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Chapter 1

“It does go on forever, doesn’t it?” Philip Vrendeling stood in the tower room with his
mother and father, looking out the window at a vast expanse of brown grass and sparse
shrubs. In the presence of his father, the count, he kept his spine straight. That posture
crested his head just above his mother’s, but several inches below his father’s. At
eighteen now, Philip doubted he would ever catch his father’s tall stature. “I see no
flowers.”

“They areout there.” Count Breddex Vrendeling stood with a more relaxed posture than
his son. “Our people are harvesting as we speak. We’ll have much to show the elves when
they arrive.”

“Elves and humans working together.” Lady Rachel Vrendeling frowned. She smoothed
her flowing dress with her hands and moved closer to her husband, but not so that their
bodies would touch. “This is what the emperor wants?”

“This is what the emperor wants.” Breddex nodded gravely.

“They know the heathland better than anyone. It makes sense to bring them in.” Philip
nodded and rubbed his chin as if pondering the issue.

“Back to your studies, Philip. Your father and I need to talk.” Rachel gave her son a thin
smile, watching him obediently leave the tower room. “He’s young and strong. But not
wise. He doesn’t see the tempest we're in.”

“He has you guiding him. He will become wise.” Breddex smiled.



She turned to her husband and nodded. “What preparations do you wish me to make,
My Lord?”

“Iwish your bodice off and your body in my arms.” He laughed and swept his wife off
the floor, holding her and pressing their lips together.

“The priestess is looking for you.” Gorm popped out of his hiding place just as Philip
passed in the hall.

“Oh, you startled me.” Philip jumped and spun. He looked down at the goblin with a
stern frown on his young face. “I was looking for you, actually.”

“Oh, you were, Lord Vrendeling?” Gorm lifted his eyebrows. A moment of silence passed
between them. The attack was swift and sudden. Gorm was little more than half the
human’s height, but he struck at the boy’s knees with his fists, and then went for a blow
to the cock. The lad had a large one, making it a prime target to quickly incapacitate him.

Philip turned his hip just in time, stumbling back from the flurry of blows. “Gods ...
you're quick.” He bent as he was trained to do against a smaller opponent, blocking the
incoming strikes, and trying a few jabs of his own. The fight took no more than thirty
seconds. At the end of it, Philip was huffing and puffing. “I wanted to see you ... about
training.”

“Well, mission accomplished. I recommend next time you try Balladuci’s Defense. This
hall is somewhat constricted.” Gorm smiled up at his human pupil. “Oh, and I should say
something wise. There is nothing as likely to succeed as what the enemy believes you
cannot attempt. Lesson over. Go find the priestess.”

“You are the strangest creature.” Philip kneeled and pulled the goblin into a hug. “I'll find
the priestess now. More training later.”

“Very well, My Lord.” Gorm gruffly pulled himself from the embrace and marched away
down the hall.

“Have you been keeping up with your studies?” Hera lifted herself from her seat by the
fire and walked slowly across the room, appraising Philip as she walked.



“Yes, Sister.” Philip nodded, aware of the older woman’s eyes doing their best to dissect
him all on their own. “I've even been doing extra reading. The baladeen flowers are very
interesting. Did you know —?”

“Quiet, My Lord.” Hera held up a finger. “You do not lecture the Sisterhood. It is
rightfully the other way around.” She put a finger under his chin and turned his face so
that she could examine him from all angles. “The feme covert has told you what is
expected of you now that you are eighteen?” She turned and walked back to her chair.
Sitting, she waved for Philip to come stand by the fire.

“My mother told me there would be a test.” Philip nodded, walking over to a spot near
the woman’s chair. There, he stood with his hands behind his back and his spine very
straight. “A test I mean to pass.” His voice was steely.

Hera laughed. “It is always true with lads of your age. So much puffery, and yet you
know almost nothing about the world.”

“I have paid attention to my studies.” Philip worked to keep his expression unreadable.

“A thimbleful in a lake.” With those words, her face turns wistful. “I miss the water. If
only we had stayed in our ...” She shook her head. “Time for today’s lesson. Continue to
pay attention, My Lord.” With that she launched into a monologue on the second goblin
war.

“Is this really necessary?” Breddex stood naked before Doctor Urdess in his bed chamber.
He shivered. Urdess was a dryad, so the hearth in the bedroom was dark. The creature
abhorred fire.

“Let her do her work, My Lord.” Rachel also stood naked. She was shivering, with
goosebumps on her flesh. “We don’t want Philip to be alone forever.”

“Hold still.” Urdess, the only one clothed in the room, bent low and hefted the count’s
testicles. She carefully weighed each with her fingers and massaged them, looking for
the hundredth time for any blockage that might be inhibiting the conception the
Vrendelings so desperately wanted. “You are not erect.”

“Of course not.” Rachel gave the dryad a cold stare.

“In his younger years, he would often get erect during my examinations.” Urdess gave
the woman a pleasant smile.



“That’s enough, Urdess.” Breddex frowned. “Rub that potion on them and let me spend
time with my wife.”

“As you command.” Urdess did as instructed and left the chamber.

“There it is!” As she went to kindle some other wood in the hearth, Rachel pointed
fondly to her husband’s rising member. She made sure to bend at the waist, showing
much of her rear end to her beloved. She hoped she could still inspire his penis after all
these years. When the fire was going, she turned around and saw that he was ready. “I
still make your garden grow, don’t I, My Lord.” She gave him a curtsy, making sure her
heavy breasts bounced and flopped for his entertainment.

“My garden is in your womb. I'm only the humble farmer intent on tilling fertile earth.”
Breddex swept her off her feet and carried her to bed. Soon, he had her on all fours, and
he was indeed plowing her garden from behind. He held her hips and admired her ripe
body. She was not the same young creature he’d once married. But she was all the more
beautiful for the years that had passed. “Getready ... ugh ... ugh ... ugh ... hereit ...
comes.”

“Yes ... yes ... yessssss ... My Lord ... My Looorrrrddddddddd!” Rachel shuddered as her
husband flooded her. She prayed to the gods that this timethey would have good
fortune.

“Any luck with our lady’s womb?” Hera stepped up next to Urdess, her voice pitched at a
whisper.

“The feme covert’s womb isn’t at issue. It is the count that struggles with fecundity.”
Urdess stood in the shadows of Philip’s training room. She watched the young lord spar
with Gorm. “As so happens, your sisterhood already has one of their offspring. Are you
not satisfied?” She smiled as Philip made an adroit sidestep to send Gorm off balance.

“He isn’t the one. We need another.” Hera frowned as Philip was easily tricked by a feint
and ended up on his back with a wooden sword at his throat.

“Have patience then. I'm sure the count’s blockage will resolve itself. You shall have your
second child in time.” Urdess sighed and rolled her eyes.

“What time do you think we have?” Hera glanced at the dryad with disdain. She had
always thought the count’s inclination to trust other species foolish. If only he'd brought
along a real doctor. “Have you not noticed that we were moved to a desolation? That our



own emperor sends our enemies to our door? That the flower production has been
sabotaged?”

“Those elves are coming to ourhome. Their honor should protect us.” Urdess smiled
thinking of the uptight little creatures. “And if that fails, I trust Master Gorm and our
swords.”

“Just ... have the count put a baby in the feme covert.” Hera turned. “And do it quickly.”
She walked briskly from the training room.

“Good day, Lord Vrendeling.” Gwendolen stopped and curtsied in the hall. “My ... you're
all sweaty. Isn’t that enticing?”

Philip stopped and wiped the perspiration off his forehead with a rag. He tried not to
smile at the girl. She was his own age, and they had known each other forever. “Good
day, Gwendolen. I was training with Gorm.”

“Would you like to do some training with me?” She gave him her most alluring smile. “I
promise I'll be a lot more enjoyable than that crusty goblin.”

“I don’t know, he’s very enjoyable.” Philip shrugged.

Gwendolen unfastened her bodice and exposed her breasts. It was drafty in the hall,
making her pink nipples stand at attention. “I said enjoyable, My Lord.” She leaned
forward, dangling her breasts under her.

“We shouldn’t keep doing this.” Philip looked around, but the hall was empty. He
glanced back at the glory of his friend’s chest. “Oh, very well.” He strode forward, seized
her hand, and dragged her to a nearby storage closet. Ten minutes later, Philip was
sitting on a crate while Gwendolen was bobbing her mouth on his cock. He wrapped his
fingers in her golden curls. “Gods ... Gwen.”

“Mmmmppphhhhhhhhh.” She looked up at her lord with adoring eyes. With one hand
still on his cock, she reached the other into a pocket in her skirt. She fetched a small vial
of oil and held it up in the palm of her hand. Without losing suction, she raised her
eyebrows at him.

“Yeah ... okay.” Philip nodded.

Gwendolen lifted her mouth off his member and smiled. “Only in the butt, remember.
We can’t be having children. Not yet.” She handed him the vial. “Oil that big boy up. I
still can’t believe the whole thing fits in me.” She turned around and finished



undressing. Soon enough, she was riding Philip in reverse with gusto. She had toputa
hand on her mouth to keep from making enough noise to draw attention.

“Ugh ... ugh ... ugh...” Philip, always in control, managed to mute the volume of his
grunts. He stared at his friend’s wonderful, rippling ass. It was amazing how her allure
could get him to disobey his parents again and again. But how could he wait until
marriage when this beauty threw herself at him? He leaned forward and smelled the
roses in her hair. He reached around and took heaping handfuls of her breasts.

“Oooohhhhhh ... mmmmmmmmpphhhh ... ooohhhhhhh.” Gwendolen whimpered into
her hand. She was so lucky to have such a wonderful friend like Philip. Her eyes rolled
back, and an orgasm had her. It was so spectacular, she could have been flying. She
bounced to two more climaxes before she heard his grunts become more urgent. “Yes. ...
yessssss ... fill my butt ... My Lord ... pllleeeassseeeeeeee.”

“I'm...ugh...ugh... going to finish.” Philip erupted up her backside.

Five minutes later, they exited the closet. Both were looking a little sheepish. Gwendolen
tried to fix her hair with her hands. “Good seeing you, My Lord.” She curtsied and turned
down the hall.

Philip watched her waddle away. He loved the tentative way she walked after they
humped. It was so delightful, that he almost wanted to pull her back into the closet. But
he had studying to do. He wouldn’t let down his parents.



Chapter 2

“I've never seen elves before, Gorm,” Philip stood in the back of the welcoming
committee. His father and mother were, of course, at the front. Gorm was close enough
to whisper at. “They’re shorter than I thought they’d be. And dandy-looking. They don’t
look very formidable.”

“Do you judge me by my size?” Gorm grinned up at the eighteen-year-old lord.
“No ... but you're a goblin.” Philip grinned back. “And you don’t look ... dandy.”

“Elves are more vicious than goblins.” Gorm bared his teeth and tugged at his dress
uniform.

“I also hear that they have keen ears.” Gwendolen wasn’t supposed to be part of the
welcoming committee, but she’d found a way to stand quite close to Philip.

“Noted.” Philip gave her a warm smile. “The elves look very regal indeed,” he saidin a
slightly louder voice. He lowered his voice again, “You may be the master at arms, Gorm,
but let’s not start any wars just to keep you busy.”

“If there’s a war, I won'’t start it.” Gorm wiped the grin off his face. “But I surely will
finish it.”

“Queen Nonn, what a pleasure it is to have you here.” Rachel sat at the end of the table
with the other ladies. She glanced down at her son and husband at the other end. They
seemed very far away. The count was handling the elf king well. They were engaged in
lively conversation. Rachel certainly hoped it was going better for Breddex than it was
going for her. “I said, it is a pleasure to have you here, Queen Nonn.” The queen sat across
the table from Rachel. Rachel was quite certain the queen had heard her. Elves were
known for being keen of hearing.

“She will not be addressed directly by any woman of your standing.” Lady Rezzle sat
next to the queen, fixing Rachel with a cold glare.

“My husband is -” Rachel began.

“He is not your husband, is he? You are his chattel, not his family. His feme covert, as
you say.” Rezzle’s smile was chilly. “I do not doubt his decisions. Marrying one of your
religion is fraught, is it not?”



“The Sisterhood is not ...” Rachel stopped herself. The queen might not address her
directly but seemed to be enjoying the conversation. Rachel did not care for the queen’s
sly smile one bit. Rachel took a deep breath. “Please ask the queen if she requires
anything of me.”

“She does not.” Rezzle turned to her side and addressed the elf next to her.

Apparently, the conversation, such as it was, was over. Rachel glanced at her husband
again. She prayed things were going better for him.

“They hate us, dear.” Rachel was in her bedchamber, slowly undressing. “Are we safe?”

“Tonight went that badly?” Breddex watched his wife closely. Her alluring hourglass
figure never disappointed him. If perfection could have been poured into a human form,
it would be Lady Rachel. “I had a productive conversation with the king. He had several

insights into increasing the baladeen honey production. If only the flowers were more -

”

“Sure, they understand the flowers. This was their castle for centuries. It’s practically
their home turf.” Rachel stood before him in her undergarments, frowning. “Which
brings me back to my earlier question. Are we safe here?”

“We are surrounded by my best men, led by Gorm. All, close at hand.” Breddix gave her a
reassuring smile. “The elves are in their tents on the other side of the castle wall. Even if
they decided to attack, we could hold out against a siege for a very long time. Certainly
long enough for the emperor to send his troops. We're very safe.” He motioned with his
hand for her to continue undressing. “You are ever beautiful, even with a frown on your
face.”

“You can’t possibly want to do it tonight. There’s so much ... pressure.” The lines in
Rachel’s face deepened.

“Pressure ... no pressure ... war ... death ... nothing could make me want to deny myself
another try at a baby with you.” He rose and quickly disrobed. “Our new child will be a
sign of fecundity and hope for all in this desolate land.”

“Oh ... Breddex, you have a way about you ...” Her frown disappeared. She removed her
undergarments and tossed herself on the bed, rolling onto her back. She opened her
arms and legs in welcome to her husband. He is my husband, I don’t care what the
queen’s lady says.

“Ilove you, Rachel.” Breddex mounted her. She was wet and ready for him.



“Uuuhhhhh ... Ilove you ... my count.” Rachel circled her arms around his shoulders and
held tightly as he humped into her. Despite the threat of the elves, all felt right when her
husband was inside her.

“It’s late, Doctor Urdess. Did the feast not sit well with someone?” Sister Hera stopped in
the hall to get a good look at the dryad. How can the count trust such a strange creature?

“No duties at the moment. But the elves do not take kindly to dryads. I missed the
banquet while hiding myself away.” Urdess gave the woman a faint, polite smile. “I
thought I might stop by the kitchens now that the elves were gone.”

“And the feme covert’s womb?” Hera stood very straight, her face still as stone.

“Ha! You certainly do have a one-track mind.” Urdess let herself laugh, feeling the
tension ease from her taut muscles. She stepped to the side as three guards passed them
in the hall. “I have no news of that. Of course, the couple continues to try. It shouldn’t be
long before ...” Urdess stared past Hera toward the intersection at the end of the hall. “I
see not all the elves have gone. Perhaps I better return to my chambers with an empty
stomach.”

Hera turned to look, but saw only shadows on the wall. Whoever had passed had already
gone out of sight. “There are no elves in the castle, Urdess. You must have made a
mistake.”

“Oh, I know an elf when I see one.” Urdess shrugged and turned to head back to her
room. She barely noticed as Hera broke off into a run in the other direction. Humans
were always doing strange things, like rushing when it wasn’t called for.

“We shouldn’t be doing this ... ugh ... ugh ... in your room ... we could ... get caught.”
Philip rode Gwendolen. She was on her belly, with her butt in the air. It was a splendid
sight. He wiped sweat from his brow and let his hips continue at their frantic pace.

“Ooohhhh ... ooohhhh ... Philip ... you’re so big ... in my butt.” Gwendolen swam in
pleasure. She would never grow tired of taking her sweet lord up her ass. “Iloveit...
uuuugghhhhh ... Iloveit.”



Philip was so engaged in spellbinding sex that he didn’t hear the commotion going on in
the hall outside Gwendolen’s door.

Gorm sprinted toward his lord’s room. He was too late. The door was shattered inward
by some dark enchantment. Sword out, Gorm vaulted into Philip’s room. With a howl,
he took down the first elf before the fellow could raise his sword. The second elf was
blinded by the splatter of his comrade’s blood. Before he could blink the crimson away,
the elf was pierced through the heart by Gorm’s sword.

The goblin parried the last elf’s blade, pivoted, and punched the elf in the nose with the
pommel of his sword. It didn’t take long for Gorm to finish him. “How did you vermin
get into my castle?!?” He spat at the dead elves and let out an anguished cry, turning his
attention to finding Philips body. It took him less than a minute to determine his lord
wasn't there. “Very crafty, Lord Philip.” Gorm whispered to himself. “Stay alive. I can’t
look for you now. I must see to our defenses.”

His commanders needed him, so that’s where he headed. Although, he did stop to kick
one of the dead elves on his way out of his lord’s chamber.

“Sister Rachel ... Sister Rachel ... Sister Rachel ...” Hera said the words under her breath
as a kind of mantra. She could hear fighting. Human voices were shouting ‘the cellar ...
the cellar ... there’s coming from the -’

Hera knew that elves hated to be underground. Everyone knew that. Which was
probably why this had come as a surprise. That and the count’s spies had looked for
hidden passages since the moment Breddex had taken control of the castle. They hadn’t
found any. But elves were clever. And now they were killing ... Hera came to a stop.
Several human guards were getting pressed back by an onslaught of elves up ahead.

Changing course, Hera turned and ran back the way she came. She would have to take an
alternate route to help the feme covert. The Sisterhood would be filled with rage if -

Something walloped Hera on the back. She staggered and leaned against the wall, her
breath knocked out of her. She wasn’t young anymore, but her breath took longer to
come than she’d expected. Her face blanched.



It wasn’t until she looked down that she realized an arrow had pierced her through the
chest. She stared at the bloody head of the thing in disbelief. Her breath still did not
return. Gasping, she turned around just in time to see another arrow speeding toward
her. It caught her in the throat. She fell to the stone floor. She would have cried out to her
sisters if she could. But instead, she gurgled for a moment and went silent.

“Stay, Rachel.” Breddex dressed hurriedly. “You’ll be safe here.” His guards waited for
him by the door.

“There won’t be any mercy from the elves. They came here under the emperor’s parasail.
You know what that means. Don’t let them ensnare you.” Rachel dressed, too. She had
already bound herself in her most supportive undergarments. Now, she was searching
through her wardrobe for her most utilitarian skirt and bodice.

“We willrepel them. They don’t stand a chance.” Breddex gave his woman one last
worried smile and turned from her. He was quickly out the door with his entourage.

“Stay here, indeed,” Rachel hissed. How could Breddex think she wouldn’t go after their
son? She finished dressing, tying her boots tightly. She put a sheathed, jeweled dagger
on her hip. She strode to the chamber door and threw it open.

“You can’t leave, Lady Rachel.” One of the guards moved to block her path into the hall.

Rachel exhaled slowly, using her breath as she’d been trained to. “I'm still in my
chambers. You didn’t see me.”

The guard turned away, and she slipped past him and his companions, heading toward
her son’s room.

“What’s happening, Philip?” Gwendolen’s jaw was set tight as she pulled her bodice over
her head.

“Sounds like fighting.” Philip looked around the room. Of course she didn’t have a sword.
And his were all back in his room or in the armory.

“Thieves?” She added a hopeful lilt to her voice.



“No, we're under attack. Listen to that.” Muffled screaming came through the door. “You
should stay here. You'll be safe.”

“No way.” Gwendolen shook her head and planted her hands on her hips. “I'm not going
to die alone in my room.”

“Very well.” Philip wished he could grin, but he was too worried for his parents and his
friends. He blew out a nearby candle and hefted the candlestick. It would do. He watched
her finish tying her boots. “Stay behind me.”

“What a turnaround. You're usually behind me.” She offered what she hoped was a brave
grin. Standing, she found her own candlestick and tested its weight. “Are elves as
dangerous as they say? I feel like I should be able to take one of those tiny creaturesin a
fight.”

“You heard what Gorm said. They’re dangerous.” Philip nodded gravely. “Come on, we
need to go.” He opened her door and peered into the hall. There was no one in sight. He
could hear the clank of steel on steel echoing toward him. A man’s war cry warbled
through the air to his right. It was quickly followed by a pained scream. “We go left,
come on.” Philip darted out into the hall.

Gwendolen followed her man into danger, moving just as well as his shadow.



Chapter 3

“Lady Rachel! I think we’re being attacked.” Urdess was crouched, hiding near the baking
ovens. When Rachel swept into the kitchen, a jeweled dagger in her hand, Urdess
unwound her body a little.

“Good evening, Doctor Urdess.” Rachel frowned with pity at the cowering dryad. She’s
never useful for anything outside of her specialty. Rachel thought of her barren womb,
and doubted how useful Urdess had been even for that. “The elves stole in through a
secret passage. The count will fight them off.”

“It sounds like we’re losing.” Slowly, Urdess stood and left her hiding place. “You're
looking for Lord Philip? He may need a doctor when you find him. Should we go to his
chamber?”

“I've already been there. There were three dead elves and no Philip.” Rachel clenched her
jaw. “But I'll find him. Can’t you summon wooden daggers or something? You’ll need a
weapon.”

“I' have little power when encased in stone as we are in here.” Urdess walked over to the
kitchen supplies and removed a cast-iron pan from the rack. She hefted it as someone’s
scream echoed into the kitchen. “This will do for now.”

“Fine. Come along then.” Rachel nodded. “In our old castle, I always told Philip to head
upward in the event of an emergency.”

“There are several towers here.” Urdess followed the lady out of the kitchens.

“We’ll have to get lucky, then.” Rachel kept her dagger up, ready for an assault. So far, she
hadn’t met any elves. But that would surely change.

“Philip ... another one ... watch out!” Gwendolen threw her candlestick. It was a lucky
toss, catching the elf right in his helm. There was a wet clanking sound, and the elf went
down.

“Thank you!” Philip looked around him. There were three elves lying motionless on the
ground. He'd taken out two with his candlestick, wielding it as Grom had taught him to
use a cudgel. The bronze improvised weapon dripped blood to the floor. He tossed away
the heavy thing and picked up an elven blade. It was short, but much better than a hunk
of blunt-force metal. “Grab a sword. You may need it.”



“Very wise, My Lord.” Gwendolen curtsied, letting her lips twist into the barest smile. “I
shall forever be by your side.”

Philip smiled back at this beautiful woman who was both his friend and more than his
friend. As he was searching for something clever to say back to her, a hiss passed by his
ear. His mind went blank for a second as his eyes tried to process the horror before him.
An arrow took Gwendolen through the side of her blond hair. She was dead before she
hit the ground. “Nnnooooooo! Gods ... no.” Philip knelt to help her, even though her
sightless eyes told him it was useless. Another arrow whistled over his head.
“Gwendolen ... get up!”

Ajolting shock walloped his shoulder. He looked to see an arrowhead jutting out just
below the outer part of his clavicle. He stumbled to his feet and ran as another arrow
passed him and snapped on the stones. His mind burned with revulsion at a world that
could so suddenly turn on those he loved. He rounded a corner and headed for the
closest stairs. It occurred to him he’d left the swords behind. He felt like he’d left
everything behind.

“We’re being overrun. We need out of this castle. We need to retreat.” One of the count’s
captains addressed his lord while standing at attention. At his back were the sounds of a
fierce battle. “We’ll cut a path out the back gate. Women and children first.”

“Retreat to where? The heath is all around us. And so are the elves.” Breddex’s lips
pressed together in grim determination. “We retake this building, or we die.”

“Yes.” The captain saluted and turned back to the melee just out of view.

“Gorm, go to the south passage and make sure they don’'t come at our backs.” Breddex
could see the goblin wanted to challenge him. “Go now.” He was grateful when Gorm
gave him no more backtalk than an eyebrow raise. He watched the goblin go. At Jleast I
have only one front to worry about. “Now, let’s see about that barricade.I...”

The sound of hoofbeats clattered from the unseen fight ahead. The stones under
Breddex’s feet shook. A chorus of screams echoed around the corner. The first thing
Breddex saw were several men tossed into view. After them, arrived charging, demonic
reindeer with elves on their backs. The beasts were clearly out for blood. “Come men ...
we stop them here!” Breddex raised his sword and charged the foul creatures.



“He went up there.”
“Do we want him alive?”
“Our choice.”

A group of three elves stood at the foot of the stairs to the Eastern Tower, talking among
themselves. Rachel and Urdess watched them from the shadows.

“They’re chasing my son. I know they are,” Rachel whispered.

“If Philip’s up those stairs, those elves are in the way.” Urdess tried very hard to keep her
tall frame unseen in the shadows.

Rachel nodded. “Stay here until I'm done with them.” She slipped out into the hall, light
on her feet, moving like a dancer. The closest elf saw her several feet before her dagger
could reach him.

“The witch! Kill her before she speaks!” The elf was too slow to lift his sword. Rachel
crouched low as she spun, the jewels on her dagger sparkling in the lamplight. The elf
gurgled and fell, his throat slit.

Before the two other elves were upon her, Rachel let out a controlled breath and spoke
her command at the same time. “Be still and tell me who you’re chasing.”

“A teenager,” said one.

“We think he’s the count’s son,” said the other.

Rachel inhaled, held her breath, and let it out slowly again, saying, “Kill each other.”
Without a moment’s hesitation, the elves stabbed each other through the heart.

“You killed them all.” Urdess had snuck up to Rachel when it seemed the woman had
things under control. She held her iron pan at the ready, in case one of the elves returned
from the land of the dead.

“Goodness, you move quietly for someone as tall as a tree.” Rachel looked up at Urdess.
“Technically, I killed only one of them. Come on, it wasPhilip they were pursuing.” She
leapt up the stairs, Urdess right behind her.

It didn’t take them long to find Philip. He had collapsed in the stairwell, an arrow still
lodged in his shoulder.

“Philip! No!” Rachel lost her steely nerve and dropped to her knees next to him. “Doctor
him ... doctor, fix him ... Urdess.” She blinked back tears.



“Yes, I'm here.” Urdess rolled him onto his back, careful not to jostle the arrow more
than need be. She checked his pulse and lifted his lids. “I can heal him. Hold on.” She put
her hand on the shaft. “I know this wood.” With a quick flip of her wrist, she snapped off
the arrowhead. Then, the wood began to coil and flow, moving out of the eighteen-year-
old lord and wrapping around Urdess’s wrist. “I wish I had my powerful salve.”

“Do you need me to get it? Just tell me where.” Rachel stood, her chin tightening with
resolve again.

“I don’t know if you've noticed, but the stones are trembling. We’ve lost. You would not
be able to go to my chamber and return.” Urdess reached under her dress and retrieved a
small vial. “Of course, I always have my everyday salve with me. It will do, but he won’t
heal completely until time takes its course.” She tore his tunic to expose the exit wound
and poured the contents of the vial into the bloody opening. A sizzling sound filled the
stairwell. She turned him over and did the same to the entry wound.

“Will he ...?” Rachel’s heart fluttered with worry and hope when she heard him cough
and his eyes shot open. “Philip?”

“Gwendolen’s dead,” Philip croaked. “How’s Father?”

“Gods, Gwendolen?” Rachel thought the world of that young woman. That’s why she’d
let her son tumble with Gwendolen when he thought his mother wasn’t noticing. “As
for your father, I don’t know.” The trembling of the stones under Rachel’s feet grew more
intense. “I don’t think things are well. We’re all trapped in this castle.”

“I can help you escape. But we must go up. And go quickly before daylight makes us a
target for archers.” Urdess stood and helped Philip to his feet. “How do you feel?”

“Terrible. Shaky.” Philip reached for his mother, who put his arm over her shoulders.

“Up we go then.” Rachel helped her son ascend the stairs. “How are we going to escape
from the top of the tower? There is no forest here to leap into, dryad.”

“We can’t leave Father.” Philip’s shoulder burned, and his stomach turned.

“We can’t help him now. Maybe Gorm will turn the tide. But I fear ...” Rachel tried not to
clench her teeth. “Don’t think about it. Use the voice on me. Distract yourself with
practice.”

Philip wasn’t good at his mother’s magic in the best of times. These times were not best.
He exhaled slowly, saying, “Take me to Father.” He had never been able to compel his
mother, but it was worth a try.

“I'm sorry, sweetness. We're going up. Your father would demand that we do, isn’t that
right, Doctor Urdess?” Rachel looked over her shoulder at the dryad who was bringing
up the rear. She noticed that the dryad had discarded her iron pan.



“Yes, the count would want you two safe.” Urdess thought about saying more, but held
her tongue. The harsh clash of swords echoed from behind them.

It took the trio a while to reach the top of the tower. There was a tiny roof garden with a
few stunted fruit trees. Urdess used these to grow a barricade that locked the door
behind them. It was just in time too, because only minutes after they arrived, there was
pounding on the thick door.

“So, how do we travel from here?” Philip looked around. It was a cloudy night, and the
only light came from fires billowing up from various parts of the castle. The heath was a
vast sea of darkness.

“They’re using magic to burn through the door!” Rachel drew her dagger.

“I won’t be traveling with you, Lord Philip. We can’t let them through to pick you off
with archers.” Urdess reached into the soil of the pots around them. Something grew
from the floor of the garden, quickly filling up the small space.

“Wings?” Rachel frowned at the contraption that looked like it was built from leaves,
vines, and branches.

“Makes sense. Flying is the only way.” Philip put a hand on the dryad’s shoulder. “But
we're not leaving you. It’s dark out there, they won'’t see us. And it would be suicide
staying on this roof.”

The door was now glowing orange with heat, the wood of Urdess’s barricade crackled
and snapped.

“Very well, Lord Philip. We can go together.” Urdess lifted the wings, which were
remarkably light, and fastened them to mother and son. “Now, off you go!” She shoved
them off the roof.

“Urdess!” Philip was so shocked that it took him a moment to notice he was flying. He
squirmed to turn around and look back at the dryad. She was clearly visible in the light
of the fire that her barricade had kindled into. Her tall figure turned and faced the door.
He could see her fashion long daggers for her hands. “Urdess!” The rushing wind
swallowed his voice.

“Let her go, Philip. We need to figure out how to fly this thing,” Rachel shouted. The
wings above her shuddered and rattled as a current of air hit them. They veered up and
sharply left. She reached out and grabbed at branches she hoped were controls.

Philip’s body was pressed tightly to his mother’s, the wings holding them securely
together. He tried to peer back, but could only see the light from the top of their tower.
Suddenly, a great ball of flame rose from the tower and rolled into the dark sky. Grimly,



he turned his vision forward. His mother was right. They would need to learn to fly
quickly, or Urdess’s sacrifice would be for nothing.



Chapter 4

Unseen arrows whistled in the dark. Rachel banked them left. Fortunately, Urdess had
created a winged contraption with intuitive controls. The direction of the wind
changed, and the vehicle shook. Rachel clenched her jaw — and some other body parts -
and turned them with the wind. “Are we hit? Can you see if an arrow pierced the wings?”

“I don’t think so.” Philip squinted at the branches and leaves that held them aloft. It was
tough to see in starlight. “No hits ... I'think ... but ...” He had to speak up to be heard over
the wind rushing past their ears. Several leaves fell away from the wing and disappeared
into the gloom behind them. “... maybe there is damage. Leaves are falling.”

“That would make sense.” Rachel’s jaw set even tighter. This was the only way. She
would fly them as far as possible, and then they would walk their way out of the heath.
“Use the everlasting spell to help Doctor Urdess’s magic.”

“I'll try.” Philip closed his eyes and concentrated, muttering the memorized lines.

Rachel joined her magic with her son’s. His magic was always tentative and weak, but
every little bit counted now. “It looks like it’s still holding together well enough. We’ll fly
on.” No more arrows whistled past them. They were past the elven forces.

With his eyes closed, horrific images passed through his mind. “Gods ... Mother ...
everyone in the castle.” His spell faded. He let it go. Pressed tightly to his mother’s
backside, Philip looked over his shoulder. Due to the fires, he could still see their castle. It
looked small. Almost everyone he’'d ever known had died, or were dying, there. And
soon, it would be a pinprick on the horizon.

“They would all want you to live, Philip.” She wished she could reassure him more, but
her hands were busy at the controls, and her mind was occupied with the everlasting
spell. “Let us focus on honoring their love for you by escaping. Turn forward and keep
an eye on the wings. Let me know when they start to look precarious. Try your spell
again.”

“Yes, Mother.” Philip did as instructed. Slowly, light grew in the East. That made his
observations easier. It also revealed the purple of baladeen blossoms below them. Their
flying machine wasn’t as high as he’d imagined. “Mother, there’s an outcrop of rocks
ahead. Should we turn?”

“We're going with the wind, sweetness. No turning. We’re high enough.” Although, as
they grew closer to the outcrop, she felt more and more doubt about their course.
Eventually, they passed over the outcrop with toes dangling mere feet above stone.



As the sun crested the horizon, a branch snapped from the wing and whistled off behind
them. And then another. “Mother ... her magic is at an end.” Philip watched a puff of
leaves fall, leaving the latticework of the wing partially uncovered. He could feel his
mother’s everlasting spell fragmenting. His own spell had diminished some time before.

“Truth!” Rachel gripped the controls tightly as the vehicle pitched to the left. “We’re
going to land. Hold on.”

Philip did just that, reaching around her and grabbing hip, breast, whatever was
available. He watched in horror as the heath drew closer and closer to them. More of the
wings fell away. “We’re coming in too fast!”

“Truth!” Intuitive as the controls were, Rachel wasn’t sure how to slow them down.
“This is going to hurt.”

Philip ran his hands along his mother’s arms until his fingers could play with the
controls, too. “We need to turn the wings more vertical. Here.” He turned a smooth,
wooden lever, and the wings indeed swiveled, cupping the air. Immediately, they
slowed. The vehicle settled to the ground among the sparse vegetation and purple
flowers. Moments later, it completely fell to pieces, leaves blowing away on the chill
morning breeze. Mother and son fell to the earth and hugged each other tightly.

“Gods ... gods ... gods ...” Philip repeated.

Rachel quieted her body. She inhaled deeply, and then on the exhale she said, “We must
be strong.”

Philip stopped talking, and his trembling died down.

They embraced for a long while as sunlight grew around them. Eventually, they parted
and stood.

“Mother, there’s a package.” Philip bent down to pick up something that had fallen from
their craft upon its destruction. He lifted the bag, finding that it had a shoulder strap.
Inside, there were two wooden canteens, a camouflaged tent, camouflaged cloaks, and
two wooden daggers. “She made these for us.” He showed her the bag’s contents.

“Indeed. And they look like they’ll last a good while longer than our air machine.” Rachel
nodded. “Are the canteens full?” She listened to them slosh when he shook the bag. “Well
done, Doctor Urdess. I misjudged you.” Rachel’s smile was bittersweet. “Do me the honor
of carrying the bag, Philip.”

“Which way do we travel?” Philip slid the strap over his shoulder and scanned the
horizon. He could no longer see the castle.

“We could cut east, head to our allies.” Rachel took one of the cloaks and put it on. She
flipped up the hood.



“We’ve been going north with the wind. We should continue.” Philip rubbed his chin.
“That would put more distance between us and the castle.” His mind rebelled at the
horror that was contained in the castle that had briefly been his home.

“Yes, I agree. North, then.” Rachel marched off, her son threw on his cloak and fell in
right behind her. They wended their way through the baladeen, heath, and other
scrubby plants, heading farther and farther from tragedy.

“The bees here are unusual.” It was midday, and Philip’s hood kept the sun off his face. “I
hear their buzzing, but every time I try to spy on one, it seems to ... elude my vision. Like
it’s flying just beyond the periphery of my vision.”

“Well, we are keeping up a brisk pace, My Prince.” Rachel didn’t look back at him. Her
hood made it difficult to turn and glance at her son. But she could hear his feet treading
the sandy soil. “And bees are small creatures. You can study them when we rest.”

“Will we rest?” He was impressed with his mother’s endurance. After the fight, the
horror, and their stressful landing, they had marched all morning. Of course, it helped
that they had no food and thus no reason to stop and eat.

“At dark, we can rest. I don’t want elves catching up with us.” Rachel held out her hand
to the side, palm up. “Drink?”

“Yes, Mother.” Philip reached for a canteen and handed it to his mother. He watched her
sip it on the move and pass it back to him. He drank and put it away. “But I won’t be able
to observe the bees in twilight.”

“The bees aren’t important.” Rachel’s sharp tone nearly bit off the words. She hated
snapping at her son. She took a deep breath and concentrated on the cadence of her
shoes.

“I apologize.” Philip had a pit in his stomach. The image of Gwendolen’s fall haunted his
mind. He tried to think of other things, but his brain moved from his father, to Gorm, to
Urdess. All of them dead or captured. Dead was probably better. He couldn’t imagine
what sort of torture the elves would devise.



“Aaaaaahhhhhhhhhh!” Count Breddex writhed. He was bound to a plank in a dank,
windowless room. Above him floated an orb with several protruding needles. The
nightmarish thing would swoop down at random, stick him, and fiery pain would fork
through his nerves. “Aaaahhhhhhhhh ... you’re not even ... asking ... any questions.”

“Your people are all dead. The castle is ours. What questions should we ask?” Lady Rezzle
stood near the doorway, an elf sorceress sat to her left, controlling the torture device.
Lady Rezzle ignored her, focusing all her attention on the captive. “We only need one
thing from you now. To suffer.”

“Aaaahhhhhhh!” Breddex hated to give these evil creatures what they wanted. But at the
moment, he couldn’t deny them. So, he screamed.

“Why do the items in the package sustain, while the air machine fell apart?” Philip and
his mother were setting up the tent. It was well-made and blended perfectly into the
purple-blossomed surroundings. He marveled that Urdess had created it in her last,
terrifying moments.

“She spent her magic sustaining these things because she knew we needed them. The
machine was big and complex, but I suspect she put more of her energy into the
contents of the sack you carried today. Magic that lasts isn’t easy. She was powerful.”
Rachel stepped back and studied the finished tent. “That should do.” Her belly rumbled.

“I see berries on some of these plants. The books say they are edible.” Philip crouched
next to a baladeen plant.

“Our men didn’t harvest the honey from these flowers, so they ripened. Your father was
having issues with production. If we miss the honey and the plants create fruit, we're
not supposed to touch them.” Rachel shook her head.

“Why?” Philip turned to his mother. The temperature was dropping, and he hugged
himself, rubbing his arms.

“The rhaveneen. Men who harvest the fruit are subject to mayhem.” Rachel looked up.
The first stars were coming up. She was exhausted. She closed her eyes, and the image of
her husband’s face came to her. She gripped her dress with white knuckles, tormented
by what had happened to him and all their people. His people.

“My books said that rhaveneen are fictional. No one has ever caught one.” Philip
shivered. “No one has ever seen one.”



“No one has ever seen one and lived to tell. We’ll only eat the fruit if we have no energy
left.” Rachel unbuttoned her dress. “Undress and come to bed.” She turned her back to
him and slipped out of her clothing. Hearing the rustling of his clothes, she looked over
her shoulder. In the faint glow of the setting sun, she could see his soft penis dangling
between his legs. He’s bigger than his father. I can see why Gwendolen adores him.
Adored. Pride in her son and the sorrow of loss made an unsettling duet in her mind.
“Bring everything into the tent with us.”

“Yes, Mother.” He watched his mother’s naked butt bend over. He gazed at her breasts,
swinging under her as she crawled into the tent. She was beautiful, and he hadn’t seen
her naked in years. Strange feelings turned over in his belly. He was grateful that the
travails of the past day kept his penis somnolent. He didn’t want zhatshame on top of
everything else. I'm not interested in her. She’s my mother. I’'m merely enchanted by
vivacious beauty after all the death that has befallen us. Those thoughts didn’t calm his
belly. He collected his things and crawled into the tent. He found that his mother was
already asleep under her cloak, her head resting on her rolled-up dress. Philip followed
her example, and soon both mother and son slept.

“Wake up, Philip.” Rachel shook her son awake, leaning over him inside the tent. “It’s
time to rise.” When his eyes shot open and fixed on her dangling breasts, she covered
them with an arm. He’s at that age. But he should be better-mannered. “Remember what
I told you about staring at alady’s ...”

“Yes, Mother.” Dutifully, he looked away. His stomach rumbled.

“Do you have the energy to march today?” She turned her back to him and pulled on her
dress, having to contort in the confines of the tent.

“I can match you step by step, Mother.” Philip dressed himself, watching the
mesmerizing curve of his mother’s spine disappear behind her undergarments. He was
glad her back was turned, because his morning wood was particularly hard and swollen.
He had to stuff it underneath his belt to get the thing under control. When he was ready,
he followed his mother out of the tent.

They folded up their nightly habitat, sparingly drank water, and readied themselves for
their trek.

Philip closed his eyes, trying to banish the nightmarish images that flashed, showing
him his family and friends. He found that as quickly as he pushed one away, another
sorrowful display made its home in his mind. Eventually, his spinning wheel of



thoughts landed on the way his mother had looked, climbing naked into the tent.
Finally, the grisly images were kept away. He took a deep breath. “North again?”

“It looks like you're fighting the memories ... of what happened.” Rachel studied her
son’s face in the early morning light. His eyes were closed, and lines were drawn
unnaturally deep on his eighteen-year-old face. “We will have time to talk about what
happened. But first, we have to find safety.” She watched his face relax, the lines fading.
He’s responding to my mothering, thank gods. “1 will keep you safe, sweetness, I
promise.”

“And I will keep you safe, Mother.” Philip opened his eyes. His cheeks flushed. He prayed
she would never find out what he was using to keep the nightmares in his head at bay.
“Ready when you are.”

“Ready.” She nodded and set off marching toward the north.



Chapter 5

A dust cloud rose to the south. Philip noticed it about midday when he looked over his
shoulder. “Mother, look.”

Lady Rachel stopped, turned, and stared, shading her eyes with a hand. “I'm surprised to
see they could spare such alarge party for our pursuit.”

“They’re mounted on reindeer,” Philip whispered.

“They must be.” Rachel nodded. “And they seem headed our way. Perhaps they spied us
with magic. Maybe they have nefarious birds in their employ?” Her belly grumbled.
“We’ll need food if we're going to fight.” She turned her attention away from the distant
dust cloud to the purple baladeen berries all around them. They did look delicious.

“We have no weapons. How will we fight?” He kept his eyes on the dust cloud.

“We have the gifted daggers. Perhaps we can find some branches long enough for spears.
We’'ll need them to take down cavalry. But eat first, we’ll worry about weapons later.”
Rachel was already picking nearby fruit and plopping them into her mouth. Zesty and
sweet, they were indeed delicious.

“Ihope the rhaveneen are a myth.” Philip did as his mother asked and began pulling fruit
off the stubby bushes.

“Me ... too...” She said between bites.

They ate enough to feel some energy return, but not enough to further upset their
cramping stomachs. Then they set about carving some spears that were about the
length of a short person. They used their spears as walking sticks to hike north, taking
small breaks to eat the fruit.

As the day wore on, the dust cloud grew steadily nearer. Eventually, Philip thought he
heard the thundering of hooves. But the reindeer were still far enough away that he
thought he might have been imagining it. In an attempt at distraction, he tried to spot
the elusive bees as they walked, but that grew frustrating. He still couldn’t find one.
They always seemed to be in the periphery.

“Do you hear that?” Rachel stopped. Her body buzzed with the anticipation of the
coming fight. She judged the hunting party was no more than an hour away now.

“Reindeer hooves.” Philip stopped and turned back. The dust cloud now took up a large
portion of the southern sky.

“No ... it’s something else. Something pulsing. It reverberates in my insides like a loud
noise, butit’s...it’s ... the bees.” She could hear them all around her. “You're right. I



should be able to see them, there are so many. But wherever I look, they’re just out of
sight.”

“Mother ... this is magic.” Philip felt the thrumming inside him. He pulled both daggers
from his satchel and handed one to his mother. “How do we counter it?”

“I don’t know this spell. I haven’t encountered ...” She held the dagger in one hand, her
spear in the other, waiting. The fabric of reality seemed to stretch around her. She
dropped her spear and threw her arm around her son. “Stay close. Something is about to

”

Reality tore right before their eyes. And the pair instantly fell into the waiting chasm.

“They use bindings in their world when you want them to hold still.” Thistle directed
several other faerie collectors as they dealt with the ugly, unconscious humans. A
baladeen shrub towered over them, casting them in deep shade. Underneath Thistle’s
bare feet, she could feel the ground shake. Elves were coming. “Quickly, strip that leaf
and use it to secure them.”

“You have lived among them. We do not understand binding.” Nightfall frowned at her
cousin, Thistle. “If they require binding, you must do it yourself.”

“Fine.” Thistle stripped a leaf with her sword. Using living magic, she quickly wove the
green threads together into rope. Carefully, she secured the humans, tossing their
satchel to another faerie. “You do understand the concept of carrying them?”

“Of course. It’s just like the pollen we collect.” Nightfall tossed her dark hair back and
smiled. “Should we put them in our pollen sacks?”

“They will suffocate. We will carry them by hand.” Thistle tossed her own sandy hair in
mockery of Nightfall’s motion. “Come. Let’s get them home.”

“I've never seen one before. They are ugly things, aren’t they? Uglier than elves.”
Nightfall picked up the woman with the help of another faerie.

“Fairer than elves, I say.” Thistle lifted the man on her own, hefting him onto her back
between her wings. “Heavier than elves, though.”



“Mother ... Mother ...” Philip shook his mother awake. They were in a spartan, stark-
white room. He could see no door or windows. The bed he’d woken on was made of one
soft cushion with no bedding. Both he and his mother were naked, with no sign of their
belongings. “Mother!” He shook his mother harder, bouncing her on the cushy bed a
little.

“Wh ... wha ... what?” Rachel opened her eyes and sat up. “Did the elves catch us?”

“I don’t think so. This doesn’t look like our castle. And where else could they take us?”
Philip was glad that his exhaustion and malnourishment had kept his penis slumbering.
His mother looked truly beautiful, sitting in such a way that accentuated the curves
from her waist out to her hips and butt.

“Oh, my. Yes, this isn’t elven at all.” She pressed her fingers into the bed experimentally.
The depression she made temporarily held the shape and then sprung back into
position. She looked over at her son. “This place is strange.” She noticed his long,
dangling penis. “We need to cover ourselves. There must be a sheet or blanket or
something.” The place was incredibly spartan. She didn’t see anything to cover herself
with. The only color in the room came from a vase with a giant flower.

“There’s nothing, Mother. Nothing to eat or drink, either.” He frowned at her, turning his
hips so she didn’t have to look directly at his sleeping cock. “What happened to us?”

“Look at that flower.” Rachel covered her breasts with one hand and pointed to the vase
with the other. “It’s an aster.”

“So?” Philip looked. “I suppose it’s pretty.”

“It’s huge. Like twenty times larger than any aster I've seen.” Rachel, still covering her
breasts, got off the bed and walked over to the flower. Its fragrance hit her hard as she
approached.

“Oh ... ooohhhhhhh ...” Philip nodded. “The flower isn’t large, is it?”

“Exactly. We’re small.” Rachel paced about the white room, trying not to notice that her
son was looking at her in a way he shouldn’t. At Jeast his spear remains soft. “The
rhaveneen have taken us for eating their berries.”

“The rhaveneen are fae it seems.” Philip sighed. “Out of the frying pan and into the fire.”
“Exactly, I -” Rachel was interrupted by a loud clicking sound.

A door opened in the monochromatic wall where there hadn’t been a hint of a door
moments before. In stepped two female creatures. One had sandy-brown hair, the other
raven hair. They were both fair in complexion, dressed scantily, and sported wings
folded to their backs. The one with the sandy hair exuded authority. “I am Thistle,” she
said, placing her hands on her wide hips. “You have eaten the forbidden fruit, thus you



have put yourselves under our power. We will decide what to do with you.” She looked at
Nightfall. “We’ll probably slit your throats. That’s what we usually do. But sometimes,
the queen will bargain with you if you have something she wants. But I have to warn
you, your human minds won’t understand fae bartering. I have spent time with
humans, soI-”

“Excuse me, madame.” Rachel stared in awe. She’d never seen such a creature before.
Remembering her training, she stood straight and wove magic into her words. “This is
my son, Count Philip. We only ate the berries because we were starving, and we were
hunted by elves. We needed strength to fight them. We meant no offense. Release us
now, and we will bother you no more.”

Thistle rolled her eyes at Nightfall, giving an expression that said: Do you see what I
have to deal with?

Not understanding her cousin, Nightfall shrugged.

“One, don’t interrupt me, human.” Thistle counted off points on her fingers. “Two, I
could give two flaps of a tattered wing for any title this boy-man holds. Not that I believe
you. You look like a pair of thieves to me. And your actions with our fruit support that
theory.” She ticked off another finger. “Three, your pathetic human magic won’t work on
me. It’s offensive that you even tried. Four, what did you steal from the elves that they
chased you with such a large party of riders? It must be valuable. Was it in the bag we
took from you?”

“That bag was a gift from a good friend.” Philip walked up and stood next to his mother,
using his courtly bearing. Which wasn’t easy to do naked, but he felt he handled it well.
“If you have damaged -”

“I can tell you're a young one. I'll talk to your elder.” Thistle silenced him and eyed the
woman. “What did you steal?”

“I apologize for using my magic. I only wanted us to be out of your hair and on our way.”
Rachel tried to keep a pleasant smile on her face.

“She doesn’t answer your question.” Nightfall cocked her head and regarded the woman.
“Is she slow?”

“We didn’t steal anything.” Rachel worked hard to keep her posture despite the way this
odd faerie was staring at her breasts. “I'll tell you what happened.” She laid out the story
of their count’s move to the Heath and his betrayal by the emperor.

When Rachel was finished, Thistle barked out a quick laugh. “Did you understand any of
that, Cousin Nightfall?”

“Do they think they possess our flowers?” Nightfall sounded mystified.



“Yes, they think that.” Thistle nodded to her cousin and turned back to the humans. “I'm
not sure I believe your story. I will bring it to the queen’s people, and we will decide
whether to torture the truth out of you.” With that she pivoted, flapped her wings, and
flew out of the room. Nightfall followed her. The door closed and disappeared.

“That wasn’t good.” Philip sat heavily on the bed.

“No, it was not.” Rachel sat next to him and put an arm around his shoulders.

Some time later, they were served food and water. The meal consisted of an unknown
vegetable and roast meat, which Rachel and Philip suspected was an insect. They didn’t
mind. It tasted good enough, and they were starving. They slept after that. When Rachel
woke, Thistle and Nightfall were waiting for them.

“The queen doesn’t understand much of your story, but she says she believes you.”
Thistle smiled brightly. “She does understand why you ate the forbidden fruit and
forgives you. She accepts that this young pup is somehow titled and important in your
world.”

“That’s great news.” Rachel sat up, shaking her son awake. “So, we're free to go?”
“The queen will barter for your freedom,” Nightfall said gravely.

“Barter? We don’t have anything of value.” Philip climbed off the bed and stood before
the fae. He didn’t like the way they appraised his naked body. “We didn’t steal any
treasure from the elves. They stole from us.”

“We want nothing from the elves,” Thistle said. “But the queen would like a human child
to raise in her court. She has a goblin one. A human would provide symmetry.” She
cocked her head. “I see you don’t understand. Let me speak it out plainly. Give us a baby,
and you may go free.”

“That’s impossible.” Rachel looked at her son in horror. His eyes were wide in disbelief.
“He’s my son.”

“Why is she telling us this?” Nightfall asked her cousin.

“That I do not understand.” Thistle shrugged back at her cousin. “You two humans
better get started. I know it takes more than five months to make a baby.” She flapped
her wings and flew out of the room, her cousin right behind her. The door closed.

“We’ll think of something, Mother.” Philip let the shock wash over him.



“We’ll have to.” Rachel’s mind raced. That was not a barter they would ever make. She
shuddered with disgust even to think on it. There had to be something else the fae
wanted. They would find another way out of their new prison.



Chapter 6

“We are never going to couple like they asked.” Lady Rachel’s face twisted in disgust as
she paced the room. They were still naked, and she held an arm over her breasts, but
found it too difficult to continue covering the triangle of hair between her legs. “And
even if  was somehow pregnant ... from your father ... from before he ... we would also
never give these creatures a baby.” Her face morphed from the soft lines of disgust to the
hard lines of rage. “To ask such a thing ... who are these monsters?”

“The fae.” Philip watched his mother’s face turn crimson with anger. He noticed that her
chest and cleavage blushed, too. That was a surprise. He thought maybe she didn’t get
angry enough for him to have noticed before. Or maybe she was usually clothed when it
happened. He quickly looked away. There wasn’t anything in the spartan room to cover
his penis with if it became engorged. So, he needed to keep it soft. He thought about all
his lost loved ones. That was ice to his organ. “I can see that was a rhetorical question. I
just ... our fates have changed so dramatically in so short a time.”

Rachel’s face softened a little. “We are alive. We will figure our way out of this.” She
studied her son. At eighteen, he was a man, but he still looked so fragile to her eyes. Did
he have the strength for what lay ahead? “Magic won’t work on these creatures. I doubt
violence will earn our freedom. That leaves ...?”

“Argument. We must convince them to set us free.” He rubbed his chin. “There are two
options for changing a mind: trust or coercion,” he recited from his lessons. “The Count
seeks trust if possible.”

“I'm not sure how to get through to these creatures. They seem ... like they have their
own reality.” Rachel’s arm was getting tired. She turned her back to him, shook out her
hands, and hugged her breasts with her other arm. “I'll pretend to be our captor, Thistle,
as best I can, you work on arguments that might win our freedom.”

Mother and son spent hours working their way through ways to earn the trust of fae.

“Greetings, Count and non-noble woman.” Thistle walked into the prisoner’s cell
carrying a tray of food. “Have you started mating yet? The sooner you do, the sooner we
release you. It takes more than five months to gestate your gift to us, so I hope you
haven’t delayed the act.”



“I am the Feme Covert. I have a title.” Rachel had been sitting on the bed. She stood, still
cradling her bosom. “And it takes nine months for a woman to grow a baby inside her. I
surmised you were the human expert. Where did you get your facts?”

“Ilived among humans for a time.” Thistle smiled. “But there’s always more to learn.”
She made a stark-white table rise from the floor and placed the food on it. “Fae don’t
obfuscate like humans. It confused us when you don’t answer questions.” She eyed
Rachel. “Have you started mating?”

“I already had a child. This is my son.” Rachel waved her free hand at Philip. “I'm
certainly not going to mate with him. That is verboten in my culture. And ... asa
mother ... I can’t imagine any culture where it would be accepted.”

“Humans do have a hard time understanding a faerie point of view.” Thistle laughed and
walked up to Rachel, making a show of assessing the woman’s hips and breasts. “You
appear to be in excellent shape for breeding. And we have no other humans for you.” She
looked at Philip. “If you're anything like our males, all you can think about is
procreation. They’re really only good for that one thing.”

“Even if you had another mate for me, I would refuse.” Rachel added a second arm to her
first, crossing them over her chest with finality. “A baby isn’t a something to be offered
to another as a gift. It is a blessing to be cherished.”

“Oh, we would cherish it. Perhaps someday you’ll see the court’s goblin child. She’s well
cared for.” Thistle’s smile faded. “You really mean to deny us?”

“It would be in your best interest just to let us go.” Philip stood, walked over to his
mother, and folded his arms next to her. “We’re of no use to you.”

Thistle moved her attention from Rachel’s body to Philip’s. Her eyes went round as she
ogled his long, dangling penis. “I have only seen one other human cock. It lacked the
gravitas of yours. Was he the outlier, or are you? Certainly, this is a tool made for mating.
Why dismiss this, Feme Covert?”

“Well,I...um ... well...” Philip faltered. The faerie was a little uncanny looking, but
pretty in her own way. He thought she was complimenting him, and it made his dick stir
ever so slightly. He turned his thoughts to the loss of Gwendolen. That prevented it from
rising.

“They come in all shapes. It’s not the size that matters, it’s the skill of the one wielding
it.” Rachel’s face and chest turned crimson again. “If you’re not going to free us, you can
leave us in peace.”

“The flower is reborn each spring.” Thistle turned, jumped into the air, and fluttered out
of the room. The doorway closed behind her, leaving no trace of her exit. Just an
unblemished alabaster wall.



“What if we just ...?” Philip’s cock lurched again at the thought. He glanced at his
mother’s delicate shoulder and her cleavage.

“Don’t even think it. We’ll find a way out of this.” She turned and looked away from her
son, not able to meet his eye. She hoped he wasn’t staring at her butt.

Philip stared at his mother’s perfect ass.

After a time, the lights dimmed in the room. Mother and son lay on the bed. Rachel,
exhausted, quickly drifted off to sleep.

Dreams didn’t come for Philip. Or if they did, it was the waking variety. He scooted to
the edge of the bed. His mother was sleeping on her side, the soft undulations from her
waist to hip to ass clearly visible in the gloom. He stared at her. If she was sleeping, he
didn’t need to fight his erection anymore. He let it arrive. Time passed. His hand found
his cock and stroked slowly, aware that he was breathing hard and it would be obvious
what he was doing should she awake. He closed his eyes and thought of the good times
with Gwendolen. That was too painful. He opened his eyes and focused on the present.
The flare from waist to hip made him feel out of control. His pumping hand sped up.

What if his mother changed her mind about the fae demands? Would I mate her?To his
shame, he knew he would. Even with this mortification at his own thoughts, it was a
relief to surrender to pleasure and let the horror of the recent past fall from his mind. He
stared at her ass and thought about what it would look like rippling. He wondered if she
would be fond of anal sex the way Gwendolen was. Although, that didn’t make any sense
because the fae wanted him to breed his mother, not pleasure her. At that thought, his
orgasm was upon him. “Uuuuggghhhhhh.” He spasmed and shot his load on the strange
bed.

Only as his cum was cooling in the space between them did it occur to Philip that he
didn’t have any way to clean it up. There was no cloth in the room. No clothes. No sheets.
Guilt seized him, clenching his stomach with an icy fist. If she finds my seed, I'll tell her I
was asleep. Teenagers are well known for gushing dreams. His mother had lost
everything. He had lost everything. And here he was lusting for the last woman that
should be the subject of those feelings. As he drifted off to sleep, he told himself that he
was confused by everything that had happened. The circumstances forgave him. He
tried to do the same.



“That was clever, having the dryad make an aircraft for your whore and brat.” Lady
Rezzle leaned against the wall of the count’s cell. Two guards stood just inside the
doorway, swords drawn.

“They survived?” Breddex couldn’t believe the good news. He sat on his cot, his clothes
in tatters. He literally couldn’t believe it. Rezzle wouldn’t tell him if they had escaped. “Is
this some new form of torture?” The floating torture orb was noticeably absent.

“Oh, Ididn’t say they survived.” Rezzle cackled. “We sent a party after them. It seems
they were foolish enough to eat the baladeen berries. The rhaveneen got to them before
we could.” She shook her head slowly. “Don’t look so relieved. That is a death sentence.
In the thousand years we tended to the heath, the rhaveneen have taken countless elves.
Do you know how many have returned?” She winked at him and held up her thumb and
forefinger to make a circle. “Zero.”

That doesn’t mean they’re dead. He could live with that level of hope. “What of the
dryad?”

“Foolishly, she stayed back and was burned to nothingness by a great fire. You are the
last survivor.” Rezzle turned to go, but stopped in the doorway and looked back. “And I
do not think you will continue on much longer.” She left with the guards.

Breddex sat and stared at the heavy door where Rezzle had exited. The emperor’s
betrayal was nearly total. But he would cling to the little bit of hope there was. He was
too weak to pace the room, so he sat and gazed at the grain of the door. He wasn’t sure
how long that lasted. But after what felt like an eon, the door burst open.

“I'm sorry it took me so long to find you. They had hidden your location with magic. A
strange tactic given their victory, but maybe they were worried about me.” Grom bowed
to his count. He stood, wiped his bloody sword on a borrowed piece of cloth, and tossed
the cloth away. “Now we must waste no time in escaping.”

“Master Grom.” Seeing his old friend returned strength to Breddex’s limbs. He stood,
only wavering a little. “How many survivors?”

Grom’s goblin face fell. “You are the first I've found. We really must go. I have a sword for
you in the hall.”

Count Breddex thought this over. He stepped over to his friend, reached down, and
patted him on his small, brawny shoulder. “I'm too large and weak to escape this place.
But you seem to have the strength and size to slip away. Go find Rachel and Philip. They
escaped on some sort of flying machine.”



“Thad heard rumors ...” Grom rubbed his chin. “But my duty is to get you to safety.”
“Your duty is to follow my orders.” Breddex’s voice carried the icy sting of command.
“Yes, My Lord.” Grom dropped to one knee. “I swear I will find them and protect them.”

“I know you will. That makes the next part of this easier for me.” Breddex stepped out
into the hall. There were two decapitated guards lying next to their heads. On the other
side of the torchlit space there was a package of rolled canvas.

“You’ll be wanting your sword, I trust?” Grom walked out into the hall and carefully
unwound the cloth, revealing a gleaming broadsword. He glanced at it and then took in
the sight of Breddex. “Will you have enough energy to swing it? We could grab one of
those elf swords.” He didn’t like that plan. He had been hauling this giant sword for
hours, but he wanted what was best for his count.

“Iwill find the energy.” Breddex picked up the sword and rested the flat of it on his
shoulder. “Go now, Master Grom. You have work to do.”

“Yes, My Lord.” Grom bowed one more time. “It’s been an honor.”

“It has.” Breddex nodded and watched the goblin run down the hall. He turned the
opposite way and trudged toward his destination.



Chapter 7

“How long was I asleep?” Rachel rolled over, sat up, and automatically covered her bare
breasts with an arm. She looked over and saw that her son was going through his sword
exercises, sans the sword, of course. She studied his lean body as he moved, his muscled
butt and back flexing with his movements. She was proud of the man he’d become.

“Many hours. I can’t seem to keep track of time here.” Philip continued with his
exercises, not wanting to look over at his mother’s beguiling naked form. The longer
they were locked in that room, the more worried he was that she would cause him a
mortifying erection. He did everything in his power to keep his penis calm and sedate.
“Are you rested?”

“Well enough.” She yawned and stood. “Have they brought food?”

“Not yet.” Philip swung his hands dramatically, taking a big step. His long, dangling
penis flopped with his movements. It was odd to make martial strikes with the thing
hanging out in the open. “I was thinking about the fae offer.”

“Don’t even think it.” Rachel watched his tight, eighteen-year-old body move. Until this
misadventure, she hadn’t seen him naked in years. Even as a mother, she could see why
Gwendolin had fallen for him. He was handsome, kind, and the gods had given his body
many gifts. She gulped.

“That’s not what I meant.” He shook his head and stopped his exercise. “Of course we
would never do it, but ...” He shrugged. “We could tell them that we did. They would be
happy with us, and it might buy us some time. They wouldn’t know for months that we
lied. We aren’t being observed, and clearly they don’t understand mistruths very well.”
He looked around the stark white, windowless room.

“Oh ... Isee.” Rachel, still covering her breasts with an arm, walked toward the
commode in the attached bath space. “I think that might work.” She glanced over her
shoulder at him. “Now close your ears and eyes, I must relieve myself.”

“Of course.” He knew the lack of privacy must be driving his mother insane. He closed
his eyes and covered his ears with his hands.



“This is very good news!” Thistle clapped her hands. “Once we have the baby, we can
send you on your way. I dare say the elves won’t be looking for you in ...” She squinted
her eyes and counted her fingers. “... nine months.”

“Well, we need our freedom.” Rachel rubbed her belly like it was carrying something
precious, her other arm covering her boobs. “Speaking of which, can we see more of your
home? It is difficult for humans to be so cooped up.”

“Iwill ask.” Thistle nodded. “Was it awkward for you to mate with your son? You said
earlier that humans didn’t -”

“Why do we care, Thistle?” Nightfall was happy the humans were complying. She didn’t
need any more details.

“Males my age can often get obsessed with procreation.” Philip tried to keep sincerity on
his face. “And it is similar for females the age of Lady Rachel. Once we decided to accept
your terms, it was easy ... natural.” His penis lurched and began to expand. He turned
away so that the fae and his mother wouldn'’t see.

Lady Rachel’s cheeks and upper chest flushed. “Yes, that’s true.” She nodded. “Women
my age can often become fixated on making babies.”

“Thank you for this information. It is so nice to have pet humans to learn from.” Thistle
jumped into the air and flapped across the room to get a better view of what Philip was
hiding between his legs. “Oh, my. That’s enormous. I'm impressed you could fit that in
your mother. Human females must be very accommodating.”

Rachel peered over at her son, but his back was to her.

“I'wonder ...” Thistle licked her lips. “Would you be interested in gifting us a half-fae
baby as well?” She dropped from the air and landed deftly in front of Philip. “We have no
half-human babies. I would volunteer to carry the child to term, of course. You wouldn’t
have to wait as long as with your mother. Gestation only takes a couple months.”

“What are you saying, Thistle?” Nightfall furrowed her brow at the other faerie.

“Well, think about it. I'm sure you two want to mate again now that you are clearly
ready.” Thistle pointed at his erection. “With nine months to wait, your mother’s
pregnancy is the priority.” She hopped into the air and fluttered toward the door. “But do
consider my womb after you've seeded your mother enough.” She disappeared into the
hall, Nightfall right behind her. The door closed as if it had never been there.

“Are you ... erect right now?” Rachel nervously chewed her bottom lip.

“I'm sorry, it’s just that the fae are attractive ... and the way Thistle was looking at me ...”
Philip hoped it would be a good misdirect. In fact, he wondered if he could blame any
ensuing erections on his lust for the fae. That relaxed him, some.



“Well, is it going down now that they left?” She stared at his compact butt. She tried to
remember if his father had had such a body in his youth.

“No ... I'm still thinking about Thistle’s offer.” Philip looked down at his cock, he
wondered if it had ever been this turgid.

“Stop thinking about her.”
“I can’t.” He gave a shrug and looked over his shoulder at his mother. “Maybe I should -”

“We are not giving these monsters any babies!” Rachel stamped her foot, making her
bare thigh and ass jiggle.

“Of course not. Close your ears and eyes, Mother. I'm going to the bath.” He walked
toward the adjoining room. At this angle, he was giving his mother a profile of his
erection, but it was either that or awkwardly side-step the whole way.

“Oh... gods ... you're going to ...” She frowned, watching the side of his penis sway with
each step. Where did he inherit that monster from? She turned away, covered her ears,
and closed her eyes. “Be quick, please.” She heard his muffled affirmative reply. A few
minutes later, despite pressing her hands tightly against her ears, she could hear his
grunts. It was terrible to share space with him while he was committing that act. It
turned her stomach in knots. But after everything they’d been through, it was just one
more thing to bear.

Count Breddex Vrendeling was happy to find the throne room occupied. The king and
queen were standing up on the dais. Lady Rezzle stood in a gaggle of elves nearer the
door. No one had noticed the large, human intruder yet. Breddex lifted his sword and
gathered his strength. One of the guards standing next to the dais saw him and let out a
cry that was somewhat undignified for an elf. While that gave Breddex pleasure, what
vexed him was that the guard was fumbling with a crossbow. It was time.

Quickly, Breddex closed the distance between Rezzle’s gaggle and himself. He thought
about words with which to send Rezzle to the afterlife but decided it was best to save his
breath. “Aaaaahhhhhhhhh.” He bellowed as he swung his broadsword. Gorm must have
honed the edge, because it was as sharp as Breddex could remember. The blade went
through three elf necks and lodged in the skull of the fourth.

Lady Rezzle’s head rolled to Breddex’s feet. He hadn’t even heard her scream. With a
squelching jolt, he removed his sword from the elf’s skull. In one motion, he ran through
another elf and decapitated the final elf of the gaggle. A crossbow bolt whistled past.



Elves were such vaunted archers, he wondered why these guards didn’t have bows.
Turning to the dais, Breddex gauged the situation. Queen Nonn was cowering behind
her throne. King Rollis stood with his crown askew, his face dark with rage. He seemed
much less afraid than he should be. Two guards were charging with swords held high.
Three more readied their crossbows.

“Kill him!” Rollis pointed at the human, even though he didn’t need to make clear who
he meant.

“Aaaaaahhhhhh.” Breddex pivoted left, lifting one charging guard clear off his feet with
an upward swing of his sword. The second guard arrived to his right at the same time as
the second bolt. The guard dodged a parry and sliced the count’s right thigh. The bolt
caught Breddex in his left shoulder, spinning him halfway around. Continuing that
momentum, Breddex hit the assaulting guard with the pommel of his sword, smashing
in the elf’s helm.

Another bolt caught Breddex in the stomach. The frost in his heart still held sway. The
pain of his wounds hadn’t yet blossomed in his mind. He dropped to a knee. He had one
last chance to finish his final act as Count. The king still stood on the dais, pointing.
Breddex took aim and threw his sword end over end. Such a maneuver was not
something he practiced, and it showed. He missed his target wide right, his sword
instead catching the queen’s throne, lodging in the backrest.

Another bolt hit Breddex and another. He toppled backward, looking up at the ceiling.
He had nothing left to do as Count Vrendeling, but he hoped there was another Count
Vrendeling out there. He prayed to the gods that Philip and Rachel were still alive.
Another bolt hit him. Pain had finally arrived, but it was okay. It had come to the party
just as he was leaving. Breddex let out one last breath and lay still, his unseeing eyes
staring at the ceiling that had very briefly been his.

“Something’s happened.” Lady Rachel sat up. She had been resting while Philip did his
exercises. She was no longer covering her breasts around her son. It was too much effort.
She was also getting used to his lean, male form.

“What is it?” Philip stopped and looked over at his mother. His dangling dick lurched
when his gaze settled on her soft curves.

“Something bad. I don’t know.” Rachel frowned and stood. “I-”



A door appeared in the wall, it opened, and Thistle flew into the room. “Good news
Count Father and Feme Covert Mother.” She offered them her uncanny smile. “Since you
are cooperating,  have been instructed to allow you out of your room for a tour as you
requested. Would you still like to see the fae home?”

“Um....” The feeling of unease that had settled on her dampened her thoughts.

Seeing that his mother wouldn’t answer, Philip nodded. He walked over to his mother
and stood next to her, his skin glistening with sweat. “Yes, we would like to see your
home. Can you give us a moment?”

“I cannot. It must be now.” Thistle dropped to her feet, annoyed. Humans didn’t
understand so many aspects of proper manners.

“Well, then.” Philip made eye contact with his mother. When she nodded her assent, he
turned back to Thistle. “We would require our clothes to leave the room.”

“Impossible. You will get your clothes when you leave.” She cocked her head. “After
delivering the baby to us.”

“We can’t go into your home naked. Everyone will see us.” Philip frowned.

“So?” Thistle let along moment of silence draw out between her and the humans. “Or ...
maybe I could bend the rules for someone that had mated with me. I promise you would
find me pleasing.”

“No ... it’s okay. We don’t need clothes.” Rachel shivered. “Lead the way, Thistle. I would
very much like to meet your queen.”

“Iregret that she is not available.” Thistle moved closer and lowered her voice. “I must
tell you, she is more aware of human subterfuge than I had thought. Although /believe
in your efforts, shehas said that she is unsure you have kept up your end of the bargain.
She has stated that she will not believe in the baby until your belly swells, or until she
witnesses your coupling. Of course, I told her that humans do not like mating in public,
but this is what she said.”

”

“Yes ... we’ll have to wait for my belly to swell then.” Rachel nodded. “Let the tour begin.

“Very well, follow me.” Usually, Thistle flew out of the room. This time, she tucked her
wings and walked out, beckoning the humans to follow.



Chapter 8

“Where are all the male fae?” Rachel looked around the long hall in awe. There were
many of Thistle’s kind flying and walking on errands all around them, but the only penis
she’d seen that day was her son’s.

“They are useful for very little. We keep them in the nursery.” Nightfall sent a
dissatisfied grimace in Philip’s direction. Clearly in her eyes, he belonged in the nursery,
too. But humans did everything wrong.

“This place is vast.” Philip tried to keep his eyes off all the odd, but pretty, creatures
around him, especially Thistle. It would be a disaster if he launched into an erection in
the hall. He didn’t want to mortify his mother. Speaking of his mother, her bare ass and
breasts looked so good jiggling as she walked that he couldn’t even turn his head in her
direction. Instead, he surveyed the ceiling and walls. Every once in a while, there would
be something that reminded him of their current size. A massive root was such a thing,
growing down from the ceiling and curving into the wall ahead. When they passed it, he
let his hands brush across its bristled surface. A sense of vertigo hit him, touching
something so massive that he knew must be quite ordinary in size.

“Why is nobody staring at us?” Rachel noted the magical symbols over a nearby
doorway, memorizing them for future possible use. “I would think two naked humans
in your home would make quite a stir.”

“Why would you think that?” Nightfall shook her head like she felt sorry for the woman.

“Remember, fae and humans do not see things the same way.” She smiled at Philip’s
dangling penis. “We are different.” She rubbed her chin. “Nightfall, perhaps you could
take Femme Covert Mother to the waterfall. I will take Count Father to the smithy. We
can meet back at their quarters later this afternoon.”

“Wait ... I...” Rachel found herself split from her son, Nightfall pushing her hurriedly
down a branching corridor.

“It’s fine, Mother. I'll be safe.” Philip called after her. He hadn’t planned on being
separated, but that did make maintaining a flaccid penis easier. He followed Thistle for a
while, trying not to look up her dress as her skirt billowed with flight. He did notice that
she wasn’t wearing any undergarments, and that she had pubic hair that was just like a
human. Eventually, they entered a small room and the door closed behind them.

Thistle settled to the floor and gave the human a broad smile. “Welcome, Count Father.
You are the first human to set foot in here. I am honored.”



“This isn’t the smithy.” Philip looked around. It was very much like the prison he shared
with his mother, but there were paintings on the walls. The bed was neatly made. There
was a giant flower towering up to the ceiling in a vase near the door.

“Can you believe it? Ilied!” Thistle giggled. “Don’t tell the other fae I know how. I'm
trusting you with a big secret.” She walked toward him, seductively swaying her hips.
“What am I saying? Nightfall wouldn’t know a lie if it splattered on her face.”

“Oh ... okay.” Philip stared at her. The way she moved wasn’t quite right. It was
dreamlike. But even so, he found her beguiling. He had barely relieved himself since ...
those terrible things happened. And being cooped up with his mother had been driving
his libido up the wall. He looked down to see his cock groggily rising and expanding.
Maybe this was the escape his mind needed from grim reality.

“It likes me.” Thistle stopped right in front of him. “All those other fae, and your naked
mother today, and I'm the one to make it stand proud.” She put a finger on the head.
“Does my entrusting a secret with you gain me any ... privileges?”

“Will you lie again and not tell my mother?” Philip needed this.

“I can.” Thistle’s strange eyes lit up. She began undressing. “I can’t lie like a human.” Very
awkwardly, she winked at the handsome, eighteen-year-old man.

“Was that a lie? You can lie like a human.” He laughed.

“We understand each other. It is right that I have your baby!” Naked now, Thistle posed
for him. “Do I please you?”

“Yes, you're beautiful.” It was true, even if she was somewhat slimmer than he was used
to ... and included more wings than any woman he’d been with. “So, it’s agreed that
we're going to mate. But we don’t need to make a baby. Anyway, a baby might be
problematic. I have a title now, so my offspring would fall in succession.”

“I don’t understand the problem.” Thistle’s mouth opened, her jaw lowering and
lowering beyond anything remotely human. Her maw seemed to be a gaping, dark
vortex.

“What the ...?” Philip stumbled back.

Thistle’s jaw slapped shut without any sign that it had so recently become unhinged.
“What’s the problem now? Am I not to consume you during coitus? That’s how fae do
it.”

“What?” Philip stared in shock.

Thistle burst out laughing, slapping her bare thighs. Her breasts wobbled and bounced
merrily. “Ilied again. I'm very good at it. You thought I was going to eat you.”



“Your mouth ...” He tried very hard to erase the memory from his mind.

“My mouth is no danger to you. In fact, male fae enjoy when other fae use their mouths
on their penises.” She dropped to her knees in front of the human. “I spent time with
humans, but did not witness this. Do men enjoy this, too?” Without asking for
permission, she sucked his cock into her mouth. He was much bigger than any of her
other sex partners. Even so, she didn't have to unhinge her jaw to get all of him down
her throat.

“Oooohhhh ... gods ... yes ... we like it.” He was about to put a hand on her head as he
would have with Gwendolyn, but her buzzing antennae dissuaded him. He looked down
at her strange face, somewhat deformed by his cock, but much less so than it had been
when she’d been doing an impression of a vortex. He wondered what the fae would tell
his mother if this strange faerie ate him.

“Mmmmmmppphhhhh ... mmmppphhh ... mmmpphhh,” Thistle said.

Fae sound just like women when sucking. No, that wasn't right. She’s not gagging. Do fae
have a gag reflex?He thought they must, or they’d choke on their food. But he didn’t feel

like asking. “That’s good.” When he said that, she looked up at him with her strange eyes

smiling. “This is ... uuugghhhh ... strange,” he said.

Thistle was in agreement. She was dying to find out how strange things would get. She
bobbed her head for a while, giving him a good serving of pleasure. Then she leaned back
and dislodged him from her mouth. “Good ... now let’s see ... if my vagina is as ... flexible
as your mother’s.” She cocked her head. “What, did I say something wrong? Oh, you're
worried about mating with your mother. It’s okay, you had no choice.”

“Thanks.” Philip stood and waited, his penis glistening with her saliva. “So ... is this just
like regular sex? I've only ever bedded ... a woman before.”

“My knowledge of human sex is limited. Fae like to spread their legs while on their back
to copulate.” She jumped into the air, fluttered to the bed, and sat in the middle. She
spread her legs, showing her vagina with hand gestures like she was offering a pricey
necklace in a jewelry store.

“Your anatomy down there looks very human. It doesn’t have teeth or anything, does
it?” Philip took a few steps toward the bed, his cock swaying before him.

“Of course it does. Your mother doesn’t have teeth down there?” Thistle burst out with
staccato guffaws. She slapped her knee. “I lied again! You should see how round your
eyes became. You must be so afraid of fae now. Come.” She beckoned him to the bed. “I
promise not to harm you. In fact, I would bet you’ll enjoy my vagina more than your
mother’s. And think of all the babies we’ll make. Does that thought excite you, too? I am
arushing river down there. Which is what happens to fae when they are lusty.”



“It happens to women, too.” Feeling quite awkward, he crawled up onto the bed. “We
don’t have to have a baby, though. Like I said, it would be complicated. I could just pull
out.”

“That defeats the ...” Thistle frowned. “No, it’s okay. But I will wager you change your
mind in the two minutes it will take you to seed me.”

“Two minutes?” Philip ran his fingers along the inside of her thighs, causing her to
shiver. Her skin was cooler than he was used to. Gently, he moved his hand to her
vagina. She hadn’t been lying about being wet.

“Two minutes is standard copulation time. I ... oooohhhhhh ... Ilike your touch. Your
fingers are so warm!” She grinned and stared down at the human as he played with her
button. “Oohhhhh ... I suppose that’s the same with both species ... or you wouldn’t
know ... todo ... oooohhhhhhh.” Her eyes rolled back, and her antennae rotated.

“Okay ... Ithink I know what I'm doing.” Philip took hold of his cock, got into position,
and rubbed it along her sopping lips.

“Give it to me, you big, brutish human. Turn me inside out. Make me into a nether-void,
incapable of thought or reason. I ... uvuuggghhhhhhh ...” Thistle’s eyes comically crossed
as he entered her. Her antennae went in the opposite direction, out to the sides of her
head. “You are ... turning me ... inside out ... Count Father. Ohhhhh ... Goddess ... soon
you will be ... our baby’s ... Count Father.I...I... love that thought ... baby ... baby ...
minutes. All she could do was hold onto his lean muscled frame, scream, and soar
through waves of pleasure as he slammed into her.

Her looks aren’t the only thing slightly off about the faerie. He reached under her and
grabbed her ass. Her pillow talk is odd, too. But similar to her looks, Philip found that
alluring. He started to feel like maybe putting a baby inside her would be the right
choice after all. His mother and he would leave. The child wouldn’t know about its claim
to his title. Heck, if all went well, his mother wouldn’t even know she was a
grandmother. “Ugh ... ugh ... you want ... ahuman ... baby?”

representative, men were better mates than fae. She had missed an opportunity by not
copulating when she’d lived among them. “No ... lie... no ... lie ... want ... uuuggghhhh
... baby.” His skin felt like a fever where it pressed to her. And his explosion, when it
came, was a fiery eruption of lava. Later, all that Thistle would remember of that
moment was a transcendent feeling that she would chase for the rest of her life.

“Uuuuggghhhhhhh.” Philip grunted and shook. The tension and sadness poured out of
him with the orgasm. It was almost like the faerie was soaking it up, at least for a little



while. When his hips finally quieted, he lay on Thistle, listening to her mewl and pant.
“Everything ... good ... with you?”

“Well ... you did indeed ... turn me inside out ... with your monster ... and ... I can’t feel
my toes.” She shivered. “But ...  have never ... felt better. Unless you count ... the time ...
a few moments ago ... when you were drowning my womb ... with your fire.”

“Okay ... good.” He nodded, lifted himself up, and looked down at her. “Want to try ... a
different position?”

“There are ... different positions?” Thistle blinked her eyes. “Wait ... you mean now? You
can ... go again?”

“I think most young men have that quality.” He pulled out of the faerie with a wet plop.
“Turn around, we’ll do it from the back.”

“Like this? Oooohhh ... yes!” Thistle got on her hands and knees. “Pull on my wings ...
while you do it.” She looked over her shoulder at him with crazed eyes.

“Won’t that ... hurt them?” Philip lined up his still-hard cock with her vagina. He really
needed to erupt again.

“They are durable.” Thistle narrowed her large eyes and lowered her voice to a growl.
“Grip them and take me!”

Philip did exactly that.



