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In the forest near Elion’s cottage, Elion was collecting shadowberry, blackmoss, and sphinx’s mane when a hooded figure in a green tunic startled him. Despite his surprise, Elion maintained enough composure to ready a stun spell.

“Who are you?” hissed Elion.

“I am sorry to startle you while you are harvesting ingredients for your potions,” a woman’s voice spoke from the shadow of her hood.

Elion narrowed his eyes. “What do you know about potions?”

The woman pulled back her hood to reveal a fair elven face. Her hair was as red as a maple leaf in autumn and as silky as a noble’s sheets. Her emerald eyes gave her face an aura of youthfulness, of a young woman by human standards. The corners of her pink lips curled into a soft smile. “Quite a lot.” Her voice carried an old wisdom. “My name is Ghilanna.” The elven woman extended out her hands, palms facing upward with thumbs pointing out.

Elion nodded, not fully accepting the greeting. With his spell still ready and his body tensed, he asked. “How do I have the pleasure of encountering an elf in my lands?”

“You are Elion Blackbane, if I am not mistaken.”

“The one and only.” He tilted his head. “Again, I ask you. Why does an elven woman wish to meet a half-elf?”

“The trees whisper your name through the wind,” she said softly, almost singing the words. “They speak of humans held in your fortress.”

Elion had heard that some elves had the ability to listen to the trees.

“Of the pleasured moans at all hours of the sun and moon.”

Elion remained tense. If the elven woman made one wrong move he could drop his basket and send his spell directly at her chest, as small a target as it may be.

“What do you care what I do with a few prying humans?”

“I want to join them.”

Elion stared at her for a few long moments, his thoughts running wild. It was either a trick or this elf was crazy. An elf bimbo would be an amazing part of his bimbo collection. The gods know how many elves have given him condescending looks for being a half-elf. But he couldn’t shake his distrust of the stranger. No one was that crazy.

“What do you mean you want to join them?”

Ghilanna chuckled, the corners of her eyes wrinkling in amusement. “I mean what I say. If you would be so polite, it would please me to discuss the topic in a more private place.” Elion could have sworn that Ghilanna’s cheeks slightly blushed red when she glanced up at the trees.

Seeing that the woman still made no move to attack him, Elion agreed. With his eyes never leaving the stranger, Elion led Ghilanna to his cottage, which sat in an open glade on the edge of the forest. He took advantage of the time to observe his foe. She was almost as tall as Elion and she was slim, even by elven standards. When she moved, she swayed through the grass. It was no wonder that she had easily snuck up on him.













