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Warning:  

 

The following material contains strong sexual content meant for mature readers. SERAPHINE CHRONICLES BOOK 3: SPELLBOUND has been rated NC17, erotic, by three individual reviewers. We strongly suggest storing this electronic file in a place where young readers not meant to view this ebook are unlikely to happen upon it. That said, enjoy… 
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Child of Fae, long ago lost 

Bound to earth, at no small cost 

The key is in three, joined with heart ties 

But from Fae’s choice, Dair lives or dies 

Chronicles of the Seraphine Elves…XXIX 
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Prologue 

 

 Wake, child of Fae.  The voice penetrating Tierra’s fevered sleep was deep, yet smooth as fine ale.  It is time, he murmured . 

She fought the gentle demand, wanting instead to continue dreaming of the darkhaired man who had filled her restless night. A man so large and muscular she could scarce wrap her legs around his powerful buttocks when he slid his cock deep within her core. He would clench his fists in her red hair as he rode her, fucking her long and hard. Gods how she wanted to feel a man between her thighs, thrusting into her quim, tasting her nipples. 

 You must flee,  the low voice insisted through the mist in her mind.   Be well, child of Fae. 

Cool fingers feathered across Tierra’s forehead, drawing away the blaze of sickness that had consumed her for nigh on a day. Her mind cleared of the strange fever fogging her thoughts, and the last remnants of the black-haired stud vanished like dandelion fuzz in a summer storm. 

As though the light touch of fingertips had taken away her illness. Slowly she lifted her eyelids—and found herself staring into to the vivid blue eyes of a most handsome man. The brief twinge of fear in her belly was replaced by calm certainty that he meant her no harm. Why or how she knew this, she could not answer, and somehow did not feel compelled to question. 

The man’s gaze was intense and concerned, his expression grim. He looked to be no more than thirty, mayhap forty seasons in age, had a strong jaw, high cheekbones, and rugged features. Although he appeared quite youthful, white hair came to a widow’s peak at his forehead and fell long and straight past broad shoulders. His powerful chest tapered down to narrow hips, and he was clad in breeches as blue as his eyes. Those eyes—a brilliant blue with flecks of silver. Eyes that were ageless and knowing. 

Tierra rubbed at the starmark on the backside of her earlobe as her confused mind struggled to place the winter-skinned god.  An angel perhaps? If this is the otherworld, I hope all the angels are as godlike as this one. 

The corner of the man’s mouth quirked into the beginnings of a smile.  Nay, Tierra. I am no deity, and far be it for me to claim to be a heavenly spirit. She stopped in mid-rub and blinked up at the stranger, goose pimples sprouting upon her skin. He had read her mind. He had spoken to her in thought, as only Liana had ever done, and he had even called her by name. “Who are you?” she asked, her voice coming out in a dry rasp. 

 You may call me To’en.  The man clasped Tierra’s hand in his and gently pulled her to a sitting position on her bed.  Many know me as the Overseer. Cheyenne McCray 
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To’en’s gaze roved over Tierra before returning to meet her eyes. Heat rushed through her as she realized she was entirely naked. Her nipples grew as tight as  ansi stones and her quim tingled. 

What would it be like to fuck a man such as this pale god? Would he be as pleasurable as she imagined the dark-haired man from her dreams to be? 

 You must be suitably clothed.  To’en’s mind-voice remained calm and detached as though unaware of her erotic thoughts and her nakedness.  Your journey will be long and perilous. 

“Journey?” Tierra’s mind cleared at once. She snatched a blanket from the bed and held it to her chest, covering her breasts and mound. “I am  not leaving without Liana and Ranelle.” 

The pale god fixed his blue gaze on her.  You  will  leave at once. Tierra thought about telling him where to put his arrogant order, but something held her back. She and her  halias were not planning to leave ‘til moonchange, and certainly this man would not have been aware of their plans. What if he was one of Zanden’s spies? “Ah…surely you know that my heart-sisters and I are bound to the Sorcerer.” 

To’en moved to a trunk at the foot of her bed and opened it, the click of the lock and creak of hinges loud in the strange silence filling her bed chamber.  Your heart-sisters have been abducted. You must leave at once or suffer a worse fate. 

“Liana and Ranelle… taken?” Tierra’s head buzzed and chills rolled through her so fast that her body began to tremble. Everything seemed suddenly surreal. Perhaps she was still deep in the throes of fever, dreaming of this man in place of the dark warrior. To’en handed her a stack of clothing.  You waste precious time,  he said . The irani will soon come for you. Already they seek you in the village, as their master expected you to work at the inn this day.  

 The Sorcerer Zanden.  Reality hit as hard as Uba had oft slapped Tierra’s face, before the horrid woman’s demise. 

This To’en was telling the truth. No matter that she wasn’t a seer like Liana, and did not have Ranelle’s gift of sense. With absolute certainty, Tierra knew her  halias were gone. 

Tierra snapped into action, as though she had never been ill. She yanked on the forest green tunic and breeches he had handed her, jumped from the bed and slipped on her sturdy brogans. “Where do I find my  halias?” she asked as she secured her thick red hair back with a tie. 

 Your journey lies in the way of the Wilding Wood.  To’en folded his arms across his chest.  Travel with as little as possible. Take enough food supplies to last two weeks, ‘til well after the end of moonchange. 

Even as he spoke, Tierra had grabbed a canvas pack and shoved in a change of clothing. She hurried into the common room of the cottage she had shared with her heart-sisters from the time she was a wee child. 

The man moved to the front door as she threw dried figs, apples, a cheese wheel, muffins and bread into her pack, followed by a vial of her honeysuckle bathing potion. Cheyenne McCray 
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She considered throwing in a dagger, but decided she was better off with her spellbindings for protection. 

 Remain out of sight and speak to no one along your journey,  To’en said.  Trust none but the one who holds your heart.  

At his last statement, Tierra’s gaze shot to where the stranger had been standing—

only to see the front door ajar. 

To’en was gone. 
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Chapter One 

 

She was lost. 

Dangerously, maddeningly lost. 

 By all the gods’ hells. 

Tierra’s pack made a soft thud against the forest floor as she dropped it to her feet. Dark and still, the surrounding woods were so thick she could scarce see more than a few lengths before her. Surely she wasn’t in the D’euan Forest any longer. No, this godsforsaken place was far too oppressive. 

Had she strayed into dragon country? 

 Damn. 

Frustrated, Tierra absently rubbed at the starmark—the silver star-shaped birthmark on the backside of her left earlobe. Since her childhood, she had always pulled on her lobe in moments of frustration or when deep in thought. A chill wind stirred tendrils of red hair on her forehead and brought to her nose the scents of pine and rich loam…and something almost rotten and sinister. Shivers skittered through Tierra and she brought her hand down and ground her teeth. Not again. She would  not allow fear of any kind to enter her thoughts. For days and days she had traveled, and from the beginning of her journey she had felt as though she was being followed. 

 Tracked. Hunted.  

Hands fisted at her sides, it took all her inner strength to maintain her composure while she studied her surroundings. For the first time in her twenty seasons, she wanted to cry, and that alone made her chest grow tight with anger. Tierra  never cried. Not even as a child. Not even at the brutal hands of her former caretaker. Uba, the bitch who had oft left her handprint upon Tierra’s cheek. But her heart ached for her  halias,  Ranelle and Liana, who had been missing for nigh on two weeks, and she wanted to cry for them. Days and nights now blurred together in one never ending nightmare. Surely it was past moonchange now, but for days Tierra had been unable to see the sky through the thick canopy, much less the moon. Tierra had never been ill in her life ‘til the day her heart-sisters had been taken. If she had been with them, she could have used her magic to fend off whoever had abducted them. 

The dark forest crowded in, mocking her, bringing back memories of her darker fevered dreams…ravens and winged creatures. 

She sighed. Never one to feel self pity, she tended to take command of life. She would have escaped long ago from Uba had it not been for her  halias.  Tierra would never leave them. 

Yet now they were gone and she was all alone. Not to mention tired and cold, her Cheyenne McCray 
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body ached, her food supplies had dwindled to naught. Good lords, what she would do for a hot bath instead of quick splashes in ice-cold streams. And she didn’t know where in the gods’ hells she was. 

Judging by the feel of the air and the darkening woods, it was late afternoon. Daylight left to travel, yet what good would it do? Did the forest go on forever? Was she wasting her time? 

Tierra tossed her thick, fire-red braid over her shoulder and tightened her lips to keep back a scream of frustration. The only thing that had warmed her these past days and nights was imagining what it would be like to experience pleasure at the hands of the dark-haired warrior who filled her dreams. 

Every evening since beginning her journey, she had lain beneath her blanket pinching the nipples of her large breasts with one hand, stroking her clit with her other, all the while seeing the imaginary man. Only after bringing herself to climax was she able to fall asleep. Yet she would again dream about the warrior and wake up feeling frustrated and empty. 

She had never been one to shy from sexual pleasures, but her former caretaker, Uba, had worked tirelessly to ensure that none of her charges spent time alone with any male. 

Tierra had never fucked a man, but sweet gods, she had certainly watched. Several times she had spied on tavern wenches when they escorted a man into one of the back rooms to fuck for  ansi stones. Oft Tierra would sneak away from tending the bar to peek through a knothole in the wall. 

The private shows had curled her toes. Especially when the man thrust his cock into the woman’s channel. Tierra’s own quim would grow wet as she watched, her nipples hard and tight, aching to be licked and sucked. 

She wanted to feel what it was like to fuck, and she intended to enjoy sex as often as possible with the right men. 

On a couple of occasions, two of the tavern wenches had enjoyed one another’s pleasures without a man. The sight of one woman licking another’s quim had been surprisingly erotic, enough to make Tierra squirm, wondering how it must feel. With a groan, she brought herself back to the present and started gathering dead wood to make a small shelter. What she needed was a good night’s rest. And maybe a good night’s orgasm to relieve all her pent-up frustrations. Using her magic, Tierra held out her hand and unleashed a glittering silver rope from one fingertip, binding a piece of wood and drawing it back to her arms. Over the past two weeks, she had practiced at every opportunity, spellbinding anything and everything in preparation for what she would do to the bastard who had taken her halias. 

She had discovered her talent for spellbinding as a child, and had found it very useful upon occasion, especially in thwarting unwanted advances. Or in protecting her heart-sisters. 

While she handled a particularly long and smooth piece of wood, she thought about the men she had seen through the tavern knotholes. Big cocks and little cocks and every Cheyenne McCray 
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size in between. Tight muscular asses that flexed as the man fucked the wench, and flabby asses that jiggled with every thrust. 

Tierra tossed the wood into a pile and grinned at the thought. But her smile faded and she licked her lips as her memories again returned to the dark warrior from her dreams. 

He would definitely be of the tight ass-big cock variety. And lately the only man she could imagine touching her was him. An imaginary man. Yet, he seemed so…real. Like she might meet him one day. Odd, that. Tierra had never been able to foresee the future like Liana, or sense what may be to come like Ranelle. No…what she was feeling had to be some form of madness, perhaps brought on by worry over the damned sorcerer and Tierra’s planned escape with her  halias. 

Which was, of course, completely wrecked now. 

With a groan of fury, Tierra shot a spellbinding from one fingertip at a rotting log. Soil and debris scattered across the clearing from the force of her blow. She brought the silvery rope back into her body and clenched her teeth. What did that bastard Sorcerer want with all three of them? Everyone knew that Zanden considered Liana his destined mate because of the prophecy. But why Ranelle and Tierra, too? 

Not that Tierra had ever intended to let the Sorcerer get his claws on Liana, or any one of them.  Damn him.  If they had only been able to escape during moonchange like they had planned, they could all be free and together at this very moment. And damn To’en, the pale god who had sent her into the woods—most likely on some kind of wild  perna chase. At this point she was more likely to find that magical bird than she was likely to find her  halias. 

What had compelled her to obey some strange man who had told her to head into the woods? What had she been thinking? 

Like a daft idiot, she had done exactly as the man bade, hiking north toward Wilding Wood. Blending into the trees like some Faerie sprite, she had traveled as silently as possible and avoided what few strangers she had come across. Preserving her meager stores as much as possible, she had eaten berries and nuts she found as she journeyed, along with greens and roots she knew to be edible. Magic. Surely the white-haired To’en had used some kind of power to manipulate her into traveling in this direction. If he had wanted to hurt her, he could have done so while she slept. Instead he had taken away her fever with his touch, she was certain. So why would he send her on a fool’s errand, if he wished her harm? 

Tierra picked apart her braid and eased her fingers through its length as she stared at the woods around her. She had reached such a remote part of the forest where, were it not for the moss on the trees, she would not know which direction to take. Even now she had no idea where she was, or if she was close to reaching Wilding Wood. 

“This is foolish. I should—” 

A horse’s whinny echoed from the depths of the forest, cutting short Tierra’s words. Her body went as still as one of the trees towering beside her. Cheyenne McCray 
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Her skin tingled with excitement and renewed hope. Someone must be nearby. Liana? Ranelle? 

Perhaps she had found her  halias after all.   

Tierra snatched her pack from the ground and hoisted it onto her shoulders. The soft soles of her shoes made not a sound as she slipped through the forest. Branches scraped her skin as she wended her way through the wood. Again she heard a horse—

this time a snort and a snuffle, and much, much closer. The trickle of running water met her ears. A stream, most likely. She was almost out of her honeysuckle bathing potion, but she could certainly use a bath, even if it was ice-cold water. When she was sure she was close, Tierra lowered herself to her knees and crawled through the brush. Sticks and rocks bit into the tender flesh of her palms and knees, but she continued on until she spied a small meadow. 

An enormous black stallion stood in the center of the clearing, with only a bridle on its large head. The splendid animal whickered and tossed his head, a fiery gleam in his obsidian eyes. His coat shone as black and as polished as nordai feathers, his mane combed and evenly trimmed. The saddle upon his back was a simple design, but looked of the finest craftsmanship…and a sheathed sword was strapped to the saddle. This was no knave’s horse. 

This beast was a warrior’s mount. 

“What in the devil ails you, Feymir?” a deep voice rumbled from across the clearing. 

Tierra’s gaze snapped toward the sound—and came to rest on the man from her dreams. 

 Sweet mother of the gods. 

He was real. 

Everything around her faded to naught, except for the man beside the stream. Despite the thick scar across one cheek, and the slight crook to his nose, he was male perfection. His hair, as black as the stallion’s, hung straight and thick to his shoulders. A square jaw, high cheekbones, and those lips, firm and sensuous… mouthwatering. Dark hair dusted the man’s tremendous bare chest. Tierra’s breath caught as he rubbed the back of his neck, as though assuaging an ache, his powerful muscles rippling with his movements. 

“If you’re not quiet, you demented beast, you shall bring the dragons upon us,” the man growled while he bent and yanked off one boot. The horse he called Feymir tossed his head and whinnied again. 

 Dragons?  Tierra’s eyes widened at the thought that she was actually in dragon country as she had feared earlier. The warrior removed the second boot and set it on the ground, next to the first. His hands moved to the waist of his skin-tight black leather breeches… 

All thoughts of dragons fled her mind as he began to untie the laces. Yes.  Tierra clenched the grass beneath her hands, her throat dry with wanting.  Take them off. 

Even as she begged in her mind, her plea was answered. The man pushed the Cheyenne McCray 
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breeches past his hips, releasing his thick cock. 

 Gracious lords above.  Tierra’s core flooded with wet heat, dampening her cloth breeches. The man wasn’t even aroused, and his rod was at least thrice the size of any she had seen when she’d watched the wenches being fucked at the inn. Even Stefan’s, and that man sported a prime package. 

The dark warrior eased out of his breeches and tossed them over his boots. Turning his back to where Tierra hid, he grabbed a haversack and dug through it. A scar jagged across his back from his left shoulder down to his right hip. It was thick and pink, the skin shiny where certainly a treacherous wound had healed. And oh, yes…he had one fine ass, muscled and tight. He withdrew a cake of soap and strode into the shallow stream, and Tierra found herself mesmerized by his fluid movements. For such a big man, he moved with ease and virile grace unlike any man she had seen before. 

Not that she had  ever seen a man like this one. In moments the warrior was in the middle of the stream, water skimming just below his bollocks. 

Tierra’s nipples tightened to aching nubs. She shifted, trying to ease the pressure between her thighs, but cloth rasped over her breasts and rubbed along her clit. The sight of his pleasing cock all but hypnotized her. She wanted that cock. Wanted to taste it. Wanted to feel it thrusting into her quim. What would it feel like to have that cloud of hair pressed tight to hers, the soft sac slapping against her as he fucked her? 

 Good gods.  What was she thinking? This man was a stranger. For all she knew he could be a servant of Zanden. 

The mere thought iced her lust, but only for a moment. Her breath came in painful gulps as she watched the man soaping his body, wishing she could soap him. Better yet, she would like to be that cake of soap. Traveling over every inch of that fine body. 

When the man finished cleansing himself, he tossed the soap cake onto the shore and rinsed himself off, scooping water with his big hands and splashing it over his skin. He paid special attention to the hair around his cock, stroking his bollocks, and then moved his hand to his shaft. 

Tierra squirmed as the warrior’s cock lengthened. By the moon and the gods, she had never seen anything so arousing as watching this man pleasuring himself. Her fingers itched to slide into her breeches where she might stroke her clit. But she held herself back. 

 Later.  She would hold this sight in her mind and think about him fucking her as she brought herself to orgasm. 

For now, she had to continue her journey. 

No matter how badly she wanted this man, her first duty was to her  halias. She had to find them. Tierra knew she could not risk any distraction, no matter how delicious that distraction might be. 

Oh, and she was certain he would be delicious, indeed. Cheyenne McCray 
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The warrior tilted back his head and pumped his cock into his fist with almost furious intensity. A low moan slipped through Tierra’s lips. The man’s horse snorted and looked directly at Tierra’s hiding place, his ears cocked in her direction. Her heart pounded loud enough for the gods to hear. The beast called Feymir couldn’t see her, could he? 

Could a horse raise an alarm? 

The horse blew out another whinny and tossed his proud head. Tierra tensed, ready to bolt at the first sign that she had been discovered. 

 

Renn soaped his body, wishing he had a woman to do it for him. A willing woman who would cleanse his skin, then lie on the grass and spread her thighs wide, wanting only to be fucked again and again. Unfortunately, every maid in Phoenicia wanted more than a mere fuck. They talked of love and commitment. Traps for the unwary. Renn would never fall prey to such foolishness. 

The desire to mate after moonchange was fierce for a Nordain warrior. But Renn had been called away the very eve of his brother’s wedding to come to his newly rediscovered sister’s aid, as well as that of his brother-at-arms, Jalen. Despite Renn’s own dislike of the thought of marriage, it pleased him that his sister had joined with Jalen. No matter what difficulties Ranelle might face, Renn knew with absolute certainty that Jalen would protect her with his life. For the two nights Renn had been in Seraphine, he’d had the pleasure of fucking two and three Elvin maids at one time. While he soaped the hair around his cock and bollocks, he smiled at the memory of Damianne straddling his thighs and riding his staff. At the same time Kerriel sat on his face and he suckled at her quim’s sweet juices 

‘til she screamed with her climax. He had fucked them each ‘til they came repeatedly, before spending his seed inside Kerriel’s tight core. 

Damianne, a skilled Elvin warrior, had offered to join him on his hunt for the daft human maid called Tierra. But Renn refused to fuck any woman more than one night in a row, not wanting anything remotely resembling a relationship. He might choose to bed a woman a second and third time, but only if days or weeks had passed, and only with the clear understanding that all he wanted was a good fuck. And he traveled with no one. He relied on none but his brother Aric and his brother-at-arms Jalen. 

Splashing cold water over his body and rinsing off the soap, Renn considered his hunt thus far. For two days Renn had followed the trail of the missing woman, the friend of his sister Ranelle and Queen Liana. The gods only knew why this Tierra had fled into the depths of Merth Darkling, the most dangerous part of the D’euan Forest, stronghold of the lycidian dragons. 

Had she not been in Merth Darkling when he began tracking her, Renn would have assumed his nordai form and flown ahead of Feymir, searching for the maid who must not have a brain in her head to choose such a route. But he dared not leave his war horse. Feymir could fend off one dragon, but two would leave him naught more than a pile of bones. 

Cheyenne McCray 
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Renn had no doubt he would find the maid. Once he located her, he would take her back to Phoenicia and be done with it. Then he could get back to fucking and to preparations for the war-storm brewing. 

The memory of his prey’s sweet fragrance came to mind, and Renn cupped his bollocks, enjoying the weight of them in his hand. The missing maid’s scent of honeysuckle musk had been clean and strong whenever he reached a location where she had spent the night, and his cock had stirred each time. He moved his hand to his staff, stroking it ‘til it grew to its full length. Perhaps this maid he sought would be a good fuck. 

Harder and harder Renn worked his staff, picturing his cock thrusting in and out of the woman’s quim. 

Feymir’s piercing whinny cut into Renn’s lust ridden thoughts. He paused in his strokes and his gaze snapped in the direction the stallion was looking. Renn’s muscles tensed, ready to propel him after whoever might be in the forest. As he stared unblinking into the foliage, he spied a pair of emerald eyes. Watching him. 
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Chapter Two 

 

For one long moment Tierra’s gaze locked with the dark warrior’s. Silver.  His eyes were silver, like Ranelle’s. In the next instant, the man bolted from the stream, straight toward Tierra. A gasp tore from her as she scrambled to her feet and darted into the darkening woods. Her almost empty pack bounced against her back as she fled. Sounds of crashing came from behind, but she dared not look back. Gods above.  What had she done? Yet even as she dodged through bushes and trees, a strange thrill coursed through her, knowing that the naked warrior pursued her. Like a hunter after his prey. 

Blindly she shoved branches out of her way, ignoring the scrape of rough bark against her skin. Her heart pounded like drums in her ears, and her fear had the coppery taste of blood. 

A branch snagged at her hair at the same time she tripped over a root. Crying out, Tierra stumbled forward. 

Big hands grasped her waist, keeping her from falling. But in a movement so quick she scarce had a chance to catch her breath, he flipped her around. The world spun and she found herself flat on her back, her wrists pinned over her head, her pack crushed between her body and the ground. 

And a wet and naked warrior straddling her, a hungry look in his eyes. Already water from his body seeped through her clothing and to her skin. Her gaze darted to the huge cock pressed tight to her belly, droplets of water still glistening in the soft hair around the base of his shaft. Tierra bit back the urge to lick her lips. When she glanced again to the man’s face, his smile was smug, confident. As though he knew she wanted him to fuck her. 

Fury and embarrassment replaced her desire and she struggled against his hold. She glared up at him as she realized her efforts were entirely futile. “Get off, you—you giant dragon dropping!” 

The man quirked an eyebrow and his look turned feral. “You interrupted a most enjoyable fantasy.” His deep voice rumbled straight though her as he spoke. “No small punishment is in order.” 

Tierra’s eyes widened and her voice cracked as she repeated, “Punishment?” 

“Mmmm.” The warrior’s gaze roved over her tunic-covered breasts. Keeping her wrists pinned above her head with one hand, he brought his other to her waist. 

“Although it is certain you would enjoy what I have in mind.” 

She started to deny his words, but gasped instead as he pushed her tunic top up just enough to expose her belly. He stroked the soft flesh above the waistband of her breeches, his mere touch sending searing heat throughout her. “Perhaps I should bare Cheyenne McCray 
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your beautiful ass and spank you,” he murmured. 

“No,” Tierra said, even though the thought of being turned over this man’s knee and spanked was incredibly arousing. 

“Oh?” His hand moved higher, pushing her tunic up just high enough to expose the undersides of her pale globes, but still covering her nipples. “Are your breasts as soft as the fair skin of your belly?” 

Heat rose through Tierra and she knew she was probably bright pink from the tips of her ears to her toes. “Who are you?” 

“Other than the man who will possess your fine body?” He brushed the back of his hand against her ribcage, his knuckles skimming the rise of her breasts. Her nipples tightened at the sensual contact, and it was all she could do not to moan. “I am called Renn.” 

 Renn.  Her dark warrior’s name was Renn. 

No. Not  her warrior. A man. Only a man. 

“What prize have I found in Merth Darkling?” he said as he again brushed the curve of her breasts with his hand. “Your name, sweet maid. Tell me.” 

Tierra pulled against his hands, attempting to twist away from his touch. “It matters not.” 

“Ah, but it does.” His voice grew husky as he continued his slow teasing touches along her sensitive skin. “I need to know the woman I’m going to fuck.” 

Her jaw dropped and she went completely still. The certainty in his words both thrilled and frightened her. “You—you would force yourself upon me?” 

“Never.” The warrior trailed his hand from her belly, up along the side of one breast to her neck, causing her to shiver. “You desire me as much as my cock needs to be in your quim. It would take no force to bring you to my bed.” 

“No—” she started to deny, but Renn pressed his hand over her mouth. His palm felt warm over her lips and she had the overwhelming desire to dart her tongue out and taste his skin. His male musk, combined with the cedar scent of his soap, was heady, intoxicating. 

“Be truthful,  denai, sweet innocent.” He lowered his head and trailed his lips above her brow, the warmth of his breath stirring the tendrils of hair upon her forehead. “You desire my cock inside you. You  want me to fuck you.” 

 Most merciful gods, but his words excited her .  Tierra tried to shake her head, tried to deny the tingling in her quim, but the hand over her mouth kept her completely still. She had oft fantasized of sex with a stranger, and to have her dream man here in the flesh…naked and willing… 

He slid his hand from her mouth, brushing his thumb with her lips, his silver eyes deepening to a dark gray. His desire for her was palpable, and she longed to experience his unleashed passions. 

 Yes.  She would fuck this Renn. 

He would be her first of many, and a fitting specimen for such a task. Perhaps the relief would free her mind, allow her better focus on her quest. And given the man’s arousal, from what Tierra’s knothole-spying had taught her of Cheyenne McCray 
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how easily men could be made to finish the job at hand—this shouldn’t take long. Tierra’s fear and amazement eased as she made her own decision, and she felt the blaze of her confidence returning. Adopting the bored, carefree expression she had so often seen on the tavern wenches, she gave Renn a smile sure to challenge his oversized opinion of himself. 

“I would be willing to give you such a fine opportunity,” she purred. “Provided you think you can please me.” 

Renn’s cock throbbed near to bursting, and the maid’s mere words made his staff jerk against her belly. She was  denai, sweet innocence, and he intended to be the first to teach her what it was like to be pleasured by a man. 

“You will be far more than pleased,” he promised as he stroked fiery red hair from her face with his free hand. The maid’s honeysuckle scent had given away her identity immediately, but he enjoyed teasing her. “But first, your name.” 

“Names are not necessary for fucking.” She tossed out the words with a worldly air, yet the tips of her ears were as pink as  perna  feathers. From the moment he pinned her beneath him, everything in Renn’s gut told him this was no experienced wench, but an untried maid. 

Such an intriguing combination. Innocence and sensuality. And her beauty…almond-shaped eyes like flawless emeralds and skin as fine as pale silk. And her breasts, their full and tempting curves made his hands ache to touch them. When he had embarked on his quest to find the maid, little did he know that his search would lead him to such a fine wench. 

Renn moved his lips to her shell-like ear. “When I fuck you I will call out your name. And when you come, you will scream mine.” 

“I never scream.” The maid’s breathing grew harsher as he flicked his tongue into her ear. 

He nipped at her lobe, lightly sinking his teeth into the soft flesh. “You will when I fuck you.” 

Her gasp of arousal made his cock even harder. “You—you are crushing my pack,” 

she said as she squirmed beneath him. “Let me up.” 

“Of course.” Renn eased his lips along her jaw line, darting out his tongue to taste the saltiness of her skin. “Once you have given me your name.” 

“You bastard.” Her voice was naught more than a whisper. “Tierra. Now free me.” 

“Tierra. So beautiful.” He lightly brushed his lips over hers, tasting her warm breath. The desire to possess this woman near overpowered him and he had to fight to rein back his lust. She wanted him, yes. But she was an innocent, untouched by any man. 

And that pleased him. Greatly. 

“You promised to release me,” she said, her voice trembling—not from fear, but arousal, he was certain. 

Renn drank in her sweet scent as he murmured against her mouth, “I did not say when.” 

It was all Tierra could do not to moan aloud as the warrior lightly nipped at her Cheyenne McCray 
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lips, slow and gentle bites. The sensation was incredibly erotic, sending a thrill straight from her belly to her quim. She had never been kissed, and she found herself wanting that more than anything from this man called Renn. 

Her eyelids drifted shut and she parted her lips…and he stopped. She opened her eyes to see the bastard’s arrogant grin. Before she had the opportunity to gather her thoughts, Renn released her wrists and drew her to her feet in a movement so fast the forest whirled. 

Tierra cried out in surprise, falling against the man’s muscled chest, her palms splayed against his skin. He caught her to him, trapping her along his naked length, his very aroused cock pressed to her belly. 

Renn gave a soft chuckle. “Surely you can wait but a few moments before I fuck you,  denai. ” 

“Oooh. You—” Tierra fought against his hold, but the rogue was so strong she was imprisoned in his arms. If only her hands were free, she would use her magic… 

 Yes.  That’s what she would do. She would teach this smug bastard a lesson he would  never forget. 

Ceasing her struggles, she stared up into his silver eyes. Slowly she licked her lips in the same manner she had seen the tavern wenches do when they focused their attention on a man they wanted to bed. “Why wait?” she murmured. 

“Indeed.” Renn wrapped his large hands around her waist, tossed her over his shoulder, and was striding toward his camp before she even knew what was happening. 

“Put me  down, ” Tierra demanded, slapping her hand against his scarred back. In her upside down position, her hair hung over her face and her pack slipped, landing with a thunk on the base of her head. 

Oh, was this man going to pay. And she would make him pay good. In mere strides Renn reached the clearing where Feymir still waited. The horse tossed his head and whickered, a reproachful note to the sound. Renn deposited Tierra on a thick patch of grass and she braced her hands behind her as she looked up at him. Her clothes were still damp where the man had straddled her. 

“Found our missing maid,” Renn said to the stallion. “In Merth Darkling, of all places in the gods’ forest.” 

 Missing maid?  Tierra’s muscles tensed. Was this man one of Zanden’s followers? 

Had he been tracking her since she left the village? 

She narrowed her gaze, her heart pounding. “Who are you?” 

He smiled, raw and untamed. “The first man to fuck you.” 

Giving him  the look that had reduced most men to slobbering fools, she said, “You don’t know that you are the first. And you have not fucked me.” 

“I do and I will.” Renn grasped his cock as he stood over her. Slowly he moved his hand up and down its length. “You enjoyed watching me. Did you not?” 

Tierra swallowed. Damn the man and his arrogance, but she couldn’t help the lust erupting within her body. The heat, the fire that blazed through her at the sight of his Cheyenne McCray 
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cock and his strong hand working it from base to tip. 

Gods help her, she needed that cock—needed to touch and taste it. Needed to feel it deep within her quim. 

 No.  She had changed her mind, Tierra reminded herself. She would  not fuck this man. But she  would enjoy sampling the warrior before she put him in his place. Almost without realizing what she was doing, she rose to her knees in the soft grass and slid her pack from her shoulders, letting it fall to the ground behind her. She laid her fingers on his. “Allow me.” 

“Yes,  denai,  sweet innocent.” He removed his hand as she bade. “Touch me.” 

Sweet innocent, eh? She would show him innocent. 

With her attention completely focused on his cock, she grasped it in her palm. His erection bucked within her hand and a drop of fluid glistened at the eye, like a rare Mairi pearl. 

“Soft…yet not,” she murmured. His cock was rigid within, not unlike the rock-hard muscles she had felt when her hands were upon his chest. But the skin—almost silky beneath her fingers as she explored every vein, ridge and contour. What would it feel like to have this fine rod thrusting into her quim? 

She wanted to devour his cock, just as she had seen the wenches suck the men in the back room of the tavern. Lowering her head, Tierra flicked her tongue out and licked away the pale droplet. The creamy taste rolled over her tongue and she went back for more. 

A fierce growl rumbled in Renn’s chest and he fisted his hands in her hair, pressing her mouth closer to his cock. “Suck me,  denai.” 

 Ah, yes. This warrior would be too easy to best. All she had to do was lead him by his cock-tether and he would do whatever she wished. 

Tierra gave a satisfied hum as she slid her lips down his length, while using one hand to stroke the rest of his shaft as she had seen him do. Grabbing his tight ass with her free hand, she dug her fingernails into the solid muscle. She moved her head up and down on his cock, at the same time flicking and swirling her tongue. The warrior sucked in his breath, his buttocks clenching beneath her fingertips. She used her hand in time with the motions of her mouth, just like she’d seen the tavern wenches do. Should she pleasure him ‘til his come erupted into her mouth? Or bring him to the brink and leave him hanging from the edge of madness? 

With a groan, Renn clenched his hands tighter in Tierra’s hair. By the gods, what was the maid doing to him? Her warm mouth and teasing tongue felt exquisite—far better than the most experienced of Elvin and Nordain maids. Even Faeries could not rival the lust this one wench stirred within him, using only her hot, wet mouth and small hands. 

The sucking talent of the maid told him she had done this before. How else could she know how to pleasure him so perfectly? 

A fierce storm of jealousy exploded through Renn at the thought of Tierra being with any other man, in  any way. “Where did you learn to suck a man’s cock?” he all but growled at her. 
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“Mmmm…” she hummed along his staff, the sensation nearly driving him to his knees. 

He captured her head with his hands as he eased back, slipping his cock from her mouth. “What man have you sucked before?” Renn had to know. He fully intended to track the son of a  qinok down and kill him. 

A sensual smile spread over Tierra’s face as she looked up at him beneath heavylidded eyes. “It matters not.” 

She gasped as he grabbed her shoulders and brought her to stand. The mere fact that he had never experienced jealousy over a woman before was irrelevant. She should never have had another man’s cock in her mouth. No man should have put his hands upon this woman’s fair body. No man would  ever  touch her again. 

“Tell me,” he demanded, his hands gripping her tightly. “I will seek the bastard out and slay him.” 

The surprised look upon Tierra’s face turned into a teasing smile. She put her hands to his chest and lightly skimmed his muscles ‘til her fingers slid behind his neck. Raising herself up on her toes, she brought her face closer to his. “Such a fierce warrior.” Her fingers tangled in his black hair and she pulled him down to meet her. 

“Why don’t you show me how a man kisses the woman he’s going to fuck?” 

Renn all but roared as he cupped his hand to the back of Tierra’s head, crushing her mouth with his. Be damned his restraint, he could not wait another moment to possess her. 

This time Tierra could not hold back a moan as the warrior savaged her mouth. His kiss was hard, brutal, and it excited her beyond reason. His taste, his powerful presence, the way his body felt against hers…gods above, but she wanted him. How could she think to walk away? 

While he thrust his tongue into the depths of her mouth, Renn brought one hand to her breast and squeezed it through her tunic. Her answering cry seemed to incite him, and he deepened the intensity of his kiss, forcing his tongue into her mouth and sucking on hers in return. 

He tore his lips from hers and she stared up at him, dazed and so filled with lust she could barely see straight. 

“I must see you,  denai.” Even as he spoke, he was pulling her tunic over her head, and then tossing it aside. 

Tierra’s nipples were rigid in the cool forest air, and the look in Renn’s eyes made her quim so wet she was sure she would die if he did not fuck her soon. The warrior cupped her breasts in his huge palms and used his thumbs to stroke her nipples. “The gods have seen fit to make you perfect.” He lowered his head and nuzzled the valley between her breasts. “Perfect for me.” 

“Suck them,” Tierra begged as she grasped his massive biceps, needing something to hold on to. “I want your mouth upon me now.” 

Renn growled and caught one of her nipples between his teeth. Tierra almost screamed at the sensation of his tongue flicking across the captured nub. No. This man would not make her scream. She would not. Cheyenne McCray 
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But gods how she wanted to. 

“Your taste,” he murmured as his mouth moved to her other breast. “Sweet as the finest  chocolatyl.” 

Tierra’s body trembled, so close she was to climax. “Touch me.” 

“Where?” he replied before giving her nipple a gentle bite. 

“My clit.” She reached between their bodies as she spoke and wrapped her hand around his cock. “Now.” 

“Yes,  denai.” Renn thrust his hand into her breeches, straight to the soft curls of her quim. “I want naught more than to see you come.” 

The moment his finger stroked Tierra’s tight nub, her orgasm exploded throughout her. Flashes of light flared and sparked behind her eyes and she had to clench her teeth tight to keep from screaming. The warrior continued fingering her clit and her body jerked against his as she climaxed again. 

“S-stop.” She pushed away from him and released his cock, unable to take another moment of the overwhelming sensations. 

“I need my cock inside you.” Renn’s hoarse voice almost made her change her mind. Almost made her regret what she was about to do. But the man had to be taught a lesson. 

“You want to fuck?” She took another step back, her knees so weak from her orgasm that she almost stumbled. 

Renn reached for Tierra, but at the same time she loosed her spellbindings. The magical ropes glittered through the air as they spun from her fingertips. The bindings wrapped so quickly around the warrior’s chest, arms and legs that he was completely trussed before he realized what was happening to him. 

A stunned expression crossed his handsome face, followed by fury as he fought to free himself of the magical tethers. “What in the gods’ hells?” 

Tierra smiled and stepped closer to him. Placing both hands flat against his chest, she shoved. 

And the mighty warrior toppled backward and landed on his fine muscled ass. 

“Free me, wench.” Renn’s growl was ferocious, but Tierra only grinned. 

“I think not.” She gave a long, relaxed stretch, thrusting her breasts forward, and his pained expression was her reward. “Not ‘til I get what I want.” 

Renn swallowed, his throat visibly working, his expression still furious. “And that is?” 

“For you to know how it feels to be overpowered.” Tierra scooped up her tunic and slipped it over her head. “Mayhap in the future you would do well to not be so dammed arrogant.” 

His gaze followed her as she retrieved her pack and slipped it onto her shoulders. She could tell he was struggling to control his temper as he demanded, “Free me!” 

For a moment she faltered, the dark forest looming before her. That eerie feeling overcame her once again…that she was being watched. Hair prickled at her nape and she shivered. 

Shaking off the sensation, Tierra gave Renn a flippant smile. “See you around, big Cheyenne McCray 
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man.” 

Feymir’s snort and Renn’s bellow of rage echoed behind Tierra as she headed straight into the depths of Merth Darkling. 
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Chapter Three 

 

Tierra tore through the woods, trying to get as far from the warrior as she could before she was too far to maintain her hold on the spellbindings. Even as she ran, she concentrated on making the magical ropes contain Renn as long as possible. Pack bouncing between her shoulder blades, she sped through the dark forest, taking care not to stumble over root or rock. She would  not   let him capture her this time. 

Her lungs filled with scents of pine and jensai blooms, but she also caught a sinister odor. The putrid smell of rotten meat, not unlike the stench she had smelled earlier, before being captured by Renn. 

A stench that clogged her senses, permeating every inch of her body. When she at last reached that invisible, unknown line where her magic stretched too thin to continue, she heard Renn’s fierce warrior’s cry. The hunter was free. 

And Tierra knew he would charge after his prey with no thought beyond the chase. The capture. 

Shivers of pleasure rattled Tierra’s being… 

What would the furious hunter do if he caught her? 

Tear her clothes from her body and fuck her like the wild beast that he was? 

The mere thought made her stumble. Made her quim wet and her nipples as hard as his cock had been in her mouth. 

But no. Tierra had to find her  halias.  She could not afford to take time for a dalliance with any man. 

No matter how much she wanted to fuck him. 

Her breathing came hard and labored, and she could scarce hear anything beyond blood rushing in her ears. Was the brute gaining on her? She would not be able to run much longer. 

The forest grew denser and it became even harder to see as she ran deeper into this place Renn had called Merth Darkling. 

A tree. That was it. She would find a suitable one, climb into its branches and hide. Tierra skidded to a stop, her brogans sliding in the rotted pine needles and leaves. A quick glance and she spotted the perfect oak tree across the clearing, with branches low enough for her to reach and thick foliage to hide within. She started toward the oak, then froze. 

To the side of the tree was an ominous glitter. Like an enormous mound of tiles made from iridescent obsidian, almost like glass catching what little light the wood had to offer. The tiles rose high, at least twice Tierra’s own height. The strange tower of glass rippled. 
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And then she saw its eyes…the angry yellow glow focused on her…and her heart dropped to her brogans. 

The beast roared and lumbered straight toward Tierra. 

 

As Tierra sprinted into Merth Darkling, Renn roared his frustration and struggled against the wench’s magical ties. 

The witch had trussed him from chest to ankle. Even his still throbbing cock had been bound tight against his belly. 

When he got his hands on Tierra, he would tease and torture her ‘til she begged him to fuck her. After he made her insane with lust, he would thrust his cock in and out of her quim ‘til she screamed her pleasure. 

And then he would fuck her again. 

But first, he had to get out of the damned bindings. 

 Maybe I will just kill the bitch. 

Renn fought the magical ties, his fury growing with every second that passed. Feymir snorted and whinnied, and Renn glared at the almost amused look in the stallion’s black eyes. 

Concern tinged Renn’s anger. The foolish woman had fled into the most dangerous part of Merth Darkling, where the fierce lycidian dragons feasted upon unwary travelers. 

Gods damn his failure to keep and protect the maid. Damn him for allowing Tierra to best him and to flee straight into the jaws of certain peril. Renn gave another bellow just as the bindings vanished. Without pause he propelled himself to his feet. In mere strides he reached the stallion, grabbed his saddlebags and flung them over the beast’s back. It took Renn but a moment to gather his belongings, but each moment was precious time he should be spending retrieving the maid. 

He wouldn’t be able to carry his sword as he needed to take his nordai form and fly after his  denai to ensure he reached her before one of the dragons did. For surely the wretched beasts would catch her sweet scent even before she stumbled upon their lair. Snatching his boots with one hand, his tunic, breeches and sheathed dagger with his other, he paused only to command Feymir to follow him. Taking a single stride, Renn shifted into his nordai form, the clothing in his hands instantly becoming sleek raven’s feathers, his sheathed dagger strapped to his bird’s leg. With a flap of his mighty wings, Renn shot through the forest like an arrow from an Elvin bow. 

Behind him, Feymir’s hooves pounded the forest floor. Renn did not waste time looking back, instead listening for sounds of the maid. His sensitive nordai hearing caught Tierra’s harsh breathing as she ran. The thump of her feet against leaves and loam, and then silence as she paused. 

Harder Renn pumped his wings. An unsettling fear invaded his bones as the stench of dragon breath reached him. Never had he felt fear of this intensity ‘til this moment. But by the gods, the thought of anything happening to Tierra ripped into his gut Cheyenne McCray 
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sharper and more intense than the  qinok’s   claws had shredded his back in the Xardu Moors, that long ago night after his last ill-fated encounter with Anistana, Queen of the Faeries, Ruler of Astral. 

His heart quickened as he heard Tierra catch her breath. And then she screamed. 

Renn tore into the clearing to see Tierra backing away from the dragon. The beast lumbered toward her, scales glittering, jaws wide, intent on devouring its prey. Shifting into his human form even as his feet neared the forest floor, Renn landed between Tierra and the oncoming lycidian. Fully transformed and fully clothed, Renn yanked his dagger from its sheath. His experienced eye told him at once this was a mere yearling. 

Thank the gods. 

The beast would not have come into its fire or its wings yet, but it would be deadly nonetheless. 

“Flee, foolish wench,” Renn shouted to Tierra, then gave a Nordain warrior’s fierce cry of battle. 

The dragon roared in response, yellow eyes flashing its deadly intention as it widened its jaws. From his side vision Renn saw that Tierra no longer stood behind him, but to his left. 

Damn the woman for not fleeing like he ordered. 

Using a lifetime of training and skill, Renn dropped to one knee, sliced his dagger at the beast’s throat while dodging out of the dragon’s path, barely avoiding its wicked teeth. His blade had merely slid across scales and did naught but nick the beast’s thick hide. With a bellow the yearling whirled and charged again. Renn’s blood thrummed with the call of battle, the need to protect his woman. He crouched, dagger at the ready, intent on besting the dragon with his bare hands if need be. 

The beast launched itself at Renn. Just as he prepared to thrust his dagger into the dragon’s throat—the creature stumbled and crashed to the forest floor. The force of its landing caused the ground to shudder and rock beneath Renn’s feet. In an instant Renn realized that the dragon’s legs had buckled and its jaws clamped tight. 

As though it had been bound…by glittering silver ropes. What in the gods’ names? 

Yellow eyes glowing with fear and fury, the beast struggled to move. Renn’s gaze shot to Tierra. Her arms were stretched out toward the dragon in the same manner as when she had bound Renn. She slowly lowered her hands, but her gaze remained focused on the dragon. “You best hurry and be done with it,” she muttered through clenched teeth. “It is far too large and powerful for me to hold much longer.” 

With a scowl and a tremendous thrust of his dagger, Renn drove his blade between the small scales of the dragon’s throat and into its life-vein. Shimmering blue blood spurted from the wound as Renn yanked his dagger from the beast’s throat. Cheyenne McCray 
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Still the dragon struggled and fought its bindings, even as its life fluids spilled onto the forest floor. 

Tierra’s face was taut with the effort it took to maintain her magical hold on the beast. Renn hurried to widen the slit in its throat to hasten its demise. The red stone in his dagger glittered as he worked the blade. 

When the yellow glow faded from the dragon’s eyes, it ceased moving. Renn’s gaze went to Tierra as he carefully wiped dragon blood from his blade onto a patch of grass. His  denai dropped to her knees. Her features were pale, her limbs trembling. 

Something inside Renn snapped. Raging emotions that he could scarce control. Fury at her for leaving herself so vulnerable, for not fleeing when he had ordered her to. 

But something more, an even greater emotion. Something he could not name above the fear that had ripped through his gut when the dragon had charged her. In a few long strides Renn reached Tierra and scooped her within his arms. She felt small and helpless, and his heart clenched. He cradled her tight to his chest, thanking the gods that she was alive. 

Tierra’s lids fluttered shut and she went limp in his embrace. 

 

* * * * * 

Sunlight kissed Tierra’s eyelids and chill morning air teased her cheeks. But an ache beat upon the inside of her skull, rivaling the strength of Mairi’s pounding surf. Everything seemed hazy and confused. She dared not open her eyes, waiting instead for the pain in her head to ease. Forcing herself to relax, she fought to remember what had happened and where she might be. 

The air smelled of jensai blooms and running water, and the breeze felt light and cool upon her skin. Bird song met her ears, and in the distance was the constant roar of a river. Perhaps the Everlasting River that she had traveled beside on her journey north toward Wilding Wood? 

The strength of sunlight on her eyelids told her the forest was less dense now, unlike how it had been once she had traveled into Merth Darkling. She hadn’t smelled jensai since entering the dark bit of forest, and the scent made her homesick for her heart-sisters—especially Liana, who had always smelled of the sacred blooms. Gradually the ache in Tierra’s head eased and she opened her eyes. She blinked against the morning light and was pleased that the pain in her head was not more than a dull throb now. Her stomach growled its complaint—when had she last eaten? 

Bringing her hand to her ear, she rubbed at her starmark as she took in her surroundings. She was in a meadow…that had the oddest looking trees. The trunks were dark blue, the leaves various shades of blue from pale to dark. In the far distance a strange blue mist crept close to the ground, but it looked harmless enough. A sigh escaped her lips. Thank the gods she was no longer in that horrible Merth Darkling… 

She attempted to roll onto her back, only to realize she was completely bound, as Cheyenne McCray 
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though in a tight cocoon. 

Not unlike what it might feel like to be locked within her own spellbindings. Warm breath stirred the hair at her nape. Tingles of awareness skittered throughout Tierra’s body and she tensed as she came completely awake and her memories returned in full force. 

She was not bound. She was in a man’s tight embrace. 

 Renn.  

His masculine scent of cedar and sun-warmed flesh surrounded Tierra, much like his arms that kept her bound snug to his chest. One of his powerful thighs draped over her hip, imprisoning her legs. His breathing was deep and steady, his chest rising and falling behind her as he slept. 

And sweet mother of the gods, his very large, very hard cock was pressed tight against her ass. 

Her very clothed ass at that. 

A sigh of mingled relief and disappointment eased from her, and she relaxed. The warrior had not stripped her of her clothing while she slept, had not forced himself on her, just as he had promised when they first met. The bastard had a touch of gentleman in him after all. 

Why then did she feel disappointed? 

Because she wanted this man to possess her. 

And even though she had enjoyed besting him, she wanted him to dominate her. Not in some humiliating way, but in the way a powerful man sometimes masters an equally powerful woman he loves. 

The alien thoughts felt strange in her head, and she shook it as though to rattle it free. 

“Mmmm,” Renn murmured against her, sending a shiver straight to her quim. He pressed his lips to her neck, flicking his tongue out and licking her skin. “Are you ready to be fucked?” 

Tierra gasped, her nipples hardening and the ache in her core multiplying with the husky sound of his voice and erotic words. 

“My cock is hard for you,  denai.” Renn rubbed his erection against her ass in a slow, rhythmic motion. “It is my one desire, to be deep inside you.” 

“Renn.” She couldn’t help but moan as he pulled her against his chest so that she was partially laying on him, her breasts thrust into the chill morning air. “Where are we?” she murmured as he moved his hands to her nipples. 

“Near Wilding Wood.” Renn’s lips moved to the base of her neck and she shivered as his tongue flicked her skin. “Feymir carried us through the night, away from Merth Darkling. The beast has a mind of his own at times and brought us here. Too close to the Faerie witch for my comfort.” 

Tierra groaned as Renn’s large hands kneaded her breasts. “Faerie witch?” 

“Anistana, Queen of Faerie.” He almost growled out the words, as though he was none too pleased to say her name. 

“Ahhh…” Tierra placed her hands over his, encouraging him to touch her even Cheyenne McCray 
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more. 

He nipped at her neck. “Are you hungry,  denai?” 

“Very,” she whispered, but it was not food she was hungry for now. 

“Then you must be well.” His voice held concern, even as his fingers tweaked her aching nipples through her tunic ‘til she thought she would scream with wanting. “Tell me how you feel.” 

“Hot.” Without even realizing it at first, she began rubbing her ass against his cock and arching her breasts into his palms. “Like I am aflame.” 

“You are burning for me.” Renn lifted his hands from her breasts, only long enough to slide them under her tunic, filling both his large palms with her soft, warm flesh. “I will fuck you. Soon.” 

She was too lost in the sensations to care about anything but the feel of his fingers pinching and pulling her nipples, his cock rubbing her through her breeches. Yes.  She wanted this more than anything. She wanted this fine warrior stud to fuck her with everything he had. 

“Tell me.” His breath was hot on her shoulder as he guided his hand toward the waistband of her breeches. “I want to hear your desires.” 

Gods, she had never been so aroused. Had never wanted anything so much in her life as she wanted this man’s cock inside of her. “You,” she whispered. “I want you to fuck me.” 

“That I will.” The bastard’s voice was as smug as ever. “When I am ready.” 

Tierra’s headache had all but vanished, yet she continued to feel dazed with wanting and need. The warrior had obviously learned nothing yesterday, but too many wanton feelings overpowered her to care. 

When he eased his hand into her breeches, he teased the curls and ran his fingers along the lips of her soaked quim. “You are wet,” he murmured. “As I believed you would be. Ready for  me.” 

“My clit.” She rocked against his hand. “Touch me. Please.” 

“I think not.” Renn flipped her underneath him so fast she scarce had time to think. He pinned her beneath his muscled body. 

His extremely naked muscled body. 

Her gaze traveled to his huge cock and back to his eyes to see his self-satisfied smile. She reached toward him. “I want you.” 

“No.” He captured both her wrists in one hand and held them above her head, just as he had the first time he had caught her. “I have other plans for you.” 

She stared up at his eyes and licked her lips. “What plans?” 

Renn smiled, his look raw and untamed. “First I would have you naked. I wish to see all of you, my  denai,  my innocent.” 

Tierra raised her chin and struggled against his hold. “Stop calling me innocent.” 

His response was to swoop down and capture her mouth with his, like an angry warrior bird. 

 Nordain! 

Even as he ravished her mouth, the memory returned to her—of Renn shifting from Cheyenne McCray 
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nordai form to human before her very eyes. 

Was he one of Zanden’s Nordain minions? Even as the thought formed she could hardly hold onto it. Renn was nipping at her lips, fucking her mouth with his tongue, driving her crazy with need. 

A part of her knew she should struggle. Should refuse his kiss. But oh, gods, could the man kiss. Hard, passionate. 

Thrilling. 

Devastating. 

She gave herself completely up to the kiss, returning it with everything she had. His stubble scraped her mouth and cheeks raw, his groans were deep and hungry. Renn tore his mouth away from Tierra’s, his gaze fixed on hers, his silver eyes so dark with lust they were almost pewter. “You are a witch.” He thrust his cock against her breeches, the maddening ridge felt hard through the soft material. “There is no other way to explain it.” 

“Explain what?” Her whisper died into a moan as he rubbed his cock harder against her center and she wanted all of her clothing off. At once. 

“This madness.” Renn looked almost angry, a scowl upon his handsome face. “This desire I have for—” 

The stench of burnt sugar filled the clearing a second before Feymir whinnied—a high, piercing sound of warning. 

Tierra started to look up at the same moment a blast of light slammed into Renn. Cheyenne McCray 
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Chapter Four 

 

Tierra screamed as the force of the blast tore Renn from atop her and rammed him against one of the blue trees—as though the powerful warrior was naught more than a leaf on the wind. Her heart clenched as his head struck the oak with enough force to crack the tree’s trunk. 

Yet Renn was to his feet in an instant, as though uninjured. Tierra barely had time to process his finely muscled naked body, his proud stance and his furious expression. Her gaze snapped in the direction the blast had come from, and her skin chilled. 

Mere feet away from her stood a large man dressed in black leather from a sleeveless tunic to breeches. Black hair, black eyes, and the look of evil upon his almost handsome face. 

A man—who looked like Renn…but not. 

Rage stormed in the man’s black eyes as he scowled at Renn and said, “Did you touch her?” The man raised his hand—and Tierra felt as though rough fingers wrapped around her throat. “Did you take her virginity?” 

Tierra gasped. She rose to her knees and clawed at the invisible hand at her neck. The man—what was he doing to her? 

“Bastard.” Renn took a step forward but stopped when Tierra’s breath gurgled in her throat. The scar whitened on Renn’s face, his expression strained and furious. 

“Harm this woman and I will kill you, Zanden. Brother or no.” 

 Zanden? The Sorcerer!  Stars flashed behind Tierra’s eyes as she struggled to breathe, to form a coherent thought.  Brother? 

“Did you take what is rightfully mine?” The Sorcerer’s magical grip tightened. “I shall slay you both before you take your next breath.” 

Through her fading vision, Tierra saw Renn’s pained expression. And somehow, deep within, she felt his fear for her although it did not show upon his strong features. 

“I have been days tracking her on orders from the Seraphine Council.” Renn clenched his fists at his side. “But she’s a slippery wench. I only just caught her—no time to take her virtue.” 

 No time? 

Zanden lowered his hand and released the invisible grip around Tierra’s throat. She collapsed to the blanket she had been lying on with Renn, her body refusing to support her. She struggled to catch her breath and gather her senses as she noticed Feymir moving closer to the Sorcerer. 

“I know the location of the Tanzinite wench.” Zanden’s gaze moved from Tierra to Renn. “But the Nordain. Where is she?” 

“Liana and Ranelle?” Tierra’s voice was hoarse as she pushed herself back to her Cheyenne McCray 
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knees. “You do not have them?” 

“He does not.” Renn stalked toward Zanden as if naked skin were the toughest of armors. “And the bastard never will.” 

Zanden’s scowl deepened. “Death shall become you,” he muttered as he raised his hand. 

At the same moment, Renn whistled. Feymir rose up on his hind legs and pawed the air, one hoof slashing the Sorcerer’s forehead. 

Zanden’s head snapped back from the force of the blow. Blood spurted from the wound. 

Renn charged forward, slamming into the Sorcerer, his physical might against Zanden’s. 

Tierra’s powers were still weak from the prior day’s bout with the dragon, but she managed to unleash one spellbinding. With a labored twist of her fingers, she wrapped the magic rope around the Sorcerer’s wrist and yanked it so hard she heard the crack of bone. 

Zanden shrieked, a horrible anger-filled sound that sickened Tierra to her soul. In a blink, the Sorcerer vanished and a nordai shot toward the skies, its eerie cry ripping a chasm through Tierra’s heart. She released the spellbinding at once, drawing the power back into her fingers. 

Renn stumbled forward, his howl of outrage echoing throughout the meadow. All that remained of the Sorcerer was blood-spattered grass and a few black feathers. As Zanden’s bird form retreated, his words and Renn’s responses played over and over in Tierra’s mind. 

Somehow Renn was responsible for the disappearances of her heart-sisters. He knew where they were. 

And what he had said… there was no time.  Had Renn planned to take Tierra’s virginity before she even met him? 

She had to get away. Had to clear her mind and determine what to do next. Her thoughts whirling like a cyclone upon the Mairi Sea, Tierra turned and stumbled into the forest. 

 

“Damnation!” Renn clenched his fists as he watched the Sorcerer’s retreat through the forest canopy and into the skies. Even though he and Tierra had managed to fend off Zanden on this round, Renn knew in his gut that the Sorcerer had only been playing with them. 

Testing them. 

 Soon, Zanden’s voice suddenly hissed in Renn’s mind.  I will possess all three wenches and rule Dair. You and that worthless twin of mine will die.  

“To the gods’ hells with you!” Renn shouted in return. He desired naught more than to pummel his betraying bastard of a brother. To send him straight to the netherworld. 

With all his strength, Renn smashed his fist against the closest thing to him—the ancient bluewood tree he had been flung against earlier. His knuckles sank into the Cheyenne McCray 
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bark, exposing the royal blue of the tree’s wood. 

 Qinokshit.  Even though the tree would heal, the Faeries would not be pleased, and he was already on the receiving end of Anistana’s intense displeasure. Damn the Faeries, anyhow. The lying lot of them. 

He yanked his hand out of the wood and raked his numb fingers through his hair. Now that he had Tierra, he had best return to Phoenicia in as much haste as possible to prepare for the war that was sure to come. As Captain over all Nordain warriors, it was his responsibility to ensure the safety of the Sky People. He had already been gone far too long. 

Feymir pushed his long face against Renn’s bicep, drawing him from his thoughts. The stallion whickered and tossed his head, telling Renn something was wrong. He turned his gaze to where Tierra had been—only to see that she was gone. 

 “Damnation! ” he roared. 

 

This time Tierra found a mighty tree, one of the blue ones, almost at once, just out of sight of Renn’s camp. Its canopy and trunk were large and would easily shield her from below. She needed to stay near the warrior. If he had Ranelle and Liana locked away somewhere, then Tierra would find a way to rescue her  halias. Bark scraped her fair skin as she scaled the strange blue tree that gave off an almost comforting cinnamon and nutmeg scent. When she reached the canopy, she discovered the trunk and branches created a sort of platform. It was wide and flat—large enough for three full grown men to sleep upon if needed. An interesting blue moss grew upon its surface, filling the contours of the tree’s arms. 

Her heart continued to pound and her throat still ached from the Sorcerer’s magical hold on her neck. What if Zanden returned and came after her now? Could he find her again? 

Mere moments after settling onto the natural platform, she heard Renn’s furious bellow. The sound of his deep voice reverberated through her, straight to her quim. Sweet mother of the gods, how she wanted him—even now when she was too confused to know if he meant her or her heart-sisters any harm. It was apparent he did not serve the Sorcerer directly…yet Renn was Zanden’s brother. 

Renn knew of Liana’s and Ranelle’s whereabouts. He had also known all along who Tierra was—yet he had toyed with her. Forced her to tell him her name as if he hadn’t known. 

Only feet away in the meadow, she heard Renn’s grumbles to his horse, and she bit back a smile. Apparently this warrior was not used to being bested by  anyone, and the thought made her grin widen. It was certainly as much as the brute deserved. 

 

“When I get my hands upon the wench…I shall teach her a lesson, indeed. One she shall not soon forget,” Renn growled as he stowed his saddlebags upon Feymir’s back and secured his sword. “No one I have been sent to retrieve has  ever escaped me, and this woman will  not be the first.” 
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But it was the second time she had bested Renn, and the thought did not sit well with him. 

Feymir whickered as Renn quickly rolled up the blanket and tied it behind the saddle. He snatched Tierra’s pack from the ground and paused. Her perfume of honeysuckle and woman’s musk still lingered on the pack and floated in the air…as though she remained close. 

The corner of his mouth turned up as he raised his face and caught her scent on the breeze. The wench was hiding nearby. 

Renn fastened her pack to the saddle, then scooped his clothing from the ground. He considered putting them on, but now that he realized Tierra had not truly left, he was inclined to remain as he was. 

All the better to fuck her. 

He shoved his clothing into one saddlebag, then removed a long leather strap. He checked to make sure it had no weaknesses and he smiled. This time the wench was not getting away. 

 

Tierra’s heart pounded. Everything was far too quiet. Even the birds had gone still, and she no longer heard Feymir’s snorts or Renn’s grumblings. Only the river’s distant roar and the sound of wind rushing through leaves met her ears. Shifting on the tree’s moss-covered and surprisingly comfortable arms, she settled so that she was lying on her back, wanting to ensure that her red hair couldn’t be seen from below. She was not ready for the warrior to find her. Let the bastard hunt for a while. Let him think he had lost her. 

A twinge of concern tightened her belly. What if he did go on without her? If he truly knew where her heart-sisters were being kept, then she needed to remain close to him. She couldn’t let him leave without her. 

Abruptly she sat up—and gasped as she found herself face to face with her warrior. Her very angry and very naked warrior who brought himself onto the tree’s natural platform in a flash. 

Before she had a chance to react, he snatched her wrists and bound them with a thin leather strap. “I intend to take no chances, wench,” he growled as he secured them in her lap. “You shall not be using your magic against me again.” 

Damselflies crowded Tierra’s belly and her heart beat even faster at the furious yet lust-filled expression on Renn’s scarred face, and the silver flames in his eyes. Her gaze dropped to his cock…it thrust toward her, hard and long. She licked her lips as her eyes met his again, and she raised her chin. “Untie me.” 

“You require punishment.” His voice was husky, aroused, as he slowly reached up and caressed her nipple through the soft fabric of her tunic. “Much…punishment.” 

A moan of pure desire escaped her lips and she leaned into his palm. The sensation of his hand through her clothing was almost more than she could bear. What would it feel like to have his naked flesh pressed to hers? Would she be able to take such exquisite pleasure? 

She pulled against her bonds, her gaze meeting his. “Free me, so that I might touch Cheyenne McCray 
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you.” 

He shook his head and continued to toy with her nipple. “I do not intend to let you go,  denai. Ever.” 

 Ever?  Tierra swallowed past the suffocating feeling the thought forced upon her. For too long she had been kept a virtual prisoner, knowing that the Sorcerer would one day claim her and her  halias. Now they were free and she intended to remain so. All she had to do was find Ranelle and Liana, and they would all escape. Tierra pushed the thoughts away, concentrating instead on this fine specimen of male flesh before her and the way he was touching her. She might never again have the opportunity to fuck a man like this one. At this moment she needed him too badly to think about anything but having his cock deep inside her quim. Renn brought his other hand up and caressed both nipples with his thumbs, his expression almost fevered. “I must see all of you.” 

Her skin flushed, his touch making her wild for him. “My tunic—” 

Before she had an opportunity to finish, he clenched her tunic with both his hands. She heard the sound of cloth tearing, and then he ripped it completely open. Tierra cried out in surprise, but her exposed nipples tightened under his careful scrutiny. “You—you ruined my tunic.” 

His gaze remained fixed on her breasts. “You have no need for it.” 

She had no chance to respond to his arrogant reply. His large hands moved to her breasts and she trembled at his possessive touch. Gods above, he was going to drive her mad from the feel of his calloused fingers scraping against the silken skin of her breasts and the raspberries of her nipples. 

He lowered his head, flicking his tongue all around the pale flesh of her breasts, staying clear of her nipples. Her quim tingled and flooded with moisture. 

“From this point forward, you do as I say,” he murmured. “And only as I allow.” 

“You bastard…” She grasped for his cock with her bound hands, wrapping her fingers around his hard shaft, needing to feel it again. “You are not my master.” 

“Yes,  denai,  I am.” Renn’s hands roved over her bared skin, caressing her waist, her belly, her arms. His tongue laved her nipple and she went wild from the feel of it, a choked cry spilling from her lips. He moved his mouth to her other breast and bit her nipple. “You belong to me now.” 

“Never.” Her refusal sounded weak even to her own ears, and she added, “I belong to no man.” 

He grabbed her wrists, forcing her to release his cock, then eased her back to lie upon the tree’s wide arms and the blue moss bed. “No man but me.” 

“Ha,” she said as he knelt at her feet. 

In a quick movement he yanked off her brogans, then tore away her breeches, yet in a manner that he managed to not hurt her. 

“Damn you.” She gritted her teeth and struggled to kick him away, just on principle. If she had succeeded, she would have been disappointed. Renn merely smiled and straddled her, trapping her slender legs beneath him, his cock pressing against her mound, his muscled ass against her thighs. He ripped each Cheyenne McCray 
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sleeve of her garment then tossed aside the worthless cloth, leaving her entirely naked. Cool wind brushed her flesh. She felt raw and exposed and so incredibly wanton. The flex of Renn’s muscles, the power in his body, mesmerized Tierra, no matter how angry she was that he had shredded her clothing. A part of her wanted to reject his manhandling, but another part enjoyed the erotic play. The thrill of being chased and then caught by her mighty warrior. 

His expression was savagely sensual as he studied her naked form, pausing to rest on the red curls at her apex. With one finger he stroked the curls and smiled. “You are soaked with your juices. You desire me to fuck you, to drive my cock into your tight core.” 

Tierra brought her bound hands to his cock, brushing it with her fingertips as she watched his eyes. He pretended disinterest, but the desire in his gaze intensified. 

“Take me now.” She raised her hips, pressed her mound against his teasing finger and moaned. Her body was burning and she couldn’t stop from writhing beneath him. 

“In the land I hail from, I am referred to as ‘my Lord.’” He took both her nipples and rolled them between his thumb and forefinger. “You are to refer to me as such if you do not wish to be punished.” 

Tierra shook her head. “I will not.” 

He pinched her nipples harder and she gasped from the erotic sensation. “I command you, wench.” 

When she refused again, he slid one hand into her mass of fiery red hair. His smile was feral as he lowered his head and brushed his lips over hers. “You will scream it before I am through with you.” 

Renn gently nipped at Tierra’s bottom lip, small sensual bites that made her tremble with wanting for him. She parted her lips, wanting to taste him again, wanting to feel his tongue within her mouth. 

Tierra moaned as his tongue explored her, his breath mingling with hers. The world seemed to tilt and spin and she became completely lost in his kiss. His stubbled face chafed her lips, her mouth, her cheeks. The kiss lasted forever, then ended too soon when he moved his lips to her neck. She struggled to catch her breath, wishing he would free her so that she could clench her fingers in his hair and draw him closer. He flicked his tongue down her skin to the hollow of her throat, and on to the curve of her breasts. “What would you have me do now?” 

“My nipples.” Tierra sucked in her breath. “Lick them.” 

Renn trailed his tongue everywhere but those taut nubs that were aching for him. 

“And what must you do?” 

The bastard was going to make her say it. She bit her tongue, not wanting to give in, but desiring his touch too badly. “Please suck my nipples,” she paused before adding, 

“my Lord.” 

His smile was wholly sensual, erotically male. “Very good, wench.” 

Tierra wanted to slap him, but her hands were still bound. And then he captured her first nipple between his teeth and she cried out, arching her back and thrusting her breast more firmly into his mouth. 
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“So sweet.” The thrum of his voice vibrated through her, straight to her quim. 

“Chocolatyl and raspberry wine.” 

Renn smiled as he kissed a trail down Tierra’s belly and she squirmed beneath him. The maid wanted him as badly as he wanted her. After what she had put him through, he would enjoy making her play this erotic game of Lord and wench. He would delight in having her beg. 

“I cannot wait.” Her voice was husky, her eyes heavy-lidded with desire. “I need you now.” 

“Yes…?” he prompted her as he reared back and knelt between her thighs on the bluewood tree’s fine moss. 

“Please…my Lord.” She actually looked contrite as she widened her legs. “Fuck me.” 

Gods but he almost groaned aloud. Almost gave in to her request. It was as though his cock was a divining rod, pulling him towards her hot center. He took a deep breath and reined back his lust. “When I am ready, wench.” 

Fighting for every last bit of control, he scooted down ‘til his face was above her quim. 

“Bastard,” she moaned as Renn nuzzled the soft fiery red hair on her mound. The sweet scent of her woman’s musk made his cock so hard he feared he’d burst and spill his seed upon the bluewood tree instead of within her womb. He took his time, trailing kisses and light flicks of his tongue across her mound, to the juncture of her thighs. Tierra cried out, her juices flooding her quim. “What would you like now?” he asked as he slowly kissed the inside of her thigh. 

“Touch me…my Lord.” The way she said it this time told him it aroused her to play this game, too. If it had not, Renn would have stopped it and changed his tune. In truth, he wanted to tease and arouse her, not upset her. Perhaps I am losing my mind. No female should affect me like this. Even one so…incredibly desirable… 

Renn flicked his tongue along the inside of her knee, a slow and teasing stroke. 

“Where would you have me touch?” 

“My clit.” Tierra’s voice trembled as he moved closer to her mound. She grasped at his hair with her bound hands. “Please lick my clit, my Lord.” 

“Good, wench.” Renn rumbled his approval and dove for the silky flesh. The moment his tongue laved the tight nub, Tierra gasped and thrust her quim against his mouth. “Yes,  my Lord.  Yes!” 

Gods but her taste was finer than he had imagined. A sweet elixir that threatened to intoxicate him. He swirled his tongue around her swollen folds, teasing the taut nub and then leaving it to dip his tongue into her hot channel. As her thighs began to tremble, it was all he could do to remember the game and stop before she climaxed. When he raised his head to look at Tierra, her eyes were glazed, her breathing shallow. “Don’t stop, my Lord. I am so close.” 

“I wish to fuck you now.” He rose up so that his hands were at either side of her head, his cock against her belly. “Would that please you, wench?” 

She nodded. Her emerald eyes were dreamy with excitement, but Renn still saw a Cheyenne McCray 
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flash. A bit of fire that told him someday, somehow, she would make him pay for his teasing. 

The thought nearly made him spill again. 

“Answer me out loud,” he instructed. “I want to hear the words.” 

Raising her bound hands, she brushed her fingertips along his chest. “Please.” 

Tierra’s voice was naught but a gasp. 

Renn reached for his cock with one hand, placed it against her clit and rubbed the nub. “Please…what?” 

A sheen of sweat coated her body, and she trembled from the force of her need. 

“Please fuck me, my Lord.” 

“You are mine,  denai. ” Renn moved the head of his cock to her tight core. “I will be the only man to possess you. Ever.” 

He stilled as his own words shocked him near speechless. By the gods, if he took Tierra now, would he ever be able to let her go? 
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Chapter Five 

 

 No. As Renn stared down at Tierra, ready to claim her maidenhead, he knew with absolute certainty that he would never allow this maid to leave his side. Gods knew he never believed he could desire a woman like he did this one. As though she had been created just for him. His match. A female who could give him as good as he gave. Who challenged him and left him wanting more. He nearly growled his possession aloud, feeling an overpowering urge to change to bird form, pump his wings and mate-cry for all to hear. Tierra was  his woman. 

“Please, my Lord.” She reached for his chest again with her bound hands, her face flushed, her eyes dark with passion. “I need to feel you inside me.” 

Inhaling her sweet honeysuckle perfume and the scent of her juices, Renn fought back the incredible desire to thrust his cock into her. The desire to make her his in one fast, deep stroke. 

No, if he gave into his lust he might hurt her. And he would never harm his sweet innocent in any way. 

Instead, he lowered his head and brushed his lips over hers, tasting her breath, her unique flavor. Tierra moaned into his mouth as he gently bit her bottom lip. In return she nipped at him, taking the flesh between her teeth and flicking her tongue against it. Renn’s arms trembled with the force of holding himself back, wanting to give her as much pleasure as possible. He plunged his tongue deep into her mouth and she took him with another greedy moan. 

When he pulled away, she said, “Now. Please, my Lord.” 

He wrapped his hand around his cock and gently pushed it into her slick quim, feeling the heaven of her channel gripping him as he reached her barrier. “You will feel pain, but it will ease.” His gut clenched at the thought of giving his  denai anything but pleasure. “Do you understand?” 

Tierra shifted on the moss bed and pressed against Renn, her heart pounding with a touch of both fear and excitement. A breeze slid across her skin, cooling her heated flesh and rustling the blue tree’s leaves around them. 

“Answer me,” he commanded. “Are you ready for me?” 

“Yes, my Lord.” She wiggled and pushed her hips tighter toward him, feeling the intense pressure of his cock against her maidenhead. 

Renn reached between their bodies and found her clit with his thumb, his gaze focused intently upon her. The sensation was incredible with his thick rod partially inside her, his sweat-slick skin against hers, his thumb teasing and stroking her clit. His male scent and the smell of their sex filled her, surrounded her, adding to the fierce sensations she was feeling in her quim as he stroked her swollen nub. Cheyenne McCray 
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Her body began to vibrate and she started to close her eyes. 

“Look at me, Tierra,” Renn demanded as his thumb circled her clit and she snapped her eyes wide. “Watch me take you.” 

His command, along with the possessiveness in his voice and in his gaze, threw her over the edge into oblivion. “My Lord!” she cried out as she climaxed, and at the same moment he thrust into her, tearing past her shield. 

The quick burst of pain only intensified the orgasm that continued to rock and shake her body even as he moved his cock in and out of her. “Gods but you grip me tight.” Renn clenched his teeth. “I have never felt…anything…like you.” 

“Renn.” Tierra could scarce form a thought—she could only feel. His thick length filled her, stretched her. Even as her orgasm faded, another one swelled within. Her head grew warm, her vision blurred. “Please, my Lord,” she begged, yet had no idea what she was asking for. 

“Am I hurting you?” Renn slowed, but did not halt his thrusts. 

“Don’t stop.” She shook her head, feeling wild and dizzy and crazy for him. 

“Please, my Lord. It feels so good.” 

“I will fuck you ‘til you scream.” He hooked his arms behind her knees, raising her ass off the moss bed of the tree, pounding even deeper into her quim. The hair around his cock mated with her fiery mound, his bollocks slapping her ass. “Scream my name when you come,” he demanded. 

“I—I don’t…” Tierra glanced from his eyes to where they were joined. She caught her breath to see his cock, wet with her juices, sliding in and out of her quim. Oh, gods.  The sight of him inside her was unbelievably erotic. This time her climax was so intense that sparks exploded all around her. “Renn!” she shrieked without even meaning to. 

“Denai.”  His name for her tore from his lips in a powerful growl. His body jerked once, twice, thrice, and he came. 

Renn’s mouth swooped down to possess hers, a fierce and passionate kiss that stole away her very breath as his hot seed spewed inside her quim. Her channel continued to contract around him, feeling every throb of his cock ‘til his seed was spent within her womb. 

“Mine.” His words were a throaty growl against her lips as he continued, “You belong to  me.” 

 

Renn held Tierra tight as she slept in his arms, facing him, her breasts pressed against his chest. He had removed the leather strap from her wrists long ago, as soon as she had fallen asleep. She had passed into the world of dreams almost at once, obviously exhausted from their intense bout of fucking. Gently he stroked her naked hip, reveling in the feel of her soft skin beneath his calloused fingertips. 

 My heartmate.  

The moment the words entered Renn’s mind, he frowned. He had always scoffed at fools of men who had found themselves besotted with a woman. Love between a man Cheyenne McCray 
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and a woman…it was an emotion he had never believed real. Sex had been the only thing he gave credence. Mutual gratification between willing partners. 

He continued stroking Tierra’s perfect flesh, trailing his fingers down her hip to her thigh and back up to her waist. 

What was this feeling that burned deep within in his soul whenever he was near Tierra? Whenever he caught her scent…whenever he looked upon her…whenever he touched her? The feeling smoldered within his chest, a fire that grew more intense every moment he was in her presence. 

And yet, the times she had run from him, did not the feeling almost suffocate him? 

As though a part of him had gone missing, and he had to retrieve her at once, else be incomplete? 

Could this feeling be  love? 

Or was he confusing it with desire? The need to drive his cock into Tierra’s hot quim, to fuck her ‘til she screamed his name, to fill her womb with his seed, and to see her belly swell with his child… 

Renn’s hand stilled. 

By the gods. He had become one of the sotted fools he had so oft taunted, like Aric and Jalen both. 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra awoke to the scent of Renn and sex and forest breezes, and the cinnamon nutmeg smell of the tree. He cradled her in the curve of his arm as he gently caressed her body, trailing his fingers to her waist, then over her hip to her thigh and back to her waist again. A slow, sensuous caress that made her quim tingle and her nipples tighten. She felt a pleasant ache between her thighs, her breasts were sore from his sucking and her mouth raw from his stubble chafing her skin. 

His cock was erect against her belly, and she knew that all she had to do was climb onto that rigid shaft and he would fuck her ‘til she screamed. Again.  

But what of his possessive words, his insistence that she belonged to him? 

Surely part of the sexual game they had played. Her willing wench to his lord and master. 

A game. Only a game. 

Renn’s hand paused in mid-stroke and Tierra opened her eyes. The dark warrior’s gaze was fixed on her, a strange look upon his handsome face. Like he was studying her, trying to see what might lie within her soul. 

Realizing she was no longer bound, she moved her hand up his chest to his face. He didn’t move, didn’t speak as she touched his jaw line with her fingers, exploring the sharp ridges and contours of his masculine features. His stubble was rough against the pads of her fingers. 

“This scar.” Tierra slid her fingertips over the jagged strip running down his cheek. 

“Where did you get it?” 
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“You are so sweet, so beautiful,  denai.” Renn captured her hand in his, in a movement so quick it caught her by surprise. He brushed his lips over her knuckles. 

“Let us break our fast…and then I shall have you for dessert.” 

Tierra shivered, and when Renn sat up she almost begged him to hold her close again. What was the matter with her? The man was just like any other man, and most certainly a good fuck. 

An incredibly good fuck at that. 

“While you slept I retrieved nourishment from Feymir’s saddlebags.” Renn set out seedcakes, dried figs and a small flask between them on the strange blue moss. She scooted up to sit beside him, enjoying the pleasant ache in her body. “What is this tree?” she asked as she selected one of the cakes and then took a bite. 

“A bluewood.” Renn grabbed the flask, uncorked it and took a swig. A trickle of water ran down his chin. Tierra stopped in mid-chew as she watched it roll down his neck, onto his broad chest, to the flat of his belly down toward the nest of curls around his very large, very erect cock. 

“See something you would like to add to your breakfast?” Renn’s deep voice caused her to snap her gaze up to meet his. 

Heat flushed through Tierra when she saw his sensual smile. She felt strangely flustered and off balance. Instead of answering, she bit into the seed cake and looked at the fluttering blue leaves of the tree around her as she enjoyed the honeyed taste of her food. 

“The bluewood is a tree common only to the northernmost reaches of the D’euan Forest and to Wilding Wood,” Renn said, drawing her attention back to him. “It is quite rare.” 

Tierra wiped the last of the seedcake crumbs from her hands, using a strip of her torn tunic. “Where are we?” 

“In the northernmost reaches of the D’euan Forest.” Renn picked up a dried fig and offered it to her. When she took it, he popped another one into his mouth. “We’re on the edge of Wilding Wood.” 

“That’s right.” Tierra chewed the fig thoughtfully and swallowed it. With the Sorcerer interrupting them earlier in the morning, and then her wild chase and capture at Renn’s hands, she had forgotten. To’en, the fair-headed god, had sent her in this direction. Had he meant for her to meet up with Renn—did this man truly know where her  halias were? 

Before she had the opportunity to ask, Renn took one of her hands in his and raised it to his mouth.  “Denai,” he murmured, then pressed his lips to the center of her palm. 

“What do you desire?” 

Every other thought vanished at his sensual touch. Tierra shivered at the feel of his mouth, and then moaned when he flicked his tongue against her flesh. 

“I want you.” She climbed into his lap, enjoying the flare in his silver eyes and the feel of his cock against her belly. “Fuck me, Renn.” 

“Are you not sore?” He released her hand and then reached for her mound. Tierra gasped as he slid two fingers into her channel. “Does that not hurt?” 
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A smile touched the corner of her mouth at the concern in her powerful warrior’s eyes, the gentleness in his tone. “I feel only pleasure.” She trailed her fingers down his chest, straight to his cock and wrapped her hand around his thickness. “I want you. Inside me.” 

Renn clasped her hips with his hands and rolled onto his back, bringing her with him. Tierra laughed, a wild joy filling her to know that she would have this man again. And even a third or fourth time, if she chose to. 

“Why so serious, big man?” she said as she gained her balance and noticed the solemn expression on his face. 

“You are…” His voice trailed away as he moved his hands to her breasts and covered them, touching her almost reverently. “You are the most exquisite creature I have ever known.” 

“And you are by far the largest.” Tierra smiled as she planted her knees on either side of his hips—he was so big she had to spread her thighs wide to straddle him. Bracing one hand against his chest, she rose up on her knees, sinking slightly into the blue moss of the tree. She reached for his cock with her free hand and brought it to the entrance to her core. “And this part of you is perfect.” 

A blissful sigh slipped from her as she sank onto his shaft, sliding it into her slick core. “Yes.” She began riding him, moving up and down, controlling her level of pleasure, the depth of each stroke. “Gods but you feel good inside me.” 

“And you fit me like a well-made sheath.” Renn slid his hands down her body and gripped her hips tight. His hands were so large that his thumbs reached her clit and he began massaging the swollen flesh. “Fuck me, Tierra. Take all of me.” 

Leaves from the blue tree feathered across Tierra’s face and breasts as she arched her back and drove herself down on Renn’s cock ‘til he was buried deep inside her. 

“Yes!” she cried. “My gods, yes.” The coarse leaves tickled at her nipples like dozens of tiny fingers as she rode him harder and faster yet. 

Tierra reached below her ass and found Renn’s bollocks. “You will make me spill my seed inside you if you are not careful,” he murmured as he increased the pressure on her clit. “I cannot wait much longer.” 

Her belly tightened and she gasped as her body began to shake—as though she might come apart. “Renn.” She trembled like the tree’s leaves as she continued her ride on his cock, the climax building and building. “So close. Please…” 

He grasped her waist and stilled her, then pummeled his hips, fucking her hard and fast. 

Tierra shattered, breaking into as many leaves as were upon the tree. Everything spun around her, a whirlwind carrying the pieces of her soul and twisting them, binding them with Renn’s. So far, so very far away she heard her own cries and Renn’s answering bellow. Felt his cock jerk within her quim, spending his seed inside her. Slowly the world came into focus, but Tierra felt boneless, unable to support herself. She collapsed against Renn’s chest, melting into his strength. 

“Denai,” he murmured. “By the gods but you are astonishing.” 

She smiled, her cheek against his chest, listening to the rumble of his words, the Cheyenne McCray 
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harshness of his breathing, the rapid pounding of his heart. His cock was still lodged deep within her, still thick enough that she felt full. Renn stroked Tierra’s hair from her face as she lay upon him, well fucked and sated. He could imagine waking up every morning with her in his arms—a thought that he had once mocked, thinking he preferred instead to bed a different wench each night. Now he could only imagine this one beautiful woman in his bed. 

“Who are you?” Tierra’s sudden question brought Renn out of his thoughts and he lowered his chin to his chest so that he might better look at her. 

“I am the man who just fucked you.” He smiled and ran the pad of his thumb over her lips. “The man who has made you his.” 

 The man who loves you.  Even as the thought entered his mind, he held it back. Something told him this woman was not ready for such declarations…yet. Tierra raised her head and stacked her hands on his chest, then settled her chin on the back of one of her hands. She studied him with her emerald eyes, her gaze all at once serious. “You are Nordain. You are related to the Sorcerer.” She frowned, and then continued, “You know where my heart-sisters are. You knew who I was when we first met…you were tracking me.” 

Renn took a deep breath, knowing that now was the time for truth. Where to begin? 

She pushed herself to a sitting position, still straddled across his hips. “I shouldn’t have fucked you without knowing who you are.” 

For a moment she paused and her eyes seemed to say,  But I couldn’t help myself. 

“Now tell me,” she demanded. “Everything.” 

“All right.” He nodded. “I am Renn L’tiercel, Captain of the Nordain Fearless Legions.” He caught her waist with one hand, holding her in his lap as he pushed himself so that he sat up, his back to a raised arm of the tree. “I am second ruler of Phoenicia, behind my brother Aric, who is King.” 

Tierra studied him, her brows narrowing. “Your relationship to Zanden?” 

“Brother by birth only.” Renn scowled and bit back a curse. “The bastard.” 

She nodded, but still he could not read her expression. “Liana and Ranelle,” she said. “Where are they? Are my heart-sisters safe?” 

“They are well.” He offered her a smile. “Aric and I have only just discovered that Ranelle is our younger sister, stolen away from our family when she was but a child. We had no knowledge of her whereabouts ‘til recently.” 

Tierra eased herself from Renn’s lap, his cock sliding out of her channel. “Ranelle? 

Nordain? Sister to the King and the King’s second?” She took a deep breath as she digested his information. “You are saying she is a Princess?” 

“Yes.” Renn shrugged. “But as she has married Elvin royalty, she will one day be Queen of Seraphine.” 

Tierra’s back went rigid, her eyes widening. “Ranelle has married the future Elvin King?” 

“Yes. Jalen is his name.” Renn gave a quick nod. “Ranelle now bears the mark of enrli here.” He touched Tierra’s forehead. “And here.” He brushed his fingers through the tight, damp curls on her mound, and she shivered beneath his touch. “They are Cheyenne McCray 
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expecting a daughter.” 

“All this in a mere two weeks time?” Tierra smirked. “And I suppose Liana is engaged to another Prince?” 

Renn raked his hand through his thick black hair. “No. Liana is joined to my brother Aric. She is now Queen of Phoenicia and she carries twin sons within her womb.” 

Biting her lip, Tierra nodded, and then said, “Of course. I should have known. This makes perfect sense.” A slightly hysterical laugh tripped over her tongue. She rolled her eyes to the blue canopy before turning her gaze to him. “I just fucked a crazy man.” 

“I speak truth.” Renn reached for her but she backed away. 

“This is just too fantastical.” She shook her head. “I would like to believe you, I really would. But no sane person would.” 

He wanted to grab her, make her see sense, but he didn’t want to scare her. “I was searching for you to take you to them.” Forcing himself to remain calm, he rested his back against the bluewood tree’s arm. “The eve of Aric and Liana’s joining celebration, I gave my vow that I would find and return with you.” 

“You are beyond madness.” Tierra gave him a false smile. “You live in a happy delusion.” 

Renn scowled. She raised her hands and pointed her fingers at him. At the same moment he realized what she was about to do, the air glittered as she unleashed her magical ropes. 

In an instant the bindings wrapped around him, tying him fast to the tree. Even his legs were bound. 

Again. 

“Release me!” he shouted, furious at her, and furious at himself for not taking into consideration that she might not believe his story. 

“Stay. Away. From.  Me.” Her green eyes sparked and anger infused in her voice. “I have no time for dalliances with daft bastards.” 

“Foolish wench.” Renn roared as he fought against the magical bindings. “I have told you only the truth.” 

“Ha.” Tierra climbed onto a nearby branch and began easing from the tree. 

“Bastard,” she muttered again. 

“Gods damn,” he shouted. “Listen to me!” 

But the little witch gave him one last piercing emerald glance, and then she was gone. 
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Chapter Six 

 

Tierra scrambled down the tree, trying to maintain her focus on the spellbindings. She was so angry with Renn and so angry with herself that she was shaking. How could she have allowed herself to fuck a madman? 

When she reached the ground, the invisible ties to her magic snapped, jarring her from her thoughts of strangling the bastard. 

Renn roared and branches crashed overhead. 

 Damn! 

Fear propelled her forward. She rushed past Feymir and took off through the forest, leaves crunching beneath her bare feet and twigs snapping. She couldn’t allow him to catch her this time. 

Tierra bolted through the wood, her heart pounding, blood rushing in her ears, and her lungs burning. She dodged through thick pine, oak and bluewood trees, and hurtled over fallen logs. Branches scratched her face, poked her naked breasts and jabbed at her bare thighs, but she ignored the discomfort. Behind her the crashing came closer and closer as the warrior drew near. He was surely furious at what she’d done. 

She had to escape him! 

He would not harm her, despite his dark and arrogant nature. Of that Tierra felt certain. Mostly. And she could still feel the fire of his touch upon her skin. Gods, but he was an incredible lover. And an incredibly stupid brute. A madman. 

Low branches snagged her ankle, and she stumbled, barely catching herself before she fell. A surge of renewed energy rushed through her body, giving her the strength to go on. 

If she could find a place to hide, she could escape the barbarian and whatever punishment he would exact. 

She scrambled between a pair of granite boulders and found herself in an enormous clearing filled with an odd blue mist. 

 Damn. No place to hide! 

Hair on the back of her neck prickled and she knew the warrior was near. She sprinted toward thick bushes to her left. The second she moved she was certain she had felt fingers scrape her bare back. 

His fingers. Rigid and cold with anger. 

Terror and excitement added strength to Tierra’s flight. She dove into the strange mist, toward a gap between the bushes, and began scrambling through on her hands and knees. 

What if he caught her here? Took her now, like some wild pack dog, howling before Cheyenne McCray 
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moonchange. 

The thought infuriated and thrilled her. 

Hands grabbed her hips and yanked her back against a solid male form—as naked as she was. 

Renn slid his fingers into her core, testing her wetness, finding her soaked with her passion for him. “Even as you flee from me, you desire me.” 

Most merciful gods, but he was right. No matter he was insane. It had felt so good having him deep within her quim, driving his large cock in and out of her. She would do anything to feel him inside her again, would tell him anything he desired. 

“Yes,” she whimpered, wanting him to take her. Wanting him so bad she ached with it. 

“Yes…what?” he demanded as he removed his fingers from her quim. Tierra moaned, giving into her passion for him. Completely. “Yes, my Lord.” 

His rigid cock thrust between her thighs and she cried out from the delicious feel of him deep within her. In and out he plunged, fucking her fast and furious. 

“In our sex, I will always be your Lord.” 

 Gods, yes.  Her senses filled with Renn’s masculine scent, the smells of their sex combined with earth and grass. Leaves and branches brushed her body as he rocked her, his firm hips pounding against her ass. 

“In our lives, we will be equals. You will never leave me again, nor I you.” He kept his grip on her hips with one hand and reached around with his other to flick his fingers against her clit. “Tell me you know this to be true.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” Tierra moaned and nodded. “Don’t stop. Please.” 

He ignored her and came to a complete halt, his cock still buried inside her, and stilled his hands. “I require one more acquiescence. You will never use your magic to escape me again.” He flicked her throbbing nub and she cried out. “I am not your enemy.” 

She nodded. Whatever he wanted. At this moment she needed him to fuck her more than she needed anything else on all of Dair. 

He teased her clit with another stroke and her body vibrated. “Answer me.” Then, as if to increase her excitement—and his—he added, “Wench.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” Tierra dug her fingernails into the grass, moving her hips back and forth, drawing his cock in and out of her. He grabbed her tight and stilled her so that she whimpered again. “Please. Fuck me.” 

“Do I have your word?” He leaned over her back, cupping her breasts in his hands, his breath now warm upon her neck. “Your promise?” 

“I promise, my Lord.” She could barely speak, she wanted him so badly. If he needed her to be submissive in sex, so be it. He hadn’t asked for her soul—and truth was, she loved it, just as she was growing to love this crazy, arrogant bastard of a warrior. 

No, she did not love  him.  She simply loved having sex with him. 

“You have my word,” she said. 

Renn gave a satisfied growl. He reared back and began sliding his cock in and out Cheyenne McCray 
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of her quim. “Tell me that you are mine,  denai. ” 

A cyclone of passions whirled within Tierra. He found her clit again and stroked it as he fucked her, and she cried out. 

“Tell me,” he demanded again. 

“I am yours… Renn! ” Her scream filled the wood as her climax rocked her body. He continued his thrusts, drawing out her orgasm in burst after burst of sensation. When he came it was with a shout that reverberated through the forest. Lust spilling into his heartmate’s womb, Renn rested against Tierra’s back, holding her tight to him, yet careful to make sure he did not settle too much of his massive weight upon her slender frame. Her breathing was hard, ragged beneath him, and her quim continued to contract around his cock. 

He reached up and caressed a strand of hair from her cheek—and saw the silvery mark on the back of her earlobe. “This star…it is familiar.” 

“My starmark,” Tierra murmured. 

Renn withdrew from her channel and eased her onto her back, still beneath the bush she had crawled under. 

Her eyelids drooped, a sleepy and sated expression on her face. “I want you back inside my quim.” 

“If I grant your wish…” He smiled and traced one finger around the curve of her shell-like ear and then along her jaw line to her full lips. “Will you listen to what I have to say?” 

She nodded, but then her almond-shaped eyes widened as she looked behind him. 

“What is that strange fog?” 

Renn’s spine tingled. In a swift movement he backed away from her and hurried to his feet…only to find himself standing in the blue mist of Wilding Wood. 

“Qinokshit,” he muttered. 

“What?” she said as she climbed out from beneath the bushes. He knelt back down and wrapped his arms around her, drawing her into his embrace. Praying that there would be an easy way out of the wood, Renn stood in one fluid motion, Tierra cradled in his arms. 

She gasped, her large emerald eyes studying his face. “Something is wrong.” 

A groan rumbled through his chest as the scar across his cheek began to tingle and itch. He studied their surroundings and sighed as his eyes met hers again. “Yes,  denai. Very wrong, indeed.” 

“Then turn me loose.” Tierra pushed against his chest. “I am no wilting jensai! 

Leave me free to use what magic I have.” 

She struggled against his hold and he reluctantly let her down, his cock hardening at the feel of her bare skin sliding against his. “Stay close,” he warned. “It is not safe here.” 

Tierra’s muscles tensed as her gaze moved to study their surroundings. “These trees. They are much older than the others…I do not remember any of this…” Her eyes widened as she looked at the mist and then cut her gaze back to Renn. “The legendary blue mist. It is real! We are in Wilding Wood.” 
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He sighed again. “Yes.” 

“But this looks nothing like the clearing I ran through, other than a bit of mist.” Her brow furrowed and she gestured ahead. “I came from there. I know it, because it is directly behind the bush where you—where we… But I couldn’t have.” 

“Our path has been blocked,” he replied, and when she gave him a questioning look, he shrugged. “No one enters or leaves Astral unless Anistana wishes it.” 

“The Queen of Faerie,” Tierra murmured, remembering that Renn had called Anistana the ‘Faerie Witch’ earlier. A slow chill crept up her spine to her nape, causing hair to prickle along her scalp. 

What if Zanden had laid a trap? What if he came for them right this very moment? 

Tierra studied their surroundings—everything was so completely different here, as though the world they had come from had simply vanished. Oak, pine and bluewood trees grew so thick she could scarce see between them, along with other types of trees she didn’t recognize. 

Blue mist wrapped around her naked body, sliding over her skin like cool satin ribbons. The mist gave everything an eerie and strange feel. It was dark in the wood, yet an odd golden glow spilled down the trunks of several trees, lending the forest enough light to see by. 

She moved toward one, but Renn caught her arm and drew her back. “Hynling trees,” he murmured. “Quite beautiful. Quite dangerous.” As she looked up at him, he added, “Not unlike Anistana.” 

Tierra caught her breath as the scar along his cheek flared silver. He gritted his teeth. “And she is a wily bitch.” 

 Why thank you, darling Renn.  Tierra gasped as a melodious voice entered her thoughts. 

Renn rolled his gaze to the wood’s dark canopy. “What do you want with us, Anistana?” 

 Oooh, I am certain we can find something to do with you both.  The voice sighed.  Of course you must be punished for damaging that bluewood. And then there is the matter of justice for other transgressions. 

“I am in no mood for your games,” Renn practically growled. Games?  Anistana’s giggle filled Tierra’s mind.  I do not consider revenge a game.  

“Revenge?” Tierra’s gaze met Renn’s. “What is she talking about?” 

 This revenge,  the Queen replied. 

Blue mist swirled around Tierra, its cool tendrils spinning about her naked body like her own spellbindings. Tierra flung up her hands, releasing her bindings, trying to contain the mist, but they fell to the ground, useless. Blood rushed in her veins, her heart pounding as she quickly drew the magical ropes back within her body, the silver bindings glittering in the blue fog. Before she could try to use her magic again, the mist surrounded her from above her head and down to her toes, growing so thick that all she could see was blue. It bound her so tight, she couldn’t budge. 

What was happing to her? 
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“Renn!” she shouted, trying to fight her prison. 

“Tierra!” he bellowed from a distance. “Return her to me, Anistana,” he demanded, his voice becoming fainter and fainter to Tierra’s ears. The light tinkling of laughter danced in her mind, a taunting, teasing sound. Panicked, Tierra shouted his name again, but her words only echoed in the mist cocoon. She struggled to move, but the blue mist bound her body too thoroughly. An intoxicating perfume of roses and lilies wound around Tierra… 

Her muscles relaxed instantly…her fears calmed…and she faded…faded into nothingness. 

 

“Anistana!” Renn shouted, clenching his fists, staring at the spot where his heartmate had been standing only moments before. “Return Tierra at once!” 

The Faerie Queen’s laughter bounced from tree to tree, as though she was a sprite hopping from one branch to the next.  I instructed you to never return to my wood again.  

“It was certainly not of my choosing to land in your realm.” He flexed his arms, wishing he had something to pummel. “Punish me if you wish, but free Tierra.” 

Silver sparkles flashed before Renn’s eyes, but he refused to blink away the brightness as Anistana materialized before him, completely naked as she was wont to be. Laughter sparked in her emerald eyes…eyes that were not unlike Tierra’s. His gaze narrowed as he took in the Faerie’s lithe form. Anistana’s red locks that tumbled to her small ass were the same fiery shade as Tierra’s. Why had he not noticed that before? 

“Because, fierce warrior of the Nordain.” She gave a lazy flap of her gossamer wings, rising to hover just before his face. “You see only what you wish to see.” 

“Enough.” He scowled and folded his arms across his chest. “Seek what revenge you might upon me, but let my woman be.” 

“You have always been a self-centered bastard.” Anistana shook her head, a red lock sliding over her naked breast. “Why must everything be about you?” 

“I tire of your riddles. Your games.” Renn growled, and then added through clenched teeth, “Speak plainly.” 

Anistana fluttered her wings, bringing her close enough to him that her mouth was just above his, and he tensed. Every flap of her wings pushed rose and lily scented air past him, evoking memories of the many times he had fucked her. Never again. Tierra was the only woman for him now. 

“My most arrogant man.” Anistana moved her lips to his ear as she trailed one finger down the scar she had given him not so long ago. “It is not against you that I seek revenge.” 

He moved his head away from her, his frown deepening even as he saw a flicker of something dark—perhaps sadness or regret—in her expression. 

“Who then—” he started. 

But the Faerie Queen vanished. 

 

* * * * * 
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sisters gently trying to wake her from this strange dream. A dream where she was sitting on a chair of gold velvet, her hair spilling over her shoulders and sliding across her skin like a caress…like Renn’s caress. 

Memories tumbled through her mind as she lifted her eyelids, blinking the sleep away, only to see a beautiful being standing beside the golden chair. The woman smiled. She had skin as dark as the night sky, lips the color of the reddest jensai bloom and hair that tumbled over her naked breasts in cascades of nightfall. And gracious lords above, gorgeous nipples of deep burgundy peeked through the woman’s dark locks…and her quim, bare of all hair. The sight of the woman’s slender, naked body and pert breasts brought a tingling between Tierra’s thighs. Her quim flooded and her clit throbbed. Heat rushed through Tierra as her gaze returned to the woman’s face. 

“Welcome home,    child of Fae.” The woman’s smile reached her amber eyes as she leaned close and stroked Tierra’s hair from her brow. “I am Elinni.” 

 Child of Fae… That was what the man To’en had called Tierra.  Welcome home.  What did she mean? 

“Where’s Renn?” Tierra asked instead as she shifted on the gold velvet cushions that felt so soft against her naked skin. Then she gasped as she noticed wings rising behind Elinni’s back…wings of ebony that caught the light in an iridescent shimmer. 

“You are Faerie.” 

Laughter twinkled in Elinni’s amber eyes, but then she licked her lips and knelt beside Tierra’s chair. “You are in Astral, the Faerie realm.” 

Tierra caught her breath as her gaze moved to the ceiling above—which was not actually a ceiling at all. Silver leaves glittered overhead, making a soft musical sound that was not unlike the Faerie Queen’s laughter. And the walls—they were of crystal. It was as though they were outdoors, yet not. 

As Tierra’s gaze traveled the room, she was amazed at the sight of couches and chairs made of gold and crystal, and a very large bed covered in gold satin. Rose petals of the deepest pink were scattered across the bed and over the gold-veined marble floor. When her eyes came back to meet Elinni’s, Tierra smiled. “It is beautiful here.” 

The dark Faerie eased between Tierra’s knees, pressing her naked thighs apart. 

“What—” Tierra started, then gasped as Elinni leaned close, her lily scent like an aphrodisiac to Tierra’s senses. She felt lightheaded and warm, and suddenly very aroused. Flashes of memories came back to her, of the times she had seen a tavern wench licking another woman’s quim, and how provocative the sight had been. The Faerie’s black hair shimmered like raven’s feathers and slid across Tierra’s skin like a brush of silk as she pressed her naked skin close. “So sweet,” Elinni said before she captured Tierra’s nipple in her mouth. 

“I—oh, my lords.” Tierra could hardly think, so intense did the Faerie’s mouth feel upon her nipple. “You shouldn’t—” 

“Why not?” Elinni moved her mouth to Tierra’s other nipple. “You are not bound to anyone, are you? Or mayhap you belong to Renn?” 

“No.” Tierra frowned. “I belong to no man.” 
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Of course she wasn’t his. 

She had merely played along. Submitted for her own pleasure and fucked the man, the first of many men, she was sure. She had always planned to experience pleasure with as many men as possible, once she escaped the village with her  halias.  She did not intend to be bound to any man—no matter that Renn had forced her to say that she was his. 

No matter that she couldn’t imagine herself with any other man but Renn. Tierra tossed her hair over her shoulder and struggled to deny any type of relationship between her and Renn, beyond sex. 

 Ohmylords  incredible sex. 

She swallowed and arched her back, pushing herself into the Faerie’s mouth. “It’s simply that I—I have never experienced pleasure with another woman. And I do not know you.” 

 Ah, but you do know me.  Elinni placed her dark hand on Tierra’s pale breast, while her tongue continued to swirl around the other nipple.  Unlike in the human world,  Elinni said in Tierra’s mind,   everyone enjoys sex here. It is an expression of ourselves, our caring for one another. There is only joy in coupling.  

Silver sparkled in the air and Tierra’s eyes widened as another Faerie appeared—a Faerie who looked very much like Elinni…but with no wings. Heat flushed through Tierra—here she was in a room with a woman sucking on her nipples and another one watching. It was strange but exciting and erotic all at once. Elinni smiled and began working a trail down Tierra’s belly.  This is my twin, Ibella. Before she thought better of it, Tierra blurted out, “I thought all Faeries had wings.” 

“Welcome to Astral.” Ibella knelt beside the chair and stroked Tierra’s nipples with both hands as Elinni’s tongue circled Tierra’s navel. “I am a second-born twin. Secondborn twins never have wings.” 

“I—oh…” Tierra’s words turned into a moan as Elinni slipped further down toward the patch of red curls below. Truth be told, she’d always wondered what it would be like to enjoy such pleasures with a woman. 

 Aye, enjoy the pleasures as your true heritage meant for you to.  Ibella leaned over and began sucking on Tierra’s nipple, her night skin so dark and beautiful against Tierra’s pale flesh.  Women with women, men with men, multiple partners. In Astral, as in Renn’s Phoenicia and in the Elves’ Seraphine, such pleasures are expected and most definitely enjoyed. Ibella’s tongue flicked and dance as she spoke in Tierra’s thoughts.  Even if you are bound to another, you may enjoy touching, petting…and tasting anyone you wish. Tierra’s hands clenched the chair’s armrests and she moaned. “This is true?” 

 Of course.  Elinni’s ebony wings fluttered as she moved her mouth to the inside of Tierra’s thigh licking a trail to her knee.  Renn has certainly fucked most of the women in Astral. Several at one time.  

“He  has?” Fury rose up within Tierra so fast and so strong that her vision blurred. She couldn’t imagine any other woman with her dark warrior, and the mere thought made her want to scream. Made her want to find every one of the Faeries and rip their wings out one at a time. 
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Her gaze cut to Ibella. Well, those who had wings. 

“Relax,” Elinni murmured aloud, smiling as her tongue reached the fiery curls of Tierra’s mound. “Renn will enjoy watching.” 

“Renn will…” Tierra’s gaze snapped up to see the dark warrior standing only a foot away. Her heart pounded at the look on his face, his clenched jaw, his silver eyes flaring. 

 Oh, lords.  
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Chapter Seven 

 

Good lords, but Renn looked good as he stood before her. Every jealous thought fled Tierra’s mind and she no longer cared about the Faeries he had fucked before he met her. 

She  had to have him. 

His head was high, his hands clenched into fists at his sides, and his cock thrust out thick and proud. The expression on his face—nothing short of insatiable lust. She gasped as Elinni’s tongue teased her wet slit and Ibella suckled her nipple. 

“Does it arouse you?” Tierra asked Renn, her voice wavering as the Faeries swirled their tongues over her sensitive flesh, “…to see other women taste me?” 

“Gods,  yes.” Renn gave a slow nod, a pained expression upon his face. “The sight is almost more than I can take.” 

Oh, heavens above. It was almost unbearably erotic to have Renn watching as the Faeries licked and sucked her. The scent of lilies spun around Tierra as Elinni’s wings snapped open and shut. Elinni nipped at Tierra’s clit, causing her to cry out and buck her hips against the Faerie’s face. Ibella continued sucking on one of Tierra’s nipples. 

“Stroke your cock.” Tierra’s voice trembled as she stared at Renn’s eyes. “I—I want to see you pleasure yourself.” 

His gaze intense, he wrapped his fingers around his staff. “Touch your other breast,” he ordered. 

Shivers of excitement coursed through Tierra as she complied. The action set her on fire, as though it was Renn whose hands caressed her at that very moment. 

“Suck your nipple,” he commanded. 

Tierra pushed her unattended breast up with one hand and lowered her head ‘til her lips were close to the rosy nub. Her eyes still focused on Renn, she lapped at the nipple and moaned. The sensations were wild—Elinni between her thighs, Ibella nipping at her other breast, Renn stroking his cock as he watched them, and her own wet tongue licking her nipple. 

Renn could barely hold back his climax as he stroked himself and watched Ibella and Tierra, along with seeing Elinni’s dark head between his heartmate’s thighs. One moment he had been striding through Wilding Wood, shouting to Anistana to take him to his heartmate, his bellow echoing through the forest. And the next moment he was in the same chamber as Tierra. Only to hear her deny that she was bound to him. 

That denial twisted like a dagger in his gut, but Renn knew without a doubt she was his. He would never let her go. 

Tierra reclined, moaning and giving in to the sensations. She threw her head back, her red tresses spilling over the chair and almost reaching the floor. Her breasts jutted Cheyenne McCray 
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forward, her nipples large and hard with arousal. Her long legs were splayed wide and she reached down to bury her fingers in Elinni’s dark hair. Eyes glazed with passion, Tierra watched Renn stroking his cock and she moaned as the dark Faerie lapped at her nub. Ibella reached across Tierra to fondle her other nipple while continuing to suck the first one. 

“Come here,” Tierra said to Renn. “I want to taste your cock.” 

Renn reached her in one stride and growled his pleasure as she took his length in her mouth. She made hungry, purring noises against his shaft, squirming as Elinni brought her closer to climax. 

“Yes,” he murmured. “So warm, so wet.” He fisted his hands in her silken hair, watching his length move in and out of her sweet mouth. He gritted his teeth as his orgasm rose within him. “I am close,  denai. ” 

Elinni hummed. Tierra’s eyes met Renn’s as her body began vibrating with the force of her climax. 

Renn’s hips jerked and he groaned as his seed spurted into Tierra’s mouth. Even dazed from her orgasm she continued to suck his cock, taking every drop of his release 

‘til he was completely spent. 

Tierra swallowed Renn’s seed, enjoying the taste of it, the feel of his cock in her mouth. Elinni continued licking Tierra’s clit, drawing out her orgasm ‘til she could take not another moment. Ibella continued touching, licking, tasting Tierra everywhere. 

“You are sweet indeed, child of Fae,” Elinni murmured as she moved her mouth from Tierra’s quim and kissed the inside of her thigh. Sweet, indeed, Ibella agreed. 

Renn eased his cock out of Tierra’s mouth and slid his hands through her hair, his fingers tangling in its length as his eyes remained fixed on her. Gods. Those eyes. The way he was looking at her. As though she was the most precious thing to him on all of Dair. 

She tore her gaze from his to glance at Elinni and Ibella—but the Faeries had vanished, leaving behind only iridescent silver sparkles that winked out one by one. 

“Where—” Tierra started then shrieked as Renn scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the enormous bed commanding the center of the chamber. He tossed her onto the golden covers and she sank into the softness. Rose petals brushed her skin as she tried to sit up, but Renn climbed onto the bed, pushing her back down and settled between her thighs. 

“Do not move, woman.” He scowled as he braced his hands to either side of her head. And his cock—that amazing cock—was fully erect and pressing tight against her belly. 

She licked her lips, her quim tingling to feel that length inside her. “Yes, my Lord.” 

Renn’s frown deepened. “This is no game,  denai. ” 

Tierra looked up at him, taking in the serious look in his eyes, and her belly twisted. 

“What do you want from me, then?” 

“Everything.” His expression softened, and she realized she had never seen her dark warrior look so  caring.  “You are my heartmate, Tierra.” 
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Her skin prickled as she absorbed what he said. “No.” She shook her head to deny him, but he captured her face in his hands and forced her to look at him. 

“I know this with everything in my soul,” he murmured, and when she started to protest again, he continued, “You are a gift of the gods. You were created for me.” 

“How can you say such a thing?” Tierra brought her hands to his and gripped them so tight her knuckles ached. “We have done naught but fuck and fight.” 

He smiled. “You are my match. My equal.” His thumb caressed her lips. “I know this to be true.” 

Tierra opened her mouth to deny him again, but he swooped down and trapped her words in her mouth with a kiss that made her world spin. His lips moved over hers, warm and sensuous, claiming her. 

She melted, dissolved into a puddle of lust within his arms. She needed his touch, needed his taste, his masculine smell. Needed his arms around her and his cock in her quim. 

Her moan blended with his as their tongues mated and danced. He pulled away and murmured, “Do not make me beg for you.” 

Confusion swirled within her. The way he looked at her, touched her, spoke to her. Could love be what she felt for this powerful warrior? 

 No,  she told herself as she stared into his silver eyes.  Maybe. 

“I need to be inside you,  denai.”  Renn brushed his lips over Tierra’s. “But first we have much to discuss.” He kept his body pressed to hers, just enough of his weight that he felt good and solid against her and between her thighs. “Your heart-sisters. It is important that you know I spoke the truth.” 

She bit the inside of her lip so hard she winced from the pain. “How can you expect me to believe such outlandish tales?” 

“Do you think I would have created those stories to gain your trust?” The corner of his mouth quirked. “It would have been easier had I simply told you they were being kept safe from harm and had taken you to them at once.” 

Light filtered into her thoughts, everything becoming clearer. Laughter bubbled up inside of her and spilled out, causing him to smile. “Likely we would be there now, instead of here in Faerie land,” she said with an answering grin. Her warrior shook his dark head and sighed. “Why I felt compelled to tell you the truth…I do not know.” 

“So it is true?” Tierra’s smile faded as she contemplated all that he had shared with her earlier. “It all sounded too unbelievable. It still does.” 

His gaze remained fixed with hers. “I do not lie to get what I want,  denai.  I simply take it.” 

“And you have decided you want me?” An odd tingle flushed her body and anger stirred within her breast. “You will  take me whether I choose you or not?” 

Renn slid one hand into her long hair, wrapping the strands around his fingers. 

“You have already chosen me.” 

Tierra tried to shake her head, but he held her fast. “No.” 

“You have.” Renn used his free hand to guide his cock to her wet channel. Cheyenne McCray 
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Instinctively she arched up to meet him, wrapping her thighs around his waist. He rubbed the head of his cock in her drenched folds. “Even your body tells me how much you need me. How much you desire me.” 

She would  not  be owned by any man. “Simply because I want to fuck you does  not make you my heartmate.” 

Renn growled, his cock throbbing and aching to be buried inside Tierra’s quim. Her refusal was a knife to his heart. He had never been a patient man, and when he wanted something, he simply took it. By the gods, would he be forced to wait ‘til this woman realized she belonged to him? 

No. He’d had enough talk. He intended to claim her as many times as needed ‘til she came to her senses. 

Just as he prepared to slide his cock into Tierra’s core, tinkling laughter came from beside the bed. 

Tierra gave a cry of surprise, and Renn tensed, barely holding back a groan of frustration. He turned his head to see Anistana leaning on the bed, naked as always, her elbow on the mattress and her chin in her hand. 

Anistana’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “Go on.” Her wings snapped open and shut and her wicked smile broadened. “I am enjoying this most immensely.” 

Tierra squirmed beneath Renn, trying to get out from under his weight as she said, 

“We are  not going to fuck with you or anyone else watching, you Faerie bitch.” 

Cock aching, Renn sighed and rolled off of Tierra, but kept his arm around her waist. “Leave us, Anistana.” 

The Queen giggled. “Oh, but I was enjoying your refusal of the mighty stud warrior, dearest Tierra.” Her wings fluttered as she stood and moved back from the bed, her green eyes fixed on Renn. “To think that the man who claimed he would never settle for one woman has fallen for the one woman who will not have him.” Hands at her slim hips, the Faerie laughed again. “The irony is sweet, do you not agree?” 

Tierra pulled away from Renn’s embrace and scrambled from the bed so that she was facing Anistana. As she stood up to the Faerie Queen, Tierra’s emerald eyes snapped fire, her chin high and her red tresses loose and brushing her buttocks. Renn narrowed his gaze as he looked from Tierra to Anistana and back, seeing them together for the first time. The resemblance…uncanny. And then he realized where he had seen a starmark like the one on the back of Tierra’s earlobe. Tierra clenched her fists and glared at the Faerie. “I do not care if you are Queen of Qinokshit,” Tierra growled and Renn’s eyebrows shot up. “You have no right intruding on our private conversation.” 

Answering fire flashed in Anistana’s green eyes. 

“Tierra—” Renn started to warn her, but in the next instant the Queen vanished. Blue mist filled the room so quickly that Renn had no time to react before he found himself completely stretched out on the bed and tied to all four bedposts. He struggled to free himself from the mist ties, but as usual, the bindings held fast. 

“Release me,” he bellowed. 

Anistana appeared again—between Renn’s thighs, his huge cock in her hand, her Cheyenne McCray 
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lips over the head, her eyes focused on Tierra. “I am Queen. I do as I please.” 

The sight of the Faerie Queen with Renn’s cock in her hand, and so close to taking it in her mouth, filled Tierra with such fury that her hair all but stood on end. Anistana flicked her tongue out. 

Tierra flung up her hands and whipped out her spellbindings. One from each finger. 

Ten bindings wrapped around the Faerie Queen in a movement so fast that Anistana had no time to react. One moment she had been about to go down on Tierra’s dark warrior, and the next she was tied from neck to toe in spellbindings, face down on the mattress, with only her wings left uncovered. 

Mist ties around Renn’s wrists and ankles vanished and he moved away from Anistana and eased off the bed. 

“What have you done?” Anistana shrieked and fought against the spellbindings. 

“My magic. I can’t—” 

Satisfaction swirled within Tierra and she folded her arms across her naked breasts. 

“Can’t undo my magic, eh? Don’t tell me the all-powerful Queen isn’t exactly allpowerful.” 

“Release me,” Anistana demanded, turning her face toward Tierra, her wings snapping open and shut with her anger. 

Renn moved to Tierra’s side and smiled at his woman before turning a frown on Anistana. “First you must speak the truth to Tierra, for your binding leaves little doubt. The resemblance—it is no coincidence, is it?” 

“Silence,” Anistana hissed. 

“Tell her of her true heritage,” Renn persisted. “Now.” 

Surprise widened Tierra’s eyes, but she kept her focus on her spellbindings and on Anistana’s enraged features. 

The Queen scowled. “I will tell her naught.” 

“Tell her,” Renn said in his deep, controlled voice, “or we shall let all of Faerie into your bedchamber to see you trussed up like a fatted boar. And they will all know there is one who has power enough to control you.” 

Anistana stilled and Tierra did not need the magic of senses of her  halias to know that losing face to her people would be the worst of fates for the Faerie Queen. Renn strode to the bed, picked up Anistana by her shoulders and raised her to a sitting position as though she was no more than a doll. “Second,” he added, “before Tierra releases your bindings, you must promise to transfer us at once from Astral, directly into Sky Castle in Phoenicia. With our clothing and weapons. And Feymir, along with all of our other belongings.” 

“Bastard.” The Queen glared at Renn, her voice tight with anger. She suddenly looked very young, and Tierra wondered about Faerie aging. Anistana didn’t look a day more than twenty seasons. 

 Like me. 

“Of course I am twenty seasons,” Anistana snapped, turning her fiery gaze on Tierra. “Are you so daft you have not figured it out for yourself?” She cocked her head Cheyenne McCray 
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at Renn. “Your lover obviously has.” 

Tierra studied Anistana, and realization dawned upon her…she and the Queen  did look alike. Very much alike. From the shape and color of their eyes to the shade of their hair. 

 Child of Fae… The words of To’en and one of the ebony Faerie twins echoed in Tierra’s mind. 

“You and I are related,” Tierra said slowly. 

“Obviously I inherited the larger share of intelligence.” Anistana rolled her eyes to the silver-leaved ceiling, before returning her gaze to Tierra. “Sisters. Twins. Now free me.” 

“Twins?” Tierra’s skin tingled all over, and she could scarce maintain her concentration on the spellbindings. “You are my sister? I—I am Faerie?” 

Anistana gave an exaggerated sigh. “As the second born, you have no wings.” 

“And the starmark behind your right earlobe,” Renn said to Anistana. “It matches the one on Tierra’s left.” 

Tierra’s gaze shot from Renn back to Anistana as the Queen replied, “Aye, ‘tis the mark of Astral royalty.” Her gaze rolled up to the silver-leaved trees above. “The symbol matches the star pattern on the  mishnui leaves. The  mishnui is a most sacred tree to Astral.” 

 Astral royalty?  Tierra thought. To think that the star marked her as a royal Faerie. 

“Do not get any ambitious ideas,  sister. ” Anistana’s gaze cut to Tierra. “Now you know your heritage. Untie me and I will send you to Phoenicia at once.” 

“There is more.” Renn’s deep voice filled the room. “You are too eager to be shed of us. There must be more. Details.” 

The spark seemed to fade from the Faerie Queen’s eyes and for a moment she was silent. “As you wish.” Anistana swallowed before saying, “By recommendation of the Council, Father sent you away when we were mere sprites.” 

A sense of the surreal overcame Tierra as she eased onto the golden chair, still concentrating to control the spellbindings. “Why?” she finally asked. Something like sadness flickered in Anistana’s eyes. “Mother had been murdered by the Fae killer, and they feared for both our lives. They decided that if you were hidden, you would be able take over the throne if something should happen to me.” 

Tierra let Anistana’s words sink in. 

Her birth mother was a Faerie, and she had been murdered. I am…a  Princess? 

Second in line for the throne of the Faerie realm. It was so bizarre, so unreal that she almost wanted to laugh. 

Yet was this any more fantastic than Renn’s stories of Ranelle and Liana? 

Instead of voicing her confusion and doubts, Tierra asked the next question on her mind, “Then it is me who inspires you to seek vengeance, not Renn. But why?” 

Anistana’s features hardened. “Our parents gave the bulk of their magic powers to you at birth. Father said it was because you would face more adversity. But the gifts were wasted, from what I can tell.” 
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Renn cut in, “Tierra simply needs to be trained in how to use these gifts.” 

The Faerie Queen’s words were almost more than Tierra could process. “I have the same powers as you?” 

“Nay.” Anistana shook her head. “Yours are different, mayhap similar, but beyond mine.” 

Still feeling dazed, Tierra murmured, “I have more powers.” 

Anistana raised her chin. “Do not let it go to your head. I am still the rightful Queen and will remain so ‘til my death.” 

“Which could be centuries as you are Faerie,” Renn said, his expression thoughtful. The Faerie Queen shrugged beneath the spellbindings. “Or it could be days if Mother’s killer gets to me before I find that bastard. He has struck again, for the first time since Mother’s death, killing more Fae.” 

Overwhelmed at everything she was learning, Tierra almost let control of the bindings slip and barely held them in time. “Our father still lives?” 

“Aye, but I have not seen him in many moons.” Anistana tossed her head back in an unconcerned manner. “He prefers the realm of the dryads.” 

Tierra wasn’t sure what she thought about her sister or her father at that point. Her father had given her away, her sister never sought her…would likely never have explained their heritage had she not been forced to. And Anistana cared so little about her sister, obviously anxious to send her off as quickly as possible. Why? 

“You have your answers.” Anistana gave a proud toss of her head. “Now remove these wretched ties.” 

Tierra stood and moved to Renn, trailing her fingers along the scar on his cheek. “I want to know how Renn received this scar.” 

Renn shook his head. “No. You don’t.” 

A wicked gleam came back into Anistana’s eyes. “From a wild fuck we shared.” 

Heat rushed over Tierra. She clenched her fists and magically tightened the bindings around Anistana, causing her Faerie sister-bitch to gasp. “Mayhap I should wrap a new spellbinding around your throat, wench,” Tierra said as she glared at Anistana. 

Despite the tighter bindings, the Queen raised her chin, a defiant glint in her eyes. 

“I used  aradne, a Faerie powder that acts as a powerful aphrodisiac to most males. Works particularly well with Nordain and Elvin men.” The Queen smiled. “Helps them to be wild, barbaric lovers.” 

Tierra blinked.  Renn needed help with that? 

“And it always results in a child between heartmates,” Renn added. Tierra’s skin chilled and she recoiled from Renn. “You two have a child together?” 

“Between  heartmates,” Anistana repeated very slowly as though Tierra was daft. “I not only wanted a wild fuck, but I wanted to test him to see if we were heartmates.” 

“Even though I made it clear we were not.” Renn gestured to the scar on his cheek. 

“She was angry when I refused to marry and unite our kingdoms. She marked me in a fit of pique.” 
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“It was less than you deserved.” Anistana raised her chin. “The  qinok should have snacked on your flesh.” 

“The scar on my back.” Renn frowned at the Queen. “Anistana was so angry at my refusal that when I asked her to allow me to leave her realm, she transferred me to the Xardu Moors.” 

Anistana smiled sweetly. “I did allow you to leave, did I not?” 

Renn sighed and folded his arms across his massive chest. “I simply did not specify where, I know.” 

The Queen cut her emerald gaze to Tierra. “If you are through interrogating me, release these damnable ties.” 

Tierra nodded. “For now. We need to get to my  halias. ” 

The spellbindings slipped away from Anistana’s body, wending their way back to Tierra’s fingers and into her body. 

“Ah, yes. Ranelle’s quim is most delicious.” Anistana smiled and licked her lips. 

“Enjoy your journey.” 

“What—” Before Tierra could finish, blue mist swirled about her like a swarm of bees. Faster and faster it wound around her, along with the scent of roses and lilies. Once again against her will, Tierra relaxed and faded into nothingness. 
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Chapter Eight 

 

 She was alone, standing on an empty battlefield. 

 Silence, save for the beating of her heart…and then a sound like the flap of many wings…each flap an answer to her heartbeats…faster and faster… 

 Chill wind lifted Tierra’s hair, twisting it around her face so that she had to brush it from her eyes to study the sky. 

 An oncoming storm. Black and fierce. Clouds swirling, churning. Tierra held her breath, fear filling her belly and rising up in her throat, threatening to drive all breath from her. 

 She started to hold up her hands, prepared to spellbind whatever came her way…but she couldn’t move. She was frozen, her limbs stiff, her face numb. Even her heart iced in her chest. A lone raven soared before the storm, straight toward her. Renn? 

 As the nordai reached her, Tierra struggled to move, but she was as immobile as a statue made of cold, cold iron. 

 The bird shifted before her eyes…it was Renn… 

 No! Zanden stood before her. 

 Tierra’s fear turned to anger. She wanted to lash out with her spellbindings. To somehow make him pay for what he had done to her and her heart-sisters. But gods damn, she couldn’t even blink. 

 Zanden smiled, as cold as the ice chilling her heart. “You and the other wenches believe you have thwarted me by fucking my brothers and the Elvin man, but you are wrong.” He raised his hand and stroked her face, his fingers impossibly colder than her frozen skin. “I am coming to retrieve my destined mate, the Tanzinite wench. I will have you, Faerie bitch, and my little magpie as well.” 

 NO! Tierra screamed in her mind. 

 His eyes narrowed, as though he had read the refusal in her thoughts. “The babes you carry I will rip from your wombs.” Zanden reached up and clenched his hand in her hair. “I will plant my seed in you and you will produce my spawn. You will have no choice but to do everything I instruct and aid me in my rise to power. All as foretold by the Seraphine Chronicles.” 

 Inside her frozen shell, Tierra trembled with rage. If only she could break free of her ice- prison, she would kill the bastard. Wrap a spellbinding around his throat so tight it would choke the life from him. 

 The Sorcerer smiled again, an evil smile that reached his black eyes. “Such fire and spunk, Faerie wench. I shall enjoy enslaving you.” He brushed his lips over her forehead and flicked his tongue against her cold skin. “I am coming for you.” 

“You  bastard,” Tierra screamed and fought against the icy bonds. “I will kill you if you touch any one of us!” 

“Tierra!” a voice boomed, tearing through her fury. 
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Something warm and soft pressed against her face and blew warm air upon her cheek. “No!” She moved her face away, but her hands and legs were still bound. 

“Open your eyes,” the voice commanded. 

She stilled and slowly lifted her lids…to find herself nose to muzzle with Feymir. Feymir? 

The black stallion snuffled her cheek and then backed away, his hooves making a clacking sound, as though upon rock. Her eyes cut to her surroundings, her thoughts wild and confused.  What in the gods’ names? 

She was naked, in a small room, the only light pouring in through a barred window. And not only that, but she was shackled against a cold stone wall, the metal restraints like ice around her wrists and ankles. Had Zanden enslaved her as he had promised? Or had that been a dream? 

More likely that bitch Anistana had imprisoned her alone in a dungeon with a horse. 

Tierra blinked away the haze and stared at Feymir. 

A horse that spoke…and sounded like Renn? 

“Are you all right,  denai?” Renn’s voice came from her right. Her gaze moved to the empty wall beside her and then dropped to the floor where Renn was partially hidden in the shadows, sprawled on his back. His wrists and ankles were shackled, too, leaving him completely stretched out in all his naked splendor. 

“Anistana did this?” Tierra pulled against the shackles, but they did naught more than creak and rattle. “She promised to send us to Phoenicia.” 

“She kept her promise.” Renn sighed and the corner of his mouth curved. “If you will notice, she complied with all my requests. Feymir is here, as are our belongings and clothing. But since I neglected to specify where in Phoenicia, she sent us to the dungeons of Sky Castle.” His own chains rattled as he shifted. “Next time I will remember to request that we be left unfettered.” 

“The bitch.” Tierra’s gaze traveled the surprisingly clean dungeon, and sure enough spotted all of their clothes piled neatly in one corner, along with her pack, Renn’s saddlebags and Feymir’s saddle. And of course the stallion himself. When her eyes met Renn’s again, Tierra couldn’t help a laugh from escaping at the absurdity of their situation and the Faerie Queen’s last bit of revenge. “She is a spiteful creature, is she not?” 

“You have no idea.” Renn visibly relaxed his tense muscles and stared up at the ceiling of the dungeon. 

Tierra tested her bonds again as she studied the room, catching a scent like vinegar and lye soap. Her gaze returned to Renn. “I never expected a dungeon to be so clean.” 

He shrugged as his eyes met hers. “Aric insists that every room in Sky Castle be cleaned on a regular basis. Even though these dungeons have not been used for centuries, they have never been closed off.” 

She shivered, the cold air of the dungeon making her nipples as hard as gemstones. 

“Will anyone be coming down here soon?” 

“Not likely.” Renn’s expression was one of contemplation. “The dungeons are Cheyenne McCray 

Seraphine Chronicles Book 3: Spellbound 

 

64

cleaned twice yearly and it appears this one has recently been attended.” 

“No cobwebs. No dirt.” She looked at the well-oiled restraints. “No rust.” 

Renn took a deep breath and jerked against his wrist cuffs, muscles bulging and thick veins rising beneath his skin from the incredible effort he put into the task. Sweat broke out upon his brow and her quim grew damp at the sight of her dark warrior battling for freedom. And his cock—so big, even when he wasn’t aroused. How she wanted to slide her lips over his length, to lick and suck him, to swallow his seed again. But then she noticed blood dripping down his powerful arms and her lust went cold—the metal was slicing into his flesh. 

“Stop!” Tierra pulled against her own restraints, wanting to reach him, to keep him from harming himself further. “You are hurting yourself.” 

After another fierce pull Renn ceased his struggles, but his breathing came hard and fast. Dried blood had crusted around the wrist restraints, and she realized he must have been fighting against the shackles even as she slept. 

“Now would be a good time,” he said, his deep voice sending a shiver through her, 

“to discover more of your Fae powers.” 

Tierra stilled as his words crept into her thoughts. 

Could she? Was it possible that she had the power to free them? Would she be able to use her spellbindings, even while in restraints? 

Feymir whickered and tossed his head as though urging her on. Her fingers were free. She could send out a spellbinding and wrap one around the horse’s damn muzzle to shut him up. 

The stallion snorted and rolled his eyes. 

“Well?” Renn prompted. 

 Ooooh.  She ought to bind his mouth, too. 

Tierra pushed the thoughts away, clearing her mind. And then it occurred to her—

perhaps she  could use her spellbindings in a manner that would free them. Focusing on her index finger, she released a thick strand of magical rope. It glittered in the dim light of the dungeon as she moved it with her mind toward the shackle. Concentrating with all her might, she guided it into the keyhole. She could feel the mechanism inside the lock as she explored it with the rope, and could almost view it with her mind’s eye…as though the magic allowed her to see inside the lock. 

How did these things work? If she pressed against this—no. Or perhaps this—

nothing. 

Tierra continued fidgeting with her magic and the lock, her frustration growing. Her temper snapped and she wanted to scream—but then she heard a loud click. The shackle fell away from her arm. 

“Excellent,” Renn said and Feymir snorted. 

Tierra’s eyes widened. “It actually worked.” She shook out her free arm that tingled as blood flowed back into her fingers. 

She glanced at Renn and smiled at the sight of his cock, which had grown to its full magnificent length, his lust-filled eyes watching her with insatiable desire. Cheyenne McCray 
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“Does it arouse you to watch me?” Tierra brought her free hand to her breast and cupped it. “Do you want to touch me?” 

He swallowed, his throat visibly working. “Do not taunt me, wench.” 

“Wench, is it?” She brought her breast to her mouth and stroked her nipple with her tongue. Renn groaned and fire grew in her quim. “You like me submissive. Would you like to fuck me here, chained to the wall, my Lord?” 

“Free me, and I will.” His voice was rough with the fierceness of his desire. Slowly she set to unlocking one ankle cuff with her spellbindings. With every movement she made, she took care to brush her hands across her breasts and her nipples. Renn’s breathing grew more and more labored as he watched her every move. When she sent a magical rope to her other ankle restraint, she slid the glittering binding down her belly and through the damp red curls of her mound. It eased along her slit, teasing her swollen nub. Tierra gasped at the erotic feel of the spellbinding against her clit, and Renn groaned. 

The rope continued down, wrapping around her leg ‘til it reached the ankle cuff. This time the lock opened at once, the shackle falling to the floor with a clatter that echoed in the cell. 

“Hurry.” His voice was so hoarse she scarce recognized it. Tierra looked from the one remaining wrist cuff and back to Renn and gave him a teasing look. She held out her hand and released a spellbinding, sending it straight toward her dark warrior and wrapping it around his erection. Renn groaned, the magical rope driving him insane with need as it slid up and down his cock. It tingled and thrummed as it stroked him. “Damn, wench. Do you mean to drive me out of my mind?” 

“Yes. With lust.” Tierra’s smile turned wicked and she released another glittering rope and sent it straight to her quim. Her lids lowered as she watched her spellbinding fondling Renn while the other teased her clit. 

She widened her stance, giving him an even better view of her quim and her swollen folds. Another spellbinding left her fingertips and slid across her breasts, rubbing against her nipples. 

His cock grew even more rigid and his balls drew up. “Cease,” he said through clenched teeth. “Or I shall climax before I can sink my cock into your quim.” 

“Come with me.” Tierra’s body trembled and he could tell she was near climax. “I want to see your seed spill from your cock.” 

Her cries as she came shot a jolt of fire through Renn’s loins and his orgasm burst inside him. His cock jerked against the bindings and his seed spurted onto his taut belly in a warm pool. 

“I want to taste you.” Tierra licked her lips, her eyes focused on the white fluid, and gods help him, his cock hardened at once. 

He could not take his eyes from her as she released his cock from the spellbinding and brought the magical rope to the remaining wrist cuff. In a mere moment she was free, the shackle rattling against the wall as if fell away from her. His gaze traveled over her as she walked toward him. Her emerald eyes and Cheyenne McCray 
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sensual mouth, lovely breasts and rigid nipples, the curve of her hips, the patch of fire between her thighs… “You are so beautiful,  denai. ” The words left his lips before he realized he had spoken them aloud. 

She walked around him, studying him like she was examining a trinket she wished to purchase. “And you are a fine specimen of a man.” 

“Remove the shackles.” He raised his wrist, pulling against the cuff as she came full circle and knelt beside him. 

”When I am ready.” She leaned over him and lapped at the pool of seed on his belly. “You taste of sweet cream.” 

Renn sucked in his breath, the sight of her licking his come made his cock harder yet. “Tierra, I order you to free me.” 

“Mmmm.” Tierra remained wholly focused on her task, ignoring his demand. 

“Most delicious.” 

Groaning, he settled back to watch the mischievous Faerie maid as she cleaned every drop from his skin. 

When she finished, she raised her head and smiled at him. Wrapping her fingers around his erection, she moved her lips to his cock and blew warm breath over the head. 

“Free me first.” Chains rattled as he shifted beneath her mouth. “I need my hands upon you.” 

“Shhh.” Tierra flicked her tongue over his cock and a rush of air hissed through his teeth.” 

“Release my bonds, wench,” he demanded. 

“Who is the master now?” She smiled and slipped her lips over his erection, her eyes fixed on his. 

Tierra licked and teased, bringing him to the brink of madness and then backing away before he reached release. 

She rose up on her knees and he glared at the imp and said, “When I am free, I shall spank that fine ass of yours.” 

“Fine ass?” Her smile became devious and then she turned so that her back was to him and she bent over so that she was on all fours. He swallowed hard at the sight of her sweet quim, her swollen clit peeking from its folds. 

“Tierra…” he said in a warning tone. 

“Do you like this view, my Lord?” She slipped her fingers into her slit as she looked over her shoulder at him. Her eyes were heavy lidded while she slowly rocked her hips against her fingers. “Do you want to fuck me?” 

Renn roared and jerked against his shackles. His cock was so hard it stood straight up, and his heart pounded against his ribs. “I must have you.” 

“Good.” Tierra returned to him and straddled his waist, her ass pressed against his rod. She braced her arms to either side of his head and leaned forward. Her red tresses brushed his chest, the sensuous caress like flame to his already burning body. Honeysuckle and woman, her scent near overpowered him. 

“You will pay,” he murmured as her lips brushed over his. Cheyenne McCray 
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“Promises. Always promises.” She caught his bottom lip between her teeth and flicked her tongue over the captured flesh. 


Renn struggled against his bonds, willing the links to shatter so that he might touch this lusty wench and fuck her ‘til she screamed her pleasure. He thrust his tongue into her mouth, savoring her taste that only left him wanting more. 

“Damn the fates,” he growled when she pulled away to look down upon him. “Free me, woman.” 

“When I am ready.” She moved her mouth to his ear and flicked her tongue inside. 

“It is not oft that I might see a warrior fine as you in shackles.” 

“My cock is near to bursting for you.” He groaned again as she trailed her lips along his jaw and kissed the scar on his cheek. 

The scar tingled, the flesh tightened beneath her lips and tongue as she kissed the whole of it. She paused and raised her head, a puzzled look upon her beautiful face. 

“Your scar.” Her brows furrowed. “It is…gone.” 

“The power to heal old wounds.” Renn’s eyes met her surprised emerald gaze. “A gift similar to Anistana’s, surely. She had the power to heal my wounds when they were new, but she chose not to.” 

Her look of amazement vanished as he thrust his hips, his cock poking her ass. 

“Now fuck me, wench,” he commanded. 

She returned her attention to kissing him, ignoring his demand and taking her time to work her way from his neck to his chest. Slowly she licked a hot, wet trail down his muscled abdomen ‘til she reached the tight curls around his cock. 

“Tierra.” Her name was a threat through his clenched teeth. “Fuck me now or I shall spill my seed with your next touch.” 

With a sultry smile she moved up so that her quim was over his cock. “As I am now the master, you must refer to me properly.” A wicked glint flashed in her eyes. “You must beg and refer to me as ‘my Lady.’” 

Renn thought he might pass into the nether world if his cock was not in her quim. 

“Tease me no more.” 

She braced one hand on his chest while grasping his staff in her other hand and placing it to the entrance of her channel. “I’m waiting, fine warrior stud.” 

“Please, my Lady,” he growled, his eyes flaring. 

“Mmmm, yes.” Tierra sighed with pleasure as she took him into her slick core. 

“Gods, you feel good inside me.” 

He bucked his hips against her, hard. “Fuck me, Tierra.” 

And she fucked him. Raising herself up and down on his cock, pounding her quim against him. Her breasts bounced with every thrust of her hips. She tilted her head back and reached up to tweak her nipples as she rode his cock. “So good,” she murmured. 

“Can’t get enough of you inside me.” 

She arched her back and after a fine thrust up from Renn she brought her hands down behind her to clench his buttocks, digging her nails into his muscular ass. Her face was covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her eyes glazed. The walls of her quim clenched around his cock, driving him closer to the brink of Cheyenne McCray 
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orgasm. 

Tierra cried out and rocked against him as her orgasm hit her. The power of her climax was enough to make Renn come with a bellow. 

Her breathing came in harsh gasps as she continued to ride him, drawing out his orgasm and her own ‘til she collapsed against his chest. Their sweat mingled together, and he caught the smells of her quim juices and his semen. When he could again speak, he murmured, “Might you set me free now?” 

“Mayhap.” Tierra laughed and raised herself to a sitting position on his chest, and she gave him a radiant yet mischievous smile. His cock, still lodged inside her, lengthened and hardened again. 

Gods, would he never get enough of this woman? 
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Chapter Nine 

 

With a sigh of satisfaction, Tierra eased Renn’s cock from her channel and rose to her feet so that she stood above him, astride his hips. His cock arched up from his belly, hard once again, and wet with her juices. Her thighs and quim ached from being so well fucked since she met Renn, but it felt quite delicious. She thought about teasing him a bit more, knowing she was bound to pay for her mischievousness—and realized she was looking forward to whatever “punishment” he would come up with. 

“Tierra.” He sounded as though he was struggling with his patience. “The cuffs. Remove them if you please.” 

“I please.” Smiling, she turned her attention to the restraints, this time sending out four spellbindings at once, one to each lock. Four cylinders clicked and metal clattered against stone. 

In a swift, athletic movement, Renn sprang to his feet, scooped Tierra up and flung her over his bare shoulder, causing her to cry out in surprise. Laughing, she pounded on his back. “Put me down, barbarian.” 

“Never.” He swatted her ass, his hand so large that it covered both cheeks. She gasped at the combination of the sting from his swat and the answering tingle in her quim. 

When he reached Feymir and their belongings, he let her slide down the length of him, her breasts and mound rasping against his muscled flesh. Tierra’s head spun and she clung to him, her heart beating and desire flushing through her body anew. How could she want him yet again? 

And something else filled her that she did not understand…how the playfulness and gentleness he showed her excited her as much as their erotic games. Tierra shoved the thoughts away. No. It was  all one fun sexual game—no more than that. She would never allow it to be otherwise. 

Renn cupped her chin and smiled. “Let us leave this place. A hidden passage leads directly to my chambers…where we can continue to enjoy one another in private.” He brushed his thumb over her cheek. “And where I might teach you a lesson for all your taunting and teasing,  denai. ” 

Her knees went weak from his mere touch. What was it about him that drove her near madness? “Let us hurry then…my Lord,” she added in a tone that let him know she was anxious for more play. 

He gave her a roguish grin as he released her, but she caught his hand. “Wait,” she said as she looked at his wrist, and he paused. Blood crusted where he had strained against the cuffs, his wounds already scabbing over. 

Barely realizing what she was doing, Tierra lowered her head and brushed her lips Cheyenne McCray 
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over the wounds. She closed her eyes, her lips tingling as she gently kissed his wrist. It was as though something from within guided her. 

When she opened her eyes, she blinked for a moment, almost feeling as though she had been sleeping. And then she saw his wrist…the wounds had vanished, leaving his flesh unmarred and only a bit of dried blood remaining. 

“You really can heal new wounds, as Anistana has the power to do.” Renn’s voice cut into her shocked thoughts and she turned to see his thoughtful smile. “A useful gift.” 

Tierra nodded and reached for his other wrist. Again she kissed it, closing her eyes and merging with the tingling sensation, actually feeling her touch heal him. The magic rose within her breast, warm and heady. 

When she finished with his second wrist, she knelt to check his ankles. On her way down she brushed her lips over Renn’s cock and flicked her tongue along its length, tasting their sex. 

“Stop.” His breath hissed between his teeth and he captured her head with his hands, forcing her to halt. “My bedchamber, wench.” 

“As you wish, my Lord,” she replied with a grin. 

After she healed the lesser wounds upon his ankles, she stood and backed away. Renn moved his sheathed sword from where it lay on top of Feymir’s saddle blanket and set it upon the pile of their clothing. When he snapped the blanket open, gold glittered in the air around them and Tierra blinked in surprise, wondering what had been on its surface. 

Renn’s back went rigid and he turned his fiery gaze on Tierra. “I cannot wait any longer.” His muscles bulged, his veins again rising beneath his skin as though he fought for control. “I must have you.  Now. ” 

The wild look of need in his expression sent a bolt of lust through Tierra. Her gaze cut to his cock that somehow looked larger than ever before. Excitement flared within Tierra. Her quim tingled and her nipples ached with the promise of another good fuck. A feral growl rumbled in Renn’s chest. In a swift movement, he tossed the saddle blanket onto the dungeon floor and grabbed Tierra around the waist. The next thing she knew she was on her hands and knees on the blanket. 

Renn grabbed her hips and drove his cock into her core. 

“Yes!” Tierra cried out as he plunged in and out of her, hard and fast. Her breasts swayed as he rammed into her, his bollocks slapping her quim. “So deep. Gods, you’re so deep.” 

“You are mine,  denai.” His words punctuated every thrust of his hips. Her body shuddered and she shouted, “Renn!” as her climax wracked her body. 

“Mine!” he roared as he came. 

Tierra started to relax against the blanket, but he jerked his cock out and flipped her onto her back. 

“Again,” he said as he brought her ankles up to his neck. The look in his eyes was untamed, sparking an answering wildness within Tierra. 

“Now!” She reached up and wound her fingers in his long black hair, drawing his Cheyenne McCray 
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face to hers at the same time he buried his cock inside her. Their mouths mated with furious intensity. Renn’s stubble rasped her fair skin, the feel of it adding to her frenzy. His tongue thrust into the moist depths of her mouth and she drew him in as deep as he could go, just as she took his cock as deep as possible in her quim. 

Renn captured her scream in his mouth when she climaxed. Even as her body trembled with each wave of orgasm, he continued to fuck her. He tore his mouth from hers and captured one nipple in his teeth. Tierra screamed again, this time her cry echoing in the dungeon. 

One orgasm after another ripped through her. When she thought she could take not another moment of such intense pleasure, he bellowed and shuddered against her. Their breathing hard and fierce, their skin slick with sweat. Tierra felt as though her body had merged with his. His heart was her heart. His breath was her breath. As though they were one and might never be parted again. 

“Denai, ” Renn murmured as he rolled onto his side, cradling her tight to his chest. 

“Gods how I love you.” 

The moment the declaration was out of his mouth, he tensed, unable to believe the words had rolled over his tongue so easily. Words he had never thought he would say in his lifetime. But then he smiled. In his heart he had known that what he felt for her was more than desire, more than simply knowing Tierra was his heartmate. He loved her. 

She had gone still in his arms, as though she was afraid to move, afraid to breathe. He pressed his lips to her silken hair, inhaling her honeysuckle scent and allowing it to slide through his being, savoring every moment. 

Renn pulled back to look into her eyes. He gently stroked his thumb across her cheek as he studied her emerald gaze. “I love you, Tierra.” 

A sigh shuddered through her and her lips trembled. “I—I think…” She paused as though battling against her desire for him, mayhap battling her affection for him. She lowered her eyes, and murmured, “I do not know what I think.” 

“I will wait for your love.” He hooked his finger under her chin and raised her head 

‘til her gaze again met his. “As long as it takes.” 

Her eyes widened, but she did not respond. 

“Come.” Renn brushed his lips across hers, tasting her breath in the same movement. “I believe there are two women within this castle who will be most pleased to see you.” 

“Oh, my gods.” Tierra bolted to a sitting position and clapped one hand to her forehead. “What was I thinking? I wasn’t thinking. Liana and Ranelle are here! I must see them at once.” 

Renn could not help but smile at how flustered and excited Tierra became at the prospect of seeing her heart-sisters. He propped his elbow on the saddle blanket and watched her search the pile of clothing and yank out her breeches, continuing with her nervous chatter. 

“It has been at least two weeks since I have seen them.” She slid one leg into the Cheyenne McCray 
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breeches and then the other. “I have imagined finding Ranelle and Liana so many times, but it seemed I would never locate them.” 

As she talked, he started to push himself up from the blanket…and then noticed a golden glitter against the dark surface. He brushed his fingers over the blanket and raised them to his face and nearly groaned aloud. 

 Aradne.  Faerie dust. No wonder he had not been able to wait ‘til they reached his bedchamber to fuck Tierra. That’s why he had taken her like a wild animal. Surely the  aradne was Anistana’s final  gift. 

“I cannot wait to see Liana and Ranelle,” Tierra was saying as he got to his feet. 

“We have so much to talk about.” 

“Much,” he agreed as he reached for his own clothing, his thoughts still trying to absorb the implications of the dust. 

Whenever used between heartmates, it always resulted in a child. Tierra now carried his babe. 

Fierce joy filled his warrior’s soul and he wished to shout it to all who would listen. He opened his mouth to tell Tierra, but stopped as he comprehended the words she was saying. 

“I cannot believe they are expecting children.” She shook her head. “The both of them. Mothers! Well, that is not for me.” 

Renn clenched his jaw and yanked his tunic over his head. Perhaps this was a conversation best saved for later. 

After they were dressed and Renn had saddled Feymir and tied their belongings to the saddle, Tierra unlocked the dungeon door with her spellbinding. Renn slapped Feymir on his flank and sent him up the stone steps to their left and into the daylight. “He will know where to go,” Renn said to Tierra. “The stable workers will care for him.” 

The stallion’s hooves clattered upon stone and he whickered and snorted as he vanished out the door. 

Nervousness and excitement sent a swarm of damselflies swirling through Tierra’s belly. Renn clasped her hand and strode down the darkened hallway, in the opposite direction Feymir had gone. Strange torches lit their way—like fire glowing on the end of a stick, yet no flame. 

His boots clomped against the stone floor, her own brogans making a whispery soft sound as she hurried to keep up with his big strides. She glanced at him beneath her lashes, taking in his massive frame now clothed in black tunic and breeches, and could not help but feel pride that this fine warrior wanted  her above all other women. It seemed as though they walked forever—along an endless corridor, past several doors, up a winding staircase and down another hall. Renn was silent as they went, apparently as lost in his thoughts as she was in her own. Finally they stopped before a wooden door. Renn put one hand on the iron handle and with his other squeezed Tierra’s fingers, smiling down at her. “Are you ready?” he asked. 

Tierra took a deep breath and returned his smile. “Yes.” 
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Hinges creaked as Renn opened the door, leading them into an incredible realm. Tierra caught her breath as her gaze traveled around the massive chamber they had entered. Decorated in royal blue and gold, the room was filled with ornately carved furniture, vivid tapestries and oil paintings, elaborate works of art and floor coverings. 

“Welcome to Sky Castle.” Renn moved his lips close to her ear and she shivered as his warm breath caressed her neck. “Our home.” 

 Our home. 

She raised her chin and swallowed past the denial rising in her throat. “Your home is beyond lovely.” 

“Tierra!” A feminine cry came from the right and Tierra’s gaze cut to the staircase to see Liana hurrying down, her moonlit tresses flowing around her like a silken cape. “I knew it! I sensed you were here.” 

Tearing her hand from Renn’s, Tierra ran to meet her  halia at the bottom of the stairs, her heart pounding in her throat with the force of a thousand drums . 

“Liana! Oh, but gods it is good to see you.” Tierra hugged her heart-sister, squeezing her tight as though her friend might vanish at any moment. Liana’s hair wrapped around Tierra, embracing her, and her friend’s familiar scent of jensai blooms flowed over her in a comforting wave. 

“I have been so worried about you.” Liana pulled back and smiled, tears glittering in her sea green eyes.  But I knew Renn would bring you safely to us,  she added in thought, a knowing smile upon her beautiful face. 

Warmth flooded Tierra and she glanced at Renn to see him leaning against the wall, arms folded across his huge chest, one eyebrow raised, and an amused smile upon his handsome features. Oh, lords, but he looked good. 

“Ranelle and Jalen have gone out for a horseback ride around Phoenicia,” Liana said, drawing Tierra’s attention. “They should be back soon.” 

“I have missed the two of you so very much.” Tierra held Liana by the shoulders at arms length, her gaze traveling over her friend’s slender form. She looked radiant, confident, and happier than Tierra had ever remembered seeing her. Liana was clothed in a sleeveless gown, the shimmering color matching her sea green eyes. It clung to her body, outlining her breasts, her hips, and even the juncture at her thighs. A circlet of gold rested upon Liana’s moonlit tresses, and at the front of the circlet was a blood red stone. 

“You look like a goddess.” Tierra reached up and touched the stone that matched the one in Renn’s dagger. “Is it true? You are Queen now? You are married?” 

“That she is,” a powerful voice boomed from behind Liana. “She is my wife.” 

Tierra snatched her hand back and she looked up to see a handsome man with black hair and eyes, dressed much the same as Renn. He smiled and wrapped his arms around Liana’s waist from behind, and nuzzled her ear. “And soon to be the mother of our children.” 

Liana blushed a pretty pink from the tips of her pointed ears down her neck to the collar of her gown. Her tresses slid away from Tierra, reaching behind to caress the man who now held her. “Tierra,” Liana murmured, “this is Aric. My husband.” 
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Tierra extended her hand to Aric and he raised it to his lips and kissed the back. When he released her hand, he said, “It a pleasure to meet my  zjenni’s heart-sister.” 

“Your Highness.” Tierra gave a slight bow of her head and then lifted her chin. 

“Just know that if you ever hurt my  halia in any way, I will spellbind your cock ‘til it shrivels and drops to the dirt.” 

Aric raised an eyebrow and Liana smiled. 

“Take her threats seriously, brother.” Renn came up and settled his arm around Tierra’s shoulders, his hold possessive. “She is a wily wench.” 

Tierra planted her elbow in Renn’s side and glared up at him, but he simply looked down at her and winked. 

She turned back in time to see Aric and Liana exchange glances. For some reason Aric chuckled, a grin spreading across his face as he looked from Tierra to Renn. Liana separated herself from Aric and went to Renn, flinging her arms around the dark warrior’s neck and kissing his cheek. “Thank you for bringing Tierra back to me.” 

Shock crossed Renn’s strong features and he released Tierra to awkwardly pat Liana’s shoulder. “It was most definitely my pleasure, my Queen.” 

When she released him her smile faded and she ran her fingers along the cheek she had just kissed, and then looked at the other side of his face. “Your scar…it is gone.” 

Liana’s form went rigid, her tresses stilled. Her hand moved to Renn’s forehead in a quick movement and she closed her eyes. 

The warrior froze, a confounded look upon his face. 

Gooseflesh prickled along Tierra’s arms as she watched her heart-sister fall into a trance. Liana was a seer, and her trances most often led to a vision of the future. 

“Death…” Liana’s voice filled with anguish as she pressed the palm of her hand to Renn’s forehead. “…it comes on a storm. Many lives lost…many souls taken…” 

Aric moved as though to reach for Liana. 

Tierra stilled him with a hand to his arm—but her blood turned to ice at her  halia’s next words. 

“A choice.” Liana’s body trembled, her wan features becoming paler yet. “Child of Fae…her choice means the dawn of a new beginning…or death to us all.” 
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Chapter Ten 

 

Chills rolled over Tierra as Liana’s words bled through her mind… 

 Child of Fae…her choice means the dawn of a new beginning…or death to us all. Liana’s eyes flew open and she stumbled back from Renn, a terrified expression upon her face. Aric reached her in a single stride and caught her by the waist, turning her into his embrace and holding her close. 

Before Tierra even realized it, Renn was at her side, his arm around her shoulders. Protective. Territorial. When she looked up at him, she saw that his gaze was on Liana. 

“What did you vision?” he asked, his voice rough and commanding, his gaze focused intently upon the Tanzinite seer. 

Aric’s black eyes flashed as he scowled at Renn. “Damn the gods, leave her be.” 

“She spoke of Tierra.” Renn clenched his fists as he faced his brother. “I must know what danger my heartmate faces. How best to protect her.” 

“I am  not  your heartmate.” Tierra jerked herself from Renn’s embrace and glared up at him. “And I do not require your protection.” 

“Release me.” Liana pulled away from a stunned-looking Aric and took Tierra’s hands in hers. “How does my vision relate to you,  Halia? I saw a possible future, heard a voice speaking to me of death and Fae, but I did not see you.” 

“Child of Fae.” Tierra squeezed Liana’s hands. “That is what the visitor said to me—the handsome man who sent me to search for you and Ranelle.” 

Aric still appeared thunderstruck. “Heartmate?” he said to Renn. Renn scowled at his brother, then said to Tierra, “What handsome man?” 

“To’en.” Her gaze met his and she almost smiled at his jealous expression. “A powerful-looking man with white hair that came to a widow’s peak and brilliant blue eyes.” 

“Toen?” Renn frowned. “The wolf shape-shifter?” 

“No. To’en,” Tierra said, pronouncing it like the man had,  To-an. “And he was most certainly a man, not a wolf.” 

Aric had a broad grin on his face as he slapped Renn on the back. “Sotted fool, eh?” 

Liana placed her hand on Tierra’s arm, drawing her attention. “Child of Fae—do you know how this relates to you?” Liana asked. 

Tierra nodded. “I have only just learned I am Faerie. The second-born of twins. Sister to Anistana, Queen of Faerie.” 

“I knew there was something familiar about that Faerie,” came a female voice behind Tierra. 

“Ranelle!” Tierra cried out as she whirled and threw her arms around her heartsister, drinking in her friend’s scent of vanilla and spice and enjoying her warm embrace. “I am so very happy to see you. I missed you both more than you will ever Cheyenne McCray 
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know.” 

Ranelle pulled back, tears in her silver eyes—eyes so startlingly like Renn’s. And a symbol upon her forehead…it glittered silver, just as Renn had said. 

“I thought about you and Liana day and night.” Ranelle’s voice caught with emotion. “I could not bear it if anything had happened to you.” 

“We’re together again.” Tierra put one arm around Liana’s shoulder and her other around Ranelle’s and drew them close. “Thank the gods. Nothing can separate us now. Nothing that is not of our own choosing.” 

Renn shook his head while he watched the women. After their first hugs and greetings, they each began chattering so fast he wondered how they could possibly understand one another. 

“So, little brother.” Aric moved beside Renn, laughter in his voice as he spoke. “I seem to recall something you said upon the eve of my joining with Liana.” Aric’s grin broadened as Renn’s scowl deepened. “What was it? Ah, yes. You said that I would never see you behave like a sotted fool over a pretty little wench.” 

“’Tis quite similar to what he said to Ranelle and I in Seraphine.” Jalen appeared beside the men, humor glinting in his eyes. 

Aric slapped Jalen on the back. “Have I told you how much it pleases me that you have joined with our sister?” 

Renn grunted. “It pleases me, as well.” 

Jalen smiled as his gaze rested on the laughing and chattering women. “’Twas as though my life began the moment I first saw Ranelle.” 

Despite himself, Renn found himself nodding in agreement as he watched Tierra. He was a sotted fool, indeed. 

 

* * * * * 

“I am in desperate need of a bath,” Tierra said to Liana after the men had left to discuss battle plans with their troops. “You both are so lovely.” She gestured to her own worn and grimy forest green tunic and breeches. “But I look and smell like a green dragon dropping.” 

“Ha! You are as beautiful as you were the last time I saw you, if not more so.” 

Ranelle smiled at Tierra and squeezed her friend’s arm. “You would look fair even covered in mud from your brow to your toes.” 

“The last time you saw me, I was quite ill and looked like a  pale dragon dropping.” 

Tierra laughed as she clasped Ranelle’s hands. Tierra took in her  halia’s   beaming expression and sparkling silver eyes. “But look at you. You are more gorgeous than ever.” 

“As for a bath.” Liana crooked her finger, indicating they should follow her. “Just wait ‘til you see what I have to show the both of you.” 

Tierra gaped at the opulent furnishings as she followed Liana through the castle. 

“Your new home is grand,” Tierra said with awe in her voice. “I am so happy for you, sister. You deserve this all and more.” 

Liana smiled over her shoulder. “This is your home now, as well as mine.” 
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Tierra started to disagree, but Liana continued in her familiar mind-speak,  Do not argue with me. 

 Since when did you become quite so bossy?  Tierra thought in return. Liana and Ranelle both stopped short and Tierra stumbled into Liana. When did you learn to speak in thought?  Liana asked as she steadied Tierra. Ranelle’s expression filled with amazement.  This is wonderful! 

 You both heard me?  Tierra widened her eyes in surprise as she turned her gaze on Ranelle.  You spoke to me in thought, like Liana.  She gasped and her hand went to her mouth.  I did it, too! 

 I had wondered.  Liana smiled.  I have heard much of Anistana’s powers. When you told me you are the Faerie Queen’s sister, I suspected you could mind-speak, just as she can. You simply needed the opportunity.  

 This could be most useful.  Ranelle looked thoughtful as she tossed her mahogany hair over her shoulder.  If we can learn to speak with one another, yet hide our conversation from anyone else who might be listening.  

Liana nodded.  We have been bound to one another since we were children. We know each other better than anyone else possibly could. 

Ranelle winked.  In most ways, sister. 

Both Liana and Ranelle giggled and Tierra smiled. 

The women continued speaking in thought as Liana led them through Sky Castle, down past the dungeons, toward an underground cavern. When Tierra recognized the passageway to the cell Anistana had locked her and Renn in, she could not help but smile. His hard muscled body as he was stretched out on the stone floor, his rigid cock, the way he felt deep inside her… 

Tierra quickly turned her thoughts away from images of fucking Renn, praying that her heart-sisters had not heard or seen what was in her mind. She was not ready to share any of that with them. Yet. 

When they reached the cavern, Tierra was amazed at the beauty of the colorful glittering world beneath the castle. The pools of water under the sparkling ceiling were crystal green, the air as moist and warm as the steam rising from the water. 

“This is one of my favorite places in the castle,” Liana said as she approached one pool. She slid her gown from her shoulders, letting it drop to the smooth stone floor, baring her flawless pale skin. Her breasts were pert, her nipples pebble-hard and the patch of hair between her thighs the same moonbeam color as the hair flowing around her body. 

As unselfconsciously as Liana had shed her gown, Ranelle removed her riding outfit. She had large breasts with dark nipples, a slender waist and rounded curves. And the patch of hair between her thighs—a symbol glittered there, a symbol that matched the one upon her forehead—just as Renn had said. Tierra undressed, ridding herself of the breeches and tunic she was so tired of wearing, and then joining her  halias in the pool. The deliciously warm water soothed Tierra’s aching muscles and sore quim as she settled onto one of the carved stone benches. “This is heaven,” she murmured. “The water is the perfect temperature.” 
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Liana reached for a cake of soap beside the pool. “I am told this cavern is much like the caves of the world into which I was born.” 

“I always pictured Tanzinite caves as dark, dismal places,” Tierra said as she caught the sweet jensai scent of Liana’s soap. “But if their underground world is anything like this, then I can understand why they would make it their home.” 

While they bathed, the three women continued catching up on what had happened to each of them over the past several days. The time amounted to just over two weeks, but it was as though a lifetime had passed in the blink of an eye for each of them. Tierra was still amazed at all that her  halias had been through while she herself had been lost in that damned forest. It was unbelievable that Ranelle and Liana were each married and each pregnant. 

After meeting both the handsome Nordain King and Elvin Prince, Tierra had determined that Ranelle and Liana had found men that were worthy of her heartsisters. But she had made it just as clear to Jalen as she had Aric, that she would not tolerate any unhappiness in Ranelle’s life. A spellbinding would do the trick nicely if need be. 

The symbol upon Ranelle’s forehead glittered silver and Tierra moved closer on the stone bench. “May I touch it?” she asked, indicating the symbol. 

“Of course.” Ranelle smiled and leaned forward as Tierra reached up her hand. “It is called  enrli, a sacred design of the Seraphine Elves. Mine is one of the goddess’s symbols for strength, honor, and love.” 

“It tingles.” Tierra traced the silver design with her damp fingertip. “Renn told me that you now bear the mark of the Seraphine Elves here.” Her glance dropped to the water where Ranelle’s symbol glittered from beneath the water. Tierra drew her fingers away from Ranelle’s forehead, warmth moving to her cheeks. “And upon your mound, too.” 

“Yes.” Ranelle winked. “It is a most enjoyable part of the Elvin world.” 

Liana placed her hand upon Tierra’s knee, her sea green eyes glinting with mischief. “We have told you about our husbands. Now tell us how you have enjoyed the fine warrior stud who brought you to us.” 

Tierra bit the inside of her lip as she looked from one expectant face to the other. 

“Ohmylords,” she said in a rush. “Renn is the most amazing lover.” 

Ranelle and Liana squealed with laughter, and Tierra could not help but remember the days in their youth when they had shared moments of happiness, despite their caretaker’s cruel treatment. Uba had never squelched their spirits, no matter how hard the witch had tried. 

“I knew my brother would be your heartmate,” Ranelle said, her eyes sparkling. “I just knew it.” 

“No.” Tierra’s smile died and she shook her head. “I will be bound to no man. In all my life I have never been free ‘til now.” 

Liana clasped her hand over Tierra’s.  Love frees your heart and soul, sister, she said in thought. 

 What Liana says is true.  Ranelle’s voice chimed in. Cheyenne McCray 
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 Perhaps for you.  Tierra frowned.  But I have no desire for such shackles. 

 

* * * * * 

Later, after Tierra and her heart-sisters had bathed, they hurried to Liana’s bedchamber and changed into fine silken gowns. A private dinner had been prepared in honor of the guests, with only the  halias,  Aric, Jalen and Renn to be in attendance. Without hesitation, Tierra dressed in a translucent gown in a rich shade of emerald green that Liana had brought to her. When Tierra saw her reflection in the looking glass in Liana’s bedroom, she delighted in the absolute certainty that it would drive Renn out of his mind with lust. The gown hugged her body, clearly showing her breasts and dark nipples, and hinting at the fiery curls on her mound. 

Liana and Ranelle both dressed in similar gowns; Liana in pale pink and Ranelle in royal blue. 

The moment Tierra walked into the dining room, Renn went still, his gaze riveted upon her. She could tell by the way his eyes turned a dark pewter that he could barely control his desires for her. He had dressed in a clean black tunic and breeches, his dark hair shining in the candlelight and his face clean-shaven. Lords, just looking at the man made her clit tingle. 

When she slid into the chair beside him, he leaned close and murmured in her ear, 

“Would you enjoy it if I bent you over the dinner table and fucked you in front of everyone?” 

Warmth crept to Tierra’s cheeks. Her nipples hardened and her quim ached so badly for his cock that she squirmed in her seat. “You would not dare.” 

“Do not tempt me, wench,” he all but growled. 

Throughout the dinner, Renn would casually brush his hand against her breast or caress her leg beneath the table. Slowly he would ease his hand up to her mound, usually when she had just taken a bite of her dinner. 

In retaliation, Tierra made sure to rub her breast against his bicep and rest her hand upon the bulge in his breeches whenever he turned to speak with Aric or Jalen. She would delight in even more revenge once they were alone. 

 

After dinner, Tierra and her heart-sisters retired to the drawing room. The men had escaped to Aric’s study as soon as they had finished their dessert of sugar seed cakes and downed their ale. Tierra had to smile—she’d had the impression the men had no idea what to do with three excited women who could not seem to stop talking. In the drawing room, Tierra, Liana, and Ranelle huddled close to a fire blazing in the hearth. 

“Zanden.” The name popped out of Tierra’s mouth unexpectedly and both her heart-sisters frowned. “I hate to even speak of him but we must.” Tierra reached up to rub the starmark on the back of her lobe as she spoke. “The bastard is coming for us. Soon. If we can speak to one another in thought, then that could give us an advantage over him.” 

“He could hear my thoughts.” Liana shivered. “I wish I had done more than wound Cheyenne McCray 
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his thigh with Aric’s dagger.” 

“That wound helped me to escape him.” Ranelle offered Liana a smile. “If not for that, I might not have gotten away so easily.” Her expression grew serious again. “I was able to block the bastard from my mind, so I know it can be done. All of us should learn how.” 

Liana’s tresses moved as though in tune with her thoughts. “Why does he want all three of us?” 

“The Seraphine Chronicles.” Ranelle picked at a thread on her gown. “They predict that one soul who serves darkness might reign over all of Dair, should he impregnate a wingless Tanzinite, a stolen Nordain, and a child of Fae.” 

“I thought as much.” Liana sighed and leaned back against the blue velvet cushions of her chair. “But how could we make him invincible?” 

“I’ve been thinking about this, especially since I learned I have more magic than I realized.” Tierra stood and began pacing the room. “What if the three of us are meant to wield a power together? What if that power is so great that if he found some means of controlling us…something that would make us do whatever he wanted…he could force us to use that power to aid him in ruling over Dair?” 

“There is no possible way he could force us to do that. Even for Aric, I would commit no atrocities.” Liana sounded horrified, but definite. 

“Children.” Ranelle gave them a stricken expression. “If Zanden impregnated each of us, he could threaten to harm our children if we refused him.” 

Liana pressed her hand to her belly, her wan features impossibly paler. “The bastard could use those threats against our unborn children as well.” 

Tierra’s horrid nightmare from when she woke in the dungeon came rushing back to her like an icy blast. “Even though I am not a seer and cannot sense and vision as you two can, I believe I had a vision this morn…” She stopped pacing and swallowed down the bile rising in her throat as every word he spoke came back to her. 

“In my dream,” Tierra continued as she sat beside Ranelle again, “the Sorcerer said, 

‘The babes you carry I will rip from your wombs. I will plant my seed in you and you will produce my spawn. You will have no choice but to do everything I instruct and aid me in my rise to power. All as foretold by the Seraphine Chronicles.’” 

Ranelle shuddered and Liana closed her eyes for a moment, still holding her hands tight to her belly. 

“Yes.” Liana’s voice was but a whisper when she opened her eyes again. “I sense that your dream was truly a vision.” 

Ranelle nodded her agreement. “I sense this as well.” 

“Then we must prepare.” Tierra clenched her fists in determination. “Zanden will make his move, and soon.” 

 The child of Fae is correct,  a voice entered Tierra’s thoughts and she and her heartsisters gasped, their gazes riveting on the man who suddenly appeared beside them. Cheyenne McCray 
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Chapter Eleven 

 

Tierra’s jaw dropped as she recognized the man who had appeared before them. To’en. 

Tierra bolted to her feet, fury churning up inside her. She walked up to the pale muscle-bound god of a man and poked her finger at his chest. “What in the name of the gods’ hells do you think you are doing scaring the  qinokshit out of the three of us like that?” 

“Qinokshit?” Liana murmured and Ranelle shrugged. One corner of To’en’s mouth curved. “You have my apologies, Tierra.” 

“That’s not good enough.” She folded her arms across her chest. “What about all the time I just spent wandering around in the forest, almost becoming dinner for a foulsmelling dragon after being chased by a wild man, and then ending up with the sister from hell?” 

To’en did smile then, and he looked so incredibly handsome that Tierra was speechless for a moment—and her heart-sisters sighed. 

“Do you not remember my instructions?” To’en’s deep gaze remained focused on her. “To remain out of sight and speak to no one along your journey. To trust none but the one who holds your heart.” 

“I did what you said.” Tierra waved her hands as she spoke. “I stayed out of sight, spoke to not a gods’ blessed soul ‘til the barbarian caught sight of me and chased me down. And I trusted no one—” 

Tierra went rigid as To’en’s words rang through her mind.  Trust none but the one who holds your heart.  

Even as she shook her head in denial, Liana and Ranelle laughed and To’en quirked one eyebrow. 

With a smile, he reached up and captured Tierra’s chin in his hand, halting her movements. “Listen to your heart, Tierra. It will aid you when the time comes to choose.” 

“Remove your hand from my woman,” Renn bellowed from the doorway, “or I will slay you where you stand.” 

Tierra’s gaze snapped to Renn’s to see naked fury in his eyes. His fists were clenched, his bare biceps bulging, his veins popping beneath his skin. He looked as though he could easily rip a man’s head from his body. Gods how it made Tierra’s quim wet and her nipples hard to see Renn looking as though he would best a hoard of dragons to save her. 

“Renn.” To’en released Tierra’s chin and gave a slight bow. “Aric. Jalen,” he added to the men who had appeared behind Renn. 

“’Tis good to see you, my friend,” Jalen said as he pushed past a still furious Renn. Cheyenne McCray 
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Jalen walked to To’en and clasped his hand in a two-fisted grip. “Long has it been since I have seen you in this form.” 

To’en smiled. “Long has it been since I was needed as such.” 

Renn narrowed his eyes and Aric raked his hand through his hair. “Toen,” Aric said, recognition lighting his black eyes. “I oft wondered…it is a pleasure to meet you as such.” 

“I am known as To’en when I take this form, rather than as Toen when I am in wolf shape.” He clasped Aric’s hand in a two-fisted grip. “A half century it has been, at least, since I have appeared as a human.” 

Jalen nodded. “The battle against Voral.” 

“Aye.” To’en smiled. “That it was.” 

“Overseer.” Renn planted himself in front of To’en and extended his hand. “My apologies. I did not realize it was you touching my woman.” 

Tierra stood up straighter. “I am  not your woman.” 

Renn continued as though Tierra had not spoken, “But if you touch her again, I will have to kill you.” 

To’en grinned and everyone in the room laughed, except for Tierra. She opened her mouth to tell Renn exactly what she thought about him and his possessive attitude, but the words turned into a scream as he grabbed her by the waist and flung her over his shoulder. 

“Put me  down,” she shouted and pounded with her fists on his hard muscled ass as she hung upside down, her hair covering her face. 

To no surprise, Renn ignored her demands and strode across the room. Laughter and calls of encouragement followed him. 

“You have much magic to master, before it masters you,” To’en added as Renn carried her out the door. “Tomorrow we begin your lessons, child of Fae.” 

“Over my dead hide,” Renn muttered as he jogged up the winding staircase to take his woman to his bedchamber. 

“That can be arranged.” Tierra’s voice was muffled against his back. “I have a mind to spellbind you and hang you out the window.” 

“Tomorrow.” Renn slipped his hand under her sheer emerald dress and caressed her naked buttocks. “After I fuck you.” 

Tierra moaned and wriggled her ass against his hand. “Yes, my Lord.” 

Renn’s cock hardened. He slipped his fingers into her wet silk, increasing the length of his stride at the same time. By the gods, he had never realized his bedchamber was so far from the drawing room. 

When he finally reached his room, he flung open the door and then slammed it shut behind him. Tierra gasped as he slid her from over his shoulder, set her in front of him, and pressed her hard against his cock. 

“I have needed to fuck you all day.” He put his hands over her silk-covered breasts and lightly rubbed his palms over her hardened nipples. “And you tortured me by wearing this dress and flaunting yourself at dinner.” 

Renn crushed his mouth to Tierra’s in a savage kiss, letting her feel the need that Cheyenne McCray 
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had been building in him the entire day since he had last fucked her in the dungeon. She tasted of spiced wine, smelled of honeysuckle and desire. He nipped at her lips, growling his lust, and she moaned in response. 

When he tore his mouth from Tierra’s, he saw that her lips were swollen and red. Her breasts rose and fell beneath the sheer dress that had driven him crazy with the tantalizing view of what he intended to claim. Yes, every luscious curve of her delectable body was his for the taking…again and again. 

“Are you going to punish me, my Lord?” Her voice was husky, her eyes dark green pools as she looked up at him. 

“Yes,” he growled, trying to sound fierce when he wanted to smile. He clenched his hands in the fine material of her dress and ripped it open with one quick pull. 

“My Lord.” Tierra’s body trembled with her excitement as he pushed the material away and studied her now naked breasts and the tight red curls of her mound. “What would you have me do?” 

“That trunk.” He pointed across the room to a wooden chest. “Lay across it, on your belly. And spread your thighs, wench.” 

Tierra licked her lips. “Yes, my Lord.” 

Renn followed her to the trunk, watching her naked buttocks sway. It was all he could do to fight back the urge to take her now, hard and fast. She did as he bade, lying over the smooth domed lid, her ass at the perfect height to be fucked, her quim exposed and her engorged clit poking out from her wet folds. Tierra was so aroused, her channel soaking wet and her clit throbbing. The feel of the trunk beneath her breasts, belly and mound was completely erotic. The way she was positioned, she could not see him or what he was going to do to her, and even that heightened her excitement. 

“Are you going to fuck me now?” Tierra asked, hoping he would say yes. 

“When I’m ready, wench.” The deep, masculine sound of his voice sent a tingle along her spine and made her quim ache even more. 

She felt his presence as he knelt beside her, and then his calloused hand stroked her naked buttocks. 

“I promised to punish you.” He trailed his fingers along the crack of her ass and neared her curls, then returned to the cheeks. 

Tierra could scarce speak, she wanted him so badly. “Touch me.” 

Renn leaned so close she felt his warm breath on the back of her neck. She could imagine his wickedly sensual smile as he said, “Beg, wench.” 

A groan rose up within her as he continued to stroke her, but stayed away from her quim. “Please, my Lord.” 

“Very good,  denai. ” His fingers moved from her buttocks, then lightly stroked her folds. He slid two fingers into her core and at the same moment swatted her ass with his other hand. 

“My Lord!” Tierra cried out as a burst of sensation tore through her, and her eyes widened in surprise. She could not believe how good it felt to have him fucking her with his fingers and spanking her buttocks. 
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He rubbed the still stinging skin with one hand, while keeping the fingers of his other hand lodged in her quim. “Did you enjoy that?” 

“Gods yes.” She bucked her hips against his hand, riding his fingers. 

“Behave, wench.” He swatted her again while thrusting his fingers deep inside her and she almost screamed with the need to reach orgasm. “Do not move unless I say,” he demanded. 

Tierra moaned at the erotic tingle in her quim and the sting of her buttocks. “Yes, my Lord.” The man was driving her out of her mind. She had to come. Needed to have his cock sheathed in her quim. 

He slid his fingers from her channel and moved away. “Get up and on your knees before me.” 

A flutter of anticipation blossomed in her belly as she eased off the trunk onto her knees and turned to face Renn. He raised his hand to his mouth and licked his fingers. 

“You taste so good,  denai. ” 

Seeing him taste her juices, combined with the sound of his deep voice, made her ache even more for him. Cool air brushed her sensitive nipples as he jerked his tunic over his head and tossed it aside. He unfastened his breeches as she watched, releasing his cock. 

The stone floor felt cool beneath her knees as she trembled with anticipation. He moved so close she felt the warmth of this skin. He wrapped his fingers around his thick erection and brushed it across her lips, sliding. “Suck my cock.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” She darted her tongue out and licked the drop of fluid from the eye of his erection. His cock jerked and she smiled, knowing that she held far more power over him than he held over her, no matter their play at his domination. Tierra slid her lips down his length, swirling her tongue as she took him as deeply as she could, ‘til he reached the back of her throat. Instinctively she applied light suction as she moved her mouth up and down his shaft. 

“Good wench.” Renn groaned and slid his hands into her hair. “Your mouth. So wet and warm on my cock.” 

Tierra released a spellbinding from one fingertip as she worked his staff, allowing it to wrap around his erection as she sucked him. 

Renn hissed and bucked his hips, the tingling feel of the spellbinding around his cock, along with Tierra’s mouth, near driving him mad. 

“Stop!” he bellowed and halted her head with his hands. “I want you on my bed.” 

“Yes, my Lord.” Tierra slid the spellbinding from his cock, drawing it back into her body as she gave him a sultry smile. “Will you not remove your breeches and boots?” 

“No.” With a growl, Renn grabbed her by the waist. Tierra cried out, a sound of surprise and arousal, as he flung her over his shoulder and carried her to the massive bed in the center of the bedchamber. 

He tossed her onto the bed and immediately moved his head between her thighs. Tierra gasped and shouted, “Renn!” as he plundered her quim with his tongue and fingers. 

Her thighs trembled, the cries of her passion growing more and more frantic and he Cheyenne McCray 
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knew she was close to reaching the pinnacle. He reared up and pushed his breeches to his hips and placed the head of his cock at the entrance to her channel. 

“You continue to deny me,  denai,” he said, holding himself back. Her skin was moist with sweat the air heavy with the scent of her musk. “I need you  now.” 

“You need me  always.” Renn thrust his cock into her core and she screamed as her body quaked with her orgasm. The sound of her sensual cry sent him over the edge, and as his seed left his body, he held her close and murmured, “As I shall always need you.” 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra rubbed at her starmark as she waited for To’en to speak. It was the following morn, after breakfast. At the Overseer’s insistence, Tierra and Renn had joined Liana, Aric, Ranelle, and Jalen in the drawing room. 

Sunlight spilled in through the massive arched windows, the curtains drawn back to reveal blue skies with the hint of a storm on the horizon. Renn’s muscles flexed beneath his sleeveless black tunic as he moved toward where Tierra sat upon a blue velvet chair. When he stood beside her, she found herself breathing in and savoring his masculine scent of sun warmed flesh and the outdoors. 

Conflicting emotions stirred within her. Part of her desired his closeness, wanted to touch him, feel him. Wanted him to hold her, caress her. And yet another part of her still wanted to push him away. The part of her that feared and hated confinement. She’d had enough of prisons in her lifetime. 

“How did you come to find me in the cottage?” Tierra asked as she brought her hands to her lap and clenched them. “I should have been at the inn—I had never been ill a day before in my life.” 

To’en looked directly at her. “Your illness…that was to keep you safe.” 

“You  made me ill?” Tierra’s jaw dropped. “What about Liana and Tierra? Why did you allow them to go?” 

“They were being watched out for and I knew they would be in good hands.” He gestured toward Renn. “Renn was needed at Phoenicia and could not come for you ‘til he met you in the wood. A guardian followed you, to keep you from harm.” 

“What?” Tierra’s fury rose. “I—” 

“Enough.” To’en cut her off. “We must deal with the matter at hand.” 

Still fuming, Tierra snapped her lips shut and glared at the Overseer. Renn folded his arms as he faced To’en. “What news do you have of that bastard Zanden?” Renn asked, his voice tight with impatience. 

To’en surveyed his audience before speaking. “I believe you have already realized the Sorcerer has always intended to exploit Liana’s, Ranelle’s and Tierra’s offspring in order to keep each species in line—from Faerie to Elvin to Nordain to Tanzinite.” 

The Overseer’s expression was calm, at odds with the anger curling tight within Tierra’s belly. “The Sorcerer,” he went on, “intends to create his own magical races.” 
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Liana’s hair slid around Aric, as though she sought his comfort as she said, “But haven’t we already set the direction of our fates by the choices we have made?” 

“I wish it were so simple.” To’en sighed. “Zanden has determined that the fates have worked in his favor by you, Liana, marrying with the Nordain King; with Ranelle being a Nordain Princess and having wedded the future Elvin King.” To’en’s gaze moved to Tierra. “And Tierra, you are of course second in line for the Faerie throne and wield more power than the Faerie Queen herself. If you join with Renn, second in line to the Nordain throne, that makes you even more valuable to the Sorcerer.” 

“Let me go on.” The Overseer held up his hand, halting the words of fury that burst from each man present. “By bedding each of these high-placed women, the Sorcerer believes he will show his dominion over all of Dair. And he will join their collective abilities into an unstoppable force.” 

Aric clenched his jaw, his eyes flashing with anger. “The bastard will never touch any one of our women.” 

“We would each die to protect them,” Jalen said, the cutting tone of his voice belying his calm expression. “And all of our armies behind us.” 

Renn smacked one fist into his open palm. “I will rip the son-of-a-qinok’s head from his body and throw it into the bowels of Mount Taka.” 

Despite To’en’s dire words, Tierra had to bite her lower lip to keep from laughing out loud at the show of masculine rage. It was sweet, really. But she sobered at once. In the depths of her soul she knew that no matter their fierce loyalty and desire to protect, these men could not stop Zanden from coming for the three women. Ultimately it would be up to Liana, Ranelle, and Tierra to stop the Sorcerer. 

“Unfortunately,” To’en continued, his voice rising over the shouts of the furious men, “Zanden has stumbled upon the oldest magic, which heretofore has been known only to me and my people, the Overseers. This magic has been forbidden to all but Overseers because of the potential for misuse.” 

The room became impossibly silent as those gathered absorbed what To’en said. To’en continued, “The Sorcerer intends to use his own binding spell, tying Tierra, Ranelle and Liana irrevocably together—body, soul, and mind.” 

The Overseer’s words weighed so heavily that Tierra could scarce breathe. “But we have each fended him off, alone.” 

“He was merely toying with you.” The Overseer’s gaze traveled to each person in the room. “Testing your abilities.” 

“Please continue with why the Sorcerer wishes to bind Liana, Ranelle and Tierra,” 

Aric interjected. 

“By binding the three women,” To’en said, his gaze resting on Liana, “Zanden could “see” everything and anything on Dair, whenever he wanted to. This magic from Liana, bolstered by the strength of her  halias. ” 

To’en turned next to Ranelle. “The Sorcerer could project his voice anywhere, to put a spell on anything. This with Ranelle’s powers, also backed by her heart-sisters.” 

Tierra’s skin chilled as the Overseer’s blue eyes met hers, and his voice dropped an octave. “Zanden could also kill at will, by the simple twist of a finger. This would be Cheyenne McCray 
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possible with Tierra’s temper and spellbindings, and of course, her powers magnified by her  halias.” 

No one in the room seemed to be able to find anything to say, so dire were To’en’s statements. And what he said next, made Tierra’s blood run cold. 

“With this unholy triad,” To’en said, his voice low yet resounding throughout her soul, “Zanden would be unassailable and unapproachable, as he would always know the future. Invulnerable since he would be able to cast spells over groups or armies, from a distance. And he would be extremely deadly as he could kill individuals who displeased him in seconds with the spellbindings.” 

To’en paused, and then said, “If he accomplishes all of this, as he has long planned, the Sorcerer Zanden would rule all of Dair.” 
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Chapter Twelve 

 

Wind whipped loose strands of hair at Tierra’s forehead as she paused to watch her heart-sisters practice their magic. The three women and the Overseer were in Sky Castle’s massive garden, upon a grassy slope at the base of the flowerbeds. Sweet perfume from colorful blooms of red, yellow, orange and purple filled the garden, shades of brilliance that defied the dark shadow hanging over all. Her fingers ached from countless hours practicing her spellbindings. Mentally she was exhausted from mind-speak training and learning how to effectively block any being from reading her thoughts without invitation. 

And the transference practice—that was enough to make her numb from head to toe. 

She tossed her braid over her shoulder and her eyes rested on To’en. The pale muscle-bound god of a man had been working with the three of them endlessly and tirelessly, yesterday and today. 

Lords, was it only yesterday that he had fully explained the Sorcerer’s evil intent, and the danger that they all faced? 

With a bone-deep sigh, she rubbed her hand on the comfortable material of her clothing. Like her  halias,  Tierra was dressed in an Elvin tunic and breeches, with soft boots laced up to her knees. The fine cloth kept out the cold, yet served another purpose as the color of the material shifted to blend in with the wearer’s background. Chameleons. The women were like chameleons who changed as their destinies guided them. 

No matter their clothing. No matter the men who believed they could protect Tierra and her heart-sisters. The women would not be able to hide from the Sorcerer, and no one could save them unless they saved each other. 

Liana, Ranelle, and Tierra knew they had to face Zanden and be done with his threat forever. 

For a moment Tierra closed her eyes, chill wind sliding over her skin in quick gusts. The very air seemed to sizzle and crackle—a tenseness that made her feel fidgety and insecure. 

She lifted her eyelids, her gaze again going to the southeast. Somewhere in the distance, the Sorcerer’s fortress hunkered like a vicious animal waiting out its prey. The wind smelled of an oncoming storm and something else…something far more sinister. As though wings of evil were speeding their way, somehow riding the black clouds upon the horizon. 

Only those clouds had not moved for nigh on two days now. No, instead they had become dark as night, clinging to that one patch of sky and growing ever larger. Soon evil would come for Tierra and her  halias. Cheyenne McCray 
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Would they be ready? 

The sound of hoof beats drew Tierra’s attention, and she recognized the glossy black steed galloping up the slope. But it was the proud and fierce warrior upon the stallion’s back that captured her attention and refused to let it go. Oh, lords but that man made her quim tingle and her nipples ache. When would she tire of Renn’s touch, of the way he looked at her, the way he filled her? 

 Never.  

She brushed the annoying thought aside as she put her hands on her hips and gave Renn a sassy smile. But instead of slowing down his steed, the warrior continued straight at her. For one instant her breath froze and she feared the man was not Renn—

but the Sorcerer instead. She raised her hands for a spellbinding at the same moment the man reached her and she saw his silver eyes. 

 Renn. 

He swooped one arm down and she shrieked as he grabbed her and threw her over his lap, Feymir still going at a wild gallop. Her braid flipped over her head and the ground rushed past at a dizzying pace. 

“What in the gods’ hells are you doing?” she said, half yelling and half laughing. 

“Quiet, wench.” Renn swatted her backside and her laughter turned into a moan. “I intend to have my way with you.” 

Her dark warrior’s words brought an immediate ache to her quim. The bulge in his breeches pressed hard against her belly as she hung over his lap, and her nipples chafed against the side of his thigh. 

From her upside down position, she saw that he had entered the forest surrounding the castle, Feymir charging deeper into the woods. Trees, bushes, rocks, logs, grass…everything was a blur. 

When Renn halted the stallion, he put his hands at Tierra’s waist and slid her carefully off his lap and set her on her feet. She buried her fingers in the material of his breeches, trying to steady herself after her dizzying ride. They were in a small clearing, walled by rock that reached her shoulders, with more forest beyond that. It smelled crisp and clean, as though the foulness she had caught the odor of earlier would never penetrate this fair place. Her gaze returned to Renn who remained in his saddle. His hands rested on the pommel, a light grip on the reins, and lust in his expression. Shivers of excitement ran through Tierra and she could not wait to see what her dark warrior had planned for them. 

His eyes narrowed. “Strip.” 

She blinked and released her grip on his breeches. “Pardon?” 

“You heard me well enough.” He leaned forward, his eyes focused intently on her. 

“Take everything off, wench.” 

Tierra drew in a deep breath, her nipples beading even tighter beneath her tunic. 

“Yes, my Lord.” A slight smile curved her lips as she bent down to unlace her boots, an idea forming in her mind. 

Slowly she removed the first boot, pausing to glance up at Renn beneath her lashes. Cheyenne McCray 
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“Hurry,” he demanded, his voice rough. She knew he wanted her so badly he could barely contain himself. 

 All the better. 

Tierra ignored his command and took her time unlacing the second boot. Leather creaked as Renn shifted in his saddle. “Do you require punishment, wench?” 

 Yes, please.  Lightly running her tongue over her lips, Tierra pulled off the boot as she stood. “No, my Lord.” With her eyes fixed on his, she unlaced the front of her tunic, pulling at the string in a deliberate motion. 

Renn swallowed hard, his throat visibly working as his gaze remained locked on her chest. When she reached for the bottom of her tunic, she could hear his breathing deepening. “You will pay for your sluggish actions, woman,” he said with a growl, desire raging in his tone. 

Tierra eased the tunic over her head, the soft material covering her smile. Cool air brushed her breasts, making her nipples even harder as she tossed the tunic onto her boots. 

“Your breeches.” His knuckles were white, so tightly he now clenched Feymir’s reins. “Remove them. Quickly.” 

She kept her gaze on him as she shimmied out of her breeches and then stood before him, completely naked. 

“By the gods, you are beautiful.” His gaze traveled from her bare feet, over the red curls of her mound, up her waist to her bare breasts. 

“What would you have me do now, my Lord?” she asked as contritely as possible, eyeing the huge bulge that was large enough to be seen beneath his breeches. 

“Put your clothing into Feymir’s saddlebags.” He reached down and unfastened the flap of one bag and held it open for her. 

Tierra complied, stuffing her soft boots, tunic and breeches into the saddlebag. While he secured it, she backed away ‘til she was well out of arm’s reach. She tensed her muscles, ready for what she was to do next. “And now, my Lord?” 

“Come here.” He motioned for her with his hand. “You will ride with me.” 

“But first…” She ran her tongue along her bottom lip and then smiled. “You will have to catch me.” 

Tierra whirled and bolted for the short rock wall and easily scrambled up it. Behind her, Renn shouted and cursed. She was already well into the trees when she heard him thrashing through the brush as he followed her. Her heart raced and her blood sang at the thrill of being chased once again by her dark warrior. She had a good head start on him, and this time she would not allow him to catch her so easily. 

Sunlight dappled the path before her, leaves crunching beneath her flying feet and leaves brushing her bare skin. Her braid slapped her back in rhythm with her movements. 

And then she realized she did not hear the warrior any longer, only the sounds of her own flight and her heart pounding in her ears. 
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Tierra dodged behind a giant pine, the trunk so large it could easily hide three her size. She pressed her back against the rough bark, enjoying the feel of it against her naked flesh and the wind brushing her nipples and the wet curls of her quim. Maybe he would take her here, up against the tree. 

Her breathing came hard and fast as she listened for any sound of the warrior. Only forest noises met her ears—a squirrel chattering, twitters of many birds, wind through pine needles…and the soft cry of a nordai from above. 

Tierra’s heart pounded faster and her gaze shot up to see a common raven in the branches, not the larger version that could have been her Nordain warrior. She breathed a sigh of relief at the same moment a hand clamped over her mouth. Tierra startled and looked up to see Renn’s arrogant smile as he came ‘round the tree. He pressed his clothed form against hers, keeping his hand over her lips. “Did you really think you could escape me, wench?” 

He glanced up into the tree and through his lips came the call of a nordai. The raven answered in kind and flapped his wings, darting into the forest. Renn’s gaze returned to Tierra’s and he released his hold on her mouth. 

Renn moved his body away from hers and braced both hands on the tree, to either side of her head. He scanned her form, from her bare feet, up to her mound, waist, breasts. When his eyes met hers, his expression even more cocky than before. “I have many eyes here. Many friends. You will never escape me.” 

 We’ll see about that.  With a quick flick of her finger, Tierra wrapped a spellbinding around one of Renn’s wrists and whipped it around the tree to secure his other wrist. At the same moment she ducked down, dodging around him and running into the forest as fast as she could go. 

“Wench!” Renn tugged against the magical bonds as he watched Tierra’s naked form vanish back the way they had come. “Free me, or you shall pay.” 

 Only if you catch me, came her voice in his thoughts, along with her teasing giggle. Renn had to grin despite her gaining the edge over him. Again. Most certainly he would capture her, and bury his cock inside her sweet quim and fuck her ‘til she was too sore to walk. 

He jerked against the spellbinding with all his might. At the same moment it vanished, and he stumbled back, nearly falling on his ass. He shifted into his nordai form in a flash, soaring through the trees, in the direction Tierra had run. Wind rushed through his wings as he called to his brother and sister nordai as he flew, asking for their help in seeking the fleeing Faerie maid. Immediately a response came back to Renn, telling him that Tierra had reached Feymir and had mounted the stallion. Like a spear shot from a catapult, Renn sliced through the air, his keen nordai eyes spotting Tierra now riding Feymir—and she was still completely naked. 

Blood roared through him as he swooped down onto the saddle, landing behind Tierra. He shifted into his human form and she screamed as he slid his hands over her breasts at the same time. 

“Bastard.” She laughed and leaned back against him as Feymir charged deeper into Cheyenne McCray 
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the wood. “You scared the  qinokshit out of me.” 

“It was no more than you deserved, wench.” He pushed her forward, bending her low over Feymir’s mane. “Now to punish you.” 

“Gods, yes.” She moaned as he slid his fingers down over her smooth buttocks and into her soaking wet core. 

Renn withdrew his hand and unlaced his breeches, freeing his cock. He grasped Tierra by the hips, lifting her easily with his strength, and brought her down, sheathing himself in her quim at the same moment. 

“Renn!” Tierra cried out, unable to believe he was fucking her on horseback. The rock of the stallion combined with the feel of Renn inside her was almost too much to bear. 

Feymir jumped a small creek and when he landed, Tierra went down hard on Renn’s cock. She almost could not breathe, so exquisite was the feel of her body jarring against his. Her clit rubbed against the saddle, Feymir’s mane whipping up and teasing her nipples at the same time. 

Renn kept his grip on Tierra’s hips, moving her up and down on his cock as the horse ran at a hard gallop through the forest. Thrusting into her, his breeches rubbing against her naked ass, the wind sliding over her bare skin, the saddle between her thighs…the sensations were unbelievable. 

He rubbed his stubbled cheeks over her back. “Do you enjoy being fucked on horseback?” 

Tierra moaned. “Yes, my Lord,  yes.” 

The pounding of Feymir’s hooves beat in time with her heart and Renn’s thrusts. Branches scraped her skin, and every time the stallion changed direction or dodged an obstacle she felt it through Renn’s cock and straight into her quim. 

“Oh, my gods,” she cried as her climax built up in her. “Oh, gods.” She held onto the reins tighter, her body clenching and stars exploding inside her head. “Renn!” she shrieked as the powerful orgasm ripped through her. 

Renn continued to ram her up and down on his cock, making her orgasm continue on in endless waves. 

Then with a shout, he came. He clenched his hands tightly on her hips, moving her still, milking his seed into her womb. 

He wrapped his arms around Tierra’s waist and raised her back up, and she slumped in a boneless mass against his chest. Vaguely she was aware that Feymir had slowed to a trot. Her channel continued to contract around Renn’s cock, sending aftershocks through her, so many she did not think she could take anymore. 

“Stop.” Her voice was breathless as she spoke. “Feymir. Stop.” 

Renn kissed her neck, his breathing even harsher than her own. “I love you,  denai.  I shall always love you.” 

 

Tierra had not responded to Renn’s declaration of love, and the knowledge did not sit well in his gut. This woman would drive him mad. Gods’ hells, she already had. Once Tierra had dressed again in her Elvin garb, Renn grabbed her around the Cheyenne McCray 
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waist and pulled her close to him. “We’ve been gone far too long,” he murmured. She nodded and cupped his face, her emerald eyes searching his features. “The Sorcerer is coming soon. We must be prepared.” 

Renn sucked in his breath. “Our troops will be ready for him. And you will be safe inside Sky Castle.” 

She shook her head. “You cannot protect me. I know you want to, but Zanden is too powerful.” 

He scowled. “I will  not fail you.” 

Tierra’s mouth curved into a smile, and she caressed his cheek. “I know.” 

They mounted Feymir, with Renn riding behind Tierra, holding her close as they headed back to Sky Castle. He had troops to prepare, battle strategies to discuss with his brother and brother-at-arms. In truth he’d had no time for dalliances, but his need for Tierra had been so great that he could scarce concentrate on the matters at hand. Only Tierra could calm his raging desires. 

Only Tierra owned his warrior’s heart and soul. 
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Chapter Thirteen 

 

The following morning Renn strode out of the castle and into the courtyard to meet with captains representing all the armies that had marched to Phoenicia to join the battle. Some troops had come by river, others by field or sky. Some rode horses. Others were footsore and well-muscled from the walk. But to a one, they shared a common purpose: unite as one fighting force and destroy Zanden. For now, the hosts were stationed below the Phoenician Mountains, upon the barren plain where the battle for Liana had taken place recently. This thought gave Renn pause, but he forced it from his mind. 

They defeated the bastard once before, and they could do it again. Hell, this time, they had thrice the might, and thrice the resolve. 

Brilliant standards snapped and fluttered in the icy wind. The unnatural wind. It blew in from the west, as if bearing breath from Zanden’s foul fortress. Renn attempted to shove it from his senses as he joined Jalen and Aric before the captains. Palme, Liana’s birth father and commander of the albino Tanzinites, was present, as was the burly, blue-skinned Ichnok of the Dwarves from D’euan Deep. Beside the Tanzinite and the Dwarf stood Chrys, the lavender-eyed Seraphine captain whose spirit equaled the wine-red shade of her hair. Renn had enjoyed pleasures with her and her Elvin sisters upon more than one visit to Seraphine. But no more. Before the pleasures of my denai, even this one pales. Chrys’s wary gaze rested on Evvan, the dark-haired, powerfully-built roguish enforcer of the Devline Elves, who bore odd facial tattoos beneath each eye. Renn was not surprised at Chrys’s obvious suspicion. The arrogant Devline resided in the far southeast and rarely involved themselves in matters outside their own realm. The Devline were primarily sword bearers, though many were also greatly skilled at the bow, as was Evvan. They considered themselves superior to other Elves and races. Did ulterior motives bring the Devline? 

Renn’s fists clenched. 

If only the Devline were vulnerable to probes by seers… 

But he had no time for that. For now, the strange foreigners had come as allies, and they would be treated as such. 

Humans were noticeably absent, as were the Overseers, despite To’en’s promise that his people would arrive in time for the battle. To’en himself had shifted to the white nordai form he used for travel and had left late last night. Of course Renn had not expected the Faeries to make an appearance. Their men were no more than drones who preferred play and sexual pursuits to politics and battle. The women would be fine warriors—if they were of the mood to fight on anyone’s behalf but their own. That was rare indeed, and beyond unlikely in this case, Cheyenne McCray 
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considering Anistana’s feelings about Liana, Ranelle, and Tierra. Troyas, King Aric’s second in command after Renn, had just returned from a scouting trip. He had flown far enough west to see the Sorcerer’s armies marching toward Phoenicia—countless troops of men and other beings. Zanden had obviously ensorcelled humans and other creatures to do his bidding, in addition to those who followed the Sorcerer by choice. By Troyas’s estimate, Zanden’s forces would arrive the following day. 

Blasts of cold wind intensified as Aric began to address the captains. Renn could scarcely focus on his brother’s words, or those of Jalen, even though he knew battle strategies were being mapped out, and plans laid. His thoughts were of the Sorcerer, of defending his lands and his  denai. Tierra. I will not fail you, despite what you might think. You do not have to fight this war alone. 

Renn’s gaze traveled to the west, where the dark cloud still hovered in the vicinity of Zanden’s fortress. 

It would not be long now. The battle for Dair was at hand. 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra paced the room she and Renn had shared these past nights. His room. It was intensely masculine, and utterly Renn. From the rich burgundy and forest green fabrics to the dark mahogany wood of the furniture and the trunk that he had bent her over just the other night. 

Soon  it  would  be  time  to  face  Zanden with her heart-sisters. Even with the combined force of their magic, she feared it would not be enough to stop him. The ancient power the Sorcerer had stumbled across could very well spell defeat for the halias—if Zanden had learned to master that magic. Wrapping her arms tight to her belly, Tierra continued to move restlessly around the room. Earlier she had felt dizzy and her food had sat queer in her stomach—as though it might come back up. 

What was this feeling clenching her heart and soul? The fear for her heart-sisters—

that she understood. Fear for all races, and that their way of life might soon come to an end—that was clear, too. 

But why did her thoughts continually return to her dark warrior? Out of all that could come from this battle, why did she fear most never again seeing Renn? Why did she fear never again hearing his deep and vibrant voice…never again feeling his touch upon her skin…never again enjoying his embrace through the night…never again waking in his arms in the morn…and never again hearing him say— 

“I love you,  denai.” Renn’s powerful presence filled the room as his voice startled Tierra from her thoughts. 

With a small cry she whirled to see him standing before the open bedchamber door. He let it swing shut behind him, his gaze intent on her, drinking her in as though he would never have his fill. 

Frozen in place, Tierra absorbed every last detail of her dark warrior. His weary Cheyenne McCray 
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expression, his silver eyes, his windblown hair and stubbled cheeks. His muscular body, his scuffed boots and dusty tunic and breeches. 

“No matter what happens,” he said, his resonant voice breaking the silence, “I will always love you.” 

Tierra bit the inside of her lip, her heart melting at the bare honesty in Renn’s words and in his expression. Without another moment’s hesitation, she ran toward him and threw herself against his chest. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist as he embraced her tightly to him. She pressed her face against the material of his tunic that was still cold from being outside. He smelled of wind and dust, cedar and his own heady masculine scent. 

For a long time he just held her, neither of them saying a word. She did not want to talk, did not want to shatter the precious moment that existed between the two of them. The moment she realized she was in love with him. 

As Tierra clung to him, Renn could never remember a time in his life that he felt such intense emotions for anyone or anything. He loved his brother and sister, had loved his parents, and cared for his people. 

But his love for Tierra made every other feeling pale in comparison. His entire life before Tierra was naught but a shadow of what his life had become since he had found her. 

A long shuddering sigh wracked her body. Renn pressed his lips to the top of her head, inhaling her honeysuckle perfume and drawing it deep into his lungs. She sighed again and he strode toward the bed with her snug in his embrace. After he disentangled her from around him, he set her on the bed. He knelt before her on one knee and took her hands in his. “When this battle is over, I wish…” Renn swallowed, suddenly finding it difficult to find the words to say as he looked into Tierra’s emerald gaze. “I would ask that you join with me and become my wife.” 

Her eyes appeared large and luminous as she stared at him. His heart near ceased to beat at the thought that she might refuse him. 

He squeezed her hands tighter as he humbled himself before her. “Please say yes, Tierra.” 

The tightness in his chest grew even greater as Tierra’s lower lip trembled, and he bowed his head. He could not let her go. How could he convince her to love him as he loved her? 

“Yes,” she whispered. 

“I cannot live without—” His head snapped up and his gaze met hers. “What did you say?” 

“You heard me.” She cupped his face in her hands and smiled. “I love you, Renn. I will be your wife.” 

“Denai.” He grabbed her to him and stood in one quick movement. Tierra shrieked and laughed as he whirled her around the room. 

“You are making me dizzy.” Tierra clasped her hand to her forehead, her head spinning and her stomach churning. “I love you, Renn, but you must stop.” 

Abruptly he halted, his face concerned. “Are you all right?” 
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She kept her hand to her forehead, not daring to nod for fear her dinner would come up all over her soon-to-be-husband. “Just allow me to lie down for a moment.” 

He set her on the bed so gently, as though he feared she might shatter if he was not careful. “Do you need a healer? A tonic perhaps?” 

“You are sweet.” Tierra took his hand and smiled. “But I am fine.” 

Renn frowned. “Sweet?” 

A giggle rose up inside her and she could not keep it from escaping. “I bet no one has ever called you sweet before.” 

Renn’s lips turned up into a grin. “Never.” His smile faded as he eased onto the bed beside her, his hand still holding hers. “You are ill?” 

Tierra shrugged. “I felt a bit queasy when you spun me around. And earlier, too.” 

He suddenly straightened. His grip on her hand grew tighter and his expression serious. 

She cocked her head. “What?” 

His chest expanded as he took a deep breath before speaking. “I have not known how to tell you this…” He paused and then continued, “Do you recall when Anistana spoke of  aradne dust?” 

“A Faerie powder.” Tierra nodded as she remembered how jealous she had been when Anistana spoke of using it with Renn. “It makes men wild in bed.” 

“Yes.” He studied her for a long moment before he added, “Its use always results in a child between heartmates.” 

“So…” Her voice trailed off as flashes of memory came back to her. The dungeon. A glittering gold that had floated in the air and the wild fucking Renn had given her immediately after. 

Hot anger flooded through her. “You used it with me.” 

A shocked expression covered his handsome face. “I would never do so without your knowledge or consent.” 

She raised her chin. “Then what are you saying?” 

“Anistana.” He shook his head, his black hair brushing his shoulders. “When she sent us to the dungeon, she apparently put  aradne  dust within the folded horse blanket. I did not realize it ‘til after we had joined.” 

Tierra’s skin tingled as she absorbed what he said. “It always results in a child?” 

“Between heartmates, always.” Renn brought her hand to his mouth, feathered his lips across her skin and she shivered. “I cannot lie and tell you I am not pleased. To know that you carry my—our—child is the second most incredible thing that has happened to me in my life.” 

 I’m pregnant. Dear gods, save me.  Tierra swallowed and then said, “What is the first?” 

“Meeting you. Touching you. Loving you.” He leaned forward and kissed her lips. 

“Most definitely, you,  denai. ” 

When he pulled back, she could not help but smile. “Who would ever have thought that you could be such a romantic man?” 

“Do not tell my brother or Jalen.” Renn gave her a mock scowl. “I shall never live it down.” 
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Tierra laughed, almost feeling giddy. “I’m pregnant? With child? Your child?” 

“Yes,  denai.” Renn’s expression grew more grave. “I offer apologies for the circumstance—but I repeat—I feel nothing but joy at the knowledge. Are you…happy to have my baby?” 

Warmth splashed Tierra’s heart as she realized the big warrior looked vulnerable again—almost more vulnerable than when he asked her to marry him. Her hand covered her belly protectively, and she felt a fierce thrill. Pride, protectiveness, joy. Renn’s tense expression doubled, then tripled. 

Tierra reached out and brushed his cheek. “Even with Zanden at our gates, to know you love me, to know we will be wed, and to know your seed grows within me—I could live ten lives and never feel more joy than I feel this day. “ 

With a sensual growl, Renn lowered his mouth and gently moved his firm lips over hers. A slow, erotic kiss that she felt all the way to her soul. He eased his tongue through her lips, tasting her, teasing her, bringing her such warmth and love. This fine dark warrior would be her husband. The father of her child. He was  hers.  

With gentle hands that belied his incredible strength, Renn removed the Elvin clothing she wore. He eased off her lace-up boots, one at a time, then drew off her breeches. Finally he helped her to sit up and carefully pulled her tunic over her head. As he undressed her, Tierra found she could easily picture this man as a father. And herself as a mother. He could be gentle and caring, yet a fierce lover and protector. After he slipped off her tunic, Renn removed his own boots. Then, still in his breeches and tunic, he sat on the bed behind her and removed the tie from the end of her braid. He combed her hair out with his fingers ‘til her tresses hung loose around her shoulders. She shivered at the sensual feel of his touch, loving the way his hands and finger felt on her scalp, at her neck, everywhere. 

“You have the most beautiful hair,” he murmured and rubbed his face in the silken strands. “Everything about you is beautiful.” 

She turned in his arms, so that she was on her knees on the bed, facing him. “You are, Renn. You are beautiful.” She put her hands around his neck, pulled his head down to hers, and kissed her man. 

When she gently bit at his lower lip, a groan rumbled through his chest. His calloused hands rubbed her back from her shoulder blades, down to her buttocks and back up again. 

Tierra pulled away, her skin raw from the scratch of his stubble, her lips swollen from his kisses. She clenched her hands in the material of his tunic. “I want to feel your skin next to mine. I  need to feel you.” 

He helped her pull his tunic over his head, revealing his massive chest. He started to reach for the ties of his breeches, but she halted him by placing her hand upon his. 

“Wait.” She rubbed her hands over his chest, enjoying the feel of his solid muscles beneath her palms, exploring him, memorizing every inch of his body. Moving behind him, she continued kissing and loving him. When she trailed her fingers down the scar across his back, Renn said, “Are you healing that scar, too?” 
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“No.” She kissed his shoulder. “It is a part of you and I love you just the way you are.” 

Tierra’s touch was so exquisite, every moment Renn was sure was his last. He had died and gone to the gods’ heaven to be loved by his woman. She moved from behind him and said, “Lie back.” When he did, she straddled his waist and leaned forward so that her fiery tresses fell across his chest. They brushed across his skin like the finest of silk as her mouth found his nipple and she flicked her tongue across the tiny nub. 

The ache increased in his already painfully hard cock and he gripped her shoulders with his hands. “Denai, you are torturing me.” 

“No.” She laved his other nipple. “I am loving you.” 

That magic tongue of hers worked its way down his taut abdomen to the waistband of his breeches. With deft fingers she untied them and then lightly stroked his cock as she pulled the breeches lower. He arched up, helping her ease them over his hips, and then she scooted down the bed ‘til she had taken them all the way off. 

“Perfect,” she murmured. She moved back up his long frame ‘til she was straddled over his waist, his cock against her wet quim. 

Tierra caught her breath as Renn rolled her over onto her back in a quick movement. His weight felt solid between her thighs and in her arms, right where he belonged. 

With a gentle hand he brushed hair from her face and smiled. “How could the gods have favored me with one such as you?” 

She laughed. “As oft as I ran away from you, and you consider yourself favored?” 

He gave her a roguish grin. “The chase was half the fun.” 

“Oh?” Tierra raised a brow. “But what will you do with me now that you’ve caught me?” 

“Love you.” Renn reached down and placed the head of his erection at the entrance to her core. “Forever.” 

With that he slid his cock into her channel and she gasped. How could such words of commitment bring her even more excitement than the teasing and games had? 

His thrusts started out slow and easy, but became more and more powerful. Tierra met his every plunge, her heart and soul blending with his, her cries mingling with his groans ‘til their passion exploded into fireworks of her scream and his shout. 

“I love you, Renn,” Tierra murmured as he rolled to his side and brought her tight against his chest. “I will always love you.” 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra woke to the soft glow of sunshine on her eyelids and an urgent knock on the door. Still sleepy, she shook the fog from her mind. When she saw that the Renn’s place beside her was empty, she felt a momentary sense of loss that he was not there with her. She so enjoyed waking up with him at her side. And now that they were to be married, it was even more thrilling to know that she would wake with him every morning. She could not help but smile. Renn would be her husband. And she would be his Cheyenne McCray 
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wife. 

The knock sounded again, vanquishing the last of her morning stupor. She clutched the blanket tight to her chest and called out, “Come in.” 

Liana and Ranelle both rushed into the room wearing expressions of mingled fury and concern. 

“They left us,” Liana said, her sea green eyes wide with disbelief. 

“What?” Tierra sat up in bed, still holding the blanket to her. 

“Jalen, Aric and Renn.” Ranelle fisted her hands. “They posted guards throughout the castle so that we cannot leave.” 

Tierra gritted her teeth, anger rushing over her in a hot, furious wave. “They  what?” 

Liana’s hair swirled around her shoulders as she spoke. “They have gone to fight Zanden without us!” 

“Those bastards.” Tierra climbed out of bed, dropping the blanket to reach for her discarded Elvin clothing. “Like hell they’re going to do this without us. Like hell.” 
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Chapter Fourteen 

 

Blood thrummed through Renn’s veins as he rested his hand on his sword hilt and waited on the Mir Plains, just behind the front battle lines. Gods, but their army was magnificent. 

Line after line of Elvin warriors, Nordain fighters, Tanzanite hulks, Dwarven soldiers—on and on and on, across so many species. 

Surely this would give the bastard Zanden a little pause. Feymir shifted beneath Renn, almost prancing in his impatience. The war stallion snorted and tossed his head, obviously ready for the coming battle. The darkness on the horizon bore down across the plain and straight toward the poised warriors. 

Nordain cries echoed, along with Elvin chants, Dwarf shouts, and the eerie keening songs of Tanzinites. 

Almost like laments, those songs. Sorrow that conflict had to come to violence. Renn’s heart rate doubled. 

The dark clouds—they were moving too fast. 

Zanden’s followers were bearing down more swiftly than Renn or anyone else had expected. In just moments the Sorcerer’s vast army would be upon them. As if in recognition of this danger, the entire battlefield fell silent. Only the intermittent snort of a horse or an occasional report cry from Nordain scouts could be heard. 

That, and in the distance, the sound of marching feet. Many marching feet. Several rows of Seraphine Elvin archers prepared to strike down as many of the Sorcerer’s front lines as they could when they were attacked. Many of Renn’s Seraphine brothers and sisters-at-arms calmly waited. Tirnac, Kerriel, and Chrys stood alongside Jalen’s sisters, the twins Damianne and Angelei. 

 Gods. Do not let me lose these people. My family. 

Renn scowled into the oncoming cloud, battling a rage that might swallow whole all of Dair. Now that he had Tierra, a child on the way— family had a deeper meaning to him. 

And this  bastard, this foe who shared his very blood, meant to take it all from him. 

“You will die,” Renn growled to himself, imagining Zanden’s death at his hands. Renn glanced to his side. 

The Devline Elves were primarily sword-fighters, the cold silver of their weapons glinting in the early morning light. Their dark features impassive, the Devline stood side by side behind the Seraphine archers. 

Behind the Devline and to the right, stood masses of winged Tanzinites. The cavedwelling, mostly albino race preferred the use of long, thin scythes in battle. Their Cheyenne McCray 
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wicked blades would be even more of an asset for these creatures who could fly. To the left of the Tanzinites, the fierce Dwarves crouched like countless blue skinned, blue-eyed statues. When unable to use their bare hands to snap an enemy’s neck, the Dwarves relied on jagged-bladed daggers to disembowel. Even though he would choose to be in the middle of the melee immediately, Aric remained behind the armies like a true King should. Renn had no doubt at first opportunity his brother would thrust himself into the thick of battle. Aric’s mount was a fierce war stallion, but Baethel, the King’s steed that had been slain in recent events, would be sorely missed in this fight. 

The Nordain remained behind the other races as half were on horseback, and the other half on foot—prepared to shift into nordai form for the air battle soon to come. All of Phoenicia’s warriors were present, save for those left behind to protect the castle—

the fiercest of which had been instructed to guard Tierra, Ranelle and Liana and to keep them from leaving. 

For a moment Renn allowed himself to think of Tierra. The honeysuckle scent of her skin, the smells of their mingled sex. How beautiful she had looked sleeping in his arms, and how difficult it had been to leave her this morn. He knew she and her  halias would be angry at being left behind, but Renn, Aric, and Jalen refused to risk their women’s lives. 

At the memory of Tierra’s declaration of love, Renn’s heart soared like a nordai in flight. At the end of this battle, she would become his wife, and months from now, she would give birth to their babe. 

Renn gripped his sword hilt and gritted his teeth as his attention riveted on the horizon. He could now make out the cold faces of the front line of Zanden’s army. Unholy shrieks filled the air, and the stench of evil and death filled Renn’s senses. It was time. 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra’s temper had still not cooled by the time the women gathered in Liana and Aric’s massive chambers, prepared to flee the castle. The heart-sisters had dressed in their Elvin tunics, breeches, and boots, and Ranelle and Tierra had each fashioned their hair into a single braid to keep it out of their way. Liana’s moonlit tresses were a part of her senses and even a weapon, so she simply allowed them to flow around her. Ranelle cocked her head, listening with her keen Nordain hearing. She tensed. “We have little time. The battle has already begun.” 

Tierra clenched her teeth. “Liana. Do you see anything?” 

Closing her eyes, Liana took a deep breath, and Tierra knew the seer was reaching out with her senses. “Zanden waits while his army battles ours…he wishes to slay as many of our peoples as possible before he comes for us…he intends to take no prisoners but the three of us.” 

“Does he know where we are?” Tierra asked. 

A pause and then Liana shook her head, her tresses sliding over her shoulders with the movement. “Not yet.” She opened her eyes and added, “As long as we keep rein on Cheyenne McCray 
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our thoughts then he shall not be able to find us ‘til we reach him.” 

“If he does not have the  hrichn,” Ranelle said. “It is a metal orb that aids him in his visions and makes his seer’s sight much more powerful.” 

“Now we just need to get out of here without being seen.” Liana tapped one booted foot on the throw rug. “Obviously the men do not realize how powerful we have become.” 

“Arrogant bastards,” Tierra muttered. “We could easily incapacitate our guards, but then that would keep them from being of aid if they were needed to protect the women and children remaining in the castle.” 

Liana nodded. “Even if you put a temporary spellbinding on them, they would follow, again leaving the castle with fewer guards.” 

“The best solution is to steal away somehow,” Ranelle agreed. The women quickly formulated a plan and set it into motion. Liana went to the chamber’s large window and used her senses to determine the number of Nordain guards. When they were ready, Ranelle used her enhanced powers to project her own image in the castle gardens, drawing the guards’ attention. Tierra quickly fastened three spellbindings to the bedposts and the women eased out the window. 

“It is a very long way down,” Liana muttered as she started down the rope. Ranelle’s voice was tight. “Focus on your grip.” 

Tierra let the binding slide through her hands and knees as she let herself down. 

“Allow yourself to slide—this rope will not burn your hands.” 

Their Elvin tunics shifted into a cold gray color, allowing them to blend with the castle’s stone wall. 

When they finally reached the bottom, Tierra retrieved her spellbindings and they crouched behind a row of bushes for a moment, waiting to make sure all was clear. They would have to hurry. They had precious little time, if their plan were to succeed. 

 

* * * * * 

Swords clashed and cries of war rang across the battlefield. Renn’s pulse pounded against his temples. Blood and gore covered his hands, his arms. He roared as he sliced the head from another one of Zanden’s minions. Deeper, yet deeper into the fray, he pressed Feymir. One creature after another he dispatched, his rage rising with every being he slayed. Yet there seemed to be no end to the Sorcerer’s army—a horrid mix of human and all other races. The stench of blood and death hung heavy upon the air. Around Feymir’s hooves, bodies littered the battlefield…Tanzinites, Dwarves, Nordain, Seraphine and Devline Elves…near immortal in lifespan, but not immune to killing blows. With the fury of a thousand men, Renn shoved his sword through the heart of another enemy, and at the same moment slit the throat of the man who attempted to attack him from behind. Renn had trained for battle since he was a fledgling, his keen warrior senses honed to a fine point. 
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He  never lost. 

He would  not  lose this battle. 

To his left, Aric bellowed with every enemy he took down with his sword and dagger, the blood-red stone of L’tiercel glittering with every thrust. On the far side of Aric, Jalen alternated between using his sword to slay attackers, to the calm efficiency he used with his bow, swiftly downing one enemy after another. From overhead came shrieks of Nordain fighters in their raven form as they battled their traitorous brothers and sisters. 

Irani thundered horrid bellows and bore down on fierce winged Tanzinites. Renn felt a surge of satisfaction as the pale warriors wielded their scythes with unerring precision. 

Yet, they were not invincible either. Many of their number had already fallen. And yet more of Zanden’s troops came. And yet more. 

Through the haze of battle Renn caught glimpses of men and women he counted among his friends and family of the heart, and prayed to the gods for their safety. Prayed to the gods they would defeat this vast evil. Yet as the battle drew on, it seemed his prayers had been ignored. 

Zanden’s minions closed in around him, around Aric, even as they sliced and punched and killed any who came near. 

They had minutes left, perhaps seconds, before they were overwhelmed. Tierra!  Renn slammed his sword hilt into an onrushing fighter.  Tierra. Tierra! 

The name, the thought of her, gave him strength. And yet how could he hold back fifty enemies at once? 

Aric cried out and disappeared from view, yanked from his horse. The valiant steed rose and pawed the enemy, defending his master. 

Renn shouted in horror. 

“Aric!” He yanked Feymir sideways, trying to reach his brother. “Hold. I am coming!” 

Sharp cries rang out in the distance and Renn’s attention turned to the sky for but a moment. 

What appeared to be a white cloud approached them at maddening speed from the northeast. 

Renn’s sharp Nordain eyes recognized hundreds of white ravens. Thank the gods, he thought as he charged his steed toward where his brother had fallen . 

The Overseers had come to fight. 

 

* * * * * 

The heart-sisters sprinted through the forest on foot, heading down the mountainside. The sounds of fighting grew more fierce, and Tierra feared they would be too late. She and her  halias were so in tune with one another now that she did not need them to tell her aloud that they feared for their men as much as she feared for her own. 
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When three pale figures suddenly blocked the path before them, Tierra gasped and her friends cried out in surprise. They came to an abrupt halt before the men. Tierra instantly raised her hands and flung a spellbinding around the men faster than they could blink. 

Three powerful looking men, outfitted in white with flowing white hair…and who looked much like To’en. 

 We have come to carry you into battle,  one man spoke in thought.  To’en sent us. In the next instant the men shifted before their eyes, throwing off Tierra’s spellbindings as if they were a child’s threads. Their faces and bodies elongated and they grew in size…and transformed into white horses. 

The steeds knelt, and Liana said in thought,  I sense they speak truth and mean us well. 

“Obviously.” Tierra drew her magic back into her body, still stunned by their disregard of her bindings. “If they had wanted us dead, we would be bleeding.” 

“Always the cynic.” Ranelle gave her a light punch in the shoulder. Tierra rolled her eyes. 

Then, as one, Tierra and her heart-sisters mounted the bare backs of the horses and gripped their fingers tight in the stallions’ manes. 

Liana’s thoughts were quiet, while Ranelle’s surged back and forth like ocean waves. And yet, when Tierra met their eyes, both of them nodded. It was time for her own courage-check. 

But, really, she needed no time. 

On that battlefield somewhere, her man was risking his life for her. And her people—all of Dair—needed her. 

 We are ready,  Tierra told the Overseer stallions in mind-speak. Without hesitation, the stallions tossed their heads and bolted down the mountainside. 

 

* * * * * 

The flock of white ravens, the Overseers, shifted into winged creatures as large as the hideous irani, and began attacking the enemy from the skies. Several  swooped  toward  Aric  and  Renn,  long  enough  to  pluck  Aric  from  danger and place him back on his stallion’s saddle. 

Renn felt some relief. 

Around him, Zanden’s forces fell back a few paces, intimidated by these new enemies. 

The respite, however, was short-lived. 

Renn’s arm ached from repeatedly thrusting his sword, but he scarce attended to it. On and on the battle raged, but even with the Overseers’ help, it seemed they would have no lasting relief. 

Along with the men and women fighting beside them, Renn, Jalen, and Aric pressed forward. 

Ceaselessly, tirelessly, endlessly, they battled. 

And then suddenly the three men found themselves in the center of an empty Cheyenne McCray 
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circle—empty save for them. 

Hundreds deep, the Sorcerer’s men and other creatures he had brought to battle surrounded Aric, Jalen and Renn. Their horses pranced beneath them as they arranged themselves so that their backs were to each other, and they were each facing the enemy. So many that even three fearsome fighters such as themselves would not likely come out alive. 

Far beyond the evil encircling them, the war raged. 

But Jalen, Renn, and Aric were completely isolated. 

Renn’s gut clenched. He and Aric could easily transform into nordai and escape these bastards. But Jalen—they would never leave him. They would die to protect their brother-at-arms. 

“If you plan to take us,” Renn growled, raising his gore-coated sword high, “come ahead. But I warn you. We will not die easily.” 

 

* * * * * 

When the three women and their Overseer steeds reached the edge of the forest, and the outskirts of the battle, the horses came to a stop and knelt. Tierra and her  halias slid off the horses. Before they could even thank the men, the Overseers shifted into white ravens and took to the sky—straight into the thick of battle. 

“Where are they?” Tierra could not stop the fear from rising in her chest as she searched the battlefield, looking for Renn. “Can you see them?” 

“No,” Liana answered softly. “But I can sense them. They are in dire straits, yet they fear not for themselves…they fear for us.” 

“There.” Ranelle raised her hand and pointed to the distance, and her voice choked with emotion. “They are trapped.” 

“Oh, my gods,” Tierra said. “Quick. What can we do to save them?” 

 

* * * * * 

The forces pressed in on them and Renn held tight to his bloody sword. He was not through fighting yet. 

From out of nowhere, blue mist suddenly swirled around the men and their horses. Renn heard the roar of the enemy closing in. The mist surrounded them so quickly that everything around them seemed to vanish…and the scent of lilies and roses replaced the stench of blood and death. 

And all went black. 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra’s heart almost ceased beating when she saw the enemy closing in on Renn, Aric, and Jalen. 

She would never be able to help them in time. 

Blue mist ringed the men, blocking them from view. 

The enemy charged. 

In the next moment there was nothing but a horde of men. Cheyenne McCray 
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The mist and Renn, Jalen, and Aric—even the horses—had vanished. 

“The blue mist,” Ranelle said. 

“Anistana,” Tierra whispered. 

“And supposedly you have the greater powers, sister,” a familiar voice mocked. The   halias   whirled as one to see Anistana. The Faerie Queen stood behind them, unabashedly naked. Her gossamer wings rose behind her, glittering in the sunlight. Her red hair shone brilliant, flowing around her bare shoulders and pert breasts, and a familiar wicked glint filled her emerald eyes. 

“What have you done with them?” Tierra demanded. 

Anistana raised one eyebrow. “Is that how you thank me?” She held up one hand, closing it into a fist as though capturing sunlight in her grasp. Blue mist filled the clearing and the heart-sisters stepped back. It was so thick, Tierra could see naught…then the horses appeared…riderless…and  asleep? 

And then Renn, Aric, and Jalen appeared, on the ground, flat on their backs. Lifeless. 

Ranelle cried out and Liana gasped. 

Tierra whipped out a spellbinding and wrapped it around Anistana in a flash. 

“What have you done to them?” 

The Faerie Queen gave Tierra a bored look, despite the fact that she was once again trussed in her sister’s spellbinding. “They are asleep. There was no other way for me to remove them from the battle without using my transfer powers. When I move more than one person, or creature at a time, it tends to put them into a rather deep sleep.” 

Renn snored and Anistana laughed, the tinkling sound like wind chimes. “You see? 

They are alive.” 

Tierra nodded and released the spellbinding around her sister and retrieved the magic back into her body. “Thank you for saving them.” 

“It was the least I could do.” The Faerie Queen shrugged and gave a lazy flap of her wings. “They were all such good fucks.” 

And with that, Anistana vanished. 

“I don’t know whether to love her or hate her,” Ranelle grumbled. 

“A hard choice,” Liana agreed. “But for today, for the life of my Aric, I feel naught but positive regard for the Queen of Faerie.” 

Tierra rubbed at her starmark and said nothing. Her feelings were a raging mix as she gazed at the place where her sister had stood. 

 Was   there some redeeming value in the bitch, or had she done this for her own purposes? 

With Anistana, who could tell? 

 Child of Fae…her choice means the dawn of a new beginning…or death to us all. Could this be the choice Liana foresaw? Surely not. Tierra felt an unreasonable jealously at that thought—as if it should be  her  choice. She was prepared for it to be  her  choice. 

 Enough of this.  She shook her head to clear the inner conflict. Behind them the battled continued to rage. The sound of cries, swords clashing and Cheyenne McCray 
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men and women dying. 

Tierra went to Renn and felt his neck. His pulse beat sure and strong. She jogged his shoulder try and wake him, but damned if he was not out cold. 

“Aric is alive as well,” Liana murmured. “Thank the gods.” 

“As is Jalen.” Ranelle drew in a deep breath. “But he, too, is asleep.” 

A deep chuckle sounded through the clearing and Tierra jerked her head up. Her skin chilled when her eyes met Zanden’s black orbs. Cheyenne McCray 

Seraphine Chronicles Book 3: Spellbound 

 

109

 

 

 

Chapter Fifteen 

 

Tierra leapt to her feet, fear and fury searing her veins. Her hands raised, ready to spellbind the Sorcerer. 

 Keep a tight rein on your thoughts, Liana reminded her heart-sisters as she slowly stood and faced the Sorcerer.  Do not allow him to know how great our powers have become. We must let him think we are weaker than he. 

“I see the Faerie has worked her magic.” Zanden smirked as he strode closer. The slash from Feymir’s hooves was a livid red welt across the Sorcerer’s forehead, and the wrist she had injured upon their last meeting was swollen and purple. “But the Faerie’s intervention will be to no avail,” he continued. “Your men will be long dead before they wake from her charms.” 

The Sorcerer looked so much like Renn that if it were not for his black eyes and the evil that surrounded the bastard, Tierra might have easily been confused. 

“How simple you have made it for me.” Zanden’s gaze moved from Tierra, to Ranelle, and rested on Liana. “All of you here. Together.” 

He stopped before Liana and smiled as she raised her chin. “I would have made you my wife.” He gestured to the other two. “They would simply have been breeding stock.” 

Zanden raised his injured hand in the air and shoved down. Liana cried out. Fury rode Tierra in a hot wave as she felt the Sorcerer’s magical force drive her heart-sister to her knees. 

At the same moment, Liana’s hair whipped around Zanden’s injured wrist and yanked it downward. “Bastard,” she shouted. 

In a blindingly fast movement, the Sorcerer unsheathed his dagger with his free hand. “You will pay for your rebellion.” He swung the blade toward Liana’s living hair. 

“No!” Tierra shot out a spellbinding. It wrapped around the hilt of the dagger. With one jerk she snatched it from him and flung it out of his reach. 

“Bitch.” Zanden held out his hand and sent a blast of power at Tierra. The force of his magic knocked her flat on her backside. Her legs were spread wide, bent at the knees, and she was frozen in place—just as in her nightmare. She could not budge. Tierra tried to scream, but could make no sound. 

“Stop!” Ranelle shrieked, using her magical voice to order Zanden to halt. The Sorcerer merely smiled and shot a purple glow of power at Ranelle. With a cry of surprise, she dropped onto her hands and knees before him. I cannot move,  Ranelle told Tierra and Liana in thought. I, too, am frozen,  Liana said, and Tierra realized that even Liana’s hair was still. Tierra gave a frustrated mind scream.  I cannot even speak aloud to yell at the bastard. Sounds of battle carried on in the distance as Zanden walked before Liana, who Cheyenne McCray 
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remained immobile on her knees. 

He moved to stand before her, his crotch in front of her face. The bulge beneath his black breeches was obvious, and Tierra felt each of her heart-sister’s disgust and loathing straight to her soul. 

“You see the power I wield over you?” Zanden grabbed Liana’s head with his hands and thrust his hips at her face. “You will suck my cock whenever I am in need.” 

Liana’s urge to retch was so great that Tierra felt it and thought she would, too. The bastard released Liana to move to Ranelle, who was on her hands and knees. 

“And you, little magpie,” he said as he caressed her mahogany tresses. “Oft will I have you on your hands and knees when I fuck you from behind.” 

Ranelle’s sickness at the mere thought transferred to Tierra and her rage grew even greater. 

The Sorcerer stopped next in front of Tierra, who was on her back, her thighs wide. 

“Child of Fae. You will willingly spread your legs for me once you have a taste of my fine cock.” 

 Like hell.  She would rip his heart out with her bare hands. 

“You see.” He gestured widely, encompassing all that was around them. “I have complete control over you. You cannot move unless I wish it. You cannot speak unless I allow it.” 

His gaze moved to the men who remained motionless behind the women. “As soon as I bind the three of you, I will kill my brothers and the future Elvin King.” An evil smile curved his lips. “I will then be master over both Phoenicia and the Seraphine Kingdoms, before I dispense with Anistana and take over the rest of Dair.” 

Cold, cruel calculation sparked in his black eyes. “In moments they will be dead.” 

His smile broadened. “But first I will use a spell on you three bitches. It is of the old magic, a spell that shall permanently bind you together…mind, soul and body.” 

 Sisters,  Liana projected to Ranelle and Tierra.  I can read his thoughts. He is at his weakest as he has no fear that we can use our powers against him. As we planned—now!  

Ranelle projected a powerful mind-cry at Zanden. 

Liana and Tierra joined their magic with Ranelle’s, amplifying the cry. Zanden’s head snapped back, as though he had been punched. Blood gushed from his nose. 

The mind-cry severed the Sorcerer’s concentration. 

Tierra scrambled to her feet, no longer frozen. 

She flung out her spellbindings. The power of the  halias magnified the strength of the bindings. Ten ropes of power wrapped the Sorcerer from head to toe—‘til only his furious black eyes could be seen behind the glittering ropes. 

“You  bastard. ” Tierra’s fury was so great that her vision turned a shade of crimson. 

“You shall feel the pain of every wound you have inflicted upon others. I  am  Fae, and thus I can call wounds—to heal them…or avenge them!” 

Behind the binding that gagged his mouth, Zanden screeched as his skin split. Wounds suddenly gaped over every exposed part of his skin. Blood poured from the cut flesh, drenching his face, soaking his clothing. 
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“We must rid Dair of the Sorcerer now,” Ranelle urged, her voice insistent. “Find the beast, Liana.” 

The magic raging between the three heart-sisters was so great that Tierra could  see what Liana saw with her seer’s vision as the Tanzinite quickly searched for their means of disposing of the Sorcerer. 

At a dizzying pace, Liana’s vision flew across the Mir Plain, into the D’euan Forest and to Merth Darkling— 

Straight to a lycidian dragon just stumbling out of his lair. A full-grown, very large, and very hungry looking dragon. Using what they had practiced over and over again together with To’en, the three women joined hands and focused their powers on the bound form of Zanden. Sparkling magic whirled around them like a cyclone. They sent the twisting column toward Zanden, whose eyes had been blinded by blood pouring from his wounds. Leaves and earth spun, caught up in the magic funnel. 

The  halias concentrated on the magic, sending it to Zanden. 

‘Round and ‘round it twisted, shimmering with a silver light as it encompassed the Sorcerer. 

And then he vanished from their physical sight. 

With Liana’s magical vision, the heart-sisters watched as the Sorcerer’s body was dropped directly in front of the dragon. 

The beast lowered its head and sniffed. 

Zanden fought against the magical ropes with his powers and with his body. Tierra and her heart-sisters struggled to maintain the hold on the magic, but Tierra felt it slipping. 

They were too far away. 

The dragon roared and fiery breath encompassed Zanden. The Sorcerer shrieked as his clothing and hair caught fire. 

Tierra cried out in frustration as their connection with the spellbindings snapped. The magical ropes vanished. 

Still aflame, the Sorcerer stumbled to his feet. 

The dragon opened its fiery maw, its teeth closing in on Zanden— 

Everything went black. The vision ended—their connection severed. 

“Can you see?” Tierra yelled, her body shaking with adrenalin and fury. “We have to know that he is dead.” 

“I cannot.” Liana shook her head, her face white and her hair trembling around her shoulders. 

“Together.” Ranelle gripped their hands tighter. “Try again.” 

Tierra felt their collective exhaustion as they again focused on Liana’s sight. They traveled over the plains, into the D’euan Forest and Merth Darkling. Finally they saw the dragon— 

But no sign of the Sorcerer. 

The dragon was chewing, his teeth glinting in the murky light. They heard a loud crunch from the beast’s maw, not unlike the snapping of bones. Cheyenne McCray 
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With a big fiery belch, the dragon turned around and lumbered back into his lair. 

“No!” Tierra’s cry yanked the women out of the vision and back to the clearing. Her chest grew tight as she released Liana and Ranelle’s hands. “Send me to the dragon’s lair at once. I must find out if he still lives.” 

Ranelle’s eyes widened. “We cannot all three go at once—we would have to send you alone.” 

“It is far too dangerous.” Liana shook her head. 

Tierra turned her gaze on Liana. “Can you sense if he still lives?” 

Liana took Ranelle’s and Tierra’s hands in hers, and said, “Let us look together.” 

Holding her breath, Tierra closed her eyes. Again they traveled to the dragon’s lair…but saw nothing. 

Yet an overpower sense of evil slid over Tierra’s skin…the same feeling she had felt when she had first met the Sorcerer in the D’euan Forest. 

“Send me.” Tierra clenched her jaw as the three women returned to the clearing. 

“We cannot take the chance of that bastard surviving.” 

“Look.” Liana gestured toward the battlefield. “The Sorcerer’s power over his armies has been vanquished.” 

Tierra whirled to stare out at the Mir Plain. The remaining soldiers from the Sorcerer’s army were fleeing, scattering in all directions, including the traitorous Nordain. Even the irani darted around the sky in apparent confusion—as though unable to determine what to do now that the Sorcerer was gone. 

“Zanden must be dead.” Ranelle stepped beside Tierra. “Why else would such chaos reign amongst his people? You do not need to take this risk, sister.” 

“It is my choice to make.” Tierra turned her furious gaze on her heart-sisters. “I will not jeopardize our lives, the men we love, our children, or the people of our world, by simply hoping he is dead.” She planted her hands on her hips and looked from Ranelle to Liana. “Now send me.” 

Ranelle and Liana exchanged looks of fear and understanding. “Be wary,” Liana said to Tierra. “I could not bear it if anything happened to you.” 

“Be prepared,” Ranelle added. “I love you, sister.” 

“I love you both.” Tierra’s gaze dropped to Renn’s form, and her lover stirred in his sleep. “If anything should happen to me, tell Renn I did this for us and for our child.” 

Tears glittered in Ranelle’s silver eyes and Liana’s sea green gaze. They each stood to either side of Tierra and clasped one another’s hands so that Tierra stood in the middle of a small circle. 

A wind-storm of magic surrounded them as the three heart-sisters concentrated. Tierra felt a tingling sensation through her limbs, radiating throughout her soul. And then it felt as if she had taken leave of the world as everything around her turned to white. 

 

* * * * * 

Renn blinked, a sense of confusion filling him as he looked up into the boughs of a pine tree. His head felt as though he had been on an all night drinking binge. Cheyenne McCray 
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Had he been drugged? Where in Hades was he? 

In a burst of memory he remembered everything—the battle, being surrounded by Zanden’s minions, the blue mist…and the Sorcerer coming after Tierra. Renn bolted to his feet just as a blinding white light filled the clearing. He staggered from the force of the light and from the effects of his drugged-like sleep. When he could see, Ranelle and Liana were standing before him, their hands linked. 

“Where is Tierra?” he demanded. 

The women gasped and released their hands. 

“She had to know if Zanden was truly dead.” Liana’s eyes were filled with tears. 

“We did not want to send her.” 

He looked from one woman to the other. “Send…her…where?” 

“To Merth Darkling,” Ranelle replied. “To the dragon’s lair where we sent Zanden to finish him off. Only we could not be sure he died.” 

Renn clenched his fists, his fear for his heartmate vibrating through his body. “You must send me there as well.” 

The women exchanged startled glances. “Do you think we can?” Ranelle asked. 

“Without Tierra?” 

“You must try.” Renn towered over Tierra’s  halias.  “Now.” 

Ranelle and Liana stood to either side of him, stretching their arms out to reach all the way around. 

As a wild white wind surrounded him, Renn prayed to the gods with all his soul. Let me be in time… 

 

* * * * * 

Tierra stumbled and barely kept to her feet as the magic storm released her. She whirled around, getting her bearings, her hands raised, prepared to spellbind anything that moved. 

Smells of charred flesh and hair filled the clearing and Tierra almost retched as bile rose in her throat. Nothing moved—the dragon apparently deep within his lair. And the Sorcerer…was he truly gone? 

Her gaze dropped to the charred leaves at her feet. Black, sticky blood covered some that were not burnt. Her skin chilled and she began to tremble as she saw that the trail led away from where she stood. 

She snapped her head up— 

Only to see a grotesque figure materialize from out of the woods. Charred hair and flesh, bleeding open wounds… 

 Zanden.  

Tierra flung out her spellbindings, spinning them around the Sorcerer. He waved them away like they were naught more than a fragile spider’s web. 

“You have made the gravest of errors.” His voice was rough, damaged, as he advanced toward her, dragging one mangled leg behind him. “Now that I can no longer control my armies…now that I no longer seek you three bitches at the same time…you Cheyenne McCray 
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can be the sole focus of my energy and powers. I can kill you with a thought, and your magic is useless against me.” 

Again Tierra flung out her spellbindings. Again Zanden waved them away. Fury filled her as she stepped back. “You bastard.” 

“But I will not give you a painless death.” He raised one blackened hand and Tierra felt his magical grip around her neck. “I intend to make you suffer.” 

His grip tightened and Tierra’s breath gurgled in her throat. Stars flashed behind her eyes as she struggled to breathe. 

“Bitch!” The Sorcerer raised his hand and shoved it down. A force drove Tierra to her knees. 

She was frozen in place. She could not breathe. Could not move. My babe!  Her thoughts blasted through her head, trying to summon the strength to defeat her attacker, for the sake of her child. For the sake of everyone she loved. For Renn. 

The effect seemed only to slow the bastard—and even that, very little. Zanden stepped closer, dragging one foot behind him. “It pleases me to know that I am the last sight you will have in this world.” 

Tierra’s vision blurred as the grip grew tighter around her throat. In her confused sight, she thought she saw Renn. A dream image. 

Renn appearing from nowhere, behind the Sorcerer. 

Renn’s voice as he bellowed a curse filled with fury. 

Renn’s muscles flexing as he swung his sword. 

Renn’s blade flash through the air…slicing through Zanden’s neck. The Sorcerer’s charred head flying across the clearing and rolling to a stop in front of the dragon’s lair. 

Air rushed into Tierra’s lungs and she collapsed onto her side on the forest floor. 

“Tierra!” Renn shouted as she rolled on her back, trees spinning above her. In the next moment his beautiful face was above hers and she struggled to focus on his precious features. “It’s really you,” she murmured as he swept her into his arms and held her tight to his chest. “I wasn’t dreaming.” 

“I thought I had lost you.” Renn’s voice was hoarse, choked with emotion as he pressed his lips to her forehead, her cheeks, her nose. “I could not bear it if you left me.” 

“Worry not.” She smiled and brought her hand to his handsome face. “The only place I intend to travel is back to Phoenicia and to our bed.” 

 

Cheyenne McCray 

Seraphine Chronicles Book 3: Spellbound 

 

115

 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen 

 

With her  halias  to either side of her, Tierra walked barefoot upon the grass, through the castle gardens toward the rise to where her soon-to-be husband waited. Absolute certainty filled her, the knowledge that Renn was her heartmate, and that they would be happy for the remainder of their lives. 

Sunshine warmed the gardens this morn of Renn and Tierra’s joining day, feelings of renewal, hope, and joy in the balmy air. Blossoms of every color suffused the gardens in brilliant arrays of reds, purples, oranges, blues and yellows. Standards of as many colors snapped and waved in the breeze, testament to representatives from almost every race upon Dair who had come to partake in the festivities. Table upon table had been arranged in the garden where guests were already seated and waiting for the joining ceremony to begin. Voices and laughter rang out, the sounds of people happy and thankful to the gods and goddesses for all their blessings. To Tierra’s left strolled Ranelle. The Nordain-Elvin Princess was clothed in a revealing gown of brilliant amethyst, her mahogany locks tumbling over her shoulders to her waist. 

On Tierra’s other side was the Tanzinite-Nordain Queen Liana, who wore a scanty affair in a lovely aqua shade. The golden circlet of her station perched upon her moonlit tresses. Her hair flowed around her, caressing her shoulders with every movement she made. 

Tierra’s curls were piled on top of her head with fiery ringlets cascading down her back. She was dressed in a gown that had been a gift from the Elves—an iridescent white concoction that left her shoulders completely bare. The bodice barely rose high enough to cover her breasts, her creamy swells nearly pouring out from the top. The sheer skirt frothed around her ankles, and she only hoped that her patch of red curls did not show through the gossamer material in the brilliant sunlight. But then again, she rather looked forward to Renn’s expression when he saw her. Maybe he would throw her over his shoulder and vanish with her around one of the garden hedges. 

Tierra smiled at the thought and her quim tingled. She could not wait to be alone with her dark warrior. 

Perfume of jensai blooms and roses surrounded Tierra as she and her heart-sisters walked through the extensive gardens. And was that the scent of lilies, too? 

“You are the most beautiful of brides,” Liana said, turning her brilliant smile on Tierra. 

Ranelle laughed, a note of pure happiness, the sound as precious as that golden day. “And to think,” she said, “we shall all be sisters by marriage now, as well as heartsisters.” 

Cheyenne McCray 

Seraphine Chronicles Book 3: Spellbound 

 

116

As they strolled over the rise, Tierra took each of her friends by the hand and smiled from one to the other. “I am the most fortunate of souls on all of Dair to have you as my  halias. ” 

Her gaze lifted to see Renn. The world around her seemed to slip away, and she was only vaguely conscious of her heart-sisters releasing her hands and moving slightly behind her. 

Lords above, Renn was magnificent. His powerful physique, his chiseled jaw and hooded expression. In the sunlight his black hair shone like a raven’s wing, and his silver eyes focused only on her. Beneath his snug black tunic and breeches, his muscles rippled, and he clenched his hands into fists as though restraining himself. Holding back from rushing straight to her. 

Tierra was of half a mind to turn around and run, just so that he would chase her. And capture her. 

It seemed it took her forever to reach his side, but then she was before him. Renn took her hands in both of his and brought his mouth to hers. Slowly he kissed her, nipping gently at her lips, then pushing his tongue into her mouth. He tasted of spice and ale, and uniquely Renn—she could not get enough of him. A roar seemed to swell around them, like the Mairi Sea, churning, louder and louder. 

Renn broke away from her and smiled. “I love you,  denai. ” 

Dazed, Tierra could only look up at him. She wanted to reach up to kiss him again, but then she realized what the roar around them actually was. People applauding and cheering. 

Warmth flushed through Tierra. Renn took her hand in his and they both turned to face the enthusiastic crowd. 

“As many of you know,” he said, his voice rumbling over the crowd that quickly silenced. “I never believed that there was truly such a thing as finding one’s heartmate. Fantasy and Elvin tales.” His gaze dropped to Tierra, and he gave her that sensual smile that made her knees weak and her quim wet. “But I was wrong. And I will spend the rest of my days thanking the gods that I found my heartmate. Tierra.” 

His heart swelling with love for his woman, Renn raised their joined hands and said, “I present you with my wife, my love, my  denai…Tierra.” 

More applause broke out from all those in attendance. Nordain, Tanzinites, Elves, Dwarves, and Human…all mixed and mingled, not segregated by race. All united as one, as all should be. Even the black-eyed Evvan of the Devline and Chrys of the Seraphine Elves sat side-by-side…although from the glares they tossed one another, neither looked too pleased with the seating arrangements. Many of their loved ones, their brothers and sisters had been lost in the battle. It saddened Renn’s heart, but he knew that his kinsmen had gladly given their lives to protect the freedom of all peoples of their world. He was grateful for those who had survived, including Jalen’s sisters. 

And he was most grateful that he and Tierra were able to stand before their peoples, to be united as one. 
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From the midst of the crowd appeared Yanea, Queen of the Seraphine Elves wearing a sheer gown. She carried the sacred ruby and gold goblet that had been used in joining ceremonies of L’tiercel royalty for centuries. The amethyst-eyed Queen’s  enrli symbol glittered upon her forehead and between her thighs as she came to a stop before them. 

The Queen inclined her head, her golden tresses glimmering in the sunlight. 

“Thank you for this honor in presiding at your joining.” 

“You do us a great honor,” Renn responded with a bow of his own. At Tierra’s concerned look at the contents of the goblet, Yanea said in mind-speak, The elixir will not enter your womb nor affect your daughters.   

 Daughters?  Tierra said to Renn in thought. Her emerald eyes sparkled as she looked to Renn and he smiled. 

Renn had no doubt his daughters would be as lovely as his wife. And likely just as feisty. 

And dear gods, they might have wings. 

What if they each had two sets? Faerie and Nordain? 

Oh, lords. They would never be able to catch them… 

He would certainly have his hands full…and he looked forward to it. Yanea lifted the chalice to Renn’s lips and repeated the ceremonial words, “Drink of the Nordain joining elixir and share with your mate.” 

Renn gladly sipped from the cup that he had never believed he would drink from. His cock hardened as the heady fluid rolled into his mouth. The taste of raspberries settled upon his tongue as he held the liquid for his mate. Tierra tipped her head up. Renn pressed his lips to hers and released the elixir into her mouth. 

The moment the warm fluid flowed over her tongue, Tierra’s head grew light and she feared she might fall. As though reading her thoughts, Renn clasped his hands at her waist, holding her steady. Her nipples grew hard, pressing against the filmy fabric of her dress, and her quim ached to be tasted and touched by her man. When he ended the kiss, Yanea brought the cup to Tierra’s lips and said, “’Tis your turn, child of Fae.” 

Tierra took the elixir in her mouth and held it, warming the fluid as she waited for her husband’s kiss. She reached up on her toes as he brought his head down to meet her. Gently she released the elixir as he sucked it from her mouth. She felt him trembling with lust as he held her close in an endless kiss. Barely leashed desire radiated from him in waves. 

When they parted the crowd again cheered. 

Yanea had retreated back to her seat of honor, leaving the couple alone before the joining attendees. 

Renn opened his mouth to speak, but the crowd gasped and murmured. Renn’s eyes fixed on the crowd. Tierra turned her gaze to where he looked—and her belly fluttered. 

Down the center aisle came two ethereal beings—Elinni and Ibella, the dark Faerie Cheyenne McCray 
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twins…both completely naked. 

Elinni’s iridescent ebony wings glimmered in the sunlight as she slowly fluttered down the aisle. Ibella walked beside her flying sister, carrying what appeared to be a gold and crystal box. 

Everyone present appeared to be mesmerized by the beautiful Faeries—by their night dark skin, long black hair that reached below their slender hips, heavenly breasts, burgundy nipples and naked mounds—and by the fact the Faeries came at all. This was heady business indeed, for Anistana to bother with affairs outside of Astral. The Faerie twins’ almond-shaped amber eyes appeared both mischievous and intriguing. Tierra could not help but recall the first and only time she had seen the twins—when Elinni had licked her clit and Ibella had suckled her breast while Renn thrust his cock into Tierra’s mouth. 

As the pair approached, Tierra felt a sense of misgiving. Her sister, the Faerie Queen, had been invited to the ceremony, but had elected not to attend. Why had she sent the twins in her stead? 

When Ibella and Elinni reached Renn and Tierra, the crowd fell completely silent. The only sound that could be heard was the fountain splashing at the center of the gardens. Elinni’s wings continued to flutter, pushing the scent of lilies over Tierra. 

“To what do we owe this pleasure?” Renn asked with a wary gaze on the two Faeries. 

Ibella handed the crystal box to Renn as she said, “Anistana asked us to present her sister and her sister’s mate with this joining gift.” 

“What is it?” Tierra asked, trusting nothing from Anistana’s duplicitous hand. Elinni ran her tongue along her bottom lip and gave them both a teasing smile. “For you to discover in the privacy of your bedchamber.” 

The Faeries gave a quick bow and vanished…leaving only a few silver sparkles in their wake. 

Renn and Tierra exchanged a wordless glance. With great care and trepidation, they placed the box on the ground, fearful of disturbing its contents. 

 

The damn celebration and feasting lasted too long, as far as Renn was concerned. By the time he and Tierra had finished the sharing part of the ceremony, Renn’s cock was so hard it would surely burst through his breeches. As soon as they had finished the  chocolatyl,  Renn gave a roar and stood, throwing a laughing Tierra over his shoulder in the same moment. The table they had been sitting behind upturned, spilling fruits, pastries and goblets of wine across the grass. 

“Enough,” he bellowed to the crowd. “It is time for me to claim my mate.” 

Tierra, still tipsy from the elixir, giggled as she hung over her shoulder, her ringlets falling into her eyes. “Renn!” She slapped his ass with the flat of her palm. “You made my dress slip off my breasts.” 

With that mental image, Renn strode even faster down the center of the aisle toward the castle with his woman. 

After they passed the cheering crowd, Liana and Aric, and Ranelle and Jalen, met Cheyenne McCray 
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the newly joined couple at the garden gates. 

 Damn. Renn groaned to himself. More niceties before he could fuck his wife. He pulled the still giggling Tierra from his shoulder and gently set her on the ground. Her hair was in complete disarray and she quickly pulled up her bodice to hide her naked breasts. She flipped her hair out of her eyes and smiled at Renn, then turned her tipsy gaze on her friends. 

Renn grinned. She looked adorable. 

“Welcome to our family, sister.” Aric took Tierra’s hand and pressed his lips to it. 

“It has taken a fine woman to win my brother’s warrior heart.” 

“Thank you, Aric.” She smiled as her handsome brother-in-law released her hand. 

“This does not let you off the hook, by any means. I will be making sure you keep Liana happy.” 

He bowed, his expression serious. “To my dying days.” 

Tierra turned her gaze on the equally gorgeous Elvin man who was also now her brother-in-law through marriage. “That goes for you, too, Jalen.” 

“Aye.” Jalen stepped forward, clasped Tierra’s hand and kissed the back, then released it with a small bow. “To see my brother-at-arms so filled with joy pleases my heart.” 

Tierra gave Renn a quick grin. “Don’t think I am going to make things easy on him.” 

“I am counting on that,  denai,” Renn murmured and the look in his eyes made Tierra wish they were alone. 

“Heart-sister coming through.” Ranelle wiggled in front of Jalen and threw her arms around Tierra’s neck. “I am so happy. So thrilled. I love you, Tierra.” 

Ranelle’s perfume of exotic spice and vanilla filled Tierra’s senses as she hugged her halia just as tightly. “I love you, Ranelle.” 

Tierra felt a caress around her shoulder and looked up to see Liana standing beside her. Tears filled Liana’s sea green eyes and her moonlit tresses were sliding around Tierra, hugging her. 

With one last quick squeeze, Tierra released Ranelle and wrapped her arms around Liana. “Everything is perfect now,” Tierra murmured. “We are together and with men we love.” 

Liana’s smile trembled as they pulled away and she wiped tears from her eyes with the back of her hand. “To think,” she said, “I am a seer and yet all of this was hidden from me.” 

“Probably because this was one of many possible futures,” Ranelle said as she laid her hand on Liana’s arm. “Together we made this future happen.” 

Liana nodded. “And thank the gods that Tierra made the final choice she did, or the terror that has ruled our lives since we were children would not have ended.” 

“Thanks to us all.” Tierra wrapped her arms around her friends and hugged them both at once. “Without any one of us, including our men, our destinies would have been far different.” 

Smiling through her happy tears, Liana pulled away and held up her hands—she Cheyenne McCray 
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was holding the crystal and gold box that had been gifted to Tierra and Renn from the Faerie Queen. 

“Do we dare take that?” Tierra stepped back and Renn slid his hands around her waist. “It could be a curse just as soon as a blessing.” 

“We did not open it,” Ranelle said. “But we joined our senses together, and we do not feel that its contents are harmful.” 

“On the contrary.” Liana gave a mischievous smile as she glanced at the crystal box she still held. “I believe Anistana’s gift will give you great pleasure in the privacy of your bedchamber.” 

“For which we are far overdue.” Renn’s cock throbbed at the thought of burying himself in his woman. He took Tierra by the hand and started to drag her to the castle, only to find To’en blocking his way. 

The large muscled man stood with his arms folded and a stern expression on his face. 

Renn was ready to kill him. 

To’en’s gaze moved from Renn and Tierra to Aric and Liana, and settled on Jalen and Ranelle. “As you may know, Yanea, Queen of the Seraphine Elves, bestowed a long Elvin life upon Ranelle and all of hers and Jalen’s offspring.” 

To’en’s eyes met Tierra’s. “As Fae, Tierra, you are destined to live an equally lengthy life.” 

Tierra’s stomach clenched at the thought of living far beyond her husband.  No. she could not bear to live without him. 

“For your valiant efforts in ridding Dair of such unspeakable evil,” To’en continued as his gaze moved to Renn and then on to Aric and Liana, “The Overseers have come to a decision.” He paused as his blue eyes conveyed the seriousness of his words. “You three—Renn, Aric, and Liana—have been granted equally long lives.” 

Before any one of his stunned audience had the opportunity to reply, To’en shifted into his white nordai form and took to the skies. 
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Chapter Seventeen 

 

The moment To’en took flight, Renn’s hands tightened around Tierra’s waist and she squealed with laughter as he again flipped her over his shoulder. He held her with one arm while retrieving Anistana’s crystal and gold box from Liana with his free hand. After giving the four grinning family members a quick nod, Renn strode toward the castle.  Nothing would stop him now. 

“Hurry,” Tierra urged him, and just the need in her voice caused him to quicken his pace and his cock to grow impossibly harder. 

“Mayhap I should fuck you here on the stairs,” he murmured as he carried his bride up the winding staircase toward their bedchamber. 

“Mmmm.” She ran her palms over his buttocks. “You have such a fine muscled ass.” 

Still balancing the crystal box under one arm as he walked, Renn slid his other hand beneath her gown and slipped his fingers into her wet folds. Tierra moaned and squirmed. “I cannot wait any longer.” 

Renn found himself practically running the remainder of the way to their room. When he finally arrived, he shoved the door open and slammed it shut behind him. He set the crystal and gold box on the table beside the bed, then drew Tierra from his shoulder. 

Slowly he slid her down his length, feeling her body brushing against his as he said, 

“I feel as though I have waited all my days for you.” 

“Forever,” she murmured. 

Her bodice slipped, revealing her perfect breasts. Renn swooped to capture one beautiful nipple in his mouth, flicking his tongue over the hard nub. He pressed her hips against his, letting her feel the hardness, the strength of his arousal for her. He would never get enough of this woman, his wife. 

Renn lifted his head to gaze upon her beautiful face. No matter his urgency to feel her from the inside, he wanted to take his time, to show his bride how much he loved her. He raised his hands to her hair and pulled out the clip, releasing all her fiery locks so that they tumbled over her shoulders and to her waist. 

“Such beauty,” he murmured, running his fingers through the strands. Tierra shivered and closed her eyes, reveling in the sensations of Renn’s hands and eyes upon her. Gently he pushed the gown down around her waist and over her hips, 

‘til it dropped to her bare feet, and she was entirely naked. When she opened her eyes she found him studying her, as though she was a priceless gift that he had just unwrapped. 

“I love you,  denai. ” He pressed her naked body against his fully clothed form and kissed her. It felt so erotic with his hands roaming her naked flesh, feeling the rasp of Cheyenne McCray 
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his tunic against her breasts, and the rub of his cock through his breeches and against her belly. 

“And I love you, my dark warrior,” she murmured. 

Renn brought his mouth to hers in a loving, searing, soul burning kiss that set her aflame. He tasted of  chocolatyl,  wine, and Renn, a combination that made her feel even more intoxicated than she had been from the joining elixir. His tongue thrust into her mouth as his hands closed over her breasts, his calloused palms rubbing over her sensitized nipples. 

Tierra drew him in, taking his tongue deep. Her head spun with the force of her need for her husband, the taste of him, the feel of him. Her quim ached and grew wetter yet. 

She could barely breathe when they drew away. “I want to see all of you.” She moved her hands to the bottom of his tunic and clenched it in her fists. “I want to feel your skin against mine.” 

A rumble rose up in Renn’s throat as his silver gaze flared. In a quick movement he yanked his tunic over his head and kicked off his boots. When he started to unfasten his breeches, Tierra stopped him with her hands on his. “Let me.” 

The hunger to possess his woman was almost more than Renn could bear. His biceps trembled with the force it took to hold himself back, from throwing her onto the bed and fucking her mindless. 

No. This was their joining eve and he wanted to show her how much he loved her. Tierra’s small hands unfastened his breeches. She wrapped her fingers around his cock and he groaned. “Denai.” 

Leaning closer, she flicked her tongue out and lapped at the head of his staff. Renn slid his hands into her hair as she enveloped his cock with her warm, wet mouth. He closed his eyes as she moved her mouth up and down, along with her hand. 

“Stop.” He halted her movements by holding her head still, opened his eyes and met her emerald gaze. “I need to be inside you, Tierra.  Now. ” 

She slipped his cock from her mouth. “Yes,” she said as she pushed his breeches over his hips. 

He stepped out of them, scooped Tierra up, and carried her the short distance to his bed. 

When he laid her down, she held out her arms. “Come to me, warrior man.” 

Renn slid between her thighs and into her embrace, knowing that he was home. Forevermore, this woman was his love and his life. And thanks to the Overseers, he should have a very long life to love his woman, indeed. Tierra reached down and grabbed his cock, moving it the entrance to her channel. 

“Love me, Renn.” 

He slid into her wet quim, the sensation of her core surrounding him, gripping him, almost enough to make him come at once. 

“Yes, that’s it.” Tierra’s hips met his thrusts, her eyes focused on his face. “Gods but you feel so good inside me.” 
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Renn brought his lips to hers, drawing her tongue into his mouth as he drove his cock into her quim. She tensed beneath him and then her body bucked and vibrated with the force of her orgasm, and her cries were trapped in his mouth. Renn’s muscles went taut and his body corded. He came in a rush, his seed flowing into Tierra’s body with every jerk of his cock. 

He rolled onto his side, drawing her with him ‘til she was laying on top of him, his cock still deep in her quim. 

Tierra’s body continued to vibrate with her climax, clenching around Renn’s cock. For a moment they stayed in that position, as though frozen in place and unable to move. Their skin was wet with sweat, and the smell of his come and the juices of her quim perfumed the air. 

“Do we dare open Anistana’s gift?” she murmured against her husband’s chest. 

“She did save your lives.” 

“For that I am most grateful.” Renn rubbed his thumb along Tierra’s chin. “If not for the Faerie Queen, I would not be here with you, this very moment.” 

“I suppose we are indebted to my sister.” A shudder eased through Tierra at the thought of almost having lost Renn in the battle. “I just wonder when she will want to collect that debt.” 

Renn raised a dark eyebrow. “Do you think that is her intention?” 

Tierra nodded, her hair rubbing across his chest as she moved. “With Anistana I believe there is a reason for her every action. Her every choice.” 

He chuckled, the sound rumbling in his chest beneath her ear. “For only having met your sister, you already know her well.” 

With a smile, she slipped his cock from her core and moved her legs over the side of the bed. Damselflies fluttered in her belly as she slid her hands around the cool crystal and gold box. Gripping it tightly she brought it to her lap. Renn eased up to sit beside her and for a moment they both stared at the box. It was clear, and as far as Tierra could see, there was nothing inside of it. 

“I don’t suppose the crystal box itself was the gift,” Tierra muttered. 

“We shall open it together.” Renn placed his hand on the box and his eyes met Tierra’s. 

She laughed. “It’s probably nothing.” 

As though of one mind, they lifted the crystal lid. 

Tierra gasped as a fine golden mist blossomed from inside the box, a faint red glitter sparkling within the mist. 

“Esmere,” Renn murmured and Tierra nodded. To’en had told her of this powerful mist, although she had not yet learned to make it herself. Her nipples tightened, her quim flooded and her body zinged with wild lust. The box began to shake in their hands, and a quick glance at Renn’s furiously hard cock told her he was as aroused as she was. 

They shoved the box on the table as one, and Renn in a fluid motion, he picked Tierra up and laid her on the bed. 

She had to have him,  now. “Fuck me, Renn,” she cried as she wrapped her legs Cheyenne McCray 
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around his waist. 

Renn sheathed himself in Tierra’s quim, driving into her with raging intensity. His need for his woman had already been great, but with the  esmere mist, it was uncontrollable. The rare mist allowed them to link their thoughts and bodies, allowed them to feel one another’s pleasures. 

Their minds blended together as he drove into her.  I can feel what you feel, denai,  he told her in thought, enjoying knowing how she felt to have his cock inside her. Yes!  Tierra’s body was so sensitive to his every touch, his every thrust, he could feel how it drove her wild.  Oh, gods this is incredible. Harder and harder Renn thrust into his heartmate. Their very souls converged and merged into one just as their bodies and thoughts did. Tierra screamed, the sound of her ecstasy a reflection of his own as his climax thundered through him. He felt every wave of Tierra’s orgasm, along with every throb of his own. 

As he again filled Tierra’s womb with his seed, the sudden knowledge came to him as to what the red glitter had been—as though Anistana had planted that knowledge and released it only when he achieved climax. 

He was not sure whether to laugh or groan. 

With their minds linked from the  esmere,  Tierra heard and felt Renn’s recognition of what Anistana had gifted them with on their joining day. Her mind still confused and dizzy with the  esmere, she held Renn between her thighs and simply enjoyed the last of their orgasms. How it felt to Renn to come in her womb, mingled with her own intense climax. 

When their breathing had calmed, Renn rolled to his side and held Tierra close to him. She kept her body pressed tight to his, not wanting to let his cock out of her core, and looked up at him. 

Renn gave Tierra a crooked smile, and that alone was enough to melt any fury that had built up inside her over what her sister had done. 

“Anistana worked a very deep, very old magic, didn’t she?” Tierra asked as she pressed her palm to her husband’s muscled chest. 

He nodded. “You will have twins with full Fae as well as full Nordain powers.” 

Renn reached up and brushed a strand of hair out of her eyes. “But since the second born Faerie twin is always born without wings, that twin will have wings only in her Nordai form.” 

Tierra rolled her eyes and sighed. “Thanks to Anistana’s  gift, I will have nothing but twins. Every time I conceive.” 

Renn smiled and pulled on the lock of red hair he had brushed aside. “And one will always be a redheaded female.” 

“A curse?” Tierra asked. 

“A blessing,” Renn replied. “If my daughters are anything like their mother, then most definitely a blessing.” 

A twinge of annoyance surged through Tierra at the thought of what her twin had done. Their relationship was sure to be long and difficult. Yet at the same time, Tierra Cheyenne McCray 
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felt a bit of worry, wondering what her twin was up to, and why. The Faerie Queen never did anything that would not benefit her and Astral directly. 

“I am pleased.” Renn cupped her face with his palm. “To know that I will have daughters as full of spirit and beauty as their mother…I could not ask for anything more.” 

Tierra smiled, feeling as though she could never be happier than she was at that moment. Her husband in her arms, her babes on the way. “Love me again,” she murmured. 

“Always,  denai, ” Renn replied as he again eased between her thighs and slid his cock in and out of her core. “Always.”   
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Epilogue 

 

To’en’s gaze followed the young Faerie Queen as she vanished from the battlefield—to all eyes but his. He saw her in her ethereal form, a whisper of a woman who moved with grace and beauty, her head high, even when she believed no one could see her. 

Only To’en noticed the slight slump of her wings, felt the deep ache in her heart. From the moment he had first seen the young Queen, To’en’s cock had stirred and a desire filled him that he had not known for centuries. This youngling of a mere twenty seasons intrigued him as no other woman had ever done. A fiery spirit, a sensuous nature and unrivaled beauty. A woman who needed love…and protection from other evils still afoot. A woman who needed to be tamed. 

To’en felt his lips curl in a feral smile, more wolf than human. He intended to be the man to master Anistana. 
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Glossary 

 

 Ansi— gems used for barter 

Angelei—Elvin Princess and warrior; Damianne’s twin and Jalen’s sister Anistana—Queen of Faerie 

 Aradne—a Faerie powder that acts as an aphrodisiac to most males and its use always results in a child between heartmates. 

Aric—King of the Nordain, who joins with the wingless Tanzinite, Liana Astral—Faerie Realm 

Baethel—Aric’s stallion 

Bewitching Pool—magical pool in the D’euan Forest Bluewood—a rare tree with blue bark and blue leaves, that grows only in and on the fringes of Wilding Wood. 

Carilee—Ranelle’s name when she was a toddler, before being hidden away by Zanden Chrys—Seraphine Elvin warrior maid 

Cind—human woman who serves Zanden 

 Con’tu’a—erotic Elvin ceremony designed to clear a seer’s mind D’euan Forest—where the Bewitching Pool is 

Dair—their continent 

 Denai—Nordain word for ‘sweet innocent’ 

Devline Elves—a race of powerful erotic Elves who consider themselves superior above all others. 

Damianne—Elvin Princess and warrior; Angelei’s twin and Jalen’s sister Elinni—of the dark Faeries, who has ebony wings 

Elves—tall, sensual, beautiful beings 

 Enrli—Symbol of significance to the Seraphine Elves Cheyenne McCray 
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 Esmere—a rare Faerie mist that allows a couple to link their thoughts and bodies, and allows them to feel one another’s pleasures. 

Evvan—enforcer of the Devline Elves 

Everlasting River—in the D’euan Forest 

Faeries—mischievous and erotic beings who reside in Wilding Wood Feymir – Renn’s midnight black war horse 

Fiorn—the village in Zanden’s realm where Liana, Ranelle, and Tierra were raised. 

 Gishla—exotic dancer 

 Gorni—Elvin food bar 

 Halia—heart-sister 

 Hrichn—sacred orb controlled by the Sorcerer 

 Hynling— trees with sap that is both pungent in smell and dangerous to Nordain Ichnok—burly, blue-skinned Dwarf from D’euan Deep Ibella—of the dark Faeries; as a second-born twin, she is wingless Ir—god of the Nordain 

Irani—winged beasts of the Sorcerer 

Jalen—Aric’s Elvin brother-at-arms; brother to twins Angelei and Damianne; Jalen joins with Ranelle, sister to Aric and Renn. 

Jensai—sacred vines with heavily scented blooms Kerriel—Female Elvin warrior 

 Krakilee— mystical creature in Wilding Wood 

 Krstn— magical Elvin cloth 

Liana—Tanzinite female banished at birth to live with humans because she was born without wings. Liana marries King Aric and becomes Queen of Phoenicia. 

 Lonoi— erotic Elvin massage 

Lycidian dragons—beasts who dwell in Merth Darkling Mairi—the sea; its sands glitter in rainbow colors Merth Darkling—the darkest and most dangerous part of the D’euan Forest. Cheyenne McCray 
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 Mishnui— a tree that grows in the Faerie realm with silver leaves that have a star pattern upon them. 

Mount Taka—a volcano 

Nira—barkeeper where Ranelle, Tierra and Liana worked 

 Nofsta— wolves of the moors 

Nordai—ravens 

Nordain—a race of Sky People who shape-shifted to nordai—ravens—at will. 

 Orlai—Elvin potion used for preparation for the  Con’tu’a Palme—a Tanzinite man; Liana’s birth father 

 Perna— magical bird in Wilding Wood 

Phoenicia—Nordain Kingdom, also known as Kingdom of the Sky People 

 Qinok—bog monster of the Xardu Moors Ranelle—Liana’s and Tierra’s friend, who is gifted with the sight, as well as other powers. Ranelle joins with Jalen, the future Elvin King. Renn—King Aric’s younger brother; second in line for the Nordain throne Ritt—human woman who serves Zanden 

Salana—a Tanzinite woman; Liana’s birth mother 

Seraphine—Elvin Kingdom 

Seraphine Chronicles—charts the history and prophecies for all the races of Dair. Starmark—a silver birthmark in the shape of a star on the backside of Tierra’s earlobe. Tanzinites—a race of cave-dwellers with wings of bats, usually albino with translucent skin and red or blue eyes. 

Tiali—human woman who serves Zanden 

Tierra—Liana’s and Ranelle’s friend of mysterious birth; also gifted with magical powers. 

Tirnac—Elvin warrior 

Toen—shape shifting being known as the Overseer, when in his wolf form To’en—the Overseer’s name when in his human form Troyas—Aric’s second in command 
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Uba—cruel woman who raised Liana, Tierra, and Ranelle 

 Urli— butterfly that can change colors  

Voral—Sorcerer who trained Zanden, who now controls Voral’s realm Wilding Wood—where Faeries, dragons, unicorns and other mysterious creatures dwell 

Xardu Moors—treacherous moors dangerous to faire folke, human and other Yanea—Queen of the Seraphine Elves; mother to Jalen, Damianne and Angelei 

 Yeroi—Elvin potion 

Zanden—a Nordain gone bad, and a powerful Sorcerer; brother by birth to Aric, Renn and Ranelle 

 Zjemma— Nordain word for mother 

 Zjenni— Nordain word for ‘most precious’ 
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