
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	The Elven Crush

	By T.D. Woods

	Published by JMS Books LLC

	Visit jms-books.com for more information.

	Copyright 2026 T.D. Woods

	ISBN 9798896022657

	* * * *

	Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

	Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

	All rights reserved.

	WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

	No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

	This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author's imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	Published in the United States of America.

	* * * *

	The Elven Crush

	By T.D. Woods

	"Snap out of it, Jeke. We have work to do."

	Jeke came back to reality with a start, looking over to see Willard standing there with an exasperated expression.

	"Sorry, you're right. I just can't seem to focus."

	Jeke had gone about his chores half paying attention as always, tossing straw into the horses' stalls with a pitchfork. The work was mindless, and even under normal circumstances, his mind would have probably drifted. After the last few months, nothing would have held his attention.

	A young man of twenty summers, Jeke was of average height for a human, with a slender build, decently muscular from years of hard work, and unkempt straight reddish-brown hair that came down almost to his eyes. He wore a simple green tunic with laces at the neck, brown loose-fitting trousers and belt, and well-worn boots of the same color.

	Willard was almost a smaller version of Jeke, around eight years younger, with a similar cut and length to his mop of brown hair, and a tan tunic and brown pants of similar style to Jeke's. There had been little variation in clothing for the townsfolk where they came from; everyone dressed the same.

	Going back to his own work, Willard muttered under his breath, but it was belied by a good-natured smile, when Jeke looked over again. They had begun to develop a bit of a friendship, and there was some affection between them now.

	Jeke and Willard had been taken in temporarily by the elves, after the...incident. Once they recovered enough to function, they had been given the task of cleaning the stables. They were not qualified for much else, in the eyes of the elves. Jeke was fine with the physical, dirty work. They came from a simple, small town where everyone worked hard and got dirty.

	One of the elves, a silver-haired youth named Imbryl, was the reason for Jeke's frequent distraction. The elf appeared to be around Jeke's age, so Jeke had tried to strike up a conversation one day early on...only to be informed coldly that he was much older than the human, and they had nothing in common. Imbryl had then stalked away, as if mortally offended. Jeke had been angry and embarrassed, but then confused; he noticed Imbryl watching him, when he thought nobody was looking.

	Jeke was mystified. He had always felt pretty ordinary to begin with, and that was magnified tenfold around the beautiful elves. What, then, was Imbryl's interest, especially after having been so rude to him?

	For his part, Jeke could not seem to take his eyes off of Imbryl, either. Which was a new experience for him. He had really never had much interest in guys or girls back home. There had been a tumble or two with this village girl or that, but he had regretted it each time. They were just not what he wanted.

	Imbryl, like many of the elves, had perfect facial features, with short silver hair parted down the middle. He wore tight-fitting tunics, with a V at the neck exposing part of his collarbones and a section of pale, hairless chest, and equally tight-fitting pants. Both were made of a thin material Jeke was not familiar with, and they left little to the imagination. Jeke found himself captivated, and staring frequently at the curves of the elven male's body...particularly his shapely backside, and then in the front, the unmistakable outline of...

	"Jeke!" Willard called again, even more exasperated.

	"Sorry!"

	Jeke went back to work on the straw with renewed vigor. Soon he was sweating in the noon heat even in the shade of the stables and removed his tunic without thought. Willard had already done so, as it was common back in their village for men and boys to work or even play bare from the waist up. He gave it no thought, until Imbryl and a couple of his friends appeared around the corner, dressed for riding.
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