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Before Reading 




Violet Fields & Midnight Mountains is a full-length ADULT fantasy romance adventure which includes adult language and spicy scenes. 


It is the first book in the Sugar and Spice Fantasy Romance series. 


All books are standalones within an interconnected fantasy world.


Content Warning: explicit language, spicy scenes between two consenting adults, strained parental relationships, and slight violence. 


Spicy Scenes: 


There are two spicy scenes within this book. 


 They do use very explicit language. 


 I have provided the chapters in which those scenes can be found, below in case you are uncomfortable reading such scenes, and want to skip them or just don't want to read them in public.


Chapter 19 – Shelter from the Storm (starts near the end of the chapter)


Chapter 20 – Worship (entire chapter)


Chapter 33 – Stargazing (starts one page in)














  
  
A Fork in the Road




The annoying hum of a fly brought Zaharra into wakefulness as she slapped at the insect. She opened her eyes against the glare of the sun and wiped at the sweat dripping down her brow. 

It was insanely hot for this time of the year, and Zaharra had sought shelter under a patch of sheltering trees that grew prevalent on the plains. This patch of trees, in particular, sported a large rock that produced just enough shade from the sweltering heat and, in her case, to take a quick nap behind. 

It also marked the fork in the road Zaharra was traveling on. 

Left led to the Whispering Bluffs and the Nebula Isles. Right led to the Violet Plains and the Midnight Mountains. 

The hum of the fly was back, and Zaharra slapped at it again before using the side of the boulder to get to her feet. Grabbing her travel bag, she shaded her eyes and glanced at the sun. It sat high in the cloudless blue sky, having barely moved since she had closed her eyes.

Stupid fly had woken her up from her nap way too early. 

But it didn’t matter. 

She had laid down to rest her feet from her travel and to quiet her anxious mind. 

She had only succeeded in one of the two. 

Part of her was excited to be headed home after the months she had been away. She missed the bustling town she had grown up in. She missed her best friend, Meerek, and her brothers. She missed her father, his baking, and the way he always brought order and cleanliness to the chaos of their home. She missed her mother’s tight-lipped smile, and her barking orders when the young women in her defense classes didn’t follow through with the various kicks and punches. 

But another part gnawed at her stomach like a starving dog on a bone. Anxiety wove its way through her mind and body, and Zaharra closed her eyes, making herself take a few long, deep breaths. 

She was desperately trying to convince herself not to spiral. To tell herself not to be an anxious, nervous wreck. 

Her internal self-talk wasn't working, though. Her stomach continued to knot as her mind tried to figure out how she was going to tell her mother she had failed. 

That, in the end, it didn’t matter how hard she trained, how hard she studied, or even that she was a damn legacy, her family name gracing the queen’s hall for the last three generations. 

Her mother was going to be so disappointed, and Zaharra hated disappointing her.

She was supposed to be coming back from the queen’s city, from her rite of passage into womanhood with good news, not utter disappointment.

The rite of passage was a system built for anyone with orcish blood, between the age of twenty and twenty-five, to come to the city and officially step into adulthood. It was a time of wonder, of learning, and being tested in skills to determine their next steps in life. 

Zaharra opened her eyes and shook her head before grabbing her travel bag. Slinging it over her shoulder, she shifted towards the fork in the road leading towards the Violet Plains. 

Towards home.

Biting her lip, she glanced to the right, then over her shoulder. 

She could always go back to the city, a little voice in the back of her head whispered. 

Demand to be retested. Go through it all again. 

But in the end, the results would be the same. 

No, what mattered now was that she went home and broke the news to her parents. Then figure out what she was supposed to do with the rest of her life. 

Her feet dragged, kicking up dust from the road, and she blamed her sluggish gait on the fact she had been traveling for the last three days. Not because she was trying to delay the inevitable.

That she, her mother’s only daughter, had somehow failed at becoming the one thing she was raised from birth to be. That she would not be continuing the family tradition of becoming part of the orc queen’s personal guard.

All the training and all the late nights studying had been for nothing. It didn’t matter that she was proficient in knives, swords, longbow, short bow, and everything in between. It didn’t matter that she had physically run circles around more seasoned warriors. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but what the queen herself decided in the end. 

And her decision was to not allow Zaharra into her personal guard. 

The annoying voice in the back of her head gnawed at her once again, calling her out for being a failure to her entire bloodline. 

It told her to turn around and run the other way.

Instead, Zaharra picked up her pace. 

Her walk turned into a jog. 

She would not run away from her problems. 

No, she would face them head on. 


      [image: ]A bustling town surrounded by fields of swaying grassland, dotted with violet flowers, greeted Zaharra as she crossed the final hill that led home. She didn’t slow her pace, instead letting bewildered townsfolk stare at her as she jogged down the main street. She could see her family’s farm to the right and directed her feet down the familiar path. Squinting towards the fields, she chuckled under her breath as a herd of sheared vysha came into view. 

Vysha was a hardy breed, known for their ability to withstand the strong winds and storms that swept across the plains during the summer and winter months. They normally sported long brown coats, except in the summer months. Zaharra huffed, suppressing her laughter as she thought about her brothers wrangling up the vysha without her this year and getting them into the shearing quarters. 

To Zaharra, wrangling the vysha, especially the naughty ones who always managed to escape, was second nature. Her brothers, on the other hand…

They always made a mess of it, in a way that had her in stitches, unable to breathe from laughing so hard by the end of the day. 

A wave of sadness hit her from nowhere, as Zaharra realized how much she had missed in her months away. 

She had half a mind to turn and head towards the fields to see if her brothers were out there and if they needed any help bringing the vysha in for the night, but she knew she would just be procrastinating the inevitable. Instead, she stayed her course and took another deep breath, slowing to a walk as she neared the front door of her childhood home.

With a steadying breath, she reached for the doorknob to open the door.

Her brow furrowed slightly as she jiggled the handle.

The damned thing was locked.

She cocked her head before drifting around the side of the house to their backyard that doubled as the training field for her mother’s students. 

No one was outside.

Which was very odd, considering the time of day it was.

Zaharra turned on her heel, striding back the way she came, and gripped the front door handle in her hands. 

The door didn’t even budge an inch.

In all her life, she could count on one hand the number of times the front door had been locked, and every time was because her whole family had gone on vacation.

She shimmied her way to the side, small bushes under their living room window catching on her pant legs, little burs getting stuck in her laces. Cupping her hands, she plastered her face against the window.

Damn her luck.

The house was dark. 

More than that, it was pristine and tidy in a way she knew her father cleaned before a huge family outing. 

Relief washed over her slightly. 

Looks like she didn’t have to disappoint her family quite yet in her failure to get into the queen’s guard. 

On the other hand…

Zaharra took a step back and out of the bushes before wrinkling her nose. 

When Zaharra and her eldest brother were going through a rebellious phase, and sneaking out at night, her parents had invested in magical locks to keep the house locked up tight.

There was no way she was getting into the house until her parents got back. 

With a long sigh, she turned and headed towards the barn, the one with dedicated stalls for the older and pregnant vysha. It also housed all the shearing equipment, along with a small basic shower to hose off during the muddy season before coming into the house and, most importantly, a huge loft where they stored excess hay bales. 

A loft she was going to be sleeping in until her family got home. Lucky for her, it was summer, and the nights were still warm enough to sleep outside. 

Pushing the door to the barn open, Zaharra made a beeline straight towards the shower. Goddess only knew what she looked like after three days on the road. She tossed her travel bag to the side and stripped, turning on the cold water and stepping underneath the rough spray. She showered quickly, not a fan of the cold water even on hot days, then pulled out her last clean outfit tucked away at the bottom of her bag. 

A light linen sleeveless tunic paired with her well-loved trousers that were a cross between workout leggings and loungewear. Comfortable and just tight enough to define her legs, but still breathable enough for the heat of summer. 

Zaharra scowled at her boots and sweaty socks, not wanting to put those things on again for at least a million years. As much as she loved her sturdy boots, and really, any boots, her feet ached from her travels. Plus, she didn’t have a spare pair of socks and refused to put on any dirty ones after finally getting all cleaned up.

She glanced around the stables quickly before spying a suspicious strap of leather sticking out from the top of a cabinet. Zaharra stretched up onto her tiptoes to grab it and a pair of old sandals she thought she had lost years ago tumbled to the ground. 

“Score!” she exclaimed, a little too loudly, and a startled huff erupted from behind her. 

She turned in surprise and wandered over to the stall she didn’t think was occupied and peeked over.

A very pregnant vysha shook its head at her before going back to munching the hay in the stall’s corner. She reached out to pet its back, checking to make sure the vysha’s water bucket was full before checking on the rest of the stalls. 

They were all empty and clean. 

“Just you and me then, little lady,” she murmured, scratching behind the vysha’s ears.

Her stomach took the one second of silence to make itself heard, and Zaharra chuckled slightly. 

“Well… it’s just you and me after I get back from the tavern. I’m starving.”








  
  
The Windy Tavern




Dusk was fast approaching by the time Zaharra reached the Windy Tavern. This place always held her fancy. It was farther away from the main street, on the opposite side of the town, but they also served some of the best bread along with a potato and meat dish that kept Zaharra and plenty of others coming back for more. 

They also had some of the best fruit-infused mead, or so Zaharra heard. She was never one to go out on the town to drink, always having to wake up early to help on the farm and train with her mother.

Tonight, though, she wouldn’t mind a drink or even two. 

She had a lot on her mind and needed to figure out how to break the news to her family that she didn’t get chosen to be in the queen’s guard, effectively ending their family’s legacy. 

With those thoughts quickly dampening her mood, Zaharra stepped into the rambunctious tavern. 

She scouted out the crowd, mostly orcs that lived in town, though she noticed the band playing was peculiar and clearly travelers. A group of oddly dressed humans and a bear, most definitely a shifter, playing the drums were on stage. 

Snorting slightly, she narrowed her eyes. She was mistaken. There were at least a couple of elves mixed in with the humans.

Zaharra briefly wondered what had brought the strange group to the Violet Plains and where they were headed afterwards. 

Her town wasn’t a stranger to groups passing through, as they were on the main road towards the Midnight Mountains and to human villages beyond it. 

Zaharra clapped her hands with the rest of the folks in the tavern as she made a beeline towards one of the few open booths. This one was small and near the back, far enough away from the stage to enjoy the ruckus yet still able to have a conversation with Meerek, who she spied working behind the bar. She waved, catching her attention.

Meerek waved back before making an annoyed face and clapping her hands over her ears. The bear on stage had accidentally spilled the drum set onto the ground, knocking down one elf in the process. The elf sprang to their feet and tackled the bear, and they went rolling across the stage, upsetting the rest of the singers. Zaharra grimaced as a full brawl between the group erupted. 

Four orcs wearing the Windy Tavern embroidered shirts jumped onto the stage and broke them up, hauling away the bear just as it shifted back into human form.

Zaharra slapped a hand to her mouth to stop from laughing as a cloud of fine mist shrouded the bear for an instant before dissipating and leaving a very naked human in its wake. He ran offstage and out the side door, the group following hot on his heels. 

A giggle escaped Zaharra as she watched Meerek lower her hands and laugh along with everyone else in the tavern as an invisible weight on her shoulders lifted. She hadn’t realized until now how much she missed simple, fun nights in her town. 

While at the queen’s city, she had been immersed with so many other beings around the world, from humans, shifters, elves, and even fairies, to name a few. And while she loved the bustling diversity, the nonstop action and surprises the city offered, there was just something calming about being home. 

Meerek bustled over to her booth, pulling Zaharra out of her reminiscing, and placed a steaming bowl of potato and meat stew on the table in front of her. Her mouth watered instantly. 

“My shift is over in ten. You want to hang after?” Meerek asked.

Zaharra nodded ecstatically; the only thing she could do after shoving a mouthful of stew in her face.

Meerek laughed and took a step away before twirling back in excitement. 

“Wait! You’re officially back from the queen’s city! You know what this means?”

Zaharra paused, a spoonful of stew hanging between her half-opened mouth. She shook her head slightly. “Ummm... what?”

“It means congratulations are in order! You finally know what you’re going to do in life, not like we all didn’t know. I mean, every woman in your family has been part of the queen’s guard. But it’s, like, real now, you know! It’s official, and we should celebrate by getting hammered.”

Zaharra shoved the spoonful of stew into her mouth, hoping Meerek wouldn’t catch the grimace on her face. She nodded as Meerek dashed back to the bar quickly and disappeared. 

The weight of being a failure settled back on her shoulders. It wasn’t just her family that she was going to disappoint, but also her town and friends. 

She glanced around the tavern again as family friends and those she knew in passing waved. 

Some of them yelled out congratulations, which made her want to hunch her shoulders and sink fully into the floor. 

Damn, this was going to suck when everyone finally found out. 

Zaharra quickly devoured her food, scraping the bottom of the bowl just as a jug of mead slammed down on the table.

She jumped slightly, glancing up at Meerek’s unhappy face. 

“Guess who is working until closing tonight because of a call-out?”

Relief rushed through her as she stood up and wrapped Meerek in a hug. “No worries. Honestly, I’m tired anyway.”

Meerek sighed, hugging her back something fierce before stepping away and thrusting the jug of mead into her hands. “Here. My present to you. We will catch up later and have a drink together. How long until you run off to the city again?”

Zaharra forced a smile. “I’m not going to run off without saying goodbye and having an amazing girls’ day with you.”

A loud shout, followed by rambunctious laughter, tore Meerek’s attention away, and she cursed under her breath before wrapping Zaharra in another brief hug. “I’ll stop by the farm tomorrow.”

Zaharra gripped the jug of mead tighter as Meerek sauntered off, waving her arms. “Hey, losers! Get some drinks and cut the racket or get on stage and turn the racket into something we can all enjoy. Just stop doing whatever shit you’re doing at the moment.”

Zaharra took her opportunity to escape, and once outside, she quickly popped the cork to the mead. 

She really needed a fucking drink. 


      [image: ]“Mother! It is I, your daughter, back from the queen’s city. I bring disappointment.” Zaharra stumbled slightly, resting heavily on the side of a building as she giggled. Her vision blurred, and she felt warm and happy on the inside. 

Well, maybe not happy, but definitely no longer worried. 

“No, no, no,” she shushed herself. “We can think of a better way to tell Mother about us being a failure.”

She pushed herself upright and did a mock bow to the empty street in front of her before pointing to nothing. “Tis I, Zaharra, and I told the queen, it was I who did not want to be there.”

She giggled again and took a swig from the jug in her hand. It had grown suspiciously light, and she hiccupped before glaring down the opening of the bottle. “Hmmm… I think you and I have a problem. Where has all my mead gone?”

Snickering, she twirled on her heel, tripping slightly. Her arms pinwheeled, and what little mead was left at the bottom of the jug sloshed about. She finally righted herself and went to check on her precious mead, when her eyes caught sight of something far better.

Squatting down, she discarded the jug to the cobblestone walkway and placed both her hands on the glass window in front of her. 

The most amazing set of boots she had ever seen was on display in the shopfront. 

She tipped her head back to look at the sign, squinting as the letters tried to run away, as if they didn’t want her to read them. 

Either this was a magical shop, or she was far more drunk than she originally thought. 

Zaharra was betting on the latter. 

She closed one eye, and the words magically stopped moving.

“Roakheart Trading Co.” She hiccupped slightly, before pressing her hands against the glass again, eyeing the boots. She pointed her finger at them. “I want you, fuzzy winter boots. With your cute little pompom laces.”

“You know, they are rated for glacial temperature and are waterproof. They aren’t just for looks.”

The rough voice came out of nowhere, and Zaharra acted on pure instinct.

She stood quickly and spun on the balls of her feet, hands shooting out to grab whomever dared sneak up on her. 

The move was second nature, a basic takedown her mother taught all her students in first-year defense classes. Her hand locked on a wrist, her other arm shooting out to turn the speaker’s head as her leg swung behind their feet and she pushed. 

A loud oomph echoed through the streets as Zaharra followed the person down, knee landing squarely on a thick, muscled chest. She tossed her head back, sending her loose hair out of her face, and locked eyes with the most handsome goliath man she had ever seen. 








  
  
Roakheart Trading Co.




Kahr couldn’t breathe, and it wasn’t because he was suddenly staring up at the most beautiful orc he had ever seen. 

No, it was because one minute he was finally coming back from a week of travel to see someone staring at the winter boots in his shopfront, and then the next, he was on his back with a knee grinding painfully into his chest. 

He tried to suck in a breath as the beautiful orc above him snarled, “Who are you, and why did you sneak up on me, Goliath?”

“Kahr.” He got his name out with the little breath he still had left. “Call me Kahr. And this is my shop.”

The orc’s eyebrows crinkled, her frown deepening just as a hiccup escaped her. She blinked rapidly and swayed, her dark forest-green skin paling slightly.

She looked like she was about to throw up on him.

Khar winced. “If you’re going to throw up, please don’t do it on me.”

The orc rolled her eyes and hiccupped again. “I’m not”—Hiccup—“going to…” She gulped and paused, glancing up to the starry sky, and took a deep breath. 

She grumbled slightly under her breath before turning to look down at him again, her unbound black hair tumbling over her shoulders and shadowing her face. 

“Sweetheart, if you let me up, we can go into my shop, and I can make you some tea. I have a brew that will help sober you up.”

The orc narrowed her eyes, and she opened her mouth, as if she was about to say something else, but another hiccup escaped. 

Kahr managed a smile as the orc shook her head and stood, releasing his arm and finally removing her knee from his sternum. He sucked in a full breath and groaned, getting to his feet. 

“Sorry about that. You startled me.” She brushed her hair to the side, its length sliding down her lower back.

A slight blush highlighted her high cheekbones, and Kahr felt the air rush out of his lungs once more as his eyes roamed over the beautiful orc in front of him. His gaze snagged on her luscious full lips, before making its way to her fiery amber eyes. Starlight glinted across her rich green skin, and it took all of Kahr’s strength to tear his eyes away from her and reach for his shop door. The magic locks clicked, keyed to his aura, and he twisted the handle. 

Luminescent fairy lights hummed to life, and he stepped to the side, motioning for the orc to come inside. He couldn’t stop his gaze from dipping as she brushed past him. Her body was an enticing mix of athleticism and sculpted curves wrapped in tight leather and cloth. 

Kahr shoved his hands in his pockets to keep from doing something inherently stupid. 

Like touching her. 

The orc stepped in before stopping in the doorway, blocking the entrance. He looked over her shoulder, just to make sure something wasn’t amiss. To his eyes, everything looked fine. 

“Is something wrong?” he murmured.

“No, I’ve just never been in here before.” She shrugged slightly before wandering through the main floor of the shop, glancing around.

Kahr let her roam, letting his gaze become watchful. 

The orc female was still drunk, and while he could not care less if she broke anything in the shop, he wanted to make sure she didn’t accidentally hurt herself. He placed his travel pack behind the counter and sat down on the chair. The chair that had been recently vacated by one of his few hires, and the reason why he was back so soon. 

And while the timing of his hire leaving had irked him earlier, he now found he didn’t mind so much as he watched the woman before him pick up the pair of boots she was ogling outside his shop minutes ago. 

She giggled and flicked the little pom-poms that hung at the end of the boot laces before placing them back on the shelf. 

Kahr tilted his head, giving in to studying not just her beautiful orc physique, but the way she moved. If the takedown earlier hadn’t already confirmed his suspicion, the way this orc moved her amazingly athletic body did. 

She was a fighter, plain and simple. 

Even drunk and swaying on her feet, she was confident in her own body, in her movement, and that she could hold her own against anyone and anything. 

He concentrated his gaze back on her face with her full lips, expressive amber eyes, and high cheekbones. 

Then she turned and smiled at him, and Kahr forgot how to breathe all over again. 

She partially sauntered and swayed to him, leaning over the counter. “I always thought all trader shops were the same. But I like yours, it’s… it’s different.”

“I didn’t want to step on the toes of the other trader in town, so I tailored mine to have what his didn’t.”

“Makes sense. Why sell the same things and be in competition.”

Kahr nodded slightly, not really hearing what she said. Instead, he was daydreaming about running his hands through this orc’s long black hair. 

She hiccupped and wavered on her feet slightly, snapping Kahr back to reality. 

“Tea, I promised you tea. The kitchen is in the back if you want to follow.” 

He slipped off the chair and grabbed one of the small sample teas from the display on the counter. Leaving the choice fully up to her, he headed towards the back and immediately started washing and filling the kettle with water. Once filled, he put it on the stove and quickly stoked a fire to life.

Relief filled him as he turned to see the orc had followed him, sitting down at the small two-person kitchen table. Her elbows rested on top as she slumped slightly, holding her head in her hands. 

An urge to take her into his embrace and just hold her washed over him. The intensity of the feeling had him freezing, his breath sharp and almost painful. 

He balled his hands into fists, squeezing and releasing a few times before the feeling finally left, and he trusted himself not to do anything fucking stupid.

Like pulling her hands away from her face and kissing her.

Yes, that would be fucking stupid. 

Considering the fact she would probably put him on his ass before he could even feel her lips on his. 

And also because it would be wildly inappropriate because she was drunk, and he would never take advantage like that.

“All right, water is on,” Kahr stated a bit too loudly, and the orc woman jumped slightly, raising her head from her hands.

Shit, what the hell was he thinking. 

She was on the verge of passing out. She didn’t need tea. She needed to get home.

“Hey,” he murmured, a little softer this time, and pulled the other chair out from the kitchen table. “Do you want me to walk you home? Or to a friend’s house?”

The orc grumbled under her breath before shaking her head. “I’m in no hurry to get home and sleep in the hayloft.”

Kahr blinked in surprise, slightly taken aback. Why was this beautiful orc living in a hayloft? 

Before he could even ask, she pulled a battered letter from her shirt pocket and shoved it in his face. 

“This… this is why I’m home so early. My family isn’t even here, which I guess is”—she hiccupped and shook her head—“fine. At least I get a day or so to wallow in self-pity until they get back. Then they and the town…” She hiccupped again and almost slipped from the chair. 

Kahr reached out on instinct, wrapping his hand around her elbow to keep her upright. 

He was slow to release her, his heart thudding rapidly just from the feel of her smooth skin on his. She didn’t seem to react to him catching her, instead continuing to talk, her words slurring slightly.

“… will be so disappointed. I mean, I passed everything. I’m a damn legacy. Look… look, I passed everything and, still, I failed in the end. Why did I fail? Oh gods, everyone is going to be so disappointed in me.”

Kahr’s heart clenched as the orc’s voice cracked at the end. He finally released his hold, making sure she was steady before taking the letter from her hand. He was curious about what was inside and whether he could make whomever made her feel like a failure to pay in a painful way.

She motioned for him to open the letter before placing her head in her palms again.

He unfolded the worn paper and quickly gazed over the contents. 

Zaharra Fairstone

Kahr glanced up slightly at the beautiful orc who now had a name. 

Zaharra. 

It fit her, and just the sound of it in his mind made his heart sing. He desperately wanted to say it out loud, to taste the syllables on his tongue and see how she would react when he said her name for the first time. Instead, he glanced back down and continued reading.

Fullblood orc

Twenty-three years old

Damn, he had twelve years on her. She was still so young. When he was her age, he was still wandering the realm, learning who he was and what he wanted in life. 

A flash of anger sizzled through his veins. 

Zaharra shouldn’t feel like a failure. 

She still had her whole life before her.

Kahr continued reading, if only to find out the exact reason why Zaharra was so upset and how to make her happy. 

A list of passes and failures next to a range of activities that spanned from knowledge, weapons, survivability, physical prowess, and critical thinking were listed on the letter. 

And every one of them had a passing check until he flipped the letter over.

Below it were two sentences, and Kahr ran a finger over the smudges, most likely made by tear stains. An anger he had only felt twice in his life boiled through him at the thought of Zaharra crying.

It has been determined that though a legacy; the queen has decided you are not to be part of her guard.

Below, you can find other professions to fit your talents.

Kahr didn’t even bother reading the list and fought the urge to crumple the letter and throw it into the fire on Zaharra’s behalf.

The scream of the teakettle mimicked the rage inside him as he got up and moved the kettle from the fire.

“I’m sorry you…” He turned around and cut his sentence short. 

She lay slumped over the table and a little snore echoed through his kitchen. 

Kahr shook his head and stepped forward, scooping her into his arms before she slid off her chair. 

He headed towards the spare sleeping quarters and laid her on the bed. Quickly sliding off her sandals, he placed them next to the bed before pulling the fur blanket up to her chin. She rolled to her side, burying her face in the blanket and sighed. 

“Goodnight, Zaharra,” Kahr whispered before pulling the door shut behind him. 
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