

  

    

      

    

  




	Risqué Fae: Last Delicacy 


	 


	An Extra Spicy, Love Filled, MMM Mortal Taken by the Fae Romance Finale 


	 


	Monique Morgan


	




	Copyright

© 2026 Monique Morgan. All rights reserved.






	
[image: FairyBlackandWhite17]













The

characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to

real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.




No

part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or

transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,

recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher. Monique Morgan does not consent to their work being copied, added upon, or scraped by AI for training or entertainment purposes in any capacity, past, present, or in future releases. 




For permission requests, write to the publisher: ohmoni.mor@gmail.com.




Cover

design by: Monique Morgan 


Graphic design images distributed through free use

from: Canva 


Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309 


Released and/or

Printed in the United States of America and Canada




	Dear Reader,


	Final Delicacy is, you guessed it, the final book in the Risqué Fae Series! I won’t be hanging up the series for good, and may even do a spin off featuring some other characters, but I will definitely be writing some short, spicy stories about Del, Titus, and Venture.


	If you want to read more Risqué Fae (especially those scorching scenes) you can subscribe to my newsletter and get my short stories for FREE! I give away at least 1 free story of my own making a month, and constantly have promos from other authors.




	Supporting me by rating, reviewing, and subscribing to my newsletter helps a lot! It makes it possible for me to continue writing. If you love steamy fantasies filled with hot men and magic, you’ll love my next series, All the King’s Men, that will be releasing in late April. You can read all about it at the end of this book.


	For now, enjoy the long-awaited conclusion of Del’s tale of wonder, Final Delicacy. Don’t worry, I promise there is a steamy scene waiting for you in the epilogue.


 


	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 trouple 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 romantic threesome between three consenting adults. 


	For a complete list of potential triggers, please read below: size kinks, stomach bulging, sex right after waking up, blowjobs, voyeurism, three-man spooning, sandwich position, degradation, praise, inhuman/enhanced appendages, rough intercourse, sword fighting, mentions of war, bodily harm, misgendering, and bloodshed. 


	Enter or retreat at your own discretion.




	Part 1


	The fae poured from the archway like water from a faucet, their number staggering as Del stared in wide-eyed horror. These creatures were not here to explore or dally, their shining leather armour and matching uniforms an obvious mark of war.


	“Who?” Venture repeated, the question hanging above Del like a guillotine.


	Del tore his eyes away from the portal and back to Venture, his elfin qualities that much starker in the moonlight. He looked formidable with his radiant white locks and his piercing black eyes. Instead of it being a mark of haunting beauty, it triggered a primal feeling of fear in Del. Almost as if he was staring down a wolf, the fae’s glittering white horns like fangs as they shimmered in the night.


	“Titus is—” Del tried, tears still flowing freely down his cheeks as he kept his hands pressed to Titus’ stomach.


	Venture finally looked down at the lurdane, but his demeanor did not shift, that angry boil in his veins notable even now.


	He muttered quickly under his breath and kissed his fingers before placing them beneath Del’s, his hands sliding along Del’s skin easily from all the blood.


	The hot flow ceased instantly, but the skin didn’t feel right. Simple healing magic couldn’t mend a wound this deep, but at least Titus wasn’t losing any more blood.


	“Liaig,” Venture said dully, his voice harsh but commanding. It lacked the gentle touch it usually had, but Del was too distracted to care, relieved to see the healer as he broke through the crowd.


	He was a gnarled-looking spriggan, and he emerged from the fray with haste, his monstrous limbs possibly dwarfing Titus’ own.


	“See that a triage is established,” Venture instructed as he rose to his feet.


	He caught Del’s hand in his own as he stood, and Del moved with a bewildered obedience, fear and regret still staining him as his bloody hands eased into Venture’s.


	The fae’s gaze fell back on Del as the spriggan lifted Titus, a mossy bed of branches and leaves forming under him as he was ushered toward the portal.


	“I won’t ask again, Del,” Venture said sternly, his tone still hushed as the legions of fae organized themselves into ranks. “Who did this?”


	A numbness fell over Del as he stared at the gancanagh, his overwhelm palpable as he stood there on trembling limbs. He didn’t know how to answer that question, his mind frayed with concern as he looked toward his home beyond the woods.


	Venture followed his gaze silently before nodding and releasing Del’s hand.


	“We march on the west while we have nightfall,” Venture declared, his voice booming over the crowd as the fae stood in their perfect military rows. “Lieutenant Sparth.”


	A stout man trundled out of the procession and approached Venture with a severe reverence. He wore the full colours of the Winter Palace, and his plumage marked him as one of the higher-ranked officials in the legion. As intimidating as the horde was, Del could see that their organization had been slapdash. Their size was nothing to sniff at, but Del saw remarkably few battalion heads or officers. Venture seemed to be leading the charge, but Del had never known him to be a military man.


	“You know these lands better than anyone,” Venture said in a low tone as he spoke to the lieutenant. “Muster the troops as you see fit and have them arranged for an assault. Have Morningstar take lead with our archers.”


	Sparth bowed quickly at Venture’s words, and Del watched as the clurichaun moved back to the legion and began to address the crowd, gesticulating and gesturing toward the fields to the west.


	Del felt overwhelm plow into him, the glint of weapons and the shine of polished hide searing into his mind. This was an army. A force meant to plunder and kill. Del had never heard of fae and mortals clashing in battle, not in any modern tales, and such an idea was unprecedented. It was disarming, and Del struggled to comprehend what he was looking at. It was as if he had stumbled into a waking nightmare, the unthinkable coming to life before his very eyes, ready to advance on the mortals here and kill all who fell in their path.


	“Venture,” Del swallowed, taking hold of Venture’s sleeve, trying to draw his attention back to him. “What are…”


	Del couldn’t even make himself speak the words. He wanted to ask what was happening and why Venture was doing this. It just didn’t seem real. Del’s emotions were ragged and torn as logic seeped from his mind, the adrenaline still pumping through him. To see an army march on his family was incomprehensible.


	“You should go with Titus to the triage unit. Have your wounds tended to,” Venture ordered dismissively, his demeanour surprisingly cold as he watched the army file through the woods. He didn’t pull away from Del, but nor did he lean into him with affection, his company a shadow of what it once was.


	Del had forgotten that he was hurt, and he looked lamely down at his arms, his skin a blotchy mess of red from Titus’ blood and his own. He had even taken off his shirt to use it as a mask earlier, and his coat did a poor job at concealing that since it was in tatters as well.


	“Venture,” Del insisted, attention darting between the portal and the marshalling army as they disappeared into the night. “You can’t—stop. Venture, we can’t do this. That’s—that’s my—”


	“What, Del? That’s your what?” Venture asked harshly as he whipped around to face Del, that fury rekindled as his hair began to lift, swimming around him as if he were in water. “The people who started a full-out war with the fae? The people who attacked and nearly killed the Earl’s son on sight? They’re what?”


	Del cringed at Venture’s words and his looming appearance, his visage growing more frightening by the second. This was why humans feared the fae so much, Del could see that now. Titus was intimidating, but the power that exuded from Venture was unfathomable. It was old, deep magic, and not something mortals were meant to comprehend. Del had known that, but seeing it was different. It was tangible and vast; a call to arms that reverberated through the earth itself as if Venture and the grove were one being.


	“They’re—they’re my family, Venture. Venture, I can’t just… we can’t,” Del stuttered out, his eyes wide as he staggered backward, his heart suddenly pounding again. He could hardly believe that this was Venture at all. The being wore his face, but the energy around him was dark, a vengeful spirit if there ever was one.


	Venture seemed to notice Del’s fear, and he exhaled deeply through his nose, his hard expression softening slightly as he approached Del.


	Del flinched as Venture reached out for him, touching his cheek with that same care he had shown earlier, a strange, reserved quality to it as if he was saying goodbye to a deceased loved one.


	“We must,” Venture said tightly, eyes scanning Del’s marred skin as he took in every cut and every scrape. “Please… go see Titus and allow the arcanists to heal you. I cannot spare the magic right now. We’ll need it for the assault.”


	Del’s lip quivered, and he pinched his brows together, upset and confused by everything that was happening. He wanted to see Titus and make sure he was okay, but he couldn’t just abandon his family.


	“Venture, please listen to me,” Del pleaded, grabbing Venture’s wrist and holding his palm to his cheek. “It’s my fault. It’s just my fault. Everyone on the Blackards’ land is innocent. Please—please, listen to me. I’m the one—”


	“I know,” Venture replied cooly, stroking his thumb over Del’s cheek. “I could feel your magic in Elfame. I felt your desperation, Del.”


	Del swallowed thickly, his body trembling as Venture’s cold gaze fell on him, his jovial kindness nowhere to be seen.


	“So… you can’t… you can’t blame them. Wymond and—Wymond and the others, they’re not to blame. It’s m—it’s me,” Del struggled, fear rattling his bones as he held Venture’s eye, trying not to betray his own emotions.


	“You didn’t land that blow, Del,” Venture answered smoothly, reaching with his free hand to brush Del’s bangs out of his face. He followed the strands until they met their abrupt end, the locks choppy and short now.


	“I can feel most things you do… or I could, when you still carried your talisman,” Venture confessed, the words flowing from his lips almost idly, making Del’s heart skip. Venture could feel what he did? Had that always been the case? And if it was… then he had bore witness to Del’s pain and his frantic liberation of Titus.


	“Bleud limo bleud, Del. Blood for my blood,” Venture continued, the steeliness returning to his eyes. “I made the same promise to you and Titus a dozen times over, and I plan to keep my word.”


	There was a stagnant forlorn sense to his speech, like Venture was being benevolent but clinical, the words separating them slowly, a fortress erected in its place. He turned from Del then, letting go of him and walking toward the treeline, not even sparing Del a glance.


	“Go see him, Titus needs you now,” Venture instructed, disappearing into the woods as Del stared repentantly after him.


	How could he have let this happen? He had started a war, and for what? Venture sought blood, and Del knew firsthand how powerful the fae were. They would decimate the mortals that dwelled here. The best warriors were Wymond and the handful of retired knights that were sworn to the Blackard name, but they didn’t stand a chance against a legion of trained soldiers. The Blackards didn’t have a standing army; the best they could manage were the villagers and footmen that worked at the manor, and none of them were trained for combat.


	Del glanced at the portal, the instinct to flee more than present as he thought about his options. He could take the coward’s way out and simply return to Elfame and forget this had ever happened. Leave his family behind and mourn them in his own time; live humbly with the fae as their servant. He wanted to go back—he wanted to be with Titus, but he couldn’t choose between loving his family and loving the lurdane.


	Del covered his face and shouted miserably into his hands, his anxiety buffeting him as he weighed his choices. He couldn’t leave, he wouldn’t, but even if he ran to tell everyone at Blackard Manor that death was at their front door, there was no guarantee that Venture would withdraw. Even if Del was able to make Wymond see reason. But fae had weaknesses, and ones that Wymond would be willing to exploit.


	If Wymond led the charge, he would make sure every arrow was tipped with iron and every ounce of salt that could be spared would be spread across the fields. Del didn’t doubt that they’d even go as far as to gather rowan wood and douse their blades with the berry’s juices, effectively poisoning them with fruit that could kill a fae if they even caught its scent.


	Del belonged to the Winter Court by rights, and he was under their protection, but the spilling of blood went beyond that. Mortal and fae had never fought in an all-out war, and maybe Del could stop that from happening still. If he could get just one of the sides to see reason before any more lives were lost, it could put a stop to all of this.


	Del pulled his hands from his face and cringed at the sticky feeling that was left behind by Titus’ blood. He probably looked mad, but Del tried not to think about that as he took off toward the estate once again. He veered to the west, the same as Venture’s army, with the fear that Wymond and the others would already be on the battlefield. Del hoped that the fae would at least give the Blackards the decency to prepare their forces and not launch the battle until they mustered, but Del couldn’t be certain. Fae were noble, but they were also tricksters, and their idea of ‘fair’ was loose at best.


	Del’s lungs burned as he staggered on exhausted limbs toward the western fields. He had never run this much in his life, but a well of energy poured into him, born from his determination as Del breached the treeline.


	Venture’s army was gathering on a hill some miles away from the manor, their looming black shadows eerie against the moon-dampened sky. It was clear tonight, and the moon hung heavy in the air, the effervescent glow bathing the fields in a silvery sheen.


	There was no one assembled on the far end of the pasture, so Del adjusted his course and started to run to the manor. He wasn’t sure what he was going to say, but anything would be better than a war. He hoped that his pleas would be heeded this time, especially now that the vines had receded.


	Venture’s voice boomed from atop the hill, and Del turned to look at the Winter Court’s army. He couldn’t see anyone clearly, all the fae were just shapes in the darkness, but he could still tell which one of them was Venture.


	The gancanagh stood with his arms outstretched at the peak of the hill, his back to the estate as he chanted in Sylvan. Del couldn’t understand the words, but the cadence was unmistakable. Venture was casting, and Del could feel the flow of power leaching from the plants around them, their interests roused. But it wasn’t the flora that answered Venture’s call, instead, Del paused his retreat and stared as the sparse clouds in the starry sky twisted and whirled like steam from a pot. They came alive and danced to Venture’s words, his chants echoing back to him like a giant’s bellow.


	A crest started to inch its way across the moon as he continued; at first, covering just the corner of the full moon before it started to slowly overtake it.


	Del gawked as the blue hues of night filtered to red as a crimson disk started to inch its way across the moon’s surface. Venture had summoned a blood moon, the eclipse no doubt a way to keep these lands drenched in night. It darkened everything, and with it, the eternal night gave power to the Unseelie. They were creatures of the night, and war was dirty work. It set the stage for slaughter, and Del let one desperate cry escape his throat before he turned away from the display.
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