“You gotta be kidding me...” whispered Simon as he watches the Scene before him. In front of him were bandits fighting with a Troll that wandered into their small camp.
The same troll Simon was hired to kill due to it attacking the traders which are coming around here. Shaking his head, he watches as the Troll and Bandits are attacking each other. Then he grinned “Well... given WHO is leading these, it is nice to get a bounty on top of the reward of Killing that beast.” and kept himself low to be not noticed. If not by the Troll, who is way too busy with ripping bandits apart, then by the wolves or werewolves.

Neither of them is really... the company a hunter would wish on his side. “And still there are hunters who love using sweet scent” whispered Simon to himself “Or honey. And then wonder why they got ripped apart.” and shakes his head. Those ghosts who ask themselves why they were ripped apart by their prey are the worst.

Shacking his head he turns back the attention and saw that the last Bandit was down by now, including their dogs. This was what Simon waited for. Taking his bow he prepared a shot and stood up.

The Troll noticed the Sneasel and roared at him before starting to run towards him. He wasn’t intimidated by the troll and waits. Then he let go of the string and the arrow shot forward and the beast soon after roared in pain as the projectile penetrated one of the eyes, causing it to fling. Then the roars were louder as a few more arrows found spots on the body with the last one piercing through the neck.

The animal stared at him for a moment before it collapsed. Simon went close while drawing his knife to ensure this beast is dead. Once he confirms it, he went to skin the fur, as well as any kind of reagent an alchemist could use and filled his bag with them. Also, he checked the bandits, retrieving the dagger of their leader, as well as any values he could carry back. Also, he marked the spot so the guard could if they can afford some men (Simon laughs a little. Affording man in wolves and werewolves infested forest... yeah.) send in a small patrol to clean the mess up. But the wolves, werewolves and bears would be properly faster if everything when by his experience.

Once he is done, he gets packed and moved, getting away from here before the smell of death would draw in more than the ravens which are already eagerly waiting for their free meals. The hunter wandered a small path to reach the street that will lead him to his destination: His hometown Falkreath.

Walking on the streets he notes that it is quite busy today. At least busy by Skyrim standards. A caravan of three wagons with bodies on board was moving towards him. Not liking it, the Sneasel stopped and ensure he wouldn’t be in the way. Leading that caravan was a high elf... and from the clothing, he could tell it was one of the Thalmor which makes things even more complicated. And causes several questions.

“Why would one of them lead a caravan of death?” muttered Simon, seeing no sense of that. They couldn’t be Talos worshipers, as they were either executed on the spot OR dragged to the next town for a public one. So no bother for dead transports.

Soldiers? Then it would be of only one kind of armour or clothes. But he could see all kinds of people on the carriage.

Necromancy? Would explain the need... but most Necromancy spells don't create permanent vassals.
Only masters of this field could do that... and only as long they are alive and only one at once. With the exception of a few chosen ones.

Simon tried to think of other reasons why Thalmor would do that but he has to admit... aside from experimenting on the bodies for something, he cannot tell.

Shaking his head he stands to the side of the road and waits patiently to let the caravan to pass so he wouldn’t be a bother for any of them and in turn ignore him.

As this caravan of high elves and dead bodies passed, one Thalmor looked at Simon and walks to him “What are you doing here?”

“Simply being on my way to Falkreath. I live there with my family but my work can guide me to all of Skyrim.” answered the Sneasel "I wish not to meddle with you."

"Do you pray to Talos?” he asks, and Simon had to fight back the urge to face slap. Who in the right mind would answer THAT with yes in the face of a Thalmor?

Instead, he said "I am not a warrior, thus I see no reason to do so. I am a hunter. Certified by the Jarl of Falkreath."

"But work as an indented individual?” and he crossed the arms “Who tells me you’re not simply going to hunt on your own without any permission.”

“Because I don’t see why it is your business.” Admits Simon while gesturing to the caravan “I am not asking out of these and my work has nothing to do with religion. I hunt to sell the parts of animals and to exterminate those animals that are becoming too dangerous to be left alive. If you search me now, you would only find parts of a troll, some dried meat and a few things I took from bandits I run into.”

Narrowing the eyes the Thalmor turned away “Don’t get in my way again, Sneasel.”

Looking after him, the dark type scratched his head in wonder “What was that about?” and shakes his head before resuming his walk home.

The rest of his travel was not that long or eventful, to his luck and back in Falkreath, he went to the Steward and not only got the money for the troll, but also for the Bandits which got killed along the way.

Afterwards, he visited the alchemist and sold him the reagent he gathered from the Troll. Nets better coins than trying to sell it from the shop of his mate from experience. That and the Alchemist knows better how to keep the stuff usable for long periods of time. Once that question was done, Simon heads back to his home.

Once there, he opens the door and found Merina in the shop. Simon and Eliza hired the female meowstic with red instead of blue fur so Eliza had more time with the two children while still running their businesses. For Sanguines Love they had a manager anyway who deals with the daily matters and only need their attention if something happens which is out of her expertise.

And their attention was only necessary once as Hermeus Mora paid a visit... wanting to have the recipe for their potions.

The couple knew better than trying to defy the Deadric

Prince or letting them extract the information directly from them. So they handed over a scroll containing them. In exchange, they were handed a book of... interesting ideas for their business.

Downside: Most of the required Materials would cost a fortune to be gain or made. Well... that is a typical

Deadric prince deal. At least it went relative harmless in this case.

“Oh, hello Simon” smiles the hired help. "Eliza isn't here at the moment. She’s by Lod to talk about repairs. The door leading to the cave is broken and needs to be replaced."

"Thank you, Merina. Anything else I should know about?” wondered the Sneasel while he placed down his belongings in the usual closet and got his key for the safe out to put the earned money in, minus a bit for himself.

“Yes. Two letters have arrived today. One is for the two of you, she has already read it, while another is directly for you... from the Steward of Whiterun.” was her answer and gestured to a table “Both are there.”

“The children?”

“Both asleep and close that I can take care of them in case they need attention," she informed

"Thank you." smiles Simon and hugged her “You’re really a great help. I don’t know where we would be if we haven’t you.”

Blushing a bit the cat giggled “I am sure you would have found somebody else to do your little doings.”

“I am sure. Still, the help of yours are really appreciated.” smiles Simon.

Giggling Merina turned around and went back to her spot in the shop in case a customer came in to buy something. Simon, on the other hand, went to the table and took the first letter, the one of Raven.

The context of the letter was that it came with the last send of money, some more than usual as he and that woman he teamed up, Lycra, are going to Solstein for an unknown amount of time and that he send as much as he could afford to cover for the time he wouldn’t be in Skyrim.

“Well given what I have learned about this Lycra... she is properly hoping for quite the raw materials to work with.” whispered Simon to himself “But if it turns out as she hopes... than Raven would make a small fortune. Wonder if he comes down to visit us after that trip. He should see his son Pactorn after all."

Thinking of Raven's son. Simon turns to the direction where the boy and his own son would logically be right now and sighs, hoping a bit that he doesn’t have to watch the two grow up as siblings. That would make things really complicated whenever Raven shows up to see his son, as said boy would see rather Simon as a father. Especially once Simon feels comfortable enough to return to his normal work routine. Which can make him travel through half of Skyrim in some cases. Speak he would be gone for weeks. That is why he currently only take jobs which are done in a few days, two weeks if necessary.

“Now let’s see what Proventus wants me for this time.” and the Sneasel took the other letter and began to read it carefully. As he read through it, he quickly made a mental counting to know which date it is.

Once he had his answer, he leans back and began to think regarding what he is reading here. The line of thought stopped as he heard the door being opened and how Merina greets the newcomer, he knew his mate was back. So he stood up and went over to greet her. The mawless Mawile smiles at the presence of him and the two shared a kiss before whispering “Welcome back Simon.”

“Great to be back too.” he murred and the two hold each other for a while.

“I take Merina told you everything noteworthy?”

“She did” confirms Simon “I take the door is fixed soon?”

“Yes. And I take your job was a success?” she winked him

“It was... and I could even nap a bandit bounty on top of it.” smirks the Sneasel “So how was your time?”

“The two males we have here in the house kept me very busy. But It is worth it” and she moves to Simon “Now that a third of the house is back... what is written in the letter from Whiterun?”

“It is from Proventus and asks me to assist one of the guards and a team of other hunters to kill a very violent Mammoth. It keeps attacking travelers from the east but each time a response team is finding it, it is close enough to a giant camp that if they attack, the Giants would strike as well, thinking their cattle is attacked.” explained Simon while leaning back on the chair "I just hope we don't get the giants in our hairs."

"Or feathers" teased the mawile, as she stood beside him and brushes the one on the head.

“Touche” smirks Simon and she went to set on his lab, and the two stared at each other's eyes.

After sharing a short but passionate kiss, she murrs “When are you expected to come.”

“Taking travel time into account... I would have to leave in two days.” said Simon pulling her closer “But I can still refuse for family reasons."

"Go," said Eliza and strokes his face "You haven't seen Saphire way too long. Invite her over once that hunt is over. She should see her nephew.”

“The same could be told about my parents.” Simon chuckles "But the trip from Solitude to here isn't the safest route to go...”

Eliza only could laugh at this statement “Come on! You told me who your father once was, also your mother is a former member of the Blades. Not to mention the ONLY member the Thalmor aren’t willing to mess around.”

“NO wonder. Last time they tried she wiped their attack force out. Ok, dad helped her but still...” shrugs Simon

“Still it makes her one target nobody wants to mess with.” giggles Eliza and kissed her mate once more. Simon returns the kiss and they hold each other close.

Holding out the kiss, they felt each other and once they broke the kiss Eliza nibbles his nose a bit before whispering “How about we go up and have some enjoyment? You’re only two days here and we haven’t done that since I was quite heavy with our boy."

"I agree" purred Simon "And I really am pent up."

"Oh, right. You didn't approach any female since that night.” she recalled and smirks “I bet you will make me a happy woman tonight.” and then leans in and whispered, "And perhaps not only me my stud."

Simon grinned brighter "Oh? Who do you have in mind?”

“I am thinking of somebody who... should have fantasies about you since the first proper look in your birthday suit.”

Simon got who she is referring to and chuckles “Later... right now I only want you, and you alone.”

“Such a lovely thought” she whispered to him before standing up from him and moves towards their bedroom, swinging her butt for him. And he eagerly followed her.

Merina shrugged and wondered if she would hear anything but hope not so… if she doesn't hear anything that the babies don't hear anything as well. 

Thought due to the low numbers of customers so far, and that she had put a bell on the door to her people coming in if she were busy with one of the babies. Then she took a book she was reading at the moment and sat down on a chair.

While reading she recalled how she got here. She was a wandering merchant for many years but she wanted to settle down with a proper shop. But even with her experience, she didn't own enough coin to buy the necessary building.
Luckily for her, Simon, a constant customer and good friend of hers, had told her about the two children he is taking care of with Eliza. And that they need help. So taking the chance she agreed to be hired and took over the shop on regular basis. And later she learned how to treat children and showed a bit of a hand for it. 

In the bedroom, Simon and Eliza were holding in each other's arms, sharing a deep kiss with the tongues dancing around each other. Then they broke the kiss and she raised her arms, which the sneasel took as to invite and pulled her dress off from her. Once he had that one piece clothing off, he widened his eyes and a naughty grin spread his face.

His mate had nothing below that clothing, so with taking that part off, she is now standing in her full naked glory in front of him... and Simon had to admit: Despite having been pregnant with their child, she really manages to keep her curves intact. Nowhere on her body was a sign she had gained additional weight from that time and Simon was almost willing to guess if she did, it all went to the right spots, enhancing her looks.

Giggling at that grin, Eliza placed a small kiss on his lips before her hands reach for his shirt and lift it over his head. Tossing it aside, her hands are now on his ones, guiding them to her hips and Simon began to grope her ass, while her arms went around his neck, pressing her full orbs against his chest. Simon murred and continued to feel her soft skin of his loved one.

Then she slowly moved down to her knees, her nose pressed against his fur, taking a good sniff of his scent, mixed with the sweat from his hunt and the forest he was travelling in. This was one of the things she finds intoxicating for herself and a small shiver runs down her spine as she got down.

Once she was on the knees, she opened the belt of his pants and pulled it down, revealing his manhood. From the excitement and expectation of its owner, it was already erected but she knew she can archive more.

Her nose pressed against it sniffing his scent. She followed with starting to lick the length a few times before standing up and taking her mates hand. Simon followed willingly and she made him sit down on the bed, and she holds her breast against his dick, rubbing them there while she licked the tip.

Simon groaned and his hand was on her head, rubbing her hair as she working on his shaft, shuddering as he felt her softness on his harden wood, milk leaking from her nipples. Seeing it as some of it were turned into lubricant on his shaft, he licked his lips. Eliza noticed it and once he was as hard as she desired him she stood up and climbs on his lap, kissing his lips at first before raising up and leads his face to her breast, pressing her hard nipple against his lips.

They parted and let the female part of hers inter, and Simon wrapped his arms around her, pulling her in while sucking on her, enjoying her milk.

While Eliza sighs pleased from Simons sucking and had her hands on him, she moved her hips to rub his dick to keep it warm and cover it with her moist, licking her lips.

Simon switched her chest once during the sucking but he didn't drink as much as earlier and once he sucked a mouthful of her milk off, he looked up at her, a drop of milk running down is chink. Eliza moves her head in and they kissed, Simon pushing a mouthful of milk into her mouth. She sucked to get the tasty juice of hers while Simon reached down with one arm.

Understanding the intention, she rose her hips and Simon holds his dick up.

After a good positioning, Eliza went down, sighing pleased as her mates' cock was now going into her inside. She bit her lower lip in bliss as it was too long since she had anybody in her, especially her beloved Sneasel. Her walls clench hard on him while she starts to move up and down on him.

Simon groans and holds her hips, gazing at the beautiful mawile that is holding around his neck. The dick pulsing in excitement as it was now back in a female hole after such a long time. The hands are on the hips of hers to help her move.

Eliza continued to move on him, biting her lip to not moan too loud as she doesn’t want to disturb anybody else in the house and saw Simon was following suit. Then she kissed Simon, pushing against him to make his back fall on the bed. With her lying on him.

Grinning Simon understood her intention and holds her while rolling with her, making him on top of him. Then he rose up without pulling out of her, she murrs and placed her hands on his chest, her legs holding around his waist.

With a pleased grunt, the male began to trust her, the two moaning, thought holding back for previously stated reasons and their eyes are closed to enjoy the feeling more.

“More Simon... more...” whispered Eliza, panting due to the waves of pleasure hitting her, and fighting the urge to scream, to announce the world that she is taken deep and hard by her mate.

Simon was fighting these urges as well and he goes rougher on her, knowing that she likes it and can take it due to her steel typing.

The room filling with the smell of the two mating, he speeds up while she pulled harder with the legs to get him deeper.

Sweat forming on their bodies, Simon grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing it until the milk of hers are leaking. Then he holds on the other breast to repeat.

Moaning, panting and still trying to keep the volume low, Eliza grabbed hard on the sheets and pulled as hard as possible with her legs, to keep him deep in her folds, wanting him to fill her deeps. Almost wanting to bear their second child already.

Simon wishes to make her scream and knew if it weren’t for the children below he would succeed.

So the lovers kept on with the sexual efforts until Simon went down on her, his arms wrapping around her body. She did the same and they kissed while they also shared the effort to push his dick in, moving it in as his length would allow with her legs spread like that and his white cream shoot into her, filling her womb and make her feel pleasuring warm, causing her to come as well.

Tensing up for several seconds, they hold as close as it was possible before starting to relax. Between her walls and his dick, the mixture of her juices and his cream began to leak out, running down her butt onto their bed.

Breaking the kiss they gaze into each other's eyes, panting. Smiling they nuzzle each other.

"It was so wonderful" sighs the female pleased and stroke his head.

“Indeed” smiles Simon a hand on her check “And it was way too long.”

Nodding in agreement she asked, "Do you have some spunk left?”

“I haven’t had a chance to empty myself in anybody for months” grins and rose up “No way I spend all that pent-up need in one go."

"You must have quite the blue balls then." chuckles the Mawile “Well... then I guess we can fill my other hole as well.”

“A few times over!” added Simon

“Or...” and her grin gets naughty “You fill some other holes as well. Here are some that might need a good filling”

Getting what his mate is indicating, Simon began to chuckle "Well... it seems at the end of the day we need to sleep somewhere else.”

“And I already know where!” murred Eliza, and the Mawile pulled Simon back in for a deep and passionate kiss, who returned it with the same passion.

Merida who sat in the shop was shivering a bit as the moans were not lough enough to wake the kids… but loud enough for her ears to pick up. And given what she is reading, her folds were wet. "Next time a couple is doing sex in my hearing range I am NOT reading the Lusty Argonian Maid." And wondered if she should risk starting to masturbate here to relief herself.
