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Witch-Star Milk Farm




Chapter 1

Mystical Need

A cold wind howled outside. The snow deepened as a frigid cold tried to invade the lone home with a standing tower connected to it. Lights glowed from behind the curtained windows as the snow continued to fall. Tree branches from the surrounding forests began to bend under the weight of fresh powder. The world seemed to grind to a halt as the storm passed through, but inside the large mansion like home, a heart glowed with tired warmth.

Lork was bent over his desk with a quill in hand. His dark gray eyes poured over the very words he scribbled on parchment. A list of ingredients and supplies was marked with black ink, drying in the warmth of his alchemy lab.

The man of fifty-four winters rubbed his temple. His mind began to wander as the outside world fell deeper and deeper into the cold blizzard.

Lork lifted his upper body and sat back in his comfortable chair. Short gray hair covered his head, while a thin gray beard ran along his strong jawline. Wide, robust shoulders flexed as he sat up a little, and stared at nothing. The heat from the forge pulsed with comforting warmth and light. Tools, books, bottles, vials, and scrolls filled the shelves surrounding him. The lab had everything he needed for his work, but work was the farthest thing from his mind.

Lork looked away as small memories caressed his keen mind. The home was empty, for the most part. The guests were tired of the gloomy snowy weather, many of them taking portals back to their homes, promising to come back in a few months. Lork thought he should have gone with some of them, but he enjoyed his home and work much more than he let on.

His dark eyes fell on the list again. A quick portal to a nearby town would suffice, before the full brunt of the storm arrived. Lork thought about donning his winter coat and clothes, but it seemed too much an effort. No, creating a portal into the shop would suffice. As much as Deidra hated when he did that, she would only verbally scold him. She adored him too much to do more than that.

“I should leave soon, if only to come back and open a wine bottle,” Lork muttered to himself.

A knock at the lab door woke him from his inner thoughts. A smile crept along his features as he knew who was on the other side of the door.

“Brenna, please, come in,” Lork said with a strong voice and a wicked gleam in his eyes.

The door opened and Brenna looked in with warm eyes.

Lork drank in the beauty of the buru. Her bunny-like ears stood up from her white hair. Her features were human-like, having dark eyes and a small nose. She had a small snout and thin, short whiskers. She was wearing a short, simple dark dress, which enhanced her curvaceous figure. The fabric was silk, with thin straps over her shoulders. The silky dress hung off her firm breasts. She had furry cleavage, but the fur was thinner along her breasts. Nipples pushed against the fabric, the dress unable to conceal them. The hem of the dress just reached mid-thigh. Her hips were wide and she had thick thighs. The buru’s feet were big and she stood like she was always on the balls of her feet.

Lork’s mind wandered to the time they were standing outside their home, the mage admiring her beauty in the falling snow.
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“Pardon the intrusion, sire,” Brenna said as she bowed her head, a folded letter in her hand.

“What do you have there?” Lork asked as he returned to the present, his gaze moving from the letter to her hips again.

“A letter from Claudia Frost. It seemed important,” Brenna said in a small voice.

“Come closer,” Lork said as his manhood stirred under his robe.

The buru stepped in and closed the door behind her. The heat in the alchemy chamber grew by a few degrees as she stepped closer and stood before the mage.

Lork expected Brenna to simply hand him the letter, but he caught her hesitation.

Brenna lowered her shy gaze. “I could read it to you, if I can sit on your lap?”

Lork’s eyes took on a lurid dark gleam.

“Such a lovely gesture. Let me get your seat ready for you,” the mage winked and took hold of his robe.

Brenna stood with her head bowed. She looked at the floor as Lork opened his robe to reveal his strong legs and rising manhood. It throbbed as veins raised along the shaft. When it stood at full attention, Lork beckoned the buru with a small wave of his hand.

Brenna lifted her gaze to see her sire’s impressive cock. She stepped closer while grasping her short silky dress with her free hand.

Lork watched as she lifted her dress, just enough to see her budding slit. The fur was thinner around her womanhood, and inner thighs. The mood grew as he looked at her with confident eyes. Brenna turned around to show the bottom of her shapely rump. She lifted her dress further to reveal her whole ass and fuzzy tail. It stood like a white flame above her crack.

Lork waited as she bent slightly forward and lowered herself onto his lap. She stopped lowering herself when one of Lork’s hands touched her hip, and his other hand took hold of his cock. She looked straight ahead as she felt her sire take control. He lowered her down until she touched the tip of his manhood. Her entire body quivered as he kept her there, barely touching him.

“You’re so wet my lovely aspirant,” Lork said as he gently pulled her onto him.

Brenna’s eyes half-closed and a sultry sigh escaped her lips as she slowly impaled herself on her master.

“I’m always wet for you, sire,” Brenna whispered.

Thick inches spread her inner valley walls. Wetness dripped down his shaft as she continued to lower herself. When she reached the hilt of her master’s manhood, she gave him a squeeze as she settled on his lap.

One of Lork’s hands remained on her hip, while the other hand snaked around her stomach. He leaned her back enough for her back to touch his chest. Brenna whimpered a moan, her hips moving slightly to adjust to his size. Her whimpers continued as his hand moved under her dress and touched her stomach.

The buru tried to remain quiet as her master’s hand ran up her furry stomach and touched the underside of her full breast. With gentle strength, he reached up and grabbed her breast. A nipple poked through between fingers. It began to leak as the buru writhed on Lork’s thick staff.

For a small moment, the two enjoyed the intimate connection. Lork looked at her cleavage from over her furry shoulder. He enjoyed squeezing her breast before running his thumb over her erect nipple. Her body moved involuntarily, writhing on his lap while resting her head on his wide shoulder.

“Brenna, please focus,” Lork said with a deep, wicked tone. “I wish to know what the letter says.”

“I’m sorry, sire,” Brenna said softly as she lifted the letter and unfolded it.

Brenna was silent as Lork’s strong hips moved, ensuring they both enjoyed the snug fit of the connection. She spread her warm thighs a little more as their bodies burned with heat.

“What do we have here,” Lork said as he looked at the letter while fondling the buru.

Brenna read it out loud as her hips moved, “Dearest Lork. I hope you are in good health? Now that we have the pleasantries out of the way, there is much to say and do for the near future.”

Milk spilled over Lork’s fingers as he continued to massage Brenna’s breast. The buru’s milk spilled onto the inside of her simple silky dress and onto her fur. It didn’t bother him in the least. He enjoyed it as he knew Brenna enjoyed it as well. She moved and moaned, trying to regain her wits to keep reading.

“I know you can do this. Focus. Read and speak like it’s a normal day, sitting in the sunlight,” Lork said with a warm tone.

Brenna gave a small nod, the emptiness within her filled by her master’s cock. She fought through the tightening pressure along her nerves and the tingling below her stomach. Honey flowed from their connection, and she resisted the urge to touch her clit.

Sensing Brenna’s desires, Lork’s hand let go of her firm breast. His hand traveled down along her stomach. When he reached down between her wide, parted thighs, he touched the top of her valley. Brenna gasped as the mage’s fingers skillfully pulled back her hood and rubbed her clit. His fingers moved with deep knowledge, slowly increasing the tempo as he held her to him.

“Please, continue,” Lork whispered in one long ear.

Brenna fought through the waves of bliss, her eyes focusing and un-focusing. She summoned her inner convictions and focused on the letter.

“The Lord of Dramner has asked for our aid. He has informed me that his favorite sword was shattered during a conflict with a horde of undead. He would like a new sword forged. I informed him, it can be done, but time will be needed,” Brenna spoke with a breathy tone.

Lork smiled to himself as Brenna squeezed his member and continued.

“The sword must have holy power to it, but he asks for a secondary enchantment of regeneration. He suffered several wounds that were difficult to heal from the marauding undead. And this is where I can help make your job easier.

“A bishop from the holy city of Rose Haven has asked for my aid with a troubled angel. She is part of the holy guard, but has strayed from her duties more than once. It is believed she has discovered ambition and curiosity.

“You know my fondness for lost souls, so I could not resist a chance to aid her, and our friend in the holy city.”

Brenna gasped again as the pressure and dreamy sensations only grew even more, and she tried to ignore them. A moan escaped her lips and floated into the air. She leaned forward, placing a furry hand on Lork’s leg. Steadying herself, she lifted her round ass and moved it up and down on Lork’s manhood.

The buru continued with a sense of urgency in her voice, “If you will it, I will have a portal opened to your location and have Zophia meet you. If she is willing, she may be able to supply the ingredient to aid in making a holy sword. As for the regeneration enchantment, I will leave that to you for I know you have those you like to work with.

“I await your reply. Give my greetings to Brenna. I hope she is well. Sincerely, Claudia.”

Lork mentally digested the wording of the letter.

Brenna could not contain herself any longer. She quickly placed the letter on the desk before placing both hands on Lork’s knees. Her ass moved up and down in a quick blur as her moans grew. The tight connection between them was slick and hot. Lork couldn’t continue rubbing her clit as Brenna took over. He instead kept his hand on her hip as wet sounds sung.

“This seems like a new challenge,” Lork muttered as bliss filled him from the rambunctious buru. “What do you think? Should we take on another aspirant?”

Brenna moaned loudly as pleasure nearly blinded her. She gasped for breath, her entire body moving with needful urgency.

Lork pondered the request as he enjoyed Brenna’s enthusiasm. But needing an answer, he pushed the intimate moment along.

“You can come, my beautiful aspirant,” Lork said with a fatherly tone.

Brenna threw her head back and let out the deepest moan. Her eyes closed as she gasped for air. Nerves exploded with spirals of bliss. The mystical explosions carried on like a song she never tired of. The swirls in her belly grew as she slid to the hilt.

Lork took hold of her hips and lifted himself up from the chair. Holding Brenna up by his strong hands and thick member, he flopped her onto the desk. Bent over the edge of the desk, Brenna’s eyes slowly opened. They began to cross as Lork’s hips thrusted with power. Creamy wetness leaked from their connection as Brenna held onto the opposite edge as pleasure once again rippled along her body.

Lork looked down at her ass and connection, the familiar urges beginning to rise and push.

“You can be such a handful, but I must say, I enjoy spanking you with my hips,” Lork said as he held her by her waist.

Brenna squeezed him as he continued his strong tempo.

“Your pussy always squeezes me in just the right way,” Lork huffed as the maddening need for release was overcoming his calm demeanor.

“Your cock is perfect for me,” Brenna said in a faraway voice and pleasure shattered her wits.

“Such a pleasant thing to say. Don’t let the others hear it,” Lork chuckled as he continued to punish her from behind.

“Our… secret,” the buru whispered as she was falling toward the fields of paradise.

The words and squeezes were enough for the mage. With a heated grunt, his cock thickened. Brenna let out a sweet, warm sigh as thick ropes of seed painted her inner world. Lork continued to thrust, each time expelling molten seed. The amount was obscene, his seed leaking from their connection.

Brenna tried to regain her wits as milk leaked from her full breasts and onto the desktop.

Lork pulled out and grabbed his member. With a firm stroke, a burst of seed splashed on her back, the tail of it streaking down her back to her full ass.

The mage huffed with a smile, admiring his handiwork. “You look so beautiful with my seed on you and dripping from that tight cunt.”

“Yes, sire,” Brenna whispered as she floated on a cloud of ecstasy.

Lork leaned closer, his hand moving between her parted legs. He touched her clit as come leaked over it, and began to massage it. Brenna gasped and tried to get up, but gravity and weak muscles held her onto the desk.

“We must still decide if we will take on a new aspirant. Would you share your time and duties with another? Would you do it for me?”

Brenna barely lifted her upper body. Elbows touched the desk as milk dripped from her engorged nipples and breasts. She lazily lifted her head and looked over her shoulder to the older man.

“I will share duties, as long as you continue to love me, and fuck me,” the buru said with warm eyes.

Lork’s gaze took on a serene warmth. “My dear Brenna, you have already won my heart, my mind, and my cock. As long as I draw breath, I will never let you go. As per our agreement, you belong to me and I will always love you, cherish you, and fuck you.”

“Then I agree to whatever you desire,” Brenna said as she enjoyed her sire’s touch.

Lork remained to task of pleasuring his precious buru. “Once we are finished here, we shall write two letters. One to Claudia, and the other to a dear friend.

“Our home may be empty now, but we should spend the next day or two getting the mansion ready for guests.”

“Yes, sire,” Brenna whispered.

Lork felt himself getting hard again. Brenna moved her hips to his touch, pulling more sacred bliss from it.

“Let’s enjoy another one, shall we?” Lork said as he took hold of his cock.

“Yes, sire,” the buru whispered before her mouth made a perfect oval, Lork’s cock invading her thin valley once again.


Chapter 2

Warm Welcome

Snow continued to fall beyond the windows of the warm mansion. The blizzard was in its third day, and showed no signs of slowing down. To which, Lork was completely fine with. The last few days were spent preparing the warm home and gathering supplies.

Standing by a window with a cup of tea in hand, Lork smiled to himself. A supply run to town via portal went just as he thought it would. The shop owner, Deidra, nearly jumped out of her skin as Lork and Brenna stepped through the swirling portal. After her heart beat returned to normal, she gave Lork an annoyed greeting before asking what he needed. After that, Brenna went around picking up items as Lork shot the breeze with the shop owner. Deidra was pleased somewhat by Lork gathering his supplies since she was closing the shop down until after the storm.

Lork knew the storms often lasted weeks, so the whole town was getting comfortable for the long wait.

The mage lifted his steamy cup of tea and took a sip. His thoughts shifted to the two guests that should arrive shortly. He knew there would be an adjustment period for everyone staying under his roof, but one he was prepared to handle. It wasn’t his first time taking on a new guest, and it certainly wouldn’t be his last.

Brenna stepped to Lork’s side. The buru looked out the window, her floppy ears back. She stared at the white driven snow with calm eyes.

“Is everything prepared?” Lork asked without taking his eyes off the wintery landscape.

“It is,” Brenna nodded. “The kitchen stores are full. Wine bottles have been brought up from the cellar, and I have prepared plates of snacks for the guests.”

“Excellent,” Lork said.

Brenna’s ears twitched. “Do you think she will become one of us?”

Lork was silent for a moment as steam rose from his cup like a smokey ghost.

“She may. It’s difficult for some to dedicate to a lifestyle such as ours. If it was easy, everyone would do it. To blend the mystical and sensual is often too much for most people, unlike us who live for it.”

“I think we can help her be happy,” Brenna said softly.

Lork gave a single nod. “I believe so as well. Some souls simply need purpose. We can give that to her, if she is willing. There will be no pressure on our part, but we will not hide who we are.

“Everyone who comes to our home knows what we do. Claudia would never use deception with a new aspirant. She will have informed her of what happens here and what is required. It’s more of a question of if she will want to stay.”

“I’m ready for another to join our family,” Brenna said softly.

“Am I too much?” Lork smirk.

Brenna looked at her sire and tilted her head.

“No, but it will be nice to have someone with me, sucking on your cock.”

Lork took a deep inhale. “One of the things I love about you is you’re simply speaking your mind, and it fuels my libido and my desires for you.”

Brenna simply nodded. “Sire, can I suck your cock while we wait?”

Lork let out a happy chuckle.

“Not at this time, my dear aspirant. Let’s save some energy for our guests. Your eagerness may aid all of us to come together.”

Brenna bowed her head. “I promise to be good to you.”

“I know. And I promise to treat you as you wish to be treated, with no shame or pain.”

Brenna’s eyes watered and she looked away.

The air took on an energetic charge.

Lork looked past the buru and stared at the front foyer. His eyes focused and he saw just under the veil of reality. Mystical energy shifted and swirled. It began to circle around, like an ouroboros. Lork blinked and stared at the foyer front doors.

A smoky band swirled to life before the doors of the mansion. Small bolts of lightning arced. The middle of the swirling vortex filled with smoke. Shapes undulated before a leg stepped through the swirling smoke. A body stepped through and stood on the hardwood floor.

Lork and Brenna stepped closer. The mage looked at their new guest with welcoming eyes and a smile.

A woman stood with a loose, black robe. She looked around with golden yellow irises. Her hair was black, silky, and long. Long locks were behind her ears. Her skin was pale, like fine porcelain. The robe hung low on her chest, revealing her inviting cleavage. She had a fit body as she turned and faced the man and buru.

The woman drank in the man and buru as they approached her. Her brow wrinkled as she looked at them with stern eyes.
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“Welcome to Witch-Star Milk Farm!” Lork said with a warm tone. “I hope you fared well traveling through the portal?”

The woman glanced over her shoulder to see the portal grow smaller. It quickly vanished as she turned back to the man and buru. She then bowed.

“Greetings, Lord Witch-Star. My name is Zophia. Lady Frost informed me of why I am here.”

Lork nodded. “Then we don’t have to re-hash everything. Please meet my aspirant, Brenna White-Tail.”

Brenna curtsied. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Zophia’s stern eyes softened at the buru. She bowed to her and then stood up straight.

“Brenna, please bring out some wine and something to nosh,” Lork said kindly.

“As you will,” the buru said before turning and making her way to the kitchen.

Lork held out his hand to the immense living room, “Please, this way.”

Zophia eyed him before walking in the direction he pointed to. The young woman looked around at the grand living room. It was filled with comfortable seating. A large fireplace poured out heat and light on the right side of the larger chamber. An entire second floor could be seen as she stepped into the middle of the living room, by the large square coffee table. A wood railing ran along the open second floor, and behind it were rows of doors. Anyone could walk out one of the doors and look down on the living room in the middle.

Fine paintings and tapestries covered the walls, but didn’t distract from the space, they merely enhanced it. Behind the four couches were low cabinets made of mahogany wood. Several comfortable single seat chairs dotted the room around the couches.

Lork made his way to one of the couches and sat down. Zophia glanced around before moving to a couch opposite of him and sitting down. Her body shifted with an uncomfortable edge before settling down.

“Brenna will be out shortly with the wine,” Lork said with a small smile.

“You wish for me to speak about what I know,” Zophia said abruptly.

Lork kept his face neutral. “If it will help you adjust to your new surroundings, by all means.”

“I know these kinds of farms give women potions so they produce breast milk. I know the milk is often used to create potions, but what you do here on the Witch-Star farm is slightly different. You use it to make enchanted weapons.”

“This is true,” Lork said with a nod.

Zophia’s eyes narrowed. “I know the process enhances sexual arousal. It is a trick to lure women here so they can give you their milk.”

Lork kept his neutral expression. “It is not a trick. Honesty is our greatest strength, on this farm and many others. As you know, those who take the elixir produce milk that is refined into potions. What you may not know is the older, ancient process was different, and much crueler.

“Blood was used to make potions many thousands of years ago. It took much more blood to make potions than the process we use now. It does make the common folk a little uncomfortable to discuss, much like slaughtering animals for food, but it is a necessity for our world and society.”

Lork leaned forward a little with engaged eyes. “Our ways have saved many lives for a very long time. Without it, people of all races would be butchered for their blood just to make potions. But I feel this discussion is a way for you to look for flaws for why you’re here.”

Zophia eyed the mage before her. “I am opening my eyes to the world around me and I have seen great hate and greed.”

Lork nodded. “You are seeing things in a new light. I have heard about those like you who have had a grand awakening.

“Rose Haven is a holy city. It has a greater connection to the divine and pantheon than any other place on Valoria. It is no secret that divine angels protect the city and surrounding territory. You were one of them.”

Zophia’s stern eyes softened and she looked away.

“You have nothing to fear. There is no judgment in my heart for you. It has been well documented about what happens to your people when they are on Valoria for lengths of time.”

Zophia turned her gaze back to Lork. “I… see things… differently,” she hesitated. “I knew my place and my duties. It was… simple. Now… it is complex.”

“It will get much more complex the more you experience your new life. But please, continue. I genuinely want to know more.”

Zophia’s shoulders relaxed a hair. Looking into the man’s kind eyes and attentive behavior, eased the tension a little more.

“No one listened to me when I spoke. I was a guard, protecting the city from any darkness that may try to invade it. Life was simple, but now, I see and feel things I never knew before.

“I… learned about emotions, desires, needs. I was curious. I wanted to learn more. I saw people… loving each other… no, not the right words. They were fucking each other. Yes, fucking is right. They fucked in an alley and I watched from a rooftop edge.”

“Yes, there is quite a lot of fucking in the world,” Lork chuckled.

Zophia looked at Lork with wide eyes. “It made me feel things. When I guarded a gate to the inner city, a man told me I was beautiful. I didn’t understand, but I felt different.

“I was drawn to Vala’s temple. I entered the hot springs within. I watched as people… fucked each other.”

“You like that word,” Lork smiled.

“I do,” Zophia said and nodded. “Then, I didn’t watch anymore. I joined them.”

“How did it feel?” Lork asked.

Zophia’s eyes widened a little more. “It felt good. It felt divine.”

“Many people would agree with you.”

The angelic woman nodded. “I didn’t go to my post anymore. I spent most of my time at the temple.”

Zophia looked away. “The bishops were angry with me, but I didn’t want to guard anymore. I wanted to fuck. A bishop let me suck his cock and he came in my mouth. After that, he told me I couldn’t stay in the holy city anymore. He would help me find a new home, where I could explore my desires.

“I met Lady Frost. She is so kind. She told me about you, and your home.”

Lork gave her a kind smile. “Lady Frost is an amazing woman, but Zophia, what do you want?”

For the first time, she looked at him with innocent eyes. “Purpose… and more.”

Lork gave her a warm smile. “We can do that, here at Witch-Star. I have need of another aspirant, a student of sorts.

“I create powerful enchanted weapons. Because of this, there is always a demand for my work. You met Brenna. She is an aspirant as well. She is learning by my side to take over when I am gone. It takes many years to master this kind of enchanting. I would rather have a few aspirants to ensure the work continues for hundreds of years to come.

“But I don’t train just anyone. There are rules and standards to uphold. Brenna knows her purpose, and embraces it. I know my purpose, and embrace it as well. You say you seek purpose, but dedication is much harder in practice than with words.”

Zophia looked down. “Lady Frost told me what happens here. I don’t fear fucking.”

“Sex. It’s called sex,” Lork said with an understanding tone.

“Sex,” the beautiful woman repeated. “I don’t fear sex. You are pleasing to my eyes, and my heart. I can see you speak the truth from your aura. I apologize for my skepticism when I arrived. I have been confused lately. New and odd thoughts keep disrupting my inner well-being.”

“Some would call that anxiety,” Lork said. “We all feel that, from time to time. But here on the farm, we seek comfort, knowledge, hard work, and joy. Above all of that, there is no judgment. Everyone who walks through that door is accepted.”

“I… like that. You are wise,” Zophia said with a small smile.

“Experience teaches us many things,” Lork said with an easy tone.

Brenna walked into the living room with a tray. Two wine bottles sat on it, with four overturned wine glasses. She moved to the coffee table and placed it down. She picked up and placed wine glasses in front of Lork, Zophia, herself, and the last one was left standing before no one. She then picked up a wine bottle and poured it into three of the glasses.

Zophia glanced at the fourth, empty glass.

“We have another guest coming. When they arrive, it may make your adjustment easier,” Lork commented.

Zophia blinked.

Lork picked up his glass as Brenna sat beside him and picked up hers. Zophia picked up her glass and held it before her with an odd glance at it.

“To new friendships,” Lork toasted.

“To new friendships,” Brenna and Zophia said at once.

The three of them sipped their drink. Zophia’s eyes widened as she tasted the wine. She then lifted the glass and gulped it down until it was empty. She then pulled the glass from her lips and licked them.

“This is delicious!” she said loudly.

Lork chuckled. “It truly is.”

“More please,” the angel said as she held out her glass.

Brenna lifted a wine bottle and poured into her glass.

Lork cleared his throat. “Before we begin, there is something we must discuss to ensure you wish to remain here and learn our ways. A contract will have to be agreed upon and signed. It is standard practice with our kind of work.”

“I am eager to see such a contract and learn more,” Zophia said with wide eyes before gulping down more wine.

“I think she will like it here,” Brenna said to Lork.

The mage smiled. His smile remained as mystical energy touched his senses once more.

The mage stood up with his wine glass in hand. “Our other guest is arriving.”

Zophia turned her head as she drank her wine. She looked at the foyer as a new swirl of smoke began to form. It undulated and writhed like a living thing. The smoke parted and a tall, blue skinned woman stepped into the warm home.

Lork’s smile grew as he watched the troll woman walk toward their group with confidence. She wore leggings, boots, and a loose top. A pack was over her shoulder. Her eyes were dark, but her long hair was a dreamy blonde. She was fit and full-figured at the same time. Her nose was a little sharp, but her demeanor was filled with happy joy. She swept into the living room as the portal closed behind her.

The seven-foot troll woman looked at everyone gathered, but her focus fell on the older man with the welcoming smile. She dropped her pack by a couch, stepped to the coffee table, and snatched up the glass and wine bottle. She poured into the glass, lifted it up to her dark blue lips and took a deep drink. When she pulled it away, she put the glass down and looked at Lork with a bright, white smile.
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“I see you couldn’t make it through one winter storm without me? For shame my lover. I hope you're rested, because I won’t make this easy for you,” the troll said with a loving grin.    


Chapter 3

Wine and Contracts

“Lovely Esha,” Lork said as he walked closer to the tall troll. “As beautiful as ever.”

“I know,” Esha grinned as she downed the rest of her wine.

The troll put down her glass on the table. She lifted both hands and grabbed the man by the shoulders. She pulled him in close and gave him a deep embrace. Lork hugged her back, snuggling his face to her full breasts.

“Wicked darling,” Esha whispered as her hand smoothed down his back and grabbed Lork’s ass.

Zophia watched the pair with interested eyes. She remained seated as Brenna walked into the room with plates of food. The buru set the plates down on the coffee table before standing to her full height and bowed her head.

Esha pulled her hand up and cupped Lork’s chin. She lifted his head until their gazes met. Loving eyes stared at each other, lost in a dreamy haze.

“I dream of you,” the troll said with a sultry tone.

“How deep are the dreams?” Lork asked.

“To the hilt,” Esha said before letting out a happy laugh.

Lork regathered his wits and pulled back a little. He placed his hand on the small of Esha’s back as he faced the woman with raven black hair.

“Esha, please meet Zophia. She is an angel from Rose Haven. Zophia, please meet Esha Bright-Bite. She is a dear friend and intimate lover.”

“Some of the things we've done are beyond intimate,” the troll said out the side of her mouth before turning her dark eyes to the angel. “Pleased to meet you, Zophia.”

Zophia stood up and bowed at the hip. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Esha Bright-Bite.”

Esha bowed to the angel. She then stood up and looked over to Brenna. She left Lork’s touch and approached the buru. She took her hands into hers, a brightness in her dark eyes.

“My dear Brenna, it has been a while. Is our devilish Lork treating you well?”

The buru nodded. “Like royalty, when I’m good.”

“What about when you’re bad?” Esha asked with a knowing smile.

The buru looked over to Lork with dreamy eyes. “Very well.”

“The love is still there, good,” Esha said before kissing Brenna on the lips.

Lork and Zophia watched as the troll and buru kissed deeply. Tongues danced between them and tension bled away from Brenna’s thin shoulders. Esha continued to kiss Brenna, but she opened an eye and looked over to Lork. The older man enjoyed the display, a heat touching his eyes.

When Esha pulled away, Brenna’s legs trembled. She touched the armrest of the couch for support. She then sat down and took her wine glass in hand.

Esha turned to Lork with a wicked grin. “Alright, where’s the contract? You make me sign those bloody things when I am gone for too long.”

Zophia looked at the troll with a puzzled gaze.

“Ah, yes,” Lork said as he lifted a hand.

An arcane word escaped his lips. Reality bent above his hand before a pair of scrolls appeared. They floated down to his hand and he closed his fingers around them.

“Before we get started, I do have to explain what they mean for our new guest. Also, this is a temporary one for thirty nights, to ensure you both wish to be here,” Lork explained.

Esha stepped closer to the mage. She grabbed his wrist with one hand and took hold of one scroll with the other. She pulled it free and held it.

“You love to explain your contacts, but you don’t need to with me. I trust you with my life. Now, where’s the quill?”

Lork smiled as a quill appeared in the air before the troll. She snatched from the air and unfurled the contract.

Zophia watched in astonishment as the troll quickly signed the contract without giving it a second glance. She then rolled it up and it vanished from view. Her hand reached out and cupped Lork’s bulge, giving it a tender squeeze.

“If we didn’t have a new guest, I would show you a proper greeting,” Esha said and licked her full lips.

“Esha, we will have plenty of time to show a proper greeting,” Lork said with a stern edge.

“Please, let me beg. Let’s show Zophia how incredible it feels to be free with our bodies, and our mouths,” the troll said with a pleading edge.

“Sit on the couch and behave,” Lork said with a confident tone.

The troll eyed him before she let out a small sigh. She moved to the couch and sat down.

Lork looked at Zophia, not giving the troll a second glance. “Please, forgive Esha. She requires constant supervision and order.”

The mage stepped closer to the angel. She looked up at him with wide, all-seeing eyes.

Lork lifted the scroll to Zophia with a kind smile. “Are you aware of contracts?”

“Binding agreements between two or more peoples,” Zophia explained instantly.

Lork nodded. “Good. Then you can read this one and sign it when you’re ready. As with all contracts, changes can be made to suit you. This contract has my requirements for your stay here for the next thirty days. There is enough room to add what you want, or do not want, when it comes to our agreement.”

Zophia took the contract into her hand and sat down. She placed it on her lap, but didn’t open it. Her hand rested on it as she looked at the mage.

Lork sat down in a seat to the right of her. He leaned on the armrest and gazed at her with understanding eyes.

“You will have time to read it and make changes, but the gist of it is, I will become your master and you will be my student. You will obey my every command to the letter. You will drink the elixir and produce milk for the next thirty nights. After your contract ends, you will consider a long-term contract to become a true aspirant of my teachings. If you have any questions, do not hesitate to ask me.”

Zophia looked down at the contract on her lap. “I do have a question. If I choose to not be part of your farm, or learn your ways, may I leave?”

Lork nodded. “Of course. This isn’t a dungeon. Only the most dedicated stay here. You will have your own room, and may come and go as you wish.”

Zophia tilted her head and blinked. “I don’t understand. Why give me freedom and control me?”

“Someone is new to this lifestyle,” Esha said with a wicked gleam in her eye.

Lork glanced at the troll. “Silence,” he said simply.

The troll looked away and squirmed in her seat.

Brenna sat perfectly still, her eyes on the master mage.

Lork turned his attention back to Zophia with understanding eyes. “It is a good question. You may have been exposed to the free love of Vala, but not to a deeper intimacy. On this farm, it is I who is master and sire. I do not say this as a means of control. It is a title for how we run this farm.

“The contracts are a means to add clarity to our roles and how we teach and learn from each other. I know, with your limited experience, I will have to teach you some of the finer points of intimacy, but in a way that is enjoyable for all involved. The contract is the rules of our relationship here, nothing more.”

Lork’s expression softened. “I know this is different for you, that is why I am here to lead you by the hand. If you decline this offer, you would be free to go back to Lady Frost, or I could portal you to another place of your choosing. I will even give you some gold to ensure you follow your own destiny.

“But if you stay, we will have an arrangement and a purpose for both of us. I require another apprentice to learn how I enchant weapons, armor, and items. I know your people learn quickly, and have long lifespans. That will aid with this work, but I will not force you. It is a choice you alone must make.

“You have thirty days to decide if this life is for you. After that, we can discuss and draw up a new contract. As you see with my dear Esha, she comes and goes between contracts. But the moment she signs a contract, we know what is expected and welcomed.”

“May I speak?” Esha asked with now serious eyes.

Lork looked over and gave her a single nod. The troll turned her attention to Zophia.

“It may seem like you’re trapped, but it is you who has the power in the relationship. I learned this from Master Witch-Star himself. He may command, but it is us who decides if we follow his commands or not. If we follow his rules, we are rewarded. If we don’t follow his rules, we are punished, but not in a harmful way. Master will decide what punishments we must face, and there is nothing more freeing than surrendering to his will.”

Zophia glanced at Lork and saw that he made no attempt to correct her or say otherwise. The angel looked deeper and saw truth along his spirit, and dripping from his heart.

“I only ask you to stay for thirty days and see for yourself if this is for you. There is a clause in your contract that allows you to break the contract sooner if you choose. I do have need of your milk to create a holy weapon, but one milking should be enough to suffice.”

“You can have all of my milk, master,” Esha said with a mischievous tone.

Zophia blinked. “How much time do I have before I decide?”

Lork smiled. “Take a few days to think about it, if you wish. But I must warn you, this is a home of intimate freedom. I have a farm to run, and must tend to Brenna and Esha. There will be no hiding what happens here, nor are we shy about it.”

Zophia’s stomach fluttered, not with nausea, but with curiosity.

Lork reached to the table and picked up his wine glass. “Let’s enjoy some wine and food. We can discuss anything you like before I show you to your room, if you agree?”

Zophia gave a slow nod as the fluttering in her stomach grew. She looked over to the buru and troll. They sat patiently and stared at Lork like a holy being. She looked deeper to see waves of devotion crashing on their spirits. It reminded the angel of those who are truly dedicated to the deities of Valoria. They would worship without hesitation or distraction. Their focus was all consuming as they prayed to the chosen deity of the pantheon. For that, it tickled a part of her she knew very well. An understanding that breaks inner walls of what is accepted and what is not.

Lork looked at the troll. “Esha, please tell us about your time on the Bird Islands? You must have a story or two to tell?”

Esha bowed her head and smiled. “Oh, I do. The water surrounding the islands is so clear, you can see all manner of creatures swimming along the island edges,” the troll spoke with excited eyes.

Zophia was silent as she listened to Esha’s tales, but deep down, a hunger began to grow, matching her curiosity for what the mage may have to teach her during her grand awakening.


Chapter 4

Lessons of the Night

Zophia tossed and turned in bed. Her eyes opened in the dark room and shifted to the window. The stars shone in the night sky as dark outlines of snow-covered trees blended with the heavens.

Thoughts needled at the angel. With a flustered sigh, she sat up and swung her legs over the side of the bed. Zophia put her hands down at her sides and stretched her back. She then hunched forward, looking at the floor and her toes.

Memories of the evening swirled along her frustrated thoughts. Wine and food were consumed. Esha laughed and told stories. Lork and Brenna listened as the adventurous troll spun her tales to them.

At one point, the buru got up from her seat and left the immense living room. She entered a side door and disappeared. Zophia wondered where she left to, but didn’t pursue it as Lork and Esha talked and laughed. The angel could not resist the infectious bond between the man and troll. They talked like they knew each other their entire lives, but the stories were of times they were apart.

When the buru returned, she held a tray with two potion bottles on them. She placed them on a counter behind a couch. She then moved to Lork’s side and sat down, her hand touching his thigh.

Esha saw the potions and stood up. She stepped to Lork and stood before him. She bent forward and reached past his shoulder. Zophia remembered blinking in disbelief as the troll gave the mage an eyeful of her cleavage, bringing it a few inches from his face. If she was a normal sized woman, his face would have been between her large breasts. The troll pulled back and stood up. She looked down on Lork with a warm smile, before uncorking the top and lifting the potion to her lips.

Brenna stroked her fingers along Lork’s thigh as she snuggled closer.

When Esha finished drinking down the potion, she put it back while giving Lork a wicked smile. She then sat down across from him and continued with telling her adventures.

The wine took further root within all of them. Lork said it was time to retire for the night, but he wanted to show Zophia her room.

The angel was guided to the second floor and to her room. Lork informed her the entire mansion was open to her, save the basement and the tower. But he would not deny a tour if she so chose. After that, he bid her goodnight.

Zophia remembered having the contract in hand when Lork left. She sat on the bed and read it several times before going to sleep. Now that she was up, she looked over to the nightstand to see the rolled-up contract still there.

The contract glowed in Zophia’s mind. The language within it was direct and illuminating. It detailed a relationship she would have with Lork, and anyone else who also signed a contract to remain on the Witch-Star farm. Witnessing such close relations in the temple of Vala, it intrigued her. But the payment of milk was slightly off-putting. She had never seen anything like it at a temple, but she had seen it from the populace of Rose Haven, mostly mothers feeding their babies. She had no idea such a thing could be sexual, but it only burned at her curiosity more. If she took the elixir, she would be like them, but her milk would be used to aid in making enchanted weapons and items.

The angel stared at nothing as her mind swam with new thoughts. Her former life was bright, but simple. Being a guardian in Rose Haven was a high honor, even when she was forced to subdue unruly visitors, or stop dark plots. She stayed true to her duties for a long time, but with the new emotions and thoughts leaking into her mind and spirit, those days seemed distant and alien.

Zophia looked down at her perfect hands. There were no scars, despite many confrontations. Her body healed from nearly any wound. Her frame was normal, like most people of Valoria, but she held a strength great enough to pick up giants and throw them quite a distance.

Lork’s words whispered among her jumbled thoughts. She could leave for anywhere, and he would even give her gold so she could be like everyone else. It spoke to her, but not like what she felt bubbling up from deeper within. The idea of sensual play prodded her curiosity further. Thirty days was not a long time, and the angel considered all options.

Enhanced hearing caught the faint whispers of discussion. Zophia turned her attention to the door of her room. She listened intently, the distant sounds beginning to form coherent words.

The angel stood up, wearing sleeping clothes provided by the kind Lork. She made her way to the door and pressed her ear to it.

“I didn’t know how much I missed you until I arrived,” said a female voice.

“I felt the same, every night you were gone,” Lork’s voice floated with a small chuckle.

“Not the days?” was said, followed by a laugh.

“Brenna aided with keeping me distracted so I didn’t wallow in missing you.”

A laugh punched the air.

Curiosity bit deeper. Zophia placed her hand on the doorknob and gave it a turn. The door clicked open and swung out.

Zophia stepped out on the upper level of the mansion. The railing stood before her. A glow from the hearth painted the immense living room with a dim light. Shadows wavered slowly as the fire in the hearth burned low. The angel stepped to the railing and looked down on the couches in the middle of the chamber, not far from the warm hearth.

Lork sat relaxed on a couch. He was wearing his robe and had his legs parted. Between them, Esha sat on the floor, snuggled between his legs. She looked up at the master mage with a warm, seductive smile. Long, blonde hair spilled down around her and onto her shoulders. She was wearing a simple shirt and leather leggings. Her feet were bare, three thick blue toes moving as she remained between the mage’s thighs.

“I would ask Brenna to join us, but I want you to myself for tonight. I missed you and need you.”

Lork smiled warmly. “My demanding little troll.”

Esha’s eyes took on a wicked gleam as she let out a seductive sigh. “I miss greeting you. I know you have company, but I need to suck on you. I need to taste you again. I dreamed about you nearly every night, and woke up to wet sheets and hungry appetites.”

Lork smiled, before his gaze shifted slightly upwards. Esha caught the sudden glance and followed it to see Zophia standing by the railing and looking down on them.

The mage lifted a hand and touched the back of his fingers to Esha’s blue cheek.

“Speak your mind to me. Do not hold anything back,” Lork commanded with gentle tone.

Zophia leaned her elbows onto the railing, looking down on the couple with interested eyes, and attentive ears.

“Must I?” Esha whined.

“If you want to stay in my good graces,” Lork said with an impish smirk.

Esha kept her gaze locked on the mage’s eyes and continued to speak as if Zophia wasn’t there, staring down on them.

“My nipples tingle. The elixir is working, but it is also feeding my desires. I need you. I need all of you. Just this time, before your eyes stray to the beautiful angel.”

“I’ve never known you to be jealous,” Lork said simply.

“I’m not,” the troll said with a wry smirk, “But I know you love to teach new students. I know you need both of us, but she will take your attention away from me. I fear I may act out. I need reassurance that I am still special to you.”

Zophia didn’t blink as she watched them. She sensed the inflection of their voices and saw their auras shifting, between deception and play. Despite the words spoken, she could see and sense the troll was not speaking the truth. She was playing like a mischievous youth. There were no strands of jealousy along her spirit. Zophia saw that Esha was simply playing a fantasy, a game.

Lork’s hand moved to the troll’s luscious, blonde hair. His fingers slid into her locks as he gently touched her.

“You are special,” he said with a kind tone.

“I don’t believe you,” Esha said with a scathing tone.

“We will have none of that,” Lork said sternly. “Stand up and undress for me.”

Esha slid away from between the mage’s parted legs and slowly stood up onto her bare feet. Her blue hands lifted and took hold of her simple shirt. She pulled the shirt over her head, revealing her wrapped, full breasts. She then tugged at a knot behind her, and the wrappings loosened. When they fell away, her large, heavy, light blue breasts hung. They defied gravity as dark blue nipples stood erect.

Lork kept his steady, blank gaze on the troll as her thumbs slipped into the leggings along her hips and pushed down. The leggings slipped down over her hips, down her thighs and puddled at her ankles. She stepped out of them and pushed them aside with her foot.

The beautiful troll woman stood naked before the sitting Lork. Small curls of blonde hair surrounded her valley entrance, forming a tight triangle. Her body was fit, with a faint muscle tone. It blended with her feminine form, showing a sensual strength.

“Kneel before me,” Lork directed.

Esha sank down to her knees and bowed her head to the sitting mage.

Zophia's enhanced eyes stared from the second floor, and witnessed a wetness beading along the troll’s nipples. Barely a moment later, they began to leak with pale milk. Drops dripped down onto her azure thighs as she sat on her ankles. Her back was straight, and her gaze was locked on the mage.

“I will show you how special you are to me. Undo my robe,” Lork commanded.

Esha reached for the mage’s robe and took hold. She parted it to see his strong, naked body now exposed. His member throbbed as it stood under its own power.

The troll gasped at the sight of it, a weakness bleeding into her eyes and body. Shoulders wilted and a small moan followed her gasp.

“It brings me joy that you came back to me,” Lork said with warm eyes.

“It… brings me joy to see how happy you are to see me,” Esha said and licked her lips.

Milk continued to spill from the troll’s nipples. She shuddered and whimpered, but made no other movements as she knelt before the mage.

“It’s okay. I’ve missed your lips and mouth. You may come closer and show your affections. I will not deny you, but I will tell you when you can stop,” Lork said with a soothing tone.

“Yes, master,” Esha whispered before moving closer.

Zophia watched with wide eyes as the troll woman moved between Lork’s parted legs. She tilted her head forward and let her tongue slide out. She licked at his bulbous head, slathering along it like some primal creature. Her dark eyes looked up at the older man, as if searching for some kind of approval. Instead, Lork simply watched her with near indifferent eyes.

A moan dripped from her open mouth before her lips closed around the tip of his cock. Her head made slow, bobbing motions as she lingered along the head of his member.

Lork’s hand once again touched the troll’s hair. His eyes were half-closed as he watched the hungry troll take a few more inches. Pleasure ran down his member and into his body and spirit. It caused his manhood to thicken and throb as the troll’s tongue slid down the underside of his shaft while her lips massaged him. She pressed her tongue to the shaft, making her mouth tight as her head continued to bob up and down.

“There’s my sweet troll. How I missed that beautiful mouth of yours,” Lork whispered with a loving edge.

Esha’s hands were on Lork’s hips as her lips ran up and down the veiny shaft. Her dark eyes rolled into her head, tasting her lover once again. Memories of intimate nights of wild abandonment filled her mind. Her lips moved with loving purpose as she moaned with her mouth full.

“As for your jealousy, fear not. You have a special place in my heart, but you must continue to earn it. I cannot have you lose interest once you have your way. Your place is to love me, just as much as I love you.”

Lork turned his attention and looked up at Zophia.

“There are no secrets here on Witch-Star Farm. This is but a taste of what’s to come, if you stay.”

Zophia was silent as she watched.

Lork lowered his gaze back to the hungry troll. “How I missed our nights together. I’ve lost sleep many a night from your hungry desires.”

A throaty moan, and Lork’s cock filled her throat. Esha upped the tempo. Her body moved with practiced ease as milk dripped from her exposed nipples.

“You make me happy when you suck on my cock,” Lork said with a loving whisper.

Esha’s head moved with dedicated purpose. Muffled moans continued to fill her throat as she tried to please her master.

Seeing the lewd act ignited a spark, turning it into a blaze. Zophia’s legs trembled as she weakened to the lurid display. Fingers curled tight over the railing as she watched with unblinking eyes. Wetness bloomed and dripped down her inner thigh.

“I worship you, just as you worship me, my little troll,” Lork said as he caressed her cheek.

Esha never broke her connection, or her stride. Moans continued to fill her throat as she sucked on his member, eager to please.

“But I must claim you, once again. I cannot have you here with me, unless you’re marked,” Lork said as his cock began to thicken.

Zophia’s nails dug into the wood railing as she watched in muted fascination. Thick inches appeared and disappeared from view as Esha continued her relentless sucking.

Lork’s expression took on a dark tone as he looked down on the beautiful troll.

“Now, my little troll, stroke me and earn your mark,” the master mage commanded.

Esha pulled her head up and looked at her master’s hungry eyes. She stroked his cock with delicate urgency. She lifted herself up a little, and as she stroked, she rubbed a leaking nipple to his cock and her hand. It made everything wet and slippery, and the troll’s eyes filled with love.

Lork grunted before his thick ropes of seed spurted from the tip of his member. Esha moaned loudly as thick come splashed on her cheek and rained down on her chest. She moved her body like a rutting animal against Lork’s thighs and cock. She whimpered and moaned, another spurt splashing against her chin and dripping down on her hand, and his cock.

The mage let out a relieved exhale as another spurt splashed onto her large breast and slid down to her leaking nipple.

Esha bent her head down, licking come and milk off Lork’s cock. It was still half-hard as she enjoyed the blend of their souls.

Lork glanced up to the second level railing, seeing Zophia gone, and her bedroom door closing shut. He returned his attention to the troll as she continued to lick him clean.

“We have much catching up to do,” Lork smiled.

“Yes, my master,” Esha whispered before taking Lork’s manhood into her mouth again.

Inside Zophia’s bedroom, her clothes fell away before she slipped into bed. Her fingers slid down her body as a heated exhale rose from her parted lips. The angel touched her nub and rubbed it. Bliss bloomed as she writhed to her own touch.

Images painted the angel’s mind of what she just watched. It fueled her need for pleasure, massaging her pearl. The sights and sounds overwhelmed her. Sensitive ears caught the sounds of moans once again. Body betraying her, her hips bucked to her own touch. All Zophia could see was the beautiful troll debasing herself for the mage’s approval. A part of her awakened and blinded her. Her fingers moved at a frenetic pace, when heat and bliss flashed.

Zophia moaned loudly as her body shuddered hard. Her hips bucked again, unable to contain the power of the orgasm. Heat dripped from her frayed nerves as the angel let out another strangled cry.

Unable to stop herself, the mood sank deeper. Despite bliss dripping along her spirit, she wanted more. The mental images shifted, focusing on Lork. The calm, but commanding presence curled along her mind and body.

Another blinding orgasm flashed. Zophia was unprepared as she moaned loudly, her moans blending with the moans outside her room in the deep night.


Chapter 5

Boundaries

The scent of cooking eggs and meat drifted through the large household. Lork stood over the metal, wood burning stove. He had two pans, one cooking eggs, and the other cooking flat cakes. On a nearby table, a plate filled with sausages sat next to bowls of various fruits and a pitcher of juice.

Lork hummed as he cooked, feeling good in the morning grayness beyond the kitchen window. The mage lifted his gaze to see a winter landscape with more gray clouds. He mentally noted a break in the winter storm, but knew more snow was on its way.

His gaze fell back to his cooking. A satisfaction rolled through him, knowing his supply stores were filled to capacity, and a little more. The mansion had enough supplies to last several months, if need be, but Lork’s mind began to wander to his new guest.

Zophia hadn’t left her room. He wondered if she was simply sleeping late, or going through the motions that she may not belong here. The mage didn’t lie to himself. The lifestyle he carved out here on the farm was not for everyone. It was a delicate balance of work and play, the two often becoming one. But from how she looked down on him and Esha as they played last night, his heart warmed at the notion she might be interested, and would wish to stay.

Lifting both pans, the mage moved to a tray with a plate. He slipped a flat cake and eggs onto it. He then put the pans back on the stove, moved to the fruit, and began scooping some pieces with a large spoon. He placed them on the plate with the tray, before filling a glass with juice. He then stabbed at a thick sausage and placed it on the plate next to the well-organized food.

Lork continued to hum as he lifted the plate, turned around, and walked out of the kitchen.

The mage made his way into the living room area and climbed the stairs. On the second floor, he walked steadily until he reached Zophia’s room. With one hand under the tray, he used his other hand to gently knock on the door.

Inside the bedroom, Zophia stirred. The angel slowly lifted her head and looked down at her naked body. Blankets and pillows were askew, one blanket wrapped around her leg.

The angel yawned as she sat up.

“Zophia? May I come in?” Lork asked.

The angel slowly blinked. “Yes,” she said flatly.

The door opened and Lork stepped in. He instantly averted his eyes when he saw the beautiful angel sitting naked on her bed, her hair slightly disheveled.

“Oh, I apologize,” Lork said while continuing to look away. “I brought you a meal to break your fast.”

Zophia gave the older man a small smile. “Thank you,” she said without a hint of shame.

“Should I come back?” Lork asked.

“No, please come in,” Zophia said as she swung her legs over the side and sat.

Lork stepped in and placed the tray of food on the end of the bed.

“You’re not looking at me,” Zophia said honestly.

Lork nodded while still averting his eyes. “It’s rude to stare at a guest.”

Zophia slightly tilted her head to the side. “I don’t understand. You said there are no secrets in this home. I don’t have to hide my body.”

Lork stood taller as his gaze locked on Zophia’s eyes.

“True, but you didn’t sign the contract,” Lork said plainly.

The angel shrugged. “Why would I sign such a thing? I would gladly take you into my bed, or should I be on my knees before you?”

Lork’s expression softened. “Zophia, you must understand, a contract explains and protects all of us under this roof. It has rules and guidelines on what is expected and allowed.

“While, yes, we may have intimacy at any time, a contract proves a dedication to our relationship, and our relationship with others.”

Zophia gave a small nod. “I read your contract. It lists a great many rules and guidelines, but I don’t see the point. Why not simply follow Vala’s ways with dreamy abandonment?”

Lork kept his gaze on the angel’s eyes, never glancing down at her nude body.

“Without a contract, there is a greater chance of misunderstandings and hurt feelings. I do not wish any of that for you. If you know, and understand what is required here, it eases the spirit and emotions that come with such a dedicated relationship.”

Zophia grinned. “This is important to you.”

Lork nodded. “It is, as it is important to everyone who resides here. If we are to begin our journey together, we should abide by rules we all agree upon. I am not a man who takes advantage of others, nor does anyone else here.

“If you stay, and become one of my aspirants, I must know you will be dedicated to the work, and our hearts. That is why our contract is for thirty days. After that, we can draw up a new one if you decide to become part of this family.”

“Is that why Brenna calls you sire, while Esha calls you master? Brenna is an aspirant, while Esha is simply a lover?”

Lork nodded. “Good observation. Yes, you are correct, in a way. Brenna is learning alchemy and enchanting. When I leave this realm for another, she will take over its duties, and I will know it is in good hands. She is learning all of my secrets and knowledge. She committed her entire life to our work. Not many can say the same with anything they do.

“As for Esha, she is my playmate and lover. She seeks only pleasure and discipline. It is her kink, and what turns her on beyond anything else. She has entrusted me with such a sacred duty, and I am honor bound to perform my part of our relationship.

“It is never about power for the sake of power. That is a fallacy, a way of small minds. What we do here is a kind of intimacy most will never know or understand. And if it is something you have no desire to take part in, there are no ill feelings or broken spirits. We continue on with our lives, while not lowering ourselves to simple, petty creatures.”

“I… think I understand,” Zophia hesitated.

Lork smiled and nodded. “It is a lot to take in. Please, enjoy breaking your fast. When you’re dressed and up, I will give you a tour of my lab and my private library.”

The master mage turned and stepped out of the room without a second glance.

When the door closed, Zophia looked down on the tray of food and smiled. Her heart squirmed at Lork’s honesty and kindness. She took hold of the tray, lifted it up and placed it on her thighs. She picked up a fork and stabbed at a piece of fruit. She lifted it to her lips and into her mouth.

The angel sat and ate with a warmth surrounding her heart.

***

Thick storm clouds blanketed the sky. The heavens rolled with a threatening chill and frost, the gods seemed angry once again. The lone mansion in the forest stood against the coming storm, like a spiked spear to the sky. The clouds surged with mighty power before snow began to fall. The wind joined the falling snow as the storm arrived with divine power.

Inside the lone mansion, Lork and Zophia stood within the lab. The angel looked around with curious eyes at the many-colored bottles filled with various liquids. She visually drank in the weathered work table before her gaze shifted to the other side of the lab where the forge sat. Blacksmith tools lined the curved wall around the forge. Her imagination churned with all kinds of possibilities within the mysterious lab.

“If you accept, this is where you, Brenna, and I will work together,” Lork said.

Zophia glanced around at the interesting lab, her mind working and imagining becoming a master enchantress and alchemist. The thoughts did appeal to her, but a shadow touched those notions.

Lork turned his gaze to catch a small wrinkle at the edge of Zophia’s lips. “I understand that it may seem boring, or unappealing.”

The angel’s eyes widened as she looked at the mature man. “Oh, no, that’s not it.”

Lork leaned against the table, facing the beautiful angel. “Wish to talk about it?”

Zophia’s gaze shifted to the side, as if deep in thought. She then met Lork’s gaze and she stood a little straighter.

“The realm I come from, where most angels come from, is a realm of peace and servitude. There isn’t much beyond that. It is a warm light that envelopes everything about you. It is a chain that wraps around each and every one of us.

“When we are summoned, or fall, we land on different realms. I landed on this one, within Rose Haven. Holy places often summon our kind, and we live to serve.”

Lork nodded. “But as we both know, the will to serve doesn’t always last.”

Zophia nodded and looked down with shadows under her eyes. “When I first arrived, I was happy to serve. But I had an awakening.”

“You’re concerned about serving here, serving me,” Lork mentioned.

Zophia looked at Lork’s kind eyes and her heart melted in her chest.

“Please, do not think me cross or wrong. I… I would like to serve you. I see your spirit and aura are genuine, but to be chained to one place? There would be little difference between serving in a holy city, or serving on a mystical farm.

“I do seek purpose, but I also seek experiences, intimate experiences.”

Lork nodded and smiled. “What kind of experiences?”

“Submission, power, control, loss of control, inspiration, playfulness, intimacy, and wonder, to name a few,” Zophia said without a drop of shame.

Lork smiled a little wider. “You may not know it, but you came to the right place. The contract may explain the rules of our agreement, but not the possibilities. If it did, it would take out the mystery of new experiences.”

The master mage crossed his large arms and he spoke kindly to the angel, “I do know a spell or three. I also know, and have had many experiences. Esha and Brenna are very adventurous, and I’ve been known to dabble in intimate, sensual, and arcane arts.”

Zophia didn’t blink as she looked at Lork. Her heart quickened as his words spoke deeper truths. The contract she read did explain rules, but not the depths of their relationship. Hearing Lork’s words, cut at her heart’s desire. Where she thought being trapped on a farm may be a secluded experience, she never realized that the location didn’t mean they couldn’t explore beyond simple intimacy.

“Would it help you to know, I would be very interested in what you desire?”

Zophia nodded. “It would, very much.”

Lork kept his kind gaze on her. “Oftentimes, people in power don’t feel the need to explain themselves. That is not what we do here. Honest communication is very important. As you may have read, there are protection words that are decided upon, to stop anything you’re not in the mood for.

“I treasure intimacy, but I don’t demand it at all times. No one should live like that.

“I believe you should speak to Brenna, one on one. She may be able to better explain than I can. You can ask Esha, but she can be a bad influence at times,” Lork chuckled.

Zophia’s heart lifted in her chest as heat touched her cheeks.

“I will speak with Brenna. Thank you, Master Witch-Star,” Zophia said with a bow.

The mage waved his hand before her, as if to dispel the very words she just said.

“Please, call me Lork. If you stay, there will be plenty of pet names we can give each other, but for now, Lork is fine.

“If you like, I can show you my private library? It is filled with many tomes of magic and knowledge. It is my pride and joy and I would love to show it to you.”

A bright light filled Zophia’s mind as she looked at Lork with renewed excitement.

“Yes, that would be wonderful,” the angel smiled warmly.    


Chapter 6

Decisions

The hearth crackled with warmth and light. Brenna sat on a couch, with a book in hand. The buru’s eyes moved from left to right, absorbing knowledge, and mentally filing it away. When a shadow touched the edge of her vision, she looked up to see Zophia standing before her.

“May I sit with you and talk?” the angel asked.

Brenna closed her book and put it down on her furry lap. She patted an empty spot beside her with a furry hand.

Zophia sat down and turned slightly so they could look at each other, face to face.

“I have many questions about how this farm is run, and maybe a few about Lord Witch-Star.”

Brenna gave a small nod and smile. “I understand. Please, ask me anything.”

“You have truly committed yourself as an apprentice to Lord Witch-Star’s work?”

The buru nodded again. “It is important work, and he has no heirs. He has been searching for someone he trusts to take it over. Lork is under no assumptions that he will live forever. In our quiet moments, he tells me as much.”

“There is a great deal of trust between you both,” Zophia said.

“There must be, for the work to continue. What we do here, and on many farms like ours across Valoria, is provide a solution to a demand. It is unusual, from the outside, but from within, it provides us with a freedom I’m not sure I would have ever known.”

Zophia stared at the buru’s aura and spirit, while her words touched her mind. Truth and honesty swelled and leaked from the buru. She was holding nothing back, speaking from her heart like they were old friends from long ago.

“But, to be beholden to one man sounds limiting, even if the work is important,” Zophia said honestly.

Brenna’s smile remained. “Lork is no mere man. His knowledge of the mystical arts is unparalleled. It is enough for him to combine two professions into one, to become the best at what he does.

“It is true, you don’t know him as I do. We have spent several years together, and I will spend many more at his side. He always has something new to teach me, and I have had a deep-seated desire to learn more of the mystical arts, alchemy, and enchantments.”

The buru lifted her hand and placed it on Zophia’s hand with a tender touch. “If you stay with us, you will understand as I have.

“When I first arrived, I felt like you did. I was concerned that it was a ruse so Lork could play out his fantasies, but after a time, I was mistaken. He has a way of understanding hearts and minds I never experienced with others.

“As for the power dynamic, it may appear like he has all the power, but that is not the case. All who dwell here have different kinds of power and standing. It may seem like I am meek around him, but we both know, that is not the case. I enjoy when he cannot control himself, and capitalize on it. Just as I cannot resist his tender, but firm touch. His perversions speak to mine, as do mine to his. We complement each other.”

Zophia looked down. “Even if on paper, you belong to him?”

Brenna squeezed the angel’s hand again. “We belong to each other. We have purpose, work, and love. It drives us, and we don’t hold back. But, may I ask you a question?”

Zophia mentally braced herself.

“What do you want?”

The angel parted her lips, but no words came out. A thought stabbed into her mind, wanting to say sex, but that wasn’t a sufficient answer. The longer she hesitated, the more confusion took root. It whipped at her, since before her awakening, she could answer it easily. Duty and protection would have spilled from her lips, but now, she had nothing to say.

Brenna gave Zophia an understanding look. “It is difficult for most to know what they want. Do not feel sad or concerned if you don’t know. I’ve read your contract, and it gives you a lot of freedom and keeps it on a trial basis. This life isn’t for everyone. As you saw with Esha, she stays for months at a time, then leaves for her own adventures. The longest she stayed was a year, she, Lork, and I, having a long love affair. She has the option with her contracts to come and go once they expire.”

The buru’s eyes kept their understanding gleam as she continued, “I know much about your people. You can see hearts, spirits, and auras. You can tell when others are lying, or being deceitful. Do you see any strands of dishonesty or manipulation, from me or Lork?”

Zophia returned her gaze to the buru’s dark eyes. “No, but Lork is a master mage. There could be mystical interference or cloaking spells.”

Brenna nodded. “I understand, but does your heart feel that?”

The angel looked to the side. She knew there was no mystical cloak of lies, or spells of deception. It was her last shred of anxiety, trying to keep a distance with what appeared to be a prison.

The angel sighed. “I’m sorry. This is overwhelming.”

Brenna’s features softened. She then leaned forward and gave the angel a warm hug.

“Yes, it is. But not to fret, for we are all here for each other. Even if your stay may be a short one,” the buru said softly into Zophia’s ear.

The angel stared out in the moment. Emotions swirled in unusual tides along her spirit.        

“I… want to stay. I want to experience this different kind of love. I just don’t think I’m worthy of such a station,” the truth spilled out from the angel’s lips.

Brenna pulled back, and looked at Zophia with understanding eyes.

The angel continued, “Rose Haven was my first, and only home. My awakening forced me to leave it. They saw me as damaged. I’ve heard the words of love, caring, and understanding, but they didn’t have any of those things for me. I am lost, and I don’t know if this place is right for me.”

“You are not damaged. From what I know of your arrival, you were not cast out. They wanted to help you find your place in the world,” Brenna said warmly.

Zophia looked at the buru with wide eyes.

Brenna continued, “Rose Haven is a holy city. It has many enemies, and a distracted guard may not work in the best interest of the city. They knew this, and contacted others to see if anyone could help you.

“When Lork was contacted, he and I discussed about you coming here. We both knew you needed a way to have purpose, with your mind and body. We believe we can help you with both.”

“I’m not damaged?” Zophia said as a tear streaked down her smooth cheek.

Brenna shook her head. “No, not at all. I can feel your loving spirit, and I don’t have any special abilities, nor do I need them to know.”

“Can I truly leave, if I wish it?” the angel asked with wet eyes.

“Yes,” Brenna smiled.

“Can I stay, if I truly wish it?” Zophia asked as she wiped away another tear, a new fire burning along her spirit.

“Yes,” the buru said, keeping her gentle smile.

“Will he listen to me about my desires?”

“He will. We all will.”

Zophia sat up straighter, a new courage filling her heart. “To know truth, one must take a leap of faith. I know this, but being so far from home, I questioned myself.

“But to have purpose, and love, is truly divine. I seek both, and if this is truly for me, I would also wish to carry on such important work.”

Zophia stood up and looked down on the buru with serious eyes.

“Brenna, please come with me. I wish to look over my contract and will need you for advice, and clarity.”

Brenna stood up, leaving the book on the couch. “I am here for you, my sister.”

***

Lork sat at his desk, two open books before him, and several rolled out scrolls. The study had a comfortable light. The window behind the master mage was uncovered, thick snow filling the world beyond it.

The sun had just set, but the work never truly left Lork’s soul. Research consumed him, about his current project, and a side one he wished to explore. A quill moved with expert ease, leaving behind ink trails forming words and arcane symbols. The silence was welcomed as he worked. It comforted his other senses as his gaze remained firmly on the scroll he was currently writing on.

A knock at the door woke him from his working trance.

“Come in,” he said loudly as he put down the quill and sat back in his chair.

The door opened. Zophia stepped in as Brenna remained outside, standing by the door.

The angel crossed the red carpet and stood before Lork’s desk. She lifted her hand and placed her contract on the desk.

“I have my own additions to the contract,” the angel said as she slid it to him.

Lork smiled as he picked up the contract. His dark eyes looked down on the new additions, drinking in every word. When he reached the bottom, he saw that it wasn’t signed.

Lork lifted his gaze to meet Zophia’s gaze. “These are acceptable, but the last one is unusual.”

“Is it beyond your power?” Zophia asked with a wicked smirk.

Lork sat back in his chair with a velvet confidence. “Serving you a breakfast meal every third morning? It is not beyond my power, but it has sparked my curiosity.”

Zophia kept her wicked smile. “The meal this morning was delicious, the best I’ve had since my arrival to this realm. I do not wish to be greedy, having it every morning. Brenna explained everyone in the mansion shares duties. I wish to pull my own weight as well, but this is something that must happen every third morning to make me happy.”

Lork picked up the contract and looked at it again. “That is the only part of the new additions that is non-negotiable. I see here that you are open to lewd celebrations, group bonding, cuddling, positive words, punishments by denial, rewards by praising, and taking on the role of student, which means these may fluctuate as we get to know each other, but cooking for you is the one you’re taking a firm stance with?”

Zophia gave a firm nod. “You barely know me, but that didn’t stop you from cooking a delicious meal to break my fast. You brought it to me, and when I wished to take part in a carnal act, you denied me. You took the time to explain your side of what you’re looking for in a working, and lewd relationship. It spoke of your character, and I would be remiss if I didn’t admit to your strong morals.”

Lork put the contract down and looked up at the beautiful angel standing before him.

“This contract is only for thirty days, but you have put a lot of thought into it.”

“I had help from a new friend,” Zophia smiled.

Brenna smiled as she stood by the open doorway.

Lork took hold of his quill. He moved his hand to the contract and scribbled his name on the line next to his name. He then spun the yellowish paper and slid it to Zophia.

“I accept,” he smiled.

Zophia nodded as she took the quill from his hand. She looked down on the contract with interested eyes, seeing Lork’s name and signature. She then leaned forward, and scribbled her name on the line below Lork’s name. When she finished, she expected to feel some kind of mystical power taking hold of her, and binding her. Instead, she felt nothing but a strange satisfaction.

“Brenna,” Zophia said over her shoulder.

The buru walked in with a potion bottle. She made her way to the angel’s side and lifted the potion to her. Zophia took the potion and pulled the cork.

Lork watched with a happy gaze as Zophia lifted the potion to her lips and drank deeply. He watched her throat undulate as the contents drained down her throat. When the potion bottle was empty, Brenna took it from her.

Zophia looked down on Lork with warm eyes. A heat bloomed in her belly. She licked her lips when a small storm struck every nerve along her body.

Lork was up and stepping around his desk. Brenna was at Zophia’s side, taking her arm to help her remain standing.

“The elixir takes a few hours to settle. We will take care of you, but once it settles, your urges and desires will be magnified,” Lork explained.

“I… welcome it,” Zophia said through gritted teeth.

Lork lifted his gaze to the buru. “Brenna, please prepare the living room. I believe there will be much to celebrate this evening.”

The wind howled outside the warm mansion as hearts within the comfortable home glowed with sultry excitement.


Chapter 7

A Night to Remember

The wind outside the mansion howled with the storm. Heavy snow fell from the gray skies, but inside, a different storm was brewing.

Moans filled the living room as Zophia writhed and grasped at the blankets that covered her.  The hearth glowed with warm light, as shadows danced on the walls. Nearby, a man, buru, and a troll, watched over the writhing angel as her body changed.

Lork kept a calm gaze on Zophia. It had been hours since she drank the elixir. At the beginning, he helped her to the living room while speaking arcane words. The couches slid back due to his mystical influence. The coffee table shifted, changed, and enlarged. The table warped into a wide, comfortable bed, covered with pillows and fur blankets. The lights dimmed as the hearth’s light filled the center of the mansion. Zophia was brought to the bed and the master mage helped her onto it.

Zophia crawled onto the comfortable bed, her body surging with heat and dreamy pulses under her skin. Despite an appearance of torment, she was filled with a rising ecstasy. The elixir did its work, filling her with a divine connection to the Mother, and changing her body. Her breasts swelled and her nipples itched. Body heat came off her in waves as her heightened senses felt every drop of her transformation. She knew what was to come, but there was no way to truly prepare for it. The pulses under her skin defied reason, and she fell back on instinct, keeping her mind alert as her body undulated.

The hours were not spent simply watching the angel’s change. Lork, Brenna, and Esha, went about preparing for the evening. A table was filled with food and jugs of water, mead, ale, and wine. Breads, cheeses, and succulent meats were placed not far from the large bed. Lork knew that Zophia’s desires and emotions would be heightened further, as well as her appetites. He had seen it countless times, but this felt a little different.

For the first time in a long time, the master mage held out hope that Zophia would join their family. It wasn’t out of some simple attraction he felt for her when they met, but from a place that his knowledge would carry on with not just Brenna, but the angel as well. He knew this was just the beginning, and he wanted it to be special for all of them.

Esha draped her arm on Lork’s shoulders. She leaned on him a little from the side, her height a near foot taller than him.

“The first time is still the best time,” the troll said with a wicked grin, before turning her gaze to Lork’s features. “You were so tender, and your cock was so unyielding.”

“Save some of your fire for the evening. The storm will be with us for a time, and I assume we won’t leave this bed soon,” Lork said with a small nod.

Esha brought her dark blue lips close to Lork’s ear. “What tricks do you have planned for this evening? Toys? Sensual acts from some old books? Or simply milking each other to exhaustion?”

Lork glanced at the devilish troll with a small, knowing smirk. “If I told you everything that had come to my mind, there would be no mystery.”

Esha pouted. “Not even a hint?”

Lork turned his attention to Brenna. “I have a new spell I would like to try, before I commit to creating an enchanted item.”

The buru looked up at her sire and gave a small, knowing nod.

Esha grinned. “Oh, a mysterious surprise? How delightful. I do love your plays and games. They always spice up our times together.”

Lork turned his attention back to the blonde troll. “We must be welcoming to Zophia. Be a good girl, or you will be punished.”

Esha licked her lips as she stayed close to the burly mage. “I cannot make any promises.”

Lork was about to verbally discipline the troll, when Zophia gasped loudly. All attention turned to her as she was on her back. Her chest rose as if her heart was fighting to be free of her body. Eyes widened as wet spots appeared along her top. She parted her thighs and a dreamy moan floated up from her lips.

Lork’s heart beat with desire as wetness bloomed from between Zophia’s legs. The angel collapsed onto her back, breathing heavy. Her leggings were soaked as she gulped down air with half-closed eyes. Hands moved to her stomach, touching her shirt as her hips moved of their own accord.

“Did… she just orgasm from the elixir?” Esha asked with curious eyes.

“It has been known to happen,” Lork nodded. “The connection to the Mother can be very strong in some. So much so, they touch the Fields of Paradise.”

“Zophia is a divine being. Her senses are beyond ours at times,” Brenna added.

The angel turned her heated gaze to the three standing about ten feet away from the bed.

“I… didn’t know… it could be… so powerful,” the angel gasped.

Zophia struggled to sit up a little as she grabbed at her own clothes.

“I feel trapped,” she muttered as she weakly pulled at her outfit.

“Brenna, Esha, please aid Zophia by removing her clothes,” Lork said as he turned away.

The buru and troll nodded as they approached the bed. Brenna was first to crawl onto it, with Esha following. They made their way to the heaving angel.

Zophia closed her eyes as she basked in the afterglow of her orgasm. Hands gently touched her clothes, pulling and unbuttoning. It didn’t take long before her shirt was pulled away and her leggings slid off.

The angel made no move to cover herself. Her swollen breasts were free. Her dark brown nipples stood erect as thin rivulets of watery milk spilled from them. Zophia’s skin was flawless and smooth. It was Esha that looked down between the angel’s thighs to see a hairless slit. Wetness dripped from her valley entrance as a sheen covered her inner thighs. For the angel, there was no shame as she was revealed to those around her.

Lork pulled over a high-backed, single chair. He placed it not far from the bed, and sat in it. The master mage relaxed as an anticipation glowed along his spirit. He watched as the three beautiful women were on the bed.

“Brenna and Esha, undress,” Lork said with a firm command.

Brenna gave a single nod as she took hold of her simple robe. Esha licked her lips again as she began removing her clothes with excited haste.

The mood took on a velvet hue. Warmth spilled from the hearth as the world outside the mansion seemed to fall further into a cold haze.

Lork touched his hand to his jaw, a finger along his cheek. “Honor our new member to the family.”

Brenna moved close to Zophia’s head. The naked buru helped to lift the angel’s upper body and lean her down so she could rest between her parted, furry thighs. Zophia found it comforting as she felt the buru under her. When she opened her eyes, large blue hands took hold of the angel’s legs and kept them parted.

“Welcome to the family,” Esha said with a sultry edge before she laid on her stomach, her head between Zophia’s thighs.

The angel watched until a tongue slid out and licked at her slick opening. A whimper fell from her lips as the troll buried her face between Zophia’s parted thighs. The troll’s tongue explored her, licking and searching. Esha looked up with a primal gaze. Zophia looked at her as heat bloomed once again from hot bodies. When Esha’s tongue slathered across the angel’s sacred pearl, a loud gasp filled the air, followed by another whimper.

“I’m here for you,” Brenna said warmly as her hands moved to Zophia’s breasts and gave them a squeeze. “I’m helping you through the process. Esha will relax you with her masterful tongue.”

Powerful sensations cascaded over Zophia as the chains of ecstasy tightened. Her hips betrayed her, grinding against the troll’s mouth and tongue like a feral animal in heat. The buru’s hands on her full, swollen breasts, only added to the moment. Bliss bloomed and her breathing quickened. The dull throb of another orgasm began to rise. Nerves tightened as Zophia began to lose control.

“It’s too much,” the angel whimpered and gritted her teeth.

“Esha, slow down,” Lork said with authority.

A wicked gleam filled the troll’s eyes as she remained to task. Her tongue moved with greater urgency. She ignored Lork’s commands as she saw a hint of weakness from the angel, and exploited it.

Zophia cried out as the dam began to crack. She watched with helpless eyes as the troll played her like a violin. Esha had a supernatural sense, touching the angel’s clit like she had known it her entire life.

“It’s okay. Let go,” Brenna said with a soothing tone.

The dam cracked further, and then shattered. Zophia’s eyes rolled into her head as a flood of bliss swept her away. She tumbled through the ecstasy-filled waters as animalistic moans floated into the air.

A surge of wetness squirted. Esha hummed as her lower face was drenched in lust. She continued to lick the angel as another surge splashed against her mouth and dripped off her chin.

Brenna squeezed Zophia’s full breasts and watery milk streamed out before it turned thick and creamy.

Zophia’s whole body burst with heat and dripping paradise. She weakly gasped for air as the velvet pulses pushed at every nerve. The room began to spin as she couldn’t slip away from the throes of pleasure.

Lork’s brow hardened as he stared at Esha’s naked ass in the air.

Brenna looked down on Zophia with understanding eyes. She took hold of one of her own breasts and brought her milk dripping nipple close to Zophia.

“Drink from me. It will calm and aid your recovery,” the buru whispered.

Without thinking, the angel latched on and began to suck.

Warm milk spilled into Zophia’s mouth and she drank it down. The moment it touched her stomach, true to Brenna’s words, a feeling of serene calm filled her. Her eyes rolled back into place as she suckled on a lightly furry breast. The buru’s naked nipple continued to stream a thin river of milk. A coo filled the buru’s throat as she lovingly cradled Zophia’s head to her breast.

Lork stood up with long shadows covering his features. He stepped closer to the bed as Esha moved closer to Zophia’s unguarded valley and licked at it.

The troll continued to stare with mischievous eyes. She watched as Zophia suckled on the buru, unable to break away from the fires of ecstasy. She continued to stoke those fires, when a strong hand took hold of her blonde hair, and pulled.

Esha was up and on her knees. Her swollen breasts bounced as milk began to drip from erect nipples.

Lork moved close, his lips close to her ear. The troll was still as a frozen pond, but her heart beat like a drum in her chest, quick and powerful. Her toes curled in delight as she felt the master mage’s power flow over her.

“You continue to test me,” Lork said with a menacing growl.

Esha’s eyes widened in delight. “Master, please, I only live to serve.”

“Then why did you defy my command?”

Esha’s breathing thickened as she felt his tight control on her flowing blonde hair.

Brenna watched with heat in her dark eyes, as Zophia sucked on her nipple, drinking more of her calming milk.

Esha was hesitant to speak.

Lork tightened his grip on her hair. “Answer me.”

Esha let out a sultry exhale as she looked down on the buru and angel.

“I see how you look at her. I want your attention,” Esha said with a harsh whisper.

Lork let go of the troll’s hair and stepped back.

Esha fell forward onto the bed. She writhed like she was on the verge of orgasm. With a turn of her body, she looked up at her master with dreamy eyes.

“My little troll,” Lork said as he opened his robe and shrugged it off his shoulders.

Esha watched as the robe fell, revealing Lork’s robust, strong body. Thick arms hung from his wide shoulders. Muscles pushed at his skin. His fit form caused the troll to lightly gasp. When her gaze fell to his half-hard member, veins rising along the shaft, she licked her lips to whatever possible punishment would come her way.

Lork eyed the beautiful troll. His expression didn’t change as she parted her thighs, and a hand snaked between them. She pulled back the hood and rubbed her clit, a tuft of blonde hair above her trollhood like a yellow flame. Milk leaked from her full breasts as she massaged her pearl before her master.

“If you will not behave, you must be punished,” Lork said with intent in his eyes.

“Please… master,” Esha said with lust-filled eyes. “I only wish to make you happy.”

“I am happy when you follow my commands,” Lork said with a gleam in his eyes.

Zophia began to feel better. She pulled away from Brenna’s breast and looked over at Lork and Esha.

Lork began an incantation. Arcane words filled the air as an invisible energy crackled against their nerves. The wind outside howled as mystical energy dripped from the master mage.

Zophia could see Lork’s aura glow brighter. It nearly blinded her, but she never looked away. Her sight drank in his power, seeing just how skilled a mage he was. Seeing it caused her willpower to weaken, leaning on the buru as she squeezed her full breasts.

Lork’s aura split from his, and split again. In reality, the three women watched as the master mage split into two more versions of himself. Each version looked the same as the original Lork. They had strong, muscled features, a thin white beard and mustache, and all of them had long shadows covering their features, except for their eyes. Each pair of eyes gleamed with an insatiable hunger.

The original Lork lifted a hand and snapped his fingers.

Esha looked down as energy swirled around her wrists and ankles. Arcane bracers appeared on her forearms, as metal cuffs appeared around her ankles. They clamped shut on her limbs. The arcane runes glowed before Esha’s hand was pulled from her clit. Her eyes widened as she immediately was on all fours.

Lork looked down on the beautiful troll with stern eyes. “My doppelgangers are exact copies of me. I will see, hear, and feel everything they feel. It is a spell I’ve been working on, and now, I get to test it on you.

“Do not think of this as a reward. My doppelgangers are here to punish you with pleasure. You will be their toy. They will force you to orgasm until you beg me to stop. I may listen to your pleas, but I will be with Zophia, loving her gently as you watch, helpless.”

Esha was forced to crawl from the bed and onto a couch at the foot of the bed. She moved against her will, as she turned around and stood naked. Milk dripped from her engorged nipples as two versions of Lork stepped closer with a hunger in their eyes.

“What do you say?” Lork asked Esha with a wicked tone.

“I accept my punishment, and will win back your favor,” Esha said with a tremble in her tone.

“We will see,” Lork said and turned from her.

The other two copies of Lork stepped in closer. Large hands reached out and touched the naked troll. She let out a heavy exhale as hands glided over her blue skin. They were gentle, at first.

A finger touched her dripping slit, while other hands took a firm hold of her. Hands groped and explored. One grabbed at her full breast, and milk squirted from a nipple. Esha moaned as a Lork moved behind her, his cock thick and standing. He rubbed it between her ass, while another Lork moved in front of her. He rubbed her clit with one hand, while his other hand pulled her breast a little. The heat between them turned into a fever.

“Master…” Esha whispered.

A Lork sat on the couch, his thick member throbbing. He grabbed at the troll’s shapely hips and pulled her down. Esha complied as hands spread her ass cheeks apart. Her eyes widened as she was hovering over Lork’s cock. With another pull, the thick head speared her tender flesh, inches sinking in.

Esha’s eyes fluttered as she sank down, inch after inch. When she reached the hilt, she wavered, as if to regain her wits.

“Mast…” Esha was cut off when a thick cock was pushed into her mouth.

Veiny inches pushed past dark blue lips, the troll sucking on every inch that invaded her.

Zophia watched with unblinking eyes. The blonde troll was moving barely an inch, riding a thick cock as another version of Lork pushed his cock into her mouth. The troll made muffled moans as she was being used by two versions of Lork himself. Milk leaked from the troll’s tits as she closed her eyes and accepted her punishment.

Lork crawled onto the bed. Zophia turned her attention to him and saw a kind gaze. He didn’t say anything as he laid down next to her. His large hand reached out and he ran the back of his fingers along her silky-smooth leg.

“Zophia, welcome to our family,” Lork said as he continued to glide his fingers along her skin.

“Master,” the angel whimpered as her nerves glowed to his touch.

The mood deepened as Zophia watched and felt Lork touch her. A greed filled his aura. It was powerful and unyielding. His cock was hard, and bouncing. He moved closer, his thick cock laying on her thigh. Zophia gasped at the heat coming off it. Wetness surged between her thighs and she rubbed them together.

“You say the words, but do you mean them?” Lork asked with a sly smirk.

“Do as he says, and master will reward you,” Brenna said with a breathy whisper.

“Brenna, don’t scare her. I can be a kind master, if you are good to me,” Lork said with a dark whisper.

Zophia writhed as a new flame took root. The elixir had heightened her senses, but the raw power coming off the mage was undeniable. Since they met, it was the first time Zophia felt his true power. It glowed like a divine being, and her legs trembled at his power. It reminded her of her life before she had awoken. Now, it consumed her as an eagerness filled every part of her spirit.

“Master… I want to serve,” the angel whimpered.

The muffled sounds of Esha played on in the background. The two versions of Lork held the troll close, feeding her their cocks. To Lork himself, he felt everything, all at once. The feel of Esha’s tight lips and playful tongue on his shaft. The sensation of her dripping cunt as she bounced on his lap. Her full, leaking breasts in many hands, squeezing and teasing out more of her milk.

Lork didn’t answer Zophia as his hand slid over her thigh and between her legs. His finger touched her wet slit, rubbing his finger deep. He pulled back, touching her clit for a breath before lifting his wet finger to his lips and taking a lick.

“You taste very good,” Lork said with a dark smile.

Zophia remained on her back and spread her legs a little more. “Please, master, drink from me.”

Lork was silent as he cupped her swollen breast. He kissed her leaking nipple twice before he licked at it. When he closed his mouth over it, he sucked creamy milk from the angel’s nipple.

Zophia’s eyes rolled into her head. The firm hold and sucking motion sent ripples of pure bliss through her entire being. A moan escaped her lips as her hips moved of their own accord. Moans soon turned into whimpers as she felt she had lost all control. The master mage did as he wished, despite her desire for him to lick her holy valley. It burned and pleased her as he used her as he wished.

“Master will take good care of you,” Brenna said with half-closed eyes.

The buru watched as her sire suckled on the angel and she writhed to his touch.

Lork’s body filled with a bright, healing light. It warmed and coaxed him, enveloping him in many possibilities. He mentally noted Zophia’s breast milk was truly divine, filled with holy energy. Serene understanding flowed over him like a warm river, and he wanted nothing more than to dwell in such sensations of paradise.

By willpower alone, the mage pulled away and looked down on Zophia with bright eyes. A happiness filled his spirit. He took hold of the beautiful angel, and turned her on her side. He then slipped his hand between her thighs from behind and lifted one of her legs.

Zophia’s eyes slowly slid back into place. She didn’t know what was happening until something thick touched her quivering slit. Her eyes widened as the thickness pressed and pushed in. She squeezed as inches sank into her, invading her.

“My tight angel,” Lork said as he pushed to the hilt and moved his hips slowly. “Before I can taste, I must make sure you’re the proper fit. I am pleased to say, you take my cock very well.”

“Thank you… Master,” Zophia said as she bounced to his slow invasion.

Lork’s hand moved to her full opening, a finger finding her clit and giving it a gentle swirl.

Zophia gasped as bliss assaulted her. Lurid moans dripped from her parted lips as the master mage’s cock stabbed deep. Her inner walls were stretched by his girth, but with each passing thrust, she grew accustomed to his size.

Brenna moved away from Zophia’s head, gently laying it on the bed. She moved down until she was right beside the angel on her side. The buru snuggled closer and clasped her lips around an engorged nipple. She sucked on the angel as Lork continued to push his passion into Zophia from behind.

On the couch, Esha watched the bed as a cock slid back and forth into her mouth from the side. She eyed Lork as he stabbed the angel deep with his monster cock. Brenna suckled on the angel, Zophia’s eyes fluttering and lost to the throes of passion. The troll’s heart ached to be part of them, but the runed bracers and cuffs kept her tightly confined under the control of Lork’s doppelgangers.

The pleasure was too much, and when it spilled over, her nerves exploded like stars in the night sky. The troll’s body bucked, but their hands kept her in place. She let out a long, muffled moan, a cock still sliding deep into her mouth and touching her throat. Another orgasm blasted her nerves to glass, followed by another. The doppelgangers continued to punish her as she moaned for more.

Lork’s eyes fluttered, the spell’s effect sinking deeper into him. Feeling Esha and Zophia at the same time overwhelmed him. His iron discipline held strong, but even Lork could not deny the incoming cracks of his fortitude. Before he could lose control, he pulled his cock from her.

Zophia fell onto her back, whimpering and moaning. Hands parted her thighs and when she managed to regain her wits, she looked over her full breasts to Lork’s head between her legs. His tongue stabbed and massaged her sensitive clit, and the angel’s head lolled back in blinding ecstasy.

Brenna lifted her head up with a dazed gazed. “Her milk is so pure,” the buru whispered.

Lork remained to task, his tongue slathering at the angel.

Esha tasted a hint of pre-come. When the cock in her mouth thickened, she closed her eyes and accepted her fate.

The Lork standing over her grunted. Thick seed spurted and painted the back of her throat. Esha moaned as she drank it down, and was rewarded with more. She played with it with her tongue, slathering along the cock in her mouth as it spurted more. Come leaked from the corners of her mouth as she tried to draw every drop of seed from his balls.

Another grunt touched the air behind her. Thick ropes of come filled her tight valley. It ran down Lork’s veiny inches as they appeared and disappeared in the troll.

Esha’s eyes fluttered as another barrage of orgasms blasted her wits to pieces. Her body moved to the rhythm as her mind dripped with lustful desire.

Lork tried to ignore Esha and Zophia’s moans, but the more he tried, the deeper they sank into him. It became an intimate symphony as he licked at her nub. Sensations ran along the shaft of his iron-hard cock, feeling everything with the troll as she was punished. But the taste of the angel drew his focus to her. The more he licked, the more honey that dripped from her. Her hips moved to his tongue and mouth, unable to control herself.

“Master… I’m close,” Zophia said with a weak whisper.

Lork remained, licking, and drinking like a savage animal. Everything about her tasted divine. It tickled his senses as their connection bloomed into a bond.

Zophia threw her head back and let out a long, deep moan. Wetness surged and Lork lapped it up from the angel. The taste changed as she shuddered and trembled. Her thighs clamped onto the sides of his head, keeping him in place as she moaned from her soul.

When the bliss eased, her thighs relented. One thigh twitched as Zophia seemed a million miles away.

Lork lifted his head, the lower half of his face and beard wet. The angel quivered, as if defeated in mortal combat.

Brenna looked at her sire, seeing the look of a mystery unlocking in his eyes.

Lork pushed his hands against the bed and stood up on his knees. Brenna looked at his throbbing cock as it defied gravity.

“Sire?” the buru whispered.

“I must see where this goes,” the master mage said before whispering several arcane phrases.

Brenna sat up, when dark energy flashed behind her. She turned her head to see another doppelganger of her sire. He reached for the buru with both hands and scooped her into his arms. Brenna glanced at the original Lork and gave him a small nod and smile. He looked at her with a loving gaze before turning his attention to Zophia.

The doppelganger moved to another couch and sat down with Brenna. The buru moved and sat up. She pressed her feet to the floor and lifted her round, fuzzy rear. The magical Lork took hold of a hip with one hand, and held his cock by the shaft with the other. She sat down on his lap, thick inches spearing her tight slit. The buru moaned as she sat down, but she kept her sultry gaze on Lork and Zophia on the bed.

Lork crawled over the heaving angel. Zophia’s head was turned to the side and breathing hard, as her body twitched from endless drops of bliss. Her eyelids fluttered as she couldn’t focus. An aura of confident power cascaded over her frayed senses. When she tried to move her head, something thick touched her between her thighs.

“Zophia,” Lork whispered.

The angel’s eyes slowly slid back into place. She turned her head to face the large man over her. She drank in his handsome features and kind eyes. It caused the ache in her to beg for more.

“Be your true self,” Lork said with a warm command.

Power flared along every nerve of Zophia’s body. Her eyes glowed with golden light. Black feathers stabbed from her back, growing longer, and spreading out. Her ebony wings stabbed out to their full size as Lork was over the writhing angel. A golden halo glowed over her head as her eyes stared with an unblinking yellow stare.

Lork smiled as his cock head rubbed against her wet slit. With a simple push of his hips, his manhood speared her.

Zophia’s arms and legs wrapped around the master mage. She moaned her delight as thick inches pushed deeper into her sacred inner world. Her moans continued to sing as their connection grew deeper, stronger.

Esha and Brenna watched from their vantage points. Seeing the angel and mage give each other their hearts. A pulse filled the room, striking everyone. Esha let out a long, muffled moan as orgasms blasted her nerves to glass. Thick spurts of come filled her throat and inner valley as she moved like she was in a dream.

Brenna whimpered as her body shuddered. Thick spurts filled her as a string of orgasms caused her inner world to twitch. The buru let out long moans as she rode the doppelganger’s cock and watched the couple on the bed.

For Lork and Zophia, their bodies bucked and flashed with heat. The lurid symphony played on as bodies betrayed themselves. Neither the master mage, or the beautiful angel, could stop the flood of emotion, bliss, and ecstasy. Thick come leaked from their connection as Zophia’s thigh twitched. A fuzzy haze enveloped the pair as hips thrusted and writhed. A cool splash of affection touched their spirits.

Their eyes stared into each other’s souls. A connection forged in the heat of passion. When it cooled, it became unbreakable.

Bodies slowed. Lork and Zophia continued to look each other in the eyes. The outside world faded away, the pair locked in this new journey, together.

“I want some more,” Zophia said with a dreamy smile.

Lork couldn’t hold back his laughter, the pair still connected.

“Then you shall have it, my dear angel,” Lork said as his half-hard member began to stiffen once again.

Brenna’s heart squirmed in her chest as she lightly bounced on her doppelganger, seeing their family grow by one more.

***

Thick snow continued to fall outside the cozy mansion. The wind howled its ghostly song. Long, dark shadows covered snow drifts as the world was buried beyond warm windows.

In the large bed, four people heaved and gulped down air. Bodies covered in a sweaty gleam, they were close, and partially covered in blankets. Beside the bed, six bottles of milk stood.

Esha sat up and let out a long yawn. Zophia was close to Lork, while Brenna was behind the angel. The buru rested her fuzzy chin on Zophia’s arm, while the angel stared into Lork’s eyes.

“That was fun,” Esha yawned.

“Yes, it was,” Zophia said as she couldn’t take her gaze off the master mage.

Lork looked at her with warm eyes. “I’m happy everyone had a good time.”

“Oh yes, I loved the doppelganger punishment,” the troll grinned.

“They were a nice diversion,” Brenna said with sleepy eyes.

Lork’s strong hands moved along Zophia’s supple body. She moved a little closer, enjoying his firm touch. When he squeezed her ass, her smile grew a little more.

“We will have a lot of work tomorrow, but I think we can start it a little later in the morning,” Lork winked.

“I think we will need a big meal for breaking our fast,” Zophia cooed.

“I agree,” Brenna said with closed eyes.

Esha slipped out of bed and made her way to the table with drinks and snacks. She picked up a wine bottle and poured it into an empty glass. She then lifted the glass to her lips and drank deeply. She turned around to the bed as her dark blue nipples leaked creamy milk.

“What’s the rush? I’m enjoying the get to know each other phase of our relationships,” the troll grinned.

“There is more I wish to experience,” Zophia whispered to her new master.

The mage gave her a single nod. “I’m sure we all can come up with many new experiences and experiments. With time, we will reach new heights of passion, but for now, I’m happy to simply be close.”

Zophia took hold of the mage’s manhood and gently stroked it. “Me too. I want us to be very close.”

“She will fit in nicely,” Esha said before taking another deep sip of wine.

Everyone smiled as their hearts glowed with a dreamy excitement to what may come from their entwined souls.


Chapter 8

Enchanted Duty

[image: ]

The forge bellowed with fire and wisps of smoke. A hammer came down on a sword, sparks flying from every strike. Sweat beaded at Lork’s temples as his strong arms and shoulders moved with dedicated power. The loud banging of metal on metal sounded off as a buru and an angel watched from a safe distance.

“We will be working with the forge as well, but Sire wants us to focus on our enchantment training,” Brenna explained.

Zophia nodded as she watched the mage work the metal like a titan. She could not pull her gaze away as he brought the hammer down in careful arcs. It not only showed his strength, but his skill with bending metal to his designs.

Lork continued to strike the nearly completed sword. He had been working on it for a few hours, and it was finally becoming what he intended. After a few more strikes, he was pleased with the results. Lifting the sword up with a pair of metal tongs, he dipped the red-hot sword into a bucket of water. Steam blasted up as the metal began to cool.

“Let’s get everything ready,” Brenna said and turned to the worktable.

The buru began pulling bottles of milk closer, along with several different potion vials with various colored liquids within.

Zophia watched as Brenna began mixing milk with various liquids in a small cauldron. The angel half-expected a burst of smoke, and a flash of light, like from the stories about witches. Instead, the liquids simply blended to form a gray liquid.

Brenna lifted a bottle labeled “Angel Milk.” She poured it into the small cauldron and the gray liquid took on streaks of golden color. The buru emptied the bottle before picking up a wood spoon, and began to stir the contents.

“Esha’s milk and your milk will form the base,” the buru said as she lifted other vials and poured in their contents. “These will help bind the effects into one enchantment. It will have the properties of regeneration and holy power.”

Lork turned his gaze to the pair and his heart lifted in his chest. He watched as Zophia watched with interested eyes. Brenna spoke to her like a fellow alchemist, sharing their work on a project. He knew instantly the pair would work well together as they took over his work. It was still many years away before that happened, but the master mage was pleased at the prospect.

“Stir it slowly so it mixes well together,” Brenna informed the angel as she stirred.

Lork lifted the cooling sword from the water bucket. He touched the sword and it was cool enough to touch.

“Zophia, to my side,” Lork commanded.

The angel broke from the buru’s side and walked over to Lork.

“Please retrieve the stone case from the shelf,” the mage pointed with his other hand.

Zophia did as she was told, picking up the stone case and bringing it to Lork. She looked at it, seeing arcane runes along its gray surface, and mystical designs running along the edges. He pointed to a small table and she placed it down on it.

Lork stepped closer, holding the sword by its rough pommel. He opened the long stone case and placed the sword within.

“Once the enchantment potion is ready, it will be poured on the sword and the case shut. It must blend with the metal, the enchantment sinking into it over a period of a few days. Don’t worry about the rough shape of the sword. Once the enchantment takes hold, I will begin the polishing process.”

Zophia nodded. “You truly are dedicated to the work.”

Lork nodded. “Without us, I fear most of Valoria would have fallen back into the dark ages. Our work maintains societies, and we should endeavor to keep that delicate balance.”

The mage’s rough hand touched the angel’s hand, giving it a squeeze. “I hope you do stay and continue the work, for the greater good.”

Zophia eyed him and a shy smile slipped into view.

“You have nothing to fear. I see what this work means to the world, and I will stand proudly against its fall to darkness.”

“It’s good to hear,” Lork said and glanced to the side.

“Is something amiss?” Zophia asked with concerned eyes.

Lork looked back at the angel and shook his head. “Not amiss. I lost a friend, and his nephew took over his farm. I think a gift is in order to aid him on his farm.

“Zophia, would you like to work on it with me?”

The angel smiled and nodded. “Yes, I very much would like to help.”

“The spell I used last night was a strong one. If the nephew is anything like his uncle, he will need all the help he can get. I think it may be useful to aid him on his farm.

“I will need you, Brenna, and Esha to continue testing the spell over the next week or so, before I commit it to an item of my design.”

Heat crawled up Zophia’s neck as her eyes gleamed with interest. “I would happily research the effects of the spell with my sisters and you. What item do you have in mind?”

Lork rubbed his jaw. “I believe a ring would suffice.”

Brenna stepped to the pair with the small cauldron in her hands. “It’s ready, Sire.”

Lork and Zophia turned to the buru.

“Let’s begin,” Lork smiled.

The mage and angel watched as Brenna moved closer to the open, arcane stone case. The cauldron tipped and a glowing golden liquid poured out. It quickly filled the inside of the case, submerging the sword. Bubbles and energy clouded around the inside before the top of the case was closed. Lork locked the edge of the case shut and put his hand on it.

“We’re finished with today’s work. In a few days, the sword should be ready. What shall we do in the meantime?”

Zophia and Brenna glanced at each other before looking at the mage with heated eyes.

The angel’s mind glowed with moments from last night. Her heart welled up in her chest as pink touched her cheeks. The uncertainty of her future bled away to a hazy dream. Purpose filled her, much like when she was a simple guard for a holy city, but this time, it was her choice and no other.

Lork eyed the pair. He knew Brenna would continue the work, but with Zophia, it was truly assured. Despite what has yet to come, his heart beat with new excitement and tender love. The connection he felt with the angel had formed into an unbreakable bond. With time, they would not only explore magical mysteries together, but their hearts and bodies as well.

“I heard proper research must continue with your doppelganger spell,” Brenna said with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

“We should be thorough,” Zophia said with lustful passion to her tone.

Lork’s pulse quickened. “I’m sure Esha is still in bed. Let’s wake her and see where the research, and the day, take us,” Lork said with a wicked edge to his tone.

Zophia took one of Lork’s hands, while Brenna took the other. The trio left the lab and forge, stepping into the warm home as snow continued to fall beyond the mansion windows.

~Fin~
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