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Chapter One
Diluted Blood

 
I didn’t know where I was, or what would happen to me.
My belly ached from being roughly thrown and draped against the saddlehorn for gods know how long, and my arms screamed for relief from the bindings that firmly held my hands behind my back. My head pounded mercilessly from being in such a position for so long. Luckily, my captor had been kind enough to at least let me rest my head a little against his knee.
There was a gag in my mouth and a sack over my head, making it impossible to scream or to even see which direction we were going. At first I had tried to figure out where we were going using the senses that were still at my disposal--I’d heard the familiar babbling of Greershock Brook and then the stiff perfume of the privets just before crossing Ithan’s Bridge. But then I’d lost consciousness somewhere in Holdren Forest and woken up hours later, losing my grip of my location with it.
It had been nearly midnight when the two men attacked me. I hadn’t been able to sleep and had gone just outside of the door to catch some fresh air when silent shadows crept up and snatched me, covering my mouth and holding a blade to my throat to silence the screams that might have saved me. I’d been cursing myself for being so careless ever since, my pounding head making my ire against myself even more pungent.
From the faint light that was peaking through the threads of the sack that covered my head and the soft, wet chill that clung to my clothes and skin, I gathered it was likely early morning, right at dawn.
The horse’s steps beneath me were choppy but rhythmic, almost like a drum. There was another horse nearby, likely carrying the other man that had attacked me. At least I guessed that they were both men, judging by the rugged strength in their grasp. It had been too dark to see their faces. I wondered if the other horse carried another prisoner thrown over the saddlehorn like a sack of potatoes.
I guessed that I should be grateful that they hadn’t raped me, as my first fear had been, but that didn’t guarantee that my luck would hold out as soon as we stopped. I wondered why no one had stopped them or questioned them as we passed, but the soft crinkling sound of grass and pine needles under the horse’s hooves suggested that we weren’t even on a trail--we were riding through wild forest.
My captor leaned forward, crushing my gut more against the saddlehorn. I grunted in protest, just as the soft prickle of pine needles brushed my arm. I was right--we were pushing through the thick of the forest. I prayed that my captor was kind enough to evade briar thickets. I hadn’t a copper to my name, but I’d found that inheriting my mother’s beauty had made life a little less harsher--people were always kinder to those who were easy on the eyes.
A gruff male voice to the right of my captor’s horse called out in a language I didn’t recognize. My captor--a male with a clearer voice--replied in the same strange tongue before pulling the reins to a stop and dismounting, allowing my sore body to flop from the saddlehorn into the much more forgiving curve of the saddle seat.
“It’s a wonder you haven’t pissed yourself,” my captor said in my own tongue, his speech clear despite the strange lilt. It was an accent I’d never heard, even in my time with the merchants’ caravan. It was musical yet severe, much like I would imagine a fabled prince to speak.
Strong hands grabbed my hips and pulled me off the horse and to the ground. Light blinded me a moment later as the sack was removed from my head, and I laid eyes on my captors for the first time. They were both handsome, much different from the warty and dirty thugs I’d imagined. The one that had held me on the horse for hours still stood close, hands gripping my arms tightly as if scared I would run. He had clear, penetrating blue eyes enhanced by the thick raven curls that crowned his head. He was almost clean shaven, light stubble shadowing his jaw.
His companion was of a darker complexion, though his hair was a sandy blond and his eyes so dark I couldn’t distinguish the pupil from the iris. His thin lips were twisted in a smirk as he looked upon me.
“No need to look so scared, sweetheart. We aren’t going to harm you.” His was the gruff voice I’d heard before.
“As long as you don’t scream,” the dark haired one added, untying the gag.
I spat and coughed as soon as the cloth was out of my mouth. The dark haired one held a water skin to my lips. I drank eagerly, several droplets escaping and coursing along my neck and down my shirt.
I drank all that was in the water skin before looking to my captors once more. “I would appreciate it if you would tell me what you planned to do with me. My first guess would be that you planned to sell me as a slave, but I can guess that this forest isn’t anywhere near the slave markets to the south.”
The golden haired one’s smirk grew even wider. “And how do you guess that?”
“There’s too much pine here to be south of Homweil, and the air is too crisp.”
“She’s sharp, this one,” the dark haired one mused, raising a hand to run a thumb along my jaw. I shiver, the fear of rape not completely gone.
“No worries, love,” the golden haired one soothed, approaching to stand shoulder to shoulder with his companion. “We aren’t here to harm you. Our mistress wouldn’t be pleased at that.”
Apparently their mistress’s orders didn’t forbid them from looking hungrily over me. The dark haired one’s thumb still grazed my jaw and neck, up and down, until it touched my earlobe. It skimmed the rim of my ear to the top, and I tensed as he pushed my dark hair back and touched the scar that ran along the entire edge of my upper ear.
“No worries, love,” the golden haired one mused, then lifted his own hair from his ear to show a similarly disfiguring scar at the top. “We are just like you.”
Part elves. The elven people had been pushed and butchered from the land years ago after the long-fought war was finally won by the people that had raised me. True-blooded elves hadn’t been seen in the lands for over fifty years. Some claimed that they had gone extinct, while others claimed that the remnants of the elder race had escaped to the northern Hythren Mountains. The wilderness up there was too wild and cold for many to care enough to venture. As long as the elves weren’t seen, they didn’t exist.
Except that I had been a reminder of their existence my entire life.
My mother had been a half elf, my grandfather being some traveling bard that had ended up in my grandmother’s bed one night. One fateful decision had cursed generations. I’d been born with slightly pointed ears, not quite as pointed as my mother’s had been, but not quite rounded enough to pass off as a natural-born human. Part elves like me were hated by nearly all people, being related to the fiends that had butchered their loved ones in the war, so my mother and I had had the points cut from our ears. It was a common practice of part elves to hide their obvious heritage, though the scars were still tell-tales, which is why I’d always kept my ears hidden behind my thick chestnut hair.
I found myself relax slightly at the reveal, though confusion quickly replaced the worry that had gripped me. “Why do you need me?”
“We will protect you,” the dark haired one responded. “You must have heard of the newest elven purge that is happening.”
“I have.” There had been whispers in the town of how the king’s army was going from village to village and burning anyone with elven blood. But it was happening so far away that I hadn’t given much thought to it.
“It’s only a matter of time before they reach you,” the golden haired one explained. “We find it our duty to save those with the elder blood, for such blood is precious.”
I nearly laughed. I’d heard my entire life that having elder blood was a curse, that the possibility of wielding the evil powers of magic made me a monster. Even my half elven mother had told me to hate that part of myself and embrace my superior human qualities.
“And what makes my blood so precious?”
My two captors exchange a glance, any smug or haughty expression gone in an instant. It was the dark haired one that spoke. “As you well know, the elves were nearly killed out in the war.”
“The warriors at least,” I retort. “It is known that they were defending a grand nation of nearly immortals.”
“Elves may seem immortal to us,” the dark haired one replied, “but the youthful ones make the best warriors. The issue is that elven youth are also the only ones that can bare children. The war killed a vast majority of these elven youth, as well as plundered the villages, butchering elven children and wives like cattle.” The dark haired one’s eyes turned cold at the mention of this.
“And why should I care?” I said coldly.
“Because even if those damned humans drilled it into your head that elves are your enemy, they are still a part of you,” the golden haired one snarled. “Elven blood, no matter how diluted, is more precious than gold or gems.”
“You keep saying that,” I drawl, “but I still don’t understand why you took me against my will. I’ve survived the human race for twenty two years, and I quite like it. Why couldn’t you have asked if I was interested in my family history?”
“Because this isn’t a matter of asking or your family history,” the dark haired one whispered severely. “This is a matter of saving a dying race.”
My stomach tightened when the implication of his words hit me. “You want me to bare elven bastard children,” I whispered, hoping they would contradict my words. When they said nothing to the contrary, anger roiled in my gut. “You expect me to come with you to be an elven whore, to be nothing more than a breeding mare for your little monsters?” Had my hand not been bound right then, I would have gouged their eyes out.
“Nothing will be done against your will,” the golden haired one said.
“This is against my will.”
“Nothing beyond this,” the golden haired one corrected, “will be done against your will. You will be given a safe home amongst your kind, and if you decide that ours is a noble race, you will want to offer yourself to the furthering of your bloodline.”
“I though elves didn’t claim anyone who was less than a pure elf,” I retort. “We are shunned by both sides.”
“That was the case, years ago,” the dark haired one agreed. “Even in my lifetime I’ve seen the shift. The elder elves are desperate to preserve their race. They’ve seen some success in creating pure elven generations, but they fear the progress is too slow. They hope that including part elves into their society will eventually produce generations of nearly pure elves.”
My chest heaved, and the golden haired one’s gazed to it. I wondered if the elves were more interested in preserving their race or if they were merely horny shitbags.
“So I have no say in whether or not I go,” I said.
The dark haired one grinned. “You know too much now. But if you promise you won’t try anything funny, I’ll let you sit up in the saddle without the sack over your head.”
Not seeing any way out of this, I nodded.
“Good,” the dark haired one said, grin even wider. “Now, make sure to take a piss before we continue on our way.”




Chapter Two 
Blood Lineage

 
I’d hoped that we would make it to our destination by nightfall. I was sorely mistaken.
My thighs had fist-sized welts on them by the end of the second day, which then popped and bled the third day. Luckily, my captors had a enough mercy in them to allow me to rest and even supplied me with a salve, muttering their constant reminder that elven blood was precious. They fed me with trout they caught from the streams and shared a flaky biscuit they carried in their saddlebags. For travel food, the biscuits weren’t half bad, though I tried to act indifferent, not wanting to act too keen on the idea of eating elven food for the rest of my life.
The dark haired one, who was named Gaelin, gave me a cloak to wrap myself in at the end of the fourth day. The slight chill of the mornings had stretched into the days until frost blanketed the pineneedles and moss. I knew we would see snow soon, if we traveled much farther north.
The golden haired one told me his name was Folwin. The two of them were cousins, both taken by the elves at a young age when the bearing of pure blooded elves was proving too slow. There were hundreds like them, half elves, and they were now gaining a fair number of quarter elves like myself. There were even a few that had even less elven blood than I did, though they were hard to find, as the elven traits usually hid themselves after a few generations, though those people with distant elven ties tended to maintain their youth a little longer than other people and even lived longer, though it wasn’t enough to raise suspicion most of the time.
They told me stories of the elves as we rode, and I half listened, hating myself for feeling intrigued. Though people hated the elves, it didn’t keep some from creating fanciful tales of the beautiful elven women who could draw any man--or woman--into her bed with a mere nod of the head. From what Gaelin and Folwin suggested in their talk, these fanciful tales weren’t far from the truth. They also talked of the plentitude of feasts and nightly dances, how the near-immortals could drink and eat for hours without becoming sick and rise in the morning as spry as ever. Gaelin especially seemed proud that this trait had been passed down to him.
“So if our elven blood is so precious, have you yourselves created any new generations?” I pried, breaking their laughter after Folwin told a rather crass joke about bedding a full-blooded maiden.
“Not yet,” Folwin said mournfully. “Maidens of any blood lineage are reserved first for the pure elves. Any that are either refused or refuse to have any of the purer blooded elves may choose someone like us.”
“So women have a say in who they are with?”
“Yes,” Gaelin replied, “Though you should thank the gods that you aren’t full-blooded. They have little say in who they are paired with.”
It was sickening, but I didn’t push the subject further.
It wasn’t until the middle of the sixth day of trudging through the forest, which was now brittle with ice and frost, that Folwin sighed in relief as a valley came into view. “We’re nearly there, just beyond that mountain pass.”
I squinted to the wall of mountain that stood on the far edge of the valley, where a break in the stone was just barely visible. It would be at least another half-day’s ride.
“Do you think the horses could stand to go a little faster?” Gaelin asked Folwin.
I ran my hand against the fetlock of the roan mare I sat on with Gaelin. Sweat glistened on her thick coat despite the cold, and her breath was labored.
“We’ll give them extra grain at the stables,” Folwin replied and urged his gelding on.
We cantered across the valley, huddling our in our cloaks against the wind until we reached the thin mountain pass. The pass was more of a crack in the mountain, the cold stone walls mere inches from either side of us. The horses’ hoof falls echoed clearly up the mountain pass, creating an eerie chorus as we headed farther into the mountain.
“How do you keep intruders out?” I whisper to Gaelin, my eyes lifting to where the darkening sky peeked from the top of the pass.
“Scouts.” He whispered as well. “They’re always there. There were some at the entrance, waiting at the top. If we had been intruders, we’d have arrows through our hearts right now. Chances are, there are more watching us now.”
I shivered, wondering how they could hide so well with only stone.
The pass finally widened, and an ornate but fearsome looking gate loomed in front of us, nearly rising hundreds of feet to the top of the pass. I could see the guards plainly here--two standing between us and the gate, and then two more standing on ledges along the edge of the pass, staring down at us from over two dozen feet in the air. They were all armed with heavy, ornate armor and lethal looking weapons.
“What have you brought?” the first guard, a woman, asked in a commanding tone.
“A rare treasure,” Folwin replied, and Gaelin pulled the hood of my cloak back to reveal my face to the guards. “She’s cut her ears, but her blood lineage is strong.”
“I can sense that,” the woman guard said, approaching. She peered at me with strange golden eyes. “I would guess a quarter elf?”
I nodded stiffly, not liking how she scrutinized me as if she could see every fiber of my being.
The guard nodded to her companion, who pulled the gate open. “Take her straight to Elura. She’ll want to have a good look at her.”
I didn’t ask who Elura was, but I gathered from the gleeful looks on Gaelin and Folwin’s faces that I was in for a treat. What that treat was, I had no idea.
The pass stretched on a short ways after the gate, then opened into a wide forest path. I breathed a sigh of relief to be away from the cold stone walls. I strange, sweet smell wafted through the trees, and I crinkled my nose.
“That’s the magic you’re sensing,” Folwin explained, laughing. “You’ll get used to it. Magic lives in everything we see and do here.”
Up ahead, a beautifully crafted building rose from the forest. High arches and ornate carvings accentuated the ancient-looking building, strange fireless lamps illuminating the path and edifice so is seemed to glow in the darkening night. A half elven man came out to greet them as they approached the entrance of the building.
“We’ve got a quarter girl for Elura,” Gaelwin said, dismounting his mare and helping me out of the saddle.
The half elf looked me over appraisingly, his green eyes twinkling in the strange lamplight. “What’s your name, girl?”
“Rose.”
“So human,” the half elf replied pitifully. “We’ll see what Elura can do to change that name.”
So I was to be taken from my lands forever and given a new name. So be it. I’d never even liked my name.
I followed the half elf up the steps toward the entrance. I stopped when I realized Gaelin and Folwin didn’t follow. “Aren’t you coming?”
“This is where we leave you,” Folwin replied. “We’ve done our duty in getting you safely here.” They both nodded their heads to me. I turned and went into the building without thanking them for kidnapping me.
“My name’s Orwyn,” the half elf said as he led me through an overly-ornate entryway. “I was born here in Errenity Valley.” Sure enough, his ears were slightly pointed, just as mine had been, though he seemed proud of their strange shape. His hair was cut away from the ear so as to not hide the point.
I run my fingers against the soft scars at the top of my own ears, remembering the searing pain when my mother took a hot knife to them. What would she do if she knew that I was now among the elves, her hated ancestors? I wondered if my grandfather were still alive and living here. I would be sure to pay him a visit someday and give him a piece of my mind.
My thoughts of vengeance were cut short when Orwyn opened a golden door to reveal a bright marble room. Tables and daybeds were strewn everywhere and women occupied nearly every piece of furniture. They were busy eating fruits and breads and drinking wine from clear glasses or laughing and chattering. Some were braiding another’s hair into intricate hairdos. I even saw two young women kissing passionately, giggling as they fondled and prodded each other. I blushed and quickly looked away.
As Orwyn led me into the room, several eyes turned to me. All the women here had pointed ears, though some were obviously of more pure elven lineage, depending on the sharpness and length of the ear point. A tall, slender woman dressed in a black velvet dress approached us, her ears longer and more pointed than I had ever seen on anyone.
“I see we have a new treasure,” the woman said, emerald eyes looking me up and down.
I blushed again at how beautiful I found this woman. The stories had indeed been true, how the pure elven women were beyond any human beauty. The eyes were larger, the neck longer, and the silvery hair perfectly curled to the hip. Her breasts were round and plump despite her otherwise slender frame. Her ruby lips curled in a knowing smile, as if she knew my human self couldn’t resist appreciating her physical beauty.
“I am Elura,” she said, her accent having the same beautiful lilt as Gaelin and Folwin. “What is your name?”
“Rose.”
Elura’s lips pursed in obvious disapproval. “We will find a new name for you. You can pick it if you would like.”
Unsure of what to do, I nodded my head.
“Perfect,” Elura said, then waved for Orwyn to leave. “If you will follow me, we will order a bath and a bite to eat for you.”
Despite my discomfort of being in such a strange place, I followed obediently, my aching stomach ready for whatever food they would give me. We passed through a hallway and down a staircase. Down another hallway was an arched door. The air here was humid and smelled of soap. Elura opened the door and led me in.
Just as the room above, several women were here too, settled in steaming pools lit by the same fireless light. Most were naked while some lounged on the side of the pools in their shifts.
“Ah, here is my niece,” Elura exclaimed happily when they approached a slender young woman soaking her feet in the nearest pool.
I had to suck in a breath to get a grip of myself when the young woman turned to look at us. She was even lovelier than Elura, with slender arms and legs, a heart shaped face decorated with plump, pink lips and a dainty nose. Her large, curious eyes were a bright amber that twinkled when she met my gaze. She was a pure blooded elf like her aunt, with long, slenderly pointed ears that peaked out of her auburn hair.
I found myself looking her body over, seeing the faint outline of her small but perky breasts through the thin fabric of her shift. I had never been attracted so to a woman before, but I soon found myself wondering what she would look like had that shift not been there…
“Do you hear me?”
I shook my head bringing my thoughts to the present. Elura was talking to me. “Yes, Elura?”
“I was asking if you would like my niece Ara to help you find a new name?”
“Oh, um, yeah.” I blushed yet again--what was wrong with me?
Ara smiled, her perfect pink lips quirking into a crooked grin, and something deep inside me felt excited at the thought of talking with her, of being near her.
“Excellent,” Elura said briskly. “She will have a list of names for you to choose from tomorrow. But for now, let me find you someone to help you bathe.”
That same deep part of me hoped that Elura would suggest Ara to help, but I shook the thought as Ara moved away to the door and two half elf girls answered Elura’s call. I tried to catch another glance at Ara, but she was already gone, and the two giggling girls were already pulling me toward a bathing pool.
“Ick! Let’s get those nasty human clothes off you,” the first girl, a plump blonde with a full bosom exclaimed, already starting to undo the buttons on the front of my blouse.
The brunette that accompanied her agreed and started to pull my trousers off. Normally, I would have objected to strangers pulling off my clothes, but that deep part of me found a thrill in it. I was already so far gone from my normal life that I gave up on clinging to anything that I’d known or believed.
One by one, my clothes landed on the floor, and before I knew it, I stood naked in front of the two girls. They were pretty, though they were pretty in the way humans were, without the ethereal beauty that those with stronger elven blood had.
“Look, Srien,” the brunette said with a gasp. “She’s hardened and it’s not even cold!”
I looked down to see my pink nipples standing erect. My chest heaved up and down, and I realized the two young women watching them.
“Let’s get you bathed, shall we?” Srien said.
“Do you...do you do this with every new guest?” I asked the young woman as they began rubbing my skin with oils and soaps, noticeably taking more time in certain areas.
“Only if it’s obvious they want it,” the brunette, named Quarren replied with a suggestive grin.
I gasp as one of their hands comes dangerously close to the area between my legs. “And how do you know I want it?”
“We’re half elves,” Srien replied matter-of-factly. “We could smell it on you the moment you came in.”
I blushed, hating that I had been that obvious.
“I’ve never been with a woman,” I confessed sighing as Quarren’s index fingers toyed with my clit, prodding it softly for just a moment before retreating again.
“Sadly, that won’t happen tonight,” Srien said sadly, her lips pursing.
“Why not?”
“Elura wants to figure you out, see if you can be matched with a pure elven man first so your talents could be a little more...useful.” Quarren circled one of her fingers around my left breast, sending chills up and down my spine.
I fought the urge to groan. It was so strange--before stepping into the building I would have never thought to do something like this, but now I was near desperate for Quarren and Srien to touch me more.
“That doesn’t mean we can’t have some innocent fun,” Srien said defiantly, pulling up next to me so that her wet breasts touched mine. Her mouth was mere inches from mine, and before I knew it, I pressed my lips firmly against hers.
Srien let out a soft sigh as we kiss and pressed her breasts firmly against mine. Her mouth moved, parting my lips, her tongue prodding mine softly. Quarren writhed next to us, running her nose and tongue against our breasts.
Something inside of me burned like never before, and I felt the urge to give everything to them both right then and there. I kissed Srien passionately, breaking only to lock lips with Quarren, who kissed even more lustfully than Srien.
“Now, girls, that’s enough. Our guest has had quite a long journey.” Elura’s chiding tone broke us from our play, and I felt slightly lightheaded. Elura was holding a towel for me. “Don’t worry, friend, there will be plenty of time for that later.”
Srien and Quarren both had sly smiles as I got out. I was still trying to focus, to stifle that fire within me so I could follow Elura out of the bath house.
“I hope the girls didn’t bother you,” Elura said as we walked back down the hallway.
“Not at all,” I assured her. “I honestly don’t know what got into me.”
Elura led me to a door and opened it and smiled understandingly. “You are far from the first that has done so on her first night. You need rest. Perhaps your head will be clearer in the morning.”
“Perhaps,” I muttered and enter the room.
It was a bedchamber, nicer than any I had stayed in before. There was a bed, fluffed with silk-covered pillows with a table laden with fresh bread and fruit next to it. There wasn’t much else in the room, aside from a glass door that opened to a small balcony.
“Is there anything I can get you? Wine? Water?” Elura asked, attentive as ever.
“Wine would be wonderful,” I replied. I’d only had wine on a few occasions, having rarely been able to afford such a delicacy back home. Perhaps I would quickly grow to love it here.
For more reasons than one, a sly voice in my head said. I shut it out and began to eat the food that had been left for me. When I’d eaten my fill, I climbed into the fluffed bed and slept better than I had in gods know how long.




Chapter Three
Rose

 
I felt that I could have slept for a month.
I only awoke because  sunlight streamed through the glass door that led to the small balcony and there was the tiniest creak of a hinge, alerting me that someone was at the door.
I turned to see Elura peeking through the partially opened door, smiling warmly at me. “I’m so glad you’re awake and looking well-rested.” She strode across the room and stood next to the bed. “Is breakfast--or more precisely, lunch--in order?”
I stretched and groaned, still taking everything in. I thought that I should have felt more startled, given everything that had happened the last few days. Kidnapped to a strange place, nearly seduced by several women, surrounded by the sweet smelling magic...why wasn’t I more alarmed?
But I wasn’t, so I didn’t worry. “I would love something to eat.”
Elura nodded. “I’ll have your food brought to you, along with some new clothes.”
Something startled me slightly then. I lifted the covers and looked down at myself and realized I was still naked. But the silken sheets were so soft and warm against my skin that I didn’t care.
I ate the bread and fruit quickly and slipped on the pale blue silk gown Elura had left folded for me at the food of my bed. There were no underclothes, and the silk was so thin that the tips of my nipples were noticeable. My back was also exposed, only a criss-crossing pattern of silk keeping the sleeves and lower part of my dress from slipping off.
I stepped out into the hallway, where Elura was waiting for me. “So pretty,” she purred, running a hand down my arm. “You’ve already got lovely skin. I gather you get it from your elven heritage.”
Elura led me down the hallway and up the staircase to the main floor where I had originally met her. The room was still populated with young women, doing the same activities as the night before, though I didn’t see any of them kissing. Several eyes still turned curiously to me, however, and I felt my stomach tighten. Would they accept me? Could I ever become one of them?
Elura called something out in what I guessed was the Elven tongue, Syllni. Ara rose from a table she was sitting at and hurried over. She was in a light lavender silk dress similar to mine, her hair done half up, with perfect, loose auburn ringlets that fell down her front, nearly to her waist. Her large honey brown eyes twinkled at me, those tight little lips quirking in a sweet smile.
“Ara has made a list of names for you to pick from, my dear,” Elura said. I noted that she had never said my real name, Rose. It was apparently too human a name for her tongue to say.
“Come with me,” Ara said happily, grabbing my hand. She spoke my tongue, but her accent was thick.
Ara led me out a large painted glass door to the side, revealing a beautiful garden chattering with song birds. Lilies grew everywhere, and morning glory climbed on every stone wall and fixture to be seen. Strange insects I quickly recognized as fairies flitted among the flowers, their tiny humanoid bodies a variety of colors.
“I expected it to be cold out here,” I said as Ara pulled me to a bench to sit.
“The land outside of Errenity Valley is harsh,” Ara agreed, pulling a folded piece of parchment out and handing it to me. “But the magic here protects our kind from the cold and anything that can harm us. If you weren’t elven or any sort of fairy, you’d be frozen to death right now.”
I accepted the parchment from Ara and looked at the names. Many were beautiful, while some were very strange. Sumina, Keykian, Minuvae--None of those spoke to me. I continued reading the list, mentally crossing out the ones I hated.
“If you don’t like any of them,” Ara said, “I can give you a few more.”
“What name do I look like I should have?” I asked her, meeting her beautiful gaze.
Ara looked me up and down, that same perfect smile forming on her lips. Those lips--I thought about how I had kissed Srien and Quarren the night before, and wished I could do the same with Ara.
“Meira,” Ara said, the name sliding off her tongue like silk.
“Does it mean anything?” I asked.
“The same as yours does in your human tongue. Rose.”
I’d always hated my name, thinking it was too common. But hearing this new name, even if it meant the same as my old one, it felt right. “Is that why you picked that name, because it meant the same as my old name?”
“I picked it because you are beautiful like a meira,” Ara replied with a smile. She lowered her eyes so that her long lashes touched her cheeks.
Not knowing what to say, and fearing my reaction to her compliment would betray my feelings toward her, I changed the subject. “You said that I would be dead right now if I weren’t of elven blood. Is that why I feel so calm here? Because I have elven blood?”
Ara nodded. “When you were in the human lands where magic wasn’t present, you felt more human, even looked and acted more human. Now that you are here, the elven part of you is active, and you will become more like an elf.”
“You mean…” I ran my finger along my ear where it had been cut to hide my part elven tips.
Ara shrugged. “It’s possible to restore your ears, though I think it would take a little more potent magic, likely from a sage up in one of the villages.”
“So there’s more to Errenity Valley than this?” I gestured to the forest around us. Even with the trees, I could see the stone walls of the pass on either side of us, locking us in from the harsh human lands.
“Much more. The mountain pass opens wide, but we are surrounded on all sides. It’s been perfect for us to allow our kind to multiply again. Our population is still small, but we couldn’t be in a safer place.”
“So both the mountains and the magic protect you from human invasion.”
Ara nodded. “We could have managed without the mountains, but it gave an easier barrier for where to start and end our magic shields. If anyone dared come this close and somehow managed to get past the scout-guards, if they didn’t have potent enough elven blood in their veins, they would be in so much pain they couldn’t go on.”
“I guess for once I should be glad of my elven blood.”
Ara sighed softly, and I realized I might have offended her. “I know the humans have told you that we are evil, but that’s to be expected of an opposing side of the war. The elves were once friendly to the humans, but politics and greed got in the way on both sides. I hold to the belief that we might one day return to an age of peace with all races.”
I hadn’t ever thought of it that way before. I’d always seen the war as the point of no return, that it was impossible to bring back the days when elves and humans lived in harmony. I’d grown up in a culture that believed that the elven bastards deserved to die, and that the elves thought the same of us.
“I hope you’ll like it here, Meira,” Ara said softly. “I know it’s a lot to take in, but I’m sure it will become a home to you soon enough.”
“Me too,” I agreed. I didn’t say it, but I was already feeling that this was where I’d belonged my entire life; I’d just not known it until I was brought here.
The glass door opened, and Elura stepped into the garden. “It seems you’ve found a proper elven name, my dear,” she called.
I rose from the bench and stood tall before the elven beauty. When I opened my mouth, a fire within me flared with pride as I spoke my true elven name for the first time.: “My name is Meira.”




Chapter Four
Matches

 
I spent the rest of the afternoon wandering the woods around Elura’s Dwelling, as I was told it was called. At first glance, the trees and shrubs that formed the forest seemed like any ordinary forest back in the human lands, but as I paid more attention to the little details, to how the whisper of the wind was more lively and how the plants themselves seemed far more aware than regular flora, I realized just how rooted in magic this place was.
I’d first thought that Errenity Valley was nothing more than a beautiful little grotto carved from the mountains, but from what Ara told me and what I could see in my wanderings, the valley stretched on and on, the stony walls of the mountains stretching farther and farther apart. There were apparently villages and towns farther north, where there were schools for young elven children and marketplaces full of foods and jewels. Elura said that we’d go there one day, but for now, she wanted me to acclimate myself to the magic and feel of the valley.
I stopped by a small stream and watched the thin layer of water swirl around the pebbles and twigs. A single minnow fought against the current, probably having been washed from some larger stream or river. I hoped it would find a better place to live soon.
A red maple leaf slid by on the top of the crystal water, and my mind flashed to Ara’s auburn hair. I shook my head, trying to clear the thought. What was up with me? I didn’t find it wrong to be attracted to a woman, but I’d never been one to obsess over anyone, male or female.
A soft breeze caressed me, rippling the thin silken robe I wore. With it came the sweet, alluring smell of magic, and something suddenly dawned on me. Was I somehow influenced by the magic? Was there something in it that aroused me in such a way? I glanced up the road towards Elura’s Dwelling with sudden clarity, and anger welled within me.
I started back to the Dwelling, running with more ease than I’d ever been able to. Probably another side effect of the magic coursing through my elven blood. I would go to Elura, demand answers, and if my suspicions proved true, I would demand that she allow me to return to my life as a human.
My mind was more than made up by the time I stomped my way up the stone steps and through the entryway. As always, there were over a dozen young women in that main marble room. Didn’t they tire of the same activities day after day? Was the magic holding them captive too? I imagined that those that had purer elven blood than I did would be more susceptible to the magic.
There was something different about the energy in the room as I made my way through. Rather than the usual, whimsical chatter, their voices were hushed to excited whispers. The women sat up straighter, their hair done in even fancier styles than before. They all wore silken gowns similar to mine, though many had some cut so loosely over their chests that they might as well have been wearing nothing.
I slowed my step, paying more attention now. I made eye contact with Quarren, who was lounging on a daybed with Srien, twirling a lock of brunette hair around her finger. She smiled and gestured for me to join them. Trying to ignore the memories of what had happened the night before, I joined them.
“You look lovely today, Meira,” Quarren cooed.
It appeared that my elven name had already circulated around the Dwelling. “Thank you,” I said, sitting on the edge of the daybed. I glanced around, still put off by the hushed excitement. “What is happening?”
Srien let out a giggle and tossed her blonde hair over her shoulder. “A group of pure elven men are coming to claim maidens.”
“Claim maidens?” I repeated, then widened my eyes. “You mean…”
Quarren nodded excitedly. “They’re coming to ask for our hands.”
“So if one picks you, you’ll get married to him?”
“No, silly,” Srien giggled. “If a man picks us and we accept him, we go with him for a time, until we have a child.”
“Only until you have a child? You won’t stay together?” It sounded absurd to me, only going with someone to breed.
“If the match proves true, you may stay with him,” Quarren explained. “Elves do fall in love, but it is very rare for them to fall in love with their first match.”
“But to have children with them…”
“It hasn’t always been this way,” Srien replied with an understanding expression. “Elves used to wait until they found their true love before thinking about children, but with our numbers so few, we must do our duty.”
“But you’re not forced to do that duty, right?” That’s what Gailen and Folwin had told me, and I prayed it held true.
“No,” Srien replied. “But you can’t leave Elura’s Dwelling until you bear at least two children.”
I balked. “Two children? And if you don’t want to have them or are barren, you’re just stuck here?”
“They make exceptions for those who are truly barren. They have ways of telling. If you are fertile, you will wait here until your age of fertility has passed.”
“For that reason many girls hope to have twins,” Quarren said. “Get done with your duty quickly so you can go on and live your life.”
“Just be glad you’re not a full elf,” Srien said in a lower voice as a full elven girl came by. “Those that have pure elven blood are required to try for at least four children before they can leave the Dwelling for good.”
So it was a breeding house, basically. It would make sense that Elura would put some sort of spell on the Dwelling to help arouse the inhabitants to such feeling, to encourage them to reproduce. Animals, these elves were. I would either have to meet the elves minimum demands or wait until I was beyond child-bearing age to get out of here.
And yet, there was still a part of me that wanted to give in to that urge.
All the excited whispers halted when Elura walked in, her heeled shoes clicking on the marble floor. “We have four suitors for you ladies today. One is of pure elven blood…” The crowd stirred at the mention of the pure elf, “...and the other three are of three-quarter blood purity or higher. They will be in shortly. Those of you in lavender may line up in the back of the room.”
Srien grinned devilishly at Quarren, who rolled her eyes. Srien wore a light lavender dress like the one Ara had been wearing earlier. Sure enough, Ara was one of the five that lined up in the back of the room as Elura had instructed.
“What does lavender mean?” I whispered to Quarren, watching Ara out of the corner of my eye.
Quarren’s nose twitched, and she looked unsure of how to phrase her explanation. “You could say that each color represents how likely you are to be with child soon. Blue, like yours, means you are still a ways from your...heat, as you might call it. Green,” she gestured to another half elven girl nearby, “means she is bleeding now. And white,” she stroked the hem of her own white silken gown, “means that we are likely with child.”
My eyes widened. “You are?”
Quarren gave me a shy smile. “Likely. I won’t know for sure for another week, but Elura said she could sense something growing within me.”
My interest piqued, I urged her on. “Who is the father?”
“A full elf,” she said proudly. “I was so surprised when he picked me, but he did. I will stay here until we can confirm that I am with child before I go to my cousin’s house until the birth. Once the child is old enough to go to school and if I have not had another child by then, I will come back here.”
“Do you think he’ll come back to you?”
Quarren shrugged. “Perhaps, though I doubt it. Those elven men sure know how to fuck, but it would take a very strong bond for him to give up the prospect of a pure blooded wife for a half blood like myself.” She shushed me when I went to ask another question, gesturing at the entryway.
Four tall men walk in. I could immediately pick out the full-blooded elf. Long, pointed ears aside, the one in the back of the group at least a head taller than the others and built with lean, slender muscles. His smooth, bronze skin, sweeping raven hair, and slender facial features made him look like a mythical prince. He was clearly a warrior, though I wondered where and why he trained, as he had probably never even left Errenity Valley.
The other three were at least three-quarter elves, as Elura had already explained. They were all handsome, though not nearly as much so as the full-blooded elf. One had extremely pale skin with freckles, though he had the thin facial features of a pure elf, another had tanned skin with long, pointed ears but lacked the graceful features of the others, and the last one…
I gasped. It was Gaelin, the elf I’d ridden with to Errenity Valley.
Gaelin recognized me at the same moment I realized he was there and gave a little wave and a crooked grin. I could see the eagerness in his eyes as he looked over the young women lined up before them.
“How often does this happen?” I asked Quarren.
“About once a week, though it can happen at any time Elura sees fit. If there are enough girls ready to be matched, she will send word.”
“There are more girls than there are suitors,” I observed, trying not to look solely at Ara. “What happens to the one not picked?” I hoped that Ara would leave the night not being picked, but I highly doubted that wish would come true. From what I could tell, Ara was the only truly full-blooded elf in the line, and the prettiest one by far.
I already knew who would go with her, even before the group of suitors reached the girls in lavender.
Without a moment’s hesitation, the bronze-skinned pure elf held out his hand to Ara, who took it without a flinch. She smiled sweetly up at him, her head barely reaching his chest. The elven man smiled back at her, though his wasn’t nearly as sweet. Pure lust and desire were in that gaze, and I felt my blood boil. Whether of hatred for the elf himself or mere jealousy that he could have Ara, I didn’t know. I could only watch as he began to lead her towards the bedchambers.
The others made their selections, lucky Gaelin taking both Srien and a lovely dark-skinned three-quarters elf by the hand. So that’s what happened to the extra woman when there weren’t enough suitors…
Ara paused before being led into the hallway and down the staircase and whispered something to Elura, who nodded approvingly. Then she disappeared with the elven man.
To my surprise, Elura approached me. “My niece suggested that you attend her during her first matching,” she said. “I will be there as well, to ensure all goes well. Will you come with me?”
Without thinking of the implications, I nodded and followed Elura and the line of women and their matches down the hallway and staircase. The sweet and tangy scent of magic mixed with incense wafts up the staircase, and I feel my senses go slightly hazy. Once more, something deep inside of me flared, and I felt a strange excitement thinking about what was about to happen.
One by one, the couples (and trio) entered rooms along the hallways, until only myself, Elura, Ara, and her elven match remained walking down the hallway. I realized with a jolt that I would soon know where Ara’s bedchamber was, though I doubted that information would prove useful, at least for the purposes that deep part of me craved. At last, we stopped at a door, and Ara opened it.
“This is Ara’s first time,” Elura whispered to me before we entered the room after the pair. “She’s understandably nervous, but she’s more than ready.”
That deep part within me growled, hating that elven man more for taking Ara.
“What am I supposed to do?” I whisper back.
“You’ll see,” Elura said with a devilish smile, her ruby lips glistening in the lamplight.
I followed the elven woman in to see Ara and the elven man kissing passionately, standing at the foot of a pillow-fluffed bed. As the elven man kissed her, his hand roamed over her body, sliding one of the sleeves of her lavender dress down. I watched hungrily, craving to see the body that was hidden beneath the silk fabric.
Ara let out a little moan, the sweetest, most intoxicating sound I’d ever heard. The sweet smells of the incense were strong in the room, clouding my thinking even further. The only thoughts I could cling to were of Ara, sweet, beautiful Ara, and how she was about to be taken by a man much larger than she was.
“You like what you see,” Elura whispered into my ear, her ruby lips grazing my earlobe. “Good. We will be sure to make it worth your while here.” She cleared her throat and called out to the elven man. “That’s enough, Valous, we have to keep to the ritual.”
Valous, stepped back, breathing hard, his eyes devouring Ara. I could see the lump in his trousers, ready to spring free and take the dainty Ara. I knew he was fighting to urge to take her in that moment, but he listened to Elura and stepped back and waited, lean muscles tense and ready.
“We will undress her for him,” Elura murmured in my ear.
I had no objection to that.
Ara smiled nervously at me as I stood on her left side while Elura stood on her right. Her chest was heaving, her nipples and erect, pushing at the thin silken garment that kept her hidden. Meeting Elura’s eye, I helped her untie the straps in the back of Ara’s dress, relishing in the slow but sure loosening of the garment. A few moments later, the dress fell loosely to the floor at Ara’s little feet, and I fought so hard to not touch her.
Ara’s perky breasts were perfect, hardened nipples the shyest shade of pink. Her abdomen was curved and tight, a ruby gem glittering at her navel. Just below that, she was shaved clean between her slender, graceful legs, and I found my mouth watering. Her ass was round and toned perfectly, just like the rest of her beautiful, perfect body.
“Don’t hide yourself, dear,” Elura chided softly, brushing the soft auburn curls from over Ara’s right breast. “Let your match see all of your beauty.”
“Turn for me,” Valous commanded. Ara did so, and I’m sure I watched the sight just as hungrily as Valous did.
“Does she please you?” Elura asked.
“Very much so,” Valous growled with controlled breaths.
“Good. Then we shall continue. Follow my lead, Meira.”
I tore my eyes from Ara’s body and watched what Elura was doing. She took Ara’s right arm, so I took her left, feeling the softness of her skin, and eased her back onto the bed. We made sure Ara was in a comfortable place on the bed, far enough away from the edge.
“We are going to hold her down,” Elura whispered to me.
My eyes snapped to Elura, then to Ara, who still looked nervous, but nodded encouragingly. Elura pulled Ara’s right leg up and motioned for me to do the same with her left. I did so, and swallowed when I saw the pink mound of her vulva, smooth and already swollen with arousal. The sweet smell of her nectar rose, and I stifled a moan.
Elura cleared her throat softly, and I realized I was supposed to hold Ara’s hand down above her head. I took Ara’s dainty, slender hand and rested it on the pillows above her head, noting with satisfaction that Ara laced her fingers with mine.
“Are you ready, my dear?” Elura asked softly.
Ara nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”
Valous moved forward, undoing his trousers as he walked. The trousers fell, revealing a proud, thick length. Ara’s eyes widened when she saw it, and squirmed slightly.
“Don’t be afraid, Ara,” Elura crooned. “You are more than ready.”
Valous climbed onto the bed, coming to a stop as his hands rested on either side of Ara’s head, his cock grazing the tip of Ara’s pink mound. He lowered his head to kiss Ara some more, obviously trying to enjoy every moment of having such a beauty under him.
Ara moaned and arched her back slightly as she kissed him, her pussy contracting slightly with desire. I watched them both, suddenly hungry for both of them.
I’d been with a few men before, finding enough pleasure in it to try it again, but seeing Valous with a cock that big, I could only imagine what it would feel like to have that pounding into me. Fuck, what have I gotten myself into? I’m probably hornier than Ara and Valous combined!
After what seemed like an eternity of them squirming and kissing, Valous finally reached to position his cock. He didn’t enter immediately, his dark eyes wide as he watched ever movement of Ara’s face. I knew what he wanted. He wanted to see every moment of Ara’s reaction to his monster entering her tight hole.
He pushed at her opening, and Ara gave a little gasp. I held her hand down firmly as she squirmed. Slowly, Valous pushed in, his cock disappearing into that beautiful, tight hole. Ara breathed deeply, occasionally whimpering, but held strong. I saw a fire light in her amber eyes as she looked determinedly into Valous’s dark, hungry eyes.
At last Valous stopped, his cock not having completely gone in. He held still for a moment, probably to allow Ara’s body to adjust to the size of him. Ara’s perky tits rose and fell for a few seconds, and she nodded to him, giving him the clear.
Valous let out a pleased growl, pulled his hips back, and slammed into her, earning a small cry from the young elven woman. He did it again, and again, Ara squealing and moaning with each one.
“That’s it, darling,” Elura encouraged. “You’re doing so well.” Her eyes watched Valous’s cock, and I wondered if she ever took anyone to bed, even though she couldn’t bare children anymore.
Ara’s fingers squeezed mine, and I squeezed back. I loved each moan she made, and I wished it could be me on top of her, earning each little sound that escaped her pretty pink lips. Valous pounded her harder, faster, also moaning. Ara’s little tits bounced with each thrust.
Suddenly, Valous pulled back and stood. “She’s a little dry,” he said to Elura.
Elura shot me a sly smile. “This is where you come in, Meira.”
I furrowed my brow, confused. “What do you mean?”
“As Ara’s aunt, I don’t feel comfortable performing an...arousing. She reached for my hand and guided it towards Ara’s pulsing pussy. “I saw how you like her from the moment you were introduced, so now you can have a little piece of her.”
I shivered when my fingertips touched Ara’s soft mound. I lifted the hand that held Ara’s hand and laid it on her leg to keep it pushed back as far as possible. Ara was pleasingly flexible, allowing her pussy to be stretched and open to its fullest before me. I could smell her but could see that the friction against Valous’s cock had indeed dried up many of her juices.
We’d fix that right quick.
I stroked the velvet lips of her pussy, stopping near the top to search for her clit. I wiggled my finger, and a little squirm and squeal from Ara told me I had found her little treasure.
“You may want to talk to her to arouse her more,” Elura suggested.
“Hmm.” I grin devilishly at Ara, who looks eagerly back at me. “I like seeing you splayed out before me for me to play with.” I rub her clit, slowly, carefully, loving how her entire body tenses at the caress. A sweet little moan escaped her lips.
“Don’t take too long,” Valous complained, rubbing his cock to keep erect.
I rub the clit a little harder, faster. “You’re being such a good little slut, aren’t you, Ara?”
Ara moans louder. “Yes, Meira, I want to be a good little slut.”
I let out a moan despite myself. The sweet smell of her nectar begins to rise again as her pussy becomes wet. “We are going to do you so good tonight, all night long, little slut.”
“Yes,” Ara whimpered, arching her back and stroking her left breast with her free hand. “Fuck me hard.”
I took my other hand from her leg and thrust my index finger into her tight, still pulsing hole, and finger-fucked her as I continued to play with her swollen clit. My mouth watered, wanting so bad to tasted that beautiful pussy, but I could only have a little piece of her, like Elura had said. I hoped that one day I could have this little treasure all to myself.”
Ara’s moans grew louder and louder until they were nearly screams, and still I rubbed and fingered her, relishing the wetness that was gathering on her pussy and on my fingers.
“I think that’s enough,” Valous said, but I hardly heard him.
The insides of Ara’s pussy contracted, and I cried to her. “Come for me, sweetest!”
Ara let out a cry as her entire body tensed, then released, and a flood of juices flowed. I sat back, disappointed that I couldn’t relish the moment more. I caught Valous’s eye and felt a small sense of victory: I had made Ara climax before he had.
I sensed Valous’s momentary jealousy of my victory, but he quickly moved in, probably not wanting to lose his erection or Ara’s freshly wet pussy. He wasn’t as careful this time as he entered her again, but Ara was alive with lust now, taking his thick length without a flinch. She moaned beautifully as he pounded her.
Elura stepped back off the bed, and I followed her lead, hating that I had to leave Ara’s side. She motioned for me to come to her, and I complied. “You may stay, if you wish. Remember, you can’t be forced to do anything.” She gave me a knowing smile and turned to leave the room.
I turned back to the bed just as Ara let out another scream, a climax overcoming her body. I could tell by Valous’s sweaty but satisfied face that he had also climaxed. After a few moments of raspy breaths, the two locked lips, once again passionately kissing as I could only stand by and watch.
I felt a little awkward now. Sex had always been a private affair in the human lands, even when it was someone’s “first time”. Now that I saw them tangled together in the sheets, sweat glistening on both of their bodies, I felt as if I were watching something forbidden. And yet, I couldn’t take my eyes off them.
Another eternity later, Valous broke away from Ara and looked at me. I was surprised that there was lust in his eyes as he gazed at me. “Have you been with a man before?” he rasped, looking me up and down. I suddenly felt exposed.
I nodded, but clarified, “Only human men.”
Valous grunted and a hint of a smile formed on his lips, as if he thought the idea of having only puny human men humored him. “So you haven’t been claimed by an elf.”
He held out his hand to me, beckoning me to come back to the bed. A knot formed in my stomach, but that deep part of me urged me on, begging to have that cock buried into me.
I took his hand.




Chapter Five
Almost-human

 
I squirmed against Ara’s firm grip on my hands.
It had taken all of three seconds for Valous to rip the dress from my body and start running his lips and tongue up and down my torso, sucking my nipples until they ached.
“You’re a little fighter,” Valous crooned as he pushed my legs open with his hips. “I’m going to enjoy fucking you.”
I shivered, feeling that I was going to enjoy being fucked by him. He was as close to a god as I could imagine, with those toned muscles, bronze skin, dark, flowing hair, and that monster of a cock. Despite being with men before, I felt that having Valous’s length in me would make is as though I’d never been had before.
I was right.
Valous wasn’t as careful with me as he’d been with little Ara, and I was okay with that. Ara was a treasure. I was of a less delicate breed, and Valous seemed to sense it.
I let out a small moan as his cock slid deep into me, meeting his eyes with a challenging stare. Valous looked back at me with an eager, lustful gaze, promising me with his dark eyes that he wouldn’t disappoint me.
Valous pulled his hips back and slammed into me, and I felt my pussy contract and stretch at the thrust. It was almost painful, but I loved it. My pussy burned with desire for that monster to pound me harder than it had to anyone before.
“Not bad for an almost-human,” Valous whispered. “You like having your legs spread, don’t you?”
“Only for those who are able to completely wear me out,” I grunted back, impatient for whatever he would inflict on me.
“Oh,” Valous growled, leaning in so his lips grazed mine. “I’m going to fuck you so hard your human friends will hear your screams.”
“Do it,” I whisper back, a shutter cascading down my spine.
Valous grunted, but looked to Ara, who was still holding my hands down on the pillows above my head. “Watch this, my elven beauty. I was careful with you tonight, but if I ever come to you again, I will spare no part of my strength on you.”
Ara nodded eagerly, meeting my eye, and I once again hoped that I could someday come to this room and have my way with her.
My attention on Ara was torn away when Valous slammed into me with new force, and I cried out and gasped, my vision blurring for a moment. He didn’t stop. He thrust into me again and again, rocking the entire bed so that it thumped against the stone wall.
I closed my eyes, relishing the feeling of his cock stretching my pussy, only to contract again as he pulled out. This is what a cock should feel like, and I found I loved being held down by not only my lover, but my beautiful, elven treasure, whose perfect tits were mere inches from my face.
“You like being my little almost-human slut?” Valous exclaimed as he pounded into me.
“Y-yes,” I gasp, my eyes rolling to the back of my head.
Valous grabbed the back of my head and forced me to look at him. “Say my name when you answer me,” he snarled.
“I love being your little almost-human slut, Valous,” I whimper as he thrust again into my pussy.
“You are so beautiful, Meira,” Ara murmured, grazing my shoulder with her lips. “I love seeing you get fucked.”
Those words set me off. Every nerve and muscle in my body tensed, and like an icy rain on a wildfire, my climax coursed through my body. Valous laughed triumphantly, probably thinking that the climax was his doing.
I sighed and looked to Ara who only gave me a knowing smile. I longed to kiss her, to touch her, but she kept my hands firmly on the bed. Something in her eye told me to wait, that it wasn’t the time for that yet. I hoped I read her expression correctly. Gods, I wanted her so badly.
My climax only made Valous more rigorous. He gripped my waist with his strong hands and flipped me over, and I screamed as his cock rammed even deeper into me.
“Oh yes,” Valous moaned. “I love your ass.”
He slapped my ass, and I flinched, but begged for more. “Such a dirty, hungry slut,” Valous chuckled darkly. He slapped me again and again until my ass stung.
Ara still held my hands, but she changed her own position so that she spread her legs at my head, inches away from my face. I could see her pussy, still dripping and swollen, but it was too far for me to reach. I could smell her nectar and what Valous had left inside her. She was toying with me, the little bitch.
I felt another wave coming, and Valous knew it. He gripped my hips firmly ramming me against his thrusts. “Come for me, slut,” he moaned.
“Yes, come for me,” Ara whispered into my ear.
Another climax took over my body, and I screamed louder than ever. This one left me exhausted, and I collapsed onto the bed. I felt the warm wetness of Valous’s seed dripping from within me.
Valous seemed exhausted too, his bronze skin dripping with sweat as he pulled out of me. He gave my ass one more slap and laughed. “Not bad, Meira.”
Most of the lust was gone from his voice, and I realized he spoke like a friend, not the sex-driven beast he’d been a moment ago. Ara released my hands and I sat up to look at him. He was already pulling on his trousers, once again hiding that glorious cock.
“I guess you elves aren’t too bad,” I say casually, but grin at him.
He returned the grin. “I have to admit, you are the first none-pure elf I’ve been with, Meira. I’d heard some less-than-desirable things from other pure elves about you almost-humans.”
“And I'm judging by the load you filled me with that those rumors proved untrue.”
Valous only grinned wider and raised his eyebrows. “I’ll just say that I’ll open my options up in the future.”
He strode to the door. “Just let me know when you have a lavender dress, and I’ll come.” He winked and disappeared through the door.
I blinked. I’d forgotten about the lavender dresses, about the fact that Elura’s Dwelling was an elven breeding house.
Ara also got off the bed to retrieve her silken dress from the floor. I realized with disappointment that now that I had my treasure alone and naked, I didn’t have the strength to do what I wanted with her. Ara also looked tired, understandably. Valous’s “delicacy” with her first time was probably still more vigorous than many sex veterans experienced. And what I had just done with Valous…
I was sore between the legs as I stood and picked up my discarded blue dress. Ara already had hers on and came over to help me slip mine back on, tying the straps with delicate and precise fingers.
My lust having died down, I found it hard to talk to her, unsure if we could ever see each other the same after what we’d done, how I’d touched her in such a way. But still that hope remained embedded deep within me, that one day I might return to this bedchamber without anyone else but her.
I thought over the words she’d spoken to me as Valous had ridden me, half believing that they had been a fantasy of my imagination. The timid, beautiful Ara had returned, the one that I couldn’t imagine saying such things.
I walked silently to the door and opened it, but as I walked into the hallway, a delicate hand caught mine. “Meira,” Ara’s voice greeted my ears like a song.
I turned to look at her and could have sworn that in those glittering, amber eyes that I saw a spark of that lust that had once been there. “Yes, Ara?”
A shy smile formed on her pink lips and a rosy blush flamed on her cheeks. “I want to put Valous’s word about you almost-humans to the test.”
And with that, she closed and locked the door, leaving me dazed, confused, and sore in the dimly lit hallway.




Chapter Six
Nectar

 
I barely saw Ara over the next week, catching only glimpses of her walking with her aunt or disappearing into her room without even a glance at me.
Without the elven beauty to distract me, I spent time with Srien and Quarren whenever I wasn’t out exploring the forest. Quarren was indeed with child, having vomited all over a table full of bread and fruit, but her joy was so full that she hardly seemed to mind the disgusted looks from the other women. She gushed and raved about how her baby would be three-quarters pure blood and how she would soon be able to go live with family in the village.
Srien had been quiet and moody ever since the night of her matching with Gaelin and the other woman, and Quarren told me that she thought it was because Gaelin had either underperformed or favored the other woman more. Srien hated having to stay at the Dwelling, Quarren explained, and her dream was to have twins, no matter the amount of elven blood they carried, so she could escape as quickly as possible.
Elura seemed to be avoiding me as well, so I wasn’t able to inquire about whether or not the magic in the Dwelling and forest around it made us more aroused than normal, but as the days and eventually weeks wore on, I discovered that my original hypothesis was quickly waning into doubt. I still sensed the magic in the air and found myself feeling more and more at home, loving how the sunlight seemed to sparkle more here and the food tasted sweeter with every bite, but I never felt compelled to anything, never wanted to be with anyone like I had that night with Ara and Valous.
I was perfectly and properly civil, eating tea cakes and drinking berry wine daintily as I conversed with the other women. A few lavender dresses appeared about a week later, and Elura hosted another matching with another group of suitors, though this time there weren’t any pure-blooded elves on either side. The next week the dark-skinned three-quarters elven woman that had gone with Gaelin and Srien came to breakfast in a white dress, earning an applause and chorus of congratulations from the other women. Srien went pale with fury at the sight of the white dress. Her dress was green, meaning she had started her monthly bleeding, proving that the match hadn’t been successful.
I began to worry as the days wore on and I hadn’t seen any sign of Ara. Was she wearing a green or a white dress? Where was she? Why was Elura avoiding me?
The pleasant days of chatting and eating with the other women soon turned dull, and I once again found myself longing to either go out beyond the forest to explore the villages or to leave Errenity Valley for good. But the guards and an icy wasteland stood between me and my homeland and I was always found and brought back by one of the women at the Dwelling.
The message was clear: get with child quickly or lose your freedom for good.I even began to get bored of the light blue silken gowns left by my bedside every day, despite their comfort and light weight. I missed my cotton and wool human clothes, even if they itched. I missed eating meat and potatoes, even though the elven bread and fruit was perfection. I just felt I had no purpose, no reason to exist other than to gossip about nothing and stuff my face.
This mundane life lasted until the moment I opened my eyes one morning and found a lavender dress by my bedside with a note that said:
There will be a match tonight for you.
I rolled my eyes and nearly tore the note up, but then I stopped. As if from nowhere, that deep part of me sparked and caught aflame, and I realized that I longed for the moment I would be chosen and taken.
I hurriedly put the lavender dress on and walked proudly to breakfast, where Srien and Quarren greeted me happily.
“Look at you, all rosy-cheeked and haughty,” Quarren praised. Her belly under the white gown was already looking less flat than it had when I arrived.
Srien smiled at me but it didn’t reach the eyes. I knew that she meant nothing against me, but that she was still upset that her last match hadn’t been successful. She slumped in her light blue silk dress as if it weighed her down. “I’ll bet you can’t wait until tonight. The matchings are always exciting. You never know what you might get.”
“At this point, I don’t care what I get,” I admitted, and that deep part of me purred at the thought of the possibilities.
“A little horny now, aren’t we?” Quarren exclaimed in a sing-song voice.
“You’re always horny,” Srien quipped back. “Even with your little bun in the oven.”
Quarren furrowed her brow at her friend. “You’re just angry that I get to leave tomorrow and you don’t.”
Srien’s eyes narrowed dangerously, and I worried they would start a fight, but Srien stood up from the table and stomped off, calling over her shoulder, “Excuse me for enjoying having you here.”
Quarren blew a breath through her cheeks then smiled sadly to me. “The duty rests heavier on some shoulders than others.”
“Are you really leaving tomorrow?” I’d grown to love Quarren’s company, preferring it over Srien’s recent mood.
Quarren nodded. “Elura always likes to keep the women wearing white in the Dwelling for a few weeks just to ensure all is going well in the early stages. She senses the babe is strong, so I can leave to stay with my cousin and her family.”
“Do you wish for a boy or girl?”
“I don’t know.” She stroked her belly and smiled softly. “I have a feeling it’s a girl, but I know many women hope to have a girl. Girls are worth more than anything these days.”
So the elves can continue growing their population. A male elf could reproduce with more women, but a woman could only have one pregnancy at a time. The thought sickened me.
“If it is a girl, do you want her to live here, in the Dwelling when she’s old enough?” My words came out a little shaky.
Quarren paused, thinking. “I don’t have any problem with the idea. I mean, I’m doing it now, and I’ve been happy enough here. I do hope that by the time my baby is grown the elven leaders will be more confident in the population size and not expect such things women so they can choose what they will do with their lives.
“How is the population now?” I asked, surprised I hadn’t thought to ask before now.
Quarren gestured to the room around us. “All the women here are the ones that are able to bare children. There are a few others, of course, who are in separate locations to birth and raise their children. I’d say the total population of fertile women is about double what we have here.”
So that made about eighty total.
Quarren continued, “Last I heard from Elura, there were about a hundred and thirty children in the schools and fifty children too young to go to school. The last few years have brought a good number of multiple births, with one woman having triplets and a few others having twins. They won’t likely return, as most of them aren’t pure elves, unless they truly take their duty to the next level.”
“I don’t want to have children,” I muttered, not realizing I was voicing my thoughts.
“But you’re often so eager,” Quarren said with a giggle.
“Just because I want to fuck doesn’t mean I want to procreate.”
“I understand,” Quarren sighed and popped a grape into her mouth. “I was much the same as you when I first came here, but I eventually decided it was better to grit my teeth and get out of here so I could fuck as I pleased and not at Elura’s bidding. But I found that once I discovered my little treasure,” she gestured to her belly, “that I am quite excited to meet him or her. Maybe you’ll be the same, or maybe you won’t.”
I munched on a piece of bread as her words sank in. We were quite for a few minutes until Quarren raised her head and smiled devilishly. “Ah, Meira, I think your little lost lover has returned.”
My head shot up and I glimpsed Ara’s auburn hair just as she disappeared into the hallway to the staircase. Without another word to Quarren, I shove the rest of my bread into my mouth and hurry after her.
Ara either didn’t notice me storming down the stairs or she ignored me, for she didn’t so much as turn her head as I approached behind her. She turned the corner at the bottom of the stairs and headed toward her room. I caught up a moment later.
Ara gasped in surprise as I caught her and pushed her against the wall, kissing her passionately. Her surprise wore off after a moment, and she kissed me back. Relief flooded me, for I had worried that she was avoiding me, not wanting to be near me. But the fire in her kiss told me otherwise, that she indeed still wanted me as she’d told me that night.
“Meira,” Ara gasped as I made a string of little kisses and nips down her neck. “We can’t do this.”
I stopped and looked her in the eyes. “Why?”
Ara glanced down at her gown, which was white. My eyes widen and my mouth falls open. How had I not noticed? All I’d seen was her, her beautiful auburn hair and her sweet face. The color of her gown had slipped my notice altogether.
“You’re--”
Ara smiled sadly and happily at the same time. “Yes. Elura thought it would be wise for me to rest after the matching to further the chances. Pure elven children are so rare these days.”
“I won’t hurt you,” I promised her and leaned in to press my lips against hers again.
“I’m not worried about that,” Ara said, ducking away from me. “I’m worried about my aunt. Most women are fine to do whatever they want, even when they are wearing white, but my aunt is being so protective of me. She may even threaten you if you do anything.”
“Would she do anything to you if you did anything?”
“She’s scared of hurting the pregnancy. She will hardly touch me herself.”
“Then she can only hurt me, and I’m willing to take that chance,” I said as I embraced her and kissed her deeply.
Ara didn’t seem so sure at first but quickly returned the kiss, running her hands up and down me, feeling my breasts. We kissed as we led each other down the hall, pausing only to open the door to my room. We slipped inside, locking the door behind us, and immediately began tearing at each other's dresses.
“You’re so beautifully perfect,” I groaned as Ara’s white gown fell to the floor. I attacked her tits with my mouth, relishing the softness of her skin and the hardness of her rosy nipples.
“I’ve never been so drawn to anyone like I am to you,” Ara whispered, moaning as I sucked her tits and grabbed her ass. “I’ve dreamed of you every day and night since the first time I saw you.”
“You’re done dreaming,” I said in a husky voice. I looked up at her amber eyes and began pulling her to my bed, laying her delicately on the fluffed mattress and pillows. “I’ll be delicate with you, so your auntie needn’t worry.”
I gingerly placed my fingers between her slightly spread legs and began toying around with her velvety pink mound. Ara shivered and giggled. “I love how you touch me.”
“I love touching you,” I said with a smile before returning my attention to my current task. I rubbed Ara’s clit a little harder, varying the strokes with little circles, then big circles, then from side to side. Ara’s pussy started to become wet, and I found my mouth watering once more.
The sweet perfume of her nectar reached my nose and my own pussy suddenly felt hot with desire. Ara must have noticed the change in my breathing pattern or the hunger in my eyes, for she gestured for me to sit next closer to her. I complied, continuing to rub her clit. Ara’s hand snaked between my legs and began to toy with my clit, almost shyly. I moaned, leaning my head back as the pleasure began to pulse up from between my legs to every fiber of my being.
We stayed there, rubbing each other’s clits for a time, careful not to moan too loudly. We were all too aware that Elura’s prying elven ears could easily pick out our voices through the walls.
“I want to taste you,” Ara whispered, her voice dripping with arousal.
I only managed a moan in return as Ara moved away from my toying fingers to position herself between my spread legs. Just seeing her perfect little nose so close to my wet pussy was almost enough to set me off, but I held my wits. Ara began to nip and kiss her way around my upper thighs, so close to my pussy that I whimpered, begging her to go all in.
But just as that night when we shared Valous, she was toying with me, causing that desire to grow and burn within me like a volcano about to erupt. “Ara, please…”
Ara’s amber eyes peaked at me from between my legs and twinkled mischievously. Wait, they seemed to say, just enjoy the anticipation.
She continued to nip and kiss around that sensitive area, and then, without warning, she began to devour my pussy, licking every inch and crevice. I let out a surprised welp at the sudden surge of feeling, earning a stern slap from my lover. Oops, we needed to be careful.
Ara continued to explore my lady parts, even flicking her tongue in and out of my hole. She let out soft moans, letting me know that she approved of how I tasted. I gripped the silk sheets with one hand and covered my mouth with the other, scared that I would moan too loudly. Ara’s hand traveled up my torso as she sucked, toying with my already hardened nipples.
Her tongue prodded the opening to my hole once more, but this time she ventured in farther. I groaned in approval as her tongue filled my opening, felt around, and then retreated, only to return a moment later. She continued to tongue-fuck me, playing with my breasts with one hand and rubbing my clit with the other. So much was happening at once that I couldn’t last long, a climax ricocheting off my bones and muscles, making me go limp for a few seconds.
Ara chuckled and sat up, looking pleased with herself. She wriggled her eyebrows at me, as if challenging me.
“Oh,” I said, trying desperately to catch my breath. “Now it’s my turn.”
I pushed her onto her back, kissing her as she softly fell. I tasted myself on her lips, and I moaned. I broke the kiss, spreading her legs and lowering myself to look at that beautiful, smooth mound. Her pussy was extremely swollen with her nectar and her legs quivered in anticipation.
I didn’t play the game of toying around like she had with me. Instead, I pressed my lips against her clit and flicked my tongue out, playing with the tiny mound. Ara let out a sigh and arched her back, but I was only getting started. I played with her clit a little longer, taking in the tangy taste of her nectar before venturing lower.
Ara shivered as my tongue explored between her pussy lips and circled the entrance to her tight hole. I didn’t enter the hole, not yet. I wanted to enjoy the taste of her, to toy with her a little bit.
“Meira,” she groaned, and I felt the deepest satisfaction of hearing my name on her lips as I ate her out. A few weeks ago I would have never imagined doing something like this and loving it, yet here I was, drinking and devouring her nectar like the world depended on it.
I let my hands travel up her firm abdomen, loving how the muscles tensed at my touch. Her tits were small enough to fit in my hands, so I squeezed and kneaded them, occasionally pulling at the nipples. Ara writhed in rhythm with me, and it soon felt as if we were one being, fuzed together for a moment.
I prodded the opening of her hole again, and she begged me softly to enter. I slipped my tongue in, feeling around on all sides before going in as far as I could. Her nectar was strong here, and I moaned at the taste. I pulled my hands from her tits and wrapped my arms under her legs and ass to secure her as I began to tongue -uck her.
Ara let out a little whimper as my tongue went slowly in and out of her hole. I loved it, having her securely splayed before me, her pussy wide open for my tasting pleasure. I flicked my tongue around harder, faster, wishing that Elura hadn’t forbidden her from being with anyone so that we could moan and cry out to our hearts content, but each moan I earned from her sweet lips was precious to me. She was my elven treasure, and I would do anything to be with her always.
I pulled my tongue from her hole, running the tip along the length of her pussy to the clit, then back down and into the hold again. I repeated this over, and over again, feeling Ara’s muscles tense in a coming climax. “Yes, my treasure,” I sigh between licks. “Come for me.”
Ara’s pussy tightened around my tongue, and I continued to tongue-fuck her until I felt and tasted the cascade of her nectar come. Her back arched and she let out the sweetest sigh as the climax overtook her body.
I raised my head as she sat up. Wordlessly, we kissed, tasting ourselves on each other’s lips. Her lips were so soft yet so demanding that I felt I could kiss them all day. I don’t know how long we kissed, wrapped in each other’s arms, but I didn’t care. She was the only thing that mattered to me.
It was Ara that broke the kiss and pressed her forehead against mine. “I want to try something new.”
I chuckled, taking a breath before answering. “You are hornier that me, and I’m the one wearing lavender today.”
She grinned, the tips of her elven ears turning pink. “If you don’t want to…”
I kissed her before she could finish the sentence. “I want to. Now, what do you have in mind?”
Ara blushed again but held up two fingers on each hand then pushed them together in an interlocking position. I understood immediately and had to stifle a laugh.
We fumbled a little getting into position, giggling as we went. I decided to do most of the moving, keeping in mind that Elura had demanded that Ara stay as rested as possible. It wasn’t that I feared that our activity would harm Ara in any way, but I respected Elura enough to try to grant her wishes as much as possible. Granting the entire wish, however, was proving more and more impossible. I knew Ara and I were past the point of no return at this time.
Finally in position, I began rubbing my pussy against Ara’s loving the feeling of our hot, sticky mounds pressed together. The position itself wasn’t as pleasurable as the others had been, but it felt more intimate, more slow and relaxed. I met Ara’s large, beautiful eyes as I rubbed against her. We stared into each other’s souls as we fused together, our feelings for each other locking firmly into place. She was my elven treasure, and I would do anything for her.
“I love you,” she whispered, the words gliding through the air.
Tears suddenly welled up in my eyes. It startled me, the sudden emotion. I hadn’t cried when Gaelin and Folwin kidnapped me, or when I entered this strange place. But I cried at her admission that she reflected the same strong feelings I had for her. We hadn’t known each other long, hadn’t spent much time together, but I knew she spoke true.
“I love you too,” I said through silent tears.
“How touching,” a silky voice said from the doorway.
Ara and I both cried out, startled at Elura’s sudden and silent appearance. How had she gotten through the locked door without us even noticing?
Elura seemed to read the question right out of my head. “I used magic, my dear Meira.” Though she smiled, I could see the deadly poison in her gaze upon me.
“Ara, darling, I believe there is something wrong with this picture.” She looked over Ara’s trembling naked body and then to mine.
“I’m sorry, auntie,” Ara whimpered. “Please don’t do anything.”
“Oh, I shall do as I please,” :Elura snapped back. “Meira, I should have known you would be trouble when in lavender. Perhaps it’s my fault I didn’t remove Ara from the Dwelling.” She raised her hand to her eyes, taking a deep breath. “I assume I don’t have to explain my reasoning for asking Ara to refrain from such activities.”
“She explained it all to me,” I admit before Ara could stand up for me, “but I didn’t listen. I’m sorry, Elura.”
Elura took another deep breath before looking back at me. “I’ve already admitted that I should take part of the blame, but you have to understand that this can’t go completely unpunished.”
My heart thundered in my chest as I waited for her judgement. When she remained silent for a time, I asked, “What do you have in mind?”
Elura’s ruby lips twisted into a devilish smile. “You’ll have to wait until tonight when the suitors arrive.”




Chapter Seven
Punished

 
I spent the rest of the day in my room alone.
A mixture of contradicting emotions whirled within me--happiness, for finally being with Ara, shame, for being discovered by Elura, all the while feeling terrified and curious about what Elura had in mind for my punishment.
My head spun from the storm of the thoughts and accompanied these emotions as I laid in my bed, the sweet scent of Ara still clinging to the sheets. I stared at the ceiling, my only way of knowing the time being the shifting of the shadows accompanying the light that streamed through the glass door to my balcony.
As the light outside began to fade, a soft knock sounded at the door, and I called for whoever it was to enter. It turned out to be Srien and Quarren, who apparently had made up after their little squabble earlier. I could tell from their careful expressions that they had likely heard what had happened. No doubt rumors were already flying around the Dwelling. The women here had nothing better to do than gossip about the same bland stories. Surely the scandal of a newcomer quarter-blood sleeping with white-dressed Ara against her aunt’s wishes brought new life to their ramblings.
“Elura said that you should change into this,” Siren said, putting a folded lavender piece of silk on the foot of the bed.
Quarren said nothing but lit a dish full of sweet incense and placed it on the bedside table. My senses hazed as soon as the smoke from the incense entered my lungs.
“It’s time, then,” I murmured, standing and beginning to remove my current lavender gown. I went to put on the new dress Srien had brought me from Elura, but paused when I held the cloth up. There were two pieces of cloth, both barely large enough to cover my private areas. I glanced at Srien and Quarren, who both looked as confused as I did. Apparently they hadn’t seen anyone wear such an outfit before, either.
“Wish me luck,” I mumbled to them and slipped the top piece on.
The strips of silk barely covered my nipples but not much else. I might have just wrapped myself with a yard of ribbon. The bottom piece was very much the same, having a single strip around my waist and another strip running between my legs, hardly covering anything. I might as well have worn nothing, but I knew this was part of Elura’s punishment.
“I guess there’s no use in putting this off anymore.”
“Wait, your hair,” Quarren said, pushing me to sit back on the bed. She pulled a few pins out of her own hair and began twisting and pinning my hair. I hadn’t even looked at myself in the mirror, but I knew I must have looked like a mess after what I’d done earlier.
“Thank you,” I murmured when she finished.
“We’ll walk you up,” Srien said. The two women fell into step on either side of me and walked with me out to the hallway and up the staircase to the main floor.
Everyone that lived at the Dwelling was there, the room eerily silent. There was no food, no wine, and no movement, except for the eyes that followed me as I entered with Srien and Quarren. Elura was there, dressed in her usual black gown that swept the floor wherever she stepped. She gestured for me to go to the back of the room where the women in lavender always waited for their matches.
I was hardly breathing. I was the only one standing, though I wasn’t the only one in the room wearing lavender. There were two other women, but they made no movement, only watched me like the others with blank, unreadable faces.
I searched the crowd for Ara and founder near the glass garden door, her auburn hair against the white gown all-too easy to spot. She stared at me wide-eyed and I wondered if she knew what would happen to me. Her large amber eyes darted between me and her aunt as if she expected one of us to erupt in flames.
The silence pounded in my ears like a drum. I just wanted someone to say something, anything, to ease the tension. I would have killed for a joke or the latest gossip right then.
And then, Elura spoke, though her icy voice did nothing to help my nerves.
“Tonight, is not going to be your typical matching.” Elura’s words came out precise and enunciated, the consonants of her words echoing off the marble floors and walls. “It has been some time since such an event has occurred, probably before any of you lived here.”
A few of the women glanced at one another, a few of them raising their eyebrows as if they suspected something that they’d heard of but never experienced. I looked to Ara, who was physically trembling, and I knew she had just realized something. I was new to Errenity Valley and the strange elven ways. From what I’d gathered of this culture in the past few weeks, this punishment would likely be very foreign when compared to human punishments.
She gestured to Orwyn, the groundskeeper that had led me into the Dwelling the night I arrived here, who stood by the entrance door to the marble room. He moved to open the heavy golden doors, revealing three burly-looking elven men on the other side.
Several of the women gasped when they saw the pure elves enter the room, and I gathered it was rare to have so many at once. From my conversations with Quarren, I knew it was an honor to be taken by a pure elf, even more to carry his child. I wished I could be one of the starstruck women who craned their necks for a better look, but I suddenly felt like a frightened fawn as the enormous men strided towards me.
I recognized Valous with his bronze skin and flowing black hair, but the other two I’d never seen before. The one in the middle with his dark skin and striking blue eyes caught my attention even more than Valous had, and I shivered as he looked me up and down. The third man was the lightest-skinned of the three, though he looked as if he’d been tanned in the sunlight. His sandy hair almost matched his skin. His clear green eyes showed no emotion, and I thought he looked bored to be here, an emotion I hadn’t seen on any of the suitors that had visited before.
“Meira,” Elura said with a stern look. She gestured to the men, pointing to each as she introduced their names. “You remember Valous, of course, who is accompanied by Taegan and Haryk.”
I nodded to the men, fighting the urge to look down from the piercing stare of the dark-skinned one, Taegan. The room became still and silent for a moment as everyone waited to hear what Elura would say next.
“Meira has gone against specific orders,” Elura called out. “She admitted herself that she fully understood that what she did was forbidden and that what she did cannot go unpunished.” Elura glanced at me for a moment, her ruby lips curling into a sneer. “From the moment Meira entered the Dwelling, she’s acted like nothing more than a slut. Since she has allowed her passions to take over her senses, we have decided to fight fire with fire and give the slut what she wants.”
Elura stretched out her hands, and a moment later streams of incense smoke appeared out of nowhere. I blinked, having never seen Elura use magic before. I knew magic existed, had sensed it around me, but I’d nearly forgotten that it was a force that could be used by one who understood it.
The incense smoke filled the room, making everything hazy. My senses and thoughts suddenly blurred, and soon the only thing left was that deep part of me that quivered with excitement and nervousness as I awaited my punishment. Yes, I had gone against Elura’s wishes and slept with her niece, but I regretted none of it and would do it all over again in a heartbeat.
But until then, I had to live out my sentence.
“You all will watch,” Elura continued addressing the crowd, “as Meira is fucked and humiliated by these three gentlemen,” she began unbuttoning her dress, “and me.”
There was a collective gasp as my own mouth fell open. Elura might have been the head of the Dwelling that was hardly more than a breeding house, but she had never done anything explicitly sexual herself. Even the time she came in to help Ara with her first matching she remained calm and collected, being more of a coach to her beloved niece than a participant in the activity.
I was stunned to silence and curiosity as I watched Elura unbutton her dress. I was sure no one else was breathing, waiting to see what Elura had hidden up her sleeve in all the years she encouraged other women to sleep with men while she never had any for herself. I met her gaze once more as the last button came undone, and I saw a lusty spark there, and I knew that whatever I was about to experience, that it would be rough. All that lust and passion pent up for so long only meant that there would be a tidal wave coming right for me.
Elura let her dress drop to the floor in one fluid motion. Even though she was older than everyone else in the Dwelling, Elura’s pure elven beauty was evident. Her face and body were both mature but void of wrinkles or skin blemishes, her waist and hips slender but her breasts large and round. There was a thick but well-kept bush between her legs.
From the look on the three men’s faces, I knew I wasn’t the only one taken aback by Elura’s physical beauty that she’d kept hidden under that black dress. Even Haryk, the sandy-haired elf with the bored face looked intrigued.
Elura didn’t seem to notice or care about the elven men’s reactions. Her attention was on me. She lifted both hands this time and snapped her fingers, and I cried out in alarm as I was jerked off the ground by an unseen force. Elura waved her hands with a flourish and my legs and arms opened so that I was in a spread-eagle position. I tried to move, but Elura’s spell had me trapped.
“Before we begin, I must make everyone aware that this is not against your will,” Elura drawled, coming towards me. Her breasts bobbed with each step. “There is another punishment that you could endure, one that isn’t so humiliating, but I feel as if I’m doing you a favor with this. You want this, don’t you, slut?”
I nodded, finding myself able to move my head. I was nervous and tense with anticipation, but that deep part of me wanted this, wanted everyone in the room to see me like this.
Elura smirked as she drew near to me, running a finger along the silk ribbons that were my only covering. “You look pretty in lavender, Meira, even for an almost human.”
I shivered at the slight touch, wanting more.
“Aren’t you going to thank me?” Elura snapped, smacking my backside with a loud crack.
“Thank you, Elura,” I gasped, the slap stinging. “It is an honor to be thought as beautiful from someone like you.”
“Hmm.” Elura sounded pleased by this and traced her finger up my torso to the ribbons that covered my nipples. My nipples hardened as she stroked over them.
“It’s a lovely sight, those tits,” Elura remarked. She turned towards the elven men. “Don’t you think, Taegan?”
The handsome dark-skinned elf grunted his approval, his electrifying blue eyes grazing over me like a rabid, hungry wolf. Haryk’s face was composed, though he did continue to look over me. Valous smiled viciously as if ready to have a second go at me. I wondered how he would compare to the other two. My bets were on Taegan--I could already see the lump growing in his pants.
Elura curled her finger over the ribbon that covered my left breast and pulled it to the side, revealing my hardened nipple for all to see. “I’ve never tasted a girl less than a half blood,” Elura remarked, meeting my gaze. “Let’s see how you compare.”
She flicked her tongue over my nipple, sending a tingling sensation up my tit. She continued playing, never taking her eyes from mine. I had to admit that I enjoyed having this mature, experienced elf have her way with me...she knew what she was doing, and I couldn’t wait to endure what she had in store for me.
Elura began sucking my tit, stuffing as much of it into her mouth as she could, moaning softly. I found myself moaning as well, leaning my head back as I enjoyed the feeling of her warm mouth around my breast. Elura moved to my other breast and did the same.
When she finished, she stepped back and motioned to Haryk. “You--take the left tit. Taegan, take the right, and Valous, darling, you’ll join soon enough.”
Valous looked on impatiently but obeyed as Haryk and Taegan took their positions. Taegan wasted no time in attacking my right tit, stuffing the entire thing into his mouth and sucking hard, but Haryk surprised me. He’d seemed so bored, so lifeless since he arrived, but the man knew what he was doing, flicking and nipping at my nipple in such a way that sent full-on chills throughout my body.
With the two elves on my tits, Elura knelt down so her face was inches from my pussy. “I can smell that you love this, Meira, am I right?”
“Yes, Elura,” I gasp between moans, loving the feeling of having two men worship my tits at the same time.
Elura only gave a dark laugh in return and ripped the lavender ribbon from my body, exposing my pussy for all to see. I felt her fingers stroke my privates gingerly as she assessed her next target, even pushing at my hole a little. I quivered, waiting.
I screamed when her tongue attacked my pussy. Elura certainly was experience with women, for she licked and sucked in such precise patterns, almost as if she knew the exact sensations each move made. She made a moan of approval, and I hoped she liked how I tasted.
I apparently wasn’t the only one in the room that was enjoying this, for I looked out to see nearly all the women in the room looking on longingly, as if they suddenly fantasized about being sucked and eaten out by two burly elven men and the mistress of the Dwelling. There were even two or three that were starting to toy with the area between their legs.
Elura started to tongue-fuck me, moving her tongue around the walls of my hole in such a way that I couldn’t help but whimper in pleasure. My muscles began to tense, and I felt my first climax start to build.
“Don’t climax yet, Meira,” Elura ordered, parting from my pussy for only a moment before attacking it once more.
I trembled, suddenly feeling the urge to let go and climax, but the mistress had forbidden it, and I couldn’t disobey her again.
“Good,” Elura cooed, pulling her mouth from me again and rubbing my clit softly with her thumb. “Very good Meira. Hold on just a little longer.”
My entire body was trembling from the tension as Elura motioned for Valous to join and for the other two men to stop sucking my tits. She waved her hands, and my body floated to the ground, my legs spreading as wide as they could go and my hands resting above my head. Once again, I couldn’t move.
Elura walked to stand with a foot on each side of my head, leaving me to have a look at her pussy, which was already looking swollen and moist. Her well-kempt bush was only up at the front, with the rest of her being clean shaven.
“You three will take turns fucking her, ten thrusts each. We will go until she can’t hold in the climax anymore. Girls,” she turned to the other women, who were quickly becoming more and more turned on, “count how many rounds she can hold out.”
Valous was the first to go, stripping off his clothes gracefully. His hard monster sprang free, and I shivered at the thought of having him fuck me again. My only regret was that it wouldn’t last long each time, but at least I could feel all three of them.
My pussy was dripping, both from Elura’s playing and the anticipation of being fucked, so Valous was able to slide right in, his cock filling my hole. He didn’t go as quickly as he had before, but pushed in deep so that I felt every inch of him. He let out a small moan.
Before I knew it, his ten thrusts were up, and he pulled out and stood to let Taegan have his turn. “One,” the women in the crowd counted. As I suspected, Taegan’s cock was even bigger than Valous’s, and my stomach tightened, hoping that it wouldn’t be too big.
I felt the tip of Taegan’s beast press against my opening, and I couldn’t help but squirm, even though I knew it was futile. Whatever spell Elura had cast was too strong. He slid in slowly, dangerously slowly, and I felt my insides stretch farther than they’d ever done before. It hurt slightly, but the pleasure truly overcame it. I let out a moan, deep and slow as he pushed in.
I heard some sighs from the crowd, and I turned my head to see several women now rubbing themselves while others were handsy with each other. Women writhed together, kissing, pulling off dresses, and touching. The sweet smell of the incense was soon accompanied with the scent of multiple people’s arousal.
When Taegan had gone in as deeply as possibly, I had to remind myself to control the climax that begged to break free within my body. He pulled his hips back, only to slam into me again, and again, pounding me with a steady strength that held my entire being captive.
“You’re doing better than I thought,” Elura admitted, watching Taegan with hungry eyes as his cock pumped in and out of my pussy.
I didn’t dare speak, scared that forming words in my mind and mouth would make me lose my concentration on holding in that ever-growing climax.
“Two,” a chorus of voices dripping with lust sounded as Taegan finished his first round and pulled out.
Now it was Haryk’s turn, looking bored as ever as he strode forward, having already stripped off his clothes. I tried to hide my disappointment when I saw that he was the least endowed of the three elven men. I looked up to see Elura smiling wickedly, as if she knew something I didn’t.
Haryk didn’t waste any time, slipping inside me with ease and paused for a moment before pulling back and ramming into me. I couldn’t explain how or why, but the sensations his thrusts gave me were far more focused, far more powerful than Valous or even Taegan’s had been. The sensations rippled up my body, causing even my skin to tingle. I held his gaze as he fucked me, focusing on holding back that climax I craved to have. I couldn’t disappoint Elura again.
“Three,” the crowd sighed when he finished, and I breathed a little sigh of relief. I had managed to hold the climax for a round with each of them. Now to do it again…
But Elura always had something in mind.
“Keep on, boys,” she cooed. “But I can’t let you have all the fun!” She giggled and sighed, crouching over my face so that her wet pussy came towards my face. “Eat me while you’re fucked, you little slut,” she commanded, and I could do nothing but obey, wanted nothing but to obey.
I felt Valous enter me again right as Elura’s pussy rested on my face and began grinding against it. The smell and taste of Elura’s mound was intoxicating, stronger than Ara’s was. I licked and nipped at her pussy as she rode my face, almost forgetting about Valous, who was pounding me as hard as he could.
“Four,” shrieked the crowd.
The moans in the room were growing louder and louder, led by Elura’s low moans as I ate her out. “Yes, Meira, show me how much you love pussy.”
Taegan’s beast stuffed my hole again, and I whimpered as the climax tightened every fiber of my being.
“Five.”
And then Haryk was there again, the same overwhelming ripples cascading over my being. I nearly stopped eating Elura’s pussy, earning a slap on my tit. “Don’t stop, slut!” Elura shouted, and I started with more vigor than before.
“Six!”
Elura was nearly screaming now, and I felt her tense as she neared a climax. I would make her come, and I would go with her.
I made it through ten rounds before Elura’s juices flowed over my face and I finally let go just as Taegan entered me a third time. I screamed out with Elura, basking in the biggest orgasm I’d ever experienced. I couldn’t have imagined such release, such pleasure as I felt myself implode and explode at the same time.
“Yes, Meira!” Elura exclaimed and fell onto the floor next to me. With a wave of her fingers, the spell that held me bound on the floor lifted, but I was too spent to move for several moments.
“Boys,” Elura said. “Go have your way with the other lavenders. If you can’t find one, you may find a girl that’s willing. Taegan, I hope you can perform again tonight.”
I looked down. In my climax I had failed to notice that Taegan had gone as well, leaving my pussy dripping with his seed. Taegan’s sly smile told me that he would indeed be able to perform again.
The three elven men hurried off, quickly pairing with women and hurrying out of the room. The other women in the room continued to touch and play with one another. Elura stayed there next to me, catching her breath. “It’s been too long since I’ve had fun like that,” she breathed, smiling at me with her ruby lips.
I couldn’t help but smile back, still too weak to move. Someone hurried to my other side, and I saw Ara’s beautiful form kneel next to me, her amber eyes filled with worry.
“Are you alright, Meira?” she asked, taking my hand in hers.
“Yeah,” I breathed, smiling up at her beautiful face.
“I believe this will absolve you from your little stint earlier today,” Elura drawled, standing up and retrieving her dress from the floor. “But I ask you kindly to not do such a thing with Ara again, at least until we are certain nothing will happen to her. She must stay in white.”
I nodded and Ara thanked her aunt.
“We should get you to your room.” Ara said.
“Only if you’ll stay with me,” I replied, squeezing her hand in mine.




Chapter Eight
By a Brook

 
The villages in Errenity Valley were just as charming as any fairytale place I’d imagined growing up, with the arched wood and stone homes and flowing streams throughout. Ara and I traveled to each of the three villages and even to the two larger towns around the valley before we settled on a little cottage just outside the smallest village near a bubbling brook and a towering oak tree.
I was happy there, and so was Ara.
Ara was out by the brook, sitting in her chair, reading the latest novel she’d bought in the town. I approached her, carrying a tray of berry cakes and ginger tea, smiling at her swollen belly. She would be due any day. The early pains signalling the twins’ arrival had started, though they were fleeting. She was calm and ready, and I would be with her when the time came.
She looked up and smiled at me as I sat down next to her on the grass and raised a hand to my own belly, which was quickly growing, only a few weeks behind hers. I was only carrying one, which was fine, for when the time came that I had to return to the Dwelling, Ara would accompany me. As a pure elf, she was asked to try to have at least four children. I always joked that she should have twins again the next time so we could be free of the Dwelling at the same time, since I only need to have two. We hoped that we would be able to have more children before the time came so we didn’t have to go back.
I hadn’t wanted to have children, but just like Quarren had said, the moment I suspected I felt a strange sense of excitement and anticipation, especially when Elura allowed Ara to stay with me during the first weeks so we could leave the Dwelling together and find a place to live. Our love had grown past the physical attraction that had originally pulled us together. We were both excited to share a life and raise our children together.
I still had mixed feelings about what the elves were doing with the Dwelling and the requirements they held women to, but my feelings and desire to be with Ara helped me stomach it.
“Did you sleep well?” Ara asked, taking her cup of tea and sipping it.
“It’s getting near impossible to sleep at all,” I muttered, patting my rounded belly.
Ara giggled. “I know the feeling.” She took another sip.
“Did you alert the midwife that you had more pains last night?”
She nodded. “She said that I’m the only one in the village right now who’s close to birth, so we need only call and she’ll come right away.”
“Too bad I’ll have to compete with Neremyn when my time comes,” I muttered. Neremyn was the woman who lived with her husband down the road. She was some sort of a legend in Errenity Valley, having raised fourteen pure elven children. They weren’t all with her husband, her first two coming from different fathers from her time at the Dwelling and three more from another man, but the family was given the grandest house and daily gifts for contributing so well to the elven cause.
Ara patted my hand. “Even if the midwife can’t come, I’ll be here with you. Besides, I’m sure the midwife will give priority to you since it’s your first child. I’d wager that Neremyn has had enough experience giving birth that she can catch her own babes.”
I laughed and leaned up to kiss her. “I love you, Ara.”
“And I love you, Meira.”
We held hands, enjoying the breeze that blew from over the mountains and listening to the bubbling brook. I was happy, and I was determined to stay happy with Ara, and I looked forward to holding our children and creating a better world where we could all live together.
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