’s letter was several pages of thanking Asher for his friendly hospitality, praising the spirits of the valley they drank, and looking forward to a new friendship. Asher wrote him back, welcoming him as a new friend, and looking forward to future visits between both their farms.

Alma, Kimi, and Verda moved into the Leaf-Cutter farm. The three looked around with eyes filled with hope, and new beginnings. Asher assured them to take as much time as they needed to pay back the loan, and the farm belonged to them. The mayor assured the three shifters that their people were welcomed to the valley, as long as they were second-generation shifters, and beyond, so as to not infect the valley with the madness of 1st generation shifters. The trio agreed, also adding that they were going to take it slow, and see how their lives will be within the valley, before they invite anyone else to join them, if ever.

Verda was stern with Kimi, telling her that she would visit the Blackwood estate many times, for that is where she wishes to be. She said she would help on the farm as needed, but her home would be with Asher and Elara. Kimi’s stern eyes softened, understanding her friend’s heart and desires. Alma said she would stay on the Leaf-Cutter farm to work, but before Asher left, the uni-goat made it clear that she and Lord Blackwood still had much to discuss in the near future.

With the valley warming to spring’s early touch, Dina said her goodbyes to everyone in the household. She lingered longer with Asher, whispering that when she had lulls in her work, she would be spending plenty of nights, and days, on the estate. Asher told her the door is always open to her.

Nyn had spent most of the winter re-writing sections of her book a few times. When she was finished, she dragged Asher into the master bedroom, and laid with him as he was first to read her book.

Asher read the whole thing in a few hours, and he was so turned on, he took his frustrations on Nyn. The elf held him close, whispering the book was a success in his ear as they enjoyed their intimate embrace.

Elara’s eyes filled with happy triumph as her shop, The Wine Library. It opened at the beginning of spring. The whole town turned out to experience it. Asher, and the goblins, helped Elara with the opening, tending to patrons, cooking small meals, and speaking of delicious wines. When the gold coins came rolling in, Elara’s eyes were dazzled by the success.

After the grand opening, the place was often filled with bodies, sitting in comfortable seats, sipping wine, and reading books. Nadia and Bolla often visited the establishment, enjoying the atmosphere, and seeing their profits rise because of it.

Brynda often patrolled the estate, but when Asher came out to see her, the giant often guided him back to her room, to enjoy private company. After each tryst, she grew more confident and relaxed, often whispering in Asher’s ear she may be ready to experience greater love, with others of the household. Asher kissed her neck, and whispered in her ear, when she was ready, she would be welcomed by all.

With the snow gone, Sam started his routine milk and potion pick-ups again. The agent often hung out a little longer, shooting the breeze with Asher, and telling the lord about his children, and how proud he was of them. The agent’s words were infectious, Asher wondering when his time would arrive to have children of his own, after officially bonding with everyone he loved, and ensuring his bloodline to last well into the future. The thought remained in the back of his mind, especially when he looked into Elara’s eyes.

Asher spent many mornings, walking out to the western tree line, and chopping down wood to replenish the wood used during the long winter. His mind wandered to his life, and how it changed over a whole year. He reminisced about the battles, the visitors, those who stayed, and those who left. When his mind wandered to those at the house currently, he often smiled as his heart beat with peaceful happiness.

With the Windswells and the Hornspears gone, the valley finally felt peaceful to the retired ranger. He knew, this year was just the beginning of his new life, and he fully embraced it.

When he returned home, it was Blyss who raced out to greet him, and remind him of his promise to take her into the woods, to live as goblins for a time. Asher laughed, knowing he had to keep his promise, or she would never let him forget it.

Asher’s mind drifted to Tessa many times, at odd moments. He loved her, and knew she would be missed. He prayed to the Mother, the beautiful fae woman will find some peace, and perhaps, return to them. He knew he would welcome her back, no questions asked. In his eyes, she was no monster, but a woman who lost everything, and couldn’t see too far past the pain in her heart.

Two weeks into spring, the household gathered in the winery, and opened several bottles of strawberry wine. Eyes widened as the fruity wine tantalized their tongues. Asher knew it was true, the valley was special, and so was everything that grew in it. The wine was beyond description.

When the batch was labeled, two crates were placed in The Wine Library. When patrons tasted it, they immediately bought a few bottles each. News spread quickly through Star Fall about how good the wine was, and most of their strawberry batch was bought, leaving only a small crate of reserve for the Blackwood estate to partake. In another month, their grape batch would be ready for everyone to enjoy.

Flowers bloomed in the sunlight, Asher and Elara laying on the blanket. The couple were close, enjoying the spring air, and sunlight. Asher’s arms were around the elf, her face snuggled to his neck. They breathed in each other’s scent, basking in warm closeness.

“I’m happy,” Elara whispered.

“As am I,” Asher whispered, his finger moving along the edge of her long, pointed ear.

The couple remained together, their hearts beating as one, and untold possibilities before them.

An orange and black butterfly hovered over them as the couple fell asleep in each other’s arms, basking in the warm spring day.


Chapter 29

Hail the Demon Queen!

The roar of battle and screams filled the entire demon city. A horde of demonic invaders clashed with the local demons. Heads and limbs were ripped off the defeated, as the surge of monstrous demons pushed further into the burning city.

Three demon mothers stood in their throne room. Elite demons, wearing wicked spiked armor stood at the ready. The screams beyond the throne room carried on, like a symphony of discord.

The three demonesses brandished their spiked whips, fear filling their eyes.

“How could they get through our defenses so quickly?” one beautiful tall demoness asked her sisters.

“They must know the lands. That is the only explanation for their powerful, brazen attack, but it is not from any of the demon lords and ladies we share alliances with. This is a new power infecting the lands,” said another.

The screams and clashes of battle grew louder.

“We have to flee,” said the third one. “They are getting closer!”

“Where would we flee too, dear sister? If we fled, it would show weakness, and we would earn a fate worse than death. No, I will stand and fight to the end!” the first sister said with a flash of her pointed teeth, and crazed gaze.

The main doors to the throne room shuddered, as blood pooled underneath.

“The enemy arrived so quickly?” a demon mother hissed as she took a battle stance.

“Stand fast. We fight to the end, my sisters!” the taller demoness said with fierce eyes.

The metal doors shuddered again, before the iron bar across it broke in half. The doors swung open to a horde of fierce lower demons. They had make-shift armors, and various weapons, but it wasn’t their attire that was frightening, but their eyes. Their eyes were filled with a strange gleam of cursed hope.

“Defend our thrones!” the tallest of the three demon mothers bellowed.

The guards took stances, spears pointed out, and ready to defend the demon mothers.

“No need for any more spilt blood. There is plenty on the streets,” came a seductive voice as a tall, pregnant demoness casually walked in.

The three demon mothers looked at the approaching demoness with wide eyes. Their whips trembled as they watched the tall demoness walk in, a taloned hand on her full, pregnant belly, and a wicked sword pointed down in her right hand. Her pale purple skin glowed, even with streaks of blood along her limbs. Her black horns shined in the light, as red-purple eyes looked at the three demon women with an amused gaze.

“Sister Katriss,” the three gasped, and fell to their knees, tossing aside their weapons.

The demon guards lifted their spears, and stepped aside, giving Katriss room to approach.

“It would seem my influence has remained,” the demon mother said with an evil gleam in her eyes.

“We were wrong to usurp you. Clearly, you are still fertile, and powerful,” the center demoness said with a deep bow of her head.

“I know,” Katriss said as she climbed the dais steps to her three younger sisters.

“Please, spare us!” the smaller sister groveled.

Katriss towered over the three, her eyes glowing a pale red.

“By right, I should have you three slain, and your heads on pikes to show my power the other lords and ladies of our lands.”

A memory filled the demon mother’s mind, seeing Asher’s handsome features. She rubbed her belly as she stepped past the three kneeling demonesses. Katriss stepped up to three thrones, turned, and sat in the center throne.

Everyone within the throne room knelt to her power, and beauty.

“But I’ve had a change of heart,” Katriss said with a sultry tone. “Too long have our people fought and betrayed one another. The other kingdoms have gained power since the World Quake, by doing the unthinkable by our kind.”

The three kneeling demon mothers turned on their knees, and bowed so deep, their noses were touching the floor.

“Do you know how I gathered a force strong enough to take back my throne? I gave our people something they never had before, hope for a better life.”

Katriss’s sisters looked up to her with shock in their eyes.

Katriss looked at them with confident power.

“If you want to live, you three, and others, will have to embrace a new way of life. We will cooperate as a people. We will consolidate our power. We will feed, clothe, and heal our people. We will shed the old ways, and embrace the new.”

Katriss’s eyes flashed with power.

“We will become an empire of peace, and cooperation, and bring a new balance to Valoria, one long needed. Accept me as your queen, and you may live to see a new world, and greater power for all.”

The three sisters glanced at each other with fear in their eyes, knowing if they refused, their heads would still adorn pointed pikes. They lowered their heads again, their spirits broken.

“Hail the Demon Queen,” the three sisters said in unison.

“HAIL THE DEMON QUEEN!” roared the guards and demons present.

Katriss smirked as she rubbed her belly, demons singing her title, and their words cascading across the burning kingdom.

~Fin~
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