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Chapter One

 


Councilor Eris found it unnerving to address Dawn as
she sat on her makeshift throne. It wasn’t that the girl had set
herself up as queen, the latest ruler to hold sway over a small
splinter group of elves. That was a political issue easily dealt
with. The fact the girl didn’t bother to cover her breasts was the
maddening part. Eris wasn’t put off by the nudity—she had seen her
fair share of beautiful maidens and handsome knights, and had
secret affairs with both—but what it represented. Dawn was
currently the only known elf maiden giving forth milk and every bit
she didn’t share with the general population where it was most
needed Eris considered theft of the highest magnitude.

Dawn didn’t share the Councilor’s view. She viewed
her milk as hers and hers alone—except for what she shared with her
closes followers. And there were more followers—more who considered
her their queen—every day. The shift of power was leaning ever more
toward Dawn and the traditional ruling oligarchs didn’t like
that one bit.

“It isn’t that we don’t appreciate what you’ve
done for all elves,” Eris said. “Not at all. And we understand that
you’ve had great military success against humans and kobolds. That
is appreciated as well…though we believe if you would coordinate
your strategy with ours the elf race would be better off. That’s
why I am here, to rejoin our two states and firmly establish an elf
nation once again,” she found herself repeating. Though Eris had
risen to a high level in the ruling class, in her heart she hated
politics.

Dawn fixed the much older elf with a doleful gaze
and sighed. “No,” she said. It was the same refusal she had given
over and over since Eris had begun her plea. “I will not rejoin
your side. Everyone who had come to follow me has done so of their
own free will. I do not choose to make war upon my fellow
elves—”

“Let’s hope this never comes to that,” Eris
said softly.

“—but I have build my own realm here. I am
happy for the first time in my life. Happy…” she trailed off as if
she meant to say more but lost her train of thought.

“Two elf realms cannot stand at the same
time,” Eris said firmly.

“No,” Dawn half agreed. Her hands had been
folded in her lap as she politely listened to Eris’s please. Now
she raised them up and cupped her breasts, feeling their weight,
running her fingers over the supple skin and protruding nipples.
“Would you like to join my realm?” she asked while raising up one
breast as an offering gesture to the older female. “I offer you my
breast, my milk. You cannot fully appreciate this gift until you
have partaken of it.”

Eris was shocked. It was a bold attempt to sway her
to Dawn’s side and that was not why the council had sent her to
parlay with this new realm. She knew better than most the power of
Dawn’s milk and there was no way she could allow herself to be so
easily seduced. Just one mouthful, one drop was enough….Eris found
her attention had wandered. Dawn was looking expectantly at her.
“No. I think not.”

Dawn shrugged and let go of her breast. “I will
allow the offer to stand, merely make your desire known and I am
happy to share with you.” Dawn knew as well the power of milk over
those who drank from her. Bringing Eris over to her sphere of
influence would greatly upset the council and give her a powerful
follower. “But in the meantime, we have nothing further to
discuss.” She made a small signal to an attendant. Several elves
Eris didn’t recognized filled into the small room that served as
Dawn’s private chamber. Two knelt before the self-styled queen,
took the girl’s nipples into their mouths and started sucking.

The moment her milk let down Dawn’s eyes fluttered
closed and she felt an indefinable surge of power through her body.
Ever since her escape as a slave her milk had become more copious
and more powerful. Now it was like a drug to those who drank from
her. Not only did it instill loyalty but it made those who
drank—especially elves—more powerful in every way.

The display was slightly nauseating to Eris. To
flaunt her abilities and her lactation like that was supremely
un-elf-like. She laid her fine fingers on her chest and took a step
back. “I’ll leave you to your feedings, Dawn,” she said
brusquely.

“Most call me Lady Dawn,” she called out to
Eris as the older elf quickly exited the room. “Some call me
princess or queen,” she continued even though Eris could no longer
hear. “All I wish is respect.”

She leaned back into her small throne and spread her
legs. The pair feasting on her breasts didn’t break their latch on
her tits for a moment. Dawn’s knee length skirt rode up her thighs
and hinted at the treasure between her legs. A small half-circle of
her newest followers had formed around her. A pair of guards—two
soldiers from Karsten’s troop who had first joined her almost a
year ago—stood close watch over those enthralled by the milk and
those who were waiting to feed. “Him,” Dawn said pointing at one of
those in attendance. The handsome elf she indicated looked
surprised and then delighted. “Bind him first,” she reminded the
guard who stepped forward.

“Yes my lady,” he answered and then moved
behind the elf that Dawn had chosen. The manacles went around her
wrists and for a moment a look of terror passed over his face as he
realized he was both trapped and chained.

“Fear not,” Dawn told him. “This is an
honor.”

He nodded nervously as the guard led him forward and
then pushed him down to his knees in front of Dawn. The suckling
pair was pulled off her breasts as the chosen one hobbled forward
on his knees, his face pressing between Dawn’s thighs. She sighed
in contentment as his tongue probed forward and found her quim. Her
juices were already flowing and the elf was eager to please the
queen to whom he had recently pledged fealty. She decided he was a
moderately talented cunnilinguist even without the use of his hands
and performing in front of a group. She signaled for a new pair of
feeders and they were brought forward to suckle on her. Dawn wished
she could see the cock of the elf who was delighting her pussy. She
was certain it was hard, but she couldn’t let him pull it out and
spill his seed in her honor. The risk was too great.

At the edge of the throne room Zarya watched
dispassionately—and jealously. The elf who had been Dawn’s constant
companion since she had been freed from slavery knew her lover did
what she had to do in order to build a new realm, but she couldn’t
fight her feelings. Watching Dawn be intimate with others always
made her stomach sink and caused her anxiety to rise. Even on a
mission of spying or fighting or slipping among enemies to
assassinate some troublemaker her anxiety was never as high as when
she had to watch Dawn make love with other elves.

No, that wasn’t true, Zarya told herself. She never
had to watch Dawn have sex. She liked to watch Dawn have
sex, she just didn’t like the fact that so many others were in love
with her as well. Zarya was the jealous type. She didn’t understand
why Dawn stayed with her or used her as anything other than a
bodyguard. Dawn was beautiful with her long blond hair, perfectly
pale skin, large breasts, and perfect body and face. From her
breasts flowed milk that had all but literally created their new
realm; between her legs was the treasure that every elf—male and
female alike—wanted to worship. Zarya was almost the complete
opposite of Dawn. Instead of long golden blond hair hers was plain
brown and cut short for practical reasons. Her tits were
small—barely more than what most males carried—her once pale skin
was now covered with scars of all sorts, many had faded due to her
constant imbibing of Dawn’s milk, but most would never disappear.
Indeed, Zarya’s pointed ears had been mutilated in a long-ago,
half-forgotten interrogation session that had turned to torture.
These she would never have back.

But regardless of her appearance, Dawn seemed to
genuinely love Zarya, which always puzzled Zarya and made her even
more anxious, for she was constantly certain her lover would leave
her.

The steady stream of supplicants came forward and
suckled at Dawn’s breasts. Some were new converts to their cause,
while some were sick or wounded who needed Dawn’s healing milk,
some were recent lovers who Dawn had graciously allowed to revisit
her breasts. There was a growing tradition in the new realm that if
a couple was to suckle simultaneously from Dawn they would be
bonded for all eternity. This was hardly the truth, but no one put
a stop to the rumor. The young elf-boy continued to work between
Dawn’s legs until the newly ensconced queen grabbed him by the face
and clutched his head to her cunt. She tried out with a wail of
pleasure. From previous experience Zarya knew the queen was
flooding his mouth with her sex’s ambrosia. If the boy was smart
he’d swallow it all.

When Dawn’s moment of crisis had passed, she pushed
her new lover away and immediately dismissed those in attendance.
Most had suckled from her breasts already and were satiated, some
were not. She didn’t wait for the tiny throne room to clear. Dawn
stood up and headed for her private bedchamber. She didn’t need to
but she gestured for Zarya to follow. Before the gesture was made
the older elf had already begun following her lover. Automatically
the pair of guards that always accompanied Dawn fell in behind
them. Zarya considered the honor guard—as they called
themselves—superfluous when she was around. After all she was an
accomplished warrior and assassin so she could certainly protect
Dawn from any threat—especially here deep inside the secret wooded
glen where their new realm had been established.

The walk to the bedchamber was a short one; directly
upon entering the room Zarya was attacked by Dawn. Dawn’s lips
pressed against hers and the queen’s tongue snaked into the
warrior’s mouth. Zarya kissed back with equal enthusiasm—then she
noticed the guards and the attendants. The guards she knew and
tolerated—the Queen’s Maidens she despised.

There were a small set of young female elves—many
former slaves rescued by Karsten’s raiders—with few or no skills
and of little use to the new realm. For the most part they were
attached to the kitchens where they were simple serving girls.
Somehow the group had gotten it into their heads that Queen Dawn—as
they always called her—needed to have a retinue of Maidens to serve
her. Never mind that Dawn had precious few needs she couldn’t or
wouldn’t take care of herself. Zarya assisted her lover in almost
every other need. The other bodyguards filled in for the rare
instance where Zarya could not help. Dawn’s Maidens had attached
themselves to their queen to serve but never needed to serve.

Zarya saw the cleverness of the ploy—but it seemed
that the girls were earnest in their desire to serve Dawn. There
was no subterfuge here as Zarya had suspected, it was not even a
ruse to get out of real work. Occasionally they served some purpose
in completing some small task, but mostly they lounged about,
looking pretty, and making it too-obvious they were more than
willing to be Dawn’s lovers.

Even this would have been tolerable to Zarya if the
girls hadn’t insisted on wearing next to nothing all the time. As
far as she could tell there were seven of the girls. They wore odd
blouses that covered their arms with long sleeves but were cut so
severely that their breasts were constantly displayed. Sometimes
they tied the hem of the blouse underneath their bust to enhance
their cleavage, but most often their tops were left open so all
could admire what was on display. Of course they didn’t wear
anything like modest pants or skirts. They had taken to knotting a
triangular piece of material around their waists which served to
cover their bottoms, but were purposely positioned so their sexes
were always exposed. The girls were pretty, spent too much time
styling their hair, cleaning Dawn’s bedroom, and obsessing with
beauty.

Though they were annoying Zarya lusted after them.
She kept her desires secret from Dawn. She didn’t want her lover to
know she was tempted by others. Catching sight of one lounging on
Dawn’s bed and absently fingering herself while she watched Dawn
kiss Zarya, her anger rose and she broke off
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