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  Chapter 1


Dreamily, I gazed out the window, sitting beside the tiny dormer window frame that was nestled into the roof of the cottage. The view outside was picturesque, the cottage garden and cobblestone path that meandered through the lush, gentle slopes of green grass. 
It was pretty, but I missed the city. I might have stayed there if I could have afforded a place, but the rent was too high. So, I had to follow my parents to the country and their so-called tree change.
We'd been here a week, and already I was bored. I'd unpacked my things and sorted out my room. Well, it wasn't a room. It was a tiny loft that didn't have a door. The cold was constant, and it was the middle of spring, I wasn't looking forward to winter.
“Sunny!” My mother screamed from the bottom of the stairs. “Are you going to look for a job today?”
“Sure,” I muttered.
At twenty, I suppose I should be gainfully employed. I had a job, I had to leave said job to come here. Sadly, I liked it too and didn't want to leave it either. Now, I had to find one in a small town where jobs were hard to come by.
“Well, you need to go into town and get the paper.”
Refraining from a rather large sigh, I lifted my weary body from the window sill and began to get ready.
“Dress nice, just in case you find something while you're there.”
I stared at myself in the dirty mirror as I brushed my long blonde hair, quickly braiding it. Wiping the dirt away from the edges, I glared into those deep blue eyes.
“You're a fool, Sunny Nolan. You should have stayed in the city. Living under a bridge would have been better than this.”
Because it was the truth. I didn't always get along with my parents. We seemed to clash on every little thing. Maybe it might have been because I had a smart mouth. Perhaps I was too strong-willed for my own good.
I picked out the only dress I owned, a thin white number that fell below my knees with a deep boat neckline that offered a view of too much. As I slipped on my flat shoes, I looked at the coins on my dresser.
“Barely enough,” I whispered sadly. “How can I buy the paper and my essentials?”
My essentials were coffee and chocolate. I hadn't been into the town centre to investigate what shops there were. I could only pray that there was a decent coffee shop in this dull little town.
Carefully, I picked the coins up, trying not to make a sound as I wrapped them in a handkerchief and tucked them into my bra. It was truly sad that I had to hide the fact that I had money, even if it was only a few coins. If it were known that I still had access to money, my mother would have her hand out expectantly.
Ordinarily, I wouldn't mind contributing to the expenses, and I did when we lived in the city, but now I had no job, and I had to scrape every single coin together to buy one stupid coffee. I could hear my mother muttering about my slowness.
“Come on, Sunny, you still have chores to do.”
“Yes, mother.”
Chores, by that, she meant everything. My parents had jobs and insisted that I do the housework because I was at home doing nothing. It was true, and I did it without complaint, but the issue that I held was that I did all the housework in the city as well and had a job at the same time. So, I was a servant, but I accepted it because I was fed and housed in return.
Trudging down the stairs, I earned a soft scowl from my mother.
“Don't be too long, Sunny. The job list is on the table. Make sure dinner is ready for when we get home.”
I nodded and watched my parents walk out the front door without so much as a goodbye or a gesture of affection.
Or a lift to town. That would have been nice.
The sound of the engine turning overfilled the morning air, a car I hated. For them, it was fine. For me and my long legs in the back seat, it was cramped. The engine sounded like a lawn mower, putting out of the driveway.
My mother had left me money, and I shrieked with happiness. Of course, it was the exact amount of the paper, but that didn't matter. What mattered was now I could buy a coffee. If I were lucky, I could get a small bit of chocolate as well. For once, things were going my way. Collecting the money, I set out for the town, happy and ready to take on the world.
A soft breeze floated around me as I walked down the lonely path into town. The gentle green slopes gave way to a looming forest. It, too, had a picturesque look. The serene and pretty trees were hard to miss. I stood still to gaze upon it, tall trees with a dull and hazy green background. The deeper it went, the darker it became, but it was still magical.
“Don't be dawdling, Sunny.” My inner mother chided. “Best get on with the job at hand. It does not sit well to be idle with your life.”
I pulled the handkerchief out from my hiding spot, not realising it had a tear. Money fell onto the ground, chinking on the stone path.
“No.” I groaned as I fell to my knees to pick them up.
Thinking that I had them all, I began to count what had been my money. I was missing a coin. Looking around, I saw a squirrel sniffing it.
“That's not for you, fur ball.”
It chittered at me, reached for the coin and took off into the forest.
“You dirty, rotten little nut muncher,” I yelled, chasing after it.
The forest was cold and dark, vastly different from the view from the outside. Squirrel thief chittered at me again. The coin gleamed like a burning beacon in his tiny hands. As I lifted my foot to chase him, he took off. Determined to keep the coin as his own prize, robbing me of essential money. I had to get it back. Caffeine withdrawal was hitting me hard.
As I continued through the forest, I thought that there might have been a chance that I was walking in circles. After what seemed like a long time, I believed it was possible I was delirious. Especially when I thought I saw the same tree twice. 
I'd found a path. I guess the locals used this forest for walking. Maybe it was a cut-through from one side of the town to the other. At any rate, I was using it to find my way out of the place. I'd given up on getting my coin back. The squirrel was long gone.
A flash of something caught my eye, and I turned with a gasp, looking at the most adorable monkey I had ever seen. It was small with a mix of tan and black fur. His head was well-rounded, and he had two of the sweetest brown pebble eyes. It tilted its head slightly as it looked at me. Then, it looked up and scrambled up the tree. When I watched him move, I saw a whole lot more monkeys.
“Wow,” I whispered.
There had to be at least twenty, ranging from babies on backs to fully grown adults. Something frightened them, and they took off, jumping through the branches.
I continued to walk again. Every step was difficult. A storm was brewing. I could hear the rumble of thunder in the distance. The sweltering heat made it difficult to cope. My dress was saturated from the sweat.
My path ahead and behind was marked out with little wood chips. It was clear and free from overhanging plants or fallen branches. It was a brilliant path for walking through thick vegetation, except I had reached the end.
Confused, I looked around. The path had clearly ended as vegetation was in front of me and to both sides.
Turning back, I kept going, hoping that I would find my way out of this nightmare soon.
All was going well until I saw the monkey again, or at least a monkey. He was sitting on a steel pole gate, one that I definitely remembered didn't exist when I walked through here before.
“Trickster monkey.” I narrowed my eyes at him. “What games are you playing?”
The monkey leapt to a nearby tree and climbed up it. Many monkeys were sitting on the branches. I ignored my spectators and looked at the gate. Being the smart one that I was, I chose to ignore it and turned back to my path. The path that was missing. I was standing on a small patch of vegetation, and the wood chip path was gone. With every turn, I faced trees and undergrowth, and I knew I was in serious trouble.
In hindsight, I should have stopped and rethought my actions, but like everything I do, there is no forethought. I couldn't push through the gate that was covered in some kind of vine, so I climbed over it. There was little choice. Behind me was nothing but being lost in a forest. At least there was a path beyond the gate. I could only hope that it might lead to the town.
My foot became tangled in the vine that seemed to detect me and coiled around my ankle, grabbing it tightly. I fell, and the vine snapped, breaking me free of its grip. The trees that loomed overhead seemed to grow in length as I fell backwards, staring up at them as they stretched into the darkened sky. The wind rushed past me as I dropped. It was only a small gate, yet I seemed to be falling a great distance.
Vines and leaves wrapped around me, covering me as I thumped to the ground.
“Ow.” I groaned as I sat up, rubbing my head.
Standing up, I looked around as I stepped over fallen trees and pushed branches out of the way. It was the same vine that was wrapped around the gate. It had consumed much of this forest, coiling its way around trees and leeching the life out of them. The plant was dominating in this section of land. Its stranglehold on it was obvious. Light dappled through the canopy, glowing the path in a soft golden glow. It was serene, almost perfect. I noticed shoe imprints on the ground, small like a child yet deep like a grown man. It did not make sense.
The path continued, turning slightly on a few occasions. It was not as clear as the wood chip path, but it was reasonable. I could see there was a path, even if it was hidden under fallen trees and dead leaves.
Trees stood high above me. The undergrowth on the side of the path was lush, but what I noticed was rather peculiar. There was no sound. No animals, no gentle breezes rustling the leaves, just me crunching my way over the path littered with dead undergrowth. I stopped at the fork in the path. The footprints went to the left, and to the right was nothing but a typical path. Aside from the footprints, each path was identical. There were no discernible features, nothing that would tempt me either way except for those footprints. So, I carried on to the left and followed the impressions.
The path seemed relentless like I was going around in a large circle. It wouldn't surprise me if I ended up back at the gate. The golden glow of the forest had started to fade, replaced with a darkening shadow. I looked up at the top of the canopy, seeing the yellow sun with storm clouds slowly engulfing it.
The storm was here, and I didn't know what to do. I was stuck in this forest, and I was becoming more lost with each step. A branch snapped, and I turned around, shrieking when I saw a little man behind me with a large, sharpened stick pointed at me. His clothes looked dirty, but they were likely just brown cloth. His shoes were leather of some sort. By the looks of them, they were handmade. He pushed his stick at me a few times, clearly trying to indicate I moved further up the path. I turned back from the narrowed brown eyes and began to walk up the path, wondering what kind of nightmare I had gotten myself into. He jabbed the stick into my upper leg, trying to make me walk faster.
“Stop it!” I snapped as I scowled at him.
He bared his stumpy yellow teeth at me with a screwed-up face and jabbed me again. I sighed and turned back to the path, wondering what he would do if I started running. The man sat as high as my hip, and his skin was tanned and leathery. He seemed reasonably well dressed. I wondered if the locals knew about him being in here. Maybe there were family members or friends, maybe a small community.
A few minutes later, the path opened to a field of flowers surrounding one large tree. It was the craziest thing ever. I had just been in a thick forest, and now I was faced with something that looked like a country field. It was clear that I had stumbled across something peculiar, but this was off the charts.
The little man jabbed me again. This time, he got me on the backside. I scowled at him again as I rubbed the sore spot and continued onward.
The path had stopped, but another had begun, a grassed path that went straight to the tree and circled around it. When I reached the junction, I stopped and wondered where he wanted me to go. He poked me again, and I looked down at him. He gave no indication of which way. I was about to step to the left when he made a grunting noise at me, whacking the stick on my hip.
“Alright!” I snapped. “Maybe you could speak and tell me which way to go.”
I stepped to the right, and again, he grunted and whacked me with the stick.
“Which way?” I snapped again.
He jabbed his stick through the air directly at the tree.
“You want me to climb the tree?”
Nothing was said, but again he jabbed me with that damned stick. He would be lucky if I didn't take it from him and start jabbing him. I stepped over the grass toward the tree, reaching out to the bark. Somehow, I would have to try and climb this thing, which I had no clue how I would do, seeing as the first branch was beyond my reach. As my fingers touched where the bark should be, I felt nothing.
I frowned as I watched my hand touch what I thought was a tree, but it was nothing more than an illusion. The stick poked into my backside again, and the man grunted at me. I pushed my hand through the image and felt a veil of coldness surround my skin. Tentatively I continued as it reached my elbow, slowly sucking me into it. I heard a huff from the man behind me, and one push later, I was tumbling through the image and onto the ground beyond it.
The room was shrouded in darkness. The limited light came from one massive fireplace against the wall to the right. It was a pale stone surrounded with a monster fire roaring within. The flames licked at the air, and the crackling of wood filled the room. As the little man came through the image, I stood from the stone floor and dusted myself off. He poked my knees, grunting at me.
“What?” I snarled.
He then whacked the backs of my knees, sending me to the ground. My whole body shuddered with the impact. I would be lucky if my kneecaps survived it. 
Wincing with the pain, I kneeled on the ground. The grunting man stood beside me, keeping a firm gaze pinned to me. A soft, deep chuckle filled the room, almost echoing and bouncing off the walls. As the flames burned a little brighter, light rose in the room to reveal that we were not alone.
My eyes lifted to the far end of the room. A man sat on a wooden throne. It was a stunning chair, intricately carved with swirls and glossed with a dark varnish. Beside the chair were a dozen or so women sitting around it on a stepped platform. They were all dressed in sheer cloth, leaving little to the imagination. All of them had their long hair plaited, and all of them were brunettes. The lithe man stood from his throne, the women grasping at his legs with sounds of longing as he walked past them. Slowly, he walked to me with a malevolent grin on his face.
“Thank you, Grio, that is all.”
The little man nodded with a slight bow and then disappeared through the wall. I looked at it. It had the image of the tree painted onto it, glorious in its intricacies. Each leaf was shown, not just a blur of green. The bark was perfectly detailed. The movement of steps on the stone floor roused me back to the man. His tall stature dominated over me on my knees. Long black hair flowed past his shoulders and down his torso, perfectly straight. The dark grin got deeper as his cold blue eyes watched me with humour.
“What to do with the trespasser?” He hummed. “Keep her for my own delights or dispose of her.”
“She is bright, my lord.”
My head snapped to the left of me, and a new male voice echoed from the shadow. A hunched man walked over, his greyed clothes hanging like a robe. He walked with a crooked stick that aided his limp gait. I watched as the scraggly man walked over. Through the lengths of white and grey hair, I could see pure white eyes.
“Bright.”
“Yes, I believe you said that already, Mikos. Is there anything new you would like to add?”
“Has not lain with another.”
I gaped at him as the women on the steps giggled.
“Hush up.” The tall man growled.
The women whimpered as they recoiled, and the tall man returned to the crooked one.
“Continue please Mikos. Otherwise, you might bore me to death.”
I couldn't help but wonder why he was so rude to an enfeebled old man who clearly had a talent for seeing things that weren't obvious. I'd say he was blind, judging by the whiteness of his eyes, but to know that I was a virgin, how would he know that?
“Trouble, nothing but trouble for your future.”
“So, I should end her then?”
My eyes widened as I readied to plead my case.
“More trouble dead, best alive for pursuing.”
“Excellent, fun time, after all.”
The crooked man grinned a wicked smile that curled into one corner. He turned and looked at me directly. His lips parted as he stroked his wiry grey beard.
“Oh, my yes, my lord. I foresee a lot of fun for you.”
The haggard man turned and walked through the shadowed wall. The whole way, there was just the sounds of his shuffle and the click of his stick against the stone.
“Well, my golden-haired angel, I think that I might make you an offer. You can choose between two options as payment for your crime of trespassing in my world. The first is that you offer yourself freely, and the other is death. Hurry and make your decision, I grow tired of standing here.”
“He just said that you can't kill me.”
“He said I was better off to keep you alive for entertainment. However, I do not need to follow his advice. After all, he is just a seer, and I am the lord of this land. What I say goes. Simple.”
My eyes fell to the floor, looking at the hem of his long black pants and jacket. It seemed somewhat overdone to sit around in such formal attire. Though he appeared to have a whole master and ruler thing going on in this place. Where was I? What had I stumbled upon?
“Is there an answer in the near future?”
I looked up at those blue eyes. The pale skin on his face made them a lot more luminous.
“My body and what I have is for me to decide when I give it up, not when you think you can take it from me.”
“So, you choose death then?”
“Don't be ridiculous.”
He reached down and painfully tilted my head up with one finger.
“You would do well to remember that you are a criminal, and you are in my world, my house. Answer me, or you shall be punished.”
“How is walking through a forest a crime?”
“You ventured beyond the gate.”
“And how would I know there was an issue when there were no signs to stop me? You cannot say I have committed a crime when I knew nothing. This is your fault for not putting up a proper warning.”
The man huffed as he circled me on my knees. It hurt, and I wanted to stand up but feared his reaction.
“Is there an answer in the near future?”
I shook my head, clenching my eyes shut tight. He said nothing as he roughly lifted me by my arm. I opened my eyes with fright as he stood me to my feet.
“Prepare her and my chambers.”
The women moved off their little staggered stage towards us as he pushed me into them. I fell into their arms, watching as the man turned and stormed off through the archway. The long coat he wore floated in the air as he stormed off through the stone corridor. I looked around at the women, who were all grinning with looks of pure lust etched into their pretty faces.
I was a captive. This much I had gathered. I knew I was somewhere unknown, somewhere real but undiscovered by those in the town.
Where was I? No idea. Who was my captor? No clue. Did anyone know where I was? No. Was there ever going to be a rescue? Unlikely.
I didn't know what my future held. Maybe I could reason with the man and ask him for forgiveness. Perhaps I might be granted freedom if I am lucky. Of course, adjusting to this new world would be difficult. Maybe I could convince him to let me go back to my home.
The women in their see-through scraps of material led me down a path. The same stone walls surrounded us. Lanterns were dotted along the walls to light the way forward. One pushed through an old wood door. It creaked as she pushed it back and waited for everyone to pass. I counted six women. What on Earth did he want six women for? 
One for every day of the week, my mind giggled, and rest on the Sabbath. 
I inwardly tutted my uncouth mind. But as I watched the woman whispering and laughing as they walked into the room, I wondered what the set-up was in this place. They were all getting ready for whatever was about to happen.
I stood in what could only be described as an odd bathroom. It had the same bricked walls and stone floors. To one side, it had a sizeable free-standing mirror made of wood and glass. There was a chair and a large circle lounge for what must be the dressing area. Beyond that was a door made of wood. The handle and the hinges looked like wrought iron. But the strangest thing in this room was the bath. It was like a hole in the ground that someone had lined with the stone and filled it with water.
The thing was large enough to hold many people if that was what you wanted. And because all the women came in here with me, I'd say that's what happened regularly. One by one, they all sauntered into the room, stripped off their scraps of material and slipped into the water, gasping as the steam rose around them. Two remained from the group. I tried to look away, but it was rather difficult when they stood before me, completely naked.
“I can bathe by myself. I don't need company.”
“Master insists that his company is prepared accurately.” One of them purred as she smiled at me.
“Do I need all of you, though?”
“Master will insist that all of his company is prepared accurately.” The other retorted.
She undid the zip on my dress, slowly slipping it from my body.
“So, I guess that means it's one big love-fest for you guys.”
They looked at each other and giggled. The other woman dropped to a squat to remove my shoes. I was uncomfortable, to say the least, yet these women did not care what was going on. They all bathed in the water like it was a typical day. My mind scoffed at me. It was a typical day for them. I walked down a few steps into the water, trying to slink along the wall to avoid being near any of them. Group bathing wasn't my thing.
I tried to look away as they cleaned each other's backs, sometimes the front as well. The heat was rising to my cheeks fast when some of them kissed. Then, they turned their attention to me.
“Oh no.” I shook my head frantically. “I can clean myself, thank you very much.”
They pouted and honestly looked like I was depriving them of a treat. As they moved through the water, I could see that they were circling me, trapping me between them. Their heated gaze lingered over me as they closed in.
“No, no. All clean, see? No dirt whatsoever.”
They giggled and managed to distract me. I shrieked when warm, wet hands gripped my shoulders.
“It's alright.” She cooed in my ear. “Master will not be upset if you kiss us.”
“We will not take away your gift. We know you want to give that to the Master. We have all given our gift to our Master.”
I shook my head and moved away from miss hands-on.
“No, there won't be any gift giving tonight. Or ever. I'm getting out now.”
“Stay.”
One blocked my path, her fingers trailing down my neck. I gasped when they crossed my sternum and fell below the water. Her eyes brightened when I backed away. She pouted when she realised she wasn't going to get her freebie feel. I backed into another who was probably waiting for me, her arms wrapped around my waist as her lips caressed my ear.
“We have never seen such beautiful hair. How did you make it this colour?”
“Uh, I was born with it.” I frowned. “How come you've never seen a blonde before?”
“This is what we are blessed with. This is all that our kind is given.”
I nodded thoughtfully, gently pushing away to see if I could escape the naked woman who had me in her death grip. No success.
“Wait. What do you mean by your kind?”
“We are fae. You are in the land of Loukel, home to the fae people. You are a human, aren't you?”
I nodded again, wondering if I had fallen in the forest and bumped my head on a rock.
“Bathing time is over. Master will grow angry if we make him wait.”
The woman released me from her grip, taking my hand and leading me to the stairs.
“Make him wait for what?” I asked, rather confused.
“For his gift, silly.” She giggled and turned, sauntering up the steps.
The water glistened on her skin, the light of the lanterns shining across the watery layer. Another woman was standing beside me in the water, a look of carnal lust burning bright.
“It is an honour to give a gift to our master. There are not many who are chosen for such a service. Master is very fussy with his concubines. You are a treat, a reward for his noble and worthy governing of our land.”
She then took my hand and helped me out of the water, not that I needed it. These women didn't seem to understand that I was quite capable of doing things for myself. Then again, they probably did understand and didn't care. Everything was done to please their master, and I wondered if I would have to please the master to get what I wanted.
I was going to have to do some smooth talking to convince this guy he didn't want my gift and to let me go home.






  
  Chapter 2


I had been dried, primped and prepared. Like the other girls, I had a long plait of hair and a see-through material. Which, of course, I had bunched over the front of me to give some kind of privacy. It was a soft, luxurious material that begged to be touched. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. 
The women gently nudged me through the door beyond the large round lounge to a room that was a relaxed lounge room. Maybe lounge room wasn't the right choice of words. Perhaps bedroom was more accurate. Possibly a room with cushions and more staggered steps. It was like a love den. The room was intense. It felt warm and inviting. The second I stepped over the threshold, I felt relaxed.
Rich red brocade wallpaper surrounded me. Every wall was covered in it. Large dark beams intersected the walls, curving with the ceiling to a peak. At the peak was a lantern hanging from a long chain. Its light softened the room with a warm ambience. Below the lantern was a circle pit of cushions. In its centre was a wood table that matched the wood floors around the pit. There were no windows, just two doors.
The other door opened, and a woman sauntered in with a tray of things. She stepped down the few steps into the pit and walked along the narrow wood platform. As she placed the tray down and arranged the drinks, another woman fluffed the pillows as the others whispered things among themselves. I tried to back out of the room when I ran into a woman. She smiled seductively at me and brought me back into the room, bolting it shut with a key. The key sat in her fingers, sparking it lit with fire. As it burned away, it fell into a glittered ash on the palm of her hand. She held it to the ceiling and gently blew on the ash pile, sending the glittery remains into the air. With a wink, she sauntered off, leaving me rather gobsmacked.
Quietly, I slipped along the wall, my gaze never leaving the women. That way, if they turned and saw me, I could stop and pretend I wasn't trying to escape. I had made it to the second wall without them noticing. My heart was racing as I drew closer to the door. I had no idea what I would do beyond the door. Not knowing the layout, I could become lost rather quickly. There was also the issue of my things that were still in the bathroom. Walking in the forest in a scrap of material wasn't ideal during the day. Given that it would be night by now, I'd say I would likely freeze out there. I had to get my clothes back.
My fingers rubbed over the flocking, feeling the softness of the wallpaper as I edged my way closer. Then, there was the amazing feeling of the wood door frame. Freedom was getting closer. I should have turned to look, but like everything I do, it was without foresight. I backed straight into something hard. Something tall. Something warm.
His presence was unsettling. He took up the entire space of the door with his domineering stature. It didn't help that he had changed out of his self-centred lord of the manor outfit into something like he was ready for bed. Long bed pants and bare feet, a robe hung to the sides of his naked torso. It was unfair. He was so damned ripped that I think a pencil could get lost in those abdominal muscles. His long black hair hung over his chest again, perfectly straight, not a hair out of place.
“Going somewhere?”
“Home.”
“Well, I am most sorry.” He grinned mischievously. “But there is a rather nasty storm going on in your world, and I'd hate to send you into that forest on your own at such a late hour in such conditions. You can remain here tonight, though, I promise to be most accommodating.”
He gestured to the large circle of cushions.
“Please make yourself comfortable.”
His attention turned to the group of women.
“Not tonight, my lovelies.”
They pouted as they all filed out of the room, leaving him and me alone. Slowly, he closed the door, watching me with a grin as I backed away. The door shut as I hit the far wall. He produced a key and locked the door. The key went up in a puff of glittered smoke and ash. Sealed in.
As he stepped away from the door, he held out his hand, offering me to take it and join him in his love pit. I shook my head frantically, hoping that he would be generous and not expect sex or take it. He walked over and took my hand, dragging me to the steps. If he was frustrated at my reluctance, he didn't show it. The whole way, he gently pulled me along, guiding me to the cushions to relax on. The cloth was still bunched over my front as I awkwardly tried to avoid him. He didn't take my moving away too well, grabbing my ankles and dragging me back.
“Stay.”
His voice was hot and husky as he pulled me closer.
“You worry about your first time?”
“It was something that I was keeping for the man that I chose to marry.”
“Who says it won't be me?”
“I don't do arrogant men, nor do I do anything with men with their own personal harem.”
He feigned being hurt. His hand went to his heart and mocked the pain.
“I'm arrogant?”
“Why won't you let me go?”
I flinched as his fingers reached up. They trailed over the curves of the braid. He watched the movement, following his fingers as they went down the tail.
“I like to think that you came here for a purpose, that you are here for a reason. Fate wields a certain magic over us all, and I believe it has done just that. Fate brought you to me. Mikos said that the gods would reward the leader with an angel of his own, an angel with hair like spun gold and eyes of the bluest ocean.”
“What are you?”
“I am the Fae leader.”
“Fairy?”
“I didn't say fairy.” He growled. “I said fae.”
He moved to the table, filling two glasses with what looked like red wine.
“I don't drink.”
“This is nectar and contains no alcohol.”
I looked at the glass and wondered if he was telling the truth.
“Would you refuse your gracious host?”
“Does the host want to ply me with something of the fae equivalent to alcohol so I become compliant?”
He chuckled and took a sip of his own drink, waving the other glass under my nose. I rolled my eyes and took it, taking a tentative sip. It didn't taste like it had alcohol in it. It seemed rather tasty.
“Not at all. Merely a succulent drink of my people. It is a popular drink for obvious reasons.”
“So, does everyone get the grunting elf greeting like I did?”
He laughed as he leaned back onto the cushions.
“My, you are a funny one. I wonder what Grio would say about being called a grunting elf.”
“Well, what is he?”
“He is a tree sprite. His kind protects the land around the entrance to this world, and you should consider yourself lucky he didn't turn you into a tree. He might yet get that chance.”
I gasped wide-eyed.
“Should I be worried?”
“Possibly.” He hummed. “Would you like to invoke the protection of the fae?”
“How much is it going to cost?”
“Considering that you are already a possession of mine due to your heavy feet trampling through my forest, I'd say you wouldn't have much you can offer.”
His fingers trailed along the hem of the material on my leg, and I pulled it away swiftly.
“Say the word and the protection is yours, but know this, it comes at a price.”
“Forget it, I'll take my chances in the forest. My parents will be waiting for me on the other side.” I lied.
“Oh.” He said softly, seemingly somewhat interested. “You're lost. There was one not so long ago that became lost and ended up here.”
I bolted up from my reclined position, staring at him.
“And what happened to her?”
“She died.” He said simply. “Once she gave the information I was after, she chose to risk the forest rather than life in my world. Apparently, death was better than being a servant of the fae leader, so I sent her on her way again. Grio found her body a day later and turned her into a tree. You see, that forest is a trick, my golden-haired angel. The path is set, and escape is only possible if you remain on the path. Venture from it and becoming lost is easy. Become lost, and death is inevitable. So, feel free to venture out into the forest. You won't be able to find the path, and as such, you should just lay down and die like she did.”
“Did you tell her this same lie?” I hissed. “Did you make her believe that there was no other option than being on her back for you?”
He shook his head as he put his glass of nectar aside.
“I said servant, not a concubine. When she arrived, I was not in need of another, so I offered her work in the kitchen, but she refused.”
The man took my glass and put it on the table beside his, taking my hands and lifting me to my feet.
“I want to show you something.”
We walked over the cushions to the opposite wall from the door. He put his hand on the wall as a door appeared. The room was small. It was cold and dark. As we entered, the lanterns on the wall lit with fire, showing a large stone bowl on the floor in the centre of the room.
“All you need to say is, show me and the person's name.”
His arm waved me over to the bowl. I looked down at the silvery liquid that swirled faster as I drew closer.
“Show me, Kennedy and Silas Nolan.”
The liquid swirled faster, shimmering as it funnelled into a whirlpool, and then stopped. It was perfectly still. It looked like a mirror. But there was no reflection, just one heart-stopping image. I believed that my parents were working. After all, it's what they said they were doing.
Not jubilation.
It broke my heart to watch them at the local tavern, eating a rather lavish meal. All the alcohol they could consume was before them. People danced and drank as they rejoiced. I couldn't help but wonder where they had got the money to pay for such a meal.
Where was their concern for their missing daughter? Had they even been home to see that I wasn't there? They should care about me. They should be working like they expected of their only child. But they weren't working. It was clear there was only one thing they cared about.
I felt angry at the vision. They made me clean the entire house and expected me to get a job while they sat in the tavern and drank.
The anger continued to surge, and I looked up at the man with a plain face who stood watching me. This wasn't possible. My parents wouldn't be like this.
“This is a lie. This is your fairy trickery again!” I hissed through the tears.
“This is not a lie, and again we are fae. Fairies have wings. Do you see any wings on me?”
Slowly, he walked over to me as I backed away, hitting the brick wall behind me. His hands leaned on the wall on either side of my head as he lowered to me.
“There is no trickery here. What you see in the mirror is what is happening now. What did you see your parents doing?”
I shook my head as the tears flowed. A low sob escaped my mouth.
“Stop it!”
“What were they doing?”
“Eating and drinking,” I said with another sob.
A finger traced over the line of tears as he gently caressed my face.
“Do not shed tears for them. Forget them and enjoy your time here. You never know. You might just like it enough to stay.”
I wiped away the tears. For a jerk, he certainly had a sweet side. He was right. I shouldn't cry because of my so-called loving parents and their antics. There was no life for me in the human world. I would have to figure out how to make it in this world.
I looked up at my captor, and the faintest trace of a smile appeared on his face. The gentle side was rather pleasing to the eye.
His hands took mine and led me from the room and back into the pit of cushions. I wiped away the remaining tears, feeling foolish for showing my emotions so easily.
“Are you hungry?”
“Uh, I suppose. I'd rather get my clothes back, thanks.”
“What for? Do you think that you can escape me so easily?”
“I'd like to think I could try.”
He chuckled again.
“You are a funny one indeed. Am I not appealing to the eye?”
I shrugged, trying to feign disinterest. It didn't work.
“I can see where your eyes linger.” He whispered smugly. “Why deny what your heart desires?”
“You are holding me captive.” I returned, narrowing my eyes at him. “You had your women dress me in this thing that makes me look like I'm a cheap whore, and you expect me to open my legs for you, a man I have never met before today. God only knows what diseases you might have. I don't even know your name.”
His eyebrow raised at me as a tiny grin curled into the corner of his mouth.
“Alright, let's start at the beginning of the rant, shall we?”
I rolled my eyes, crossing my arms over my chest.
“You are a captive, sure, but that's because you broke a rule. If you wish to plead your case, then you should say so. I am a man that can accept a reasonable trial if that is what you wish but understand this, you wouldn't win.”
“Why?”
“Because I would be judge, jury and executioner.” He grinned darkly. “Moving on, my women. What is that supposed to mean? Are you being derogatory toward them?”
“No, you, actually. Why do you need so many, and why do they have to wear this outfit in what is clearly a common area of this place? How many of your servants leer at them?”
He leaned back onto the cushions, far too close to me. I tried to casually move back, but he stopped me with a simple frown. When I was back where I should be, the frown and look of pure doom were gone, replaced with a stoic gaze.
“I have the women because I can. They decide what they want to wear, and where they decide to wear the clothes is no concern to me. If they choose to wear this in a common area of my residence, then so be it, and my servants do not leer at them. Grio only entered the room because of you. Mikos is blind and can only see their auras, and as for the rest of the staff.” He shrugged. “Like I said, the women decide for themselves. They are here because they want to be here. In the eyes of my people, it is a grand placement to be the lover of the leader.”
“Oh my god.” I scoffed. “You are so full of yourself.”
He inhaled deeply as he looked at me, but then he grinned.
“You referred to this as a thing.” He toyed with the edge of the material. “The finest cloth in all of my land, made by hand by the best craftsmen. To be dressed in this is an honour.”
“No, dressing in clothes that aren't see-through is an honour. This is just a free show for you.”
“Ah, to be caught out, but sometimes it's worth it.”
His eyes lingered down the line of my body, and a soft and naughty smile played out over his lips.
“Don't leer at me.”
“Why not? You have great curves.”
His hand moved over my upper leg and rested on my hip.
“No touching either.”
I went to push his hand away, but he wouldn't let go. Instead, he moved closer.
“I'd rather touch more. You are quite the fireball, so feisty, so interesting.”
The touch of his hand was warm. It slid into the dip of my waist.
“Now, back to your rant. I don't see you as a whore, and I certainly hope that you don't either. As for opening those fine legs for a man that you only just met well, what can I say? Please?” He grinned. “Pretty please?”
“No.”
“Aww, you are no fun.”
With a happy sigh, he continued.
“I have no diseases as I am immortal, and we do not carry them, nor can we pass them on. If I come in contact with a human that has them, it is of no concern.”
“What about the other thing that happens with sex?”
“What would that be? Where you have days and nights of mind-shattering orgasms?”
“Seriously full of yourself.” I rolled my eyes. “No, I meant children.”
“Oh, I see. You think that just because I have sex with all of those women, I don't protect them or me?”
His fingers trailed over my jawline as he whispered.
“What have I done to be prejudged like this?”
“Seriously?” I snorted with a slight laugh. “Shall we go through the rant again?”
“No need. The last one is still ringing in my ears. I covered everything, didn't I?”
“All but one. Name.”
He leaned in closer, his breath warm on the skin of my neck as he pulled me closer.
“I could be a devil and ask for one little payment.” He whispered.
“And what would that be? As if I didn't already know.”
“Really?” He grinned. “So, would you give me sex, or would you rather not jump to conclusions?”
“Alright.” I sighed.
“One kiss.”
I narrowed my eyes at him as he propped himself on his arm, bringing his face closer to mine.
“It has to be good, you have to at least try to enjoy it, and it can't be some dull peck. I'm talking about the kind of kiss that leads to sex, hot and heavy and makes a person want more.”
“And if I refuse?”
“Then you, like the other women in this place, have to call me master.”
“Just one kiss, no naughty hands, nothing further?”
He nodded as his fingers toyed with the end of my braid.
“Just one.” His eyes twinkled with delight. “But one very good one. If you don't get it right, I will be forced to keep going until you do.”
“Fine.”
“How a few hours can make such a difference.” He chuckled.
I inhaled sharply as he adjusted his position on the cushion, giving me a sly look. What had I signed up for?






  
  Chapter 3


My nameless captor sat up from his reclined position. I thought he was going to climb on me and start slobbering all over me, but instead, he reached for his glass and took a sip. I frowned, wondering if this was some kind of game to him, ensuring he maintained the dominant placement over me. 
Maybe he liked the sexually aggressive woman who took charge and got what she wanted. Or perhaps, my mind interrupted, he is toying with you. Waiting for you to crack, waiting for you to become so obsessed with it that you will give him more than the kiss. My thoughts were probably right. I could imagine myself getting worked up over his aloof gesture and the fact that he was practically ignoring me to the point where I'd likely pin him to the cushion, fling a leg over to straddle him and take it for myself.
But that wasn't going to happen. I grabbed a pillow, ensured a little more modesty and continued to remain in my reclined position. He turned his head, his eyes fell upon the pillow, and he let out a little chuckle.
“I don't know what you are worried about. You've managed to bunch that material sufficiently so that I haven't been able to see a thing.”
“Good.”
He settled back down, bringing a plate of food, and offering an oval-shaped piece of fruit. It looked quite like a grape, yet it was bright blue.
“Fear nothing on this plate nor this room. I do not seek an unresponsive lover. There is nothing that would poison nor harm you, I promise.”
“But I am human. How can you be sure?”
“You think that you are the first human in our land? You said you were hungry, and I, as the gracious host, am offering you sustenance.”
I popped the fruit into my mouth, squishing the little orb between my teeth. The juices squirted a sweet ooze that tasted like a blueberry.
“Good?”
I grinned as I nodded, wondering if I would have blue-stained teeth. That would be just my luck.
“Try this one.”
He held out a piece of cut fruit that was a pale orange, a small circle shape with tiny cream-coloured seeds. I went to take it, but he jerked it back.
“Uh-uh. Open up.”
Food foreplay. Hmm, this guy was easy to figure out. I opened my mouth, hoping he would be stupid enough to put his finger in so I could bite it. But he didn't. He put the piece of fruit just inside my mouth and then trailed his finger over my bottom lip, dragging down my chin and neck. His eyes blazed with desire as he watched his fingers slip gently over my neck. Slowly, I chewed on the new piece of fruit. It had the consistency of a banana but tasted like a very sweet strawberry.
A knock at the door broke his gaze. He turned to it with a deep scowl.
“Forgive me, master.” The male voice quivered from the other side of the door. “But Mikos wishes to speak with you urgently. He insists that it cannot wait for morning.”
The scowling man turned back, his features softened as he looked at me.
“Do not go anywhere.” He whispered seductively as he took my hand. “I won't be long.”
His lips were soft against my knuckles.
“That counts as your kiss.”
“No, it does not. You cannot escape me.”
He rose to his feet and tied his robe tight.
“Feed as you wish, drink as you want. Do not venture beyond the doors.”
“And if I need to use the bathroom?”
“Fine.” He sighed. “The door will unlock, but only that door, the other in that room will remain locked.”
“Do you not trust me?”
I feigned a pout and looked at him rather sadly.
“I do not know you.” He grinned. “But if anything, I would worry more about other things than where your feet could carry you.”
I paled at the statement.
“Like?” 
“Things.”
He turned and fled the room before I could continue the conversation, leaving me alone in the pit of love. I looked over the cushions, grossly wondering when they were last cleaned. Some cushions were soft, and satiny others were like crushed velvet. The cushions that formed the base were a soft cotton-like material. I got up to use the bathroom and retrieve my clothes, only to find they were gone.
Rather annoyed at the situation, I searched for the toilet and wondered if I was going to spend my days walking around in this scrap of material. It was lucky the place was relatively warm. Otherwise, I would fear catching a cold.
I had returned to the cushions, returning the large pillow over my front. The door swung open as I was picking through the plate of food. His face showed a little stress, but the second he saw me sitting behind the pillow awkwardly, he chuckled.
“You know, you could be a gentleman and return my clothes.”
“Your clothes are no better than what you are wearing.”
The door closed, and with his puffs of magic, I was sealed in the love room with him again.
“My clothes weren't see-through. My clothes didn't require a pillow to allow me dignity.”
He walked over and sat on the edge of the step.
“I really am not going to get anywhere with you tonight, am I?”
“Nope.”
“How sad for the both of us.”
His tone was dry as he watched me eat.
“Have you had sufficient?”
“Yep.”
“Where are your manners?” He grinned. “Yes, thanks is usually the preferred response in polite society.”
“This is a polite society?” I scoffed. “Who in this room is there to offend? You? The man who has his women parade around in curtain sheers so he can see them. Why don't you just make them walk around naked, save yourself some money.”
“And there we go, full circle. Still with the clothing that they choose to wear. My, you are indeed a challenge.”
He sat on the edge of the lounge with a sigh, his arms resting on his legs as he watched me eat.
“Well, I did not choose to wear this.”
“Indeed.” He hummed with mirth. “Well, if that is the case, then you might like to change for bed.”
“To sleep?”
“That is what happens on a bed, isn't it?”
“Don't be a smart arse.” I snapped.
His eyebrows raised in shock at my lack of manners. I was tired and sick of going around in circles with him. He didn't get that I wasn't like the other women who were ready to fall to his feet, cooing their need for his attention.
“I wasn't trying to be.” He held out his hand. “Come along. You can select from a vast selection that the women use, and then there will be no more of this nonsense of me controlling what you wear, alright?”
“Sure.”
I cast aside the tray of food and ensured the material was bunched before I moved the pillow. He shook his head with a grin and took my hand, leading me to the far wall. I watched wide-eyed as he opened another doorway.
It was crazy how he could make doors appear in ordinary walls. This house was full of trickery, and I was concerned about what I could not see. Was it magic, or was there a door there that I had missed? I did not know.
The door opened to a small corridor that wasn't so harshly decorated. It had cream walls with wood panelling halfway up the wall. The entry to the love pit closed behind us, encasing us into the corridor.
Another opened ahead of us, a room that had cream walls that were hidden behind racks of clothing. I stared at the room that was the wardrobe of the women's bedclothes. Clearly, we have differing opinions on what is deemed appropriate for sleeping. I tried to analyse the statement he had made. Vast selection, that was correct, this could be mistaken for a shop, there were that many items here. I could select. That was also correct. He was leaning on the arch, patiently waiting for me to decide. But as for the statement of not controlling what I would wear, this was where it all fell apart. Technically, he was right because I could choose what I liked, but the items were no different to what I was wearing.
They were all bits of lace and sheers, barely-there scraps of material. Some had fluff on them, and some were missing sections that would generally be deemed necessary. This was a wardrobe full of clothes aimed at being pleasing to the eye of a potential lover. There were no cotton nightdresses, nothing demure. Everything was provocative.
“Is there going to be a time tonight where you might make a selection? I'd like to go to sleep at
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