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	Dear Reader,


	We’re reaching the end of this series! Thanks for picking up Book 5 in the Risqué Fae series. This is a 6 Part Series, and I’m eager to share the conclusion of our tale with you. Your support means a lot, and it allows me to continue self-publishing and creating new stories for your entertainment. 


	

I want you to know that I offer Free Short Stories and will be starting a new erotic series, All the King’s Men, in April 2025. I share these freebies and the dates of my new releases in my Newsletter, so please consider joining! My Newsletter includes deals on erotic books, free stories, and steamy deleted scenes.




	You can check out my whole library and an archive of Free Exclusive Stories on my website when you sign up for my newsletter. Don’t forget to rate and review! Thanks again for picking up Delicious Undoings. Now, let’s make this MM a proper MMM.


 


	XOXO,


Monique Morgan




	Content Warning and Introduction


	Risqué Fae is an LGBTQIA+ romantic erotica that celebrates queer romance, kinky relations, and magic. This book is explicit and features a polyamorous gay throuple 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 a lot of action adventure and a harrowing threesome between three consenting adults that may be intense for some readers. Please read these warning with care. 


	Some warnings include misgendering, size kinks, love pollen/alien flora, stuffing, double penetration, degradation, praise, bulging, inhuman/enhanced appendages, rough intercourse, sword fighting, off-screen harm to animals, body horror with plants, misgendering, and bloodshed. 


	Enter or retreat at your own discretion.




	




Part 1


	Venture had been distant lately. Del had suspected that would be the case after their conversation about Millicent’s death, but Venture was far more aloof than Del could have predicted. He didn’t dare push anything, but it was strange to have the gancanagh brush him off or offer pinched replies to his questions about magic. He wasn’t unkind, but there was a wall being built between them, one born of their intimacy the night of the Spring Court’s ball.


	But, without Venture present, Del had grown closer to Titus. They spent time together reading, or Titus would merely sit with him while Del studied Sylvan. It was peaceful, even if their nights together were anything but quiet.


	Titus was an animal in bed, and Del had a hard time keeping up with the other’s libido. The sex was always amazing, but asking for a break when they were already two orgasms into the night was always met with a flattering reluctance from Titus. He wanted to do more with Titus, but Del was only human, and taking a man like him multiple times in one night was no easy feat. Titus cared, and as soon as they had time away from their climax, he would always fawn over Del like he was royalty. It wasn’t the worst thing to grow accustomed to, even if Del could feel Venture’s absence in those tranquil moments.


	It had been nearly a month since they had slept with one another, and Del knew that Venture occasionally sought Titus out for ‘relief.’ They had an unspoken agreement, and Venture never lingered after sex, his arrangement with Titus familiar and without strings attached.


	Del could see a younger version of himself resenting Venture for the behaviour but knowing that Venture’s curse was to never love again…. Venture’s need for casual sex felt like a mercy, and Del pitied him more than anything.


	In the intervening time, Grimwald had brought forth spring and banished winter from his lands. It had been a big event, and Venture’s true role within the palace’s assemblage. The Earl’s magic wasn’t strong enough to change the seasons, and Titus didn’t have any magic to speak of, so the duty fell to Venture to complete. He had blamed much of his ‘busyness’ on his preparations for the season’s end, and Del hadn’t pressed him on the matter.


	Venture was a powerful arcanist, and Del was thrilled to witness the fae’s traditions surrounding the seasonal changes. Special outfits, meals, and cleansing rituals surrounded the event, even if the accoutrement felt unnecessary to Del, since only a small portion of the festivities were actually necessary for the ritual. Ultimately, the tasks had taken up a lot of Venture’s time, but the culmination of all his work had been worth it.


	It had been magnificent watching Venture stand in the fields before the castle, arms cast toward the sky, as throngs of fae stood by and watched. He glistened like morning frost, the scattered sunlight around him bright and dazzling.


	Venture’s voice had boomed across the planes, and the melodic Sylvan words had woven into the air in a near tangible way. The sounds had wrapped around everything and burrowed into the snow as the clouds shifted above their heads, wind whipping up around the gancanagh, locking him into a snowy twister. It was captivating; the forest surrounding them silent except for Venture’s spell and the howl of the wind.


	It was as if he had been singing to the world; his words starting out as a quiet lullaby that slowly crescendoed into a triumphant return, like the blast of a horn announcing the morning march. Snowflakes had scattered like petals around him as he shot his arms out to the side, the world still once again as the sounds died away.


	At first, Del wasn’t sure if it had worked, but then he became aware of a flexing in the air itself, as if a creature was stretching after a long nap. The trees bristled and the icicles that clung faithfully to the castle’s eaves began to drip, bringing with it a freshness that Del had not felt since his removal from the Moral Realm.


	Spring had answered the call, and it didn’t take long for the snow to melt after that.


	Del picked his way through the forest at the edge of the Winter Palace’s lands, small green buds springing up among the tree roots and dotting their branches. Patches of snow still gilded the earth in spots, but the sunshine and cool air was a welcome change to Del.


	Who knew how long spring would last? The Earl could change his mind at any time and revert things to winter, or even beckon autumn on a whim. Elfame was not beholden to the same laws as the Moral Realm, and Del had to admit that he enjoyed the whimsical nature of the fae’s magic.


	A twig snapped loudly behind Del, and he looked over his shoulder at Titus, the lurdane frozen to the spot as he ducked under a low-hanging branch. He was holding the offending limb in his hand, dumbfounded to find it there, as if he couldn’t believe that he had accidentally snapped the damn thing off the tree.


	Del chuckled at him and leaned against the trunk of a spruce, charmed by this oafish man and his uncanny strength.


	“It was probably dead anyway,” Del encouraged, watching Titus as he carefully placed the branch on the ground.


	“I didn’t want to… tread on the new growths,” Titus explained, gingerly stepping around the sprouts that littered the forest floor.


	“I don’t know if you can avoid all of them, Titus. You’re kind of… big,” Del teased gently, smiling up at the lurdane.


	Titus frowned at the statement as he made his way over to Del, taking extreme care not to break or crush anything in his path. It was a noble thing to do, especially since Titus was a 7-foot-tall monstrosity.


	He was bulky and strong, and he mostly walked around the Winter Palace without a shirt because of his animalistic nature, his lack of attire a treat to Del’s senses.


	Fur and feathers sprung up along the back of Titus’ arms, and his chest and back were covered in coarse hair, making him look like an odd mix between a bear and a man. His face was also fringed with feathers that fed into his hairline, and he had a terrifying bite, with razor sharp claws to match. He could just barely pass as a man, and many people were frightened of the lurdane when they first met him.


	It didn’t matter either way, Del still found him incredibly attractive.


	Titus paused in front of Del and took his cheek gently in his large palm, his hand big and powerful enough to crush Del’s head if he had the mind to do it.


	Del closed his eyes delicately and leaned into the touch, nuzzling into Titus’ hand and earning a little hum of approval from the other.


	Titus stroked his thumb adoringly along Del’s cheek, rubbing just under his eye, his affection obvious. It still surprised Del to see how captivated Titus was by him, and how easily he was able to compel Titus to do most anything. He was devoted, and there was no question in his mind that Titus found him attractive. That was proven time and time again, not only with soft acts, but also through Titus’ primal fixation on him when he was turned on. It was almost frightening to see how ferociously passionate and possessive he was, even if Titus’ reactions invigorated Del.


	“You’re dawdling,” Del said lightly, looking back up at Titus with amusement.


	Fae couldn’t lie, and Del breathed a small laugh when Titus glanced away instead of answering him.


	“We really don’t have to go if you don’t want to,” Del offered, taking Titus’ hand away from his cheek, just holding the other man’s fingers to provide some kind of comfort.


	“I want to…” Titus sighed, his voice quiet and unassuming. He looked embarrassed, and Del could tell that Titus’ nerves were in a jumble.


	A week back, they had discussed the possibility of Del returning to see his family in the Moral Realm. The idea had felt out of reach, but when Del had expressed wanting to take Titus with him to show him his home, the lurdane became notably excited, and he had jumped at the chance to show Del where they needed to go to perform the spell.


	Del could perform magic now, if only in small increments, but he knew enough to open the portal between the realms, temporarily. As long as he knew where the anchor ports were, Del could pass freely, much the same as Grimwald himself. Titus knew the anchors, even if he had used them sparingly, and was unable to open them himself.


	“I’d like you to meet them…” Del tried, squeezing Titus’ hand in an attempt to encourage him.


	It had been months since Del had seen his home, and he had left the mortal world under unideal circumstances. He had been a bargaining chip, and when Grimwald had come to collect him, his ‘removal’ from his family’s house had been less than graceful. Technically, he was still owned by the Earl, but Titus was his son, and having Grimwald’s heir’s approval of the trip meant that he wasn’t breaking any rules. At least Del hoped that was the case, they hadn’t exactly told anyone.


	“You’re sure that… it will be all right?” Titus asked, raising his eyes to meet Del’s, his expression wary and puppy-doggish.


	Titus had every right to be worried, but beyond yearning to see his family, Del wanted to share his world with Titus as well. He wanted to show Titus his room, his favourite spots in the garden, and his collection of books. It was nothing extravagant, but a part of Del was hopeful that the lurdane could learn to read English, since Sylvan was out of reach for him.


	Only beings with magic could read the Sylvan language, and Titus regretfully didn’t have the ability to cast. He was still a fae though, and the fair folk delighted in stories, regardless of their origin. Del just wanted Titus to enjoy himself, and mortal novels didn’t seem like a bad place to start.


	Del had seen so much of the Fae Realm and the wonders it held, but Titus had hardly set foot in the Moral Realm. He couldn’t conceal himself with magic like the other fae, and there was no way he could blend into a crowd, but surely, he could experience Del’s home. The Blackard estate was on the outskirts of the countryside, and if his family could accept that Del had been whisked away by the fair folk, they could tolerate the existence of a friendly fae as well. Hopefully.
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