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Book 43: Serviced by the Troll
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The ancient stone bridge stretched across the chasm, its weathered surface worn smooth by centuries of use. Veyra approached with deliberate grace, her bare feet silent against the cool stone. The air was thick with the scent of damp earth and moss, and the distant roar of the river below echoed through the canyon. Her emerald green eyes scanned the structure, taking in the intricate carvings of long-forgotten creatures that adorned the archways. She knew this path well, but today, something felt different. A low, rumbling growl vibrated through the air, and her gaze flicked upward.

Drog loomed at the center of the bridge, his massive form casting a shadow that swallowed the light. His skin was a patchwork of rough, grayish-green scales, and his muscles rippled beneath as he shifted his weight. Towering over her, he easily doubled her height, his broad shoulders blocking the way forward. His small, deep-set eyes glinted with a mixture of curiosity and hunger as he regarded her. “To cross, you must show me your beauty, little fae,” his voice rumbled, deep and gravelly, like stones grinding against each other.

Veyra’s lips curved into a mischievous smile, her sharp teeth glinting in the dim light. She tilted her head, her long, silver hair cascading over one shoulder like a waterfall of moonlight. “Beauty is a dangerous thing to demand, troll,” she replied, her voice melodic and laced with a hint of challenge. “Are you sure you can handle it?”

Drog’s nostrils flared, and a low chuckle escaped him, a sound that seemed to shake the very bridge beneath them. “I’ve handled far more dangerous things than a pretty fae,” he grunted, his gaze dropping to her slender form. She wore little more than a sheer, gossamer gown, its fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin. The faint glow of her fae magic pulsed beneath, a soft, ethereal light that seemed to dance just beneath her skin.
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