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 Prologue 
 
    Once upon a time, there was a powerful empire ruled by an alluring empress. Most men desired her, and even some women, but none drew her gaze. She had riches untold after all, beauty that made her seem blessed by the gods, and the adoration of her people. 
 
    She desired for nothing except one thing: a child.  
 
    The empress was lonely, and had long given up on finding someone to love her, someone she could learn to love back. She desired a child very much, however, and looked past her misgivings and laid with the most beautiful men in her country, hoping one of them would be able to grant her wish. None was able to do so, and she stopped trying for a while, very much aware of her failure. 
 
    It didn’t take her long to try again, but she did things differently this time. Magic was alive and well in her kingdom, and surely some of the great wizards or witches that lived in it would be able to do something about her problem. 
 
    Unfortunately, she discovered most of these great magicians were frauds. Well, maybe not frauds exactly, they had power and she saw it with her own eyes, but they were great at making fireworks and fireballs, and horrid at anything else. There were two or three supposed great healers, but all they managed to do was tell her she would have difficulty conceiving, which wasn’t what she was hoping to hear at all. 
 
    And then, one of the most famous witches in the empire was brought to her, and everything changed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
    “Are you certain this is her?” Isolde glanced warily at the supposed witch moving around her throne room, who was seemingly impressed with every shinny bauble in her sight. She couldn’t imagine how the blonde was a witch, but she doubted her advisors would be foolish enough to bring her the wrong woman. 
 
    Her seneschal coughed before answering. “It seems she had an accident of some kind a few years ago, your majesty, and since then has been like this…” He gestured at the witch, and Isolde found herself gazing at the woman once more. 
 
    She didn’t quite know what to think. The blonde seemed to have vapor inside her head. Isolde was used to being respected by everyone who met her; most were afraid of the power she wielded, and perfectly aware of what she could do to those that displeased her, but the witch in front of her had barely paid her any attention before starting to wander around the throne room. 
 
    It galled her, though she couldn’t deny it was amusing. It had been a long time since anyone behaved strangely in front of her. She couldn’t deny it worried her though, that this witch was the one most said would be the one to help her. She wasn’t certain she could trust their word. 
 
    “Witch.” She called out, and had to repeat it a couple of times to be heard. 
 
    The witch looked at her and then away, continuing her inspection of the throne room, and ignoring the empress. 
 
    Isolde grit her teeth very hard. 
 
    Fortunately for the blonde, the seneschal knew the look in the empress’s face, and moved before she could act. He approached the witch and grabbed her arm, and then pulled her until they stood before the empress. 
 
    The blonde let herself be pulled, just looked at the seneschal and let him lead her, and then glanced at the empress when she started speaking. 
 
    “What’s your name, witch?” Isolde tried to contain her mounting anger. It wouldn’t do to punish the only one that could help her before actually doing so. Maybe afterwards, depending on how pleased she was with the solution the witch presented, she would forgive the blonde and let her go. 
 
    The other woman grinned, and waved in the empress’s direction. “I’m Daisy.” 
 
    Isolde just turned and glared at her seneschal, and he swallowed loudly. She closed her eyes and tried to breathe, deeply, before opening them again and facing the witch. She almost jumped out of her throne when she did so and found the witch’s face inches away from hers. 
 
    The seneschal tried to drag the witch back, but she wouldn’t be moved from her study of the empress, and let her eyes move over the woman’s face. 
 
    Isolde froze, momentarily. That was a first. She couldn’t remember anyone ever getting in her face, not since she was a child and didn’t command the respect she did nowadays. She opened her mouth to speak, but a finger poking against her cheek made her close it, and her glare became more scathing. 
 
    The witch, Daisy, didn’t seem to notice it, however. She kept poking the empress, and mumbling under her breath, almost giving the seneschal a heart attack. 
 
    He made to move and stop the witch once more, but Isolde raised a hand and stopped him. She could take a little prodding and touching if the witch came with a solution to help her, no matter how much she didn’t like it. She used the proximity to study the witch. 
 
    She was blonde, and pale, her skin light and fair, displaying her origin from one of the northern kingdoms. Isolde almost put one arm beside the witch’s, simply to see how her light mocha skin would compare with the other woman’s, but held back at the last moment, not wanting to encourage the witch’s antics. 
 
    She couldn’t deny the witch’s looks made her quite exotic, there weren’t many of her coloring in their lands. The curves the other woman possessed did nothing to detract from her beauty, quite the opposite, they made her seem quite enticing in a way, even if they made her even more exotic. Shani women were slim and athletic, and very few had curves so generous as the ones that adorned the witch. 
 
    Isolde was one of those few, though not as voluptuous as the witch, but maybe it wasn’t as strange. In the end, what made her more curvaceous than other women from her empire was the same thing that made sure her skin was a lighter mocha than the one that adorned most of the Shani. Her mother had been from one of the northern kingdoms, a woman her father had fallen for and taken as a wife. 
 
    She tried to ignore the knowledge that her mother’s family didn’t have much of a choice in the matter, and that her father had taken her as tribute not to attack her original kingdom, and focused on the witch. 
 
    In a way, that made her even more curious about the other woman. Why was she in Shani? Their lands were rich, yes, but so were many others. What would make someone powerful in magic come to her land? And she had no doubt the woman in front of her was powerful, her advisors wouldn’t have brought her forward if she wasn’t. 
 
    Isolde bared Daisy’s poking, and her muttering, perfectly aware of her advisor getting more and more frustrated as they went on, but he wouldn’t do anything without her permission, not after she blocked his last attempt. She wasn’t sure if the other woman was already working on her problem after all, doing some kind of examination. 
 
    Daisy leaned back and smiled. “You’re pretty.” 
 
    Or perhaps the witch was simply addled. Isolde’s hands tightened around her throne, but she retained her composure. It wouldn’t do for her anger to destroy one of the few possibilities to have what she desired. 
 
    “Will you be able to grant me what I want?” She spoke out slowly, as if talking to a child, which she figured wasn’t far from the truth. She knew enough to realize Daisy’s behavior wasn’t exactly normal, but if what she was told was correct she hadn’t always been like this. So long as her skills hadn’t been affected, Isolde could ignore the blonde’s attitude. 
 
    Daisy blinked, then looked around as if making sure the empress was talking to her. “And what do you want?” She seemed nervous all of a sudden. 
 
    Isolde breathed deeply and tried to retain her composure, but she wasn’t sure she was completely successful. “I need your help in conceiving a child, witch. Will you be able to help me?” 
 
    The blonde’s eyes brightened in understanding. “Oh, that. Sure, I can.”  
 
    Her smile could almost be described as blinding, but for some reason that did nothing to abate the sudden dread Isolde felt. There should be no reason to feel like that, the other woman had just promised to help her, but the empress had learned to trust her instincts over the years, and she was sure Daisy’s help wouldn’t be as helpful as she might have wished it to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Three weeks after the witch started to ‘help’ her, and Isolde was ready to give up on the whole thing. And take vengeance for the time she lost against the witch’s skin. Three weeks of being forced to follow ridiculous instructions, of having to drink the foulest potions, and having to listen to the inane chatter that escaped the blonde’s mouth, and no progress to be seen. 
 
    Not that she expected progress in such short a time, but she also hadn’t expected to be tortured by the witch’s presence, or her words and potions. In most occasions, the blonde only wasted her time, and Isolde was starting to get quite angry about it. 
 
    She was empress, she ruled the empire and all of those within it. She wasn’t some experiment to be played with, like Daisy seemed to insist in doing. It was only the other woman’s seemingly innocence, the fact she didn’t actually realize how she was treating the empress, that allowed Isolde to let it pass. She didn’t want to, exactly, she would have punished anyone else that behaved with her as Daisy did, but she needed the witch’s help. 
 
    She could always punish the other woman later, if she was dissatisfied with the results. 
 
    “Are you certain this will help?” Isolde glared at the concoction in her hand, wincing slightly when she breathed through her nose and smelled it. Was it her, or were the potions getting fouler and fouler with each day that passed? 
 
    She glanced at the witch. If it had been anyone else, she would have accused them of trying to poison her, but she doubted the witch would be able to do that, at least purposely. She couldn’t rule out it could happen accidently. 
 
    Scrunching her face, Isolde opened her mouth and drank the potion, and struggled not to throw it out almost immediately. “Oh, goddess. What is this?” She wiped her lips, trying to get rid of the last remaining drops still staining them, shaking her head from one side to the other, hoping it would help her get rid of the taste. 
 
    It seemed figurative speech was lost on Daisy. “It’s a potion to increase your health and sexual appetite.”  
 
    Isolde glared. “You gave me an aphrodisiac?” She didn’t even try to ask how exactly the blonde expected that to help her problem, questioning the witch in such matters only made her end her day with a headache. 
 
    “The only manner to conceive a child is by having sex.” The witch said it matter-of-fact, and looked at Isolde as if she was making a great revelation. 
 
    The empress had difficulty in not glaring at the other woman. “I know that, and I’ve tried. I have a perfectly healthy sexual drive, I don’t need any help in that matter.” She ignored how her cheeks burned as she spoke, as she spoke so frankly on the matter. She didn’t keep partners for long, no, but in her search for a child she had made an effort to ignore the faults in her partners and enjoy their activities together. It hadn’t helped, obviously, and she remained childless. 
 
    Daisy blinked, as if processing the words, and shrugged. “Well, this will help you nonetheless, make you healthier. You should feel its effects over the following days.” 
 
    Oh, Isolde felt the effects alright, even if most of the time she would prefer not to. After a couple of days, she couldn’t remain still without shifting her legs and trying to provide some friction on her sex. She barely managed to focus on her duty, and spent the hours daydreaming. 
 
    Her advisors, and the servants of the palace, noticed it, there was no way they couldn’t have, but fortunately they didn’t know the cause behind her lack of focus. In the end, she decided to call one of the strongest guards in the palace into her quarters and rode him until she was spent. It helped, and during the next day all returned to normal, but soon after she started feeling the same burning need once more. 
 
    Sating her lust was nowhere near as easy the second time, nor the third, and after a while even sex didn’t do much to ease the pressure between her legs, the need that dominated her thoughts. 
 
    Isolde tried to ignore it for as long as she could, but eventually the lust grew to be too much, and she had to seek out the witch. She didn’t want to, and didn’t trust Daisy to be able to solve the problem, not after putting her in such a position, but there wasn’t much she could do otherwise. 
 
    And if the witch failed to cure her, she would make sure the other woman would never forget her punishment. 
 
    Fortunately, no one interrupted her in her way to the witch, and she could enter the laboratory where the other woman had settled herself without any problem. “What have you done?” Was the first thing out of her mouth. 
 
    Daisy only blinked at her. “What do you mean?” She blinked again, seemingly confused. She stood beside a cauldron, working on some kind of potion. It was turquoise, and smelled far better than any of those she had forced down Isolde’s throat. 
 
    Isolde hated that the confusion was real.  
 
    She shook her head and gathered herself, stepping forward. Daisy must have seen something that intimidated her, because she started moving back, retreating from the mocha-skinned woman without really thinking about it. “Your last potion…” Isolde started, then stopped, not quite willing to put into words what the potion was doing to her, hoping Daisy would get the hint. 
 
    Unfortunately, the blonde could be quite dense at times. She just looked at Isolde with wide eyes, further angering the empress. 
 
    Isolde breathed deeply and strode forward with fury in her eyes, closing the last few inches of empty space between them and pressing against the witch, resisting the urge to throttle her. “Your damned potion is making me mad with lust. Fix it.”  
 
    Those words were almost screeched in Daisy’s ears, and the blonde froze for a few moments, before gathering enough focus to move away from the empress, retreating further into the room. Isolde glared at her during the whole time, and Daisy swallowed, starting to realize the precarious position she found herself in. 
 
    “I have something that should stop that.” She let out eventually, not quite wanting to turn and take her eyes off Isolde, knowing she would have to, if she wanted to find the potion that would ease the empress’s need. She walked towards the cabinet where she had most of her potions, and started looking for the one she wanted, all the while looking over her shoulder towards the impatient monarch. 
 
    That her fear and need of reassurance only made her slower didn’t seem to have entered the blonde’s thoughts, and the empress’s fury grew. She was about to step forward and shake the witch, but the woman released a sound of success and turned to her, extending her a potion. 
 
    Isolde looked from the green liquid in the bottle to the witch and back again, and hesitated. With how clumsy the witch was most of the time, she didn’t know if she could trust the woman, but she figured even Daisy wouldn’t be that careless. In the blonde’s eyes, Isolde could see the understanding of what might happen if she failed, and figured fear would have made the other woman focus. 
 
    Fortunately, the potion was easier to swallow this time, its flavor far milder than the last potion the witch had given her. Unfortunately, it didn’t seem to do anything to her lust. 
 
    She breathed deeply. She needed to give it time, after all the potion that increased her lust had also taken a few days to take hold. She didn’t know what she would do if the cure needed days to settle as well, but at least she could look forward to when it happened. 
 
    “Feeling better yet?” Daisy’s hesitant voice intruded on Isolde’s thoughts, and made the empress focus on the blonde. “It should have started to act by now.” 
 
    Those words made Isolde glare. “I’m not feeling anything.” 
 
    Daisy blinked, then started fidgeting, obviously nervous. Isolde narrowed her eyes even further. If the witch failed her once more… 
 
    A sudden heat came upon Isolde and made her breathe deeply, and she almost smiled, thinking she was safe, but then a pulse of something made her heart beat loud in her chest, and she froze. 
 
    Daisy mumbled under her breath, loud enough that Isolde could hear her without difficulties. “Hmm, it should have worked already, I don’t know why it’s taking so long. Unless…” She looked at the bottle Isolde still had in her hands, then back to the cabinet where the potion had been and back again, and dread started mounting in her face. 
 
    Isolde saw the emotion, she also saw the guilty look Daisy threw her way, but she could do nothing to react, not then. Her blood was pumping through her veins with a strength she had never felt before, her heartbeat was so loud she imagined the witch could hear it, and the tingle between her thighs became unbearable. 
 
    After a couple of moments, she gasped loudly and regained control of her motor functions, stumbling back until she could prep herself in the table beside the cauldron, trying to breathe deeply and resist the sheer amount of desire that was inundating her body. She didn’t know what Daisy had done, but whatever it was had increased her lust twofold. 
 
    “Oh, no, no, no.”  
 
    Daisy’s words barely penetrated Isolde’s mind, and she struggled to focus on them, and to ask. “What did you do?” A part of her amusedly remarked that that must have been the phrase she had repeated more since meeting the witch. 
 
    “Nothing I can’t fix.” Daisy replied quickly, turning back to her cabinet and her potions, leaving the struggling Isolde prepped against the table. 
 
    The empress heard the clinking of bottles against bottles, but she couldn’t gather enough focus to look at the witch. It was her fault, after all. She was suffering like that because of the blonde, and she would enjoy nothing more than to put her hands around the witch’s throat and squeeze. 
 
    Suddenly the witch was in front of her, with another bottle in hand, but Isolde let her emotions get the best of her and pushed the blonde away, unable to trust the witch’s potions once more. 
 
    Daisy was surprised, it was obvious in how she lost her footing and fell to the ground, grabbing the edge of the cauldron she had been working on as she did it, and spilling its contents over herself. 
 
    Isolde laughed, she couldn’t help it, the sight was too funny. Daisy was blinking, and looking from the potion spilled all over her to the empress, and back again, her mouth opening and closing. Another spear of lust went through Isolde and she closed her eyes, muffling her cries. She couldn’t let anyone else see her like that, she could only imagine what her subjects would say about her if they did. 
 
    A cry echoed through the room and Isolde froze, wondering if she had been the one to release it, if she had lost enough composure to let out such a needful moan escape her without even meaning to, but another moan came after the first, and she turned to Daisy, realizing the witch was the one moaning. 
 
    It could almost be payback, something whispered inside Isolde’s mind, that the witch seemed to be suffering as she was. 
 
    Then she watched as Daisy pushed down her long skirts, and her undergarments, baring herself. Even the sight of the treasure between the witch’s thighs was enough to spurn Isolde’s lust, though she had never cared much for the fairer sex, but what really made her blood boil with need was what happened afterwards. 
 
    Daisy’s flesh seemed to shift, so slightly at first that Isolde only blinked, thinking she was wrong, but there was no denying something was happening, not when her flesh seemed to extend and grow upwards in the form of a cock. 
 
    Isolde blinked again, not quite believing her eyes. The sheer surprise of what she was seeing was enough to make her forget about her lust for a few moments, and she opened her mouth, and then closed it without saying anything. She couldn’t take her eyes off the appendage though, and took a step forward before noticing what she was doing and stopping. 
 
    She shook her head, and tried to turn away, but couldn’t. 
 
    Daisy moaned again, and the sound was enough to make the empress shiver. She should turn away and flee, ignore her lust and desire and hide in her room, but she was rooted in place, looking at that hard flesh. 
 
    The witch arched from the ground and her hand came to rest on that rod, starting to stroke it. Isolde swallowed, and tried to move her eyes, tried to turn her head and look at something else, but eventually her gaze would turn back to the witch and her struggle to reach pleasure. 
 
    She took a step without really thinking about it, and then stopped, knowing what she wished to do and what she should do were two very different things. Then the blonde moaned again, and she was lost. 
 
    Isolde walked until she stood beside the witch and looked down at her. Daisy was seemingly lost in the throes of whatever it was that came over her, but at Isolde’s proximity, she opened her eyes and looked right into Isolde’s orbs. The empress gazed seriously at the other woman, her face carved from stone, and then reached out with one foot, using it to press against Daisy’s rod. 
 
    The witch gasped and arched into that hold, even when it started getting more painful as Isolde’s foot pressed down. 
 
    The mocha skinned woman was angry, and full of desire, and the two emotions were conflicting in a way she wouldn’t be able to explain. She had never wanted to hurt one of her partners during sex, dominate them yes, hurt never, and she didn’t exactly want to hurt Daisy, but she wouldn’t mind seeing her flinch for a bit. 
 
    She pressed harder, momentarily, just until Daisy reacted, and then retreated. The whine that escaped the witch’s throat made a shiver run down her back, and she shuddered. She leaned down and unlaced her shoes, then pressed her now naked foot against Daisy’s rod. It was warm, and just as hard as it looked, and she couldn’t resist the temptation to move her foot up and down, caressing it. 
 
    The witch moaned again. She tried to put one hand against Isolde’s foot, hoping to direct the woman’s motions, but the empress kicked it away. She was being forced into following Isolde’s whims, and she didn’t mind at all. All she wanted was to have her release, to feel the pleasure that the potion in her veins wanted to grant her. 
 
    Isolde licked her lips. She had never much cared for the fairer sex, though she had experimented a little when she was younger, but the sight of the witch trashing under her foot was making her feel warmer than she had been in a long time. A part of her knew it was because of the potions the other woman had given her, but there was something about the knowledge that there was someone completely at her mercy that really appealed to her. 
 
    A moment after that thought, another pulse of lust went straight through her sex, and the empress couldn’t resist. She would have enjoyed forcing the witch to crawl on her hands and knees to beg for release, but she wasn’t feeling much better than the blonde. She needed to have her pleasure as well. 
 
    She had just enough focus to start unlacing her dress and then pull it over her head before joining the witch on the floor. 
 
    Isolde climbed atop of Daisy, moaning a little as she pressed her covered sex against the woman’s hard rod, grabbing unto the witch’s hands when they made to grab her bare breasts. For a moment, she thought of allowing the witch’s touch, but she was in control there, always would be, and she would decide how they entertained each other. 
 
    She pushed the witch’s hands above her head, against the ground, and stopped just inches away from Daisy’s face, letting their eyes meet. She lingered for a while, just meeting the other woman’s orbs, then let her own move to the witch’s mouth. Daisy’s lips were full, wide and redder than those of any other woman she had seen, and in that moment, she wanted nothing more than to taste them. So, she did so. 
 
    She was the empress, she ruled these lands and all of those within, and the witch wouldn’t escape her grasp. Not that she seemed to want to, if the manner in which the other woman kissed her back was any indication, or in how her hips thrust in an attempt for her rod to find comfort inside of Isolde. 
 
    Isolde shuddered. There was nothing she wanted more right then than to feel that rod entering her, and after a moment she wondered why waste time. 
 
    She pulled back from their kiss, and then reached down with one hand, trying to pull her undergarments down. It was a struggle, and she only really succeeded when the witch helped as well. There wasn’t enough time to appreciate that success however, because right after, Daisy shifted and somehow that allowed her to find what she wished for. 
 
    Isolde only gasped when the other woman’s rod pushed inside of her. She had never felt anything as wonderful as that, never had lovemaking managed to make her enjoy so much from so little, and though she was aware the potions were responsible for it, it didn’t stop her from wanting to feel the same again. She needn’t have worried. 
 
    Daisy wanted that pleasure just as much as Isolde, and she pushed deeper into the empress, thrusting her hips. It was an unfamiliar motion for her, she had never done anything of the kind, not as the one with the rod, but though clumsy her attempts were well received by the woman above her. 
 
    As the moments went by, they grew more accustomed to the motions, more practiced and less clumsy, and soon they were moving into one another. Isolde struggled not to moan every time Daisy’s rod entered her in full, but it was impossible to resist completely, and cries of pleasure escaped her often enough. 
 
    The witch didn’t care about that. She wanted to feel sated, she wanted to reach the highest of pleasures, and so she grasped Isolde’s waist and used that grip to thrust harder and stronger, faster as well, entering the empress again and again with her full length. 
 
    With so much contributing to their pleasure, it was inevitable they reached it fairly quickly. Daisy gasped when her rod started to throb, and pulled Isolde all the way down, letting herself take refuge within the empress. The quickness of that motion made Isolde moan out loud, and she felt the witch release inside of her. That release called to her own and she came as well. 
 
    They trashed against one another in the midst of their orgasms, and then they came down from them, still entwined. Isolde knew even then that was only a temporary reprieve: she could still feel lust gathering in the back of her mind, ready to overwhelm her again. She shifted a little, and then paused as she felt Daisy’s rod. The witch was still hard, and it surprised her very much, almost as much as it delighted her. 
 
    Without anything that would resemble a conscious thought, she started moving against the witch once more, moaning when the other woman followed her clue and moved back against her. 
 
    Soon they reached another orgasm, and then another and another. 
 
    They changed positions and enjoyed each other once more, and it reached a point where Isolde simply forgot who she was, and where she was. Who she was fucking. The only thing that mattered was the pleasure her companion could give her, and how she enjoyed that skin pressed against hers. Part of her marveled at the contrast between their colors, her brown skin against Daisy’s pale one, her dark hair against the witch’s golden curls. 
 
    She would pull the other woman against her and kiss her, and Daisy would reply in kind, entwining their tongues, and that would be just the start of another round of lovemaking. 
 
    More than once, Isolde had trailed down and tasted Daisy’s rod, putting her lips around it and suckling, kissing it, letting it enter her mouth. Daisy always returned the favor, and the feel of that tongue between her nether lips was something Isolde wasn’t sure she would ever be able to forget. 
 
    They only stopped loving each other when they were completely spent, and Isolde breathed deeply and settled against Daisy, ignoring the thought that hours earlier she would more quickly try to throttled the blonde than hug her. Even then, after all they’d shared, part of her lust wasn’t completely abated, especially once she felt the witch’s breasts against hers, but she was too tired, and fell asleep without another thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    “… And so, we can conclude our harvest will be more than enough to feed our people this year, without having to rely on foreign imports.” 
 
    Her seneschal nodded and glanced at her, but Isolde wasn’t paying much attention, and simply gestured for them to continue. She should focus on the council but, unfortunately, she hadn’t been able to focus on anything in the last days. Oh, the haze of lust had diminished, though it was once more slowly building up, and wasn’t the reason she couldn’t focus. The one who she sated it with before was. 
 
    The golden-haired witch was always present in her thoughts since they shared themselves with one another, and she couldn’t understand why. It wasn’t the first time she had been with someone else, it wasn’t even the first time she had been with a woman, though she had never enjoyed those occasions as much as whenever she slept with a strapping male. And yet, she couldn’t get rid of the image of the other naked woman, or forget the sensation of their frames against one another. 
 
    Isolde was aware the potions they had consumed might have something to do with it, but it didn’t exactly solve the problem. It had only been three days since she had been with the witch, and already she was aching to enter the woman’s study and force her against one of the walls. For someone who had always prided herself in her self-control, to be so unbalanced was … a little daunting. 
 
    One of her military commanders started speaking, and she tried to pay attention once more, only to find her eyes drifting to the door she knew would lead her towards the witch. She breathed deeply, anger mounting.  
 
    She didn’t know if she was angry at herself or at the witch. Or perhaps the witch’s clumsiness. If Daisy had been able to give her the right cure, none of what happened afterwards would have occurred, and she would be feeling normal right then. Unfortunately, there was no way to undo the past, and she could only bear the consequences of it. 
 
    She started tapping her foot against the floor, and only noticed she was doing so when her entire council looked her way, sudden dread in their eyes. They had never seen their empress behaving so erratically before, and most knew the fate that awaited them should they have done something to displease her. 
 
    Isolde noticed what she was doing and stopped, and gestured for them to continue. It was for naught though. She couldn’t focus on their words, couldn’t care less about army rations or expenditures right then, and eventually she got to her feet, aware her council stilled once more. 
 
    “I trust you know what’s needed of you, and that none will fail me.” Her voice left them no doubts about what would happen if they did. “I find myself in need of solace, I’ll leave my trustworthy seneschal to take care of the matters that might need me.” She glanced at the man, and watched him swallow, before turning on her feet and leaving the throne room. 
 
    She hesitated once more after leaving their sight, and glanced at the guards that had fallen in position behind her. Any other time, if she had felt as lustful as she was feeling, she might have dragged the two of them into her chambers and let them worship her, but while the thought wasn’t completely unappealing, she realized she wanted something else. Someone else. 
 
    The memory of the witch’s taste, the feel of that pale skin against hers almost made Isolde moan out loud, but she managed to control herself. She dismissed her guards once she reached her room, and then laid on the bed, slowly undressing herself and letting the air caress her skin. She almost didn’t notice her own hands gliding down her body, not at first. 
 
    She bit her lip, and wondered if she should do it or not. The temptation was too great however, and she was empress, she could do whatever she wished. Her aching nipples were the first thing she focused on, caressing and playing with them, pulling them just until it became painful and releasing them afterwards. 
 
    Isolde let her hands wander lower afterwards. She didn’t waste much time, barely stopped to play with her navel or the curls atop her sex. She wanted, she needed, to feel her sex being caressed, to writhe in pleasure and enjoyment. 
 
    She spread her legs as far as she could, and her hands fell upon the now open passage, touching her sex and inner thighs, sharp nails pressing against her flesh until it became almost uncomfortable. 
 
    Memories of what happened with the witch made their best to come to the forefront of Isolde’s mind, and she moaned without quite meaning to, hating how they were able to incite her lust to new heights. She hated that she couldn’t deny her interest in the blonde, she hated that thinking about her only increased the pleasure she was feeling. 
 
    Her hips arched from the bed and helped her sex meet her hands, and fingers entered her, her own fingers, fast and hard, showing her just how wet the thought of the witch had made her. 
 
    Tension started building inside of her, her need becoming the most important thing in the world. It had been a long time since she had deigned to touch herself, and it was almost strange at first, but she soon found one can never truly forget such things. A fingertip sliding over her lips made her writhe, a hard digit entering her again and again made her thrust, and two fingers circling her clit made her groan in need. 
 
    Despite it all, it wasn’t easy for her to come. It was as if her body was rejecting her own touch, wanting to feel another’s hands against her, another’s … rod. The memory of the cock that grew between Daisy’s hips almost overwhelmed her, and gave her just the push she needed. 
 
    Her fingers moved faster, deeper and harder, and the tension built and built. She drew her legs closer to her body, contorting in ways she wouldn’t have at any other time, always hoping the next motion would be the one to trigger her release, to make her explode in joy. 
 
    When that happened, she didn’t bother to stifle her own cries, not caring if others heard her. Prudes weren’t common in her country. As empress, she should present a more dignified facade, but no one would criticize her if she didn’t. 
 
    Her body shook and her mind almost disconnected for some moments. Isolde could only enjoy her orgasm, mewling cries escaping from her mouth as her fingers kept working until she was spent and tired atop her bed. 
 
    Soon after, she shook her head, trying to regain her senses. One of her legs was stiff, having ended up in an uncomfortable position under the other; there was sweat on her chest, between her breasts, and for a moment she wondered if she should take a bath, or do what she needed to and confront the witch. In the end, she figured a bath would only waste time, and be rendered useless soon after, if what she imagined came true.  
 
    She ended up only dressing herself in a light dress that glued itself to her body. She might not have the same curves the blonde did, and over the previous days she had grown exquisitely aware of those curves, but she was athletic enough that her body presented quite a nice figure. 
 
    If she paused for a second and thought about it, she would realize she hadn’t ever bothered to dress herself for someone else, to try to seduce them. She was the empress of a powerful empire, she was rich and attractive: people came to her, they tried to seduce her, she didn’t need to bother to seduce them. 
 
    Those servants that crossed her path on the way to Daisy’s laboratory got out of her way fairly quickly. They noticed how hurried their empress was, and the look in her eyes, and they figured they didn’t want problems. 
 
    She breathed deeply before entering Daisy’s room. Hesitation flared momentarily, but she shook her head and tried to ignore it; she had never allowed hesitation to take hold over her before. 
 
    “You can put it right there.” 
 
    It was the first thing she heard once she entered, and she stopped, suddenly, just blinking at the blonde witch who uttered the phrase. When the other woman didn’t turn, or pay any attention to her, she coughed, and again louder when that didn’t seem to work, and finally Daisy turned to glance at her. 
 
    The witch froze almost immediately, like a rabbit that had seen a wolf far closer than it expected to, and then slowly a blush graced her cheeks, and she jerkily turned around, once more trying to ignore the empress’s presence. 
 
    Isolde simply raised an eyebrow. She couldn’t expect that to work, could she? If the next minute was any indication, she had expected it to work, but soon the empress got bored of the whole charade and coughed again. 
 
    Daisy refused to turn and look at her, and Isolde grew annoyed. She started gritting her teeth, then tapping her foot on the ground, and when that didn’t seem to work she stepped forward and grabbed Daisy’s shoulder, forcing the witch to face her. The moment her eyes met the witch’s, her courage seemed to flee, and the two remained in silence, simply looking at one another. 
 
    During the last days, Isolde had thought about so many things she wanted to say or do to the witch. The more vengeful ideas involved punishing the witch for the whole ordeal between them, but for the most part she didn’t consider harming the witch. She wanted to talk, and didn’t know if she would like to maybe repeat it all. 
 
    It was a first, in a way. She had never been hesitant about wanting anyone before. 
 
    She didn’t know if she still wanted Daisy’s help in conceiving a child, or if she would prefer to simply have the witch at her side for some time longer. 
 
    Her loneliness, and the need to continue her bloodline, had led her to the dream of having a child, and she didn’t want to give it up, not after so much effort, but she also didn’t want it to come between her and the witch. And it shouldn’t, not really, but Isolde had never quite felt like she was feeling at the moment, and she could admit she wasn’t thinking completely rationally. “We need to talk.” She let out, eventually. 
 
    “What about?” Daisy questioned, and turned away once again. 
 
    She seemed focused on her potions, but Isolde knew better. The woman was just trying to avoid her. She narrowed her eyes and started tapping with her foot once again, but all that did was make the witch more withdrawn. “What do you think I want to talk about?” 
 
    “I have no idea.”  
 
    Daisy seemed as clumsy in avoiding a conversation as she was in everything else, and Isolde didn’t enjoy it at all. 
 
    She breathed deeply. If the other woman wanted to play like that, then she would. “What else could I possibly want to talk to you about? Your inability to get me pregnant, obviously.” 
 
    Daisy startled so hard that the empty bottle in her hand fell to the floor and broke. Isolde looked at it and then at the blonde, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    The witch’s face was red, and she seemed to have some difficulty breathing. “I-Inability … to get you pregnant?” Her stuttering almost brought a smirk to Isolde’s lips, but the empress retained control at the last moment. 
 
    Her eyebrow simply raised even further. “Isn’t that why you were brought before me? To use your knowledge and ensure I would get pregnant?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but I thought…” Daisy colored even further, and her eyes were unable to meet Isolde’s. 
 
    The empress frowned. “You thought what?” 
 
    “Nothing.” The witch replied quickly, once more trying to look away. She did turn and started grabbing some of the ingredients on top of her working table, but Isolde wouldn’t let her escape that easily. 
 
    “Tell me, what did you think exactly?” 
 
    Daisy’s voice was hesitant, and her hands were trembling. “I … I thought you wanted to talk about you-know-what…” 
 
    Isolde shook her head. “No, I don’t know what. What did you mean?” 
 
    “… Nothing.” The blonde mumbled under her breath. 
 
    “This is why I don’t like you.”  
 
    Daisy stumbled back at the words, and looked at Isolde’s face, surprised. Her eyes were wide, and her mouth was open, and Isolde had to resist the temptation to reach forward and pressed her lips against it, continuing with the charade.  
 
    “You’re clumsy, you can’t do your job, and now you’re speaking nonsense.” 
 
    “You’re the one speaking nonsense.” Daisy shot back, then remembered who she was talking to and took another step back, only stopping when the empress narrowed her eyes at her. Something told her she shouldn’t hold back now, and say what needed to be said. “You’re the one behaving as if nothing happened between us.” 
 
    “I have no idea what you mean.” Isolde smirked, and her eyes glittered. 
 
    Daisy swallowed, understanding what the other woman was doing. “You’re teasing me.” 
 
    “And you were avoiding the conversation, I think that’s only fair. I don’t like people to ignore, or try to make a fool of me.” Isolde’s rebuke was gentle, not something exactly normal in her, but then nothing in this situation was. 
 
    Daisy tried to look away once more, but the empress’s hand coming to rest on her cheek stopped her. The two women looked into each other’s eyes, and shared a moment of silent understanding. Then their embarrassment took hold, and Isolde stepped back, and Daisy once more turned her back on the other woman. 
 
    The empress just looked at the blonde, and wondered what to do. Deep down, the problem was that she didn’t know what she wanted to come from this. Did she want Daisy to turn around and kiss her? Did she want to feel the other woman’s body against hers, to have the blonde’s arms around her? The sudden pressure between her thighs indicated that yes, she would enjoy that very much, but she didn’t know if that was all she wanted. 
 
    She wouldn’t mind just having a conversation with Daisy, and learn more about her. She was intrigued about the woman, had been since she met her. It wasn’t what she truly wanted – she wasn’t sure about that either – but it was something she could do without regretting it later. “Who are you?” 
 
    Daisy turned to her, confused if the raised eyebrows were any indication. 
 
    Isolde shook her head and tried to focus. “I mean, it’s not exactly common for someone from the northern kingdoms to travel our way, not if they aren’t merchants. Why are you here?” 
 
    The witch hesitated, it was clear, and then licked her lips and forced Isolde to resist the temptation to kiss her once more. “I was hoping to find someone that could help me, or ingredients that would allowed me to make a potion that would solve my problem.” She fidgeted, and tried to look away from Isolde. 
 
    “What problem?” The empress asked, curious. 
 
    Daisy smiled sadly. “I’m sure you noticed it, but sometimes I … become a klutz. I stop being able to focus on anything, I just can’t think straight. It doesn’t always happen, and it’s pretty arbitrary, but it’s there.” She seemed to struggle to get the words out. 
 
    Isolde remembered the first time the witch was brought before her, and how she had flitted from shiny bauble to shiny bauble in her throne room, unable to pay attention to the woman that could have ordered her death so easily. Her seneschal told her the woman had some kind of accident with a potion. She asked her about it.  
 
    The witch nodded. “I was trying to develop a panacea, a potion to cure all ailments, but I ended up doing something that only harms the mind. I didn’t even mean to use it, but unfortunately I wasn’t as careful with one of the bottles as I thought I was, and here I am.”  
 
    The manner in which she fidgeted, her being unable to hold Isolde’s eyes; all of it made the empress realize just how embarrassed the other woman was about her mistake, and part of her wanted to reassure Daisy. She didn’t know how, however. 
 
    She couldn’t imagine how it must have felt to lose capabilities, to sometimes lose the ability to even focus on what was going around you. In her thoughts, she let her eyes wander about, and stilled when they fell upon the cauldron besides Daisy’s table. The almost turquoise potion inside was easily recognizable, and Isolde swallowed without quite meaning to, another bout of lust making her breathe a little deeper. 
 
    She took a step in its direction, then one back before Daisy noticed it. She tried to focus on the conversation. “You seem to be better.” She said after a while, a questioning tilt to her words. 
 
    Daisy paused and seemed to blush. “It’s not always the same, but lately I seem to be more focused.” 
 
    Something about the way she said it made Isolde narrow her eyes. “Since when, exactly?” Daisy’s blush answered for herself, and the empress took a step forward, getting closer to the other woman. She glanced once more at the potion, and wondered. “That is the one that affected you the other day, correct?” 
 
    Daisy glanced at it and colored further. “Yes, it is.” 
 
    “What is it supposed to do?”  
 
    The witch shrugged. “It wasn’t supposed to be able to affect a woman. It was purely for a male to drink, and to enhance his ability to both perform and impregnate a woman. The effects it had on me were … unpredictable.” Her cheeks were so red by now that Isolde doubted her blush would ever vanish, but she didn’t mind. 
 
    She just nodded, then let her gaze move around, trying to find the other potion, the one she drank. She encountered it soon enough. “And this is the one you fed me, correct?” 
 
    “No.” Daisy shook her head, reaching out to point at the correct one. They were both the same color. “That was the cure I was supposed to give you; this one is the one you ended up drinking.” 
 
    Looking from one potion to the other, Isolde could understand how the other woman gave her the wrong one. They were almost indistinguishable after all, and she narrowed her eyes. 
 
    Daisy took that gesture as some kind of condemnation. “I usually label them, but I had just finished a batch, and seeing as the other one had a fairly indistinguishable color I hadn’t bothered before.” She explained, then her eyes widened when she saw the empress reach for one of the potions. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Isolde raised an eyebrow at her, but didn’t stop, and picked a bottle of the potion the other woman fed her. “I just figured something.” She started, opening the bottle and inhaling, recognizing the scent. “You haven’t been doing that good of a job with me, have you?” 
 
    “What?” Daisy seemed confused by Isolde’s statement, and shook her head. “I mean, I don’t know. I told your men it would take time to find a solution, you can’t blame me for being right.” 
 
    “I can blame you for failing.” Isolde ignored Daisy’s spluttering and moved closer to the turquoise potion, still holding onto the green one in her hand. “And I can blame you for what happened between us.” 
 
    The blonde swallowed. 
 
    “Fortunately for you, I just had a great idea. One that might benefit us both.” Her smirk sent a shiver of need racing down Daisy’s back. 
 
    “What idea?” The blonde knew she should have remained silent, maybe try to flee, but something in Isolde’s eyes told her that wouldn’t have helped. And part of her didn’t want to. Whatever the empress was cooking up would be something the woman in her would end up liking very much, and after their previous night together she didn’t know if she would be able to deny her instincts. 
 
    And the empress might be right, in more than one manner. Daisy still wasn’t certain about what had allowed her to improve in these last days, but she narrowed it to only two causes. Either it had been the potion she ended up bathing in, or the sex that had made her feel better, and she wouldn’t mind having a clearer answer. 
 
    Isolde glanced at the caldron, noting that the fire used to cook the potion was extinguished, and slowly let one of her hands get submerged in the liquid within. 
 
    Daisy swallowed when the empress turned to her and offered her the green potion. “Drink.” Isolde ordered, and the witch grabbed the potion without really thinking about it. “If you’re unable to make me have a child, then I figure you’ll have to carry my child.” 
 
    Daisy understood what she meant almost immediately. “We can’t, I mean…” She trailed off at the empress’s look, and swallowed, glancing down at the potion in her hand. “There’s no reason to assume it will work, the potion was designed for a man.” 
 
    Isolde rolled her eyes. “And we saw the effect it had on a woman. Something tells me it will probably work.” She let her gaze wander over Daisy’s body. “And something tells me we’ll enjoy it very much.” A groan escaped her after those words, and she removed her hand from within the caldron, grabbing the edge of her dress. 
 
    Only then did Daisy actually pay attention to what the empress was wearing, and she swallowed again. The other woman was using a silk dress, a very short one, ending just beneath her thighs. It was also thin, so thin she could see the curves the woman sported underneath the dress, and the sight incited something inside of her. 
 
    Without really thinking about it, she drank the potion, and moaned when the effects started getting to her. 
 
    Isolde watched as the other woman moaned and threw her head back, and smiled. A pained sound escaped her when she started to feel her flesh change, a pulse within her sex making her perfectly aware of what was happening. She raised her dress and watched as a cock grew above her slit, and groaned in desire. 
 
    She threw her dress aside, baring herself completely, and glanced down, waiting until her cock finished growing, marveling a little when it did so. It was dark, far darker than the one Daisy had sported, and bigger as well. Isolde giggled slightly when she grabbed her rod and mentally compared it with others she had seen before, and realized she was bigger than many of the men she had been with. 
 
    A moan called her attention back to Daisy. The witch was panting, and her eyes were fixed on Isolde’s rod. The empress enjoyed the attention, and started shifting from side to side, giggling when Daisy’s eyes followed her new cock as a dog would follow a bone. Her amusement managed to get through to the witch, and she looked up at her. 
 
    Isolde saw the struggle in Daisy’s eyes, the urgency to step forward and fulfill her need, but the witch held back. She almost pouted. That wouldn’t do, she wanted Daisy, wanted to hear the blonde scream in pleasure, wanted to own her. And she would. 
 
    She stepped forward. “Come here,” She called to the witch, and the woman obeyed. “Let me see you.” 
 
    Daisy swallowed, but stayed still, even when Isolde reached out and grabbed her upper clothes and started pulling them off. The lust running through her mind was too great, and she wanted nothing more than to satisfy it.  
 
    Eventually, she started helping the other woman, and soon both stood naked. Daisy let her eyes rove over Isolde’s body, but more often than not they strayed to the woman’s rod. 
 
    The previous day they had been together, she had been too confounded by the sensations coursing through her body to study her rod, but now, even though there was plenty of lust running through her veins, she could focus somewhat. Isolde’s cock was long, dark, and it seemed to be pretty hard. Without really thinking about it, she reached out and touched it, then drew back when the empress giggled at her. 
 
    “Go on,” Isolde said with a smile. “You can touch it. You can do more than that.” 
 
    Daisy only bit her lower lip and looked at the rod, and the sight almost made Isolde’s rod jerk. She needed to have the other woman, and looking at those lips there wasn’t anything she would like more than to feel them around her rod, but the reason why she had called for the other woman, the only reason why this had started, was her desire to have a child, and now she had a chance. There was only one place where the first drops of her seed would end on, and that was on Daisy’s womb. 
 
    “Turn around,” She whispered, but it was still loud enough for the other woman to hear her. “And bend over the table.” 
 
    Daisy looked at her with wide eyes, and for a moment she feared the witch would fight her, wouldn’t obey, but all the blonde did was shudder, and then did as commanded. Isolde groaned at the sight.  
 
    Daisy’s bottom looked like the most precious thing she had seen in her life, and she wasn’t able to resist reaching out with her hand and running it over those globes, hearing the other woman moan under her breath as it happened. The blonde’s skin was soft, softer than that of any lover she had before, and Isolde wondered if the pale color had anything to do with it, or if that was simply something about Daisy. 
 
    She wanted to prolong that moment for as long as she could: she had never been in that position before, hadn’t ever been the one about to sink her length into anyone, but unfortunately her lust was too great. She stepped forward almost without meaning to, and pressed her rod against Daisy’s buttocks, and when the woman moaned grabbed it and used it to tease the blonde’s sex. 
 
    Lust overwhelmed Daisy easily enough, and she started moving against the empress, trying to get just a little bit of friction in the right place, but the other woman made her wait. 
 
    Isolde teased the blonde, first with her rod, then with her fingers, waiting until the only thing that came out of Daisy’s mouth were mewls and pleading, and then aligned herself with the blonde’s opening and thrust. It was a little awkward, there was no denying it, but it was worth it. 
 
    Daisy was tight, and Isolde shuddered as her flesh became imprisoned within the blonde’s depths. It was hard to describe how it felt. Isolde had sex many times before, but never like that, never being the one fucking someone. That, together with the lust the potion provoked in her, made sure she didn’t last long. 
 
    She thrust and thrust, becoming more used to the motions with every second that passed, and eventually reached her limit, feeling her cock starting to jerk, and groaning when her seed started escaping. It was too soon, they had barely started, but Isolde coming was enough to trigger Daisy’s own orgasm, and the two of them came together. 
 
    Orgasm allowed them to regain some measure of focus, and Isolde shivered, and made to move back, then stopped and groaned. She was still hard, the potion made sure of it, but Daisy’s walls felt far more pleasurable right now. Her rod was far more sensible. 
 
    She started thrusting once more. It was slower than before, more contained, but both of them were still reeling from their first orgasm, and it was far more enjoyable. Isolde grasped Daisy’s hips, and used that grip to coordinate her thrusts, never letting her rod fully escape the other woman. 
 
    Daisy could only brace herself against the table and moan, the lust and need she felt too great to allow her to do anything else. She started moving back against the other woman, then stopped when that became so pleasurable it seemed to hurt. 
 
    Isolde didn’t mind at all. She was in heaven, and right then nothing would have made her relinquish her hold on the other woman. 
 
    It didn’t take them long to have a second orgasm. Isolde stopped to enjoy it, and then draped herself over Daisy’s back, her legs suddenly failing her. The blonde struggled under the weight, and at the hard rod that remained inside of her, but managed to remain upright. 
 
    “That was perfect, wasn’t it?” Isolde whispered in Daisy’s ear, and smirked when the other woman shivered.  
 
    Daisy didn’t even attempt to formulate a reply. Her thoughts were heavy, her tongue seemed to be tied in a knot, and her sex was on fire. The lust provoked by the green potion had only abated slightly, but she could feel it gathering once more, and she knew it would only truly leave her hours later, once she had thoroughly enjoyed. 
 
    Isolde moved back, slightly, and slipped out of the other woman. Daisy winced, then turned around and looked at the empress. The mocha skinned woman was beautiful, and even she, who had never much cared about other women, could see it. The empress was slim, athletic, but still had enough flesh in her to make her curvaceous. 
 
    Her breasts were on the small side, but looking at them right then, Daisy couldn’t resist the temptation and reached out to touch them, cupping them with her hands and playing with the nipples. 
 
    Isolde arched and offered her chest to the blonde, her hand moving down to play with her cock. Daisy’s touch was inflaming her once more, and she decided to pay the blonde in kind. They both moaned when she grabbed the voluptuous breasts in front of her, spreading her fingers wide, feeling Daisy’s nipples come to rest between them. 
 
    The empress smirked at the other woman, and then leaned down to taste those pink buds, wondering how they would taste, wondering if it would be something close to the taste of the other woman’s sex. They didn’t taste much of anything, but Isolde licked them nonetheless, hard and fast, and then pulled the nipple into her mouth and started suckling. 
 
    Daisy shuddered, and this time she was the one arching into Isolde, offering herself. Her hands fell atop the empress’s head, holding unto her braided hair and pulling her tighter. Isolde didn’t fight against that grip, and used the opportunity to press her rod once more against the other woman. 
 
    When she couldn’t take it anymore, the empress leaned back and poised her hands on the other woman’s shoulders. “Kneel.” Her voice was husky, and the look in her eyes scorching. Daisy didn’t resist. 
 
    Slowly, bit by bit, her knees bent and she fell, stopping when her face was right in front of Isolde’s crotch. The empress’s hands on her hair, the almost pull, only made her more eager, and without hesitation she grasped the woman’s dark rod. 
 
    She started teasing a little, grasping it and pumping, rubbing her thumb against its tip, but she was in no mood for games, and neither was Isolde. She pressed her lips against the tip of that rod, and licked it, then opened her mouth and let it take refuge within.  
 
    Isolde shuddered and held tighter unto Daisy’s head, resisting the temptation to start to thrust. It felt too good, and it was hard to describe just how much she enjoyed the motions of the other woman’s tongue against her. Daisy bobbed her head, massaging the cock with her lips, and at the same time licked the underside of it, swirling her tongue around the rod for good measure. 
 
    With so much stimulation, and after all they had done together, Isolde couldn’t resist and came once more. 
 
    Daisy’s eyes bugged out when the cock released its seed, but persevered and continued sucking, continued caressing it until it gave her all that it had to give, and only then did she release it. 
 
    “Turn around.” Isolde ordered almost immediately, and Daisy was so out of it she didn’t even bother questioning why. There was a push on her back, and she was forced to brace herself on her hands and knees, and realized what Isolde intended. 
 
    She shuddered when the other woman kneeled behind her, and again when the empress pressed the rod against her sex. They had done this minutes earlier, but she was just as eager to do it again as she was the first time. 
 
    Isolde’s thrusts were harder this time, more precise, the motion far more comfortable than before. She held unto Daisy’s hips and pulled, forcing the woman to move into her, driving herself to the hilt inside of Daisy. The blonde started thrusting back of her own volition, closing her eyes and just enjoying, starting to moan as the pleasure built up. 
 
    Their pleasure was harder to reach this time, their previous releases playing against them, but eventually it had to happen once more, and Isolde came for the third time inside of Daisy. It wouldn’t be the last time. 
 
    They fucked each other in all the positions they could think of, they used their hands and mouths, they played with Isolde’s rod, and eventually, when the night turned back into day, they collapsed against one another and slept, content in each other’s warmth. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    “Enough, enough.” Daisy’s voice showed her temper quite clearly, and the women surrounding her retreated in short order. She grabbed the gown they tried to dress her in, and tried to put it on, only to fail when it wasn’t able to accommodate her swollen belly. She almost screamed, and the handmaidens moving back showed they noticed it. She glared at them, and they fled the room without hesitation. 
 
    “You should relax.” Isolde’s voice came from behind. 
 
    Daisy gritted her teeth. “Easy for you to say, you’re the one who did this.” She pointed at her pregnant belly. 
 
    “And you did this.” Isolde replied in kind, pointing at her own pregnant belly as she approached her lover, smiling when the woman huffed and looked away. 
 
    She couldn’t deny she was amused by how their pregnancies changed them. Before, she was the one who got angered easily, now she found it easy to relax, to let life follow its path, and Daisy hated it. 
 
    The blonde glared at her when she noticed her smile. 
 
    Isolde let her eyes move over the witch, feeling her lust become more pronounced as she did so. She had grown to enjoy the other woman’s company very much, and only hated that in their far advanced pregnancies it wasn’t easy to love each other. She wanted nothing more than to make the other hers every moment of the day. 
 
    Eventually, Daisy looked aside, and Isolde approached, putting her arms around the blonde. The witch might not say anything about it, but the gesture reassured her, Isolde could see it. She smiled. 
 
    She couldn’t have imagined this was what would happen when they brought the blonde witch to her, but she wouldn’t change anything about it all. 
 
    The end 
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