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  Chapter 1


  A Promise


  The sun shined bright in the late spring day. Clouds floated along like they were on unseen layers of glass. The air was clean, warm, and soothing to the soul.


  On the Blackwood Estate, a man laid on the grass with closed eyes. He smiled as he basked in the warmth of the sunlight. It soothed his tired muscles and bones. When a cloud blocked out the sun, he opened his eyes to marvel at the beautiful day.


  Spring was nearly over. Moments slipped through Asher’s mind, paintings of simple farm life and alchemy. New batches of wine were made from the spring crops of strawberries and blueberries. The work was difficult, but everyone pulled their weight. Even Brynda, the guardian of Blackwood, aided with planting and harvesting the crops.


  Asher let out a relaxed exhale, his thoughts filled with joy and wonder. Elara’s shop, The Wine Library, had regular business. The people of Mist Valley enjoyed relaxing in the shop, sipping on their favorite wines, and reading new, or favored novels. Elara talked endlessly about her days in the shop, much to Asher’s happy ears.


  When an image of the elf filled Asher’s mind, it was breathtaking. Her beauty devastated his senses. Her scent filled him with purpose. When she talked about her day, no matter how mundane, he was captivated. The pair often spent their time in bed being on their sides and staring into each other’s eyes. Hands touched each other’s bodies as words filled the intimate space between them.


  When the lord and lady were not alone, the absurd hijinks continued in, and out of their bed.


  There was a mutiny at one point. The goblins, led by Blyss, banded together, and refused to work. It caught everyone, including Asher, off-guard. When the goblins made a demand, the entire household listened.


  The goblins wanted to be treated like royalty, just for a day.


  Asher remembered how Elara giggled, Amber shook her head, and Nyn blinked. It wasn’t like it was brought to the goblin’s attention before that they worked much too hard and often. The family often told them as much, but it seemed they finally listened and made it their idea.


  Asher did what any lord would do, he listened to his people. He knelt to one knee before Blyss. Elara and Nyn were next to kneel. Amber shrugged and knelt as well.


  Blyss smiled as Nuha, Keefa, and Paasha nodded in agreement.


  One spring day, for the day, the goblins were waited-on like they were regal royalty. Paasha sat in one of the plush chairs, Amber giving her a foot massage. Elara and Nyn tended to serve the goblins anything they wanted, which was a lot of different foods, at different times.


  Asher was in the kitchen, cooking for everyone. The lord enjoyed it, trying to make the meals as special as he could. Open cookbooks littered the kitchen area, Asher trying different dishes for the demanding goblins.


  When the lord was not in the kitchen, he tended to Blyss’s every whim. The goblin was demanding but Asher saw it as a loving challenge.


  That very night, the goblins took their chosen concubines, and the royal day ended in the throes of loving passion.


  Asher smiled a little more at the memory. During the night, Blyss confessed that the clan needed a little more attention. The lord kissed the beautiful goblin, telling her she, and their whole household, were precious to him. He remembered her green lip twitch, before she was on him. He didn’t push the matter, knowing she only wanted reassurance at the time.


  Asher’s thoughts moved on from the mutiny to the rest of their family.


  Nyn and Nadia had become fast friends. When the blue-haired elf was not in her private cottage, writing like a tumultuous storm, she was at Nadia’s book store. The pair were thick as thieves, planning out a series of black books.


  Nadia’s first book, The Master Farmer, was a huge success. Nadia received letters daily, readers praising her skills, prose, and wanting more of her books for personal libraries. The book shop owner often brought the letters to Nyn. The often-emotionless elf was filled with shy smiles. Coin began to spill into the coffers from her sales as the pair worked Nadia’s private word press in the basement of the Book Guild shop.


  Asher noticed a difference when he saw Nyn. The elf was relaxed and happy. It was like she was living in a dream. The support from the family was always there as she basked in her life as an author.


  But the glow didn’t remain. The elf was stalwart, preparing notes for future books. She did mention to Asher there would be new, little plays they must explore, and the lord was ready to aid her in any way he could with her seductive writings.


  Moments continued to drift and Asher found himself staring at a mental image of Amber. The faun was always a hard worker, and lover, but she tended to spend a little more of her free time alone. The household respected her need for solitude but everyone, at one time or another, questioned her happiness. The faun still laughed and gossiped, but would rather hear tales from others than speak of her own small adventures. It was something Asher knew, when the time was right, she would speak up. No matter what was said, he, and the household that became a family, would support her in any needed endeavor.


  Smaller memories invaded Asher’s relaxed mind. Moments played out of the entire Blackwood household helping Kimi, Alma, and Verda move into the Leaf-Cutter Farm. The three shifters were hesitant at first, but after a few days the farm began to feel like home.


  The trio quickly went to work, making the farm their own and planting their first crops. Spring didn’t slow down and Kimi was first to whip the uni-goat and owl-shifter into their new life as farmers. They tilled the farmland before they began planting their first crops. From what was reported to Lord Blackwood, the three were exhausted and didn’t leave the farm. They worked and slept and soon their efforts bore fruit. Vibrant green appeared across their land, and with each passing day it only grew more vibrant. When their crop matured, it was Asher, Brynda, and Nuha, who helped with the harvest.


  Lord Blackwood remembered the loving glances from Verda. She whispered to others that her only regret was leaving the Blackwood Estate.


  Kimi seemed happier from what Asher remembered. The fox shifter was focused and dedicated to farm duties and little else.


  Alma was a little miserable. After such a long time of lounging around the estate, the hard work was difficult for her. It grew easier over time and she knew this was her new home in the valley.


  Memories shifted to Dina. The master artisan didn’t visit much, her work often taking precedence, but when she had a small lull, she often came to the house late in the evening, and nearly dragged Asher to the secret room in the library, often to the laughter and giggles of the rest of the household.


  Another cleansing sigh floated up from the lord’s lips. He closed his eyes. Everything was well and he felt at peace.


  The lord didn’t know how much time had passed before a cool shadow touched his body.


  Asher slowly opened his eyes and smiled with a loving gaze.


  Blyss stood over the lord of Blackwood. She wore an ankle long black dress. It hugged her voluptuous top. When a breeze washed over the area, the bottom of her dress flowed with it, rippling to the wind. The cloud that had blocked the sun before was long gone. Blyss blocked the radiant light, her shadow covering her lover and clan chief.


  The goblin’s emerald skin color nearly glowed. Her yellow oval eyes looked down on Asher with a loving sternness. She lifted a leg and bare foot. She brought it over the laying lord and planted her foot on the ground by his shoulder.


  Blyss gave Asher an evil smirk before she gently sat down on his chest.


  Asher let out an exaggerated grunt, and grinned.


  The goblin returned his grin, and then it faded away.


  The lord of Blackwood could see the seriousness in her eyes. Something was on her mind and she was trying to find the words to say it.


  Blyss returned her gaze to Asher’s eyes and her eyes took on a gleam of shy courage.


  “We made a promise to each other,” she said in a low whisper.


  Asher knew what she meant. It was months ago, deep in winter, where they promised each other, they would live in the wilderness like true goblins.


  “I hadn’t forgotten our promise,” Asher reassured her as he continued to lay on his back, trapped under her.


  Blyss gave him a slow nod, her gaze holding a faint shadow.


  Asher knew there was more left unsaid. He curled his arms around her thighs and held the sitting goblin to his strong chest.


  “As Clan Chief, you must tell me what’s on your mind,” Asher winked.


  Blyss couldn’t fight her own small smile.


  “Living in the forests was always hard. Every day was spent looking for food, fighting, and hiding from danger.


  “Living here, in our home, has changed many things about my life. I learned to read. I have a family I love with all my heart. I’m happy but there is a piece of me that misses my old life.”


  Blyss looked down at Asher with warm, intimate eyes.


  “I want us to keep our promise. We can go west and settle in the forest for a few days. When we are finished, we can come home to our family again,” the goblin said with a dreamy whisper.


  Asher nodded.


  “Sounds good to me,” he said with a dreamy tone.


  Feeling the goblin on his chest caused a heat to grow. The lord saw it in Blyss’s eyes, the temptation growing between them.


  A bell rang out in the distance.


  Asher and Blyss turned their gazes to see by the entrance in the distance, a woman standing there. She turned her head and looked around like she was lost.


  “Let’s greet our lost visitor,” Lord Blackwood said with a warm smile.




  Chapter 2


  A Visitor in the Sunlight


  An elf with black hair put her hands on one of the beams of the wood fence. She looked back and forth with worried eyes. Thoughts stormed on within her mind, wondering if she shouldn’t have rung the bell. When she saw a man and goblin walking toward her, it brought some relief to her eyes.


  The man had rogue-ish, handsome features. He was lean, with wide shoulders and strong arms. The goblin beside him was beautiful. She wore a flowy black dress and her hair tied back into a braid.


  The elf lifted a hand and waved at them. When the pair approached the black-haired elf, she smiled with perfect white teeth.


  “Greetings farmhands. Please forgive me but is this the Blackwood Estate, like in the books?” she asked.


  Asher smiled as Blyss’s eyes narrowed.


  “This is the Blackwood Estate from the books. How can we help you?” Asher asked like he was a simple farmhand.


  She hesitated to speak, her gaze trapped on the handsome man.


  Asher was patient but at the same time, he was struck by her beauty. A dark emerald green filled her oval eyes. Her black hair was long and silky. It was out and spilling down her shoulders. Her pointed ears stabbed out of her wavy hair. High cheekbones gave her a regal appearance, much like Elara. Her skin was flawless but when Asher glanced at her entire body, he noticed she had a similar body-type to his precious Elara. She was a mature elf wearing traveling clothes. Asher had to pull his gaze away from her body to look her in the eyes.




  

    
      
    

  




  “Please forgive me,” the elf said with kind eyes. “I wasn’t sure what to expect. This farm looks different from how it’s hinted in those black books.”


  “We made some changes and it is a much more relaxing place to visit,” Asher continued like he was a farmhand.


  Asher and Blyss noticed the elf’s eyes dart to the side.


  “Are you in distress?” Asher asked with helpful charm.


  “Oh, no, I’m not used to…such adventures. I don’t know what to do. I managed to find a wild gate. I stepped through it and into a forest. I followed the simple path north. When I emerged from the forest, I saw your farm to the north east. And here I am,” she ended with a nervous laugh.


  Asher wanted to ease her nerves so he moved to the gate and opened it. The simple beam fence door swung open as the elf stood back. When it was fully open, the elf remained where she was, not moving.


  “Maybe this was a mistake?” she said with a downward gaze.


  Asher approached her with an inviting smile. “It wasn’t a mistake to brave the wild gate and the forest. You set out to your goal and you have reached it. You are braver than most when it comes to adventure.”


  The elf stared at the farmhand. She looked Asher in the eyes, her demeanor now calm and present.


  “Yes, you are correct. My name is Lyndalia Moongaze,” she said with confidence.


  Asher bowed to the elf, but not before he noticed her hand twitch.


  “Asher Blackwood.”


  The elf’s eyes widened a hair as she looked down on the bowed head.


  Asher stood back up with a smile. “Welcome to the Blackwood Farm. Please, come in and stay for as long as you like.”


  Lyndalia gave Asher a small nod. “Thank you, Lord Blackwood. Please forgive me, I thought you were a simple farmhand.”


  “Nothing to forgive and I take no offence. Please, this way,” Asher smiled.


  Asher and Blyss led the way, the dark-haired elf following them. The trio reached the porch and stepped across to the front door.


  Asher wasn’t sure what to expect when he opened the door. He imagined the goblins out of control, or Nyn sitting naked, reading a book. But when the door opened, he saw the house was calm as a frozen pond.


  The trio walked in as the door closed behind them.


  “Blyss, please bring some wine for our new guest,” Asher asked.


  Blyss nodded as she walked toward the kitchen, and was gone from sight.


  Asher turned around to face the newcomer. The elf looked around, visually drinking in the comfortable common room.


  “What a lovely and cozy home,” Lyndalia said with a genuine tone.


  “Thank you. We work hard to keep it that way. Would you like to sit here, or talk privately in my study?”


  “Your study,” Lyndalia said without hesitation.


  Asher nodded.


  “This way,” he said with his hand pointing to the corridor.


  The pair walked into a side corridor and past the stairs. When they reached the main corridor, Blyss had peeked out from a doorway to the kitchen. Asher winked at her and subtly pointed at the study. The goblin nodded and vanished from the corridor edge.


  The man and elf walked into the study. Lyndalia saw the thick desk at the other side of the room. She glanced at the bookshelves before seeing a small table with a pair of chairs sitting across from each other. The chamber was cool, a small breeze coming from the partially open window.


  “Please, have a seat,” Asher mentioned.


  The elf sat down, her gaze still drinking in the well-kept study.


  “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Lyndalia,” Asher said with a small smile.


  “Please, Lyn is fine. The shorter the better,” the elf said with a wry smile.


  Asher felt a strange energy from the elf, something he couldn’t put his finger on. She was calm and understanding but it seemed she was uncomfortable in her own skin.


  Blyss walked in with a tray. On it was a bottle of wine, and two glasses. She put the tray down on an empty, nearby shelf. She placed the glasses and wine bottle down on the table.


  The goblin glanced at Asher with a look that spoke more than words.


  The lord nodded, knowing something felt off.


  Blyss grabbed the tray and quickly left the room.


  Asher picked up the wine bottle and poured red into each glass.


  “We make our own wine here on the estate,” Asher mentioned.


  Lyn gave a single nod, before she picked up the glass and took a sip.


  The elf’s tongue exploded with mystical sensations. She sipped a little more before holding the glass and looking at it.


  “This must be the finest wine I have ever tasted. My compliments.”


  “Thank you,” Asher said with a relaxed tone.


  A silence filled the room.


  Lyn was first to speak up, “I should speak to why I’m here. After all, it’s your home I’m visiting.”


  The elf put the glass down and folded her hands on her thighs.


  “I know what happens here. I know the myths and legends of these kinds of farms. I know they are a boon to Valoria, allowing everyone to lead a better life, from adventuring to reclaiming our broken realm.”


  Lyn let out a small sigh. “Please, do not think of me too forward, but it is nice to speak to someone not from my life circles. All I ask is, whatever is said, stays here and travels nowhere else.”


  Asher nodded with serious eyes. “I understand. We keep all secrets here and nowhere else.”


  Lyn nodded, her gaze on the lord before her.


  Asher noticed her whole body wilted a little, like she was letting go a great amount of stress. Her eyes took on a shine like a memory played across her soul. Her shoulders lowered a little. A calm serenity filled her expression.


  “I have lived a long life,” Lyn began with a calm tone. “I am a mother of six beautiful grown children. I have led a full life within the empire but I feel a shift within.


  “I have known the glow of the Mother when I birthed my children and raised them. Now that they are gone, living their own adventures, I seek the glow of the Mother once again.”


  Lyn woke up from a dreamy gaze and looked into Asher’s eyes with a firm resolve.


  “I know the elixir effects. For thirty days I will know the touch of the Mother and will produce milk. The milk will be used to create all manner of potions and it is the price to pay for staying here.


  “Lord Blackwood, I willingly pay that price to know those moments once again.”


  Asher bowed his head to the elf. “We can aid you on your journey. I can have the elixir brought to you, but Lyn, how do you wish to enjoy your journey? We have two farmhouses with many rooms in both. There is a sitting pond and covered patio. There is a winery, gardens, and crops. We have a library here filled with all manner of books.


  “The estate is simply not a place to drink the elixir and produce milk. There is a greater experience here, if you wish it?”


  Lyn eyed Asher, an endearment filling her gaze. “Lord Blackwood, you are not what I expected.”


  “What did you expect?” Asher asked with a sly smile.


  “A barbarian seeking only my flesh as I fell into the throes of the experience,” the elf said honestly.


  Asher laughed.


  “Not here, Lady Moongaze. Consent, privacy, and honesty are some of the higher values we hold here. Everyone who resides here follows those ideals as sacred oaths.”


  Lyn smiled and nodded. “It is a relief to hear it. I look forward to getting to know everyone who resides or visits here. But I must be clear on my experience.”


  “Of course,” Asher said.


  Lyn nodded again, and continued, “I saw the other farmhouse. I would like a room there.


  “I also wish for solitude, with only coming here to pick a book from the library. I am only staying for thirty days and do not wish to visit the town. I understand I may encounter any who reside here but when it comes to morning milkings, I want to enjoy the experience alone.”


  “I understand. Meals will be brought to you and you have access to the estate. Leave full jars on the porch of Farmhouse West and they will be picked up.


  “If there is anything else we can do for you, please ask and we will do what we can to accommodate you.”


  Lyn nodded. “Some more of this wine would be wonderful.”


  “We have plenty. We will leave a few bottles in your room to enjoy.”


  “Thank you, Lord Blackwood. You are most gracious.”


  “Thank you, Lady Moongaze. Please enjoy your stay.”


  Asher mentally laughed at himself, treating his home like a tavern for wealthy patrons. The few times he had the pleasure of staying in one, he grew annoyed by how much the staff tended to him. Despite his personal feelings, he took something from the experiences and used it here.


  The lord wasn’t sure what to think about the beautiful elf staying on the farm. He could feel a nervous edge from her, hiding behind her kind poise. Questions swirled, the former ranger curious if his guest’s circles ever met with Elara’s circles.


  Asher stood up first. Lyn finished her drink and stood up next. 


  “Let me give you the royal tour before we discuss when the elixir will be taken.”


  Lyn smiled and nodded.


  The pair left the study and entered the main corridor.


  It didn’t take long for the pair to tour the large farmhouse. Paasha had appeared with Blyss, the two goblins mostly remaining out of sight but watching Asher and the new elf woman as they walked around.


  When Asher and Lyn reached the common room, the elf seemed much more relaxed. She turned to Asher with a warm gleam in her eyes.


  “Thank you for the tour, Lord Blackwood. I thoroughly enjoyed it. I also enjoyed catching glimpses of your goblin protectors,” Lyn said with a knowing smile.


  Asher chuckled. “They are like that with all new guests. Once everyone gets to know you, the cautious mood will settle.”


  Lyn saw the dreamy gleam in the lord’s eyes when he spoke of the goblins.


  “You know a little about me but may I ask a question about your life here, Lord Blackwood?”


  “My life is an open book. Ask me anything and I will answer as best I can.”


  Lyn gave the lord a relaxed look. “How many are in your harem?”


  Asher smiled. “Difficult to say. It’s between seven and ten, depending on when we can spend time together. Not including guests who have enjoyed their stay here and wished to come back.”


  “I sensed that about you. Once I began to know you, I could see how you would gain such a harem. They must truly love you.”


  “We love each other,” Asher said from his heart. “We have not only loved, but fought for our family and this farm. Our blood was spilt to protect it and it only brought us closer.”


  Lyn’s eyes took on a curious gleam. “There must be stories to tell. I may make an exception with my solitude to hear those stories of fierce protection and love.”


  The air in the chamber turned into a warm gloom. Asher could not push it away as it enveloped him. A muck filled the boots of his spirit, trying to drag him down, not with suffocating danger but deeper emotions.


  Time stood still. Asher was unable to fight the gravity of Lyn’s cleavage. He looked down, fighting his inner demons.


  At that very moment, the front door opened.


  Asher and Lyn turned to see Elara and Nyn walk in. Elara’s lips were parted, ready to announce her arrival, when she instantly stopped in her tracks.


  The door closed behind the pair and a look of surprise was painted across their expressions.


  Blyss and Paasha stepped out from the corridor and into the common room. They closed off any escape, Asher and Lyn trapped between the goblins and the elves.


  “Elara Moonwhisper and Nynna Inkpond, please meet Lyn Moongaze. She is going to be a guest on the farm,” Asher smiled, knowing there was going to be many questions.   




  Chapter 3


  Questions


  Elara and Nyn bowed to the new guest.


  Lyn bowed to the two elves.


  When the three of them stood up, it was Elara who broke the ice by embracing the black-haired elf.


  “Welcome my sister to our farm,” the blonde elf said with genuine warmth. “It’s good to have you here in this wonderful place.”


  When they parted, Lyn’s small smile remained.


  “Your family name means you’re from the Thallmar Province. It is a pleasure to meet another sun sister.”


  Elara gave Lyn a happy grin. “Moongaze? We are most likely distant cousins.”


  “I’m not so sure about distance. You know what they say, all sun sisters are related in some way.”


  Elara and Lyn laughed like they knew each other their entire lives.


  Nyn stood behind the pair, keeping a small smile but not joining in the conversation.


  Asher was on the other side, watching the two elves with happy interest.


  It’s like watching a family reunion.


  Elara’s eyes gleamed in delight. “The farm is an amazing place to relax and connect with the Mother. It is such a fulfilling experience.”


  “So I’ve read, and dreamed,” Lyn said with a breathy sigh. “I feel a little overwhelmed. Lord Blackwood has told me some of what to expect but I’m still at a loss of how deep the experience will become?”


  “It’s a deep and life-changing experience,” Elara said with a reassuring tone.


  Lyn’s whole body wilted as she relaxed further.


  Elara shifted her gaze to Asher. “I’ll show her around.”


  Asher nodded, but he saw something in Elara’s quick gaze. There was a shadow to her eyes. If he didn’t know her so well, he would have missed or dismissed it. There was something she was saying without words.


  “Lyn, you’re in good hands, especially for a tour,” Asher said.


  The elf looked at him, her eyes taking in a shine the ranger had seen before. It was of relieved sorrow.


  Elara curled her arm around Lyn’s arm.


  “This way for the royal tour,” Elara said as she led the new guest out the front door.


  Once the front door closed behind them, Nyn stepped closer to Asher. The dark blue-haired elf stood at his side as they both looked at the door.


  “Elara is worried,” the pair said in unison.


  Asher glanced at Nyn. “She’s worried about another sun elf here at the farm?”


  “She’s worried that Lyn will bring information about her back to the province,” Nyn answered. “Elara and I vanished from the Druis Empire. We hoped to have faded from our old lives, but we don’t know Lyn.


  “The black books infer secrecy but no soul is ever true to hidden societies and codes. She discovered and unlocked the code to reach here but we don’t know who she will speak to after leaving the farm.”


  Asher rubbed his jaw in thought.


  “I see,” he said as he stared at nothing. “If we deny her stay here, she will tell others of her experience. But we should not walk on eggshells around her just because she may tell others.”


  Asher turned to Nyn with a small, wicked smile.


  “It took time for all of us to get to know each other,” he said with an intimate tone.


  Nyn looked into her lover’s eyes and her soul wilted. The elf stepped closer, her hands sliding around his waist. She pressed her forehead to the side of his neck as Asher’s strong arms surrounded her, and held her close.


  The pair was silent, holding each other like they were two halves of the same soul.


  “Asher, my feelings for you have grown beyond measure. I know I will out-live you, but knowing that makes each moment more precious.”


  “And if I was immortal?” Asher whispered.


  Nyn closed her eyes and took a silent inhale of Asher’s musky scent.


  “My feelings would not change,” she said as if she was speaking to the universe.


  “Neither would my feelings change,” Asher whispered to her with a loving tone.


  The pair held each other in silence for long moments, caught in each other’s loving gravity. When Nyn pulled away a little, she looked up to Asher’s eyes with her own serious gaze.


  “It has been some time since we last had a true play. I require inspiration for my future books,” the elf said plainly.


  Asher let out a warm laugh.


  “It seems we need a house meeting for the next play. Tonight? Wine and cheese?” Asher smirked.


  “I want the Summer Spire Bree,” the elf said with blank eyes.


  “Of course,” Asher said and bent his head down slightly, giving the elf a kiss.


  Nyn lifted her hand and gently clamped it against the back of Asher’s head, ensuring the kiss lasted much longer as tongues swirled.


  ***


  “And this is the biggest room we have in Farmhouse West,” Elara said to Lyn at the open door of said room.


  The blonde elf looked over to Lyn, the elf’s gaze tilted down and lost to inner thoughts.


  “I know. It’s a lot to take in,” Elara said with a friendly tone.


  Lyn looked at Elara, her gaze filled with sullen shadows.


  “This feels so different. I’m not sure I should be here.”


  Elara kept an understanding gleam in her eyes. “The journey is different for everyone. I came here to connect with the Mother, and possibly indulge in reckless, intimate trysts.


  “I was surprised how different it was from my expectations.”


  “He changed those expectations,” Lyn said with a knowing tone.


  Elara gave a small, simple nod.


  “He helped me to love myself and I learned to love beyond myself. It’s hard to explain but our family…learned from each other as well. We are all blended, equal in our minds and bodies.”


  Lyn smiled and looked away. “Please don’t think me rude, but may I ask you a personal question?”


  Elara nodded. “I will answer any question the best way I can.”


  Lyn gave the blonde elf a polite smile. “I can sense you are in your Soul Autumn. It’s safe to say, I am in my Soul Autumn as well.


  “Do you see a future here that you do not see within the empire?”


  Elara parted her lips to speak, but no words came out. Moments from the past year crossed her mind and it caused her spirit to weep in happiness. When she thought about her time within the empire, it was empty with little laughter and joy.


  What is my future here? What will be my legacy? A life of pleasure is a life well lived, but do I want more?


  Moments played on within her mind’s eyes of opening the Wine Library and seeing so many patrons from town enjoying a glass of wine with their reading.


  Are these moments only meant to be echoes in time? Or am I meant to leave a dynasty before I fade away in a few hundred years?


  “Please forgive my rude question,” Lyn said, the moment of silence broken.


  Elara woke from her inner thoughts, focused on Lyn, and smiled.


  “No, please, it wasn’t a rude question. I…simply didn’t think about it before this moment. As for an answer, I don’t have one to give at the moment. I wish to think it over before giving an answer.”


  “You are not obliged to answer,” Lyn said with kind urgency. “I too understand contemplating a nearing transition to my next life. It haunts me and that is why I am here. I wish to forget it, for a time. I wish to connect with the Mother and wipe away my life for a time in divine service.”


  “And here you shall,” Elara said with a soothing tone. “I know it may be strange at first if Lord Blackwood attends to you, but I can be your attendant, ensuring your stay is as comfortable as it can be.”


  Lyn nodded with happy eyes. “Thank you. Yes, I would like you to be my attendant.”


  “It shall be done, Lady Moongaze,” Elara said with a small bow.


  “Please, call me Lyn,” the dark-haired elf said with a bow of her head.




  Chapter 4


  Playful Evening


  The sun slowly set to the western horizon. The last rays vanished from the sky, leaving a warm yellow glow.


  Stars twinkled across the inky black heavens, shimmering in the vast distances. Night’s cloak enveloped the world once again, but within a farmhouse, the evening had just begun.


  Subdued chaos swirled through the kitchen and common room. Chairs and couches were moved into position as snacks and wine were being prepared. Asher, Amber, Nuha, and Keefa set up the common room to be comfortable for all. Paasha, Nyn, and Blyss prepared trays of small meats, bread, and cheese. Nyn opened bottles of wine, letting them breathe before she began pouring into glasses.


  Asher moved a seat to a spot beside the couch, a happy feeling coiling along his spirit. He remembered how he and Nyn had announced to the household that tonight they would sit and discuss ideas for their next play. The pair had to find everyone in different parts of the household for the announcement. An excitement filled eyes from the announcements, especially knowing there would be plenty of wine and food.


  Aside from the small royal play with the goblins, there were no new plays since winter. Asher remembered how Tessa, his uncles betrothed, had kept dark secrets. When they came to light, and she fled, the mood became too dark to truly enjoy another one.


  Asher was hurt by Tessa’s actions. When she fled, it was another nail in the coffin of enjoyment of the special play they had enjoyed.


  It took time for everyone in the household for those dark moments to fade away. There were still trysts but the end of the Queen of Gems play left a sour stain on everyone’s enjoyment.


  With the announcement of creating a new play, a new excitement filled hearts and minds.


  Asher watched as the chaos began to ebb. He sat on the couch as Amber stepped over to him. She gave him a loving smile before she turned, sat down, and leaned her upper body against his.


  Blyss and Paasha sat on a loveseat. Nuha sat on a lone chair. Keefa sat on the other side of Asher, and leaned against him. The goblin snuggled to his side and he wrapped his arm around her.


  Food and wine were already placed on the low table in the center. Hands reached out for glasses of wine and food. The mood was warm and comfy as Nyn stood before everyone seated.


  The elf looked at everyone with blank eyes as she took a sip from her glass. When she pulled the wineglass from her lips, she addressed her family.


  “My beautiful family, we gather here tonight on this late spring night to discuss a new play,” the elf said with showmanship flair.


  Everyone sitting was stunned, including Asher. The elf was truly letting her hair down and acting in a different way than they expected. Nuha, Paasha, and Blyss leaned forward in their seats. Keefa lifted her head to stare at the elf. Amber drank her wine while still looking at Nyn as she continued.


  The elf held her arms out from her sides and tilted her face up, like she was talking to the ceiling. Her eyes took on a sharp madness as an unfamiliar smile bloomed.


  “Too long have we dwelled in shadow. We must emerge from darkness and enjoy the fruits of our lusts and desires. Allow our hunger to feast on sensations. Feel our passions explode on, or within us,” she said as she lowered her gaze to everyone present.


  The room was captivated by the elf.


  Nyn pointed a curled finger at Amber and swept it across the room to Nuha.


  “I command all who hear my voice to allow your desires to be free. Speak your minds so we may form our new,” Nyn was cut off by the kitchen door opening.


  The moment was frozen. Elara looked in with wide eyes.


  “Finish what you were saying!” Nuha demanded of Nyn.


  Laughter erupted from the common room.


  Nyn smiled as she was surrounded by laughing faces.


  Elara stepped in with a smile, unsure what was happening.


  When the laughter died down, Nyn eyed her family.


  “I simply was going to say, speak your minds, so we may form our new play,” the elf shrugged.


  “When did you learn to speak like that?” Amber asked with wide, curious eyes.


  “Nadia and I practiced it. Since my first book was a success, I may have to appear for signings. She told me that those who show a little flair tend to gain more readers,” Nyn explained.


  “It worked. I want to read your book,” Amber laughed.


  Small laughter filled the common room. Nyn walked over to a chair and sat down with a drink in hand.


  “Is everything well with our new guest?” Asher asked Elara.


  The elf seemed a little on edge as she sat down in a chair and quickly scooped up a glass of wine. She took a long sip before she sat back and tried to relax.


  “She is getting used to Farmhouse West. She also wants me to be her attendant during her stay. I am to bring the elixir to her, alone.”


  Asher nodded, seeing in her gaze that they would talk later.


  The lord of Blackwood changed the mood by addressing the room, “Shall we discuss a new play?”


  Heads nodded in agreement and then there was silence. Everyone looked at each other to say something, but no one came forward. The longer no one spoke, the more the mood shifted into weary silence.


  “It would appear either we are all out of creative ideas for plays, or the last play ruined the mood,” Elara said before taking a sip of her drink.


  “We have explored much, and we can explore more,” Nyn added.


  Amber spoke up, “It’s not for a lack of lust and desire. We still have our intimate moments. I think we haven’t thought about any new plays in a while.”


  “We have spent so much time with farm duties and our own new activities, it has left little room for a new play,” Asher added.


  “We must have a new play,” Nuha said with a goblin fierceness in her eyes.


  Smiles filled the common room as heads nodded in agreement.


  “We should simply say anything we wish to explore. Maybe we can glean from each, creating a new play,” Asher offered.


  “Group, or small intimate plays?” Nyn asked.


  “Both,” Asher, Elara, Paasha, and Amber said at the same time, followed by laughter.


  “A grand hunt? Asher could hunt after all of us, claiming each of us as his prize?” the faun offered.


  “It sounds fun but may be too short. I don’t see that lasting more than a few days,” Elara said.


  “I like the hunt idea,” Nuha grinned.


  “I would give up too quickly,” Keefa laughed.


  “As would I. I like the beds here,” Nyn said with blank eyes.


  “We’ve had many different plays, some small, and some where we are all involved. It seems we want something a little different,” Elara added before sipping her wine.


  Asher felt something in his heart before he glanced over to Blyss. The goblin was silent, almost withdrawn. Her head was bowed and her eyes filled with shadows. Paasha sat beside her, the goblins holding each other’s hand in solidarity.


  “Please, any idea is a good one,” Asher said to the group, but in a way, he hoped Blyss took to heart.


  The goblin lifted her head. She looked over to him and her heart filled with courage.


  All heads turned to the beautiful goblin as she slid off the edge of her seat and walked to the table in the center. She took hold of the tray with food and wine, lifted it up and placed it on the floor. She then put one barefoot onto the table and lifted her whole body up.


  Everyone watched as the goblin stood on the low table, yet her spirit made her into a giant.


  “I must speak to my Clan Chief and to my family who I love with all my heart,” she said and turned her strong gaze to Asher’s focused eyes.


  “I want children,” the goblin said with a dreamy tone.


  Asher’s heart ached, feeling the goblin’s needs before she said the words.


  Keefa rose from the couch and moved to Blyss’s side while standing on the floor. Nuha and Paasha stood up and did the same. The goblins stood with their clan mistress in solidarity.


  Elara sat up, her eyes trembling at the sight of Blyss and the goblins. Her heart pounded in her chest, whispers from the back of her mind only growing stronger.


  Amber stared at the goblins with watery eyes. The faun’s soul wept from their bravery.


  Nyn sat with sorrow-filled eyes. She looked away, her heart sagging in her chest.


  Asher simply stared. The lord knew something was amiss with Blyss. She was quieter and always looked like she was in deep contemplation.


  Blyss mentioned a few times about living in the forests for a time. I wonder if she meant to tell me then, wanting a child from our bonding? The elixir and moon tea everyone drinks prevents my seed from taking root. What if things are changing? Our family has been together for over a year. Maybe it is time to truly put roots down and have our love multiply?


  Blyss spoke up with a tear streaking down her green cheek, “I didn’t want to say anything before. I was afraid my desires would break our harmony here. I trust everyone here with my life but it hurts to say what lurks in my heart.


  “When the bond of a goblin clan is strong, we have children in celebration. Our clan is strong and the urges sing to me,” she said with her hand on her stomach.


  Paasha spoke up, “Clan Chieftess has not taken the elixir for months. She is ready to bear your child. All children will be goblins, no matter the father.”


  Elara shifted her gaze to Asher. A small fear stabbed into her heart, the possibility her lover never wishing for a child.


  Lord Blackwood looked at Blyss with understanding eyes and he gave her a warm smile.


  “I would love to be a father,” he said and stood up.


  Tears filled Blyss’s yellow eyes as she sniffled. She gave the lord a happy smile.


  Asher approached the goblin and hugged her tight. The goblin hugged him in return, her smile remaining.


  The mood grew warmer as everyone watched the pair. Happy smiles and tears filled eyes. Nyn wiped at the corner of her eye, trying to remain in control of her emotions.


  When the man and goblin parted, Asher looked around at everyone, his hand still on Blyss’s waist.


  “This is a big step for all of us, but this is not just about me and Blyss. I would love to have a child with any or all here. I cannot put into words the love I have for everyone here. You have filled me with such purpose and clarity.”


  Asher turned his gaze to Elara. The elf looked at him, hanging on his every word.


  “Clarity to grow our family, and our legacy.”


  A heat filled the room. Asher wasn’t sure if it was what he said, or what was always there. The thought of children had crossed his mind many times during the last year, but with so many battles, revelations, and dispatching of those who would harm his family, the idea of children remained in the back of his mind. But now that the valley was at peace, with a good mayor, and enemies vanquished, perhaps the time had finally come?


  Amber sat up a little more, an idea striking her like lightning.


  “I think I have an idea for a play,” the faun mentioned.


  All eyes turned to the faun with curious gazes.


  She stood up on her cloven feet, her gaze to the side as the idea continued to bloom.


  “I must perform some research first,” Amber said before she turned and stepped away.


  Everyone in the common room watched the faun vanish past the hallway corner. A short moment later, the door to the basement lab opened and then closed.


  Elara’s gaze was on Asher and Blyss. The lord turned back to the green goblin with endearing eyes. She looked up at him with equally loving eyes.


  A match was lit within the elf’s soul and she wasn’t sure she could snuff it out.




  Chapter 5


  Legacies 


  The evening spun on as discussions continued about play ideas. There was much laughter, Asher having tears in his eyes as Nuha suggested everyone should throw their clothes at the lovers they wanted to be intimate with. If they wanted more lovers, they threw different pieces of clothing until they were naked. When Nyn brought up how Nuha barely wore clothes herself, the goblin answered by saying she would wear as much as she could. The conjured images of Nuha covered head to toe in layers of clothes, and the added effects of wine, caused bursts of uncontrollable laughter.


  Soon, the laughter died down to small giggles and chuckles. While the idea was amusing, everyone agreed a simple request would suffice instead of throwing clothes.


  Asher sipped the last of his wine, thinking about all the ideas everyone came up with. Many of them had merit, but to him, in some way, it had all been done before. He knew he wanted a greater challenge to woo his lovers in memorable ways but he couldn’t define it.


  When Asher’s thoughts shifted to Blyss’s desire, he couldn’t deny the prospect. Having a child didn’t bother him in the least, but with a family so large, the flame would only grow.


  An image of Katriss appeared among Asher’s thoughts. The demoness wanted to be bred like some primal animal during her visit. Lord Blackwood remembered those times fondly, and when he looked over to Blyss, the goblin looked back at him with hungry eyes.


  Nyn yawned.


  Keefa blinked slowly.


  Nuha was laying back on her chair like melted cheese.


  Elara stood up with a warm smile.


  “It’s late, and we should be off to bed,” the elf said before turning to Asher with a gleam in her eyes. “I would like to be alone with Asher tonight.”


  Heads nodded in agreement before bodies stood. Most of the common room emptied out, everyone walking away like the dead.


  Blyss was the only one awake and alert. She touched Asher’s hand as she walked past him.


  Asher watched as the small group reached the stairs and climbed them until they vanished from sight.


  Elara stepped over to Asher, her fingers sliding between his and they curled tight.


  Asher turned to the voluptuous elf, warmth filling his eyes.


  “I wanted to talk, in private,” Elara whispered.


  “I feel there will be much to discuss,” Asher added.


  The lovers walked hand in hand for the stairs. They climbed each step, side by side. When they reached the second-floor corridor. Doors closed as most of the household prepared to go to sleep.


  The pair made their way to the bed chamber door at the end of the corridor, stepped inside and closed it behind them.


  A dim lantern glowed as the two lovers began to undress. It didn’t take long for the pair to be naked. Hands brushed against bodies as they made for the bed. They crawled onto it and collapsed on their sides, facing each other.


  Asher admired Elara’s eternal beauty. His hand moved of its own accord, touching the flawless skin of her thigh. He slid his fingers to her waist, before laying his hand on it and giving it a firm squeeze.


  Elara let out a warm sigh, falling deeper into Asher’s intoxicating touch. But deep down, she knew their affections must hold off a little while longer.


  “Blyss’s request,” the elf said simply.


  “Does it trouble you?” Asher smiled.


  Elara mirrored his smile with her own. “If you think a child would trouble me, maybe you don’t know me as well as you think you do?”


  Asher let out a small laugh.


  “I know you have thought about it, just as I have.”


  Elara nodded. “It has occurred to me but it was a faraway thought. I never talked about it because men sometimes feel differently about it, like a chain around their neck.”


  “You’re right, in a sense,” Asher said as he looked into her oval eyes. “Before I came here, and met you, the thought of a child, or children, was a faraway thought. I didn’t think about it because my life could have quickly ended.


  “My mother, father, and uncle are gone. I’m the last of the Blackwood line, but that doesn’t mean it will end with me. Our lives have become very comfortable, which means this is a perfect time to raise our family.”


  Elara saw in her lover’s eyes he was telling the truth. It burned at her heart and a sad truth reached her thoughts.


  “My love, the dream of a family is wonderful, but I am in my Soul Autumn. To have a child, especially from another who is not an elf, is very rare. I fear I have reached an age when having a child with you could be an impossibility.”


  Asher smirked as he pulled the beautiful elf to him. Their bodies touched and Elara let out a small gasp, feeling Asher’s thick member throbbing between them.


  “Is that what’s been making you worry? Do you fear, if you do not give me a child, I will think less of you?”


  Elara stared into his eyes before passion took hold. Lips touched as tongues slid into mouths. Hearts beat like drums, bodies holding each other and fearing to ever let go.


  Asher felt Elara move like a snake against him, writhing and undulating. She held his head to her, their lips and tongues performing a lustful dance.


  The connection had nearly reached a fever pitch, when there was a knock at the door.


  Asher and Elara lifted their heads together and looked at the door.


  “Clan Father and Clan Mistress, may I come in?” The voice coming through sounded very much like Paasha.


  Asher and Elara glanced at each other.


  “It’s okay. We can discuss this at another time. Clan Mother needs to speak with us,” Elara whispered.    


  Asher smiled and nodded.


  “Paasha, please come in,” Asher called out.


  The door opened and a motherly goblin stepped in. Paasha stood by the door as it closed.




  

    
      
    

  

  
  



  Asher loved everyone under their roof, but they all had something different he enjoyed. Paasha was the tallest goblin in his clan. She stood with long black hair, a lock of white traveling from a temple and along the length of her wavy hair. She had a shapely, hourglass figure. Her emerald green skin was a little darker in the dim lantern light.


  Aside from her figure, she was very nurturing to everyone in the household. She enjoyed cooking, but Asher often caught many in the household snuggling to her. Even Elara and Nyn embraced the motherly goblin. Everyone knew the goblin was always there for everyone, no matter the time and day.


  Paasha approached with her head bowed and gaze low. When she reached the foot of the bed, she lowered her knees to the floor and bowed her head a little more to Asher and Elara.


  “I come to plead for our Clan Chieftess. She has declared her desire and I come to help you prepare you for what needs to be done. Goblin law demands it,” she said in broken common and with a determined voice.  


  Asher and Elara sat up. They didn’t bother to cover up, the three well acquainted with each other’s bodies.


  “Paasha, you don’t have to kneel. You can come onto the bed and speak to us.” Asher said.


  Paasha lifted her head and looked into Asher’s kind eyes. The goblin stood up, shed her simple black dress, and crawled onto the bed. She made her way closer to the man and elf, and was on her knees before them. Her gaze strayed to their naked bodies, before she looked Asher in the eyes.


  “Tell us more about this goblin law,” Asher said with a calm tone.


  Paasha nodded, her eyes filled with glowing determination.


  “Clan Chieftess has declared her need and desire. She wants more goblins and as Clan Chief, you must answer her demand. If she doesn’t have goblins, our clan will die.”


  “Our clan is safe,” Elara said with an understanding tone.


  Paasha bowed her head to the beautiful elf. “We are safe but our clan will weaken with time. When we feel urges, we must listen to them. By now, all goblins should have big bellies.”


  The goblin looked away with sorrow painting her eyes.


  “Except me. I cannot have babies, so I take care of babies for the clan. It is my purpose.”


  Asher and Elara looked at the sad goblin. They felt her sorrow and it cracked their hearts. But it didn’t detract from the main conversation. Blyss has declared her desires and Asher knew he had to answer that declaration. 


  From what he knew of goblins, they did breed quickly and often. Clans could grow to immense sizes only because they died so much in the wild. Monsters, enemy clans, and even folk from small towns, killed goblins either for food or self-defense.


  I cannot deny my responsibilities as Clan Chief and Clan Father. We’ve all grown so close and I cannot deny that this day would not come. Blyss wants me to be the father of our child. Elara is feeling it as well. How long before the whole household wants a child, or many children?


  Asher smiled to himself at the thought of their home filled with the sights and sounds of new life.


  It seems like a dream come true. I better fulfill my duties as lord and clan leader.


  “Paasha, tell me what needs to be done to prepare myself for Blyss?” Asher asked.


  Elara looked at Asher with keen, loving eyes. She saw his interest and his commitment. It caused her heart to beat with tendrils of glowing love.


  Paasha’s eyes filled with dreamy delight. She moved closer and touched his leg. She ran her green fingers up and down his thigh, her gaze filled with intimate purpose.


  “As Clan Mother, I tell you what will happen, what must be done, and what I will do to help you.


  “First, your seed will only make goblin babies in Blyss. We can mate with many people, but all babies will be goblins. They will have small things like their fathers but they will be like their mothers. You understand?”


  “I understand,” Asher said.


  Paasha’s hand moved up his thigh. With one finger, she touched his half-hard member. She ran it along thick inches, making it bounce to her touch. Paasha looked up into Asher’s eyes again, a heat growing in them.


  “To make sure Blyss is with child, your seed must be strong. You, Clan Chief and 
Clan Father, have strong seed. I know potions make us not have babies, but Blyss stopped taking potions over thirty days. She ready to have child.”


  Paasha laid down beside Asher as her green fingers curled around his manhood. She slowly stroked, her touch firm but tender.


  Asher looked down on the goblin, liking her touch. He continued to sit up, the goblin slowly stroking him.


  “I must make your seed stronger. Only way is to make you come many, many times. One other must see. Mistress can see, and play with us. But I must know, feel, your seed. I must taste it. I must be filled with it.


  “And when you come no more, you must not have sex for one day, or I must do it again. One day of no sex, and your seed will be strong to bless Clan Chieftess with children.”


  Asher lifted an eyebrow. “A whole day?”


  Elara lifted her hand to cover her mouth, holding back her laughter.


  Paasha nodded as she stroked him. “Yes. I must watch you. If you fuck anyone else, I will have to drain your seed to make you ready again.”


  “Will you stop me…if I fuck anyone else?” Asher said with a hard exhale. The goblin was stroking him just how he liked it, and it made it harder for him to keep his thoughts in order.


  Paasha gave Asher a loving, devilish gleam in her yellow eyes.


  “I can never stop Clan Chief. I serve you, and Clan Chieftess. But I will suck your cock to make your seed strong again,” the goblin said as she stroked him a little faster.


  “Paasha, I will help you keep an eye on the Clan Chief,” Elara said to the goblin, but winked at Asher.


  “Thank you, Mistress. Yes, our whole clan must watch chief and chieftess,” Paasha said as she stroked the clan chief.


  Elara nodded with mischievous eyes.


  Asher fell backwards onto the bed. He let out a soft moan, Paasha’s expert touch bringing him closer to climax with each stroke.


  “What…about…Blyss?” Asher asked as his eyes fluttered.


  Paasha stayed by Asher's side. She partially laid down beside him, her firm grip stroking his throbbing cock. Her nipples beaded with a pale liquid. It wasn’t long before milk began to drip from her engorged breasts.


  “She will be same. The clan will make sure she has many orgasms, but after that, she must not have sex for one day. Nuha and Keefa will help.”


  Asher’s eyes felt the urge to come cracking his willpower. The cracks continued with each stroke. When Elara draped her body on him, her knee moved along his leg and touched his balls. Milk dripped from her nipples and onto Asher’s chest, as she looked into his eyes.


  “This is going to be quite a challenge, my handsome morsel,” she said with sultry flair.


  “It…will,” Asher barely got out before his head arched back and he grunted.    


  Paasha and Elara watched as a thick ropey bolt of seed spurted from the tip of Asher’s member. It splashed on his chest as his muscles tensed.


  The goblin’s head shot forward, wrapping her lips around the head of his cock. Another thick spurt struck her loving tongue, followed by another. Paasha gently sucked and milked Asher’s cock. Her full lips moved up and down his veiny shaft. Her hand gently took hold of his balls and gave them a little squeeze.


  Elara watched with dripping lust in her eyes, seeing Asher enjoying his orgasm. She rubbed herself against his leg as milk dripped from her full breasts.


  “I might like this game. Watching you fight your urges just for a day,” Elara said with an evil whisper.


  Asher looked at her with half-closed eyes. Pleasure continued to glow as his cock remained hard in Paasha’s mouth. The goblin’s head bobbed slowly, her tongue slathering against his shaft.


  “I…have the willpower,” Asher said with uncertain confidence.


  Elara’s evil smile faded away and a small concern filled her eyes.


  “Is our family ready for this next step? Are you ready for our love to grow?” the elf said with a soft whisper.


  Asher gave her a loving smile as he reached over and cupped her cheek.


  The couple stared into each other’s eyes for a moment, only the gentle sounds of sucking touching the edges of their ears.


  “We’re ready. I’m ready,” he said with a loving serious gaze.


  Elara felt the warmth and conviction in his tone. She also detected a sliver of uncertainty. It matched her own. Reaching her soul autumn meant her chances of having a child were thin as parchment paper, but it was never unheard of for an elf of her age having a child. But was it what she wanted, or did she only want it for him?


  Elara looked at Asher, her lover writhing in pleasure. His hand touched her waist, a flare of love bloomed, knowing he wanted her there.


  The elf moved up slightly, her large, leaking breasts closer to Asher’s neck. As he gasped, she took hold of her leaking tit and pushed her nipple to his mouth. Asher closed his lips on it, tasting her milk and licked her pert nipple.


  Elara let out a small moan as Asher moved his hand from her waist and grabbed her breast. Fingers pushed into flesh as he drank her magical milk. The connection between them blazed bright as she lovingly looked down on him.


  Paasha slipped her lips off Asher’s rigid cock. She moved up and over his hips. She lowered herself onto clan father’s lap. When his throbbing head parted her pink folds, she let out a sultry sigh. When his member spread her inner world, she let out a louder moan.


  The goblin impaled herself, watching Elara feed Asher her milk. Paasha sank to the hilt, and moved an inch. A river of wetness dripped and spread from their union as body heat grew into a fever.


  Asher sucked and licked at Elara’s engorged nipple. He squeezed it, rivulets of milk spraying his mouth, tongue, and throat. He was lost to her divine milk as he felt Paasha riding his member. Pleasure grew as the moment sang.


  Elara looked down with dreamy eyes, her soul spilling into her lover’s soul once again.


  “Our legacies will be secured,” she whispered with loving affection.




  Chapter 6


  Sun Sister 


  Beams of sunlight stabbed into the dark room. A lone figure sat, her hand in one of the thick beams, her fingers playing with the warm sunlight.


  Lyn stared at the bright glow along her hand and fingers. A sullen mood dripped away as a small smile formed. A happy memory played on as her fingers curled and uncurled in the light.


  A knock at the door woke the elf from the dreams of memories.


  “Come in,” the elf said, followed by a sad sigh.


  The door opened, and Elara stepped in with a smile.


  Lyn could not deny Elara’s beauty. She wore leather leggings, a simple blouse shirt, and a thin leather jacket. Her blonde hair was out, framing her beautiful features. Ear points stabbed out of her flowing yellow hair.


  “How are you this morning?” Elara asked as she stepped closer to Lyn, the dark-haired elf sitting on the edge of her bed.


  “I am well, for the most part,” Lyn said with sad eyes. “How are you, dear sun sister?” she said as her mood instantly brightened.


  “I am well,” Elara said with a genuine gleam in her eyes.


  “What do I owe for such a visit?” Lyn smiled.


  “Nothing. I only came to speak briefly about the elixir, and see if you needed anything for today. I hope you slept well?”


  Lyn nodded. “I slept like the dead, which is a good thing. I can’t remember the last time I slept so well.”


  Lyn stood up and faced Elara with an excited gleam in her oval eyes.


  “Today is the day,” she remarked.


  Elara nodded. “I will bring the elixir to you tonight. After you take it, you will feel the change. After a few hours, you will be able to produce milk. It’s best if someone stays with you.”


  Lyn’s eyes gleamed in the dark room. “I do hope it is you who stays with me, sun sister?”


  Elara saw the earnest gleam in her eyes and face. She nodded in agreement.


  “Excellent. I look forward to the experience,” Lyn said, before her gaze shifted to a long-ago memory.


  “If I may be so bold, did you work at the mage academy in Thallmar? I feel I’ve seen you before?”


  Elara was taken aback. The province was immense, but the academy was famous. She had seen many come and go within the academy, but couldn’t put faces to names for they were all a blur.


  “I did work there. It feels so long ago, and forgive me if I don’t remember you there. There were so many that came through the academy, it's difficult to keep track.”


  Lyn nodded. “I understand. Yes, I thought you were one of the professors there. You look like you wield great magic.”


  Elara stared at Lyn for a moment, a memory creeping into her mind. A sudden sadness filled her eyes.


  Lyn’s eyes widened. She moved closer to Elara and took her hands into her own. She closed her fingers along Elara’s hands in solidarity.


  “Please forgive me. I didn’t mean any harm with my question,” Lyn quickly said.


  Elara smiled, pushing away the sad feelings.


  “It’s okay. No need to apologize. There is no way for you to know. I took the exam to join the academy when I was much younger. I didn’t pass.”


  “They must have given you a reason for not passing?”


  Elara’s smile faded a touch. “It was a long time ago. But from what I remember, it was because I lacked conviction, or some nonsense.”


  Lyn squeezed Elara’s hands in warm comfort.


  “It was their loss. I can sense your mana, and it is powerful.”


  Elara smirked. “I can sense yours as well, and it is much stronger.”


  “If only it matched my courage,” Lyn sighed.


  “It has, and we both know it,” Elara squeezed Lyn’s hands.


  Lyn let out a sad laugh. “They say, when an elf reaches their soul autumn, it is the beginning of the end. I say, it’s the beginning of new adventures.”


  “I agree,” Elara grinned.


  The two elves laughed as they let go of each other’s hands. They sat on the edge of the bed and talked about life and its many trappings. But a shadow lurked in both of their hearts, lingering in different memories.


  ***


  Dreams bleed away into a burning soreness. Asher blinked as he felt lips moving up and down his hard shaft. When he lifted his tired head, he saw Paasha between his legs, her head moving up and down. Her green hands were on top of his hips, like she was deeply worshipping his cock in sexual prayer.


  “Paasha,” was all the lord managed as the motherly goblin continued to suck on his sore, standing member.


  Asher was going to tell her to stop, but the whispers in his soul silenced him. He was numb via pleasure. The goblin, and his elven lover, taking turns making sure he was well drained of his urges and seed.


  The lord of Blackwood closed his eyes. Paasha increased her pace, feeling him getting hard as iron in her mouth. The goblin dug her nails a little into the lord’s flesh. The tempo further increased and Asher let out a low groan.


  The lord grasped the blankets as the goblin tried to suck his soul out of his manhood. A push along his entire body alerted the lord that the point of no return had approached.


  Asher didn’t know for how long the goblin was sucking on his spent member, but again, the time had arrived for another surge of bliss.


  The lord grunted as his hips pushed up. Paasha’s lips sank down to the hilt as Asher’s cock thickened further. She moaned as thick ropes of seed splashed against her throat. She gulped it down and was rewarded with more. The goblin moaned with her mouth and throat full, the lord blessing her once again and she reveled in it.


  Asher dwelled into ecstasy’s embrace. He let out a long exhale, bliss surging into his body and filling it with defined purpose.


  Paasha slowly slid her lips up Asher’s thick member. She let go after drinking his seed, and ensured there was no more. Her hand wrapped around his still hard cock. She milked his member, and when a small drop of come appeared at the tip of his cock, she licked it off with wanting intent.


  “You are ready, Clan Father,” Paasha purred as she slowly stroked him.


  Asher huffed as she stared at the ceiling.


  “No sex for one day,” Paasha reminded him.


  Asher nodded before he slowly sat up. He looked down on the motherly goblin. Paasha slowly stood up and stepped closer to him. Milk leaked from her large tits and she smiled.


  “You may drink, Clan Father,” she said with half-closed eyes.


  Asher took hold of one of her breasts. He closed his mouth over her leaking nipple and drank. He enjoyed the taste as he sucked on it. The usual goblin madness that normally came after drinking goblin milk was not there. He had grown so used to it, all he felt now was a deep warmth and satisfaction.


  Paasha hugged Asher’s head to her breast. She let out a loving coo, feeling him drink from her fountain.


  When Asher had enough, he pulled away and wiped away at the side of his mouth. He looked up at Paasha, who was still standing, and gave her a small smile.


  “One day,” he said.


  Paasha gave a single nod.


  “You cannot spill your seed until tomorrow morning. If you do, I must prepare you again.”


  Asher nodded before he looked to the side.


  A whole day? I hope the soreness keeps me to the task ahead. I still can’t believe we are entertaining this. I am entertaining this. This will be our path from now on and I am excited to have it.


  Asher swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood up. He made his way to his closet, ready to pick out clothes. As he picked out a shirt, his mind was filled with the image of Paasha.


  “Paasha,” Asher began, ready to include her in his day, but as soon as he said it, the bedroom door closed shut.


  Asher looked over to see that her dress had vanished from the floor. The goblin had left without a word and a concern filled the lord of Blackwood. He enjoyed the night with Paasha and Elara. Deep down, he didn’t want to think that the motherly goblin wasn’t loved as much as everyone else here.


  The lord picked out his clothes for the day and began to get dressed. As he put his leggings on, he wondered, could he make it through the day without any intimacy? It was something he was going to find out, one way or another.


  ***


  Asher made his way down the stairs. A scent of cooking food reached his nose and caused his stomach to growl. When he reached the bottom floor, he quickly glanced into the common room to see it empty.


  The lord turned and walked toward the kitchen. When he entered, he saw Paasha cooking while Nuha sat at the kitchen table. The thin goblin turned her gaze to Asher, and her brow furled. She crossed her arms and sat back, her food only half finished.


  “Morning Nuha and Paasha,” the lord said as he timidly stepped into the center of the kitchen.


  Nuha remained silent, but her gaze could burn meat to a crisp.


  “Everyone gone to town, or tend to duties here. I take over morning meal. Please sit, and I will serve you,” Paasha said with a loving and commanding tone.


  Asher nodded before he moved to the kitchen table and sat down across from Nuha. The goblin eyed him with an annoyed heat in her gaze.


  “Nuha?” Asher asked, never seeing her this way.


  The goblin’s whole body trembled before she stood up on her seat and slammed her hands on the table.
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  “I should have been there to suck your dick!” the goblin shouted.


  Asher blinked.


  Paasha moved to a plate and scooped bacon, flat cakes, and fruit onto it. The motherly goblin turned and approached the kitchen table with a small smile.


  “Nuha, don’t talk to the Clan Chief that way,” Paasha purred as she placed the plate of food on the table before Asher.


  The goblin stood up on her chair and crossed her arms in a huff. She looked away, fury dancing in her yellow eyes.


  “I could have helped. I could have made sure he was drained for Blyss. Now, we can’t touch him.”


  “I have a name,” Asher smirked, trying to hold back his laughter.


  Nuha shifted her gaze to him and her eyes narrowed.


  “We should all be there when he puts his seed in the clan chieftess. Isn’t tradition that the whole clan is part of it. After he fucks her, he fucks all of us,” Nuha said with a deathly stare.


  “No,” Paasha said warmly. “He can, when they come back. But before, he must spend many private moments with clan chieftess.”


  Paasha turned her gaze to meet Asher’s eyes. “He is a huden, and it is harder for him to make babies with goblins. He will have to fuck her many times.”


  Asher wasn’t sure he wanted to hear anymore. He barely touched his food, Nuha clearly upset and Paasha giving a detailed explanation of how many times he must fuck Blyss.


  Asher took hold of his plate and stood up.


  “I forgot. I have work to do in the lab,” he said as he was turning around.


  “I will go with you and make sure you don’t fuck anyone,” Nuha said loudly.


  Paasha raised her hand. “Nuha, stay with me. Amber is in the lab. She will make sure our lord stays pure.”


  Asher turned around and quickly walked away.


  I knew baby madness would come, but I didn’t expect it so quickly! I will get some work done and try to focus.


  Asher walked into the hallway, and to the lab door on the side of the stairs. He used a copy of the keys his uncle left downstairs, turned the lock, and opened the magically sealed door. He made his way down the stairs, the door closing behind him.


  When Asher reached the bottom of the stairs, he saw that Amber was at one of the tables, pouring potions into a small cauldron.


  “The lord of purity has graced my presence,” Amber said as she continued to pour into the small cauldron.


  Asher let out a laugh.


  “And the humorous jabs continue,” he said as he put his plate down on a nearby table.


  “Elara told us what you and Blyss are preparing for. You, and she, are not allowed any sex until both consummate, in hopes of a baby.”


  “That’s right,” Asher nodded. “I knew goblins bred to have many children, but I didn’t know there was a ritual to it.”


  Amber nodded as she focused on her work.


  “They are just as bad as fauns, but we don’t have any rituals,” she said in a low tone.


  The faun continued to pour until both potion bottles were empty. She placed the glass bottles down and reached for another one.


  Asher approached with an inquisitive gleam to his eyes. “What are you working on?”


  “Something I found in one of your uncle’s books. The shelf over there has many different potion recipes aside from the Lac Codex. I thought I would try my hand at it.


  “As for telling you what I am working on, it has to be my secret.”


  “Secret?” Asher asked as his gaze fell to the faun’s clothes.


  Amber was wearing a short dress, the hem at mid-thighs. Her top was tight, and even at an angle he could see that it boosted her breasts up and together. It hugged her sides like a second skin. Her wavy hair was out and long. She lifted a cloven foot as she reached for another potion bottle a little further away.


  The faun finished pouring the potion into the cauldron. When the contents of the cauldron began to bubble and turn a milky purple, she let out a relieved sigh.


  Asher watched as Amber turned around and leaned against the edge of the table. Lord Blackwood couldn’t fight the gravity of Amber’s cleavage. He then noticed how her clothes hugged every part of her, revealing much of her figure.


  “I was thinking about you last night,” Amber said with a heated whisper.


  “Amber, what are you doing?” Asher asked as he took a step back.


  The faun let out a breathy sigh. She tilted her head forward but looked up and met Asher’s gaze with heated desire.


  “Having bad thoughts,” she said without blinking.


  For the first time in a very long time, the lord of Blackwood felt uncomfortable at a woman’s advances. It was enough for him to take another step back.


  Amber gave Asher a wicked, evil-looking smirk.


  “You’re just so delicious and I can keep a secret,” the faun said with hungry eyes.


  Amber took a cloven step forward as Asher took another step back.


  “This is important to Blyss and the whole clan,” Asher said, unable to deny the blood flowing to his manhood, making it harder.


  “But is it important to you?” Amber said with a sultry tone. “There have been some discussions, wondering if you want a child, or many children?”


  Amber looked Asher up and down, and she licked her lips.


  “Denial is the greatest aphrodisiac to any faun, but it’s worse when a faun truly loves another.”


  Asher took another step back.


  Am I truly ready to be a father? Will I ever truly be ready?


  Asher stopped his retreat and stood taller. A sudden purpose filled his spirit. The small look of concern bled away to a mighty resolve.


  Amber blinked as Asher approached her. She looked up into his calm eyes. His hand lifted and touched the faun’s chin, making her lift her whole horned head upwards to face him.


  “Amber, I love you just as I love everyone under our roof. To hear the laughter of children in our home is the greatest joy any family can reach. Not everyone has to have a child with me, but Blyss has chosen me and I accepted.


  “After we are finished, I will be ready to put a child in any here who wish it, and make our bonds even stronger,” Asher said with serious eyes and a strong spirit.


  The faun let out a weak gasp, Asher’s words heating her inner world into a blazing, wet fire.


  Asher smirked. “Amber, when I come back, wear this outfit again so I can fuck you in it. Until then, a kiss will do.”


  Amber let out a weak whimper before Asher’s lips touched hers. Tongues slid into mouths as arms embraced each other. Amber whimpered in her throat as tongues danced in heated desire. The faun’s iron grasp on Asher’s shirt held her body to his. The lord’s arms around her hugged her so tight, she felt wetness slip down her inner thighs. The emptiness in her grew, needing the lord of Blackwood to fill it once again. 


  Asher pulled back his head with a sly smile, breaking the kiss and having the faun looking at him like a lusty zombie.


  “I should check upstairs and make sure the farm is in order. I hope your potion project bears fruit. I would like to know your thoughts on it, when you’re ready.”


  Asher let go of the faun, turned away, and walked for the stairs.


  Amber watched him go. When Asher stepped out and closed the door behind him, the faun sank down onto her knees and sat back on her furry ankles. She stared at nothing, the lingering sensations of Asher’s kiss and touch remaining.


  “How dare you,” Amber whispered in disbelief that her lover did not take advantage of her.




  Chapter 7


  The Walk 


  Asher slowly opened his eyes a little. He gazed at his workshop ceiling from his bedroll, knowing the doors to his workshop were locked.


  The lord of Blackwood spent yesterday, and last night, locked away in his own workshop, avoiding everyone. Plates of food were left at his door, where he quickly picked them up and locked the door once again. When he was finished eating, he set up his bedroll on a worktable and fell asleep with a clear conscience.


  Asher stared at nothing as he knew deep down, he couldn’t trust himself, or anyone in their home, to remain celibate for one day. Amber was proof of that. The faun couldn’t resist provoking any temptation.


  It wasn’t that Asher didn’t enjoy the idea of failing the goblin’s rule and Paasha punishing him again with draining his cock and starting the whole process all over again. It was more that this was important to Blyss.


  Asher didn’t fully realize it before, but when he bedded down for the evening, he knew it was important to him too.


  The thought of having children was a very distant idea in his mind and heart. Moon tea was plentiful and prevented many across Valoria from conceiving a child until they were ready.


  Asher knew he was at the point he thought he wouldn’t reach for a long time. He had settled down and achieved a family. The next logical step was to have children and continue their family’s legacy.


  Blyss was the first to speak her mind. Asher knew the rest of the household would follow. When his thoughts shifted to Elara, his blank gaze softened. He loved everyone within their household but he knew he loved her the most. She was the other half of his soul. They shared so much and changed each other for the better. She let her hair down with farm life. He relaxed into a farmer's life, not thinking about dying in some forgotten dungeon.


  It seemed like a hundred years ago when Asher first arrived at Blackwood. He remembered how he thought to sell it for some coin. After grieving for his uncle, he would travel and find a place to settle down. He would ease into his new life and even at his youthful age, he would sit and watch the sunsets and moonrises on some unnamed beach.


  A dark thread pulled along his memory and his soul. Moments of exploring dark dungeons unfolding once again. Those terrible thoughts that he would die by some trap, or monster, like some of his friends on their quests. Faces of friends bleeding, dying, and weeping, haunted the back of his mind. He wished more than anything to bring them back from the dead but it would never come to pass. They were gone, and the living had to keep living.


  Asher let out a small sigh. There was a guilt for his new life. He wondered at times if he deserved it, or did he simply get lucky. Was his entire life a series of fortunate episodes? Or was he skilled enough to escape death’s clutches for a time? The lord of Blackwood didn’t know, and as time passed, he thought about it less and less. His focus was on the women he loved, and he never wanted to disappoint them. They had become his sun and moon, their lives now a beautiful beach.


  There was a knock at the door.


  Asher sat up and swung his legs over the side of the table. He stood up, wearing the clothes he wore yesterday. With sleepy eyes and disheveled hair, he lumbered over to the door and unlocked it. He slid the door open a little and lowered his gaze to a beautiful goblin looking up at him with big eyes.


  Blyss was wearing traveling clothes, but her green feet were bare. She had a small leather pack strapped to her back. In one of her hands, she had a large pack. Asher judged the trail mark in the dirt behind her, knowing she dragged it here.


  “Time for our walk,” the goblin said with such a glow in her eyes it melted his heart.


  “Alright,” Asher nodded and slid the door open a little more as she came inside.


  It didn’t take long for the lord to check his pack and strap it to his back. Everything was in order with camping supplies, food rations, and his enchanted dagger. The former ranger didn’t need most of the supplies packed, but one can never be too careful when hiking through the woods.


  Blyss was silent, but her gaze was ever watchful. Asher could sense the tension. Blyss was demanding with her affections. From what he could gather from a single day, she was as horny as he was. He wondered if they would even make it to the end of any destination before they ripped each other’s clothes off.


  “I’m ready,” Asher said.


  Blyss nodded.


  “I know a place in the forest,” was all the goblin said before she started walking to the open doorway and stepped out.


  Asher followed with an amused smile.


  The pair walked west. The morning chill was easing away to a warm morning. Asher glanced back at the house, wondering if everyone was just waking up. He quickly looked ahead before he glanced at the goblin at his side.


  The pair reached the two-beam fence at the north edge of the estate. The goblin climbed over first, and Asher climbed over next.


  Asher brought his leg over on the other side of the fence, turned, and stared at the thick forest. He often chopped wood from it, and had hiked through it a few times, only covering small distances. He knew the wood platform the goblins built was still there, but he knew Blyss wanted to hike farther away, deeper into the lush forest.


  Blyss slipped her hand into Asher’s hand and curled her fingers over his.


  The goblin and man took their first steps and walked into the forest. They slowly vanished from view in a moment, and were soon gone.


  From a window of Farmhouse West, an elf with dark hair watched them with unblinking eyes.


  ***


  Birdsong filled the dark forest canopy. Shafts of sunlight stabbed through the thick trees, partially lighting the way. The air was cool and crisp. Asher found it soothing to his face and neck.


  Hours had slipped by as the pair continued their hike. Blyss said little, as did Asher. The tension had remained between them, and for the first time in Asher’s life it was buzzing at his spirit like a swarm of hornets.


  Asher tried to distract himself with memories of his many expeditions into dark forests. He remembered many times he and his cohorts didn’t speak for hours, sometimes days. There was nothing to say as their fellowship would make their way to kill a rampaging monster, or find a dungeon from some obscure map. Their family was going to enter uncharted territory and the tough as nails former guild ranger found himself uncomfortable.


  “Tell me a little more about the tradition?” Asher asked, breaking the silence.


  “Clans must always grow in numbers and strength. The tradition requires the strongest goblin, and the strongest mate, to be together to make their clan stronger,” Blyss said as she looked forward.


  Asher nodded. It was nice to see learning how to read helped Blyss communicate better.


  “I noticed you said, ‘the strongest mate.’ Do goblins mate with others that are not goblins?”


  Blyss nodded. “Goblins can mate with many humanoids, but our children will be goblins. We tend to have more girls than boys.”


  Asher nodded, knowing most likely he will have daughters with Blyss.


  “What happens after we return back to our clan?”


  “A grand celebration takes place, where the clan chief takes all the women of their clan and spills his seed in all their bellies. This will make the clan stronger.”


  Asher nodded, not opposed to the idea.


  Another question stabbed into Asher’s mind and he was hesitant to ask it. He didn’t want to spoil the moment, but if this was going to happen, he needed to ask it.


  “Blyss, is this what you truly want?”


  The goblin stopped in her tracks. Asher stopped as well and looked down on her.


  Blyss’s gaze fell to the forest floor. A small breeze caused wisps of her dark green hair to move with it. The forest fell silent as the goblin stared at nothing.


  Asher continued to look down on her, a sudden sorrow painting his heart, wondering if he offended her.


  The goblin turned to face Asher and looked up at him with soulful eyes.


  “Since our first night, it is all I ever wanted. I fell in love with you, and my love has never faltered. When my old clan chief arrived, demanding me to come back, you fought like a true warrior and lover. You did what I thought no one would ever do, love me as I am.”


  The goblin’s large yellow eyes gleamed wet, on the verge of tears.


  “Now, all I want is you, tradition or not,” she said with unflinching honesty.


  Asher’s heart melted. He knelt to one knee and the goblin launched at him. The impact of bodies sent Asher to the ground, landing on his back. Lips met and tongues invaded mouths. The couple held each other fiercely, but it was the goblin’s hips moving of their own accord, dry humping her lover.


  Asher could not help but laugh as the goblin was getting rougher. He sat up and Blyss wrapped her legs around his waist while sucking on the side of his neck.


  “Don’t we need to get to our destination?” Asher asked with a heavy chuckle.


  The goblin bit his neck as her tongue licked at his skin.


  “Ow!” Asher laughed but didn’t push her away.


  Asher simply held the loving goblin to him, his fingers moving through her thick, dark green hair.


  “I will love and defend you, with my life, for the rest of our lives,” Asher said softly.


  Blyss stopped sucking on his neck. She pulled her head back slowly and looked into Asher’s serious gaze.


  “I mean every word,” Asher smiled.


  Blyss’s eyes trembled as she looked into his serious eyes.


  “I respect goblin tradition, but we don’t need it because I would make you mine in any lifetime we met, or will meet.”


  Blyss’s eyes stopped trembling and a demonic glow filled them. She moved her plump lips to his ear.


  “The things I will do to you will cause the forest to hide its many eyes from us,” she said with a heated exhale.


  Asher smiled.


  Before the goblin could bite and nibble on his ear, the lord of Blackwood stood up. Blyss fell and landed on her rump. She rubbed it as he looked up at Asher with heated eyes.


  “We should be going so we have enough time to set up camp,” Asher said with his hand out.


  Blyss growled as she took his hand. Asher helped Blyss to her feet and the pair dusted themselves off.


  With a turn, they walked side by side, deeper into the forest, their hearts aglow in mutual desire.




  Chapter 8


  Hearts and Bodies Fused  


  Asher watched as Blyss ran ahead of him, her green body nearly camouflaged against the vibrant green leaves and moss growing on thick tree trunks.


  When she vanished, he pressed on, following her tracks imprinted on the damp dirt.


  The tracking game never lost its luster for the retired ranger. He could make out Blyss’s cute little toes without squinting. Despite her short size, she left deep imprints, making it very easy to track her.


  Asher did this often on the farm. He often knew where everyone was going, or where they would be, from their tracks around the estate. Sometimes the tracks were muddled on busy days, but that was what made it the most challenging. When he went searching for someone, he simply followed their beautiful feet or boot imprints.


  Thoughts flowed back to the farm. The urges to grow their family began to whip at him a little harder. He knew it wasn’t simply Blyss, or the family’s decision to have children, but his own. The urges glowed brighter in his heart and he looked forward to the next chapters of their life together.


  Asher pushed a low, leafy branch away, and when he did, his eyes glowed with reflected beauty.




 
  




  A lake stretched out before them, with only the valley mountains in the background. Green grass covered most of the ground. A thin beach ran along the calm lake edge. The scent of valley water blended with the green forest soothed the retired ranger’s senses. It cleansed his lungs as nerves glowed to favored sensations of natural bliss.


  By the lake’s edge, a goblin stood.


  Blyss’s eyes were closed as she felt the glow of the forest and lake fill her body and spirit. She took in a deep inhale and let out a very slow exhale. She could feel the forest spirits watching her, knowing what was to come, and applauding it.


  Asher stepped along smooth rocks. When he reached Blyss standing on the thin beach, he put his hands on her shoulders.


  Blyss slowly opened her eyes and spoke without looking back. “We should set up camp,” she said with a breathy whisper.


  Asher nodded with a knowing smile.


  It didn’t take long to set up the rather large, comfy tent. Asher admired his handiwork, the tent just far enough from the lake edge to ensure nothing snuck up on them. The ground was soft, but he and Blyss picked a spongy moss. It was used to create a cushion under their tent for extra comfort.


  The afternoon bled on as Asher took his hand axe and ventured to the edge of the forest. He asked the forest for forgiveness before he began chopping at a tree, thanking it for its sacrifice.


  When the small tree fell, Asher began chopping at it to break it down further so they would have plenty of firewood for the night.


  Blyss made her rounds, picking up certain herbs and mushrooms under fallen, moss-covered logs. She would put them in her mouth, chew on it for a moment and spit the goo into a small waterskin. She did this for a time, while hearing her lover chop down wood in the distance with her sensitive ears.


  When the afternoon glided into early evening, a campfire glowed before a man and goblin.


  Blyss stared at Asher as they ate from their rations. Asher stared at the starry sky through the dark forest canopy. It was a magical night and a notion glowed along the man’s spirit.


  Blyss finished her dinner and pulled a small waterskin from her belt. She pulled the cork and drank deeply from it. She then pulled it away and held it out to her lover.


  Asher lowered his gaze and saw Blyss holding out a small waterskin to him. He took it and brought it close to his lips.


  “You’re not going to ask me what’s in it?” she asked.


  Asher smiled, the waterskin nozzle close to his lips.


  “I trust you and your traditions,” he said, and placed the nozzle between his lips, and lifted the waterskin up.


  The drink was strong, unusual, and thick. Asher gulped a few times before he pulled it away, the small waterskin nearly empty. He handed it back to Blyss and she finished it.


  Asher stared at the goblin, remembering the time they were in the forest before, drinking Paasha’s brew. It sent him and the household into a cosmic inner journey, and now he expected the same. What he didn’t expect was how quickly it began to work.


  Reality began to waver as glowing eyes peered from the dark forest. A sense of calming ease filled him, soothing his inner tension but also bolstering his desires. A heated exhale fell from his lips as Blyss stood up and began shedding her clothes.


  Asher felt the world tilt as clothes fell from the goblin’s hands. Green skin glowed in his gaze, as did her voluptuous breasts. He licked his lips at her erect, dark green nipples, before his gaze fell to her small waist, and then thick green thighs. A dark green flame of hair writhed before her goblinhood. He could taste her scent in the air and see her loving honey running down her inner thighs. She stood naked before him, her oval yellow eyes glowing like celestial golden stars.


  “Take off your clothes,” Blyss said with an otherworldly voice.


  Asher didn’t hesitate to stand up and do as he was told. He removed his clothes, piece by piece.


  Blyss licked her lips as Asher’s strong chest glowed in the dim light. Ab muscles were revealed, and she dreamed of licking each one. When he snaked out of his leggings, his manhood sprung free, hard, and throbbing. It defied gravity’s pull, only getting harder to the goblin’s gaze.


  The beautiful goblin stepped closer. When she stood before Asher’s naked form, she took hold of his member and held the tip to her lips. Her tongue snaked out like a serpent, the tip running along the edges of his purple head while her hand slowly stroked him.


  “I can see your spirit and it glows brighter,” Asher said as an aura enveloped the green goblin.


  Blyss pulled back her tongue into her mouth but continued to stroke her hard lover.


  “I can see your fire, but you need to awaken your primal spirit once again,” she said with entranced eyes.


  Asher weaved as he stood. It wasn’t just because of Blyss’s loving strokes, but because there was something else nearby. He felt it watching them, needing their union to take place.


  Asher’s legs trembled before he fell on his rump. A dizziness dripped along his senses. As he tried to collect his thoughts, Blyss lowered herself onto his lap. She held his manhood in her green hand and pressed the tip to her blooming wet slit. When they touched, hearts flared with purpose. The goblin moaned louder than she ever had in her life, her lover’s rigid cock parting her inner world an inch at a time. She welcomed his invasion as she sank to the hilt. Honey dripped from their union. Blyss’s hips betrayed her as she moved on her lover.


  Asher held her close, enjoying the deep contact of their souls. Blyss was not warm, but hot. Her skin burned like she was on fire. She leaned into him and it was Asher on his back on the grass and dirt. Blyss moved like she was possessed, the tempo of her hips growing with each passing moment.


  Asher couldn’t fight the surging pleasure and sensations. He held her to him as she held him to her. Bodies moved as one, Asher lifting his hips as Blyss pushed down. The rhythm continued like an intimate song.


  “I…need…you,” Blyss glowered in a primal trance.


  “I need you,” Asher whispered as his hands fell on her soft hips.


  The tension only grew as Blyss upped the tempo. The wet sounds of their union played on as warm moans filled the air.


  Forest spirits watched the pair and silently gave their blessings.


  Asher was slowly losing his mind as dark shadows with glowing eyes watched them. A sudden madness took over and he rolled over until Blyss was on her back and he was over her.


  Asher grunted like a monster in the dark, pushing his soul into the goblin. Blyss looked up at him with hungry eyes, not afraid of his beastly lusts. She moaned her pleasure, his thick spear setting every one of her nerves on fire. Hips pushed against each other as thick wet inches appeared and disappeared between them. The moans turned into growls as the pounding of flesh between Blyss’s thighs lifted them further into blissful sensations.


  Asher felt the urges pushed against his whole being. The tension nearly blinded him as he thrusted with all his love for the goblin.


  Blyss moaned louder, hungry for his thick seed. Her large breasts bounced as she spread her legs a little more.


  Asher let out a soul cleansing grunt, before light enveloped his senses. With a deep push, thick ropes of seed flooded the goblin’s inner world. He couldn’t stop himself, pulling back and pushing another surge of thick seed.


  Blyss’s legs locked on Asher’s waist, keeping him to her. The dirt around them shifted and black fingers sprouted. They clamped on her arms and neck. They held her to the ground as Asher was lost to his deep thrusts. The goblin let out a hungry moan before she was blinded by barrages of magical inner explosions. The ripples along her whole body caused her locked legs to tremble.


  Asher heard a whisper from the forest, but it was Blyss who said, “I hear you, mighty forest.”


  Thick seed dripped from their union.


  Asher fell back into his body. He collapsed on the goblin, huffing for air.


  The dirt hands slipped away and Blyss hugged her lover. She rocked a little, her arms and legs holding onto Asher, his member still deep within her and still hard.


  “You are the master of my heart,” Blyss whispered into Asher’s ear.


  “You are the mistress of mine,” Asher whispered back to her large, green ear.


  Blyss snuggled to Asher’s chest as his hips continued to push into her.


  “Now, we celebrate,” she said with an evil grin.


  ***


  Asher stood over Blyss, her lips tight around his cock. He groaned as he was getting closer to release. The goblin sucked on him, her lips moving over veiny inches. Her gaze upwards like a succubus in the night.


  Asher threw his head back and moaned into the night. Thick spurts filled the goblin’s mouth, but she didn’t swallow. She slipped her lips from her lover’s cock, and held her hand to her chin. She parted her lips as thick seed dripped onto her palm and fingers.


  More thick ropes of come splashed on Blyss’s voluptuous breasts, dripping down her green flesh. The goblin took her wet fingers and pushed them into her leaking slit. She fingered herself, pushing deep as Asher stroked his cock, more of his seed dripping onto her breasts.


  ***


  Blyss held on as Asher had the goblin pinned to a tree with his body. His hips worked, pushing into the suspended goblin, her legs wrapped around his waist. She snuggled to his neck until she pulled back her lips and revealed her teeth. She bit her lover hard enough to break skin. When blood rose to the surface, she licked at it.


  Asher didn’t slow his thrusts at the goblin’s bite. All he wanted was her again and again. His lust and love blinded him as he pushed his manhood into her full slit.


  Blyss lost count of her constant orgasms. Her nerves flared again and again. She moaned with Asher’s blood on her lips and green chin. Her gaze took on a dreamy hue, lost in strings of exploding orgasms.


  Blyss’s legs grew weaker as they trembled. They soon slipped away as Asher held her to the tree, his cock keeping her toes from touching the ground.


  Asher growled before he roared into the night.


  Blyss moaned as thick spurts painted and flooded her inner valley once again.


  ***


  The goblin was on all fours, Asher grunting as he took her. His hips slammed into her round ass, the noise music to his ears. Asher licked his lips as he looked down on her. Blyss moaned and slammed her ass into his thrusts.


  When Blyss lowered her upper body to the ground, Asher gripped her hips, keeping them up.


  Lust and love pushed him harder. The countless orgasms began to take their toll. The hours of different positions and howling like creatures of the forest awakened a part of him that he thought was long gone.


  When a primal caress from some unseen force touched Asher’s neck, he cried out with a loving tone.


  Blyss’s eyes rolled into her head again, her orgasms matching her lover’s. She let out small whimpers and moans as thick bolts of come flooded her inner world once again. She licked the dirt as her cheek was pressed against the ground, loving the forest and her chosen mate.


  Asher curled forward, heaving like some terrible exhausted beast. When he looked down at Blyss, his eyes softened.


  Asher pulled out of her, honey and seed dripping out. He curled his arms around the goblin, and lifted her up to his chest.


  Blyss looked at Asher with weak eyes. She slowly blinked, and when she opened her eyes again, she was in the large tent.


  Asher placed the goblin on the large, shared bedroll. When he slipped his hands from her, he collapsed onto his side, beside her.


  Asher heaved for air, his entire body sore and his neck stained with blood.


  Blyss looked at him with loving eyes, her own breath heavy from exhaustion.


  “I think…we should rest for a bit,” Asher huffed and smiled.


  Blyss continued to stare at him with loving eyes. With a blink, her yellow eyes turned a silky green.


  “We all lose our way,” Blyss said with a strange voice.


  Asher’s eyes took on a serious gleam.


  Blyss continued, “You found the light in the Mother. You found the demon in the darkness. You have found your way back to me.”


  Asher’s eyes cooled, knowing it was the drink from the waterskin taking over again. But a piece of him knew this voice from long ago.


  “We will reunite when your heart allows it. Until then, we will be waiting with open arms,” Blyss said with a soothing tone.


  Asher was silent, drinking in the spirit’s words.


  Blyss blinked and her eyes were yellow again.


  The goblin snuggled closer, her hands touching Asher’s half-hard cock again.


  “I’m ready to go again,” she whispered with a gleam of desire in her oval eyes.


  Asher let out a laugh.


  “I think…I need a moment,” he said with a tired grin.


  “No,” Blyss said before she moved down a little.


  Asher watched as the goblin kept his cock between her breasts, and she closed her mouth on the tip. She moved her whole body, stroking and sucking his cock at the same time.


  “I guess a few more times might be okay,” Asher laughed, before his laughter turned into heated groans.




  Chapter 9


  A Dark Return  


  The sudden throbbing ache caused Lyn to wake from her dreamy slumber. The elf struggled to sit up, her chest heavy. Sleep’s touch remained on her whole self, as she barely made it up to a sitting position, her legs over the side of the bed and dainty feet touching the cool floor.


  The elf moved automatically as she reached for a chest just under her bed. The full ache was there, pressing on her whole being. A memory unfolded of Elara handing over the elixir. Lyn took it without a second thought. She drank the elixir until the potion bottle was empty. When she handed it back to Elara, that was when the explosion of heat surged through her.


  The dark-haired elf let out a wet moan before she flopped back onto the bed. There she writhed and asked Elara to stay with her for a time. Elara nodded as she sat on a chair beside the bed.


  Lyn continued to writhe as the elixir did its work. She felt the tendrils of life spread out along her nerves. Her breasts swelled slowly. Her entire body glowed with a dreamy fever.


  Time lost all meaning as the elf laid in her bed, urges and a spiritual, nurturing touch flowed over her very spirit. When the fever broke, wetness dripped from her full breasts. Her hands touched her now bare chest. When she lifted her hands up, she saw pale milky liquid on her fingers.


  Elara had stayed with her the whole time. When Lyn was herself again, Elara showed her fellow sun sister where the chest was with the curved jars.


  Waking up to a new day, Lyn pulled out the chest and opened it with haste. She saw a jar, snatched it up and pulled the cork. She held it to her full, leaking breast, she squeezed her breast along the side with her other hand, and creamy milk streamed into the waiting jar.


  Elated relief filled the elf and a twitchy smile bloomed.


  A sudden warmth filled her, the spirit of the Mother embracing her as she squeezed milk into the jar. It calmed the elf, her gaze now lost to the motherly activity. Muscles relaxed and a trance filled her oval eyes.


  Lyn woke up from her trance and found that she had filled two jars a little beyond the half point of each one. It was a lot of milk and she let out a relieved sigh.


  The elf stood up, walked over to her closet, and began looking at the many clothes within it. She picked a simple outfit, dressed in dark leggings, and a long shirt. She then picked up the jars and made her way out of her bedroom.


  The elf made her way downstairs to an empty common room. She walked briskly through it until she reached the front door.


  When the door opened, a cool breeze touched her senses. The elf stepped out onto the porch and set the jars of milk down beside it, just as she was instructed. She then stepped off the porch and into the sunlight.


  The morning was warmer than it had been. The glow of sunlight warmed the elf’s skin, and soon her bones.


  Lyn turned and walked further along into the estate. She eyed Farmhouse East. There was some activity within, hinted by bodies moving past windows, but the elf didn’t want company at the moment.


  Lyn walked, taking in the incredible scents of the farm and surrounding land. The valley’s air held a primal, magical scent. It tickled her entire spirit and for the first time in a long time, she felt free.


  “Well, hello there,” came a voice from the elf’s left.


  Lyn whipped her head around with shocked eyes. She thought she was alone until she spotted Elara sitting in a small, curious pond.


  Elara’s head and neck were just above the pond’s watery surface. She smiled warmly at the startled elf.


  “Forgive me for startling you, sun sister,” Elara said.


  Lyn’s body relaxed a little, before she turned and walked toward the pond. When she reached the edge, she saw that Elara’s dress was on the nearby grass, and the blonde-haired elf sat naked in the pond. A stone seating was along the edge and Lyn caught a glimpse of fish nibbling on Elara’s toes.


  “The water is wonderful in the morning. Asher really thought of everything when he created this pond. It reminds me of the Ponds of Tiny Souls in the Forest District.”


  Lyn nodded, knowing the area well enough. Many of the common elves would sit on the edges to many ponds, little fish nibbling at their toes. The tiny souls were the wondrous fish who never feared an elf their entire short lives.


  “You really should come in,” Elara said.


  Lyn was silent as she looked away.


  Elara’s smile dimmed with concern. “Is something amiss?”


  Lyn shook her head, and let out a soft sigh.


  “Forgive me, dear sun sister. I’ve had a difficult time being around others. Even you, who I feel a deep kinship with.”


  Elara gave an understanding nod. She then rose up from the pond waters, and stepped onto the grass. The elf stood in all her naked glory, grabbed her dress, and put it on over her head.


  Lyn looked away the moment Elara stood up.


  “I’ve read stories of this place. I can also see it is as free as it was mentioned in a black book.”


  Elara finished pulling the dress down over her, and turned to the elf, standing on the other side of the small pond.


  “It can be whatever you wish it to be. Lord Blackwood is very fair with everyone who lives or visits the farm.”


  Lyn turned her gaze back to the blonde elf.


  “Elara, I would like to know more about the estate and Lord Blackwood. I have been so puzzled about this place, and seek your knowledge and advice. Tea? This evening?”


  Elara bowed slightly to the dark-haired elf.


  “I will meet with you at Farmhouse West with a kettle, and some of the more endearing teas of the valley. They are quite spectacular,” Elara said, finding herself speaking like she was back in the Empire.


  “Excellent! I look forward to it,” Lyn smiled.


  “I’ll be off. I must attend to my shop in town,” Elara said before glancing down at her wet dress clinging to her body. “After I change, of course.”


  “Of course,” Lyn smiled, not bothered at all at the beautiful wet elf she felt a kinship too.


  ***


  Asher was on his back as he slowly opened his eyes. Moans dripped into his waking senses as a goblin was on him, riding his morning stiffness.


  Asher grinned as he grabbed Blyss by her hips. She moaned louder, her inner world spreading a little more to her lover’s thickening manhood. She threw her head back as he helped her bounce on him with primal needs.


  Asher ignored the soreness, his gaze, and hands firmly on the goblin. Her breasts bounced to the heavy pounding of hips. Blackwood lifted his upper body a little and clamped his lips on an erect nipple. This caused Blyss to attempt to slow down, but Asher’s firm grip on her only made her bounce faster. Her lover’s tongue slathering at her sensitive nipple only further ignited her own primal urges. She gasped as she felt herself getting closer and closer to climax.


  Lord Blackwood pulled away from her nipple to watch the beautiful goblin climax.


  Blyss closed her eyes as her nerves were blasted to glass. Her whole body quivered as wetness surged along their union. Magical explosions enveloped her sense of self and she fell into primal pleasure.


  Asher continued to move Blyss by her hips as she let out seductive moans. Her eyes rolled into her head as she continued to bounce on her lover’s hips. Her head flopped forward a little, heaving for breath as her body trembled from ecstasy’s touch. Her body warmed as honey dripped and splashed from their connection.


  Asher could not hold back his own hungry urges. He slammed Blyss’s hips down on him, his cock deep within her. With a loud groan, his member thickened and thick ropes of seed flooded her tight space once again.


  Blyss moved her hips, milking Asher’s cock as his fingers were tight on her flesh. She moaned with his groans, moving on their slick connection, driving out every drop of lust from her lover’s cock.


  There was a shift as bodies grew weaker. The goblin fell forward against Asher’s chest, her head turned to the side and huffing air. 


  Asher hugged the goblin to him as he huffed for air.


  Warm, sweaty bodies remained as a shaft of sunlight touched their tent.


  “We…should…break down the camp…and return home,” Asher huffed.


  Blyss gave a weak nod, but didn’t get up.


  Asher held her a little tighter, and kissed the top of her head.


  “I’ll break down the camp. You rest,” he said with loving affection.


  “Okay,” Blyss whispered.


  ***


  The walk back home felt lighter, at least to Asher. The leaves and trees seemed more vibrant. The path seemed well-worn enough to let his mind wander. And holding Blyss’s hand felt priceless.


  The goblin’s eyes were filled with wonderment and delight. She laughed as Asher made a simple stab at something humorous.


  Time lost all meaning as they made their way along the path, a happy lightness along their spirits.


  “Our clan will only grow stronger!” Blyss said as she let go of Asher’s hand and did a quick cartwheel.


  “Yes, it will,” Lord Blackwood grinned.


  Blyss stopped her cartwheel when she was standing up, and looked at Asher with bright, yellow eyes.


  A thought stabbed into the smiling lord’s mind. “Do you think it took?”


  Blyss grinned.


  “We will find out,” the goblin laughed.


  Asher laughed with her as they walked side by side back home.


  It didn’t take as long to get back. Asher spotted the farmhouses through the branches and trees. When they reached the fence, the pair climbed over with little to no effort. They made their way onto the estate, home right before their eyes.


  Asher was eager to get back. He was excited to tell the others of their little adventure and speak about the future of their farm, when his smile faded away. It was a little at a time, but his happiness melted further when he saw a dark figure by the entrance to the estate.


  The day’s light shadowed their features, but their long-pointed ears were unmistakable. The visitor was male, their long-embroidered robe covering their slender body. Long, white-ish blonde hair covered his head and spilled over his shoulders.


  The afternoon light was turning to early evening but the figure didn’t move, a long shadow over their features.


  Asher grabbed the straps of his pack, and slid them off. He dropped his pack to the ground before his hand rested on his sheathed, enchanted dagger.


  “Blyss, warn the household,” Asher said with a hard whisper.


  The goblin dropped her pack on the ground and darted for the main farmhouse, running for the kitchen side door.


  Asher approached the front of the estate, taking long strides, but his gaze was fixed on the elf at the gate.


  The sun dipped lower in the sky when Asher was ten feet from the gate. He slowed to a halt, hand still resting on his sheathed dagger.


  The front door to Farmhouse East opened. Elara, Nyn, Blyss, and Amber stepped out, ready to defend each other and their home. Mystical energy crackled around Elara and Nyn’s hands.


  Asher stood with a hard gaze at their visitor.


  The elf lifted their head a little, late afternoon light illuminating their stern, sharp features.


  “Greetings Asher Blackwood. It’s good to see you again,” Sontar said with a small, wicked smile. 




  Chapter 10


  Unexpected Reunion   


  “You’re not welcomed here,” Asher said with confined sternness.


  The day’s light continued to shift to a deepening yellow and pink sky.


  The elf kept his gaze on Asher’s heated eyes, and his smile broadened into an amused chuckle.





  
  




  Elara stared with hard eyes at her former employer, but a twinge of fear crawled along her heart. Nyn reached over and touched her side, reassuring her that everyone was on her side and would defend her without question.


  Sontar let his chuckle diminish and he looked at Lord Blackwood with calm eyes.


  “Such a typical thing to say in such circumstances. Not even a feigned greeting, to ease any misguided tensions,” Sontar said with a sickeningly regal tone.


  “Nothing is misguided between us. You are not welcomed here. Not now. Not ever,” Asher said with a sharp edge.


  Sontar continued to stand in the dying light of the day, a small breeze causing locks of hair to waver slightly.


  “It took some doing to investigate Elara Moonwhisper’s disappearance. Naturally, the empire takes matters very seriously when one of our own disappears without a trace. I of course volunteered to head the investigation. Lady Moonwhisper is a favored spirit among many from within the academy and the empire.”


  Sontar slowly shifted his gaze to Elara and his eyes took on an endearing gleam.


  “It is good to see Lady Moonwhisper as well. Farm life appears to agree with her,” the elf’s tone filled with a soothing creepiness.


  Asher moved between them, blocking the elf’s view of Elara.


  “The empire has no influence here. Your investigation is a sham, and a pitiful one at that.”


  The regal elf let out a tut-tut as he looked down.


  “Such cold words from the man she loves. I thought we had an agreement? Our Elara would spend some time with you before you wasted away to old age. She then would come back to the empire, and to me.”


  Elara couldn’t hold her tongue any longer as she took another step further on the porch, her gaze hot enough to melt metal.


  “You said those words but we never agreed to it. You coming here, trying to threaten our life with subversive intent is a mockery of anything I thought you stood for in the past.


  “The Sontar I once knew was an elf of honor, high standards, and a good heart. How all were fooled by the thing you are now, desperate, shallow, and sick.”


  “There is that fire again. How delicious it burns,” Sontar said like he was enjoying a fine wine.


  Asher’s hand tightened around the pommel of his sheathed enchanted dagger.


  “Leave,” the single word carrying all of Asher’s protective fire.


  Sontar gave the former ranger an impish glance before turning his back to him. The elf stepped away, his voice filling the air like an invisible cloud.


  “It didn’t take me long to discover the black books and figure out such a simple code. I was able to chart out many locations to many Wild Gates across Valoria. To keep such a thing a secret was foolhardy and wishful thinking. The Wild Gates will be a wondrous addition to the empire.”


  When Sontar was about thirty feet away, he turned around with a knowing smirk, his gaze meeting Asher’s fiery eyes.


  “Now that I have entered the Wild Gate, and made my way here, it is very easy for me to teleport here as I wish. I don’t need the gate any longer to see some of my favorite people. Perhaps I will visit the town and buy some property? Mist Valley can be my home away from home. A place I visit when I need to get away.”


  Sontar shifted his gaze to Elara.


  “I could visit old friends and talk over tea?”


  Asher drew his dagger in a blur and held it at his side.


  I don’t know if I can take him, but I will ensure he feels every drop of my skill and power.


  Sontar’s eyes took on a darker gleam.


  “Or I could notify the emperor that there is a disease among our people? One plagued by secret books and carnal acts with the lesser races? With a word, the emperor could order every black book found and burned. He could order the arrest of all those who took part in these perversions and have them imprisoned, or worse?”


  “Not if they don’t find your body,” Blyss said with a sinister gleam in her yellow eyes.


  Sontar eyed the goblin before he let out a dark chuckle.


  “Very true, goblin, very true. But I believe you underestimate my skills and prowess. If I willed it, this property and all within would be turned into a smoking crater,” the last word filled with venomous spite.


  From behind a farmhouse, Brynda stepped out with a broadsword in each hand. The giant eyed the elf with a protective fire.


  Sontar’s eyes widened a hair before he looked at his nails.


  “You have a giant. How quaint.”


  It was Asher’s turn to smirk. Giants have a hard resistance to magic, the lord remembering Brynda taking several lightning bolts from the sky before she finally fell. Asher doubted the mage could get off enough spells with Brynda charging at him.


  “You’re out of your depth,” Asher said with confidence.


  Sontar looked over at the man and gave him a small smile.


  “Lord Blackwood, I will continue my investigation of Mist Valley at my leisure. With time, I will finish my report to the emperor.


  “If I hadn’t made my intentions clear, you and yours will be seeing me around the valley from time to time. There will be no violence on my part, but our agreement will be finalized whether you agree to it or not.


  “Farewell for now.”


  Asher and his family watched as the mage whispered an arcane word and vanished.


  The lord stared at the spot where Sontar was just standing a moment ago. He had fought rogue mages before and escaped many magical traps across many dungeons, but this was different. The threat lingered like a chill in the night. Sontar made it clear there would be consequences unless some agreement was made. Asher would never agree to anything the mage elf put forth, but when he turned and looked at his family, his heart weakened. When he looked at the small fear in Elara’s eyes, his heart weakened more.


  Asher clamped control over his own fear and only focused on his family and their safety.


  Asher approached the porch and took a few stairs up. Elara watched him, frozen in place as he approached, lifted his hand, and touched her cheek with the back of his fingers.


  Everyone else stepped a little closer, knowing the weight of Sontar’s appearance and what it meant for their family.              


  “I swear on our bond, he will never take you away from us, from me,” Asher assured the beautiful elf.


  Elara’s eyes trembled, feeling his soul connect to hers, but a truth lashed at her reasoning. The elf pulled away, her back now to everyone.


  “Sontar is a master mage. He is not only powerful, he is also intelligent and cunning. If he is truly investigating for the emperor, our life here is in jeopardy,” Elara said with fear in her eyes.


  Asher walked up to her. His strong arms slipped around to her front. Elara let out a sigh, feeling his strong chest against her back. The lord hugged her close, the side of his face touching the side of her head.


  The couple held each other for a time.


  Blyss and Nyn herded Amber back into the house. Brynda watched them for a time, before she turned and marched off.


  Soon, it was just Asher and Elara in the dimming daylight.


  “I’m scared,” Elara confessed with a whisper.


  “I know,” Asher said.


  Elara grabbed at his hands against her stomach, curling her fingers into his and holding him to her soft belly.


  “Our friends? Our family,” the elf began.


  “My love, we will persevere,” Asher assured her.


  Elara stared at nothing, her heart sinking in her chest.


  “This is a threat I hoped would never darken our doorstep.”


  “He will never take you away from me, from us,” Asher said with a warm whisper.


  Elara shook her head and broke away from his embrace. She walked over to a porch pillar and leaned against it, facing her lover. Contemplation filled her oval eyes as a dark shadow clung to her spirit.


  “We have faced so much, and now, for the first time in a long time I’m worried our paradise may shatter to pieces. At such a precarious time where we are considering…” she trailed off.


  Asher looked at Elara with adoring eyes.


  “There are no considerations. I want us to have a child. I want our family to grow.”


  Asher stepped closer to Elara with smoldering eyes. She looked at him with a worried gaze.


  The lord of Blackwood gently put his open palm to her belly as he leaned closer.


  “No threat will stop our love from entering this world.”


  Elara’s worry dimmed. A small smile filled her features. She put her hand over his hand on her stomach and gave it a loving squeeze.


  “When did my handsome morsel become a romantic?” Elara asked with a loving whisper.


  “When I met a beautiful elf at my doorstep. I remember how we sat and talked. I remember us having wine and some meager pieces of food. But what I remember the most was that I had met the other half of my soul.”


  “And I found the other half of my soul,” Elara said with a happy, slow blink.


  Asher knew it needed to be said.


  “I want us to have a child, to have children. I want to feel our little one kicking in your beautiful belly. I want to change rags and hear little running steps through our home.


  “I must admit, I was drunk on our life and love, but now I am sober and I want our love to grow into new souls. I don’t care what it takes. I want you to be the mother of our children. I want us to show the Mother our glory and make her smile upon us,” Asher said with soulful warmth.


  “And if I say no,” Elara said with playful eyes.


  Asher rubbed his chin as he looked into her gleaming oval eyes.


  “I will have to convince you, one way or another? Or perhaps, the rest of our family will convince you with babies falling out of many bellies?” Asher grinned.


  Elara let out a laugh as her hand lashed out and grabbed his shirt by the collar. She pulled him close, a seductive smile across her lips.


  “You know you just have to push into me and I will moan my approval,” Elara said and licked her lips.


  “I like your way better,” Asher grinned before the pair kissed deeply.


  When they pulled away a little from each other, Asher noticed the elf’s demeanor wilt.


  “Asher,” Elara sighed, unsure how to further express her concerns and worries.


  Asher kept his hands on her waist and held her close.


  “We will prepare and plan our defenses. But for tonight, let us forget everything and focus on just us and our family,” he said with warm confidence.


  Elara looked at the strength in her lover’s eyes and knew they could overcome anything, together.


  “We should get inside. The goblins have a celebration planned for our clan. We shouldn’t miss it,” the mature elf said with love in her eyes.




  Chapter 11


  The Clan Ceremony    


  Asher and Elara stepped into their busy home. The couple smiled as they watched the chaos unfold before them.


  Amber and Brynda pushed the furniture to the walls. Paasha and Nyn lifted the small table in the middle and brought it to the kitchen. Nuha and Keefa carried several bedrolls in each of their arms. The goblins could barely see as they weaved through and dumped them in the center of the room.


  Blyss came from the hallway with several bedrolls in her arms and she too dumped them on the floor.


  “They must be unrolled and spread out,” the goblin ordered.


  “Yes Chieftess,” Keefa and Nuha said before they rushed off.


  Blyss nodded and turned to Asher and Elara. Her eyes filled with joy as she rushed to them and used each arm to circle their waists. She looked up to the couple with a happy, bright gaze.


  “Tonight, will be a night of glory, our clan growing bigger and stronger,” the goblin smiled.


  “After what happened with the mage, I didn’t think we would continue the tradition tonight?” Asher said.


  Blyss pulled back, but kept a palm on each of their thighs.


  “There will always be danger, monsters, or threats. A strong clan knows every night could be our last, so we never give into those fears. Instead, we carry on for every moment we live, it will only taste sweeter!”


  The tension in Asher’s shoulders began to slip away. Thinking about Sontar, and the type of threat he posed was spinning across his thoughts. The mage teleported away, and may be a threat in the future, but not at this moment. When he looked down at Blyss’s happy eyes, his heart thudded in his chest. The clan was important to her. She gave up her old life for this one. There was nothing in Asher’s spirit that would dissuade the importance of her people’s traditions. They will always be his traditions from now on.


  “Beautiful Blyss, what is to be expected for the evening?” Elara asked, already having an idea of what was to come.


  Blyss’s smile shifted into a warm grin.


  “The Clan Chief has taken me to the forest and the forest blessed us. Now, the Clan Chief must bless the whole clan by firelight as we all drink forest water.”


  “Forest water?” Asher said with one raised eyebrow.


  Paasha and Nyn walked out of the kitchen with two jugs and wood cups. They set them down by the edge of the bedrolls and blankets being spread out.


  “It’s alcohol with some added herbs,” Nyn said plainly as she faced the room.


  “It Forest Water,” Paasha corrected in broken common.


  “My apologies, Paasha. I was only explaining it in a way others can understand,” Nyn said with a small bow to the motherly goblin.


  The goblin simply nodded as she pulled corks from jugs and began to pour into cups.


  Asher shifted his gaze to Nuha as she lit the fireplace. The kindling took as a flame glowed to life.


  The clan chief looked at the common room and it had transformed into something very comfortable. Bedrolls covered the large common-room floor. Thick blankets were laid out over the bedrolls, giving them a softer cushion. The couch and seats were pushed to walls, and some seats were taken out of the room entirely. It gave the main common room a comfy, roomy feel.


  Asher found his heart beating faster in his chest. He looked as everyone, firelight painting their happy faces and he glimpsed their future and joy as it crawled along his entire spirit.


  Blyss stepped before Asher and Elara. The goblin turned on her bare heels and faced the room. Brynda stood by the kitchen entrance. Before the giant woman, Paasha stood. Nuha and Keefa walked over to Paasha and stood with her. Everyone smiled as darkness clouded the world beyond the windows.


  “Clan Blackwood! The Forest has blessed the union between chief and chieftess. To ensure our clan remains strong, the clan chief must spread his seed to every woman in the clan. This will ensure our clan grows and becomes stronger.”


  Blyss turned and walked backwards to the middle of the room. Her gaze met Asher’s gaze. Her plump lips shifted into a warm smile.


  “Clan Chief and Clan Father, take us and spread your blessed seed.”


  Asher stared at Blyss, momentarily stunned by her words and beauty.


  Elara gave Asher a slight pat on the ass as her lips leaned close to his ear.


  “Go on my love, bless us,” the elf smirked.


  Asher glanced at Elara with a loving smile. He then turned to Blyss and approached her.


  When he stood before her, the goblin looked up into his eyes with a lust-filled gaze.


  “Take off your clothes and let the blessing begin,” Blyss said before she licked her lips in anticipation.


  ***


  Asher leaned his back against Brynda’s naked bosom. He had a drink in his hand as he brought it to his lips and took a deep gulp.


  The room was filled with body heat. Keefa was on Asher’s lap, sinking down to the hilt. The blonde goblin let out a long, dazed moan. She then slowly began to bounce on Asher’s thick manhood for the fifth time.


  Asher pulled his cup away, his dazed gaze now on the goblin on his lap. She let out soft moans as her whole body bounced on his thick member. Green nipples stood erect as she bowed her head to him, her hands on his chest.


  Brynda was sitting with a happy smile, Asher’s head between her heavy breasts. Milk dripped from each nipple as honey flowed from between her legs. She ran her fingers through Asher’s hair, loving the feel of it.


  Asher handed Keefa the cup and she drank from it. He placed his hands on her hips. Fingers slid to her round behind and he helped her to bounce on his standing member.


  The Clan Chief looked around with a drunken gaze, taking in the moans and soft discussions around him.


  Nyn was laying down with her legs slightly spread. Paasha’s head was between her thighs, licking the elf to moaning satisfaction.


  Elara was drinking and laughing with Amber, as Nuha fingered both women. The goblin’s fingers worked by swirling clits and occasionally licking at each of them in turn.


  Blyss was passed out in the center, white seed dripping from her slit. The goblin was covered in sweat and her breathing deep.


  The night had turned into a wild blur. Asher remembered how everyone was soon naked, and the goblins attacked him first. They pulled him down to the center of the room, piling on him with kisses and gentle sucking. He didn’t mind at all. When a leaking nipple was shoved into his mouth, he quickly drank from it, enjoying the taste.


  Asher groaned as more memories poured over his addled mind. The Forest Water flowed straight to their heads. The tension all but disappeared as naked bodies moved together. Elara and Nyn sat close to each other, hands exploring one another once again. Brynda sat down, and Amber sat between her thick thighs. The giant’s slender hands glided down Amber’s full breasts. When they reached between her legs, the faun let out a loving sigh before she writhed to Brynda’s touch.


  Asher barely saw the others as goblins touched, grouped, sucked, and moaned. The lord was lost to heavenly sensations as mouths took turns sucking on his manhood. He took turns sucking on leaking, and not leaking nipples. It mattered little in a sense. He, and the goblins, felt the bond grow stronger than anything they ever experienced before.


  The lord remembered how he let out a grunt. Thick spurts of seed splashed against faces before lips and tongues were on his still standing member. That was the first moment before they each took turns, impaling themselves on him with deep, lustful moans.


  Time lost all meaning as Asher fell into sensual paradise. The hungry demons cheered on as one hand grabbed a firm breast and squeezed. Paasha let out a sharp moan before her eyes took on a dreamy gleam, lost to the clan fathers hungry sucking on her leaking nipple. Asher’s other hand grabbed a hip, Blyss riding his standing member. He glanced past Paasha to see Nuha and Keefa each sucking on one of Blyss’s nipples. Blyss let out deep, throaty moans as her toes curled. Her head fell back and her eyes rolled into her head.


  The rest of the room watched while in their throes of ecstasy, seeing the goblins mob the lord in blinding lust.


  Blyss let out a weak moan as Asher’s member spurted again, quickly filling her tight inner world.


  Asher let out a hungry growl. He turned the tide as his demons wanted more. Blyss slipped off him as he rose up. He quickly grabbed Paasha and shoved her down until she was on all fours.


  “Yes!” the motherly goblin moaned as Asher pressed the head of his cock to her slit and gently pushed in.


  Paasha let out a weak moan as she was lost to pleasure’s grasp.


  Nuha moved to Paasha’s head and laid down. The hungry goblin gently grabbed her head and moved it down between her legs. Paasha’s tongue slipped out and licked at the goblins leaking slit and clit. The motherly goblin buried her face between the goblin’s thighs as Asher thrusted into her round ass.


  The memories danced as the lord of Blackwood ensured he took each goblin in turn. Keefa moaned for more during her turn. Paasha begged for more attention. Nuha couldn’t resist sucking her chief’s cock every time it pulled out of another. As for Blyss, she was silent as she held onto him, her lover’s hands on her and his member spearing her with loving lust.


  After two hours, it was Blyss who passed out first. She slept in the middle of the room with her arms out to her sides and her legs parted, seed dripping from her.


  Asher fell back into the present as the moment pushed against his failing willpower.


  “Please! Keep fucking me!” Keefa moaned loudly as Asher helped her to bounce on his erect manhood.


  Asher grunted as his soul spurted once again into the begging goblin.


  Keefa’s eyes rolled into her head as orgasms blasted her nerves to glass. She let out a long moan, feeling her chief’s come fill her and leak out from their union.


  “Please…keep fucking me,” the goblin whispered weakly before she too passed out.


  Asher gently held her for a moment as she slept against his chest. A concern filled his eyes as images of Sontar invaded his thoughts once again. He looked across the room to Elara moaning, Nuha’s head buried between her thighs.


  The lord gently held Keefa to him as he stood up. He turned and placed her lovingly between Brynda’s large, comfy thighs. The giant held the goblin to her as Keefa let out a loving murmur.


  Asher turned and weaved as he stepped towards Elara on the couch. Despite a buzzing soreness, his member was still standing and throbbing. It was wet from come and honey as he approached the moaning elf.


  Elara opened her eyes as she continued to moan. Nuha’s tongue lashed at her clit with intimate knowledge. The goblin had her arms wrapped under Elara’s warm thighs, holding them to her head as she slathered deeply at the elf.


  Asher watched with warm affection, seeing heat crawl up Elara’s neck. She moaned louder as she was getting close. Her chest heaved upwards a little. When her gaze fell to Asher’s throbbing member about two feet away, she let out a seductive surrender.


  The elf moaned louder as many orgasms shattered her nerves. She gasped for air as Nuha licked at her. A sudden surge of honey turned into a squirt, bathing the slathering goblin’s tongue, lips, cheeks, and chin.


  Nuha’s grip weakened before her arms slipped away from the elf’s thighs. She pulled back enough to look at Elara with dreamy eyes and wet features.


  “Mistress tastes…so good,” Nuha managed to say before she fell backwards.


  Asher caught the goblin before she fell on the padded floor. He lowered her onto her back before he sat between Elara and Amber. The faun wasted no time with talking, her horned head lowering down to the lord’s lap. She wrapped her lips around his cock and gently bobbed her head as her tongue pressed it to the roof of her mouth.


  Asher made a slight grimace as Elara moved closer to him. She draped her arm along his wide shoulders. Her lips moved closer to his ear, and gave it a loving lick.


  “I love when you let the demonic monster out,” she whispered.


  Asher turned slightly and gave her a smirk.


  “Did you mean my urges or my cock?”


  “Both, all,” the elf said with a seductive gleam in her oval eyes. “I could watch you all night, every night.”


  Asher reached up and gently touched her pointed ear. He moved his fingers, massaging it with gentle affection.


  Elara wilted. She leaned on him, her eyes lost to his touch.


  Amber’s head continued to bob, her lips and tongue gliding along his veiny shaft.


  “I may be pregnant from watching you with the goblins,” Elara said playfully, followed by a deep sigh.


  “That would be something for the bards to sing,” Asher chuckled.


  Elara’s gaze shifted upwards, meeting Asher’s loving gaze.


  “It doesn’t have to be a fantasy for the bards. It could be our world, if we want it?” Elara said with a small, delicate tone.


  Asher kept his measured gaze on hers. Pleasure ran up and down his cock, but his focus was on his precious Elara. The elf had stolen his soul, and he was happy it was her. He loved everyone in their family, but his heart beat true for her.


  Amber upped the tempo. Asher continued to massage Elara’s ear as his cock thickened. Despite the growing soreness, his body rejuvenated with each healthy suckle of milk from his beautiful women. When Amber’s bobbing became too much, the man groaned as thick spurts painted the back of her throat.


  Asher let out a long sigh, the faun milking his cock of every last drop. When she lifted her head with dreamy eyes, it was Asher who took hold of Elara’s hand and pulled her up with him.


  The elf let out a loving gasp as she was on her shaky feet. Lord Blackwood’s hand was on the small of her back and pulled her to him. When their bodies touched, Elara looked up into Asher’s warm, hungry gaze.


  Hands glided over each other’s body. The couple stood, holding onto each other like their lives depended on it. Their gazes burned with desire, not simply for each other’s body, but for their souls.


  Everyone in the room turned their warm gazes to the couple in the middle. Blyss slowly woke up to Asher and Elara standing beside her. The moans faded away, and bodies crawled closer.


  Asher stared at Elara’s eyes, his hand clamped on her round ass, giving it a squeeze.


  Elara’s hands were clamped on Asher’s ass, squeezing each cheek.


  The couple felt Asher’s throbbing cock between them, and Elara writhed a little to ensure she stayed erect.


  Asher’s eyes narrowed. “I’m going to show you how much I love you, and when you feel my question, I will hear you moan the answer.”


  “Question me my love. Question me with your heart and that delicious cock of yours,” Elara shot back with serious, warm eyes.


  The couple instantly fell to the cushioned floor together. The couple were now on their knees when Asher fell back, taking the mature elf with him. Elara let out a playful laugh before they landed and their lips touched.


  Asher rolled them over until Elara was on her back. Their lips never parted as their tongues swirled and played within mouths. Asher’s hand gently grabbed her breast and squeezed a little. Elara moaned in her throat as her milk dripped from a nipple. Heat touched her cheeks as her lover played with her.


  The rest of the family surrounded the couple. Even Keefa woke up and joined them. Brynda looked down on the couple, her heart soaring. Amber licked her lips as the naked couple writhed, kissed, and played with each other. Nyn sat close to the couple, using all her senses to drink in the couple’s affections.


  Asher pulled away from their kiss. He looked down on Elara as she heaved with desire. Her gaze held a dreamy haze as her body writhed under his.


  The lord moved down her feverish body. He gently wrapped his lips around her leaking nipple and sucked. Milk filled his mouth and spilled down his throat. Mana surged along his whole body, healing his soreness a little and causing his cock to throb for more.


  Elara touched Asher's head as he drank from her. She looked at him with loving eyes as he drank from her soul. His lips and tongue caused her to lactate more, wanting, needing to give him more of her loving soul. When he pulled away, she let out a soul crushing moan as her head fell back to the padded floor.


  Elara looked at nothing for a moment, lost to this haze of love. When a tongue slathered at her throbbing clit, she let out a yelp, followed by moan. Her thighs clamped onto the sides of his head as his entire mouth sucked on her elfhood. She moaned her pleasure as bodies gathered close. She cried out as his tongue punished her clit. He lapped at her honey and she felt his love for her taste. Another cry touched the air and hands touched her body. They caressed and squeezed her. Milk leaked from both nipples and mouths clamped down, drinking from her divine spring.


  Elara began to lose all sense of reality. The drink, Asher’s divine tongue, the heat of close bodies, mouths sucking at her nipples, and a deluge of silent love caused a tear to form at the corners of her eyes.


  When a woman leaned into the corner of her gaze. A sparrow chirped on the woman’s shoulder. Elara couldn’t describe her, but she felt her. When the motherly woman smiled and nodded, tears streamed from her eyes.


  There was a push along her entire body. Elara stared upwards with glassy eyes. When another pulse rippled out, explosions followed. Elara’s spirit was battered from all sides as magical explosions tore her to pieces.


  When the blinding bliss receded, her gaze returned to see Asher’s warm eyes and smile. He was over her, his manhood inches deep within her elfhood. Her throbbing womanhood matched that of her lover’s throbbing member.


  The elf threw arms around his neck and pulled. Asher was on the elf, his cock sinking to the hilt. The couple moaned as hot breath touched each other’s neck. Bodies betrayed each other as the rhythm between them grew. The tempo slowly increased as they held each other.


  Hands touched their writhing bodies. Loving eyes watched the couple.


  There were no words as bodies undulated into their intimate song. They continued as they felt the tension grow within one another. There was a spark, a heat flushing their senses. An unseen web formed around them and they moaned to its serene touch.


  Elara couldn’t hold back any longer. She let out a crooning moan to Asher’s thrusts.


  Asher heard her answer and he moaned with her.


  The couple continued to swim with soulful love and lust. When the tension reached its zenith, lips parted into hungry, needful moans.


  Elara’s body trembled hard as wetness surged and squirted. Inner explosions blinded her senses but not her need to hold her true lover. Her fingers dug into Asher’s back, keeping him close as his hip thrusts shook her entire body.


  Asher grunted again as thick spurts of seed flooded her inner world. He held her with his strong arms. She trembled against him and he held her a little tighter. He could feel her vice-like hold on his cock, squeezing and milking him. Senses tingled as he was hilt deep into his lover. Small points of pain flared across his back, but he didn’t care. He only cared if she was well.


  When Elara’s trembling began to fade, Asher loosened his hold on her and lifted his head enough to look into her eyes.


  There was no world beyond their connected gazes. Hearts sang their truths and loving affection caressed their souls.


  “I…” the couple said at the same time.


  Forest Water splashed on their bodies. Asher and Elara let out playful shouts and giggles. The lord rolled off Elara. The pair were on their backs as they looked up into loving, smiling faces. Each of them now had an empty cup in her hands.


  Blyss stood to the side, her yellow eyes filled with wicked, lustful intent.


  The goblin tilted her head as she smirked.


  “We demand more, but for now we must love the pair of hearts who brought our family together.”


  Asher eyed the goblin with an equal, wicked intent.


  “Yes, you must,” he said before he reached for her, grabbed her, and pulled her down.


  Blyss’s yellow eyes widened as she fell between the couple. Man and elf hugged the beautiful goblin as the rest of the family hugged them. Laughs and giggles filled the common room as their playful songs continued to sing into the long night.




  Chapter 12


  Speaking with the Neighbors    


  Asher opened his eyes to the glow of morning light. The first thing he saw was Elara lying next to him. The elf was wrapped in peaceful sleep. He reached over and touched her cheek. She didn’t stir, but others in their bed did.


  The lord lifted his head a little to find his bed filled with goblins. Blyss was hugging his back, while Keefa was hugging his leg. Paasha was hugging Blyss, while Nuha was hugging Keefa. Body heat made the bedchamber very warm. The goblins stirred by holding onto bodies and limbs tighter.


  Elara’s eyes fluttered open. When Asher looked at her again, she smiled with loving warmth.


  “I’m trapped. The goblins have me,” Asher whispered with amused eyes.


  “Too bad for you,” Elara murmured as she snuggled a little more into her pillow.


  “You would abandon me to them? They will do unspeakable things to me,” Asher said playfully.


  “Better them than me. I would have you drink from my fountain, collar you, and lead you around as my pet wolf. You would forever serve me, your elf queen of the wilds,” Elara said with a grin.


  Asher blinked. “What a life that would be.”


  The naked elf partially sat up and looked down on Asher with a warm gaze.


  Asher looked at her full breasts, suddenly feeling thirsty.


  Elara decided to play into his desires by touching underneath one of her nipples and giving it a gentle squeeze. Creamy drops of milk budded at her erect nipple. When a rivulet began to trace down the curvature of breast and dripped along the bottom, she let out a slow moan.


  “They are sooooo full. If only there was a handsome man who would suck on my nipple? They could relieve me in my time of need,” she said theatrically.


  Motivation struck like a hammer across Asher’s spirit. He grabbed the bed and pulled himself closer. The goblins held fast, weighing him down. Small waking murmurs filled the air, and a giggle followed.


  “So much milk,” Elara sighed as the rivulet thickened more.


  Asher crawled closer, dragging four goblins with him.


  Blyss lifted her head to see where they were being dragged. She grinned from big ear to big ear as Elara smiled at Asher’s attempts.


  Asher didn’t have a far distance to reach Elara’s leaking breast, but it felt like it to him.


  “Stop our Clan Father!” Blyss said loudly.


  The giggles and laughter rose as the goblins jammed their feet and elbows into the bed.


  “You will all pay!” Asher laughed.


  Elara watched as Asher’s lips were inches away from her leaking nipple.


  “Take it, my lord,” the elf said with a loving smile.


  Asher re-doubled his efforts, the goblins now pulling him back. With a giant heave, he took the goblins with him as his lips clamped on her erect nipple.


  The goblins let go with their laughter filling the air.


  Elara swept her hand around Asher’s head as he drank her mystical milk.


  “Well done,” she smiled as sensual pleasure warmed her cheeks.


  ***


  The morning moved quickly into the new day. The household was busy cleaning up after last night’s celebration. The blankets were gathered and the bed rolls were rolled up. The scent of cooking food filled the farmhouse. A feral hunger filled everyone under the roof, needing to replace energy from the previous night's festivities.


  The dining room was filled with hungry bodies and plates filled with different foods from flat cakes to salads to chunks of meat. Asher wolfed down his food, as did the goblins at the table. Elara and Nyn watched as they ate their food normally. Elves, especially mature elves, had the ability to control their appetites a little more frequently than the other races. The pair continued to eat, talk, and enjoy the feral feast taking place right next to them.


  Amber drank cup after cup of water. Her thirst was unmatched, fauns needing water more than food at times, especially after lengthy celebrations.


  Asher wiped the side of his mouth and stood up. He looked at his family with a full heart and sore muscles.


  “I have to visit Leaf-Cutter Farm and warn them of our little mage problem,” he announced.


  Elara glanced at Amber. The faun was chugging a cup of water when she glanced back at the elf and winked.


  Elara gave a subtle nod at the faun and looked at Asher with bright eyes and a warm smile.


  “I must go to the Wine Library. I will walk with you part of the way,” the beautiful elf said as she stood up.


  Asher’s heart beat a little faster, knowing he was going to enjoy some alone time with her.


  “Of course. Let’s get ready and be off,” the lord of Blackwood smiled.


  The couple left the dining room. They reached the common room and picked up leather jackets from pegs along the wall by the front door. Asher was sure to pick up his belt with his enchanted dagger. The threat loomed in the back of his mind and he never wished to be caught unprepared. He latched the belt around his waist and moved to Elara’s side. The elf wore a leather jacket with a white furry trim along the collar.


  Once they were ready, they stepped through the front door and into the sunny daylight.


  Birdsong filled the crisp air. A cool breeze swept through the valley, causing leaves on trees to flutter and wave. The world seemed to sigh in perfect contentment as a man and elf walked with a closed gate behind them. They started walking on a dirt road as sunlight illuminated the world.


  For a small moment, the couple said nothing as they walked. Their spirits danced in the blissful memories of last night, and this morning. But soon, their gaze took on hints of shadow. A memory boiled, crawled up their spirits and reached their lips.


  “I,” the pair said at the same time, and stopped.


  “Please, speak your mind,” Asher said warmly, but his eyes still held a shadow.


  Elara let out a small sigh.


  “I’m worried,” Elara said plainly.


  Asher nodded.


  “I fought mages before, and they are difficult to subdue,” Asher said.


  Elara tilted her head forward, shadows covering her eyes.


  “My love for you brought him here,” Elara said without saying Sontar’s name. “He is obsessed, but I know him, Asher. I don’t want him dead. I just want him to go away.”


  Elara kept her gaze low as she continued, “If he dies, the whole empire will investigate his disappearance. He’s well known throughout the province, and even the empire.


  “He is also powerful, and will not be caught off guard again.”


  Asher looked ahead, Elara’s words heavy on his heart.


  “I understand,” he said with a touch of frost.


  Elara shifted her gaze to her lover. Her hands reached for Asher’s shirt and curled her fingers in it. Her body smashed into his as tears welled along her oval eyes.


  The lord looked at her with sad eyes.


  “Asher Blackwood, you will hear me! You know I have fallen hopelessly in love with you and our family. I will do anything to protect us. If we must slay him, then I will ready our family to fight the empire! But do not think for one speck of time that I care more for anyone else than I do you! You’re my sunshine in the dark. You are the blood moving through my heart. You are the other half of my soul, the one I have searched all my life to find.”


  Asher stared at the beautiful mature elf and his heart wilted. A gleam of wetness touched his eyes and even a man who stared death in the eyes countless times couldn’t fight the tremble along his lip.


  Asher lifted a hand and cupped her cheek. Elara leaned into his hand, tears streaming down her face.


  “Elara Moonwhisper, my heart is bonded to yours, now and forever. You are my dreams made flesh. You are the loving whisper across my soul. You are my heart beat, knowing every moment of every day is more spectacular than the last.


  “I will fight the gods to ensure we remain bonded until the stars fall from the very skies.”


  The two embraced and became one on the road. Tears slipped down cheeks, a real fear touching their hearts. When they parted, they still had their hands on each other with foreheads touching.


  “I still have a few tricks that would cost him a hand, or limb?” Asher said softly.


  Elara laughed with tears in her eyes. She closed them, unable to hold back her amusement.


  The couple took slow, deep breaths. When they lifted their heads, they looked into each other’s eyes.


  “We will find a way to send him away forever,” Asher said with serious, loving eyes. “And maybe he will keep all his limbs, but I can’t promise anything.”


  Elara let out another soft laugh. She wiped tears from the corners of her eyes and tried to regain her composure.


  “Yes, I believe you,” she said as she stepped back a little.


  “If he appears, we cannot show that he may have the upper hand. We treat him as he appears, a nuisance,” Asher said.


  “Yes. His ego has always been his weakness but he is an elf of tireless dedication. It is why he has learned almost all the elemental spheres of magic. He is driven by his passions, and it would appear he thinks I am one of them.”


  Asher nodded. “I will let the others know about the danger. They may be able to aid us through this dark time.”


  Elara nodded and her features softened. A mischievous gleam filled her gaze as she looked at Asher.


  “When will you return to the estate?”


  “I’m not sure. I could be back in a few hours or tomorrow morning,” Asher said with a small smirk. “Verda has expressed how much she misses the farm and us.”


  “Then tomorrow it will be,” Elara smiled. “I know you can’t resist anyone’s pining.”


  Asher’s smile faded a little.


  “I should come right back. What if he appears?”


  Elara held her chin high. “We will be fine. I have a squad of goblins, a mystical elf, an alchemist faun, and a giant at my side. If I know Sontar, he will only make strategic moves when it benefits him the most. I also know his ego. He would want you there to see what designs he unleashes.”


  Asher nodded. “I will follow my heart. If I get a sense on the air, I will rush home to defend your heart and our family.”


  “I know you will,” Elara said with a sly smile.


  Asher put his hand out to town. “Shall we?”


  “Yes,” Elara said with regal flair as she curled her arm around Asher’s arm.


  The couple walked on toward town, courage in their hearts.


  ***


  Asher saw Elara to her shop. People were gathered around him, eager to get into the Wine Library and continue their reads over glasses of wine.


  The elf opened the front door and beckoned her regulars in. She shifted her gaze to Asher and blew him a kiss.


  The former adventurer blew her kiss as he kept walking east.


  Asher barely made it fifty feet when he heard someone shouting from behind.


  “Lord Blackwood! Lord Blackwood!” Nadia said as she ran, her glasses flopping against her face.


  Asher turned to her with a smile, and the bookshop owner crashed into his chest. He quickly grabbed her as he stumbled back a step and helped her to stay standing.


  “Forgive me for shouting, and crashing,” she said.


  “Nothing to forgive. Also, you know you can simply call me Asher.”


  Nadia looked him up and down as she regained her composure.


  “Lord Blackwood is sexier,” she said as she glanced around shyly.


  “Of course,” Asher said with understanding eyes. “How can I help my lovely lady of books?”


  Nadia leaned a little closer to him, pressing her fingers to his chest and her lips very close to his.


  “Keep saying things like that and I may drag you back to my shop for some naughty fun.”


  “You know you never need a reason for that,” Asher smirked.


  “Lord Blackwood,” Nadia said as she fanned her neck. “As much as I would continue this lovely banter, I wanted to know if you needed any help on the farm? I’m closing my shop for a much-needed rest. The stress tires me out frequently.”


  Nadia moved her lips to his ear, “I could use a nice soak in your pond, or maybe a collar around my neck. I’ve had so many wicked thoughts and I think I need to be punished,” the last word coming out like a slow, seductive moan.


  Asher knew Nadia didn’t know the circumstances with Sontar. After what happened with the druid and the attack on the farm, she would not be pleased to hear of a new threat. He had to think of a way to keep her busy before she came back the estate.


  “Punishment? Yes, I think you do need to be taught several lessons. Unfortunately, I must visit the Leaf-Cutter Farm for the day, and perhaps the night. There are things I must attend to at the estate as well. It has taken up much of my time, and I don’t wish to be distracted when you come over.”


  Nadia wilted with sad eyes


  Asher stood over Nadia and moved his lips close to her ear.


  “I can sense your wickedness like a poison in the air. I will have to be extra strict with you. Perhaps a little humiliation? Or maybe some spankings may be in order? Who knows? I may have to search your entire body and apply my special ointment to cure you of these maladies. It will take us some time but I know how to draw the poison from you, letting it leak from your body as it is cleansed. When I call for you, you will come,” he said with a dark voice.


  Nadia’s breathing quickened as her eyes nearly rolled into her head. She reached one hand up and touched his strong chest. She shuddered and took a sharp gasp.


  Asher pulled his head back just enough to see a hot pink flooding her pale features.


  “Yes,” she moaned before she could correct herself. “I trust your process. I will await your call,” she said with a breathy tone.


  “Good girl,” Asher said with a confident smile. “But I must be off. I will see you when I have time to dedicate to your needs, and my own,” he said as he took her hand, lifted it, and kissed the back of it.


  Nadia was stunned as she didn’t blink.


  Asher bid her farewell, turned, and marched eastward.


  Nadia watched him, her heart thudding in her chest as her wild imagination splashed along her soul.


  “I’m your good girl,” Nadia whispered to the breeze.




  Chapter 13


  Buggy Invader    


  The Leaf-Cutter Farm appeared as Asher remembered it. Weathered white walls, green roof and a strength that could not be put into words. He approached the front door, a calm flowing over him as he lifted his fist to knock. He knocked twice before he heard the footsteps of someone rapidly approaching the door from the other side.


  The door swung open. Asher visually drank in the beautiful woman with wide eyes, happy smile, long gray-white hair with some feathers along it.


  Verda gasped before she embraced Asher so quickly, she caused him to take a step back and steady himself.


  The owl-shifter snuggled to his neck, her arms under his shoulders. She held him tight as a sigh left her lips.


  “Asher,” she whispered like his name was a magical word on the wind.


  The lord held the owl-shifter to him, his hand moving up and touching the back of her head, keeping her to his neck.


  “My wonderful Verda,” Asher said with an equally mystical edge to his tone.


  For a long moment the pair held each other in silence.


  When they pulled apart, Verda kept her happy gaze.


  “How has farm life been for you and the others?” Asher asked.


  Verda’s happy gaze dimmed. “It’s wonderful and different. It’s not the same as the Blackwood Estate.”


  Verda put her hands behind her and looked at Asher with wicked eyes.


  “It’s all work and no play,” she said, the last word coming out with a seductive twist.


  Asher couldn’t fight the gravity of her deep cleavage. She was wearing a black robe, but the front wasn’t as buttoned up as the rest. Pale flesh glowed in the daylight, and Asher’s hand twitched, fighting off the urge to simply grab her.


  With the might of a demi-god, Asher lifted his gaze to meet Verda’s silver-gray eyes.


  “Where are the others?”


  “They are trying to find a xykk that has been eating some of our crops,” she said with a deadpan tone.


  Asher’s eyes widened. Xykks were humanoid insects that plague farmlands from time to time. They have carapace armor, four arms, two legs, and transparent wings.


  If a xykk is lurking about, it may be trying to look for a spot for a queen to create a colony!


  Asher glanced to his left. Strawberry bushes and cauliflower bulbs stretching across the field as far as the eye could see.       


  Lord Blackwood put his hand on his sheathed enchanted dagger and rushed toward the fields.


  “They can handle it!” Verda yelled.


  When the owl-shifter saw Asher’s determined walk, she let out a huff and followed.


  Asher entered the field with sharp senses. His gaze drank in the bushes and leafy bulbs. A breeze touched his sensitive ears. He scanned the lush crops trying to find any hint of movement. When he saw three figures in the distance, he bolted in their direction.


  The former ranger made long strides across the field. He drew his dagger, a small shimmer gleaming off the blade. Each footfall drew him closer and when he reached the trio, chaos stormed.


  Kimi swung a sword at the seven-foot-tall insect humanoid. The xykk dodged her swings easily, sometimes stepping just out of her range. Its antenna twitched to each of her swings, like it knew each one before they happened.


  To the side, Alma aimed a pitchfork at the xykk, but did not attempt to stab it. A war of emotions played out along her face, unsure if she should stab the creature or hoped it had enough and would fly away.


  “Rrrrrrr!” Kimi shouted in frustration as fur sprouted along her entire form.


  The xykk watched with unblinking yellow insect eyes, the red-haired woman turning feral before him.


  Kim threw the sword down and launched at the creature. As she barreled at it, two arms swung out at her. Hard insect claws slashed across Kimi’s furry cheek and her chest. The pain was minimal as the fox-shifter made a long swipe with her claws, severing the arm that slashed across her face.


  Foul yellow liquid spurted from a stump as the xykk pressed its attack. Its remaining three clawed hands pulled back to unleash a storm of attacks. Alma saw Kimi’s blood, her friend hurt. The uni-goat shifter let out a mighty roar as she heaved back her pitchfork, ready to impale the monster that hurt her friend. But she didn’t follow through as a blur reached the xykk.


  In one smooth strike, Asher swung his arm up with power as his enchanted dagger stabbed under the xykk’s head. The blade penetrated the carapace skull, the point stabbing upwards and through its small brain.


  Yellow blood spurted as Asher drew back his arm with the dagger and slammed his boot into the creature’s midsection. The xykk folded as it was launched backwards and hit the ground.


  Verda had reached them, her gaze filled with horror as the xykk turned onto its side, trying to stand up again.


  Asher whipped around the fallen creature and slammed his boot against its back. The xykk landed chest to the ground, yellow blood still spurting from under its chin.


  “Why is it still moving?” Verda asked as Asher took his dagger and stabbed it in the lower spine.


  Yellow blood blasted Asher’s face, chest, and stomach, his dagger to the hilt in the xykk’s lower back.


  The xykk instantly wilted. The glow in its yellow eyes faded away.


  Asher stood up with a clear yellowy substance covering his front and dripping down his body. He used the top of his wrist to wipe away the yellow blood from his eyes.


  All three pairs of eyes were on him.


  “Xykks have a second brain in their lower back. That’s how they keep fighting after their heads are damaged,” Asher said like a weathered veteran.


  The trio watched in disbelief as he knelt and pointed to parts of the yellow bloodied carapace.


  “You see here and here, this xykk was only lightly armored, which means he’s a scout. It’s a good thing we killed him. If he went back to his queen, they would have set up a new queen here in the valley.”


  Asher’s eyes took a faraway stare. Memories haunted him of fighting dozens of these monsters at different times during his adventures. The Xykk were monsters every adventurer knew. They also knew how to kill them after their first encounters with them. The Xykk are strong and tenacious but predictable in some ways.


  Unlike our mage problem. Sontar is an enemy I never wished to encounter ever again. I lost too many friends to mad mages bent on their lust for power. No. He will regret coming to our lands. Our home.


  “Asher, are you okay?” Verda said as she bent down a little and touched his shoulder.


  Asher woke up from his dark dream. A forced small smile appeared across his lips as he stood up. He saw the worry in all their eyes as they surrounded him on three sides. Kimi had returned to her normal, the bloody marks already healing from her powerful regeneration.


  “May we speak inside?” the man said as he regained his mind and composure.


  ***


  “And that is why we have a mage problem,” Asher said as he finished explaining about Sontar.


  There was no surprise in the trio’s eyes. Only a soft resignation.


  Asher sat with Alma, Kimi, and Verda on the common room floor. The four were covered in dirt and xykk blood, especially Asher. The foul xykk ichor dripped on the wood floor with a dreary scent.


  Asher continued, “I only came out here to warn the three of you. I didn’t expect a xykk problem when I arrived.”


  “We were handling it,” Kimi said a little sternly. “I had the creature.”


  Asher nodded and smiled. He knew Kimi’s pride was bigger than the whole valley.


  The fox-shifter’s eyes softened, almost like she caught her pride getting in the way of her generous guest.


  “But I am grateful you arrived when you did and ended the threat. I thank you, Lord Blackwood,” she said with a small bow of her head.


  Asher bowed his head to her. “Thank you for allowing me to do the dirty work. I would hate to see xykk blood on three of the valley's beautiful women. It does stick a little,” he said with a smile and pulling a little at his dripping shirt.


  Kimi stood up, her fluffy tail swishing from side to side behind her.


  “Alma, get the buckets. Verda and I will get water from the well. I think we have a spare robe for Lord Blackwood as we wash his clothes,” Kimi ordered.


  Asher stood up. “Don’t worry about me. I can walk back and get myself cleaned,” he offered with a sincere tone.


  Kimi shook her head, her pointed ears up. “No. You did us a favor by killing the xykk. We must repay your efforts.”


  The fox-shifter showed a small smirk as she stared into Asher’s eyes.


  “This isn’t some feigned attempt to keep you here to ourselves. Just a little courtesy for everything you have and continue to do for us. I know how it is at the Blackwood Estate. We are running things a little differently here. We earn our peace through hard work and kindness.”


  Alma and Verda nodded with sad eyes.


  “We have a guest room you can stay in for the night. Your clothes should be dry by morning.”


  Asher nodded.


  “Let’s go,” Kimi ordered and made for the kitchen beside the common room, and then for the door leading outside.


  Alma followed without looking back. Her head was tilted forward and to Asher it seemed her golden horn had lost a little of its luster.


  Verda moved to Asher’s side, her lips close to his ear.


  “Not I, Lord Blackwood. I will make sure our home is just as warm and inviting as your home,” she said with a wry, seductive confidence. The once shy owl-shifter had become a different person to the lord of Blackwood.


  Verda stepped past Asher and made for the door, following her fellow farm sisters.


  “I seem to be in danger,” Asher chuckled to himself.




  Chapter 14


  Unveiling Truths    


  The bathwater was hot. Steam rose up like ghostly tendrils. Asher laid back in the large tub, soaking in the soothing heat.


  The first thing he noticed was how quiet it was on the Leaf-Cutter Farm. His home was filled with all kinds of movement, talking, and the occasional laughter. But here, he could hear a pin drop.


  Intrusions during bath-time happened often enough to be expected. It had become such a regular occurrence, he thought it would happen tonight. Especially after Verda’s parting words to him.


  Kimi had come back to Asher, telling him the tub was being filled. She left a towel and a robe for him to wear once he was finished. The fox-shifter appeared a little cross, but wasn’t rude to him. Asher thanked her and she left in a hurry.


  The warm water continued to relax him further. His body was clean of the xykk’s strange blood and gory bits. But the longer he lingered in the tub the greater the concern he had for everyone living under this roof. Verda’s words haunted the back of his mind, she telling him when they met, the current farm they resided in was not like his home.


  Time dripped until Asher felt compelled to leave the warm waters and retire to the guest room. He stepped out of the tub, water dripping off his arms. He grabbed a towel and began drying himself, his mind shifting to the threat looming over Elara, and his family.


  Thoughts bled deeper into his memories, he and his fellowship taking on mad mages and powerful witches. They often took over dungeons in faraway places, eager to practice twisted and unnatural magic. The World Quake had shattered not only kingdoms and empires, but also the sanity of many. The quake that destroyed the world had left behind a madness of never returning to how it was. Generations of hopelessness caused many to question the futile efforts of regaining what they lost in this new world. They thought this would be the chance to remake it to their small, personal visions.


  Asher’s fellowship was among many fellowships that fought crafted monstrosities and chaotic abominations. They fought cults of primal and alien gods, ready to feast on what was left of Valoria.


  When Asher reached his room, he ruminated on how a well-placed arrow shot would disable a mage easily. But the dangerous mages and witches had protections against such simple trickery. They would use mystical barriers to protect them and spells that could level homes in an instant. Sontar was a powerful and intelligent mage, and Asher had small doubts he could take him if, or when, the moment arose.


  Asher closed the door to the room and walked over to the side of the bed. He sat on the edge, his thoughts lost to imagined moments of the elf mage hurting his family and especially his beloved.


  A knock at the door woke him from his thoughts.


  “Come in,” Asher said as he turned and looked at the door.


  The door opened and Kimi stepped in.


  The fox-shifter’s ears sagged. Her large, fluffy tail dragged on the floor. Shadows touched her dark eyes as she closed the door behind her. She wore a black robe, and in her hand was a purple violet.


  Asher couldn’t hide the surprise in his gaze. He stood like a frozen statue, unsure why of all the people in this home, she would be here?


  “I came to talk,” Kimi said as she remained at the entrance of the guestroom.


  “Of course,” Asher said as he glanced around for a place they could sit.


  The room was a medium size. It wasn’t anything fancy. There was a lantern on a nightstand, a chair, a dresser, and a closet.


  “We can sit on the bed,” Kimi said softly.


  Asher simply sat down on the edge by the pillows. Kimi walked over and sat on the same side but at the other end of the bed.


  There was a small silence as Kimi looked down with a darkness in her eyes. Asher was silent, unsure why she was here. He did sense an intention from the fox-shifter, but it wasn’t anything seductive or lewd. He could sense it was something else.


  The shifter sighed.


  “I have been rude and terrible to you and I wanted to apologize.”


  Kimi lifted her arm with the violet in her hand to Asher.


  “You have been nothing but kind, generous, thoughtful, and honorable. I thought you were leading some kind of lust cult, just for your pleasure. I thought every woman there on the estate was your toy to play with.


  “I vowed I would never become your deviant disciple.


  “When Verda had fallen for you, I thought you put a spell on her, just like the others. But in small moments, I heard things I didn’t understand. How happy Elara was to open her own shop. How the goblins spoke about you endlessly with joy in their voices. How Amber loved her work, and how much she adored you.”


  Kimi turned her sad gaze to Asher, still holding out the flower.


  “Hearing and seeing Nyn’s joy after she published her first book, my perception of your farm had begun to change.”


  Asher reached up and gently took the violet from Kimi’s outstretched hand. He put the flower to his nose and took a deep inhale. The scent was magical as it tickled his senses.


  Kimi brought her arm back and put her hand on her lap.


  “You helped us by giving us sanctuary. You helped us with being accepted in Mist Valley. You allowed us to not only reside in this farmhouse, but gave us a path to earn it for ourselves. You have been good to us, and I was still angry because I thought it was all a trick.”


  Kimi looked away. “And now, I fear Verda and Alma will leave because they have no true reason to stay here, with me.”


  “Making a comfortable home takes time,” Asher said, trying to lift her spirits a little.


  Kimi let out a sad laugh.


  “I know I’m difficult at times. I want to work to make things better, for all of us.”


  “Do I need to become a jerk to them, to show how good they have it with you?”


  Kimi let out an amused laugh. She lifted her face up and stared at nothing.


  “We both know you can’t do that.”


  “If you want to know what I think, I think you’re being too hard on yourself. Mist Valley has a way of relaxing one’s soul, if you let it.”


  Kimi turned her face to lord Blackwood with a small smile.


  “You really are a good person,” she said with a soft tone.


  Asher gave her a small smile.


  “We’ve all gone through experiences that change us. I know you, Verda, and Alma have had difficult times trying to find a home. I had a hard time letting go of my adventurer days and fully embracing this life.”


  Asher let out a sigh of his own.


  “But even out here in this cozy valley, some evil or darkness appears to try and ruin it, but we defeat them and keep on living this beautiful life. Don’t let the bad stuff consume you. Allow the good stuff to stay awhile and enjoy it.”


  Kimi looked away.


  Asher continued, “Kimi, don’t feel bad for being strong. Don’t feel bad for being resilient. And most of all, don’t feel bad for having weak moments. You are incredible for what you are trying to do, make a true home.


  “And always remember, you are part of our family. We will be there for you, through the hard times and the good times.”


  Kimi’s gaze shifted as she stared at Asher.


  The lord felt it, knew it from experience. A match was lit and it pulled at both their spirits.


  A heat filled the fox-shifter’s pale cheeks. She lifted her hand and scratched at the side of her neck. Her eyes took in a deepening hunger as she didn’t blink.


  “Kimi?” Asher said, unsure if she was going to attack him.


  “We’re friends, right?” Kimi said as she turned to him on the bed but stayed at her end.


  “Yes, of course,” Asher said as he noticed her breathing quicken a little.


  Kimi’s fluffy tail shuddered as restlessness filled her entire body. She began moving a little at a time, shifting from side to side. She glanced at Asher and then at the door like she was going to run.


  “Kimi, are you well?” Asher asked with concerned eyes.


  “I’m sorry Lord Blackwood. I’m trying to…fight it,” she said as the restlessness only grew.


  Asher had an idea of what she meant. He remembered seeing normal foxes at a distance when they mated. It was interesting to see them play, but he did notice one would always become restless while the other would woo her by being close.


  Asher moved across the bed and sat beside Kimi. The fox-shifter looked at him with hungry but questioning eyes.


  “We are okay,” Asher said with words that came away with a deeper meaning.


  Kimi threw her arms around the lord, hugging him tight. Asher hugged her back as her tail curled around them.


  For a time, they simply held each other. A warmth grew and Kimi’s restlessness began to slowly subside.


  “Verda tells me everything,” Kimi whispered into Asher’s ear.


  “Is that so?” Asher chuckled.


  Kimi snuggled to his neck, pressing her body to his.


  “Please be gentle,” Kimi whispered.


  Asher hugged her a little tighter.


  A tension began to vibrate between them. A silent knowledge and understanding filled the pair. When they pulled apart a little, they looked into each other’s eyes with a dreamy heat.


  Asher couldn’t resist acting first. His hand glided up her side until part of his palm touched her covered breast. Kimi looked into Asher’s eyes as his hand turned and took hold of her top. He pulled it down a little, her pale breast free of her loose robe. The shifter’s eyes glimmered as Asher’s touch caused the tendrils of heat to grow hotter.


  Kimi pulled away from Asher, stood up and faced him. She took hold of her robe and pulled it open. She looked to the side as it slid from her shoulders and fell into a puddle around her clawed feet.


  The lord of Blackwood visually drank in her beauty. Reddish fur covered parts of her outer forearms and shins. Her tail was low. Pale skin glowed in the dim light. She was fit and strong but he could see the tenderness in her spirit. He couldn’t help himself as he took note of her round, full breasts, and erect brown nipples. She had a flame of red hair above her womanhood. A wetness gleamed as a drop slipped down her inner thigh.


  Asher stood up, placed the flower on the nightstand, and opened his robe. He let it slide off his strong shoulders and puddle around his feet.


  Kimi looked at the lord of Blackwood. Her gaze traced over his strong, muscular body. When her gaze fell to his thickening member, she lifted her gaze to meet his.


  “She was telling the truth,” Kimi said with a breathy whisper.


  Asher watched the fox-shifter as shyness took hold. In one smooth move, he slipped his arms around her and lifted her off her feet. Kimi’s eyes widened before a laugh escaped her lips. Asher turned around and gently placed her down on the wide bed.


  When he slipped his arms from under her he noticed the heat in her cheeks and upper chest. A sultry exhale filled the air as the lord climbed onto the bed. He moved until he was over her. His cock stiffened enough for the end to gently touch her wet slit.


  Kimi let out a heated gasp as she looked into Asher’s eyes.


  The lord knew what she needed and he was more than willing to give it to her.


  Kimi watched as Asher moved down until his head was between her parted legs. Asher laid on his stomach as he enjoyed her scent. He took her legs and put them over his shoulders.


  Kimi let out a small yelp as fear and heat grew in her eyes. When the lord of Blackwood lowered his mouth and clamped his mouth onto her womanhood, she let out another small yelp, followed by a soft gasp.


  Kimi’s eyes and body relaxed. Heat glowed along her chest as Asher’s tongue made tender, arcane movements. His lips pressed down like he was eating a grand meal. When his tongue touched her engorged clit, she let out a weak moan. Eyes half closed as she further surrendered to his exploration. A different tension grew slowly as she fell into a mystical trance.


  For Asher, he relished her taste. His tongue gently slathered along her clit and explored her thin entrance. He wrapped his arms around her thighs, keeping them parted enough for him to move around. Fingertips pressed into her warm inner thighs as his tongue continued to lash at her pearl.


  Kimi began to writhe a little at a time. She grabbed at the blanket, bunching it up in both hands. Her hips moved of their own accord, writhing against the man’s mouth and tongue. A memory slipped along her mind, telling herself she would never let this man touch her, ever. Now that he has, it only added to the heat of the moment. She let out a loud gasp as nerves tightened.


  Asher’s cheeks and chin were wet with Kimi’s lust. He kept his face buried between her thighs, wanting Kimi to know pleasure once again. The tension grew stronger as her thighs tried to clamp onto his head. The lord kept them apart just enough. He knew when he was going to let go when the moment was right.


  Intimate moans and gasps floated like a song in the mist. Kimi found it difficult to control the sounds, or even her body. The siren calls of release only grew louder and she could no longer ignore it.


  “Ash,” was all Kimi could say before she was engulfed in bright, inner explosions.


  Asher kept to task as her taste changed. A thigh shuddered before a long moan filled the air. In that moment, Asher let go of her thighs and they slammed onto the sides of his head, keeping his head between them. He continued to slather and lick at her as one thigh trembled hard. In an instant her hips bucked and he had to hold her down.


  Kimi’s eyes rolled into her head as a river of bliss slammed into her. She lost all sense of self as she tumbled through the warm river. Nerves continued to explode as she couldn’t control herself.


  Wetness surged and squirted. Asher was drowning in her waters, yet he held fast.


  With time, the buzzing sensations cooled. Kimi let out a sigh as she basked in the afterglow.


  Asher lifted his head from between her thighs, drops of lust dripping off his strong chin. He saw that Kimi was still lost to pleasure’s embrace. He knew for all her toughness she did have a gentle side. Considering their conversation, he also knew she wanted something a little more.


  The lord crawled over the murmuring shifter.


  Kimi was lost to worlds of pleasure, her lips moving and odd happy sounds filling her throat. When she felt something big touch her, she opened her eyes to see Asher above her with a heated gaze of his own.


  “You’re doing so great,” he whispered with positive words, his hips moving a little.


  Kimi’s eyes slowly widened as she felt the head of his thick cock against her dripping slit. Her fluffy tail coiled around his lower back as he gently pushed a little more. Her valley entrance widened and she grasped at the blankets again.


  “Such a beautiful body,” Asher said as he touched her side and ran his fingers along her smooth skin.


  Kimi let out a heated moan as Asher’s monster cock penetrated her. Her breathing quickened as his throbbing manhood invaded her inner world an inch at a time.


  “I will take it slow. I like your tight cunt,” he said with a loving whisper.


  Kimi’s eyes rolled into her head a little. His words and cock breaking her down an inch at a time. The feel of his breath touching her chest caused her heart to pump faster. The thick serpent connecting them caused her to tighten her full hands.


  “It’s okay. I promise everything will feel much better,” Asher said with his own seductive whisper as confidence filled his eyes.


  Kimi couldn’t deny it any longer. Her body instantly relaxed, letting his slow penetration continue. When he reached the hilt, her arms and legs shot up and around the lord, slamming him down onto her.


  Kimi made strange moans as she held Asher to her. She whispered nothings and nonsense as she felt herself slowly adjust to his size.


  Asher was gentle as he cupped her breast up and brought his head down. He closed his mouth around her nipple. When he licked and sucked at it, Kimi’s whole-body writhed to the tantalizing sensations. She moaned as Asher’s hips moved slowly. He barely pulled back before he pushed in with a rhythmic motion.


  The door to the room opened. Verda looked in and grinned as she watched the pair enjoy the sensual delights together. The robed owl-shifter stepped in and closed the door behind her.


  Moans sang as Verda let her robe fall to the floor. She approached the bed with a smile, watching Asher’s strong back and hips work.


  Asher pulled away from Kimi’s nipple and glanced over as Verda climbed onto the bed next to them. His hips continued to push into Kimi’s tight slit as she squeezed him with every thrust.


  Kimi let out another moan as she looked over to friend. Kimi let go of Asher and held out one hand. Verda took hold of it, her fingers slipping between Kimi’s fingers.


  The pair held hands as Asher continued to thrust gently.


  “I love you, my sister,” Kimi said with dreamy eyes.


  “I love you too,” Verda smiled as her hand touched Asher’s back. “I told you,” She giggled.


  Kimi tried to answer but another deep moan escaped her lips. Thick veiny inches appeared and disappeared between parted thighs.


  Kimi’s eyes fluttered as her nerves tightened. The tension within started to grow with each tender thrust. She flattened her ears and snuggled to Asher’s neck. The tempo grew and she tightened her grip to Verda’s hand. Verda smiled warmly as she watched the pair moving closer to climax.


  “I’m,” Asher said as the urge began to blind his senses.


  In a tender, heated moment, Kimi surrendered to the lord and her friend at once.


  “Come in me, my friend,” she said with a loving whisper.


  Asher’s growl turned into a groan as he thrusted to the hilt.


  Thick ropes of seed flooded Kimi’s inner world. The shifter let out a soft cry as her toes curled. Her inner walls were pushed to the limit as Asher’s member thickened. Spurts of seed continued to flood her thin inner world. Her own orgasms joined his as their bodies shuddered, writhed, and moved with deepening affections.


  Asher’s hips kept moving slowly. He could feel honey and seed dripping from their connection. He looked at Kimi, the shifter twitching and mumbling sweet nothings.


  “She has always done that,” Verda smiled as she squeezed Kimi’s hand and then let go. “It’s like she is whispering secrets and love to her hidden self.”


  The lord pulled his wet cock from the passed-out Kimi. He looked at her with loving eyes as she continued to murmur and whisper with closed eyes.


  Verda grabbed Asher’s arm and pulled it. The lord fell toward her and found himself on his back next to Kimi. Verda grabbed his wet half hard cock and began to stroke him slowly.


  Asher curled his arm around Verda’s shoulders as she laid her head on his chest. She looked down at his cock as she stroked it.


  “She told me you’ve told her a lot about me,” Asher said.


  Verda lifted her head and snuggled to his neck. She stroked his thickening shaft with a slow, tight grasp.


  “She’s my best friend,” Verda said softly.


  The owl-shifter lifted her head and looked Asher in the eyes.


  “And you are my friend, and my master. I love you both,” Verda said with warm affection.


  Asher smiled and nodded.


  “Master wants to go again. Sit on my lap like a good girl.”


  Verda was up and straddled his waist. She grabbed his now hard member and touched it to her dripping slit. Without a word, she slowly impaled herself on him. When she reached the hilt, her hands were on his chest.


  “I love being your good girl,” Verda said with a seductive whisper as her hips rose and fell with slow tempo.


  Asher touched her hip as she moved slowly. He looked up to her as she let out her own soft moans. Her large breasts bounced with each slow movement of her hips.


  Pleasure bloomed, but as delightful as these moments were, a shadow lingered in the back of Asher’s mind. He focused on Verda but something crawled under his skin, and he knew something had to be done before it was all too late.




  Chapter 15


  A Play of Dreams    


  A thirst woke Asher from chaotic dreams. He slowly sat up. A small light glowed along the edges of the bedroom curtains, signaling a new day.


  Asher rubbed his throat as he looked down as Verda and Kimi slept in each other’s arms. Memories splashed on his waking mind, how they explored and played with each other much of the night. Kimi was ravenous as she quickly shoved Verda off him several times, much to Verda’s giggling laughter. After each barrage of orgasms, she would dwell in ecstasy’s bliss while Verda attacked him once again. It went on for so long, they all passed out in exhausted slumber.


  As much fun as it was to the lord of Blackwood, he was awake and needed some water.


  Asher slipped out of bed. He grabbed his robe and swung it around onto his shoulders. Arms slipped into sleeves and he tied the middle. He left the bedchamber and entered the quiet and still house.


  The lord knew his way around the home, so he gingerly made his way to the kitchen. He grabbed a wood mug from a cabinet and turned on the water crystal in the sink. He filled his mug to the top. When he tapped the blue crystal to stop, he turned around and nearly spilled his drink in surprise.


  Alma was on the couch in the adjoining room. She was drinking hot tea as she glanced over to Asher. She was wearing a robe as well.


  Asher walked over to the uni-goat shifter. He drank his water as he sat down beside her.


  The pair sat and stared out through the door windows that led out to the crops. They said nothing as the light of the new day bloomed brighter with each passing moment.


  Clouds drifted along against the blue sky when it was Alma who broke the silence.


  “It sounded like you had a great time last night,” Alma said plainly.


  Asher simply nodded and sipped his water.


  Light glowed along her golden horn sticking out of her forehead.


  “I miss the estate,” Alma confessed, “but I know I have to be here to keep Kimi and Verda from killing each other.”


  “How long do you think that will take?”


  Alma continued to stare at the brightening sky. “Too long.”


  “They are adults. They will be fine on their own,” Asher said.


  There was a silence between them for a long moment before Asher spoke again.


  “You are always welcome to come back to your true home anytime you wish.”


  A small smile appeared along Alma’s lips before she nodded again.


  The pair sat in comfortable silence as they watched the morning light continue to fill the valley.


  ***


  Sunlight bathed the world in subtle brilliance. The lord of Blackwood walked toward his home in the distance with a small smile across his features.


  In the time he took to walk home, his mind swirled with his mage dilemma. It was well understood that Sontar was no idle threat, but Asher reminded himself that he had gone against witches, mad mages, and even liches. His skills were well-rounded in that way because he had experience on his side. Despite trusting his own skills, he needed to know more about the mage so he and his family could provide the best defense.


  Asher made his way to the front gate and opened it. He stepped onto his property as he closed the gate behind him. He made his way to the stairs, but as he stepped onto the porch, the front door opened.


  Elara stood in a white dress. It adhered to her body like a second skin. A plunging neckline revealed her inner breasts to her world as he stepped closer to her.


  Asher was stunned by her beauty. When he reached the mature elf, his hand wrapped around her and touched the small of her back. He put his other hand on her before they turned and dipped. Elara let out a happy laugh as she clung to her strong lover. With a quick pull, the elf and man were standing facing each other, hands on each other’s hips.


  “What did I do to deserve your well-dressed radiant beauty on this fine morning?” Asher asked.


  “It’s what you haven’t done yet,” Elara said with a wry smile before glancing to the side.


  Asher followed her glance to their family in the common room. They looked at him with bright eyes and smiles. They were all dressed in beautiful clothes like they were attending a fancy ball.


  Asher and Elara stepped in and closed the door behind them. The lord’s gaze fell onto a table with eight potions and eight stones before each potion. Even at a small distance he saw runes carved onto each smooth stone. He then looked at the glowing faces of those present. Amber wore an autumn brown dress that showed her cleavage and the hem was down to her ankles. Nyn wore a summer blue dress, the hem to her knees. Blyss and Paasha wore black dresses down to their ankles. They both bowed their heads to Asher and Elara with warm smiles.


  Nuha and Keefa wore yellow dresses. Nuha looked uncomfortable but kept her warm smile. Keefa didn’t smile, but instead looked away in deep shyness.


  When Asher turned his gaze to Brynda, his heartbeat quickened. The giant woman wore red, but the dress hugged all her curves. She looked at Asher with curious love in her eyes as she couldn’t stop the rush of heat to her pale cheeks.


  Every woman stood with enough body heat to warm their home for a thousand years.


  “A new play,” Asher said, figuring it out from the potion bottles and their combined attention on him.


  Amber stepped closer on cloven feet and stood before Asher with bright eyes.


  “I designed a play and everyone agreed to participate in it. The details have been worked out and all we needed was you,” the faun slowly blinked.


  “I’m interested. Please, continue,” Asher smiled.


  Amber swept her arm over the potion bottles and stones on the table. The potion bottles were alike with a light blue color glass and a creamy white liquid within each one.




  
  
  




  The faun continued, “With the discussions about children and babies, I thought it would be fun if you bred with all of us but didn’t know who was going to carry and birth the next generation. So, let me introduce you to the play.


  “In each of these bottles is a liquid that may, or may not, aid our wombs for your robust seed. We all know that Moon Tea and the elixirs suppress the ability to have children, but I have studied a few tomes in the alchemy library downstairs and found recipes for making it far easier to have a child or children.


  “The play is simple. Each of us in the household will drink the potions on the table. Some of them have the fertility concoction and the others won’t. We will each take a carved stone from the table next to the potion we drank.


  “To find out who took the fertility potions, you must win each stone from us by taking us to breed in a specific way. You know us well enough to figure it out but let’s enjoy the chase.


  “Once you have successfully bred us in the hidden way we wish to be bred, you will earn a stone from us. After you have acquired all eight stones, only then do we tell you who took the fertility potion and who did not.”


  Asher nodded as he rubbed his chin. The thought of heirs circled his mind for a time, and yet, Amber helped to make the moment happen much sooner than he anticipated. In the back of his mind, he thought to ask each of them to stop taking the elixir and see where nature took them but this way made it much more memorable, true to their sensual antics.


  Asher's smile grew as he looked at each of them in term. He felt their souls against his and the thought of having children blinded him with joy.


  “Let’s do it,” Asher laughed.


  The smiles around him grew wider. Hands reached for potions with one hand and picked up the corresponding stone with the other. The gathered women stood with the potions to their chests. They looked at Asher as he looked at them.


  “It brings me great joy to be part of this play. I look forward to a long life together, and for our heirs to bring a new kind of joy to all of us,” Asher said with love and passion to his tone.


  The gathered women of his life lifted each of their potions.


  Asher watched with wondrous and loving eyes as they all drank each of their potions at once. They drank each potion to the last drop. When they finished, they placed the potions on the table.


  Asher let out an enthusiastic laugh as the eight women mobbed him. He held onto Elara as everyone held onto them both. The elation glowed along their senses. A tear streaked down Blyss’s green cheek. Brynda sniffled as she embraced everyone with her long, strong arms. Amber cuddled against the man and elf, a sigh dripping from her lips. Nyn was silent as she held onto her best friends. The goblins clung onto the group like they never wanted to part.


  When the embrace loosened, everyone stood with a romantic glow in their eyes.


  Asher wanted nothing more than to indulge in the moment, but there was something that had to be done.


  The lord took Elara’s hand into his.


  “I will thoroughly enjoy this play, but I must discuss something with Elara,” Asher mentioned as he gently led the elf with him.


  The pair made it to Asher’s study and he quickly closed the door. Elara let out a wanting sigh as he grabbed her by the hip and pushed her against the wall next to the door. Elara’s breathing quickened as Asher mashed his strong body to hers, his hands touching and grabbing her as his lips touched her neck. Heat bloomed as Elara gasped at Asher’s hand on her sensitive nipple, rubbing it over the sheer fabric. She could feel his hungry desires and did not want him to stop.


  Asher’s other hand rubbed her dress between the elf’s thighs. Elara let out a moan as wetness grew from her lover’s touch.


  “I love when you get like this,” Elara managed between gasps.


  Asher pulled his head back and looked at her with sinister and seductive eyes.


  “I fucking need you right now but I also want to ask you a few questions. It’s not about the play, but your old boss.”


  Elara gave him a knowing nod. “Of course. I will tell you anything you need to know to get rid of him from our lives.”


  Asher gave her a simple nod, but his eyes contained a burning hunger.


  “We’ll talk, afterwards,” Asher said as I undid his belt and pulled out his hard, throbbing member.


  Elara let out a moan with half-closed eyes, Asher lifting her dress. The lord was pleasantly surprised she was not wearing any small clothes. He quickly touched her slit and felt her dripping wetness.


  The lord spread the elf’s thighs and pushed into her waiting elfhood. Elara wrapped her arms and a leg around her lover as he opened her inner world an inch at a time.


  “That’s it. Fuck me. Fuck me my morsel,” Elara moaned as Asher thrusted with a needy power.


  Sounds of grunts and moans played on like music as pleasure bloomed further between the lovers.


  Asher often fell to his desires when he saw Elara’s beauty. Despite their time together, the spark between them was brighter than ever.


  “I…love…us,” Elara said with a dreamy tone and closed eyes.


  Asher heard her and looked at her, his member inches deep within the love of his life.


  “I love us too,” he said with weak eyes.


  Elara opened her eyes and cupped his cheek.


  “I know you’re worried about our family, about me. You have nothing to fear. There is no force strong enough to tear us apart. Let’s enjoy every moment for as long as it lasts.”


  Asher smiled.


  Elara began to writhe against the strong man holding her to the wall.


  “Keep fucking me…forever,” she said with a gentle tone.


  Asher nodded again before the tempo grew from their connection.


  The moans and grunts grew louder and louder.


  In the common room, everyone sat and listened. They looked at each other and knew everything would change. Their hearts bloomed with love as they embraced it with every drop of their souls.




  Chapter 16


  Playing with the Future    


  The alchemy lab was quiet. Dust motes floated in the air. A calm silence filled Asher’s ears as he looked over books and glasses filled with different concoctions.


  The lord of Blackwood worked in private. He needed his full concentration on his work and couldn’t afford any distraction, but the distractions came anyway, not in the physical, but across his mind.


  Asher read the same passage over and over again. He closed his eyes and sat back in his chair. He let out a long sigh as moments crawled over his mind.


  The start of the play was barely four days ago, and yet, it was all he could think about. Amber and the family made such a great idea for a seductive play that everyone was eager to begin. The only problem he and his family faced was the mage, Sontar.


  The imagined moments of the mage appearing and wrecking some kind of havoc vexed the former guild ranger. The life he and his family built had brought all of them peace and love. They had fought many enemies and managed to survive each instance, but the threat of Sontar remained in the corners of Asher’s mind. Trying to ignore it was fruitless and he knew he had to do something about it.


  Asher glanced at his alchemist strap on the table, not too far from him. He knew it could only hold about eight potions. He knew that each potion would matter when it came down to an extended conflict.


  The lord’s mind continued to plan all manner of imagined scenarios. He felt confident he could handle himself, but a deepening worry over his family and especially Elara, clawed at his heart. If the mage took a cheap shot at her, he knew deep down he would burn down the world in retaliation. Not a fine thought when there was a real possibility, he was going to be a father.


  Asher’s mind calmed at the thought that Blyss may already be pregnant from their private time by the lake. Yet, he wanted the whole household pregnant. How he would tend to their every whim. He would rub their bellies and rub their feet. He knew what was required by seeing it himself when friends in the guild were expecting. They couldn’t go on quests and were allowed a few years of raising their child before coming back. It was one of the great exceptions to working a guild. It was also an exception he never wanted to fulfill.


  A dark cloud filled Asher’s eyes as he remembered how much he feared the thought of having children. To bring a life into the world and know someday he would have to leave his bonded and child while he returned to dangerous quests. How he may never return and leave them to fend for themselves.


  The thought caused so much fear at the possibility of being a father, he put the notion into a mental iron chest and buried it deep into the back of recesses of his mind.


  And now everything has changed. He and his family have created a stable home. They have earned enough gold to buy anything they wished. But the gold didn’t matter anymore. It was their safety that mattered.


  Asher leaned forward as he resumed his work. There would be no rest until the mage was gone forever.


  ***


  Asher emerged from the lab and into a dark house. He glanced around at dark windows. He closed the door behind him and let the quiet house relax his shoulders. His entire body drooped instead.


  I was downstairs for much too long. I should get upstairs and get some rest.


  Asher was about to make for the stairs when he felt a presence, and a gaze on his back.


  The lord turned his head to see a figure standing at the end of the corridor. Asher turned and squinted in the near dark.


  The figure remained as a gleam of eyes stared back at him.


  As Asher’s eyes adjusted to the dark, he quickly saw Nyn’s frame. The elf was simply standing there, wearing a long dress. She was silent as the dead but her gaze was unmistakable.


  Asher walked toward her. When he stood before her in the near dark, she lifted her gaze to meet his. There were no words between them, but there was a vibration they both understood.


  The lord of Blackwood lifted a hand and roughly cupped the elf under her chin. Nyn didn’t wince nor try to pull away. She continued to stare into Asher’s eyes, her soul speaking to his soul.


  Asher knew that this was their moment together and he had to not only win her stone, but breed her to see if she would carry his child.


  The pair lingered with met gazes. Then Asher let go of her chin and grabbed her roughly by the arm. He pulled her along and the elf followed. They turned the corridor and walked into the library. Asher slipped his other hand into a bookshelf and unlocked the secret switch. The whole shelf came free from the wall. Asher swung the door open and pulled the elf into the secret dungeon room.


  Memories spilled over Asher’s mind with the many times he and his lovers enjoyed this room. It was now going to be the place where the spark of life may happen.


  Asher pulled Nyn to the bed and practically tossed her onto it. The elf went willingly, falling onto the bed. Nyn turned around and saw her lover close the secret door and lock it.


  The lord turned with a hungry gaze. He moved like a feral creature to her and reached the edge of the bed.


  The moment played out like they always liked it, raw, feral, and primal. She looked at him with a gleam in her oval eyes, not showing a hint of fear. For Asher, his inner demons screamed for more. His large hands vibrated as blood slipped away from his mind and reached his member.


  In a blink, Asher was on the elf. Nyn’s upper body slammed down onto the bed as Asher was above her. He moved his nose close and sniffed at her delicious scent. In the small light of a single lantern in the room, Asher saw that Nyn’s dress was sheer enough to see through. He saw her pale body under the sheer blue dress and visually drank in her curves and erect nipples. He grabbed at her side and Nyn let out a weak gasp. The lord bunched up the fabric in his strong hand and pulled.


  The fabric tore and ripped easily from her body. Another gasp filled the air as Asher let go of the fabric in his hand and touched the naked skin of her side. The dress was half-torn off and only added to Asher’s desires. Despite the exhaustion of the day, new energy filled every muscle.


  Asher’s hand drifted over her hip and reached her naked elfhood. Nyn continued to look at her lover as his fingers touched her. A small moan escaped her lips as he touched her sensitive clit.


  The lord gave her a hungry smile as her thighs parted a little to his touch. Then his gaze fell to her lactating nipples. Thin rivulets of milk began to spill down her pale, soft flesh as she looked at him with trembling eyes.


  Asher’s ardor took full control of him. He launched backwards onto his feet and stood by the bed. He stared at the beautiful elf as he removed every bit of clothing and let it fall to the floor. When his manhood was free, it defied gravity’s pull and throbbed with a storm of needs.


  The lord crawled back onto the bed and over the elf. Nyn’s eye gleamed as the tip of his member touched her prone valley.


  “Asher, my love,” Nyn began.


  Asher stared at her as he barely fought off his desires for a moment.


  “No matter what happens, this primal feeling between us will never change. I want it, now and forever.”


  “It will never change,” Asher said with a genuine gleam in his eyes.


  Nyn barely smiled when Asher was on her. Bodies touched as hands grabbed at each other. Asher’s hand grabbed a breast as his fingers pinched a nipple. Creamy milk flowed with Nyn’s moans. When Asher’s cock pushed a little at the elf, she widened her thighs a little more as wetness flowed.


  Asher kissed her neck before he began sucking on it. The elf’s taste was delicious as he licked and sucked at the side of her neck.


  Nyn let out a dreamy moan. Asher’s cock slowly parted her inner walls an inch at a time. The rush of pleasure and the warmth of her beating heart sent spirals of bliss along her soul. The elf let out a small cry as Asher’s teeth nibbled on her neck. She surrendered to his thick invasion as she felt helpless to his desires. Despite Nyn’s feigned weakness to her lover, she relished his primal side. Her mouth made a perfect oval as his hips moved with punishing power. The feeling of him between her thighs caused them to quiver to their tight connection. The more he pushed and pulled, the deeper her moans filled the air.


  Asher pulled his mouth away from the side of her now bruised neck. He then clamped his mouth on her leaking nipple and sucked down her delicious milk.


  Nyn let out a seductive cry, but no one in the house would hear them because the chamber was soundproof. The more he sucked down her milk, the more she cried out. Spirals of pleasure caused her nerves to tighten to the breaking point. Tempo grew with each needful thrust. Nyn couldn’t control the wetness leaking from their connection. Her hands clamped to his head, making sure he remained to task. The tingling feeling of his tongue playing with her as he drank her milk was weakening her resolve.


  When Asher’s cock pushed deep into her soul, the elf let out a scream. Inner explosions blasted her nerves to glass. The elf made deep, sensual moans as her lover continued to up the tempo, his hips smacking her inner thighs.


  Nyn’s eyes rolled into her head as orgasms shattered her sense of self. Her thighs trembled for far too long as the rush of blissful pleasure drowned her.


  Asher let go of her nipple and brushed her hands away from his head. His cock was to the hilt within the elf as she trembled in ecstasy. He looked at her with joy in his eyes as she was lost to pleasure’s embrace.


  “My naughty plaything,” the lord said as he pulled back and his cock slipped from her dripping slit.


  Asher grabbed the elf and turned her onto her stomach. He crawled back onto the bed and was on his knees. He grabbed her hips and pulled them up. Nyn tried to get up with shaky arms but Asher’s hand touched her upper back and pushed her down onto bed.


  The hungry Asher pushed his member back into her prone slit slowly.


  Nyn bit her lip as she didn’t fight his control. She let out a soft sigh as his manhood stretched her inner walls to their limit.


  “My beautiful Nyn, how I love fucking you,” Asher whispered evilly.


  Nyn let out a soft moan with her head on its side.


  Asher upped the tempo and Nyn’s hands clutched at the blankets. Her eyes rolled into her head again as pleasure sang its beautiful song. The feel and sound of Asher taking her caused her pulse to quicken.


  Asher looked down on the beautiful elf and his heart glowed with love. His heartbeat drummed on as he upped the tempo again. The sound of their wet connection filled their ears as love bloomed further. Asher let out a groan, the urge for release barreling down his spirit.


  Nyn’s moans grew as she was getting closer and closer to release.


  The couple reached a state of blind love and lust. When they reached the apex of their connection, the pair fell like angels from a burning sky.


  Nyn let out a soul-dripping moan as explosions rippled along every nerve in her body.


  Asher let out a loud grunt as he held Nyn by her hips. He slammed his thick member deep into the elf and unleashed thick ropes of seed. The man could not stop himself as his seed flooded her thin inner world. It leaked from their connection as they continued to fuck each other.


  When pleasure’s grip weakened, so did Asher’s entire body. For the first time in a long time, he felt weak, like he lost a part of his soul to one of the women he loved dearly. He huffed for air as he fell onto the bed. His cock bounced as small drops of thick come fell onto his stomach.


  Nyn was barely conscious as she moved to his side and fell, her back to him.


  The couple huffed and gulped air, their bodies exhausted.


  When Asher had a small drop of energy, he turned and cuddled to Nyn’s back. The elf pushed her back to his strong chest. When his arm coiled to her stomach and held her close, she let out a loving sigh as she laid her head on his arm.


  With a flick of her hand, a small portal opened and she reached in. Asher watched as the elf pulled her hand back from a pocket dimension with a small carved stone. The portal closed as the elf put the stone in Asher’s other hand where her head laid.


  Asher felt the stone in his hand and closed his fingers around it. He kissed the back of Nyn’s head and let out a loving exhale.


  “I know I can’t ask if you took the potion until I have all the stones. I only want to say, I love you.”


  “I love you too, my lover,” Nyn said with a soft exhale. “May we continue to dream in the worlds of our choosing.”


  Asher lifted an eyebrow to what she said, when she moved her ass against him. The lord could not deny her affections as his member rose hard and throbbing once again. The pair moved their hips until they aligned. When they reached it, Asher’s cock once again pushed into her leaking slit.


  “I want more,” Nyn said weakly.


  Asher moved his hips, more than happy to oblige.


  ***


  Elara’s eyes half opened to the bedchamber door opening. She lifted her tired head and eyes to see Asher and Nyn coming toward the bed. The pair were naked and still wet from their adventures. The two held hands until they reached the edge of the bed.


  Asher used all his energy to crawl onto his bed, as did Nyn. He fell to the soft bed and nearly blacked out when hands touched him. Nyn crashed down next to him and quickly fell asleep.


  Asher turned to Elara and she looked at him with a tired, warm smile. Her hand grabbed his cock and began to stroke it.


  “My poor morsel is tired,” Elara tut-tutted as she shoved a now leaking nipple into Asher’s mouth.


  The lord couldn’t fight her touch or taste. He sucked on her milky white tit as she stroked life back into his abused manhood.


  “I love when you come crawling back from one of your adventures. It makes me want you more,” Elara said as she straddled Asher’s waist and maneuvered Asher’s cock.


  Asher slowly woke up as he sucked on her leaking nipple. When she slowly impaled herself on him, his inner demons licked their lips.


  “You can fall asleep my love. I know you can stay hard,” Elara said as she rode him.


  “And miss our fun, no,” Asher smirked as he grabbed her hips.


  Elara let out a soft moan as she felt her lover’s cock throb with heat.


  Asher grabbed her tit and licked at her leaking nipple. It caused Elara to let out a heated gasp.


  The blonde elf upped the tempo as pleasure bloomed across her body and soul.


  “I won my first stone from Nyn,” Asher mentioned between licks.


  Elara let out a joyful moan.


  “She’s easy for you. She’s shown and told me as much,” the elf said and ended it with a long moan.


  “And you’re different?” Asher said before he nibbled her nipple.


  Elara’s eyes half closed in bliss. Her hips moved with a fast tempo, her own body betraying her.


  “I…just want us happy, no matter the outcome.”


  Asher pulled his head back and watched with pride as the elf humped his iron-hard cock. She kept her hands on his stomach as her hips moved in heated blurs.


  “The outcome will be wonderful, even if there are no heirs on the horizon,” Asher said with a loving tone.


  Elara let out a long moan as her toes began to curl. Her hips slowed as she reached the point of no return. She sank to the hilt as inner magical explosions blasted her senses. She let out another dripping moan as wetness surged between them.


  The elf leaned forward with her head down. Blonde hair covered the sides of her head but not her face. She looked down on Asher as she gasped for breath. He looked up at her with loving, warm eyes. The pair stared into each other’s souls as their bodies remained connected. Milk dripped on Asher’s chest and he didn’t mind at all.


  Asher lifted his hand and touched her pink cheek with his finger tips


  “Our child will be beautiful,” he whispered.


  Elara stared at her lover with haunted eyes.


  “And if I cannot have a child, even with the potion?” she said, using all her strength to say those very words.


  Asher’s small smile faded away. A seriousness took hold and he gazed upon her now frightened eyes.


  “I didn’t fall in love with you because of the possibility of having a child together. I fell in love with you because our souls were meant to be together. I fell in love with you because you are my heart and I am yours. There is no power in this world and beyond that will ever change that. A child will only manifest our bond that is always there.


  “I want you, my beautiful Elara. Let us celebrate that love until the end of the time and beyond, no matter what happens next.”


  The fear in Elara’s eyes melted away. A long sigh fell from her lips. Her eyes half closed and her hips began moving again. Breasts moved with her body as thicker milk began to drip from swollen nipples. Heat grew between them as Elara let out an animalistic moan.


  The elf laid down on Asher, and he quickly turned their bodies until she was on her back. They continued to hold onto each other as their bodies moved of their own accord. Whimpers fell from Elara’s lips as Asher’s cock thickened more. She clung to him as his hips thrusted with confident power. The mood had taken hold and there was nothing to stop them.


  Elara let out deeper moans. The moment, heat, and Asher’s determination flared across her whole body. A burst of heat warmed their bodies more. The elf snuggled her face to Asher’s neck as his hips punished her inner thighs. Inches appeared and disappeared between them. The urges only grew but they never let go of each other.


  Asher lost all sense of himself as his needs struck him like a hammer. He thrusted and cried out. Thick ropes of seed painted her inner world, and soon flooded it.


  Elara squeezed her lover as she milked his cock. Her own orgasms exploded one after the other. Her leg quivered as she tried to hold on to her lover. Slick love and heat continued as hot breath expelled from open mouths. The lovers held each other close, the lord hilt deep into the elf he fell for when they first met.


  When Asher collapsed on Elara, she lovingly held him to her. The soft sounds of sleep exhaled from the former guild ranger.


  Elara didn’t mind that her lover fell asleep on her. He was still half hard and pumping out spurts of seed. She ran her fingers through his hair as she held his head to her neck.


  “No matter what comes, my handsome morsel, I will never leave your side. Not even death can pull me away from you, from us,” she whispered.


  Asher wasn’t awake, but he heard her. It caused him to sleep soundly and a small smile appeared as he fell further into slumber’s warm embrace.




  Chapter 17


  The Chaos of Urges    


  The morning started like any other. The family were gathered in the dining room, breaking their fast. The smell of flat cakes, bacon, and eggs filled the air. Bread and cut fruit were laid out alongside the delicious feast. Everyone present was enjoying the morning meal, but one man was lost to deep thoughts.


  Asher stared at nothing as he chewed his food. The moments of last night played on like a dreamy song. With Nyn passed out beside himself and Elara, the couple continued to love each other well into the late hours of the night. Despite spending so many intimate moments together in various poses, the lord did not earn his stone from the beautiful blonde elf.


  Asher woke from his inner thoughts to look over to Elara. She and Nyn were talking about the day’s chores. When they felt his gaze, the pair of elves turned their attention to him with a hunger in their eyes.


  The lord gave the pair a wink, and they giggled. He then turned his attention to the rest of the table and caught quick, hungry glances at him. The goblins talked in hushed tones as each of them glanced in his direction. They often smiled and he caught the scent of a seductive plot from their quick glances.


  Amber sat and ate without speaking to anyone. The faun seemed to be enjoying her food without regard to the rest of the household.


  Brynda wasn’t at the morning meal. The giant was most likely patrolling the grounds. She was the most resistant to magic, like most giants. If Sontar appeared, Brynda would be the one to sound the alarm.


  Blyss finished whispering to her fellow goblins, stood up and walked over to Amber. The faun leaned over to the goblin as she cupped her hand and whispered to her.


  Asher tried to not look at them, knowing they were up to no good.


  When Blyss finished speaking to Amber, she stepped away and left the dining room.


  Asher looked over at Amber with a questioning glance. The faun simply continued to eat her food without looking back at him.


  Something is afoot. I had thought I would be the one hunting them, but it seems they are casting a wider net to capture me. If it was anything like last night with Nyn and Elara, this was going to be a chaotic play.


  Before Asher could take another bite of his food, Nuha stood up from her seat and walked away. Not a second later, Keefa left. Asher took another bite as Paasha left.


  The dining room grew quiet as Amber dabbed her lips with a napkin to remove any bits of food, before she stood up on her cloven feet and stepped out of the dining room.


  All that was left was Asher, Elara, and Nyn.


  Elara reached over and lovingly touched Asher’s arm. He looked at her with loving eyes.


  “We will handle what needs to be done in the household. I think today will be the day you enjoy yourself,” Elara said with warm affection.


  “You have one stone. You may acquire many more over the next few days,” Nyn added.


  Elara’s eyes took on a wicked gleam as she tightened her grip on Asher’s arm.


  “If you need us for anything, we will be there for you,” Elara’s voice coming off smooth as silk.


  Asher’s mind worked as a smirk stabbed into his cheek.


  “There is something I want for this evening. A private meeting of sorts,” he said with a wicked gleam in his eyes.


  ***


  Asher stepped out of the side door of the kitchen and into a beautiful partly cloudy day. Large white puffy clouds moved slowly across the azure-colored sky. The air was warm enough to enjoy without a cloak or jacket.


  The lord surveyed his land for a moment, taking it all in. When he spotted a horned woman in the field between the barn and the winery, he lifted an eyebrow.


  Amber was standing in the grassy field, staring in his direction.


  It would seem the hunt is on. It is one of Amber’s favorite games and she wants to be captured and bred. Today is going to be an amusing day.


  Asher started walking in the faun’s direction.


  Amber didn’t move as Asher made his way closer. The lord knew she was fast on her feet and was waiting for him to get closer before he gave chase.


  The thought of hunting the faun made the lord hard once again. But a sliver of caution touched his mind. This felt much like a trap and he wondered if anyone else from the household was in on it. Blyss spoke to Amber before she left and the goblin was devious with her own desires.


  When Asher was a small distance from the faun, Amber hopped like she was surprised.


  The lord of Blackwood watched as the faun turned tail and darted away.


  Asher licked his lips as he gave chase. His legs pumped hard as he chased the faun. His heart pumped like it was enchanted. Power filled his muscles as the thrill of the chase, and the run, filled him with hungry purpose.


  The two ran toward the edge of the western forest. Amber glanced back to see Asher keeping pace, and even gaining a little. Her cloven feet dug hard into the grass and dirt. A bright smile filled her features as the thrill of the chase consumed her.


  Small laughter touched the air from the chaser and chased. The thrill took them farther, and when they reached the edge of the forest, Asher reached out to grab Amber’s simple shirt.


  The pair had just made it past the forest edge and cool darkness surrounded them. Amber glanced back to see Asher’s smiling face, when her cloven foot hit a hard tree root. The faun’s eyes widened as she fell forward.


  Asher launched at the falling faun, grabbed her, and turned their bodies. His back struck the ground, shielding the faun from any damage. For Asher, the pain was blunt, but small. The pair found themselves on the forest floor, faun on top of man.


  The two looked into each other’s eyes with love in their gazes. Asher ran his fingers through her brown hair as she stared at him with wide eyes.


  “You put yourself in harm’s way to save me?” Amber smiled.


  “Anything for a forest beauty such as you. I will always chase you. I will always catch you,” he said with a warm whisper.


  Heat touched Amber’s cheeks and she looked away.


  Asher grabbed her round ass cheek and gave her a squeeze.


  “I know you don’t want a child with me, but that doesn’t mean I love you any less,” Asher whispered.


  Amber’s eyes widened for a moment, before they relaxed. She looked away with sorrow in her eyes.


  “We know each other so well, you can read my thoughts,” Amber said.


  “As you know my thoughts,” Asher winked and gave her ass another firm squeeze.


  Amber couldn’t resist his pull. Her whole body warmed as she writhed on top of her lover. A heated gasp fell from her lips as she rubbed her clothed body on his.


  “You make me weak,” Amber confessed.


  “We both know that is not true,” Asher whispered.


  The faun quickly sat up and looked down on Asher, her hips moving over his.


  “I can feel that hard cock through your leggings,” the faun said as wet-spots bloomed against her shirt.


  “And I know you are mine, to do as I please,” Asher said darkly.


  Amber’s willpower broke down as she grabbed her shirt and ripped it open. Erect nipples along her bountiful breasts leaked with milk and desire.


  Asher couldn’t fight his urges any longer. He lifted the faun up and they were both on their knees. They began to undress until all their clothes littered the ground around them.


  It was Asher who grabbed her hips from behind and pulled her to him. Amber let out a soft gasp as she felt his hard manhood between her cheeks. She rubbed up against him and his hand pressed on her stomach, keeping her to him.


  Asher’s nose was in her hair. He breathed in her scent as she rubbed against his diamond hard cock. The heat of their close bodies turned feverish as Asher’s fingers pressed a little harder against her belly.


  “I want that tight cunt,” Asher whispered.


  Amber lifted a little on her knees. Her hand slid down between her own legs and rubbed her burning clit. Wetness bloomed more as the tip of Asher’s cock touched her slit.


  The faun licked her lips and she knelt, Lord Blackwood’s manhood spearing her. The fullness pushed into her body and spirit. The faun gasped as she sank down an inch at a time. When she reached the hilt, she gave a lustful whimper.


  Asher began controlling the tempo a little at a time. Their bodies moved, but his hand controlled the faun. She rose and fell only a few inches. Honey spilled from their tight connection. She rubbed her clit as she gasped. Milk dripped from her full breasts as a breeze caressed their naked bodies.


  “You will always be my prize, to do as I wish,” Asher said to her ear. “You may run, but I will always find you. I will collar you, and punish you by fucking that tight slit to the music of your moans.”


  “Yes…Master,” Amber said with a heated whisper.


  “You never have to run far because I love you,” Asher said before a groan touched the air.


  Amber’s tempo grew at her master’s groan. She bounced on his cock, squeezing every inch like a vice. She moved with moans filling the air.


  Asher bit down on her naked shoulder, his teeth digging into her pale flesh. It was enough for the faun to moan loudly and up the tempo.


  “Master, I love milking your cock. I will always be there to milk it for you. To make you feel better and drink it down like a good faun. I promise.”


  “Good. I forbid you from wearing small clothes anymore. I want to be sure as I grab you and push you onto the table, I can fuck that sweet cunt of yours until I fill it with master’s seed.”


  “Yes…yes,” Amber said as she bounced hard on his member.


  The orgasm rose like a tidal wave. Amber’s eyes glazed over, but her body didn’t stop riding her master’s cock. She felt the wave of paradise coming toward her and she screamed for more. When nerves tightened to the breaking point, she took her wet fingers and hand from her clit. She lifted them up and grabbed onto the back of her master’s neck. She braced herself as the wave struck her hard.


  Amber’s horned head fell back onto Asher’s shoulder. He kissed her ear as shockwaves blasted her nerves senseless. The tidal wave struck her so hard, her thighs began to shake. Asher whispered sweet nothings as he held her close, the faun losing herself to the waves of bliss.


  Asher felt the faun squirt as she went mute. Her whole body trembled as she continued to ride his cock.


  It was enough to unleash his own hungry desires. Thick seed spurted into her inner world. Love flooded their connection and dripped. Bodies still moved as Asher enjoyed the pleasure swarming his own body.


  In the haze of ecstasy, a short figure in a green robe stepped from a hidden spot among the trees.


  Blyss walked toward the pair, her eyes filled with needful desire. She watched as Amber fell onto all fours and Lord Blackwood grabbed her hips. He continued to push his life into her as the faun let out weak, defeated moans.


  When the goblin reached them, Asher looked at her with dreamy eyes.


  Blyss took hold of her green robe and pulled it open to reveal her naked body.


  “Are you strong enough to take me in the forest and put your seed in my belly? My Chieftain?” the goblin said with a melodic whisper.


  Asher’s entire soul rallied. Lust had taken a firm hold and he licked his lips in primal fascination.


  The lord pulled himself from the faun and slowly stood up.


  Amber collapsed onto her stomach. Her breathing was deep as pleasure continued to spiral within her. She watched as the Asher moved to the goblin and towered over her. Blyss took hold of Asher’s hard, wet manhood. She stroked him as his fingers moved through her long, dark green hair.


  The faun was fascinated at the couple as honey and seed dripped from her. She turned onto her side, the weakness remaining along her whole body.


  Blyss licked and slathered at Asher’s member. She closed her lips around the tip and gently sucked on him. It was enough to keep it rock hard and throbbing. After a few moments, the lord pulled away, his cock slipping from the goblin’s mouth.


  Asher sat down and crossed his legs. Blyss moved over him and lowered herself onto his lap and standing manhood. She slowly impaled herself on him, sinking down to the hilt. Her legs clamped onto him as they held each other close.


  “My strong chieftain,” Blyss moaned as her body betrayed her and writhed against Lord Blackwood.


  “My beautiful chieftess,” Asher said with a loving whisper.


  Amber watched with soft eyes as the goblin rode their lover in the shadows and shafts of light of the forest. Their moans touched the air from their loving embrace. It only addled the horny faun more. Her fingers slipped between her thighs and touched her clit, rubbing it to the sight of their union.


  “I would have come for you,” Asher said as the goblin bounced a little in his lap.


  “You can come for me now,” Blyss whispered.


  The tension grew between them. Bodies and moans sang together in the shadow forest. Their universe became very small. Blyss’s fingers dug into Asher’s back. The lord held her to him. But his hand would slide between them to fondle her large breast. Milk dripped between them as their moans grew to a fever pitch. Asher’s hands moved to her round ass and cupped them. They kept the same fast tempo and strong hold on each other’s bodies.


  Amber moaned to another series of blissful and magical explosions within. The sight of the man and goblin sent her over the edge and she fell to ecstasy’s embrace with open arms.


  “I’m,” Asher began.


  “Coming!” Blyss finished and followed with a loud moan.


  The lovers held each other as the moment struck them at the same time. Seed and inner explosions splashed against their souls. Blyss couldn’t stop her body as it tightened around her lover’s cock and rode the blissful sensations. Asher held the goblin as wetness squirted. The two could barely think as clouds of pleasure rained down on their bodies and spirits.


  When the blissful cloud abated, they stared into each other’s eyes. There was an unseen quiver between them, like their souls blending.


  A divine spirit touched Asher’s eyes and he saw two versions of Blyss, and then it was gone.


  “You felt it too,” Blyss said with a weak whisper.


  Asher nodded once and then he pressed his head to her forehead.


  Amber crawled over to the couple. She sat up and turned around. She leaned her back against their embrace and leaned the back of her head to the sides of their heads.


  “That was fun. Let’s do it again,” she said in a delirious whisper.


  Asher and Blyss smiled, followed by a laugh.


  Soon all three of them were laughing in the forest as a curious sparrow looked down on them with shiny eyes.


  ***


  Asher, Amber, and Blyss walked out of the forest with big smiles and laughter. They held each other’s hands. Their clothes were disheveled and dirty from their many trysts.


  It was mid-afternoon as the sun hung lower in the sky. Sunlight continued to bathe the land in light as the trio made their way to the farmhouse.


  Asher smiled as he had two more of the stones in his belt pouch. The number had grown to three, the faun and goblin telling him some of the details of his success. Amber needed to be chased and taken. Blyss simply needed to be loved within the forest. The goblin and faun hatched a plan for Asher to chase Amber to their sexual trap. Asher didn’t mind at all, even if Blyss used the trap to be taken again by the man she loved.


  The trio made it past the barn and walked along the grassy field to the house. They all caught the site of something black and all three turned their heads at once to the elf walking toward them in the distance.


  Lyndalia was wearing a thin black robe. The hood was back and her long wavy black hair framed her elven features. Her hair bounced slightly with each step. Asher saw that the elf was almost pestered that she had to walk in their direction.


  It didn’t take long for the elf to reach the trio. Her oval eyes glanced at the dirt on their disheveled clothes. She couldn’t hold back a small grimace as she lifted her gaze to Asher’s attentive eyes.


  “Lady Moongaze, it’s a pleasure to see you,” Asher said in a friendly manner.


  Lyn gave the lord a weak smile.


  Asher turned his attention to Blyss and Amber, “I’ll see you both inside.”


  The goblin and faun bowed to the elf, before they shot Asher loving looks as they departed.


  “How can I help you on this fine afternoon?” Asher asked.


  The elf stood straighter with her chin up. “Lord Blackwood, I know you have a busy schedule, but I was curious if we could meet in private to discuss a few things?”


  “Please, Asher is fine,” Asher said with a warm smile. “As for meeting in private, we can have dinner under the patio. The house can be busy and it’s going to be a nice night to eat outside.”


  Lyn nodded. “Yes, that would be acceptable.”


  Asher watched the elf as she made small glances to the side, as if living some memory or experience.


  “Are you well, Lady Moongaze?”


  The elf snapped out of it and looked at Asher with a hint of endearing eyes.


  “I’m well, Lord Blackwood. Or should I say, Asher. I come from a stuffy family and it is often difficult to relax in the company of others.


  “The farm has relaxed my nerves. The morning milking and experiencing the Mother’s touch has eased my spirit. I am enjoying my time here, but we can talk more at dinner.”


  “Is there anything I can bring for supper? Anything you may enjoy?” Asher asked like a gracious host.


  Lyn gave the man a small, endearing smile.


  “I am open to any cuisine you have to offer, but I do have a request.”


  “Oh?” Asher said, keeping his small smile.


  A gleam filled Lyn’s amused eyes.


  “Please bring some of that wonderful farm wine,” the elf smirked with thirsty eyes.




  Chapter 18


  Wine & Memories    


  Lyn walked toward the covered patio. She noticed the vines had grown along the posts and the wood grid above it. Tables and chairs were under its protective shadow as the elf picked a chair, pulled it out and sat on it.


  The sun was low in the sky and had not disappeared behind the horizon just yet. The glowing sphere burned like embers in a hearth. The breeze was filled with the scent of the forests and it reminded the elf of home.




  
  




  Fingers curled and nails pushed into soft palms. Lyn turned her head and looked at the forest to the west of the farm. There was a small piece of her spirit that begged her to return home. But a stronger need to stay kept here on the beautiful farm.


  Lyn turned her head and gaze to the right. She caught the scent of a man before she saw him. Lord Blackwood walked toward her with a smile. He walked with a large tray of food in one hand, and two bottles of wine under his other arm. The elf admired his strength and sense of balance. Seeing the large tray held in one hand caused the elf to imagine herself attempting the same feat, and everything crashing to the ground in a sopping mess.


  Lord Blackwood reached the patio and table where the beautiful elf sat. He placed the tray down and then the pair of wine bottles. He smiled at Lyn as he sat down opposite of her.


  Asher had changed his dirty clothes but had not taken a bath. He felt the dirt on his skin and it brought him comfort. It reminded him of his times on lengthy adventures, but he was unsure if Lyn would notice, or even care.


  Lyn looked over to the tray and was delighted to see many berries, fruit, breads, and cheeses. She had a delicate palate and couldn’t stomach any kind of meat. Her people didn’t need meat, but to many back home, it was a delicacy to enjoy from time to time.


  “I hope it’s enough? I can get more if you wish?” Asher said with attentive eyes.


  Lyn smiled. “No, it’s enough. Thank you, Lord,” the elf stopped as she saw the wrinkle along his brow. “Asher.”


  “You’re most welcome, Lyn,” Asher said before he picked up a wine bottle.


  The lord pulled a corkscrew from his pocket and stabbed the cork with it. After a few twists, he grabbed hold and pulled. The cork popped freely. Asher poured into the short glasses on the tray.


  “I hope you don’t mind the simple glasses to drink? It would have been harder to carry the tray with stemmed glasses.”


  “Not at all. It’s quite refreshing not to stand on ceremony or tradition. The simple pleasures are the best pleasures.”


  The pair picked up their full glasses and clinked them in a small toast before they both took long slips.


  Asher enjoyed the magical taste of the wine as he looked at the elf across from him.


  “What’s on your mind, Lady Lyn? I doubt we are out here for simple conversation.”


  Lyn looked at Asher with amused eyes. “You do cut to the quick, Lord Asher. It’s refreshing in a way.”


  “We like to lead simple lives here. Beating around the bush isn’t something that happens much in the valley.”


  Lyn nodded. Her oval eyes took on a sad gleam as she placed her wineglass on the table. She rested her hand on the wood table, not caring to bring it back to her lap. To Asher, the elf seemed deep in thought, or reliving memories from long ago.


  “I wish to give some pretext to why I’m here, before I get to the heart of the matter.”


  Asher nodded and took a sip of his wine.


  “I have had a long life in the empire. I rarely traveled because I had everything I needed. I thought I had everything I needed.


  “In my position I tend to meet all sorts of people. There was one meeting that changed my life, in a way. It was when I met your Uncle Aric.”


  Pieces began to form along Asher’s mind. The way Lyn talked and held herself, he could sense she was royalty. The Druis Empire had a great expanse of land and many lords and ladies. Asher never wanted to pry about Lyn's past, but since she mentioned his uncle, things began to make sense.


  “Lady Lyn, how would you know my uncle if this is the first time you ever arrived here?” Asher said with curious eyes.


  Lyn looked to the side. “Forgive my deception. I had to know if this was your uncle’s farm. Your beloved Elara had told me some of the history of this place. The truth slowly revealed itself to me.”


  Asher watched as Lyn closed her hand on the table. He could see along the side of her hand, the skin tight like she was pressing her nails to her palm.


  “Lyn, it’s alright. I understand the need for secrecy in many places. I will never hold it against you. You had your own reasons.”


  “Thank you, Asher. It’s good to hear it,” Lyn said and her hand relaxed.


  “Please, tell me more,” Asher said with a warm smile.


  Lyn nodded and continued, “I met your uncle during a dark time in my life. My bonded beloved had begun looking elsewhere for companionship. I knew what it meant when he stopped touching me. I confronted him about it, and we agreed we could find private companionship elsewhere, as long as it was kept secret.


  “Despite my agreement, I had fallen into a dark place. I lost the one person I thought cared about me. I don’t mind lovers for the moment, but to share your heart with another, that was too much to bear. So, I focused on my work.


  “During a gathering of lords, ladies, and their friends, I met your uncle.”


  Asher watched as Lyn’s eyes took on a favored memory. They gleamed in the darkening evening like jewels. Her hand and shoulders relaxed. A small smile appeared.


  “He was dashing, handsome, clever, and he made me laugh. I loved hearing his stories. I loved his free spirit. It was enough to spill new life into my gray world.


  “I made up some excuse to go away and rest my weary mind. My bonded mate cared not for where I went and allowed it. I sent a letter to your uncle and we met here, in a private retreat, just the two of us.”


  Lyn’s eyes glimmered as she continued, “It was the most passionate weeks of my life. I don’t need to go into the sordid details, but our time was beyond splendid. He brought me an elixir and showed me a connection to the Mother I only felt when I had my children. He knew what my heart needed. For that, I will be forever grateful.”


  Lyn’s happy gaze grew dark and distant. Her hand tightened on the table. A sadness stabbed at her heart and it bled sorrow.


  “We kept in contact with letters after our time together. We wrote to each other for a long time. He was going to be bonded to three beautiful women and travel across Valoria. But after that, there were no more letters. I had stopped writing to him because I didn’t want my bonded to find out what I had done. To lay with another is fine, but to use a primal magic potion would have been a disgrace.


  “Your uncle continued to write to me, telling me I could always come back to him and he would fend off any who came looking. He was a dreamer, a free spirit. I adored him. But when his letters stopped, I grew worried.


  “There was nothing I could do but wait to hear from him. When waiting did nothing to aid my worry, I sent out a friend I could trust to find out more.”


  Tears gleamed in the light of the setting sun, Lyn’s heart laid bare.


  “Is it true he perished on a ship? Is it true he was lost to us because he fought off monsters while trying to save everyone else?”


  Asher’s eyes took on a sad edge. “Yes, it is true. He fought like a titan against monsters sent by those who wanted him dead. He died protecting those he loved, and the crew trying to escape the monster’s wrath.”


  Lyn’s body quivered a little in sorrow. She pulled her hand back and placed it in her lap. Her head bowed slightly, tears dripping onto her hands.


  “He said to me that there was no threat large enough to stop him from being free. Not even death,” Lyn sniffled.


  “He was a man of honor, and a legend. It brings me joy to carry on with the farm and land he left me. But I do think of him sometimes. I would give it all up to bring him back,” Asher admitted.


  Lord Blackwood looked at Lyn across from him. He stood up and walked around the table. He stood before her and held out his hand to her. Lyn looked at him, not sure she understood his gesture. The grief parted a little and she took his hand.


  Lyn stood up and the pair hugged each other.


  Lyn sobbed against Asher’s shoulder as a tear streaked from Asher’s eye. Despite the passing of time, the scars remain across their souls. The loss they carried remained and they embraced in solidarity.


  After a time, Lyn pulled back and wiped tears from her oval eyes.


  “Please forgive me. I didn’t mean,” Lyn began.


  “Lyn, no forgiveness needed. We are sharing a moment of our grief, nothing more. It does bring me joy that my uncle touched your life. It’s better to remember what he did for all of us and honor it.”


  “Yes, you are correct, Asher,” Lyn sniffled.


  “Let’s sit and enjoy our supper. I could use more wine to chase away the ghosts from our pasts.”


  “As do I,” Lyn said with a sad smile.


  The pair sat and picked up their wine glasses. They drank and ate together. Asher told her funny moments with his uncle. The stories caused Lyn to laugh and smile. They took deep sips of wine until both bottles were empty. A haze fell over the pair and they laughed more.


  Once the meal was finished, and night had fallen, Lord Blackwood escorted Lady Lyn back to Farmhouse West. He saw her to the door. The elf bid him a goodnight and closed the door.


  Asher let out a long exhale before he turned and made his way back to Farmhouse East.


  Once he entered, he made his way to his study. He walked to his desk and opened a large drawer. He lifted a large wood box and placed it on his desk. He quickly opened it and looked at the letters within. Eyes moved from left to right, re-reading the words of love and hinted memories.


  Asher looked at the end of each letter, signed by Vana. The name hovered along his thoughts like a bright flame. Elara had told him it was an elven word for beauty.


  “Could Lyn be this Vana? Is she the one my uncle loved?”


  Questions swirled along the lord’s mind. A strange excitement filled him with the possible connection. Was the mystery solved? Was Lyn this mysterious Vana?


  More questions swarmed Asher’s mind. He wanted to confront her with his mystery, but instantly thought it would be rude. He also wondered why the secrecy? Nobles often have secret lovers or harems. It would be nothing more than gossip. Hardly the thing that would topple a royal house. The people of Valoria loved who they wished.


  A memory caressed Asher’s mind. Elara telling him that elven nobles could lose everything if they slept with the lower races. It was the one thing that could destroy their lives and exile them from their friends and family.


  Asher shook his head. The elves were the last and only race that lived like that. The World Quake destroyed much of Valoria, but the elves were spared much of the destruction. They were able to keep much of their traditions and ways, unlike the rest of the world.


  Ultimately, Asher relented with bringing the letters to Lyn. They had a tender, revealing moment, and he didn’t want to ruin it with questions. Instead, he put the letters back in the wood box and placed it back in the desk drawer.


  When the drawer closed, a knock came at the door.


  “Come in,” Asher said.


  The door opened and Elara slipped in. The elf closed the door behind her and walked toward Asher. The lord of Blackwood came around his desk and approached the beautiful elf. They met in the middle with a warm, loving embrace.


  When they parted, Elara could see the dim shadow in Asher’s eyes.


  “Did something happen?”


  Asher smiled. “Yes,” he said and told her what was said by their guest.


  Elara listened as Asher briefly told her what transpired.


  “It does seem to fit. She might be the very same Vana from the letters.”


  Asher nodded. “She might be, but I don’t want to confront her with it.”


  “Can you ask your uncle?” Elara implying, he would take the Spirit Walk potion and meet his uncle in purgatory.


  Asher shook his head. “Not as of yet. I need confirmation before I do anything. How confusing would it be for my uncle if Lyn isn’t the woman from the letters? I don’t want to bring up more questions than answers.


  “When the moment presents itself, I will confirm our suspicions. If Lyn is this mysterious Vana, maybe she will want to meet Uncle Aric. Maybe their meeting will end his purgatory and free him to the higher realms of the dead?”


  The thought of it brought joy and dread to Asher’s soul. If his uncle ascended, he wouldn’t be able to visit him from time to time. It was a quandary he wasn’t sure he was ready to confront just yet.


  “It will have to wait for now,” Asher said before his eyes took on a loving gleam. “The play continues. Is our clan confined to the master bedroom?”


  Elara smiled and nodded. “They are, and they are excited. I let it slip, you wished to question them for the night, and you were a little cross with their secrecy.”


  Asher nodded as his smile dimmed. “Are you okay sleeping in one of the other rooms?”


  Elara let out a giggle. “Of course, I am. I will have Nyn with me. She has been very excited with the new play and wished to spend the night together, and possibly explore another idea for her new book.”


  The couple were close as a heat filled their bodies once more. They held each other as they kissed. Tongues played with one another as the heat between them grew into a fever. When they parted, cheeks were flushed with pink warmth.


  “You better tend to the goblins my handsome morsel before I take you for myself,” Elara playfully threatened.


  Asher gazed into Elara’s beautiful eyes and his soul wilted.


  “I still haven’t won your stone. We will have to rectify that,” Asher teased.


  Elara’s eyes gleamed with a wicked edge. “Yes, we will, when the time is right my beloved,” she said and licked her lips in anticipation.




  Chapter 19


  To Serve    


  Asher approached the master bedchamber door. He grabbed the knob, turned it, and stepped in. He closed the door behind him and locked it with a key from the inside. He put the key in his pocket and turned around to see three goblins sitting at the end of his bed, looking at him with wide eyes.


  A tension filled the room. Asher approached the three goblins slowly. When he stood before them, they looked up at him with nervous eyes.


  Keefa broke first.


  “I’m sorry Clan Father! I’ve been buying and hiding cookies from the rest of the household.”


  Asher lifted a brow in stark confusion.


  Nuha jumped to her feet and stood before Keefa, her arms out to her sides as if to defend the blonde goblin.


  “Please, don’t punish her. Punish me,” Nuha shouted with brave eyes.


  Asher lifted his hand and held it over his mouth. He tried to contain his laughter but with his mouth covered, it came out in a weird wheeze.


  The goblins stared with confused fear as Asher could barely contain himself.


  Asher waved his hand at them and uncovered his mouth. Laughter sputtered from his tight lips before he fully composed himself.


  “Nuha, you can sit down. As for you, my dear Keefa, it has always been okay to buy and enjoy things for yourself. Our clan doesn’t need to share everything.”


  Keefa and Nuha’s bodies relaxed. Nuha climbed back onto the bed and sat beside Keefa once more.


  Asher smiled before he spoke again, “You three do a lot for our clan. Sometimes I think it may be too much.”


  “We love to serve our clan father and chieftain,” Keefa said with now relaxed eyes.


  “That’s just it, you always happily serve. Sometimes, I wonder if you ever lead instead of serve?”


  “What this about, Clan Father?” Paasha asked.


  The lord of Blackwood smiled.


  “It’s about us and what we want for the future. I think you three serve a little too much. I want to change that.”


  The three goblins watched as Asher knelt to one knee before them.


  “For tonight, I am not your chieftain or master. Tonight, I serve the three of you. I will be your servant to do as you wish. Your wish is my command.”


  The goblins stared in astonishment.


  “Serve us?” Nuha said it like she didn’t understand the concept.


  Asher nodded. “I serve you until sunrise. All I ask is that everyone respects each other and treats everyone fairly. I am your servant, not a slave to be abused. But there is little that I will not do. Have fun with your power, and maybe we can discover something about ourselves.”


  The goblins instantly moved together and talked in hushed whispers.


  Asher knew that this little private play would help him gain their stones. The goblins knew what they liked. Asher had an idea of what they all liked, but thought this way would help him to gain their stones faster, and the three of them would enjoy a new experience.


  The goblins stopped whispering and turned to Asher with knowing gazes. Nuha took a step toward Asher and into his eyes.


  “We wish to still call you Clan Father,” Nuha said.


  “That is acceptable,” Asher smiled.


  “Can we send you out for food?” Keefa asked.


  “I would be happy to provide anything you wish from the kitchen.”


  “Will you rub our feet?” Paasha asked with a focused gaze.


  “I will rub anything you wish.”


  Paasha was at her feet. “I will get Clan Father first,” she stated.


  Nuha and Keefa looked at the motherly goblin and nodded.


  “We want to plan the evening. This will give us time,” Keefa said with a mischievous edge.


  “But first, Clan Father must undress,” Nuha said with a wicked smile.


  Asher stood up and began to take off his clothes. The goblins watched with eager intent as he slowly revealed his naked body. When Asher was completely naked, he stood tall, unable to control his thickening manhood.


  Keefa and Nuha licked their lips, but it was Paasha that walked to him, took his hand, and led him away.


  Asher followed silently, the motherly goblin guiding him to the private wash chamber. They stepped in and the door closed behind them.


  Paasha let go of Asher’s hand and turned to him with dreamy eyes.


  “I know you want us to give you stone. I happy to give it to you in the morning. I cannot have babies, even with potion, but I am happy to have you with me, Clan Father.”


  Asher looked down on the beautiful goblin, smiled and nodded.


  “Prepare bath. Make water hot,” Paasha commanded.


  Asher did as he was told and moved to the large metal tub. He touched the red crystal twice, and the blue crystal once. Water flowed from the crystals and into the tub. Steam began to rise as he stood up once again, watching the tub slowly fill up.


  A relaxed mood touched the whole bathing chamber. Steam continued to rise into a misty cloud. Asher stared at nothing, waiting for his next command. When a hand touched his side, he turned to Paasha, his cock slapping the side of her naked breast.


  The man and goblin looked at each other and then laughed. When Paasha gently grabbed his cock and gave it gentle strokes, the laughter died.


  “I like your cock, Clan Father. It makes me feel so good. I know everyone likes your cock, but I really like it. I come when it pushes into me,” Paasha said in broken goblin.


  Asher didn’t speak as he enjoyed her strong but gentle grip on his manhood. Her strokes always felt good to him.


  “You make me come so much, it makes me happy. I love to serve you. I love when you are good to me.”


  “I adore you Paasha. I will always be good to you.”


  Paasha gave him an impish smile. “That is why you are my Clan Father. The best Clan Father.”


  The motherly goblin let go of Asher’s cock and lifted her leg. She slipped it over the tub’s edge. She brought her other leg over and stood in the half full tub. The goblin sank down slowly. The water rose some as she sank down. Paasha leaned back and let out a relaxed sigh.


  “Rub my shoulders,” Paasha ordered.


  Asher moved to the end of the tub and reached for her shoulders. He gently took hold of her shoulders and kneaded them like they were dough. He was slow at first, gently massaging her.


  Paasha let out a long, relaxed exhale. Her head leaned back against the tub and closed her eyes.


  Asher’s kneading grew a little stronger as the tension in her shoulders slowly faded away. He looked down on her, loving that she was so relaxed. In that moment, his own demons screamed for more. His cock was standing on its own and was hard as stone. He was so used to having what he wanted, it was a new experience to hold back.


  The massage continued for long minutes until Paasha spoke up.


  “Get in tub with me. Rub my feet.”


  Asher let go of her shoulders and did as she said. He stepped into the opposite side of the tub and sank down. The water was still steamy hot and it relaxed his whole body aside from his manhood, which continued to stand at attention.


  Asher grabbed her green leg, lifted it up, put her calf on his thigh, and began rubbing her wide foot.


  Paasha let out an exhale of ecstasy. It was enough for milk to bead at her nipples. Her body shuddered and milk dripped from large green breasts.


  Asher watched in fascination as the goblin was enthralled to his masterful massage. Milk dripped from her nipples. He watched through the growing cloudy water as her hand moved between parted thighs. Her plump green lips parted and her large ears shuddered.


  The lord turned servant watched as Paasha was letting her hair down and enjoying every drop of relaxation.


  “Yes. Yessss. I like,” Paasha hissed as Asher’s fingers dug into her feet.


  He watched as her fingers rubbed her clit and milk dripped from her erect nipples. The sight and sounds of it made him even harder, the tip of his cock stabbing a little out of the water like the head of a purple sea serpent.


  Paasha’s hips writhed and undulated. The water began to form tiny waves, splashing against the edges of the tub. Asher continued to rub her foot. When her other foot touched his cock and rubbed against it, he let out a hard exhale.


  “Nice cock. I like sucking on it. It tastes so good between my lips. Your come taste good. I love to swallow,” Paasha whispered.


  Asher was silent and unable to think straight. Paasha had fully let her hair down and revealed her true self.


  “Asher, you like my cunt?” the goblin asked through the misty steam.


  “I love your cunt. I love your tits. I love sucking on your nipples and drinking your milk. I love your lips wrapped around my cock. You feel how hard I am for you. You feel my love and lust for you,” Asher whispered as she rubbed his cock with her other foot.


  Paasha moaned.


  “I love…you,” Asher said simply.


  Paasha’s moans grew. She stood up as water rained down from her body. Milk dripped from her swollen tits. She turned around and grabbed the edge of the tub. Her slit and ass pointed at the stunned Asher.


  “Fuck me. Fuck me hard,” the goblin commanded.


  Asher was up and to the goblin. He grabbed his cock by the shaft and rubbed it against her wet slit. His other hand was on her waist. He pushed the tip of his member to her slit.


  “Fuck…me,” Paasha said breathlessly.


  Asher slowly pushed into her. He let out a groan at how tight she was. Each thick inch of his cock spread her inner walls. Moans dripped from Paasha as Asher pushed to the hilt.


  Heat flashed from their bodies and Asher unleashed his power. Hips slammed hard into Paasha’s ass. The lord didn’t hold back as he held her and pushed into her quickly. Soon he grabbed her waist with both hands and smacked his hips against her.


  Paasha’s eyes rolled into her head as Asher’s power slammed into her. The goblin huffed as her whole body shuddered from his thrusts. The prickly sensations from his hard thrusts sent waves of blissful power to her nerves. Each nerve tightened the harder he thrusted. The sounds of their union filled the chamber as mist clouded around them.


  “Fuck me,” Paasha whispered to the mist as her lover and lord fucked her.


  The goblin’s entire body shuddered with each slam of her lover’s hips. Asher held her as he punished her from behind. Every time he thought he was too rough, she cried out for more.


  Paasha’s mouth hung open as nerves exploded in cascading bliss. She gripped the edge of the tub as milk dripped from her swinging breasts. She let out an animalistic moan as magical explosions continued to flash across her soul.


  Asher felt the goblin tighten like a vice around his member. Her body trembled from an onslaught of orgasms. Thick moans dripped from her open mouth as Asher pummeled his hips into her ass.


  The more Paasha moaned and trembled, the closer Asher felt the moment of no return. She never asked him to stop, or slow. She let him continue to hammer into her. His demons cried out with hungry lust. Time slowed down as he punished the motherly goblin.


  Paasha turned her head and a primal gaze caught Asher’s eyes. A connection glowed like two beasts meeting in a wild forest. Nothing needed to be said, but the couple knew what that gaze meant. That was the moment Asher lost all control.


  Asher slammed his hips into her ass and let out a primal groan. His cock thickened before thick ropes of come painted her sacred inner world. Their connection flooded with seed and honey. Their legs trembled as bliss continued to blast their senses.


  White touched the edges of Asher’s gaze as Paasha squeezed his cock, milking it further.


  An instant later, Paasha slammed her ass against Asher’s hips and sent him falling backwards. He splashed into the water, sending some of it over the edge of the tub rim. He blinked as the goblin moved over his hips and sat down, impaling herself on his still standing cock.


  Asher let out a small groan as she squeezed him again. Her fingers ran through his hair lovingly. Paasha gazed into his lost eyes with loving warmth.


  The goblin lifted her tit and pressed her leaking nipple to his lips. Asher latched on and drank as she leaned her chest closer to his face. She let out a dreamy sigh as she felt him hard again within her. Her hips moved slightly underwater as the tingling sensations of Asher’s mouth drinking her milk curled her toes.


  “I will always serve you, Clan Father,” Paasha whispered as he drank from her. “I will always love you.”


  ***


  The door to the washroom opened.


  Keefa and Nuha stopped talking and sat up from laying on their stomachs. They watched as Paasha led Asher by the hand. They were naked and dry. When they reached the edge of the bed, they sat down and faced each other. Nuha and Keefa crawled closer with curious eyes.


  Asher couldn’t hide his throbbing cock. Paasha’s goblin milk made him a little crazy, but he had it under control from drinking goblin milk for a long time.


  Keefa and Nuha began to pull off what little clothes they were wearing. They quickly threw their clothes to the floor until they were both naked.


  “Clan Father, when you need rest, come to me. I will sooth you with my milk and body. I will soothe your cock,” Paasha said with loving eyes.


  Nuha and Keefa crowded closer.


  “We couldn’t decide who could have him first. So, we will both have him,” Nuha grinned from ear to ear.


  “Come into bed, Clan Father,” Keefa ordered.


  Asher crawled onto bed and was soon surrounded by both goblins.


  “Lay down,” Nuha commanded.


  Asher laid down onto his back. He looked at the goblins and noticed a stark difference from how they usually acted. Nuha had a hungry gaze, and seemed to enjoy telling Asher what to do. Keefa's eyes took in a demonic gaze. The often shy, quiet goblin, was unleashing her own inner demons. Asher knew they were there. She often whispered to him to do things to her at odd times. She loved when he would come into her room as she was sleeping and have his way with her. She often begged him to use her and he obliged. But this time, things seemed to have changed.


  “You will be a good Clan Father,” the blonde goblin said with a wicked whisper.


  “I will always be good for you,” Asher said.


  Keefa nodded and slipped her leg over him and sat on his chest. Her eyes took on a crazy shine as her fingers touched Asher’s lips.


  Asher glanced at her firm breasts and erect nipples. Keefa and Nuha had taken the elixir and milk began to bead along their dark green nipples. A drop from Keefa’s nipple dripped and splashed on Asher’s wide chest.


  “You are our meat for tonight,” Keefa said with an evil smile.


  Asher returned her crazy smile with his own.


  The blonde goblin moved her wet slit until it hovered over Asher's mouth. Her thighs kept him boxed in. A drop of honey dripped onto his lips and he licked it, enjoying the taste.


  “Lick me until I pass out. Then fuck me, Clan Father,” Keefa whispered before she lowered herself onto his mouth.


  Asher couldn’t answer as his tongue stabbed into her wet slit. His tongue moved and lashed at her, tasting her sweet honey. The goblin lowered her hips to his mouth and tongue. Her breathing quickened as his tongue explored. When he touched her clit, she let out a sensual whine.


  “Grab me. Keep me to you,” Keefa commanded.


  Asher's hands swung around and grabbed her by the hips. He held her in place as she writhed against his tongue. She continued to move to him as he held her. Asher’s hand grabbed at her as she drowned him in honey. He remained to task, licking her clit and sucking on her pussy.


  Nuha licked her lips as she saw Asher’s standing cock. The goblin moved closer, grabbed it, and closed her mouth over the tip. The goblin had a fetish for sucking his cock and moved her lips up and down. Her tongue enjoyed his taste as she settled down by his hip. She bent his cock to the side and gently sucked on it with closed eyes.


  Asher felt Nuha’s mouth on his cock. He closed his eyes as he held Keefa to his mouth and licked her clit.


  Paasha laid down on her side and bent a leg. She touched herself as she watched the goblins she raised enjoy their shared lover. She rubbed her clit with slow circles as the sounds of love played on.


  “I love when your tongue plays with me,” Keefa said as she rubbed her tits. Milk covered her hands and she rubbed it all over her green body.


  The gifted goblin let out a long, dreamy moan. She opened her eyes and they glowed with a dim mystical light.


  “I sense your urges. I sense your needs. You love us, but I want to know more,” Keefa said as if she was in a trance.


  The blonde goblin rode Asher’s mouth and tongue as she stared at nothing. Her eyes widened as she felt his demons.


  Keefa fell forward as pleasure caused her to weaken. Images played on as moments of loving caresses, hugs, loving moments, and carnal acts swirled.


  “There…will be an heir. No…there will be heirs,” Keefa huffed.


  Asher licked at her as her thighs locked on his head.


  “Our clan…will grow. We will live a dream,” Keefa said with wide eyes.


  Nuha continued to suck on Asher’s throbbing member, barely listening to her friend as she tasted a drop of Asher’s seed.


  Keefa’s gaze weakened as her nerves coiled tight.


  “There will be a fight. There will be love.”


  Asher held the goblin tight as he licked her further into submission.


  “You will…you will,” Keefa whispered as she looked down on Asher munching on her.


  “You will show me what it means to love. When the house is quiet, I will come to you. I see our moment where we loved each other in the dark. I see a dark dream where I confess my desire and you plant the seed. I will surrender to you…only you.


  “Our heir…will be gifted. She will,” Keefa threw her head back as her eyes glowed.


  Orgasms flashed like magical flares. Knowledge and ecstasy shattered her to pieces as a flood slammed into her. Each piece tumbled through the river of bliss. Shockwaves radiated through her whole body as she shuddered hard.


  Asher tasted the difference as she squirted. He drank from her as much as he could as she trembled like a leaf to him.


  The goblin weaved as the glow in her eyes faded away. She swayed to one side and fell onto bed.


  Asher gasped for air. He continued to lay there as Nuha’s lips moved up and down his cock. The goblin had upped the tempo again and again. When Asher was too hard for her to stay on her side, the goblin was up and between his legs. Her head bobbed up and down, trying to pull his soul through his cock.


  The lord felt Keefa’s honey all over his face, neck, and part of his chest. When he lifted his head to see Nuha sucking on his member, a dreamy gaze fell over him.


  “Nuha,” Asher groaned as his cock thickened.


  The goblin kept up the tempo until a thick rope of come painted the back of her throat. She slid her lips down as spurts of come filled her mouth. The amount was obscene, but it didn’t stop the goblin as she gulped it down. One of her hands slipped between her thighs and rubbed her throbbing clit. She was in ecstasy as she tasted her lover’s soul. Her nerves flashed like wildfires as her orgasms caused her to shudder hard.


  The goblin milked Asher’s cock until there was nothing left. She pulled her tight lips up the length of his cock and she kissed the tip.


  Asher turned his dazed eyes to Paasha pulling Keefa close and holding her to her bosom. The blonde goblin turned slightly and closed her lips on Paasha’s leaking nipple. The motherly goblin ran her fingers through Keefa’s long blonde hair as she looked at her with loving eyes.


  Despite thick soreness and pain, Asher felt his cock getting hard again. Seeing the goblins so close, only turned him on more. He turned onto his side and moved closer. When he was behind Keefa, he grabbed his cock and pressed it to her dripping slit. Thick inches sank into her tight goblinhood. Asher did as he was ordered. He moved his hips slowly as he fucked the beautiful goblin.


  Keefa’s eyes fluttered open. She let go of Paasha’s nipple and a moan escaped. She pressed her back to Asher’s chest as he slowly pushed into her world. She blinked her large oval eyes. Moans floated up as her body bounced a little to each slow thrust.


  “I…saw a dream,” Keefa said with a weak whisper.


  “I heard and felt our dream,” Asher smiled.


  “Our…dream,” Keefa whispered.


  Nuha was behind Asher, her green hand grabbing onto his arm.


  “Finish fucking her. Then fuck me,” Nuha commanded.


  “As you will,” Asher grinned, knowing it was going to be a long night.




  Chapter 20


  Hard Love    


  Beams of morning light stabbed through the partially open curtains. Sunlight glowed along the floor as it filled the bedchamber with a dreamy dimness. Shadows retreated, only barely, as small movements rustled blankets on the bed.


  Asher was barely awake as he sucked on Paasha’s leaking tit, his manhood buried deep within her wet slit. The pair undulated with small moans dripping from the goblin’s parted lips. Body heat woke tired muscles as Asher’s member stabbed the goblin’s inner world.


  Memories drifted along Asher’s mind as pleasure curled along his senses. The night was filled with goblin debauchery. Keefa and Nuha often playfully fought each other to have Asher, but it was Paasha who waited like a primal animal, ready to strike. When the pair of goblins were exhausted and needed a rest, the motherly goblin would soothe Asher’s tired body with warm embraces and coaxing life back into his spent member. She whispered loving words as her body and hands did the opposite.


  Asher never knew the motherly goblin could become so demonic with her own demands. Moments flashed of Nuha and Keefa passed out from the night, but Paasha prevented Asher from sleeping. She sucked on his member with soothing care. She mounted him with haunting whispers. She would press her leaking nipple to his lips, making him drink as she rode his throbbing member.


  The lord of Blackwood happily relented. He indulged in his own devilish needs, letting the motherly goblin take control. She orgasmed for very long moments, but never seemed to tire. She marshaled her energy as she forced Asher to come many times within and on her.


  Morning light glowed, and Asher was no longer obliged to be the goblin’s servant. Despite his weary body, he pulled his mouth from her tit, pushed her onto her back and buried his cock to the hilt.


  There were no more words to say. Paasha gave herself willingly to her clan father. She moaned her approval as his hips struck her inner thighs with growing passion.


  Sweat and dried fluids covered their bodies. They were a mess but it only added to the primal mood. The deeper Asher thrusted, the longer Paasha’s moans sang. It didn’t take long for her leg to tremble and her eyes to roll into her head once again. She moaned like she was possessed. Pleasure slammed into her senses and remained as her lord’s thick member appeared and disappeared within her inner valley.


  Asher enjoyed watching her orgasm. He watched her with loving eyes as she continued to moan, heat radiating from her body. Rivulets of milk spilled from her engorged nipples as she surrendered to him.


  Asher’s body tensed before he let out a long groan. Thick ropes of seed flooded her abused valley once again. It dripped from their union as he sank deep and stayed there. His cock throbbed as the goblin milked every drop.


  “You earned our stones,” Paasha said as she stretched her arms over her head.


  “Good to hear,” Asher huffed.


  Paasha brought her arms back, lifted her green hand and caressed Asher’s cheek.


  “Shall I draw you a bath?” she asked.


  Asher nodded. “Yes, please. And I want you in it with me,” he smiled.


  ***


  The morning was filled with food and happy discussions. Keefa and Nuha were energized, talking about their night to Nyn and Amber. Paasha hummed to herself as she cooked morning meal. Asher simply enjoyed the radiance of the fine morning.


  When he didn’t see Elara, Nyn told him that she was at The Wine Library, waiting for a shipment and possibly opening it early for the town to enjoy.


  Asher nodded as he ate spoonsful of eggs. His other hand went to his belt pouch and felt the five carved stones within. There were only two left to earn, one from Elara and the other from Brynda.


  The lord sat and ate his meal, his mind wandering to the future. Some of his lovers were pregnant, he just didn’t know which. It added a sense of mystery he enjoyed. From the looks of others as they enjoyed their morning meals, they had expressions of excitement and wonderment. Their world was going to change in just a month or two, when bellies would begin to show.


  Distant memories came back to the lord of Blackwood. He remembered his mother helping young mothers in town with their pregnant bellies. She often advised their lost-eyed bonded men that they had to rub oils on the mother’s bellies and speak to their children within said bellies. It helped with the connection of father to child. It would be the very thing he would do, rubbing oils on their bellies and speak to them with words of love.


  Asher finished his meal with a small knowing smile. He kissed each woman present before taking their plates to the kitchen. He was excited to know who would be the mothers of their children.


  He made his way to the kitchen and began washing them in the sink. Soon Paasha joined him and they cleaned up everything rather quickly. When they were finished, Asher kissed the motherly goblin on the lips before making his exit out the side kitchen door.


  Asher stepped into brilliant sunlight. His body was bathed in warmth as he basked in it for a moment. Plans to check the winery and the grounds filled his mind. Those plans fell away like leaves on the wind as a giant, red-headed woman stood in the grassy distance.


  Brynda stood not far from Farmhouse West. She looked at Asher with dreamy, shy eyes before she looked away. Her long red dress was loose along her body. She didn’t have her broadswords poking up from behind her back.


  Asher knew that look and walked toward her.


  When the lord reached the giant woman, he looked up into her shy eyes.


  “Brynda, is everything well?”


  She shook her head.


  “No, it is not. I have been dreading this conversation, but it must be done.”


  Asher kept his concerned gaze on the nine-foot-tall giant. She was the runt of her kind, much smaller than normal giants. Shunned by her people, Brynda worked for other communities, often as a helping hand for lifting heavy things until the Opal Society brought her in as a bodyguard.


  Brynda’s cheeks were a sizzling pink as she looked down on the man she adored. She sat down and put an elbow on her knee. A sigh fell from her lips before she looked Asher in the eyes.


  “Some of the ways of giants remain with me. To have a child, the male must be strong enough to defeat me to ensure the child will be strong.”


  Asher eyed the giant woman as it all became clear.


  “I must fight you,” he said with knowing eyes.


  Brynda gave a single nod. “It is not like a brutal fight. You must knock me down onto my back. We never punch, or directly kick another. Bruises are badges of strength. If you knock me down onto my back, I am yours.”


  Asher rubbed his jaw.


  Brynda reached behind her and pulled a potion vial from her belt. She brought it around and held it out to Asher, a creamy white liquid within.


  The giant woman looked away. “I know it will make you large enough to give you a chance.”


  Asher looked at the vial of Brynda’s milk. He remembered when he drank her milk, he did become taller and larger, but not to her size. He would grow to seven-feet-tall and no more. He would be at a disadvantage size wise, but he still had a chance with his fighting skills and experience.


  “I cannot say why, but we must do this now,” Brynda said with pink cheeks.


  Asher’s eyes gleamed with understanding. He knew why she was being mysterious. It was her fruitful time to conceive. He didn’t need all the stones to know she really wanted to have a child. She could never hide her emotions from him. The beautiful giant woman, with all her strength and experience, was a shy, loving maiden at heart. She gave up her maidenhood to him, and now she wanted to have their child.


  Asher took the vial from her hand. He pulled the cork and immediately drank the contents. When the vial was empty, he let it drop to the grass as his body began to convulse.


  Brynda slowly stood up with a happy smile. She watched as her beloved Asher grew several inches at a time, his clothes ripping with every few inches. He let out a long exhale as the man of over six-feet-tall grew to over seven-feet-tall.


  Asher stood tall and most of his clothes were ripped.


  “Are you ready?” Asher asked with amused eyes.


  Brynda nodded, then she launched at him.


  Asher barely had a chance to dig in his right foot as he grabbed her. He managed to lift her an inch off the ground, before her elbow struck him across the side of his head, stars exploding across his vision.


  The pair fell from the blow and quickly scrambled to their feet again.


  Asher touched the side of his throbbing head.


  “It must be a true challenge,” Brynda said as she bent her knees and kept her hands at the ready.


  Asher charged the giant woman. When he was close to her, he launched himself at her. Brynda leapt back as she slammed her elbow into his back in midair. The pair slammed onto the ground, Brynda on top of Asher.


  Lord Blackwood tried to turn but Brynda held him down with a happy smile.


  “Eat dirt my love,” the giant grinned.


  Asher’s head was shoved into the ground as his teeth touched dirt.


  I can’t beat her strength, but there are other ways to tame a giant.


  Asher’s hand groped around as he tried to get back up. The giant woman was heavy on him. When his hand reached up a little and felt the bottom of her large breast, he groped her nipple and twisted it.


  Brynda let out a laughing yelp and pulled away. Asher took the advantage and slammed his shoulder into her unguarded waist. Brynda stumbled back but didn’t fall. She regained her footing as she grabbed Asher. Her fingers dug into his sides, ready to lift him up and throw him.


  Asher knew if he didn’t make a move now, she was going to toss him away hard. He pulled his knee to his chest and struck at her ankle as hard as he could with his foot. The ankle gave out and Brynda let out a grunt in pain. She lost her balance as Asher regained his. He curled his foot around her calf, landed his heel behind hers, and pushed with all his might against the beautiful giant.


  Brynda let out a yelp as she felt her body and gravity shift. She fell backwards like the giant tree. Asher’s elbow slammed into her shoulder and her eyes widened.


  The giant woman crashed onto the grassy floor with a heavy, vibrating thud.


  Asher was over her with a crazed look and smile, dirt covering his features.


  “I have won,” he said with a maddening grin.


  Brynda didn’t frown or reject his win. The giant laid there with pink cheeks and a heavy breath. She looked into his eyes with deep affection and tender love. Her body relaxed as wet spots grew bigger along the cloth covering her breasts.


  Asher stared at her beauty, feeling every powerful pulse from her chest. He slowly moved off her and held out his hand to her. Brynda took it and slowly stood up. She held his hand as she led him away.


  The pair walked past Farmhouse West and toward a small wooded area on the estate. They stepped in between trees until they were surrounded by them.


  Brynda was silent as she took hold of her dress and pulled it over her head. She tossed it aside and stood in her naked glory.


  Asher was always stunned by her beauty. She had pale skin. A triangle of red hair framed her womanhood. Large breasts defied gravity as they leaked creamy white milk. She had an hourglass figure, with thick, comforting thighs.


  Brynda lifted her hands and undid her braid. After a moment, her hair fell naturally down. It was a crimson red against her pale skin.


  Asher pulled off his rippled clothes and tossed them away. When he was naked, he couldn’t fight the rising power of his manhood. It vibrated with need at the giant’s beauty.


  Lord Blackwood walked over until he stood before Brynda. His head was to her neck level. He claimed his win by gently cupping her leaking breast and licked at her sensitive nipple.


  Brynda gasped as her eyes half-closed. Pink glowed along her pale skin as she seemed to wilt further to his touch.


  Asher’s other hand snaked around to her back. He pressed at the small of her back as he licked at her nipple. Rivulets of milk flowed and he closed his lips over them. Brynda let out a weak moan as Asher drank her magical milk. Her hands shook for a moment before they curled around the man she loved. He closed his eyes on loving contentment.


  Magical energy surged along Asher’s entire body. It only grew and grew as he continued to gulp down her milk. The lord’s body began to grow larger. He continued to get taller and wider.


  Brynda’s nipple slipped from his lips and Asher opened his eyes.


  Brynda looked up with wonderment in her gaze. Asher looked down at her, his head a foot taller than hers. Reaching ten-feet-tall, he was still a runt compared to most giants, but not to the giant before him.


  “Darling,” Brynda said with trembling eyes.


  Asher smiled as his arms wrapped around her, one cupping the back of her head while the other touched the small of her back again. He gently laid her down as she touched his cheek. When Brynda was on the grassy ground, it was Asher who moved his hands along her body.


  Brynda let out a dreamy sigh as strong hands ran along her skin. One hand reached between her parted thighs and explored. She reached up and grabbed the back of Asher’s head. With a pull, their lips met and tongues slipped into mouths. Heat glowed as Asher’s fingers ran along her wet slit. When he touched her throbbing pearl, he massaged it with arcane moments. It was enough for Brynda to curl a leg over his hip, her hips writhing to his touch. A muffled moan filled her throat as tongues played.


  The couple’s heartbeats matched in power and pulse. An empty pit filled the giant and she wanted it filled. Brynda pulled her head back and gasped for air.


  “I never wanted anything else more in my life. Take me my lover for I no longer wish to wait. Take me as I am yours,” she cried out.


  “You are mine,” Asher said darkly. “As I am yours,” his dark tone turned lighter.


  Wetness surged between them. Asher was over Brynda, the tip of his cock pressed to her tight opening. She let out a long exhale as his thick spear pushed into her inner world. Thicker inches sank into warm flesh. Inner walls spread to his now expanded girth. Brynda cried out, not in pain, but in unbridled ecstasy. She moaned as he sank to the hilt and stayed there. Brynda held onto the much larger Asher, her face cuddled to his neck.


  Asher’s hips moved with the hypnotic movements of a snake. They were slow at first, but the tempo grew over time. Asher enjoyed her tight feel. Her gasps against his neck caused him to move the tempo to her breaths. The more she gasped, the slower he was. If her breathing slowed, he slowed. Wet inches appeared and disappeared along their intimate connection. The sounds of their moans and bodies were lost to the sounds of birds and trees swaying to the breeze.


  The couple was alone in a world filled with life. Brynda cuddled to Asher as he pushed with restrained might. His member throbbed to her vice-like hold on him. His hips gently pushed against tender inner thighs. The rhythm between was sublime, like fate was guiding them to this very point in their lives.


  “It will be a boy,” Brynda whispered before she could stop herself.


  Asher’s tempo increased. The thought of his beautiful Brynda carrying one of his heirs sent shivers along his body. A strong urge to keep going swayed all thoughts from his mind. Asher continued to push with the strength of a titan. Brynda gasped near his ear, and that little gasp knocked away all control he had.


  Brynda moaned louder as Asher’s manhood thickened. It throbbed as he made long, fast strokes. The tempo grew as pleasure blinded the giant Asher. He let out a strangled grunt as bliss consumed him. His hips thrusted and let out a louder groan.


  Brynda let out her own moan at the same time. White hot suns of mystical explosions filled her body. Her leg trembled as she embraced and squeezed his upper body.


  Asher was close to Brynda as thick magma-like ropes flooded her inner world. The more Asher thrusted, the louder Brynda’s moans were. Pleasure grappled the couple as their intimate song played on.


  The world beyond them was nothing more than a dream.


  Brynda pulled her head back and laid on the ground. Her cheeks were rosy as she looked up into Asher’s happy eyes.


  “I’m sorry. I couldn’t stop myself,” she said with heavy breath.


  “I’m happy you did. It doesn’t matter if it is a boy or a girl. I only want a healthy child and your love,” Lord Blackwood huffed.


  “You have it,” she said as she touched his cheek.


  Time stood still for the couple as bodies glowed with heat.


  “Again?” Asher asked.


  “Again,” Brynda said.


  ***


  Asher stepped out of the farmhouse in new clothes, and was greeted by the glow of late afternoon. He smiled as he felt light as a feather in mind, body, and soul.


  From morning to afternoon, Asher was stuck in his giant form. Brynda had become ravenous after the first time and the couple enjoyed many different positions and sensual activities. When the milk began to wear off, giant Asher shrank down into normal-size. When the couple decided to leave the small wounds, Asher had the rags of his clothes barely covering his body. He ran back to the house as Brynda laughed. After a bath and a moment alone with his thoughts, he dressed and headed out to see his beloved Elara at her shop.


  Asher stepped off the porch and made for the gate with a warm smile across his lips.


  The breeze was soothing across the lord’s face.


  It didn’t take long for him to reach town. He looked ahead to see people on the street walking to destinations or simply caught in the gravity of conversations.


  The sun set lower to the west. The sky’s brightness dimmed into a smoldering orange and yellow glow.


  Asher looked further down the wide street, seeing The Wine Library at the corner. The glass windows showed several patrons enjoying a good book with a full wine glass on nearby tables, or in hands.


  “Greetings, Asher,” came a voice from the side.


  Asher smiled, knowing the voice was familiar but in his blissful cloud, couldn’t place it exactly. When he fully turned, his happy demeanor turned into a defensive stance. His hand landed on his enchanted dagger at his belt as his gaze took on a sharp, angry gaze.


  “It is good to see you again,” Sontar said with a haughty smirk.




  Chapter 21


  Elven Honor    


  Asher’s hand clutched at his sheathed dagger.


  Sontar lifted his palm out and fingers up.


  “Calm yourself, Lord Blackwood. You will make the people of this town nervous,” the elf said with a sly smirk.


  Asher glanced around at the people going about their late afternoon. A few looked over with questioning stares, but their glances relaxed when Asher relaxed.


  “There. We live in civilized times and we should act accordingly,” Sontar said with a haughty tone.


  Asher kept his hand to the dagger with a relaxed stance.


  If I attack him, the town will be our battleground.


  “Civilized? You kidnapped Elara. You used your own students to help guard her thinking they were protecting her, when they should have been protecting her from you,” the last word coming out with a dark edge.


  Sontar kept his sly smirk.


  “Doesn’t love make us do crazy things in the moment?”


  “Crazy moments don’t lead to snatching a person away,” Asher growled.


  Sontar’s gaze narrowed. “Elara was in my employ. I have the right to investigate her disappearance and get some answers. Please see it from my side; to think she found a farm that connected her to the Mother, and fall in love with some human is preposterous. I could hardly believe it myself if I wasn’t standing in this beautiful valley town.”


  The elf turned and looked around with intrigued eyes.


  “Mist Valley is marvelous. I have been here a few times and the locals have been quite helpful, especially after I told them I am a friend of your beloved,” the elf said as he faced Asher once again.


  Asher’s glare was sharp enough to cut stone. “You do not belong here, or anywhere near Elara.”


  Sontar put a gloved hand to his chest. “You wound me, Lord Blackwood. Shouldn’t that be her choice?”


  Asher’s kept his glare, knowing she didn’t want him there either.


  Sontar lifted his chin and he looked down on the former guild ranger. “Let’s face facts, you and your beloved don’t wish me here, but you don’t own the town. I can come and go as I please and there is no reason to stop me. I may buy a villa, or have a large dwelling built here. A simple teleport spell can bring me here and back to the academy with just a few arcane words and a gesture.”


  Sontar’s gaze took in a knowing gleam.


  “Lord Blackwood, I am patient. I am powerful. I can outlive you. You are a pet to her. She will love and adore you until your strength fades. When you become feeble, you will become a burden. She will ask herself if what she felt was ever true. And when you perish, she will mourn you for a few years. After that, she will return to my waiting arms. I will soothe away her pain and she will realize I was always there for her.


  “My power is clever patience. There is nothing you can do. Time is not on your side, but it is on mine.”


  Asher’s fist tightened. Never in his life did he want to punch such a smug elven face.


  “Do…it,” Sontar said with a wicked tone. “Punch me. Slap me. Show your beloved town the animal you are. Perceptions will change and they will keep their distance. Be the primal animal you are and make your attempt, Lord Blackwood.”


  Asher’s fist vibrated for a moment before it relaxed. He opened his hand and looked the smug elf in the eyes. A thought filled his mind and it was Asher’s turn to smile.


  “What could bring a smile to your face?” Sontar said with guarded eyes.


  Inside The Wine Library, Elara was pouring wine into a glass for a patron when she glanced to the side. She gasped as she saw Asher and Sontar, nearly nose to nose on the street.


  Without a word, she put the wine bottle down and rushed out of her shop. She emerged onto the street, her heart in her throat. She hurried over until she halted about ten feet from the pair.


  “Tell me,” Sontar said with a harder tone.


  “Stop this nonsense!” Elara shouted.


  Asher and Sontar turned to the beautiful elf.


  Elara looked at both and immediately moved to Asher’s side.


  Sontar’s gaze took on a hard edge as he stared at them both.


  “Sontar, you are not wanted here!” Elara said with conviction.


  The elf rolled his eyes and smiled.


  “Yes yes, your paramour has said as much, but as I told him, I’m in love with this town and thinking of buying property here.”


  Elara’s eyes turned into a hard glare. She glanced around, seeing some of the townsfolk looking over at the three of them.


  “Sontar, the three of us can speak, but at the edge of town,” Elara said.


  The elf looked at Elara, then to Asher, and then back to Elara.


  “I suppose we can discuss beyond the earshot of the town. I don’t want to bother my future neighbors.”


  Elara looked at Asher and he nodded. She took his hand and they walked in the direction of home. Sontar followed.


  It didn’t take long for them to reach the edge of town where there were little to no people.


  Sontar looked at his gloved hand as he spoke, “Now that we are on the edge of town, what nonsense do you wish to say?”


  “Leave and never come back,” Elara said with emotion.


  “You keep saying that like it will come true. Oh no dear Elara, I am here to investigate for the empire and write my report. There is something afoul going on with these black books and wild gates. I will discover their nature as I sit in my new home within Mist Valley.”


  Sontar stood at attention, his hands now behind him and his regal magus robes.


  “Unless you come back with me and leave this all behind? I will terminate the investigation and all will be as it once was.”


  Elara looked at the elf with incredulous eyes. Fear gripped her as the mage was not backing down. She looked over to Asher. His gaze spoke more than words could say. She let out a soft exhale and stepped back.


  Asher stepped closer to Sontar and stared into his bored oval eyes.


  “Are you an elf of honor?” Asher asked.


  Sontar looked at the human man with annoyed eyes. “Honor is my life. Only the honorable may serve the empire.”


  Asher nodded. “If we are at an impasse, how about a wager?”


  Elara let out a stark laugh.


  Sontar’s gaze took an interested gleam. “A wager?”


  Asher nodded.


  “A contest to win the affections of Lady Moonwhisper. Clearly, the stronger and most clever of us is what she desires. Let’s put our strengths and knowledge to the test.”


  “I’m listening.”


  Asher continued, “A simple wager. We both must collect a gem from a location and bring it back to my estate. We will both be handicapped to make it fair. The first one to bring the gem back to Elara is the winner.


  “We will have to further work out the rules, but I see no other way of making a decision without killing each other first,” Asher said, matching Sontar’s regal tone.


  The elf looked at Asher with suspicious eyes. “When?”


  “Three days from now,” Asher smiled.


  Sontar tapped his cheek, deep in thought.


  Elara looked over with disgusted eyes.


  Asher kept his gaze even.


  Sontar held out his arm to Asher. The lord grasped the elf’s forearm and gave it a hearty shake.


  “We have a wager,” Sontar looked at Asher like he already won.


  “Return on the morning of the third day. We will discuss the rules and have our contest.”


  Sontar smirked as he turned his attention to Elara.


  “Do not fret, beautiful Elara. After I win this bet, we will visit the valley as a couple.”


  Elara sneered as she looked away.


  Sontar looked at Asher before he whispered an arcane word and vanished before their eyes.


  Asher turned to a very angry elf marching toward him.


  “A wager. A wager!” Elara shouted as she reached him.


  Asher embraced her with love in his eyes. She struggled in his embrace, her eyes filled with rage.


  “I’m not some cattle to be bargained over. We should have told him I will be having your child.”


  Asher let go enough to gently take hold of the sides of her head and leaned his forehead against hers.


  “My beautiful Elara. If we told him, he would have made things worse. I had to use his honor against him. Now we have time to plan.”


  Elara looked into Asher’s handsome features, her anger subsiding.


  “He is too powerful. Even if he is handicapped, he has many spells to aid him to victory.”


  “He is a stranger to our valley. I know the woods like the back of my hand. I could make my way to the wild gate and back blindfolded in the deepest point of night. With a few more tricks, and clever planning, it will be me returning with the gem and ending this obsession of his once and for all.”


  Elara pulled away and looked in the direction of the setting sun to the west. Light bathed her features as tears filled her eyes.


  “A contest will not stop him from desiring me. If he knows we will have a half-elf child, it will destroy him. He will leave us and never return, disgusted at my decision.”


  Asher came up from behind, his arms wrapping around and holding her close to him.


  “Do I hear a hint of regret?”


  Elara shook her head. “No, no regret. This play of ours has been a delight, but I am eager to be finished with it. I want you to know what to expect for our future.”


  “I don’t need any stones to know who wills a child from our unions,” Asher chuckled. “We cannot hide each other from each other.”


  “And they know who you want a child with,” Elara said as she leaned her head back a little to his embrace.


  “Unlikely,” Asher chuckled.


  Elara giggled in his embrace before a solemn gaze filled her eyes.


  “One way or another, Sontar will leave us alone. Leave me alone. If we must bury his body behind the barn, I will gladly pick up a shovel.”


  “There’s the elf I love,” Asher whispered and then kissed her neck.


  Elara let out a soft, sultry gasp.


  “Soon all our troubles will end and new adventures will await us.” Elara said with a loving whisper.


  “Thank the Mother,” Asher muttered as he kissed Elara’s neck in the magical light of another magnificent sunset.       




  Chapter 22


  Legacy in Motion    


  The alchemy lab was silent as Asher leaned back in his chair, once again lost in thought. Open books covered the worktable last night and today. Small cauldrons bubbled with mist spilling over the edges.


  Asher stared at nothing, his thoughts lost to possibilities. A small memory lingered of yesterday. Sontar agreed to Asher’s wager. The elf mage’s hubris would be his downfall, if Asher’s plan had any chance of succeeding.


  Lord Blackwood spoke with their family. Everyone spoke their ideas, and their anger. No one wanted the union broken between their family and Asher assured they would triumph. But after the family meeting, the lord kissed his beloved Elara on the cheek and made his way down the alchemy lab, where he continued to work to find a solution.


  Asher let out a sigh. He spent most of last night, and most of today, researching, and brewing potions. He also drew up plans for the forest. He knew the forest well, and he could use it to his advantage. But a lingering doubt remained. Despite Sontar’s assurances, Asher knew the elf’s honor was tenuous. If he were to lose, there was a chance he would renege on their wager. That would mean a battle no one wanted.


  Asher rubbed his jaw, a memory of handing Nuha a letter and sending her off touching his mind.


  A knock woke him from his thoughts. He looked over to the stairs as Blyss made her way down. She took each step until she reached the floor.


  The goblin looked at Asher with loving eyes.


  “I came down to tell you, Mistress Elara wishes to see you in the master bedchamber,” the goblin said with a soft voice.


  Asher nodded as she stepped closer to him. He lowered his hand to her hand. They held hands as Asher turned to her with a warm gaze.


  “You have won every stone, except for Mistress Elara’s stone. Once you have it, we can tell you who will be having your child, or not.”


  Asher nodded again. “My beautiful Blyss,” he said and embraced her.


  The goblin hugged him back, a happy sigh falling from her green lips.


  “I’m ready for us,” Blyss whispered.


  “As am I,” Asher whispered back.


  The man and goblin held each other for a long moment before they parted. The couple looked into each other’s eyes, a divine happiness filling them both.


  “I will take you to her,” Blyss smiled.


  “Lead the way,” Asher returned her smile.


  The goblin took his hand again and led the way.


  Asher was in a loving daze, walking through the home they made for themselves. His uncle may have left it to him, but Asher and his family made it their true home. A place where they could live how they wanted, without a true care in the world.


  Before long, the man and goblin reached the door to the master bedchamber. Blyss let go and gave her lover a pat on the butt. Asher smiled as he felt Blyss walk away in the dim hallway.


  Asher put his hand on the knob, turned it and opened it to his bedroom.


  The lord was greeted by Elara. The mature elf wore a silky white dress. It was so sheer; he could see her nipples and curves. Her long blonde hair was down, framing her beautiful elven features. Her eyes gleamed an emerald green as her hands touched the sides of Asher’s neck.


  “My beloved,” Elara said before she kissed him on the lips.


  For a time, the couple held each other, lost to the magic of their kiss. When they parted, they simply looked into each other’s eyes.


  “Tonight, will not be about anything other than our love,” she said with a seductive firmness.


  “I understand,” Asher said softly, trapped by her beauty.


  “I must ask you a question. If you can answer it, I won’t have to send you away,” Elara smiled.


  “Ask your question,” Asher said with smoldering smoothness.


  Elara smiled brightly. “This is a question only you can truly answer. What has changed about me since I arrived here at Blackwood? What significant change has brought me joy, other than finding you, and our beloved family?”


  Asher smirked. This was not a hard question. He had the answer, but he wondered if she was hiding a surprise after he said it.


  “If you answer correctly, you will win more than a simple stone,” Elara said with a wicked smile.


  “There are too many answers to give,” Asher said playfully.


  Elara let out a happy laugh as her hands fell to his and fingers entwined.


  “Would you like a hint?”


  “I would like you, on our bed, moaning our love,” Asher said with a hungry gaze.


  “My handsome morsel, you will have everything and more. Answer the question, and all will be revealed.”


  Asher tightened his fingers with Elara’s fingers.


  “We have taught and learned from each other so much, I can’t put our love into words. We know our bodies like we are the same soul. What will happen tonight will change our lives forever, and I’m ready for it.


  “I love you, Elara Moonwhisper. After tonight, I want our entire family bonded before the gods.”


  Elara’s eyes widened a hair, his words speaking a greater truth she had always known.


  “You wish to be bonded before the gods. You wish to do this with me?”


  Asher nodded. “I do. It will mean no one can stop our love. I had thought of it for some time. It must be us before the others, if you agree?”


  Elara’s eyes watered. She embraced her lover and he held her to him. Tears filled their eyes as they held each other as if their worlds would fly apart.


  “Yes, of course,” Elara said with a happy tone.


  Asher touched her arms and held them as they parted a little. They looked into each other’s happy eyes.


  “And to answer your question, you like to watch me love another before I take you into my arms,” Asher smiled with tears in his eyes.


  Elara’s eyes trembled at the answer and admission of her developed kink. She pulled away an arm and swung her hand out, presenting their bedroom.


  “I have a gift for you,” Elara said with an impish smile.


  Asher stepped in with excited eyes. Candles lit corners and stood on shelves. New large, thick curtains covered the windows. A new, padded leather chair filled the spot between the edge of the immense bed and the windows. Their bedroom looked like something out of a dream.


  The washroom door opened, and hooved feet stepped out.


  Asher shifted his gaze and eyes widened a hair in loving surprise. Alma stepped out in her own sheer white robe. She wore nothing underneath. Her slender hourglass figure caught his attention. Her breasts seemed a little larger as dark nipples pressed against the white fabric. Her eyes shined in the candlelight, as did her golden horn stabbing out of her head.


  Alma stepped closer to Asher and looked up into his eyes.


  “Elara came to me with a proposition I could not deny,” she said with a breathy exhale.


  Asher lifted his hand and pressed the side of his finger under her chin. He ensured she looked up to him, their gazes aligned perfectly.


  Alma’s eyes trembled as her breathing quickened. Her hands opened and closed as she tried to hold back her emotions.


  “You understand what this means, being together?” Asher asked with serious eyes.


  Alma gave a slight nod as her knees grew weaker.


  “It means…we are to be together. It means I can show you what I always wanted since I arrived, a family that loves and protects each other.”


  The uni-goat shifter let out a weak sigh.


  “It means I get to show you how much I’ve loved you as I grew to know you. To know everyone here. To be with everyone because we love each other.”


  Asher reached for her sheer robe and parted it. He gazed at her beautiful dark skin and smooth body. He eyed the tuft of black flame of hair above her womanhood. He then noticed a liquid beading at her dark nipples.


  “I took the elixir early today. I wanted to feel the mother’s touch and be with the people I always loved. The man I have loved.”


  Elara sat down in her new, padded leather chair. She scooped up a full wineglass as she made herself comfortable.


  “Shall we carry on with the evening?” the mature elf said with a happy smile.


  Asher looked over to the beautiful elf and smiled. He then felt hands on him, undoing his belt. He turned to see Alma helping him to undress. Asher joined her in taking off his own clothes.


  Elara watched as she sipped her wine. The elf could not hide her excitement as milk beaded against her sheer robe. She ignored it, watching her lover undress with Alma’s help. When his leather leggings came down, his member sprang free. She licked her lips as he stepped out of his clothes and Alma touched his throbbing member.


  Alma slowly stroked Asher’s member with both hands. She was fascinated with how long and thick it was, fingers feeling every pulsating vein along it.


  Asher touched her arm, “Let’s get a little closer to my beloved.”


  The pair made their way around the bed and stood on the other side, between the bed and Elara sitting in her chair.


  Alma lost control of herself as she embraced Asher and rubbed her body against his while they stood. Asher held her close, feeling her skin against his. Their embrace felt like tingling magic. The shifter couldn’t control herself. She knelt to him and kissed the underside of his standing cock. She then ran her tongue under it.


  “Don’t be shy. Have a longer taste,” Asher said warmly.


  Alma smiled before she ran her tongue up his throbbing shaft. When she reached the tip, a muffled moan filled her throat as lips parted and closed. Thick inches slid along plump lips. Her tongue writhed under it the deeper it went. Alma closed her eyes as she tasted Asher, her hands on his hips. His musk and taste overwhelmed her. Urges caused her lips to move back and forth along the shaft. Milk dripped from her uncovered breasts as pleasure swirled.


  Asher looked down on the beautiful shifter. Her lips were tight as she tried to suck out his soul. But he couldn’t help himself as he looked over to Elara. The elf sat back in her chair, sipping wine with nearly unblinking eyes.


  “What should I do with her?” Asher asked his beloved.


  “She’s your gift to do as you wish. We spoke before you arrived. She only cares that you fuck her like she has always been yours,” Elara said above a whisper.


  Asher returned his gaze to Alma as she upped the tempo. She opened her eyes and looked up at him like a primal beast. Her tongue continued to undulate under his cock, trying to tease his seed into her waiting throat. He put his hand to her cheek and she slowed to his touch. His hand moved through her silky hair and she resumed her seductive task.


  Asher’s hips moved with her rhythm. The urge filled him as she teased him.


  The tip of Alma’s gold horn came close to Asher’s stomach. The shifter continued to look up as she slid her lips to the hilt, and then her horn touched his skin.


  The horn did not have a sharp point, but a blunt end. It still didn’t hold back its magical power. When it touched Asher’s skin, energy struck his soul. Asher’s eyes widened as a power swelled and slipped into every muscle, including his heart.


  A dreamy intoxication of power filled Asher as his cock thickened in the shifter’s mouth. Alma looked up innocently as Asher grunted. Thick ropes of seed painted the back of Alma’s throat as she sucked on the end of his cock. His head pulsed in her mouth as more seed splashed against her tongue. Pleasure slammed into him like a cannon striking a hard wall. Everything cracked and filled with mystical energy.


  Asher felt strong, better than strong. New vitael surged, as did his demonic urges.


  “I’m going to have fun with you as he reached down and scooped her into his arms. Alma was silent until she was tossed onto the bed. She laughed as she bounced, but the lord of Blackwood was on her. She was on her back as he was on his side, against her. She let out a soft exhale as Asher moved over her and laid against her, ensuring Elara could see everything.


  Without ceremony, Asher’s hand ran along her caramel thigh, his fingers touching her inner thigh. He moved up as he looked at her with hungry eyes. Energy filled him as his manhood never wilted. It throbbed against her outer thigh, wanting more of the magical shifter woman.


  “I want you to tell me what you like,” Asher said as his fingers moved up her tender inner thigh.


  “I like this,” she said as she parted her thighs a little. “I like you against me. I love the taste of your cock in my mouth. Your seed was delicious and I want more,” she said with seductive whispers.


  Asher’s fingers reached her budding wet slit. He explored her slowly, her honey dripping from his touch. Wetness coated his fingers as he felt her soft, tender valley entrance.


  “Why did it take so long for us?” Asher asked as he moved his finger along her throbbing clit.


  Alma let out a giggling exhale. She writhed to his touch like she was under his spell. Her eyes nearly rolled into her head as her sultry giggles continued.


  “I’m very…sensitive,” she said as she writhed to his touch.


  Asher watched her as she seemed lost to pleasure’s embrace.


  Elara parted her sheer robe as she watched. She held her wineglass as her other hand moved down her inner thigh and touched her clit. Wetness surged and dripped on the leather chair. A small moan filled her throat as she watched her lover take another before her eyes. Her hips moved of their own accord, the tension only growing along her already tense spirit.


  Alma moaned as she parted her legs. From the knee down were black goat legs with hooved feet. But from the knees up, her dark flesh shined in the candlelight like a siren on the rocks.


  “I knew…if I showed myself…you would claim me,” Alma whispered.


  Asher massaged her clit with slow, deliberate circles.


  The shifter gasped as she smiled. “I wasn’t ready before, but I am now. I’m ready to be yours. You can fuck me as much as you want, but please, let me suck that cock. Let me drink your seed so I know you care about me.”


  “I have always cared about you,” Asher said as he made an arcane movement along her clit.


  Alma let out a happy yelp as her body undulated like a snake in heat.


  “I know. Even when…you played with me before I revealed myself…I knew you cared. When you fucked Kimi and Verda, I wanted to be there. I wanted you to fuck me. Kimi wants you. Verda always wants you. I want you too. I want that fat, thick cock in me.”


  Asher’s cock slipped from between them and bounced at her words.


  “Verda dreams of you. She wakes up wet between her legs, dreaming of you. I want those dreams too. I want you.”


  Asher’s eyes took on a demonic shine. He lifted honey-coated fingers and brought them to Alma’s lips. The shifter smiled before she grabbed his wrist and closed her lips on them. She sucked on his fingers, enjoying the taste of both him and herself.


  Elara let out her own moan as she rubbed her clit. Her body felt tight as she watched Asher’s cock throb for more.


  The mood thickened into a velvet cloud. Asher let out a small exhale before he turned Alma onto her stomach. He was up and behind her. He grabbed her hips and lifted them up. Alma let out a soft moan as her head was on its side. She felt something big touch her wet slit.


  “Asher,” was all Alma said before he pushed his cockhead against her tight wet opening.


  Alma’s eyes and mouth widened as her inner walls widened to his slow invasion. Inches sank into her tight, soft flesh. Her breathing quickened as he pushed deeper.


  “Does she feel nice?” Elara whispered as she swirled her fingers along her wet clit.


  “She feels very nice and tight,” he said as he sank down nearly to the hilt.


  “Master,” Alma said as her hands grabbed at the blankets and bunched them between her fingers.


  Asher looked down on her with loving eyes.


  “I am your master. I know how stubborn you can be. For that, I need to fuck you until you understand what it truly means,” Asher said with knowing eyes and a soft voice.


  Alma’s eyes rolled into her head as Asher moved his hips. Honey surged to his slow push and pull. Alma squeezed him, but he was almost too big. Instead, she enjoyed his slow tempo as she continued to adjust to his size. She bit the blanket as his strong hands held her in place. The tempo grew with time, the lord’s hips nearly bouncing off her bubble butt.


  Asher watched as his cock throbbed in her tight world. He enjoyed watching her squirm, and knew this is what she wanted.


  Memories filled his mind of when she was first living with them in her uni-goat form. She loved to play, but always fought for dominance. She liked to win on the surface, but not with her affections. He knew she enjoyed losing to him, and only him. It was enough to understand that she loved him, but was afraid to show it. There were no more walls between them. Nothing to stop what was always there.


  Alma’s breathing deepened as her eyes rolled into her head. Her willpower began to crack as Asher punished her from behind. Her fingers tightened against the blankets. A river of pleasure rose higher and higher. When it crested, it came down with a thunderous roar.


  Alma’s mouth remained open as mini-novae exploded along her body and soul. Her eyes were firmly rolled into her head as Asher’s hips slammed into her ass. The shifter’s soul was swept away with a tidal wave of ecstasy, her body tumbling with the current.


  Asher looked down on Alma, feeling her squeeze him as she was blinded by pleasure’s deep touch.


  In that moment, energy burned bright as Asher’s cock thickened. His body betrayed him as he pushed into her. He held her tight as his urges took hold. Demons roared as his cock thickened more, pushing her inner walls to the limit.


  Alma rode pleasure’s wave as it continued. She moaned as he heard her lover grunt from behind her.


  Asher let out a grunt and a growl as he pushed to the hilt and unleashed thick ropes of come. It flooded her tight inner world. Alma milked his cock, her own spirit floating over her own body.


  But for the two of them, it wasn’t enough.


  Elara let out a loving moan as she watched Asher pull from the dazed Alma, turned her onto her back, and was on her again. She watched and swirled her clit faster as his cock pushed into Alma’s dripping slit once again.


  Asher’s hips struck Alma’s tender inner thighs. He grabbed her full breast and she sprayed creamy white milk. He closed his mouth over her leaking nipple and sucked. Alma let out a dreamy moan as she felt his tight lips sucking on her, and his thick manhood invading her once again. Come and honey dripped from their rough affection. Alma continued to tumble through bliss’s embrace because she never had a chance to stop.


  Alma let out a heated moan as she endured paradise longer than she ever had in her whole life.


  Asher was in a daze, his hips pushing and pulling against his will. Her milk was divine as his cock could not wilt.


  Alma moaned.


  Asher’s demons wanted more. They wanted everything. His skin began to darken as twin points formed along his forehead.


  Elara saw Asher’s demonic side and lost what little control she had. Orgasms blasted her nerves to glass. She let out a seductive moan as she watched the furious fucking before her.


  In an act of depravity, Asher swung his hand up and grabbed Alma’s golden horn.


  Energy blazed hot as man and shifter locked into a cycle of pure bliss.


  Asher’s orgasm tore himself to pieces as Alma let out a dreamy whisper. The couple experienced many orgasms all at once. Asher let go of her nipple and gasped for air. He could not believe the cloud of pleasure that enveloped them both.


  Alma let out moans as her body trembled and shuddered hard. She felt the unending glow with Asher and she never wanted to leave its light.


  “Mas..ter,” Alma managed as she was blinded by pleasure’s light.


  “Good…girl,” Asher whispered before everything turned black and he was gone.


  ***


  A glow filled Asher. He floated in the abyss, but it was warm. He floated, unsure where he was. He knew he reached a place he thought he would never experience, but now he had fallen, or continued to fall.


  Asher.


  Asher thought he heard a voice in the abyss. He floated to it, curious as to who it could be.


  Asher.


  The voice sounded familiar.


  A sudden urge filled him and Asher floated back into his body.


  Asher slowly opened his eyes. He glanced up to Elara’s beautiful smile in the candlelight. He was up against her naked body, her nipple dripping milk on his chest. Asher’s head was on a pillow as Elara’s fingers moved through his hair in a loving manner.


  “What…happened?” Asher asked.


  “You enjoyed yourself,” Elara said with a mischievous tone.


  “Alma?” he asked softly.


  “She is sleeping on the bed with us,” Elara said as she turned his head to see the sleeping shifter.


  Alma’s chest rose and fell in the candlelight.


  Asher turned back to Elara, her leg between his. He reached up and cupped her tit, his thumb running over her leaking nipple.


  “Mmmmm,” Elara whispered. “Still horny after that experience?”


  “I’m always horny for you,” Asher smiled as his strength rapidly came back to him.


  “I’m surprised,” the mature elf said as she gazed lovingly into his eyes. “You came so much it could have filled a jar. I cleaned up our lovely Alma a little. She seemed to have too much fun and is out for the night.”


  Asher ran his thumb over her nipple, more milk coating his thumb and fingers.


  “What do we do now?” Asher said in a playful manner.


  Elara let out a small seductive exhale as her hips writhed against his leg. She looked at her strong man with knowing eyes.


  “What we were meant to do, with a little something more,” Elara smiled. “Come in,” she said a little louder.


  The door opened and their family walked in one by one. Nyn was first, followed by Amber. Blyss was next, Nuha, Keefa, and Paasha following. Brynda came in last, ducking her head under the doorway entrance and then standing tall. Everyone wore a loose robe and looked at the couple with affectionate eyes.


  Asher smiled as he looked back at the beautiful mature elf.


  Elara looked at him with seductive eyes. “I thought everyone should be here for it. To let their energy make the improbable, probable.”


  Asher let go of her large full breast and touched her stomach gently.


  “I want us to bring our love to the world,” Asher said with serious eyes.


  “I do too,” Elara said with a wet glaze. “But we must be okay if it doesn’t happen.”


  “It will happen,” Asher said, knowing her worry and concerns.


  Tears streaked down Elara’s cheeks and dripped off the sides of her jaw.


  “You make me feel beautiful, and messy,” the elf said warmly.


  “You make me feel like I’m living a dream. I never want this dream to end, for us, for all of us,” Asher said as his hand slid down her stomach and a finger touched her clit.


  A coo dripped from Elara’s lips. “My handsome morsel,” she smiled.


  “My beautiful Elara,” Asher whispered as he massaged her pearl.


  The mature elf writhed against Asher’s body and touch. She closed her eyes as pleasure touched her spirit once again. Moans dripped as her whole body weakened to her lover’s touch.


  Asher held Elara close as she weakened further to his lurid caress. In the corner of his eye, women took off their robes and exposed their bodies to candlelight. They gently climbed onto the bed except for Brynda. The giant woman sank down at the foot of the bed and leaned against it, her hand touching his calf.


  It wasn’t long before bodies pressed close, a sense of love in the air. Body heat glowed hotter as small moans floated above. Hands touched Asher and Elara’s bodies. They gently caressed or touched them. A sense of divine oneness curled around their spirits.


  “Please…Asher. Love me. Love me like you always have,” Elara said with a happy and sad whimper.


  The lord looked at the beautiful elf with hungry and loving eyes. He gently laid her onto her back and was over her. She spread her legs a little as Asher continued to massage her throbbing clit. Her body relaxed to him, their bond and trust stronger than divine steel.


  Elara reached up a little and took hold of his iron hard member. She stroked him gently as he massaged her. The pair enjoyed the intimate touch until she gently pulled him by his cock onto her.


  Asher smiled as he felt Elara move the tip of his cock to her dripping wet slit. His hips moved slowly, the tip of his cock pushing slightly at her wet elfhood.


  Elara’s eyes trembled as Asher’s strong body and intoxicating scent overwhelmed her. When he pushed a little more, she moaned.


  “Please…fuck me my lover,” Elara whispered.


  Asher kissed the beautiful Elara as his manhood pushed into her.


  Heat and tightness wrapped their souls. Thick inches pressed on by parting her inner world to his loving invasion. When he reached the hilt, the lovers looked into each other’s eyes.


  Hands ran along their bodies as whispers of sweet prayers filled the air.


  Asher’s hips moved, as did Elara’s. The lovers moved in sync. The tempo was slow, but gently building. Pleasure filled their embrace as hands and bodies touched them.


  Elara’s head was back with closed eyes. She moaned loudly to Asher’s hard and gentle thrusts. Milk dripped from full breasts. Asher cupped a breast and drank her divine milk. The couple squeezed and held each other. Their tempo grew with their rhythm. Moans grew louder as Elara felt herself getting closer. Asher couldn’t hold back his love, the urge getting louder across his whole body.


  Sweat bloomed as bodies moved. Around the couple, Nuha licked at Nyn’s slit on one side, as Blyss licked at Amber’s slit. Paasha and Keefa touched the lovers in the middle as Brynda touched Asher’s leg while she massaged her own clit.


  The soul fire of loving affection grew with happy moans. The sweet sounds of ecstasy filled ears and bodies. Milk flowed from nipples and all drank from each other.


  Despite the crowded bed, Asher and Elara fell into a trance. They only saw each other in time and space.


  Elara looked into Asher’s eyes as he looked into hers. The tempo grew into a crescendo of love and lust. Moans grew louder as bodies grew rougher. The moment had come as the couple held each other tight. Legs curled around Asher’s back as his cock sank deep. Inner thighs glowed with loving punishment.


  There were no more words as they both reached the tip of climax and danced on clouds.


  Elara’s body shuddered hard from mystical, inner explosions. Pleasure blasted her nerves to cinders as her body arched.


  Asher’s eyes widened as bliss filled his entire form. He stabbed deep, losing control of his own body.


  Thick spurts of seed quickly flooded the elf’s inner world. Hips continued to thrust as Elara milked his member. Coos fell from her lips again as Asher grunted, another surge of come filling her already drowning world.


  Liquid squirted from their union, Elara’s eyes glazing over in pleasure.


  For a time, the lovers were locked together. When bliss ebbed, they looked at each other with knowing eyes.


  The couple pressed their heads to each other, locked in a lover’s embrace. Around them were the sounds of ecstasy. Divine eyes watched from the dark heavens, and a celestial smile formed.


  Asher and Elara held each other for a time, lost to each other’s touch as their dream took root and began to flourish.




  Chapter 23


  A Wager’s Chance    


  Morning light filled the eastern skies, barely penetrating the thick mists of the valley.


  The light gray mists held a troubled mood as many stood in the front of a farmhouse, waiting for what was to come.


  Asher and Elara stood with their foreheads touching each other, their fingers entwined with each other at their sides. The couple enjoyed the muted solace of the mists as their hearts beat as one.


  Nearby, Bolla Brewblade, mayor of Mist Valley, stood with Nyn and Amber. The trio spoke in hushed tones to pass the time. The blonde dwarf kept a confident smile as the elf and faun looked over to Asher and Elara with worried eyes.


  On the porch, Blyss leaned against a wood porch pillar. The goblin was armed with a short sword sheathed at her waist and an attitude in her yellow eyes. Her dark green hair was tied back. She wore leather armor like she was ready to go to war. Behind her, Keefa and Paasha stood. The pair looked over silently to the man and elf whom they loved.


  Brynda stood silently like a statue. She didn’t move, her exceptional hearing taking in the surroundings for any drop of deception or attack. She wore her leather armor with two broadswords strapped to her back. Her flaming red hair was a thick braid as her eyes stared at the couple.


  It didn’t take long for the morning sun to lance through the mists. They began to part much quicker in the early summer sunlight. As they parted, the world opened to them, and suddenly a figure appeared.


  The regal elf was not dressed in his usual mystical robes. He wore travelling clothes and a light leather jacket. His white hair was tied back. He wore shin-high boots. Despite his normal clothes, his features still contained a sense of uptight nobility.


  Sontar looked at everyone gathered with amused eyes as the last wisps of mists faded away.


  “It looks like the whole clan is here for our little wager. There will be so many disappointed faces when we are finished,” Sontar said with a haughty tone.


  Blyss put her hand on the pommel of her short sword and stepped off the porch. She marched across the front yard and approached the mage.


  “Say that again and Lord Blackwood will not have to worry about you ever again,” the goblin said with spite in her eyes and tone.


  Sontar looked at the goblin with a smile. “That, I have no doubt, brave goblin. But it is not Lord Blackwood I have an issue with, but the Lady Moonwhisper staying on this farm and not at her home.”


  The mage lifted his gaze to Asher and Elara as they approached.


  Asher put his hand on Blyss’s shoulder. “Thank you for defending our good name. Please tend and protect our clan as I handle this.”


  The goblin stared hard at the elven mage before she turned and marched back.


  Sontar was about to part his lips to speak when he stopped. He could see the giant in the back, her hard gaze directly meeting his.


  “Well, erm, I understand how unusual these circumstances are for your gathered clan, but we have a wager to finish for the proper outcome,” Sontar said as he brought his gaze back to Asher’s eyes.


  “Yes, we do have a wager,” Asher said with steely eyes.


  Asher stood in his traditional ranger clothes and green cloak. Under the cloak, he wore his leather armor and belt. The enchanted dagger was sheathed at one side, a short sword sheathed at the other hip.


  Bolla walked over and bowed to Sontar.


  “I’m Mayor Bolla Brewblade of Mist Valley. I was told of your wager and I am acting as a third party to ensure everything is fair with this contest.”


  Sontar bowed his head to the dwarf.


  “I don’t know how fair you will be since you know Lord Blackwood better than I, but I am in your valley and will abide by your ruling,” Sontar said with a gentlemanly tone.


  The mage and ranger looked at each other.


  “The rules will be simple,” Asher began. “A ruby is being placed at the wild gate, several miles into the forest. Our fastest runner should be on their way back by now. When they arrive, we may begin.


  “First person to retrieve the ruby and step back on Blackwood land will be proclaimed the winner.”


  Asher took Elara’s hand and squeezed it. The beautiful elf held back the outrage in her oval eyes.


  Sontar spoke with his chest out, “Let’s not treat our dear Elara like a pack animal being traded. I had thought it over and came up with a better solution for our quandary.”


  Everyone was silent as they listened.


  Sontar looked at Elara with warm affection. “To take you away from here because of a wager would only wound your heart further. You have great affection for him, and I never want to stand in the way of love, no matter how fleeting. That is why I propose a change to the outcomes.


  “If Lord Blackwood wins, I will leave the valley, and you, forever. You will never hear my name again, or see my face. But if I win, when your love has run its course, either through death or Lord Blackwood’s old age, you come back to me and we live the rest of our lives together, our hearts bonded before the gods.”


  Elara’s eyes gleamed at the sudden change of the wager’s outcome. Her inner fire burned less, but it was still there. The thought of living any part of her life with him soured her spirit. He was an elven man that her heart simply did not want.


  “I find it acceptable,” Elara said, knowing her beloved can win the challenge.


  “As do I,” Asher said, heeding the small respect for the elf.


  Sontar clasped his hands before him. “Well, since we are settled on those matters, I’m sure there will be some restrictions to make it fair, yes?”


  Asher nodded. “You cannot use any magic that will allow you to fly or teleport.”


  Sontar nodded. “Sounds reasonable. I have a rule of my own to add, we can do anything we wish to slow the other one down. Anything short of taking another’s life or any permanent damage.”


  Asher watched as Sontar’s oval eyes narrowed.


  “I know you may have tricks up your sleeves, since this is your valley, one you know well. But I doubt, even with the restrictions on myself, you have enough power to stop or hinder me. That is why I will make this wager a little more sporting.”


  The elf licked his lips before he continued, “There will be no restrictions on you, other than those mystical wings of yours, my dear Blackwood. I wish to see how far you will go to have her because after we are finished, no matter the outcome, she will outlive you. Your love is a farce, and it will end when age gets the better of you.”


  “Agreed,” Asher said without emotion and held out his hand to the faun nearby. “Amber.”


  Amber let her hand drop to the side, a long leather strap with potions along it. She lifted it up and placed it in Asher’s hand.


  Lord Blackwood slipped the strap easily under his cloak and over his shoulder. He closed the buckle at the bottom and gave it a tug, ensuring it was snug to his body. Eight different colored vials sloshed with various liquids to within each.


  Asher knew he didn’t want to give away the many edges he had to win the wager. He mentally reviewed the potions he was armed with along his alchemist strap. He had two healing potions, one giant strength potion, one invisibility potion, a lightning potion, an animate tree potion, a cloud potion, and a giant form potion. For the ranger turned alchemist, he wondered if it would be enough.


  Sontar hid his mouth with his hand as he chuckled.


  “Marvelous,” the mage waved his hand like he was gently swatting a fly away. “You believe those potions will give you some kind of edge? Truly, I am dealing with a sophisticated opponent.


  “Yes, yes, please keep and use all those useful potions. You will certainly need them.”


  Asher eyed the elven mage. His attitude and demeanor were one of amusement, but the ranger knew he was hiding his power and intelligence. Asking him to not use his wings, but use anything else spoke to concerns. The elf was putting on a brave exterior before his true self would appear.


  From the forest, an exhausted Nuha appeared. The goblin was huffing and panting. The goblins, led by Blyss, rushed to her side and helped her walk to the main group at the Blackwood gate.


  “The ruby has been placed at the gate, Lord Blackwood,” Nuha said to Asher, ignoring Sontar.


  Asher nodded as he took her hands into his, knelt, and put his forehead to hers.


  “Thank you, my strong and beautiful Nuha,” Asher spoke true.


  Nuha let out a long, relaxed exhale. She pulled away from Asher with a warm smile.


  Asher smiled at her before he stood up and faced Sontar once again.


  “Everything is in order,” Asher said with ready eyes.


  “It is,” Sontar said with his own amused gaze.


  Bolla cleared her throat to the two men.     


  “The rules of the wager have been said and noted. The first to retrieve the ruby and bring it back past the gate is the winner. You may start when you’re ready.”


  Asher glanced at Elara. The beautiful mature elf looked at him with loving eyes. He then turned and looked at the thick forest before him.


  Sontar faced the forest with a relaxed stance.


  Bolla looked at both men. “Begin!” she shouted.


  Sontar said an arcane word and his muscles increased slightly in size as Asher darted toward the forest.


  Sontar let out a cleansing exhale before he darted like an arrow. Just as Asher reached the edge of the forest, the mage shot past him.


  “Not a good start for you,” Sontar chuckled as he darted past trees.


  Asher continued to run past trees as he grabbed the Lightning potion from his alchemy strap. He pulled the cork and lifted it to his lips. He drank as he ran.


  Energy blasted along every part of his body. An aura of erratic energy encircled the ranger. Eyes burned with white light as he shot forth like a lightning bolt. He arced through the forest, his form changing from bolts of lightning to his true form and then back to lightning.


  Sontar’s senses were enhanced just like his body. The Body Sphere of magic increased all things with the body and the mage knew it well. He glanced to the side to see lightning arcing through the forest and bypassing him with Asher’s hand appearing and giving a small wave.


  “Short of death,” Sontar said with less than enthused eyes. He whispered arcane words and accessed the power of the Stone Sphere of magic.


  Asher moved like lightning through the forest, a smile across his face. He knew the mage would have some kind of trick, so he added his own tricks to his potions. The Lightning potion allowed him to be part lightning. He phased between energy and matter. His uncle left a wealth of books, filled with different potions that could be created from various milks.


  Asher continued to flash through the forest until a stone wall shot up from the ground. The lord quickly leapt over it, but as he was about to flash down, more stone walls shot up, blocking his path.


  When Asher landed, he darted between a wall and struck a smaller one that stabbed upwards from the ground. The ranger staggered back as he tried to regain his balance, when a shoulder slammed into him.


  Asher was knocked off his feet and his back slammed against a wall.


  Sontar was before him with a fist raised back.


  “Lightning cannot pass stone,” he said and swung his fist right at Asher’s face.


  The ranger’s energy body dodged to the side, Sontar’s fist missing him by an inch and striking the stone wall. The wall shattered into flying debris.


  Asher turned into a lightning bolt and slipped over the edge of the wall and bounced along flying debris. When he moved past it, a stone hand shot up from the ground and caught his leg as it appeared.


  Asher hung by one leg as the stone hand lifted him higher.


  Sontar looked up at Asher with amused oval eyes as he hung upside down by the stone fist.


  “You have made the contest much more interesting, Lord Blackwood.”


  The effect of the potion wore off, Asher hanging in his true form. With a quick hand, he grabbed a green potion from the belt and threw it at a large tree. The potion bottle shattered against it. Green liquid splashed against the tree and mystical power along it.


  Sontar turned to see the tree lifted itself from the ground. Dirt fell away from the roots as the tree took on a vaguely humanoid form, branches forming into arms and long-fingered hands. Roots turned into rudimentary legs.


  “Free me and then stop the elf,” Asher commanded


  Sontar took a step back as the large tree came at them, its legs shattering stone walls before it. The mage lifted his hand and whispered an arcane word from the Fire Sphere. Flames stretched from his hand and formed a blade of fire.


  “You have made this much more fun than I expected,” the elf said as he leapt at the incoming tree.


  The tree reached for the flying elf with a gnarly hand, when a flame blade sliced down, severing its arm. The tree let out an odd moan as its rooted foot knee came up, slamming into the falling elf’s mid-section.


  Sontar’s eyes widened as he let out a loud grunt, his body bending over the tree’s knee.


  Asher was still stuck in the stone hand’s grip. He grabbed the Giant’s Strength potion and pulled the cork. He drank the contents in one gulp, and dropped the potion bottle as new strength instantly filled him.


  The ranger stabbed his fingers into the stone hand, cracks forming along it. With a mighty pull, the hand shattered to pieces and the man fell to the ground.


  The ranger was back up, marveling at his new strength and toughness. He glanced over to Sontar, slicing off pieces of the animated tree. He glanced at a big rock next to him. He reached down and picked it up. The large stone light as a feather as he threw it with the power of a giant.


  The elven mage sliced and burned the tree with each strike. The animated tree took a step back as parts of it were badly burned. Sontar leapt up, ready to serve a killing blow to the animated tree when a small boulder struck his back and exploded. The force of the impact sent him sideways and he crashed onto the ground.


  Sontar spit out dirt as he glared back at Asher, holding another small boulder.


  “This is much more fun than I expected,” the ranger said and threw the small boulder.


  The mage leapt to his feet and slammed his fist at the incoming boulder. The boulder shattered on impact, sending shards of stone in all directions.


  “My body is stronger and faster than yours. You don’t have a chance against me, Blackwood!” Sontar laughed.


  Asher picked up another small boulder with one hand, and pulled another potion from his alchemist strap. His thumb lifted and popped the cork to it.


  “I don’t need to overpower you. I just have to slow you down,” Asher smiled before he hurtled the boulder at him.


  Sontar chuckled as he darted to the side, the boulder missing him by a few feet. The mage let his fire sword fade away as he used a different spell to stop the ranger permanently. His eyes widened when branches circled around him and snapped closed on his body.


  The mage elf let out a hard exhale, his spell fizzing out. He glanced up at the tree holding him with more branches. The tree’s grip was like iron and the mage’s magical strength was not enough to break free. He glanced back at Asher as he drank another potion.


  Sontar’s face tightened into demonic rage as the ranger waved to him and then turned invisible.


  The elven mage cursed out arcane words. Fire engulfed his body, burning white hot. It flashed outward into a fiery explosion. It ripped apart the tree branches arms and sent the burnt trunk of the tree stumbling back.


  The tree wilted as its form began to change. Its roots dug back into the ground as its damaged body returned to its true form, singed, and burnt, but still alive.


  Sontar’s body smoked as he lifted his hand and spoke more arcane words. He accessed the Air Sphere. Air swirled before him. Wisps appeared and reshaped into white arrows by the hundreds. The cloud of white arrows hovered above him.


  The mage eyed the forest, knowing the trees would be in the way. He calculated where Asher might run and made a movement with his finger. White arrows launched in waves. Arrows shot past trees and dug into the ground.


  Asher was invisible and running as fast as his legs could carry him. White arrows shot past him from all directions. When an arrow struck the ground before him a foot away, he leapt over it and kept charging.


  The invisibility potion’s effect wouldn’t last long, but Asher hoped it lasted longer than Sontar’s arrows. He weaved, ducked, and jumped through the forest filled with flying white arrows.


  I just need to pick up my next advantage.


  Asher pumped his legs as he darted through the forest. The farther he went, the less arrows he encountered.


  Meanwhile, Sontar let loose his last arrow and it struck deep into the forest, missing its target.


  The elf let out an angry hiss before he darted into the forest with his greater than normal speed.


  Sontar moved swiftly through the forest, seeing no sign of the ranger. An anger bubbled within, the stray thought he was outwitted by a human. It sickened his stomach and only added to his growing contempt for Lord Blackwood. He felt his chance slipping away to ensure Elara remained in his life at some point, now or later. With that thought, he pushed himself harder in the direction of the Wild Gate.


  Asher moved swiftly through the forest. When he caught sight of the clearing where the gate was located, he pumped his legs harder to reach it.


  The ranger burst from the edge of the forest and into the clearing. His eyes caught sight of the three knee-high standing stones. On one of them, a glimmering ruby sat atop of it.


  Asher knew the mage would use any magic at his disposal to take the advantage, so he would change the odds to his own favor.


  Lord Blackwood rushed past the stone with the gem and reached a tree at the edge of the clearing. He reached around and took hold of his mystical bow, Frost-Fire, and a quiver of arrows. The ranger swung around with bow in hand.


  The moment he swung the bow around, Sontar burst from the clearing on the other side with a crazed look in his eyes.


  Both men looked upon the ruby on the stone. It was equal distance from both as a shaft of sunlight touched the ruby, making it glow with crimson light.


  “I’ve won,” Sontar grinned with manic eyes.




  Chapter 24


  Fallen Honor    


  Time slowed as the ranger and mage stared at each other. A breeze blew through the clearing. A shaft of sunlight remained on the ruby laying on a weathered stone, refracted crimson light striking the surrounding trees with shards of brilliance.


  Asher swung the quiver over his shoulders as he held Frost-Fire in his hands. The bow gleamed with enchanted energy.


  Sontar’s hard gaze was on the ranger. “Is this the moment where we truly test our strengths, proving our love and devotion to Lady Moonwhisper?”


  “I have nothing to prove. Our souls are one and you have already lost,” Asher said with sharp eyes.


  “You had some clever tricks back there, but you seem to be running out of potions,” Sontar glanced at Asher’s alchemist strap.


  Asher didn’t need to look down to know what he meant. He used four out of eight potions from the strap, but it in no way hindered the ranger. He still had more than enough items to end this contest.


  “Let’s end this,” Sontar said and then whispered several arcane words.


  A wind whipped through the clearing. It struck the ruby and sent it flying up to Sontar’s out-stretched hand.


  In one smooth move, Asher grabbed an arrow and nocked it to the enchanted bow. He pulled back the arrow and aimed just as the ruby flew into Sontar’s waiting hand. With a relaxed exhale, he let loose an arrow as he whispered the word “Frost.”


  The arrow turned a frosty white as it flew towards the turning mage.


  Sontar took comfort in knowing the ranger would not shoot him in the back. Whatever enchantment the bow had could easily be undone by his spells.


  The elf turned to bolt away when the frost arrow shot past his head, missing his pointed ear by a few inches. He ignored it as his legs moved with mystical power. Time slowed further as the mage moved forward in a blur, just as the frost arrow struck a thick branch to the side of him.


  The moment the arrow struck the branch, magical ice splashed away from the branch and into the path of the mage. Spreading ice caught the mage’s side and grew over him.


  Sontar stopped short as ice grew along him. With his powered muscles, he grunted against it, cracks forming along the ice.


  Asher had already nocked another arrow and let it loose. It crossed the distance in a blink and it struck the same branch again, more ice spreading out onto the half-trapped mage.


  Sontar whispered angry, arcane words when he was stopped short, ice growing along the side of his head and mouth. The spell fizzled as he struggled against the ice growing over him.


  Asher darted forward. He saw the hand with the ruby clutched within. He put the bow over his shoulder as he pulled out his enchanted dagger.


  With a hard strike with the side of the dagger on the wrist, fingers opened and the ruby fell. Asher scooped it up and darted into the forest.


  Fury filled Sontar’s eyes as his body surged with power. Cracks formed along his ice encased body and shattered it into pieces.


  Sontar called upon the Air Sphere as arcane words dripped from his lips. He pointed a hand in the direction of the fleeing ranger and shouted the trigger word.


  The power of the hurricane blasted out from his hand in a cone shape. Trees were blasted from their roots. Trunks shattered into splinters. Thick broken branches were launched in one direction.


  Asher was running when a wave of wind struck his back. He was sent flying as a shard of wood struck his shoulder and sank deep into flesh. Blood spurted from the wound as a piece of tree trunk struck Asher in the back of the head.


  Asher struck the ground hard as pain curled along his senses.


  Memories of his wounded body running from powerful monsters filled his addled mind. The ranger was up and was stumble-running with the ruby still clutched in his hand. Numbness filled his shoulder as he continued to run, daring not to look back.


  Sontar watched as the forest before him was flattened for six-hundred-feet. With the forest blown over or ripped apart, he saw Asher running. Sontar’s body not only had increased with speed and strength, but his senses were beyond normal. He saw the wood shard impaled in the ranger’s back. Blood dripped from not only Asher’s back, but the back of his head as well.


  “Still alive. Good. I want to see your face as I take the ruby from your hand,” the mage hissed before he darted after him.


  The world turned fuzzy in Asher’s eyes. He stumbled along as he felt blood dripping down his neck. He roughly grabbed a healing potion as he slowed down. A tension began to build as he could sense Sontar approaching. With the cork pulled, he guzzled down the red healing potion.


  Pain ebbed and then fully abated. The wood shard in his back was pushed out and it fell to the ground. The bleeding stopped from his head. The ranger felt better as he returned to his hard pace.


  A hand grabbed his arm and squeezed hard. Asher grunted as Sontar grinned. His hold was like an iron vice on the arm holding the ruby.


  “Let go before I break your arm!” Sontar shouted.


  Asher’s other hand grabbed a potion with an orange liquid within. He swung his arm around and smashed the bottle on the side of Sontar’s hardened head. The liquid touched air and flashed into the thick cloud. Despite being unable to see, the mage didn’t let go.


  “Ha! I still have you,” and he squeezed more.


  Pain blinded the ranger as he grabbed his enchanted dagger. Moving with purpose through the pain, he pulled the dagger and drove the point into the mage’s leg.


  Sontar grunted as the enchanted dagger sliced through hard skin, thick muscle, and through hard bone. It was enough for the mage to let go and Asher slipped away, pulling the dagger from the thigh he just stabbed.


  Sontar stumbled, barely able to stand up. He saw that Asher had vanished in the thick, cloudy mist. He called upon the Air Sphere and whipped his hand around to blow away the mist as his leg quickly healed on its own. His magic caused the cloud to curl, but not dissipate to it.


  “Clever,” Sontar muttered as he crossed his arms.


  Leg healed, the mage charged into the thick cloud, his body smashing through branches and small trees like a battering ram.


  Asher stumbled through the thick cloud. Using it to disguise the use of his dagger helped, but now he was lost in a thick fog of his creation, but he continued to run. His shoulder slammed into hard tree trunks. The crashing of low branches filled his senses from behind. Trees appeared before him a split second before he moved out of their way as he ran deeper into the forest.


  When the mist lessened, Asher saw familiar trees. He whispered his thanks as they guided him the way home.


  Legs pumped with power as he pushed on. In the distance he could barely see the chimney of his home.


  This contest is nearly over.


  Asher clutched the ruby in his hand. Legs cramped as he continued to run. He let out an exhale of relief, when a lightning bolt shattered a small nearby tree, shards of wood blasting against him and leaving small bloody cuts in their wake.


  Time slowed down again as Asher’s hand moved to his alchemist strap. He had two potions left, a healing potion and a giant’s form potion. He only had time to use one.


  The cuts were not deep enough to use a healing potion, but I can sense the next bolt of lightning will strike my back. If I consume the healing potion while it strikes, it will negate his attack. But his next attack after that will surely end me.


  “This contest is over, Blackwood!” Sontar shouted as he aimed at Asher’s back.


  The ranger grabbed a potion bottle, popped the cork off with his thumb and drank.


  From a distance, Sontar aimed at Asher’s back. Arcane words touched the air as energy coiled and boiled before his out-stretched hand. Sontar’s eyes held a manic gleam as his reason fell away like leaves on the wind.


  The man that had stolen his true beloved, continued to run. Sontar already thought of a lie to tell his beloved as he whispered a trigger word.


  Lightning blasted out in a thick stream of energy. It surged past trees and branches. When it was close to striking Asher’s back, he grew bigger.


  Sontar watched as his lightning struck the man firmly on the back. His excitement died as the man stumbled when he should have fallen dead. Instead, the man grew bigger and bigger.


  Asher kept up a fast pace as his body grew bigger. He crashed through branches as each foot fall thundered. Everything about him grew bigger, as did his clothing. The magical potion sank deep into his form as he reached eight feet, and then ten feet tall.


  When Asher reached twelve-feet-tall, he lumbered through the brush and toward his home.


  Sontar ran as he aimed and unleashed lightning bolt after lightning bolt. They struck Asher’s back hard as he stumbled forward but kept running.


  Asher’s eyes widened as each blast to his back hurt. Energy arced along his limbs as he pushed on. The relentless power struck his back harder, brighter. Asher cried out, a faint memory filling his mind of Brynda’s giant form taking lightning bolts. Giants were resistant to all kinds of magic, and Asher knew this was his last card to play.


  On the road before the Blackwood Estate, women watched with wide eyes. They saw trees knocked aside as energy flashed. It was like a storm within the forest.


  Elara’s heart beat with worry, holding onto hope her beloved was approaching.


  The family watched with bated breath as the storm continued.


  From the edge of the forest, Asher’s giant form broke free. He roared as a lightning blast struck his back again.


  Everyone on the road scattered to the sides. They watched helplessly as Asher’s giant form thundered, his back burning and smoking.


  The pain blinded the giant lord once again. The world grew fuzzy as he saw his fence. He let out a groan as he blacked out.


  Everyone watched as Asher’s shins shattered the two-beam fence by the front gate and he crashed onto the ground with the thunderous boom!


  The small crowd ran to his downed form. Elara fell to her knees by his large head, her eyes wild with fear.


  Asher’s eyes barely opened. He gave her a small, loving smile as he curled his arm around her, turned his hand and opened it. A ruby gleamed on his large palm.


  Sontar stalked out of the half-destroyed forest. His eyes blazed with power as a snarl exposed some of his teeth. He lifted a hand as energy formed a ball before it.


  A blond dwarf appeared between Sontar and the downed giant of Asher, her arms out to her sides.


  “The contest is over. Asher is the winner,” Bolla said without fear in her eyes.


  “Move dwarf. I need to put him down,” the mage snarled.


  “No,” Bolla said sternly.


  The wind picked up. Sontar’s eyes still glowed with powerful mana as he floated into the air.


  Brynda moved behind Bolla, the giant standing tall with protective power.


  Sontar sneered.


  “The man cheated. He tried to kill me but I was stronger. He failed at his attempt and I will not fail mine. If I must kill everyone here but Elara, I will, unless you move out of the way,” the powerful mage said with a growling snarl.


  “No, you will not,” came a voice from a farmhouse porch.


  Sontar glanced at the voice. When he saw a face he knew like the veins along the back of his hand, his glowing eyes widened. He lowered his hand and the ball of energy vanished. His form slowly lowered as he lowered his head.


  Lyn stepped off the wood porch, wearing a black dress with gold runes. Her wavy black hair was out and down. She looked regal as she stepped onto the ground and walked toward everyone gathered.


  Sontar’s boots touched the ground. He knelt to one knee and bowed his head deeply.


  Lyn looked over to Asher. She saw the faun administering a healing potion to the giant Asher as Elara rested her arms, chest, and head on his head, neck, and shoulder, in loving care.


  The regal elf in black walked through the broken portion of the fence and approached the kneeling elf on the dirt road.


  “Forgive me, Empress,” Sontar said with a weak voice.


  Eyes widened across the area. Everyone but Asher and Elara were standing. They stared at Lyn and Sontar, their hearts beating hard in their chests.


  “Thee Empress?” Bolla said in disbelief.


  Nyn also knelt to one knee and bowed her head.


  Lyn had her fingers curled into each other at her stomach with her elbows out. She turned slightly to the group by Asher.


  “How is he?” the Empress asked.


  “He’s healing, your grace,” Amber said with a bowed head.


  Lyn gave a light nod and turned her annoyed gaze on Sontar.


  “There was an agreement to your wager. Why have you broken it?”


  “Please, forgive me,” Sontar said with tears in his eyes. “I have fallen for Elara Moonwhisper. My heart is sick for her.”


  Lyn kept her stoney gaze on him.


  “You are a fool. A leader in the magical arts, acting in such a disgraceful manner is unthinkable. You disgrace yourself and the academy. Students look up to you and you have clearly failed them,” the elf admonished him.


  “Please, forgive me,” Sontar said again.


  Asher began to shrink down to his normal size and was turned onto his back. When he opened his eyes, his head was on Elara’s lap as she held him close. The mature elf looked down on him with love in her eyes.


  “You took a lightning bolt to the back for me,” she said with tears in her eyes.


  “I took many,” Asher chuckled and twitched in pain as the healing potion had not finished its work yet. “And if I remember correctly, you took a lightning bolt to the back to save our little family,” Asher coughed.


  “I remember,” the elf said as she snuggled her face to his.


  Their lips met in magical bliss. Tongues slipped into mouths and played. Asher dropped the ruby and lifted his hand to her cheek, enjoying the touch of her beauty.


  Bolla stepped next to Lyn and looked down on Sontar.


  “What will you do with him?” the dwarf mayor asked.


  “I haven’t decided,” Lyn said with regal flair.


  “I swear on my honor, I will give up this obsession. It has poisoned me and I will rid myself of it. Chasing a woman who doesn’t love me is folly. I have learned my lesson, I promise,” Sontar sobbed.


  “You swear to an honor you yourself betrayed? You were going to take this man’s life over jealousy?”


  Sontar squeezed his eyes shut as his soul cracked in half.


  “I will step down as magus of the academy. I will retire and never let my weakness infect the mages under my care. I will work tirelessly to improve myself and the empire. I can be valuable to you once again,” the elf begged.


  “It will be a start,” Lyn said as her perfect eyebrows made a hard V. “We will not speak of this moment again. And if you think of telling anyone else of what transpired here, you will be executed. Do you understand?”


  “I do,” Sontar nodded.


  “When I return to the empire, I will inquire about your stepping down. If it has not come to pass, the royal guards will pay you a visit. Now begone from my sight.”


  “Yes…Empress,” Sontar sobbed.


  The mage never lifted his head as he spoke a few arcane words. An instant later, he was gone.


  “How do you know he will be true to his word? He may move against you, knowing you are here?” Mayor Bolla asked.


  Lyn let out a small, dainty laugh.


  “The empire is not a simple kingdom. Even the Magus of the prestige Mage Academy doesn’t have the power or influence to reach the emperor’s ear.


  “Besides, I have a few lords and ladies who ensure my safety. If he would dare such an attempt, he would be a traitor to the crown and would be executed. He knows he doesn’t have the power to change anything within the empire, so he will do as he said. If he wants to keep his head,” The last part coming out dark from the empress.


  Bolla nodded.


  Lyn and Bolla turned to see Asher up with Elara at his side. They approached the pair with happy smiles and bright eyes.


  “Thank you, Vana,” Asher said with a bow of his head.


  The word struck Lyn’s heart. Her gaze looked away as a wet gleam grew. She blinked it away before she looked at the couple, especially Asher.


  “You’re welcome, Lord Blackwood. I’m sure there is much to be discussed, but let us enjoy your victory on this bright day,” Lyn said with a small smile and warm eyes.


  Asher smiled at the regal elf before turning his attention to the love of his life. Elara looked at him with warm, dreamy eyes.


  “We never had the chance to tell Sontar we bonded before the gods this morning,” Asher laughed.


  “It would have made him furious,” Elara laughed.


  A small memory filled their minds, Mayor Bolla speaking to the gods as she stood before man and elf. Asher and Elara held hands as they looked at each other, their family with them.


  After the small ceremony before dawn, the couple promised all present, aside the mayor, would be bonded before the gods. Heads nodded as tears filled their eyes.


  Bodies stepped closer as Lyn and Bolla stepped back. The whole family hugged the couple in the throes of joy. Brynda was on her knees, almost hugging everyone as Blyss hugged Asher’s leg. The rest hugged deeply, their hearts beating as one.


  Asher and Elara kissed each other again, their hearts truly of one soul.




  Chapter 25


  Limbo of Dreams    


  Spectral sand shifted beneath bare feet. Small waves crested and splashed on sandy shores. High above, a sea of stars shined brightly in the forever midnight sky.


  Asher and Lyn walked side by side along the celestial shore. The elf looked out to the black sea as stars twinkled across the sky. Her heart dripped with sorrow, each step harder to take in the strange land.


  “He will be happy to see you,” Asher said, trying to lift her spirits.


  The elf continued to look out to the stars and sea.


  A memory coiled through Asher’s mind, he and Lyn sitting in his study, discussing many things, including the truth. She told him she had to hide her true self because no one would believe who she was and others would take advantage. She confessed to coming to the farm and seeing if the rumor was true that her beloved Aric had passed with a heroic death.


  Asher listened to her as she spoke with tears in her eyes. The pain and loss were too much to bear, now that she knew it was real.


  In Lyn’s sobbing, she said her true name, Empress Lavalia Druis. She was the true empress of the Druis Empire. She told Asher how her entire life was formal, following the traditions her mother taught her since she was child. How much it burned at her to break free from those traditions and live a free life. How it was beaten into her how to behave and how to ignore all ideas of leaving this royal life. So, she accepted it, trapped in a life she never wanted. Her betrothed loved her once. But with time, he sought love elsewhere, leaving the empress to her own, lonely prison.


  When she met Aric, he made her laugh for the first time in a very long time. They enjoyed wine at a soirée and talked the night away. The attraction was immediate and forever lasting. When Aric spoke of his wild adventures, it only endured her heart more to him. When she asked what his occupation was, he was honest with her.


  The empress knew of such things, but they were with the Opal Society. She had never met someone who helped women feel the Mother’s touch and aided their very world with helpful potions. The more Aric spoke of it, the more intrigued she was. For the first time in her life, Lavalia dared to break formal tradition and be free.


  With time, and the aid of those loyal to her, a plan was hatched. The empress and those close to her devised a plan for a month-long sabbatical. Lavalia was whisked through a Wild Gate and appeared in Mist Valley.


  She met with Aric, as her grace’s minders remained close by in town. Afterwards, Aric introduced the empress to a new experience.


  Lavalia omitted the many details of her visit, other than saying it was a time she would never forget. She fell in love with Aric as he fell in love with her. It was only thirty nights, but it was enough to change their souls for a lifetime.


  After Lavalia returned home, they wrote to each other. Asher brought out the letters to the beautiful elf, and she looked at them with wonder and tears. They both re-read them for a time, Lavalia saying she had to stop writing because her bonded had grown suspicious. So, she stopped, saying farewell to her lover.


  Lavalia always thought about Aric. His image would make her smile at odd times. She dreamed of him. She also dreamed of meeting him again, in time. But the time never came, and she was lesser for it.


  The need for secrecy was all important. If it was known the Empress of the Empire was having relations with a human man, it would have torn the empire to pieces. It had to stay secret for everyone’s benefit, but it also took away her chances to meet with her lover again.


  Asher gave the elf an understanding nod. He then proposed they go and see Aric in his purgatory.


  Lavalia’s eyes widened a hair, before she lowered her head and agreed.


  Now, the pair walked on a celestial beach as a dark figure approached them on the wet, sandy shore.


  Lavalia turned her gaze to the dark figure as their features appeared from the shine of starlight. A handsome older man looked back at the stricken elf and a warm smile filled his happy features.




 
  
  




  “Lavalia,” Aric said with dreamy eyes.


  The elf let out a whimper as she rushed into his arms.


  The couple embraced each other, tears streaming down their cheeks. They held each other as they both slowly descended to their knees on the sand. Aric pulled his head back to look at the beautiful elven woman. Lavalia let out a cleansing exhale as she looked into his bright green eyes.


  “How I’ve missed you,” the elf whispered with wet, happy eyes.


  “As do I, my beloved,” Aric said as a tear streaked his cheek.


  Asher stepped back a little, letting them reconnect as he enjoyed the starry sky.


  Time seemed to stand still in this strange limbo. Lifetimes seemed to pass the lord by, until Aric and Lavalia approached him, the pair holding hands.


  “Nephew, you have helped us reconnect in a way we thought would never be possible. I…we thank you,” Aric said with a warm gaze.


  “Letters never gave us our true closure,” Lavalia said with happy eyes. She looked up to Aric and he looked at her. “I am happy we were able to say our proper goodbyes, no matter how sad they are.”


  Aric squeezed Lavalia’s hand with love before he looked at his nephew.


  “I’m sorry I couldn’t tell you more about the letters. I needed you to discover their true purpose on your own. I couldn’t allow a chance for the information to be stolen by others. A misplaced word to the wrong person about those letters would have brought many enemies to your door.


  “You and your family have gone through enough. It is your time now. Your time to lead a happy, wonderous life.”


  Asher’s smile faded a little. “What do you mean, Uncle?”


  At that moment, the stars began to beam away in streaks of light. The ocean waves calmed and became still like a frozen puddle. The sand and water along the shore began to spread away from the three of them.


  A sudden realization struck Asher as his eyes widened. “Uncle?” he said in a small panic.


  Aric’s eyes gleamed with dreamy knowing.


  “My one regret has been answered. I had thought I would never see my beautiful Lavalia again. To say how much I loved her, and say my proper goodbyes. Now that we have said what needed to be said, there is nothing keeping me in this place.


  “I can move on to my next life without anything holding me to this plane any longer.”


  Asher watched as Aric’s form began to blow away like he was made of sand. A little of himself flew on an invisible breeze, pieces at a time.


  “But Uncle, I’m going to be a father,” Asher said the title out loud, the shock of it sinking into his soul. “I wanted to tell you about…my children.”


  “You can still tell me about them. Speak to the wind and your words will carry to me. I know you will be an incredible father. Trust in yourself and you will do well.”


  More pieces swirled away like sand on the wind.


  “I’m proud of you, Asher. You have grown into a fine man. You have done great things in your life and I know you will continue to do great things in the future,” Aric smiled.


  “Uncle, I’m not ready for you,” Asher watched as the last of his uncle faded away into swirling dust.


  “Leave,” he finished.


  The odd limbo broke and fell away to a black void.      


  All that was left was Asher and Lavalia floating in the abyss.


  The Spirit Walk potion began to wear off. Asher blinked slowly, and when he opened his eyes, he was back in his study.


  The lord stood there, his hands shaking.


  The empress stood before him with knowing eyes. She embraced him and he hugged her back, tears streaking down their cheeks as they sobbed with deep loss.         




  Chapter 26


  A Life to Well Lived    


  Asher and Elara walked with the empress in the cool morning air. The dark-haired elf looked down with melancholy eyes.


  Bird song filled the air as a new day glowed with growing brilliance. Shafts of light penetrated the thick canopy of the leafy trees and a calm filled the world.


  The trio reached the Wild Gate. Three short, weathered stones stood silently to their approach.


  Lavalia turned to the man and elf with somber oval eyes. Asher and Elara smiled, trying to keep their guest’s spirits up.


  The elven empress seemed to regain her regal self and stood tall with a happy gleam in her eyes.


  “Lord and Lady Blackwood, I thank you for allowing me to stay on your estate, feel its magical touch again, and speak with the love of my life. Your kindness and generosity will never be forgotten.”


  “It was a pleasure having you here with us, your grace,” Asher and Elara bowed their heads to her.


  Lavalia stepped to Elara with endearing eyes. “Take care of yourself, my sun sister,” the empress said with a small bow.


  For Elara to experience a bow from the empress of her home was a very rare experience. She bowed deeply to her with happy eyes.


  When they all stood up, the Druis Empress reached into her robe pocket and pulled out an odd coin.


  “Lord Blackwood, please hold out your hand.”


  Asher did as he was asked.


  The regal elf put the odd coin on his palm, her fingers sliding against his with a hint of affection.


  “If you ever need to speak with me again, simply visit the capital province. Show this coin to any guard. They will take it and arrange a meeting for us to speak privately. We can talk about anything, or simply have drinks. I would enjoy a visit from you both, at any time.”


  Asher closed his fingers on the coin and bowed to her.


  “A generous gift. Thank you, your grace.”


  Lavalia smiled before she moved to one stone and touched it. Elara moved to another stone and touched it, thinking of home. Asher moved to the last stone and touched it, thinking of the capital.


  A shimmering portal slowly appeared, hovering a foot off the grass and leafy ground. Within the portal was a wooded area, and an immense palace in the distance. It gleamed with fine crystal and white stone. A spire-like tower stabbed into the heavens and it glimmered like it was covered in fine gems.


  “I will see you both, when the time is right,” Lavalia said before she waved at them.


  The couple waved back with tears in their eyes.


  The beautiful elf stepped into the portal and was gone. The portal itself collapsed into nothing, the trio of stones becoming a dull gray once again.


  Asher and Elara stared at the spot where the portal was for a moment. They then turned and embraced each other in dreamy warmth.


  When they pulled away, they kept their hands on each other’s hips.


  “For once, I hope that is the end of our adventures for a time,” Asher said as his gaze fell to Elara’s stomach. “Especially now,” he said and put his hand on her stomach.


  “What makes you think I am with child?” Elara smirked.


  “A ranger knows,” Asher returned her smirk with his own.


  “I thought you were a former guild ranger turned farmer and alchemist?” Elara laughed.


  “For a long time, I thought I was a former ranger, but to be honest, it was just me trying to adjust to my new life,” Asher laughed. “I should just accept it all and be okay with it.”


  Yes, you should,” Elara said and pulled away. “We should start heading back home. The terrain is treacherous because of what you and Sontar did to the forest,” the beautiful elf teased as she walked away.


  “It was him or me,” Asher quickly followed and was at her side.


  “I thought you were the master adventurer? Surely you could have come up with a better plan than wiping out so many trees,” Elara tut-tutted.


  Asher sighed. “Is this how bonded life is going to be? If I knew, I would have hesitated,” he winked.


  Elara’s eyes took on a soft, loving gleam. “We both knew we would never hesitate.”


  Asher smiled as he looked onto her beautiful soul. “No, we wouldn’t have.”


  The couple held hands as they made their way through the forest with love in their hearts.


  ***


  When Asher and Elara reached their home, everyone who was part of the play was waiting for them. Everyone looked at each other with loving smiles as the eight stones were placed on the small table before the couch and seats.


  It was at that moment Asher learned who took the fertility potions, and who did not.


  Elara and Nyn stood side by side. They both cried tears of joy as they had both taken the potion.


  Blyss stepped over to Asher and placed his hand on her belly, also confessing to have taken the potion.


  Paasha, Keefa, and Nuha smiled with endearing gazes, confessing to not taking the potion.


  Amber smiled as she said she didn’t take the potion either, happy at their current arrangement and explained how difficult it is to raise a faun child. She also mentioned that later in their lives, she would welcome the idea of bringing their child to the world.


  Brynda moved closer to Asher’s other side and gently grabbed his head and pulled him to his feet. She pressed the side of his head to her belly with loving eyes.


  Asher didn’t hear a heartbeat, but he knew what she meant. The beautiful giant had taken the potion and was ready to bring their love into the world.


  Afterwards, everyone hugged each other in loving serenity, knowing their lives were going to change forever.


  A month later, a lavish bonding ceremony took place on the Blackwood estate. All of Mist Valley was invited to the bonding of Asher, Nyn, Amber, Blyss, Paasha, Keefa, Nuha, and Brynda. Elara had bonded with Asher before, but she was part of the ceremony again.


  In a month’s time, small curves filled four bellies of the women present during the ceremony.


  The day was perfect for such a bonding. The summer sky was an azure blue with drifting white, puffy clouds. The air was perfect as the mayor officiated the bonding with a warm smile.


  Afterwards, a celebration took place that would rival most celebrations. For three nights, the town danced, sang, ate, and regaled in the union of all bonded.


  Kimi, Verda, and Alma laughed and embraced each of the pregnant women with tears in their eyes.


  Claudia Frost came to the ceremony and stayed for a time to enjoy the celebrations.


  Samuel Throne arrived with his bonded and children. They danced and celebrated with the Blackwood clan.


  Nadia and Dina could not stop talking to Elara, Nyn, and Blyss.


  Lork With-Star appeared with his entourage, a beautiful buru and angel. They brought special wines from faraway lands, which added to the celebration.


  A certain lich and her two apprentices made their appearance during the first night of the celebration to give their congratulations and enjoy the celebration for the night.


  Reeta Smooth-tail hugged Elara. During the embrace, she took in the elf’s scent. When she pulled away, she said she knew the sex of their child. Elara grabbed her drunk beloved and told him what Reeta said.


  The couple stood side by side as the slythan woman whispered to them they were having a son.


  Asher’s drunk eyes widened more as he grabbed his bonded and they kissed each other deeply.


  The celebration continued until the third night, where most of the town and visitors returned to their homes. But for the Blackwood Clan, they enjoyed a night of peace as they all laid in each other’s arms on the grass, enjoying the clear night and beautiful stars.


  Time moved in perfect moments. Asher rubbed oils on bellies as he whispered to his unborn children every morning and every night.


  The household became a place of comfort, and the kitchen was filled with strange foods for those with child. Paasha gave all special concoctions that would soothe their bodies to help the babies grow healthy. Keefa and Nuha constantly tended to them for anything they needed or wanted.


  Asher tended to much of the farm to keep it working. He brought in some extra help from town so they could handle smaller tasks as he tended to his growing family.


  With the passage of time, bellies grew bigger and waddles filled their home. Elara, Nyn, and Blyss stayed in Asher’s bed every night.


  Brynda was the only one who stayed by herself, saying it was a giant tradition. Giant women would wander off to be alone during their pregnancy, a precaution against giant males eating the newborn. Modern giants didn’t do that anymore, but the tradition remained. She would leave her room at times to walk the grounds with her growing belly.


  Asher was all smiles until the first of their brood wailed into their world.


  Blyss was the first to give birth. Goblins had children quickly, and after six months, she was ready. Asher was there with her, as was the clan. His brave eyes filled with fright as the goblin let out low, dizzy moans. Paasha was an accomplished Dulla, helping many goblins give birth. She helped Blyss to breath and rub her belly, as Asher held Blyss’s tight touch.


  He watched with happy eyes as one girl was born, followed by another.


  Asher was nearly sick with joy as he looked down on Blyss’s tired gaze, baby girls in each of her arms, both suckling on her.


  A month later, Elara and Nyn were on their backs, each one moaning. Unlike humans and goblins, elf births were quick and orderly. Paasha didn’t have to do much as the elves fell into a trance. With a long moan, babies emerged from them. They were quickly cleaned and placed in their mother’s waiting arms.


  Asher fell to his knees before the two elves he loved. Nyn had a girl, and Elara had a boy. He thanked the Mother with all his heart, the babies came out healthy and beautiful.


  Brynda was much longer. At ten months, she was laying in the woods on a warm spring night. The same woods she shared with Asher when they conceived. She screamed and wailed, her voice bouncing off the high mountains surrounding the valley.


  Everyone gathered close. Brynda grunted, and her large giant baby was pushed out to the world. Brynda lifted her child and bit off the cord between her teeth. She smacked them on the ass. When they let out a little whine, she brought them to her leaking nipple and the boy began to suckle.


  Asher was so delirious, he laughed with tears in his eyes to their love entering the world.


  Time sped up again, the entire family tending to duties and raising their children. Across all women and common traditions, babies were not given a name until their first year of life. It was when their personalities began to show as young babies, already walking and grabbing things.


  Blyss’s girls developed first. One had beautiful black hair, a sensible and calm demeanor. She learned her first words quickly. Blyss and Asher decided on the name Bella. It was a beautiful name and it fitted her stunning features and quiet, but intelligent demeanor.


  Bella’s twin was much different. The small goblin liked to sneak around the house, often disappearing for hours. She loved sitting in closets with the doors closed, which often freaked out many in the household. She had sharp teeth and a mouth she was able to make a little wider. Her smiles were nearly demonic.


  The small, beautiful goblin loved to bite anyone she could. She was smart enough to not break skin, but many in the household were on extra alert as the little goblin loved to sneak a bite on a leg, hand, or arm. The goblin stayed away from her siblings, often trying to find an adult to bite. Even Blyss was not immune to the goblin’s need to bite her and look up with innocent eyes.


  Much to Asher’s concerns and Blyss’s insistence, the baby goblin was named Byter. 


  Elara and Nyn’s babies were of a different affair. Elves grew quickly in their first few years. It was only in their teens where they slowed down like most elves. It was true that both were half-elves, but it didn’t seem to slow down their growth. By their first year, they were already lithe little things, and taller than their goblin sisters. They had long, almost floppy pointed ears, where Elara and Nyn informed Asher their ears would shrink back as they grew.


  Nyn’s girl was beautiful, but silent. She knew words but she simply didn’t speak. Her demeanor was calm and thoughtful. She got along with Bella as the pair created a secret sign language only they knew. She had long dark blue hair, darker than her mothers.


  Nyn and Asher discussed a name and decided on Nylla. They liked how it sounded and seemed to fit her demeanor for it was very similar to her mother’s name.


  Asher was close to Elara as their son sat on her stomach, playing a game of clapping hands. He looked like Asher, but shared some of his mother’s features, even at the age of one. He was smart, caring, and loving to everyone in the family, even his siblings.


  Asher and Elara discussed their boy’s name and came to a mutual decision. To honor Asher’s uncle, they chose to name their son Alric. It was a variation of Asher's uncle’s name, but it seemed to fit. Alric nodded his approval and walked off to find Byter because it was his favorite game.


  Brynda was last as Asher spent time with her and his beautifully big son. He grew slower than his siblings, and Brynda kept him separated for a time. The boy was clumsy, often crashing into things as he walked. When Asher hugged him, the boy would give him a powerful embrace at one year old, often leaving Asher breathless.


  The couple spoke many times on a name, and came up with Brynden. Asher smiled as his son would crash into him, his head already above his father’s waist. They would both fall to the ground or floor and laugh together.


  Time spilled through the waterways of the universe. The varied siblings grew and grew. Their family was always around them, giving them affection and teaching them the ways of the world within and outside the valley. Bella and Nylla loved to learn history and tending the chickens. Byter was often on her own, staring at the forests and hiding anywhere she could on the estate. Brynden loved to read. The giant boy also loved rolling large hay bales and tossing large rocks.


  Alric was a born leader among his siblings. He was the one to rally them to tasks none of them wanted to do. When he started doing the task, like helping around the farm, they often fell in line, helping him.


  Years rolled on as the siblings grew and their bodies changed. When they had reached their teens, they reveled in Mama Nyn’s book celebrations. The elf had turned to writing fiction books instead of black books. Her books became more and more well known beyond the valley, and she became a famous author, writing tales of adventure and romance.


  The siblings also noticed when two more women joined their clan.


  Dina and Nadia bonded to Asher at different times. Nadia was first. The book shop owner enjoyed how Elara’s Wine Library and her book shop seemed to work well together. Nadia, Elara, and Nyn, pooled their minds and resources to create a chain of combined bookshops and wine lounges. They traveled to kingdom after kingdom for a whole year, spending coin and designing the future shared shops. The idea had become a major success, kingdoms begging to have the same shops, which made the three famous and richer at the same time.


  When they came back, Nadia saw Asher greet them all with happy and loving embraces. She ran to him and confessed her true love to him. Asher held the crying Nadia as Elara and Nyn embraced them. Shortly after, they were bonded, Nadia joining their clan.


  The growing siblings also saw another join their clan. Dina Hammer had earned much from her artisan work. She handed her shop over to a respected employee she trained their whole life. She retired from her work, ready to live a good, simple life.


  After she let everyone important in the valley know of her retirement, she made her way to the Blackwood Estate. She hopped over the fence, made her way to the door, and gave it a hardy knock. Asher happened to open the door and the strong artisan woman stepped in and kissed him on the lips. When they finished, she said what she always wanted and she chose him. A month later, man and woman were bonded to the clan with love in their eyes and hearts.


  For a long time, the siblings didn’t know why their parents often snuck off to be alone. Sometimes it was several of them that left to be alone while the rest of the family entertained the kids. But as time continued, so did their growth.


  Seventeen years passed. The children had grown into young people. The farm they had known their entire lives seemed small. Talk of adventure filled their hearts.


  Asher, Elara, and the rest of the family were proud of their children. They were taught many things from history to how to use bows, blades, and magic. The family didn’t like the idea of their grown children talking about leaving for Summer Spire to join their father’s guild, but they were adults, ready to take on the world.


  Asher’s heart thudded with worry as his grown children talked about adventure nearly every night. He looked at his son, Alric. A parent should never have a favorite, but Asher couldn’t help himself with Alric. The boy, now a man, was a leader and protector. He looked like his father, but with slightly pointed ears. He was handsome and a little headstrong, but Asher found himself always focused on him a little more than the others. He loved all his children, and would die trying to protect them, but he knew in his heart, Alric was going to make a name for himself in the world.


  Asher would often help all his children with using a blade, bow, and their senses. He noticed Nylla was adept at magic. Brynden was stronger than an ox, and an inch taller than him. Bella often talked about darker, more interesting magics, which made everyone nervous. And as for Byter, her penchant for taking things and sneaking around made her path clear. Her biting had dimmed as she grew older, but not her crazy attitude.


  The lord of Blackwood would often sit in his study and dwell on small memories. Paasha was like a mother to all the children. They loved her beyond anyone else. Keefa was always there to talk about dreams and stories. Nuha tended to ignore the children, which was why they loved to embrace her as she tried to get away. Asher knew she loved them, but she simply never knew how to be around them.


  Amber stayed at the lab and tended to her duties. The faun was cold at first with the children, but with time, she loved them all deeply. She taught them the ways of commerce and coin. How to run a shop and everything that came with it. Byter was the only one that often stared at her with wide, unblinking eyes, drinking in every word.


  When the children were grown, only then did the faun talk to Asher about having one of their own.


  When the lord woke from his thoughts, he looked at his hand. He noticed, after nearly twenty years, his skin had remained the same. When he went to his room and looked at himself in the mirror, he noticed he looked the same as when he arrived. When he brought it up to Elara and Nyn, the pair began to research. With the help of Amber and Lork Witch-Star, they found the reason why Asher didn’t seem to age.


  The milk everyone shared, and the elixir, had an unknown side-effect. It slowed aging to a crawl, not only for Asher, but every adult on the farm who drank the mystical milk and potion. Goblins led short lives but it was soon realized that all the goblins' aging had become a very slow crawl.


  It was one night where it was only Asher and Elara in bed. They looked at each other with deep love, knowing their time in Valoria together would not be as short as they once thought. It brought a beautiful joy to their hearts knowing there was plenty of time for them to enjoy every moment together.


  Then the fateful day came. Alric, Nylla, Bella, Byter, and Brynden sat their family down and told them what they wanted. Alric spoke for everyone when he said they were leaving for their own adventures across Valoria.


  Blyss and Paasha cried. Keefa and Nuha comforted them. A tear streaked down Amber’s cheek and she wiped it away. Brynda looked at her son and gave him an approving nod. Nyn looked away, fighting back her tears.


  Asher and Elara stood up and embraced their five children, tears in their eyes. When they pulled back, they looked at them with proud eyes.


  “If…adventure life becomes too much…you can always come back home,” Asher said with a loving weakness in his throat.


  “Of course, Da, Ma,” Alric said and fiercely hugged his father and mother.


  A week later, the family gathered on the road, watching their grown children walk toward town with supplies on their backs and weapons sheathed at their hips.


  There was much sniffling and tears. Asher and Elara stood in front of everyone, waving the most to their departing children.


  When their adult children were out of sight, the family shuffled back into the house. Amber, Dina, and Nadia waddled with the aid of many, helping them back as each had a very large belly.


  When everyone was inside, a sullen silence filled their hearts and bodies. A lost feeling curled inside and some tears continued to fall.


  Asher tried to rally everyone to do something joyful, when a loud shout touched everyone’s ears.


  “Lord Blackwood! I seek an audience!” came a familiar voice.


  Asher, Elara, Nyn, and Brynda stepped out onto the porch with wide eyes.


  To everyone’s surprise, Katriss stood with a fiery blaze in her eyes. The demoness stood tall, taller than when they last saw her. She had a leash that diverged into three leashes, leading to a trio of collars.


  Three demon women who looked like the demoness Katriss were on their knees with annoyed expressions. None of them looked up at Asher and the rest of the family, their eyes filled with annoyed rage.


  A demon woman stood tall beside the taller Katriss, her eyes on Asher.


  “Katriss!” Asher said as he took a step forward with love in his eyes.


  “It is good to see you, my love,” Katriss said with a loving tone. “Much has happened since I departed. I took back my kingdom. I took my traitorous sister’s kingdoms as well. I have changed the demons under my rule to care and cooperate with each other, much to the disgust of the other demon realms,” the demoness said as she put her large hand on the demon woman’s shoulder standing next to her. “Asher, meet your daughter, Ashla. She is the only one to survive her brothers and sisters from our brood. She is powerful and deadly, but sentimental. She wanted to meet her father.”


  Asher looked as Ashla and the demoness bowed her curious eyes to him.


  Katriss continued, “And as you see kneeling before your home are my three sisters. They surrendered to me when I was going to chop off their heads. They pledged their loyalty, but have a difficult time staying to that pledge,” she said with a dark hiss.


  The three bound sisters lowered their heads in shame.


  Katriss gave Asher an evil smile. “I thought they needed some time away from trying to backstab me. I have kingdoms to rule, and cannot afford the distractions. So, I thought what better place to teach them what it means to love and care than the Blackwood Estate, and you my handsome darling.


  “Ashla would also stay to make sure my sisters don’t do anything foolish,” the last word hung in the air like a cloud of pure hate. “And maybe get to know her father,” Katriss brightened up with a fanged smile.


  Asher took a few more steps forward on the porch and made his way down the steps. He stepped to the three kneeling sisters, Katriss, and Ashla with a loving smile.


  Elara looked at her lover with a knowing smile.


  Asher gazed at everyone with a mixture of curious and loving eyes as he bowed.


  “All I can say is, Welcome to Blackwood Milk Farm. I do hope you enjoy your stay,” he said with a wink and a smile.


  ~Fin~
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