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	Dear Reader,


	Thank you for picking up Book Number 4 in the Risqué Fae series. Your support goes a long way and helps independent writers like me survive! Purchasing this book, reading, or sharing my work allows me to keep writing and creating saucy stories for my wonderful followers.


	Speaking of, consider joining my Newsletter for great Hot Free Stories, Deleted Spicy Scenes¬—I already have a short from Venture’s POV, a wonderful ‘lesson in riding’ from Del’s POV, and a third coming that takes place right after the end of this book. 




	You can check out my whole Library and an archive of Free (newsletter exclusive) Stories on my website. Don’t forget to rate and review! Thanks again for picking up Vespertine Feast. Now, onto the heat.


 


	XOXO,


Monique Morgan




	Content Warning and Introduction


	Risqué Fae is an LGBTQIA+ romantic erotica that celebrates queer relationships, kinky lovemaking, and magic. This book is explicit and features a polyamorous gay pairing with a purposefully imperfect romance. There are inhuman qualities to some of the characters that skew toward the monstrous for your reading pleasure. This volume includes some BDSM play and degradation with the intended purpose of bringing pleasure. 


	Some warnings include, suggested size kink, soreness after sex, degradation, praise, service play, foreign object insertion play, rough sex, voyeurism/exhibitionism, apprehension that quickly becomes consent, threesomes, cock-warming, and mention of death/murder. 


	Enter or retreat at your own discretion.




Part 1


	Del had slept away the afternoon and had only stirred when Titus had gotten up. He was apologetic but sweet, his nerves still apparent as he fawned over Del in his bed. Del had liked it. He liked being in the spotlight—at least someone’s personal one—and Titus tried to be so attentive, it was almost overwhelming.


	He doubted Venture would like it if Titus tried the same thing on him; Venture’s ‘spoiled’ nature didn’t seem to include ‘the royal treatment.’ It was obvious that the gancanagh liked being the centre of attention, but he seemed reserved and uninterested in being treated like a delicate little lamb. Del doubted that Titus got to show much affection after sex with the other fae, and the idea that Del was potentially the only person Titus had ever fussed over after sex, made the younger flush and swell with joy.


	Del’s wakefulness didn’t last however, and he nodded off before Titus returned to bed, satisfied with the plush fur blanket that had been wrapped around him. He was content… more so than he had ever been, and the feeling followed him into sleep.


	Del rose early, his stomach aching from hunger as he lay upon a quilt of warmth. He had never been so cozy in his life, and Del sighed happily into the heat, annoyed that he would have to leave it to dine. He wasn’t even sure what time it was, but he wasn’t nearly as drowsy as he had been when he woke up in Venture’s bed for the first time.


	His body smarted in more than one place, but as Del’s consciousness drifted to the forefront of his mind, he had the pleasant realization that he was sleeping on Titus’ chest.


	The lurdane must have moved him while he slept since Del was tucked lovingly into Titus’ neck, the fae’s arms wrapped around him possessively. It wasn’t extravagant, but Del couldn’t stop the giddy feeling that galloped through his chest as he roused, his nose pressed deep into the animalistic musk lingering on Titus’ skin.


	Del’s stomach panged with hunger again, and he grumbled softly before attempting to extract himself from Titus’ hold.


	The lurdane woke easily, his dark eyes falling on Del instantly as he kept his arms snug around him. His gaze was intense, and Del’s spine straightened at the sharp look, something about Titus’ eyes reminding him of a wolf or another unpredictable beast. It was as if Del had stirred the overbearing side of Titus that seemed to permeate his being when he was aroused, his gentle attitude lost in the wee hours of the morning. It was frightening, but it stoked something in Del as he felt his breath catch in his throat.


	The fireplace crackled and Titus’ attention shifted to the noise, the tension softening as he loosened his grip.


	“Sorry,” Del apologized, not sure what else he should say as Titus shifted into a sitting position. He was still touching Del, but he wasn’t holding him to his chest like he had been before.


	Titus didn’t speak at first as he scanned the room, his eyes eventually falling back on Del. Titus didn’t seem like an early riser, and his personality hadn’t kept up with his wakefulness, but Del could see familiarity seep into Titus’ gaze as he lifted his hand to hold Del’s cheek.


	His palm was so big that Del could feel the fae’s fingers wrap around the back of his head, cradling him like something precious and fragile.


	Del smiled softly and turned his face toward Titus’ hand, nuzzling into the warmth and pulling a small rumble from Titus’ chest. It was a pleased noise, but one that was laced with rapacity, the sound making something whirl inside of Del yet again.


	“Are you feeling better?” Titus gravelled; his voice rough with sleep as a careful hand grazed over Del’s hip. He sounded worried, and that made Del swell with affection as he held onto Titus’ wrist, keeping Titus’s palm pressed against his cheek.


	“I’m fine,” Del encouraged, forgetting the state of his body as he moved close, and a flash of pain bloomed across his skin. He winced, and Titus shifted him easily onto his back, his touch attentive and ardent.


	“Can you fix it?” Titus pled, his eyes filling with concern as he lay Del onto the pillow, eager fingers brushing his hair away from the wound on his shoulder.


	“I think I’m okay,” Del fibbed, the ache apparent as he settled into his body, no longer clouded by after-sex bliss. “I, uh… maybe just something to eat,” he tried, attempting to sit up again, but finding it impossible with Titus’ hold and the pain that throbbed in his muscles.


	It was a bit shameful, but Del was aware that his body was adamantly protesting taking Titus last night so eagerly. His back hurt and there was a dull sting inside his abdomen, but the worst of it seemed to come from the back of his thighs where their skin had slapped so vigorously together. That and the unfettered ache that throbbed from his shoulder and down his back, the burn from Titus’ bite apparent as Del lifted a tentative hand to the wound.


	Del hissed quietly at the feeling, and Titus’ brows creased, that attentive concern back in full force.


	“Can you… gather your strength and then heal it?” Titus asked, his voice quivering slightly as if he was seconds away from calling for help.


	Del was certain he didn’t know the magic that could heal his own injuries, but he assumed that Titus was hoping he could. Del knew how to heal other people, but he had learned that the same magic didn’t work on his own being. He had figured that out quite recently and begrudgingly when he had tried to mend a bruise that Venture had left behind after sex. It had been pleasurable at the time, and Del had relished in the sensation of being spanked, even if he had been embarrassed later when he had to ask Venture to heal the wound. The fae had smirked and then tenderly whispered the spell of healing into Del’s flesh before pressing a kiss to the bruise, the interaction drawn out and teasing as Del had squirmed on all fours.


	Venture hadn’t taught him any other healing incantation since the Dawn Festival, but that was because Del was still trying to learn Sylvan. All magic involved making deals or promises to the natural energies in the world, but on occasion, the caster would have to promise something to the target of the spell as well. It made sense that the healing Del had learned wouldn’t work; he couldn’t make a promise of servitude to himself, but it was flattering that Titus thought he was a more prolific arcanist than he was.


	“I can try in a bit,” Del lied, not wanting to send Titus into a panic. He could find Venture at some point to help him, even if Del knew he would have to tolerate being teased by the gancanagh. He wasn’t looking forward to Venture filling with mirth when he realized the bite had come from Titus.


	Titus nodded tentatively and finally let go of Del. He retreated to the side of the bed, and Del waited for him to be out of arm’s reach before attempting to sit up again.


	Titus was a bit overprotective, but he could tell it came from a good place, so Del wasn’t bothered by the treatment.


	“I brought some nuts, and fruit down last night, but you’d fallen asleep already, and I didn’t want to wake you,” Titus explained, sorting through the plates he had left on the nightstand. He had dressed at some point after departing the room yesterday, and Del mourned the fact that Titus had his trousers back on now. It was silly to be disappointed by that, especially since Del gave Venture a hard time for not redressing after they had sex.


	“I wasn’t sure what you liked,” Titus pondered, shuffling back to the bed and handing the sparse charcuterie over to Del. “Mortals eat fruit, yes? The meat—I wasn’t certain.”


	His concern was endearing, and Del chuckled softly as he accepted the plate, aware that many of the fae were either carnivores or herbivores. Very few ate both meat and plants, but all of them seemed to indulge in sweets and alcohol. Del wasn’t sure what the limitations were when it came to fae diets, but it was charming to hear how considerate Titus was trying to be.


	“We eat fruit, most of us anyway,” Del encouraged, eating a date off of his plate delicately, wanting to appear at least a little genteel. Titus seemed keen to understand, and he nodded in earnest as Del slowly picked through his food. “We eat meat, too. Mortals eat most anything, well, other than fae food.”


	The reminder brought back the memory of the ambrosia that Del had accidentally eaten at the Dawn Festival, and images of Titus and Venture pressed together as they fervently made love filtered through Del’s mind. It made him flush slightly, and Del cleared his throat before changing the subject.


	“Have you ever been to the Moral Realm?” Del asked, curious to understand why Titus knew so little about humans while Venture seemed well-versed in most mortal customs.


	“No… not really,” Titus confessed, sounding a bit ashamed as he sat on the edge of the bed, his long black claws glinting slightly as the fireplace sparked and sputtered with light. “It’s difficult for fae without magic to blend in with mortals… I’ve only gone to places that humans have not touched, or… at night when they are not likely to see me.”


	Del nodded lightly, glad that he was starting to pick out Titus’ moods from the way he spoke. He didn’t sound upset about the question, just regretful that he couldn’t do the things he liked because of his limitations.


	Lurdanes didn’t have magic, and Del knew that any mortal who laid eyes on Titus would probably be scared witless. He had been frightened when he first met the man, even if he had learned quickly that Titus was the last person he needed to fear.


	“Would you like to go sometime?” Del questioned, treading into tricky territory as he ate his food quietly.


	“Maybe… only with someone who knows the Realm, like Venture or…” Titus trailed off, and Del couldn’t help but fill in the blank. Me. He’d like to show Titus the Moral Realm sometime, even if speaking it out loud right now felt a bit too presumptuous.


	“How does Venture know the mortal world so well?” Del said, changing the subject slightly so he wouldn’t upset Titus. “He seems very… aware of our practices.”


	“Venture?” Titus repeated, looking surprised as he cocked his head at Del, obviously confused by the question. “Venture was a wild fae for most of his life—he hasn’t spoken to you about it?”


	Del shook his head and looked at his plate, bothered that he knew Venture so intimately, but still didn’t know anything about him. He was an elusive man, and Del felt a bit stupid for having to piece together the gancanagh’s lore despite being his attendant.


	“What is a wild fae?” Del asked, again, feeling daft for needing an explanation.


	“You don’t know?” Titus replied, leaning onto the bed a bit more and watching Del curiously.


	“I think maybe you’re assuming I’m a lot smarter than I am,” Del teased, trying to alleviate some of his own embarrassment.


	Titus flushed and glanced away, but Del only chuckled as he placed his empty plate to the side.


	“I’ve seen the term ‘wild fae’ pop up in some books I’ve read on fae history, but I’ve never seen an explanation as to what that is,” Del confessed, wincing in pain as he lay down across the bed, his head by Titus’ elbow.


	“Wild fae…” Titus started, mumbling a bit as he glanced at Del. He sounded embarrassed still, but it was endearing, and Del couldn’t help but smile at the effort the lurdane was putting into engaging with him. “Wild fae are fae that don’t belong to a court, and they spend most of their time… travelling, especially to the Moral Realm. Venture… lived most of his life with mortals—at least, that’s what I’ve been told.”


	Del stared with awe at the explanation, surprised to hear that some fae seemed to prefer the Moral Realm to Elfame, especially someone like Venture, who was so well suited to the royal courts.


	“Why would they do that—Venture, I mean—any of the fae,” Del stuttered, enraptured by the topic.
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