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Deflowered  By The Faun God (Mother of the Fey, #1)

Also By Tamana Uros

Maisha, a bright young elven woman of twenty, fancied herself at least most of the way to becoming a druid. And so she spent much time with the elderly elf woman that lived perhaps half a mile outside the village. At first she had been viewed as somewhat of a suspicious character, but then they came to think better of her once her healing magics saved the village chief.
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And now she was looking for someone to take over for her. The village must have its healer, after all. There were those who knew how to patch up wounds, but there was no substitute for magic when it came to emergencies. That, of course, was the issue. The old woman—Rega, she remembered now—had yet to tell her how to obtain it.
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She’d said there was a way, but only hinted at it and said no more on the subject. Said it wasn’t time for Maisha to learn yet. But now...
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...when she came into the large hut and saw the woman still on her bed, with the cauldron in the corner empty, and nothing swept up, she knew that time had to come. She fetched several pillows and helped the woman sit up a little bit better, to make her more comfortable.
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“My time is short,” Rega said suddenly. “And it is time for me to share my secret.”
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“I’ve been eager to hear it.” Maisha gave a weak smile. She’d come to love this old woman like a grandmother, and it had pained her to see the weakness coming on as it had. Growing worse, day by day. 
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“When you leave my home,” Rega said, “Turn north, and walk in that direction until you see the altar. It will not be a decorated one, it is made of stone and lies between two large oaks covered in vines.”
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“Yes, go on.” Maisha busied herself making a little breakfast for Rega then. Eggs and herbs, mashed up and soft, good food for a woman without her own teeth.
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“Then you will have to make a sacrifice. It can be anything but it must be something you hold important, something of value. He will not stand for anything less.”
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“He?”
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“The faun god.” Rega coughed slightly. “The father of the forest, you could say. You did not think I could simply drink potions and obtain what I wanted? The best way to get magic is to bargain with magic.”
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“But the fey, Rega...” The faun god was a fey, she knew that for certain. Everyone in the village was polite when encountering one, but they never trusted them entirely.
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“The fey are nothing if not fair,” Rega replied. “You will have to give something in order to get something. You will receive exactly what you asked for, and he will take exactly what you offer. You must be wary, of course, but no more than you would when making a deal with someone at the market. Always make clear what you are offering, and always make sure you understand what is being offered.”

Maisha thought she would see the altar first, before making any decisions on what to sacrifice to the faun god. It would take her time—she did not have long, but surely she could figure something out. 
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As she walked she thought of what she could offer. Her mother’s necklace was about her neck—but her throat tightened as she thought of giving it up. No, no, she couldn’t possibly do that. It was all she had left of the woman that wasn’t memories.
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Perhaps her goat...no, goat’s milk was quite in demand in this area. She had chickens and eggs to sell, but the goat was too valuable to part with. With winter coming she needed to be careful...
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More steps, and then more. A chill wind blew through the trees, scattering the leaves and tiny pebbles on the overgrown path she was taking.
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Perhaps all but one of her chickens...
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Each time she came up with some idea, she found a reason that it would not work. And at this point, she was beginning to worry. It would have to be something dear to her, something of real value, that would make her feel its loss.
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In the distance, she saw the altar, and she hurried over to it. It was just as Rega had described, standing between two large oaks, both of which were covered in vines.
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She stood staring for some time, staring and thinking. And when she left, she knew what she would be offering.
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It was not as if she needed it, after all.

It was the end of summer, approaching harvest time but not quite there. The equinox seemed a good day to choose for this sacrifice, and wearing a robe Maisha made her way back to the altar in the early evening, when it was still light out, but beginning to grow dark.
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Taking a deep breath she sat on the altar facing the way she had come...and opened her robe, baring herself to the open air. A breeze wafted up, brushing against her breasts with cool air and stiffening her nipples. She took a deep breath, and began to speak.
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“Oh faun god, faun god of the forest,” she kept her voice strong, despite her nervousness. “I come seeking the druid’s magic, healing magic. Rega, who comes before me, is not long for this world and I seek to take her place. In sacrifice, I offer you...”
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A deep breath.
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“...I offer you my maidenhood, my virginity, my purity. Take it as you will, and give me what I seek.”
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There was a sudden gust of wind, and she shivered heavily, but kept her robe open. She felt an ache in her back from sitting on the stone—and groaning slightly, lay herself back. Then she brought up her knees, and made sure to keep her legs spread. 
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I feel so exposed, Maisha thought. Her untouched pussy could be seen by anyone who might come by—any hunter, or—
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A rush of sudden regret came over her, but she shoved it back. No, she had already said the words, she could not take them back.
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She shut her eyes, wondering if it would happen, and how. Perhaps the faun god would simply be interested in the maiden’s blood, the evidence of her purity. Or perhaps—
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Hooves against grass.
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She took a deep breath, and glanced upward. The sun was setting in that direction and the glare made it hard to see anything, but she could definitely see a rough silhouette. It was tall, horned, barechested—she could see skin—but below that there was hair, and...
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Is this him?
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And then a voice, deep and pleasing and wonderful to hear.
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“You are sincere in your offer?”
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“Yes.” Maisha said, “I offer you my virginity for the abilities of a druid.”
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It felt so awkward, but only for a moment. She had the impression of fur between her legs, about the inside of her knees, as it—he—came closer.
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“Don’t look up at me,” said the rumbling voice, “But do not silence yourself when we begin.”
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“I understand,” Maisha replied. She gave a slight squeak when she felt two rough hands move forward, cupping and then palming her breasts.
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He groped, he kneaded, and then moved his hands back ever so slightly to tug at her nipples. She gave a slight mewl of pain, obeying her instinct to stay quiet. No. No, he was not forcing her, she was a willing participant, and he wanted to hear her.

––––––––
[image: ]

“Shut your eyes,” he commanded.
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Maisha again obeyed, and yelped in surprise as he pulled her up and into a slightly reclining position. A kiss, a possessive kiss, was pressed to her lips and she could feel a beard—a thick one—around his lips. It made her feel warm, despite the cool wind, and she found herself moaning a little whenever they parted, and she could breathe.
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Then she felt one hand moving downward over her belly. Lower, and lower still, stroking, spreading her lower lips. She felt faint when two fingers circled her pussy’s entrance and then pressed inside her, barely enough to count for penetration, but enough that she felt it.
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He thrust them softly, never going any farther, and kept her locked in a cycle of long, deep kisses while his fingers stayed busy below for several minutes, until her breathing started to grow ragged, and the feeling between her legs grew hot and wet.
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“Mmmm...”
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The kisses stopped, and his fingers kept moving. Maisha moaned again—and for a moment she worried that sound displeased him, because he withdrew them entirely.
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At least she did until she felt something else pressing against her pussy. Something thicker than both his fingers, something hard and long...
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“I ask again. Are you certain you wish to make this deal?”
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“Yes,” Maisha replied quickly, “My—my innocence is yours.”
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Those rough hands settled on her hips and when she reached up to cling to his shoulders he didn’t tell her to stop. She took a deep breath when she felt what had to be his cock’s head rubbing over her dampness, getting itself as wet as possible. And then—
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And then he pushed forward, tearing through her virginity and going balls deep in one smooth stroke. She gave a yelp—it hurt only for a moment but she had never felt that burn, that stretch. His cock was so big, and she felt so incredibly spread around it.
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“Now,” came that low rumble of a voice, “Remember to make noise for me, my sweet druid.”
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His hips began to move, and Maisha felt the slow trickle onto the robe beneath her. But that feeling was soon blasted out of her mind when he withdrew his cock and slammed his hips back against hers.
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“Oh, god...”
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It simply slipped out. His cock had hit her so hard, so deep, and stroked a place that had pleasure leaping into her gut.
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“Yes, just like that.”
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He laughed—he laughed! And began to thrust at a steady pace. It was slow at first, that heat in her belly, but as he kept thrusting it grew more and more quickly. Nothing had ever felt so good as this. And the longer it went on...the more

[image: ]


[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]

d2d_images/cover.jpg
i AN

e VAT -~
o= 28

DEELOWERED

AUN

TAMANA UROS





d2d_images/scene_break.png





