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Chapter 1

Darian

Isat on top of my horse, the anticipation thick in the air like a storm brewing on the horizon. Around me, the other riders of our cavalry shifted nervously on their saddles, their mounts stamping restlessly on the ground.

My hand tightened around the reins, my heart pounding in my chest. We waited in silence for the sound of the horn. Each of us knew what was at stake.

And then the sound of the horn reverberated through the air. It echoed across the battlefield, a call of battle that sent shivers down my spine.

With a kick of my heels, I urged my horse into battle, the thunder of hooves rising.

As we rode towards the enemy lines, I felt a surge of adrenaline coursing through my veins. Finding myself on the frontline of the most important war in our history, I feared nothing. My father used to tell me, “Fear makes the wolf bigger than he is.”

A volley of arrows rained down on us. I raised my shield to the sky, hearing the dull thud of flint against wood as I shielded myself from the attack. It didn’t stop me as I narrowed my eyes on the first enemy. I unsheathed my sword and drove it into his belly, spilling blood.

The clouds covered the sky and sun, casting a thick shadow over us. I couldn’t hear the sound of the wind nor the twittering birds that were usually present on this plain. The cries of men rose steadily as bodies fell like fall leaves. It didn’t deter me, and a kill didn’t satisfy me. If Zinep would conquer us, it would spell the end of Anigava. The fate of the queen whom we loved and the land we grew up in was in our hands.

I swung my sword against an enemy, wounding his waist. I whirled around and charged at him before he had a chance to turn. I thrust my sword into his back, and he toppled off the horse like a lifeless sack.

A thunder rolled across the sky as rain started pouring, mud splashing as the hooves kept drumming on the ground. The clouds clashed, and the mages on our side worked hard to manipulate the weather. The thunder clapped so loudly, it sounded as if someone was trying to wake me up from this bloody dream, but I fought on, aiming my eyes on the next prey …

* * *

I snapped awake, and my hand flew to my heart. I sighed a breath of relief, knowing it was all over. I swung my feet off the sides of the bed and reached into the bucket of water. I splashed some over my face and then heard someone knock on my door.

“A minute,” I shouted.

“It’s okay,” the cute girl said.

I knew who it was when I heard the sound of her voice. It was Flora, one of the queen’s favorite maids. Queen Aurora had handpicked her to tend to me while I was recovering from some of my wounds.

The last body had been buried yesterday, which had been the Memorial Day where we mourned and honored the dead soldiers. Today was the victory ceremony which would be held at the Royal Garden in front of the castle of Anigava.

I took a moment to catch my breath. Ever since the start of the war, I had woken up every night. I hadn’t slept through a single night since the times of peace. It was a sacrifice I had to make. A sacrifice we all had to make. Some paid with their lives, some with limbs and arms. I had scratches and wounds all over me, but the mental damage could sometimes be just as grave. For instance, some of my closest friends, who’d survived, were not even recognizable. The brain damage was so severe, they couldn’t even remember me.

I shouldn’t complain about waking up now and then during the night, but not all of the dreams were glorious. Some of them were grotesque and carried scenes of gore that I had witnessed.

Trying to think of something else, I walked to the door and opened it. Flora was a twenty-year-old stunner. Her thick lips slid into a smile. Wearing a knee-length, blue and white dress made of soft, flowing fabric, Flora was a head shorter than me. With an impressive bust sadly hidden by her dress, she had natural auburn hair that hung to her back and a hypnotizing smile that was one hundred percent infectious. Her cheeks were peppered with freckles which was like the icing on the sweet cake.

“Sorry for leaving you hanging,” I told her. “Come in.”

Before she stepped inside, she said, “Aurora is willing to postpone the ceremony for your sake … In case you want to sleep longer.”

I blinked at her. The words caught me by surprise at first. I wasn’t born with a silver spoon in my mouth. My father had been a soldier and a border guard, and my mother had been a nurse. That the queen was willing to postpone the most important ceremony of our lifetime was mind-boggling.

“No,” I said and felt it was my duty to be there in time. “I’ll be there in time.”

She submissively dipped her head and came inside. “Did you at least sleep well while it lasted?”

“Sort of,” I said and shrugged it off. “A bit difficult to get back to normal life.”

“I feel you,” she said. “My little sister is struggling too now and then with restless nights.”

It was only two weeks ago that Zinep had capitulated, so we were still getting used to the peace. “She has my sympathy,” I said and patted her thigh. “Do you want to check on the wounds first?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, nodding.

We went inside the bathroom, and with my back facing her, I sat down on a stool. “How are they?”

“They’re healing,” she said and checked on them. Every time she touched me, a shiver ran down my spine. After so many years of fighting, there was nothing better than having a woman touch and take care of me. At the age of twenty-six, it made me realize how I was starved of feminine touch. I couldn’t wait to settle down and form bonds with them. To bond with a woman was different from marriage. Once you had bonded with a woman, it was shameful to break the bond. A man could be bonded with many women while a woman could only be bonded to a man. A marriage always included a bond, but on top of it, you inherited the man’s belongings along with his surname. A marriage was more formal than a bond and was mostly used by the wealthy upper class.

“The scars will probably be there forever though.”

“A lovely souvenir,” I said.

She chuckled. “You see the glass as half full and not half empty,” she pointed out and removed some of the stitches.

“I’m just glad I live,” I said. I couldn’t take it for granted especially after all the dead men I’d recently seen.

“There’s a rumor you’ll be given a gift.”

It wasn’t a rumor. Our queen was known for her generosity, but a life of peace was a big enough gift for me, and it couldn’t be replaced by anything else. “Do you have any idea what it could be?”

“Nope,” she said. “Do you?”

“I’m not sure, but some land wouldn’t hurt,” I said. “My parents’ land is completely ruined for now.” My father fell early on in the conflict. As a border guard, he’d also been on the frontline. My mother had volunteered to take care of wounded soldiers and had been targeted by cheap tricks from Zinep. They fought without honor, and my hatred for them still boiled on. I only took a day to bury my parents and quickly had to return to battle, and the death of my parents motivated me to fight even harder than ever before.

“I’m a hundred percent sure she would give some to you,” she said. “She hasn’t done much other than talk about you while I’ve been in her presence. She made sure that I would take care of you in the meantime.”

“Because she knows you’re her best maid,” I said, turning around to look in her eyes.

Her cheeks pinked, revealing her answer. “I don’t like to toot my own horn, but she might like me.”

I chuckled. “You are her favorite maid.”

She continued to tend to me till she was done. “I removed the stitches, but try not to itch your back. The wounds are still healing.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate it.”

“I brought you some new clothes as well,” she said. “The queen wanted you to dress nice during the ceremony.”

“That’s fine,” I said. I had never really cared much about nice clothing, as long as they were comfortable and I could run around in them. The armor I’d worn had been reduced to blood-covered rags, but they were safely stored in the drawer. “Let me take a shower first.”

“Can I help scrub your back?” she asked demurely. “You probably need help so that you don’t rub the scars too much.”

“That would be lovely,” I said. I went to the tiled bathroom and took off my underwear. I stepped into the shower. Her eyes swept over me, and I could easily tell she looked at me more whenever I was naked. I found something erotic being so close to her, which made blood flow to my privates.

She took the showerhead and turned on the shower. “Is it warm enough?” she asked, adjusting the temperature.

“It’s fine,” I said. “As long as it isn’t too hot.”

Flora nodded and washed my back first. Once I was soaked, she kneaded in the soap, carefully making sure that she didn’t touch my scars. I felt the foam clinging to my skin, and her hand rubbing me in sensual circles. I purred and could let her touch me like that for the rest of my life.

“Is that alright?” she asked me.

“It’s lovely,” I told her. “I can take the front.”

she rinsed off the soap and handed me the showerhead. “I’ll prepare your clothes in the meantime.”

“Thanks,” I said. I sighed in relief and already missed her as she closed the door. It felt good to have such a young girl take care of me, and her touch felt magical. The queen certainly thought of me since she chose her favorite maid to tend to me.

After I’d washed myself, I turned off the shower and dried myself with a towel. I stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself. I was six feet two and had shoulder-length dark blonde hair. My hazel eyes glowed in the light, and my body was toned. I had lost a lot of weight during the war but had slowly gained some after the victory. During the worst part of the conflict, I was thin and frail. It was what it was. I would never forget that feeling of hunger and the desire for revenge. It evoked something animalistic in me. Something I wasn’t sure if I ever wanted to experience again.

While being naked, I stepped inside the living room. She threw a glance at my crotch, and her eyes jumped back to mine. “You look nice,” she said.

“So do you,” I said.

She showed me the clothes she’d brought me: a blue and golden linen tunic and matching trousers. I put them on, and she helped me with the belt, sitting on her knees right in front of my crotch. After she’d tied it, she brushed her hand over the tunic, straightening some wrinkles.

“I think you look good in them,” she said, flashing her infectious smile.

“They’re not bad,” I admitted and brushed my hand along the clothing. I felt good wearing them, and they were comfortable too.

“I think so too,” she said and touched my wet hair. “Let me dry and brush it.”

“Sure,” I said. I plopped down on the chair, and she used a magic spell so air blew from her hand. She continued to blow dry my hair, and then she grabbed a brush and brushed it till it was straight and well-groomed.

“So, should we make our way to the Royal Garden?”

She nodded eagerly. “Let’s go.”

I opened the door and stepped out onto the cobbled streets. The sky was blue and had been so for the past two weeks. It was a sign that peace would ensue for the coming years. The sun wasn’t scorching hot but nice and comfortable as it steadily rose over the horizon toward the cloudless sky. The streets were mostly empty, and so was the Bazaar as we continued toward the towering castle in front of us.

“Geeze,” I said, only seeing a couple of stray cats and dogs around. “Where’s everyone?” The bazaar usually bustled with the clamor of commerce and negotiations, but now it was almost dead.

“At the garden,” she said with a smile. “They spent the entire week finding seats.”

During my stay here, I had mostly taken walks on the outskirts of the city, where it felt like home. Anigava was both the name of the entire kingdom and the city. In addition to the city, the kingdom had several towns and hundreds of villages and spanned hundreds of miles. The castle of Anigava was a sight to behold. It stood on top of a hill, its walls rising high. As we approached it, we were greeted by the sight of towering spires and turrets that reached toward the sky, each one adorned with fluttering flags of Anigava. The keep was situated at the heart of the castle, and its silhouette cast a shadow over the surrounding landscape. As I gazed at the castle from this distance, I could see the guards on the watchtowers, patrolling the ramparts.

“It’s beautiful,” I muttered under my breath.

“I repeat that every time,” Flora said with a smile, eagerly making her way there. At the feet of the castle was the Royal Garden, which was teeming with people. A woman holding onto her three daughters hurriedly ran past us.

“We must be the last ones coming,” I said.

Flora stifled a chuckle. “The queen is waiting for you.”

A couple of guards guarded the main gate that led to the castle. They stepped aside and bowed down to me. We continued on the winding path till I started hearing the bustling noises. The Royal Garden was as great as a field of wheat. The hedges had been cut for this ceremony, so we could listen to the queen and singers, and see the dancers. There were several sculptures and fountains, and the patches of grass had beautiful motifs of flowers. There were more than hundreds of thousands gathered, and I picked up the scent of food as they cooked for us in the background.

Flora led me to the seating reserved for us. “Here,” she said with a friendly smile. “I’ll go tell the queen you are here.”

“Alright,” I said and settled down. It was a reserved spot for the soldiers, and I waved to a couple of faces that I recognized from earlier.

I followed Flora with my eyes. She went to the center, and there I saw the queen—Aurora Pinkbloom talking to Erik, the queen’s advisor and her brother. Every time I saw a glimpse of Aurora or heard of one of her heroic deeds, I felt a shiver down my spine. She was a beauty like no other. I had only seen her from a distance, but she looked as tall as I did.

She wore the royal pink, golden dress with a modest V-neck that fit her perfectly. Her blonde hair was always worn loose, which was thick and curled at the bottom. Her heart-shaped lips were painted ruby red. She stood with her back straight and glowed with beauty and grace.

She’d taken over the throne when she was only twenty-five years old. When she was thirty, she’d become a widow and had raised her daughter from then on while ruling the kingdom. She’d refused to remarry, which raised a couple of questions who would take over the throne. But Aurora was still young for a queen, so it wasn’t a problem for now.

I looked next to her and noticed her daughter, who wore a matching dress. She was a couple of inches shorter, and she looked in my direction. Our eyes met for a brief moment. I had seen her before. There were rumors that she was incredibly playful and had gotten into numerous fights with her mother for not behaving properly. She was the queen’s only child and was expected to behave in a certain way.

When Flora reached the queen, her daughter Isadora still studied me. From this distance, I found her cute, but it was futile to dream of such a beauty. Royals only married other royals. And besides, she was already engaged to prince Eldric of Selppin, one of Anigava’s most important allies.

It was said that breaking this rule could lead to bad omens, and if her only daughter didn’t follow the footsteps of the queen, it could jeopardize the kingdom.

Flora returned to me and nodded happily. “I told her you’re here, so we can eat breakfast any second now.”

I nodded. “She’s a stunner.”

“You have to be if you want to be a queen.”

The queen strode up to the podium and looked at us. “May I have your attention,” she said, her voice reverberating through the crowd. Silence fell on us all immediately after she’d spoken, and none uttered a word. She used a magic spell so that her voice reached all ears. Her voice was feminine yet powerful. Her beauty alone brought men to their knees, but her voice and actions made us fight for her and the kingdom. “Yesterday, we mourned the dead. The brave soldiers who made a heroic sacrifice, so we could see another day, and so our kingdom, Anigava, can live in peace. I refuse to start this victory ceremony till we do another minute of silence for those who didn’t make it.”

It was the right way to start this even if the victory ceremony would be focused on joy. We couldn’t forget about the fallen. I would never forget my parents or friends who perished under horrible circumstances. We stood there in complete silence, not even birds twittered and not even the wind blew. I just heard my breath, and I thought of the fallen soldiers.

After a minute, Aurora broke the silence. “Thank you … We’ll start with breakfast. Please, enjoy every bite. Enjoy every second of this day. Our kingdom has suffered, and a lot of it has been destroyed, but today we deserve to rest, and we deserve to enjoy the feeling of being alive.” She dipped her head, stepped down from the podium and settled down with her daughter, brother and other close relatives.

I exchanged glances with Flora. “Her voice is … captivating,” I said. It just rolled right out of my tongue. I didn’t remember the last time I had listened so intently to someone. Every word and syllable enchanted me.

“It’s even more magical and pure when you talk to her, face to face,” Flora explained.

“Did she tell you anything else when you spoke to her a moment ago?”

Flora grinned and could probably guess why I asked her. “If she wants to tell you something, she’ll say it directly to you. The queen doesn’t like middlemen.”

I nodded and my respect for the queen just grew. The waitresses placed a tray of omelets filled with diced ham, spinach, cherry tomatoes and creamy cheese. There was also toasted bread with an array of toppings such as avocado mash, smoked fish, sliced eggs and some greens and sauces. I was still trying to regain some of my lost weight, so I filled my plate with the fluffy omelet at first. Slicing it in half, I waved the steam away from my face. It smelled delicious. I took the first bite, and it had the perfect mixture of creaminess and saltiness. The ham went so well with the tomatoes and cheese.

“God damn this is good,” I said.

She quickly swallowed. “I know. I love omelets.”

The sounds of silverware clinking against plates rose all around us. The waitresses also served us refreshing juices and smoothies. The smoothie was a blend of mango, pineapple, banana and a splash of orange juice, which made it look golden—the color of victory.

“They call it the Golden Sunrise Smoothie,” Flora explained. “The queen’s favorite.”

“She has a good taste,” I said and sipped on it. “We only had orange, apple and peach trees where I grew up.”

“Have you had mangoes and pineapples before?” she asked me.

“A couple of times,” I said. “But rarely because they are quite expensive.”

“I love mangoes,” she said, smiling sweetly as she took another sip.

After breakfast, we chatted for a little. I stretched my arms and legs, and a beautiful-looking girl with rare pink hair cascading down to her ankles walked on top of the stage with ten other girls. “She’ll sing while they’ll dance,” Flora said. “They’re one of the best entertainers in the city.”

My neighbors’ daughters had also been dancers but not as prominent as the girls I had in front of me. The queen wanted the best saved for this day. The girl started singing, and the girls in front of her started dancing. The singer wore a golden, blue dress while the dancers wore tight, pink dresses that hugged their curves perfectly. I loved to look at them, seeing their bodies weave and spin. I felt a surge of joy coursing through me. A joy that I had fought so hard for. I was glad that I lived to enjoy this spectacular day.

When they were done dancing, the girl kept singing. It was the second most magical sound I had heard after Aurora’s voice. Her melody was like a gentle breeze on a warm summer’s day, soothing and comforting. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her till she’d sung the final note. When she was finished, she bowed down, and we all gave her a standing ovation.

After she left the stage, a military band marched down from the castle. Apart from their trumpets, drums and other instruments, they carried the royal flag. In the middle, a guy raised a spear to the sky and a horn was attached to the spearhead. I recognized it. It was the horn that had been used to signal the start of the conflict. It was when we kicked the horses, urging them into war. I felt shivers down my spine as I saw it again, reminding me of the dream I had last night.

My eyes trailed to the queen’s table, and I noticed Isadora. It was a bit difficult to see from this view, but it seemed as if she kept throwing sideways glances at me. “How old is Isadora now again?” I asked Flora.

“She turned nineteen a couple of months ago. Why?” she asked.

“I might be imagining things, but it seems like she keeps looking at me.”

“You aren’t imagining anything,” she explained. “The royal family knows who you are. The generals praised you the most. No one fought like you.”

“I see,” I said.

After the military band marched back, we had a little break and took a minute to walk across the garden. It was easy to speak with Flora. I sure had to work on my social skills after being in war for so many years.

Then it was lunch. We were served a delicious pie filled with leek, beef, mushrooms, spinach and feta. There was also a BBQ with skewered meat and vegetables. I needed to gain some weight, so I stuffed myself till I could barely walk.

“What did you enjoy the most?” she asked me and took a bite from the grilled meat.

“I have to go for the pie,” I said. “It’s so fatty and savory.”

She chuckled. “I love pies … but sweet pies.”

“We got some for dessert,” I said and jerked my head at it.

“Yes, that’s what I was waiting for,” she said and loaded up her plate. “Do you want me to serve you too?”

“Bring it,” I said, which she did. She also kindly added some whipped cream on top that slightly melted and ran down the pie.

After we’d stuffed ourselves, there was time for more entertainment. Five mages hosted a magic show unlike anything I’d seen, firing fireworks from their hands, making the sky erupt with colors. Shortly after the fireworks, flower petals rained down on us. The children laughed in joy, but they laughed even more when the mages blasted flowers all over us. The children created wreaths of them and set them on top of their heads.

When the mages stepped down, I heard a sound I recognized. Six dragons flew toward the castle. The dragons inhabited the High Roost Islands, and they had been allies to Anigava for years.

I recognized the dragon in the middle. It was Lord Doragon. He breathed fire across the sky as he flew over us. The dragons were the largest animals in the known world, and they were also the most intelligent with a tongue that could be learned. Aurora spoke it fluently. It was her mother who had taught her. It was to show respect and courtesy to our allies.

The dragons flew side by side. After they’d flown around, seizing all of our attention, Lord Doragon lowered down and Aurora rose to meet him, looking at him as he slowly lowered and lowered till his claws hit the soil. He lowered his head in front of Aurora, kneeling. Aurora dipped her head and spoke to him in the dragon speech. It sounded completely foreign, and I admired her even more for mastering one of the toughest languages.

The queen turned to us. “Lord Doragon congratulates us for our victory. He says, ‘Long live Anigava!’”

We gave him a standing ovation. He flapped his wings and flew higher and higher. Doragon’s throat began to glow crimson, and with a deafening roar, he unleashed a mighty inferno. Torrents of flames erupted from his throat, and we all stared up in awe at the power and strength of the dragon. He said something in the dragon speech and looked at Aurora.

“He wishes us many years of peace and says our friendship will never be broken. Goodbye for now.”

Flying higher, he joined his dragons, flying in the sky and circling the castle. I watched the dragons in awe till they flew away.

The sun started sinking. The queen would give a final speech before she would give us the medals. It was now my turn to greet her. I exchanged glances with Flora.

“You’ll get to meet her soon,” she said, smiling.

“It will be an honor,” I said.

She called up man after man. Most of them were wounded and needed help to get up to her. The queen shook their hands, and Erik, her brother, stood next to her and talked about their heroic deeds and efforts. The medals proudly hung and glimmered around their necks.

I wondered when she would call up my name, and I glanced at the table with the honored soldiers as one by one they got to greet the queen. Flora adorably patted my thigh. “She will honor you at last,” she said.

“Alright,” I said and leaned back.

“Darian Sunblade,” Aurora said and aimed her eyes at me, knowing where I sat.

I felt a shiver run down my spine as she said my name. It felt so surreal to hear her say it. I rose to my feet and glanced at Flora. “Will you come?”

She shook her head. “I probably won’t see you till tomorrow.”

“Alright, sweet dreams in the meantime,” I told her and appreciated everything she’d done for me so far.

Her cheeks pinked. “You too.”

I left Flora and made my way to the queen, trying to hurry. I didn’t want to leave her hanging for too long. As I approached her, she was taller than I’d imagined her to be. She was the same height as me, and she glowed with beauty and health. Her heart-shaped lips were thick and painted red, and her oval face with high cheekbones looked sculpted and too perfect. She was the embodiment of beauty, and I found it hard to believe someone could look as pretty as her.

I looked directly into her sapphire eyes. which was a rare blue color that was associated with the queen’s lineage. She extended her hand to me, smiling as I took it. She gave my hand a squeeze, and it was like touching rose petals. I wondered why I was nervous. I felt even more nervous now than when I went to war.

“Darian,” she said. “Thank you for your bravery and courage.” I felt her warm breath against my face. I tried my hardest to not let my knees grow weak. She leaned toward me with her soft lips and pressed them to my forehead, as smooth as silk. She left a damp patch of her royal skin behind, grabbed the medal and hung it over my neck. It was a golden eagle, which was our symbol of courage. It was one of the highest honors you could receive in Anigava along with her kiss. I hadn’t expected it. She hadn’t kissed any of the other men after all.

“You’ll come with me later,” she said in her normal voice that only reached my ears. “We’ll discuss something in private.”

“Understood,” I said, nodding. It wasn’t often Aurora wanted to speak to someone in private, and I wondered what she wanted to tell me. According to Flora, there was a rumor Aurora wanted to give me a gift.

Aurora turned to the crowd and told them about my heroic deeds, from being the first in the frontline, saving numerous wounded soldiers and refusing to rest. The commanders and generals had seen more than I suspected, and the crowd gave me more attention than any other soldier.

They gave us a standing ovation, and Aurora finished the ceremony. “Please, my dear people, rest and enjoy the rest of the day till the sun sets.”

I saw Isadora sitting on the chair and looking up at me. She was like a youthful version of her mother. Her hair was slightly blonder and her breasts a bit smaller, but her face was equally as cute and near impossible not to fall for. When she noticed that I looked at her, she blushed and smirked. I wasn’t sure if I imagined things, but I suspected I saw sparks.

The soldiers retreated to their places, but Aurora turned to me. “Follow me.”

I dipped my head and followed her. I trailed a bit behind her, and her dress hugged her figure and showed off her shapes. The neckline dropped seductively low. I had been so busy looking at her face while she’d handed me the medal that I forgot about her figure. I drew in a deep breath, smelling her sweet, feminine scent of roses and ripe fruits.

I suddenly heard scurrying feet behind me and all of a sudden Isadora was next to her. “Mom,” she said, tugging at her arm. “Can I come with you?”

Aurora suddenly halted and turned to her daughter. “I told you to leave me for a moment.”

“Maybe I can help with something,” she said and refused to go.

Aurora shook her head. “This is important,” she said.

“But why? You usually let me come with you.”

“Yes, but not for this,” Aurora said firmly. “Isadora, I don’t like repeating myself.”

Isadora frowned and lowered her gaze. “Fine,” she said and stayed behind.

I felt Isadora’s eyes on my back as I followed her mother. So the rumors that she was a bit on the unruly side seemed to spell true. “Sorry for that,” Aurora said as she took me to the castle and toward the entrance. “She’s in that rebellious phase.”

“No need to apologize,” I said and scratched my neck, trying to keep my composure.

“I sometimes have to speak firmly to her to make her listen.”

“I see,” I said.

“Do you have any siblings of your own?”

I shook my head. “Three died in childbirth,” I said. “I was the fourth and only survivor.”

“Doesn’t come as a surprise,” she said. “That’s a good omen … I know your parents served and died. I wished I could meet and get to know them. The mother and father who raised such a strong man like you.”

“Thank you,” I said and felt deeply flattered by her kind words. “They meant the world to me.”

We entered the grand entrance hall with high ceilings adorned with ornate chandeliers. Marble pillars lined the hall, and a staircase led to the upper levels. By the stairs, I saw a voluptuous woman with one of the most impressive busts I’d ever seen. She wore a red, purple dress, and wore her thick, dark hair loose. She had a slight tan, and I found her incredibly attractive.

“This is Thalia, my mage,” Aurora introduced me to her.

I shook hands with Thalia, and her hand was as soft as Aurora’s. She gave me a seductive look, and her purple eyes were hypnotic. I didn’t know what I saw in that look, but I had a feeling she wanted something from me.

“It’s an honor to meet you Darian,” she said and dipped her head.

“You too, Thalia,” I said.

As we made our way up the stairs, I stared at the walls which were adorned with paintings of the royal family.

“Wow,” I muttered under my breath.

“We’ll go up to my private room,” Aurora said. “I hope Flora has taken care of you.”

“She’s an angel,” I said. “I love spending every minute with her.”

Her lips curved in a smile. “She’s the best maid I have but the most vulnerable.”

“Vulnerable?”

“She’s really sweet, but she doesn’t do well under stress.”

“I see,” I said. “You can’t have it all … Unless you’re the queen.”

We exchanged glances, and I made a light pink color spread on her cheeks. I nailed it with that comment. She took me inside her private living room. There were several paintings of Isadora hanging on the walls. “Thalia, close the door and leave us,” Aurora told her, who nodded and followed Aurora’s orders without hesitation. “Follow me and let’s have a seat.” Aurora led me to the curved couch, and we took a seat so we faced each other. I waited for her word.

“The generals told everything about you from the start of the war. They were astonished by your constant vigor and bravery. The list was endless. I thought about you ever since. It’s an honor to sit next to you.” She reached my thigh and caressed it. Her touch warmed my soul.

I nodded and tried my best to say something despite my nerves. “It was the least I could do.”

She smiled at my words, probably understanding I was a bit nervous speaking to her. “There was one act that stuck out to me,” she said. “When your father died, you were given ten days to mourn, yet you wanted to return to the frontline immediately.”

I nodded and remembered it well. I had never felt such fury and hunger for revenge. I couldn’t sit and mourn for ten days even if it was my father. “I just couldn’t do it. When a person so dear to me got killed … I needed revenge to sleep properly.”

“You’re brave,” she said. “I can see it in you. I didn’t want this private moment just to tell you. We were told that in front of the kingdom. There’s another reason that I wanted to speak to you personally.”

“I’m listening,” I said. I was curious about what she wanted, but I also reminded myself to be patient with the queen. We waited for her words and not the opposite.

“As you know, the war destroyed large parts of our kingdom and a lot needs to be rebuilt. We’re currently planning it now, but you can’t rebuild something without men. Since the ratio is already skewed to begin with, we need to repopulate, especially, the critical places.”

I nodded but wasn’t sure where this was going yet.

“I don’t only want some random guy to take care of the repopulation. I want someone with merits, someone strong, someone brave and someone handsome.”

I blinked and my mouth opened at the handsome comment. I felt deeply flattered, but I tried to hide it in front of her.

“That’s why I want to ask you since I don’t consider it appropriate to order you after your service if you’re willing to take on the task to repopulate the southern district of the kingdom, especially the Fertile Valley which has left the most young women behind.”

It slowly dawned on me what she wanted from me. “It was an honor to serve you once,” I said, bowing my head for her. “It will be an honor to do so again. You can count on me.”

A smile curved her red lips. “I’m in the possession of one of the three Sacred Abilities—The Sacred Seed. It’s a secret our family has kept for a long time. I want to pass it on to you, to make the impregnation process a bit easier.”

The Sacred Abilities … They were three of the most powerful abilities in the known world. The Sacred Seed would enhance a man’s virility. “So, you want to give me The Sacred Seed Ability to impregnate all the young women of the Fertile Valley?” I asked and blinked at her.

“For now,” she said. “I might want your help for other districts and lands as well.” She took my hand and traced a vein on my forearm. “Your blood is rare.” She flicked her eyes to mine, her voice captivating me. “It will benefit us all if you spread it.”

“This is … an honor,” I said, looking into her sapphire eyes.

“It is,” she said. “But you have deserved it. The words of your heroic acts reached my ears as early as the first day of the war. We will benefit greatly from having more like you. Zinep hasn’t been wiped off the map … It’s my duty as a queen to make sure we remain as the sole power. The horrors we’ve experienced in the past years have affected all of us. I don’t want it to happen again.”

“Neither do I,” I said. “Aurora, Your Highness, I’ll accept this and any other task you’ll assign me.”

She traced her finger on my vein till she reached my hand, her fingers interlocking into mine. “Thank you, Darian, for accepting my request.” She drew in a deep breath. “I felt like I couldn’t order you in case you wanted to rest or retire.”

“I will never retire,” I said. “My dad fought on till old age and so did my mother. I want to follow in their footsteps.”

“I made the right choice choosing you,” she said. “You must remember to try to keep this a secret. Only tell your closest lovers. It might be a bit difficult, but it’s a powerful ability that every man wants to possess. It will enhance your virility and potency. It will raise your sexual urges but you’ll also learn to control them. The more women you bed, the more attractive you’ll become, and you’ll need this ability to please all the women who will want to sleep with you.”

“I see,” I said and already knew it wouldn’t be an easy task. “Does it require mana?”

“It does,” she said. “But you don’t have to worry about it ever again. For every woman you bed, you’ll gain mana, so it’s self-sufficient.”

“I see,” I said. “How will you pass it to me?”

“It’s currently Thalia who guards it, and she’ll help you tonight,” she said, and she tried to hide an incoming smile. “It will be a special moment for both of you.”

“Alright,” I said and nodded. I hadn’t grown up with mages but with fighters. Magic had fascinated me but was too passive for me. I knew mages could pass on abilities, but I wasn’t sure about the process.

“And you’ll sleep here tonight … In Thalia’s bedroom,” she said.

I blinked at her and felt something strange happen inside my pants as she said that. “That’s okay,” I said. “I’m up for it.”

“Also, I want to give you a couple of gifts, a farm in the Fertile Valley and several pounds of gold.”

Several pounds of gold meant that I never had to work a day in my life except for the impregnations of course. “Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate your generosity.”

“You’re welcome,” she said. “Tomorrow, after you’ve received the ability, let me know when you’re ready to move in.”

“I will,” I said.

“Do you … Want Flora as well?” she asked.

“If she wants to come with me,” I said. “I definitely need her helping hand to arrange things.”

“She’ll come with you,” she said and caressed my hand. “Do you have any questions?”

“No, that was pretty clear and well explained,” I said.

“You’re a great listener. You’re invited for dinner,” she said, waiting for my answer.

“I would be delighted to join you for dinner,” I said, feeling honored by the invitation.

“Excellent,” she said, her eyes sparkling with approval. “I look forward to our conversation. Follow me, my family is waiting at the table.”

She opened the door, and Thalia was right outside waiting for us. She smiled at me. I wasn’t sure why I had to sleep in her bedroom for her to pass the ability onto me, but I would soon get an answer to that question.

Aurora led me down the stairs and to the dining hall. Isadora was playing with her cousin and beamed upon seeing me. She scurried toward me, her blonde hair fluttering behind her. “Hi,” she said, bringing her sweet, feminine scent with her.

“Hi,” I said, and she caught me off guard.

Isadora twirled her hair on her finger, her eyes sweeping over me. “What did you and mom talk about?”

“Uhm, I thought that was supposed to be private,” I said.

She shrugged and a playful smile curved her lips. “Yes, between you and me.”

“Isadora,” her mother said and gave her a look.

“What?” Isadora said. She perched on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear, “Sometimes, Mom can be too serious.”

I had just met Isadora, and I found her adorable. “Sure,” I said ironically and wasn’t sure what to believe.

“Darian,” Aurora said and led me away from her flirty daughter. “Meet my relatives and trusted staff. You’ll be in contact with them in the coming months.”

I greeted her servants, advisors and also her family members. I had only met Erik before, but I didn’t mind meeting her other relatives. The dining table already had our names on it, and I noticed I sat next to Isadora, which seemed suspicious. I had a seat and Isadora plopped down next to me.

Aurora came behind her daughter and looked at the names. “Isadora … Why have you changed the names?”

“Why do you always gotta blame me?” she asked.

“Darian was supposed to be given the middle seat … He wasn’t supposed to sit next to you.”

“And … Maybe someone else messed up the names?”

“I saw you change them a second ago while he greeted our family,” she said and crossed her arms.

I held up my hand. “Your Highness, if it’s okay for you, I can sit here.” I had a feeling they were about to quarrel, and it wasn’t something I would like to witness.

Aurora dipped her head, but something told me she didn’t like the outcome of this. “I’ll have a word with you before bedtime,” she said firmly to her daughter.

Isadora frowned but it quickly vanished as she looked at me. “Do you like pot roast?” she asked.

“I sure do,” I said.

“It’s my favorite dish too, next to apple pie,” she said. She inched herself closer to me. “Mom doesn’t like it when I eat too much pie.” She giggled which infected me.

“Why?” I asked.

“She says I get too much energy. But I don’t think so,” she said. “What did you usually eat when you grew up?”

“Bread and butter mostly. We only ate meat on occasions.”

“Why?” she asked.

“It’s expensive,” I told her with a wink.

“I see,” she said. “I’ve always wondered how it would be to live in the countryside.”

I was about to ask her, what’s stopping you from going? But then I realized it probably was a bit more complicated than that. “Never mind.”

“What were you going to say?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “I think you’ll find more peasants who dream of living like this than the opposite.”

“It’s hard to explain,” she said quietly. “I love this castle. It’s my home after all, but I want to see something else too.”

“You must have had a blast when you were young,” I said.

“Me, my cousin and my friends used to play hide and seek. We still do from time to time, but they’ve kind of grown up and become boring.”

I chuckled.

“What’s funny?” she asked, her cheeks pinkening.

“I think you’re funny,” I said.

“Isadora,” Aurora said and smiled at her daughter. “There are other people here who would like to speak with our special guest as well.”

“They can speak. I’m not hogging him for myself,” she said.

Luckily, they took it well and laughed at her, but I had a feeling it wasn’t always laughter when Aurora and Isadora had their petty arguments.

After I’d spoken and gotten to know their relatives, they served us dinner. The tender slices of beef lay next to the caramelized vegetables. The chef had drizzled a rich red wine sauce over the meat, and rosemary and thyme lay over the roast. The aroma of beef, herbs and red wine quickly filled the air. I had never seen anything as luxurious as this in my life.

The beef melted in my mouth and went so well with the caramelized vegetables. Even if I’d eaten a lot earlier, this dinner was too delicious to resist. Isadora kept shoveling food into her mouth as well. “I love this sauce,” she said and dipped the roasted carrot into the sauce.

I loved it too. They didn’t even have to ask me whether I enjoyed it or not. I clearly did as I kept refilling my plate. “And you definitely loved this dinner,” Isadora said again, nudging me with her elbow.

“It was divine,” I said.

Aurora’s lips curved in a smile. “We have apple pie for dessert,” she said. “The smallest piece will go to my daughter.”

The answer didn’t satisfy Isadora, but it seemed she had some tricks up her sleeves. “Who’ll the biggest piece go to?”

“Our honorable guest,” Aurora said and winked at me.

“Oh,” Isadora turned to me. “I think we can share. After all, sharing is caring, isn’t it? That’s what Mom taught me.”

My eyes flitted from Aurora to Isadora. I wasn’t sure whether it annoyed Aurora or not, but she played it off with a smile. “It’s okay,” Aurora mouthed.

They served us a steaming apple pie, and true to Aurora’s words, Isadora did get the smallest piece, and I got the biggest. I put some whipped cream on top and enjoyed it equally as much as the pot roast.

“So, what’s it like being a hero? Do you have any thrilling war stories to share?” Isadora said as she shoveled the pie into her mouth.

“It’s not all glamorous as they make it out to be. Just doing my duty, really.” I sure had many stories to share, but I didn’t think it was appropriate during this dinner.

“Isadora, dear, perhaps you should let our guest enjoy his dessert in peace,” Aurora said. “You’ve been talking to him a lot.”

Isadora pouted her lips. “But mom, I’m just trying to get to know him better.” She turned to me. “You’re mysterious.”

“There’s no mystery to me. Just a guy trying to make my way through life,” I said.

“I listened to every word that my uncle said about you,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “I’ve never heard of someone so brave in my life. So you certainly are mistaken.” Isadora eyed the apple pie after I started eating slower. It was tasty, but I was full from dinner.

“Do you want the rest?”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes lighting up, and I gave her the remaining sliver of apple pie. “Thank you,” she said, her voice soft and appreciative. “You’re kind.”

I shrugged, trying to brush off her gratitude. “It’s no problem. I wouldn’t want it to go to waste.”

I got a chance to speak with her family members and servants while Isadora kept eating the pie. We asked each other questions and answered them. I also got to know her cousin Elara who was a year older but seemed equally as playful.

Isadora leaned in closer to me. “Do you have any plans after dinner, perhaps a stroll in the palace gardens?”

“I haven’t thought so far ahead, but I believe I’ll spend my time with Thalia,” I said to the queen’s mage, who nodded at me in return.

“How about tomorrow?” Isadora asked and didn’t give up. “You can play hide and seek with me and Elara.”

“Isadora, I think he’s a bit too old to play hide and seek,” Aurora told her daughter.

Isadora crossed her arms. “There’s nothing wrong with having fun.”

“We’ll see,” I told Isadora.

Eventually, we rose from our seats, and I wished goodnight to all of them. Elara and Isadora rejected my outstretched hand and embraced me instead. Isadora wasn’t shy with pressing her newly grown breasts into my chest and locking her arms around my back.

“What’s that on your back?” she asked, prodding around while hugging me.

“Scars, but don’t worry about them.”

“You sure?” she asked. “I know a thing or two about healing.”

“I am a hundred percent sure,” I said.

Isadora broke the hug and sighed. “I hope we can do something tomorrow … If you want.”

“We’ll see,” I said. “Sweet dreams for now.”

“You too.”

I went with Thalia who guided me through the maze of this castle. “She’s always been like that,” Thalia said and just smiled, taking my hand.

“Even when she was younger?” I asked her.

“Oh yeah … She was worse,” she said and stifled a giggle.

“I see,” I said and was glad I’d met Isadora when she was an adult. I could only imagine what she would be up to as a child.

“I think they have a thing for you though,” she said.

“They?” I questioned her. It seemed like it was only Isadora at the moment.

“I know the queen better than you think,” she said with a wink. “I’ll leave it to that.”

I shrugged and thought she was just trying to stroke my ego. She took me to her bedroom, which was adorned with purple carpets and several candelabras. She had a bookshelf stacked with thick books. There was a queen-size canopy bed with light red curtains.

She closed the door and stuck her finger out. Fire shot out from the tip, lighting up the candles. The flickering light illuminated the room, creating a cozy atmosphere. “There was a reason why our queen wanted me to sit next to you.”

“Why?” I asked her, feeling a sense of privacy and intimacy after she closed the door.

“She wanted me to get to know you before our special night,” she said.

I looked at the queen-size bed, and I suddenly asked myself where I would sleep. I turned to her and saw an erotic smile stretching her lips. She halted and searched my gaze. “She didn’t explicitly tell you how to pass an ability onto someone?”

I shook my head. “Nope.”

“To keep a long story short, it requires intimacy—lots of it,” she said, her smile widening.

I knew very well what that word meant even if it was an act I hadn’t engaged in since I was a youth, but as the blood flowed to my cock, memories flashed through my mind, and I realized that it was an act that I had dearly missed. “I see,” I said.

“Aren’t my boobs big enough for you?” she said playfully.

I chuckled. “It’s just that so much has happened lately,” I said and scratched the back of my neck. “Flora has recently tended to me and it made me realize how starved of feminine flesh I’ve been. It felt like it was yesterday when I had to suppress all those urges to fight on.”

“I feel you, and I don’t judge you.” She placed both her hands on my shoulders, making me come face to face with her massive cleavage, her boobs so big they could wrap around my forearm. “But you can rest now … It’s over.” She raised my chin with her finger and pressed her lips to mine, making me stiffen. It wasn’t a brief peck, but she held it. I wrapped my arms around her, my cock suddenly surging like a rocket that was ready to split my trousers in two. This was what I had missed for so long—A deep passionate tongue kiss. Her lips were as smooth as the surface of a pearl and as soft as marshmallows. Her tongue traced the seam of my lips, and I opened, welcoming her inside. I lost myself in the kiss and how good it felt. She awakened every nerve in me, and I didn’t want it to end.

She broke the kiss, a string of saliva stretching from her lips to mine. “Before I was a mage,” she said in a lowered voice. “I worked as an adult entertainer … I know how to excite a man.”

“You’ve already excited me,” I told her, grinning wolfishly as I couldn’t wait to tear off her clothes. My arms were still wrapped around her, and I boldly let them slide down to her curvy bottom.

She grinned while I squeezed her soft ass. “I’ll have to warn you, after you’ve climaxed and the ability has passed on to you, you’ll pass out. But don’t worry, I’ll hold you throughout the night, stroking your penis and perhaps make you fire again.”

“I have no reason to doubt you,” I said, my hands roaming her back.

She took a step back and slowly and seductively peeled off her clothes. Once her bra popped free and landed on her feet, my jaw fell open. I had never even imagined you could have such big breasts. They were like two oversized melons, and they didn’t sag much either but sat high and firm on her chest as if enhanced by some magic spell. Then she slid down her underwear, flashing her tanned and curvy legs. There was so much smooth flesh on that woman it would take ages to explore her.

I aimed my eyes at her pink slit which glowed and dripped like a fruit. My cock twitched in approval, and I felt a sudden primeval urge to take her hard.

She approached me with a questionable look and tugged at my shirt. “Why are your clothes still on?” she asked. “We need to come close, skin to skin, if I’ll be able to pass the ability onto you.”

“I haven’t seen a naked woman in years,” I said, which was my excuse for ogling her. I pulled my tunic over my head, and her lips slid into a grin as she eyed my body. She probably wouldn’t have grinned if she had seen me right after the war when I was thin and frail. Luckily, I had gained weight since. I took off my trousers, and once my cock had been freed, it surged at that gorgeous woman.

She threw her head back, whipping her dark hair over her shoulders. I unconsciously placed my hands on her nude bottom, caressing her lovely cheeks. It felt a thousand times better and more intimate when she was nude. I had forgotten how good it felt to touch another woman. The warmth wasn’t replaceable with anything else in the world. She carefully touched my back, probably knowing about my wounds till my cock was pressed flat against my waist and hers. She pushed her nude breasts to my chest, and I felt her nipples stiffen. I drew in a deep breath, and she smelled like a rose. I kissed her sweet neck as I felt how she rubbed her fruit against my leg.

We made our way to the bed and fell on top, and while I crawled up to the soft pillows, she rested by my legs and pushed my erection into her mouth, sliding it down to the back of her throat and back out again. She soaked my cock with her wet, soft mouth.

I looked down at her, and she made sure to look me in the eyes as my erection kept disappearing inside her mouth. She swallowed it again and again as if she could enjoy it for the rest of her life. I already felt the magic brewing. The hot, strong sensation rose from the peak of my cock and coursed through every vein.

She came off my erection and straddled my legs. I let my head slump back onto the pillow, and I faced Thalia who looked like a voluptuous goddess from my view. Only the flickering candle lights lit up this room, and the light made her glow like gold. She took my erection and rubbed it against her womanhood, seeking the hole that she found shortly after.

Once the head was inside, she sank and ground her hips. I bottomed out inside her, her pussy fitting me like a glow. She started riding me, our flesh smacking. I just lay back and watched her tits bounce as our breaths rose rapidly.

She placed her hands on my chest, clawing me. I wrapped my arms around her butt, helping her bounce on top of me. She leaned toward me, and it was happening so quickly. She placed her lips on my neck and started sucking and kissing my flesh. I shivered with pleasure and hadn’t felt such a relief in years. “I’m almost there,” I said, caressing her butt cheeks.

“I know,” she said as her chest started glowing.

I arched an eyebrow at the sudden glow. Not sure what it was, and I hadn’t seen it the last time I’d slept with a woman, but it continued to glow stronger in tandem with my climax.

On her next downward stroke, my body jolted and I shot my seed right into her warm hole. The bright light became so bright that it blinded me. I drew in a final breath before I passed out.


Chapter 2

Darian

Isat with my soldiers around a campfire, eating porridge with some butter. I missed my mother’s stew, but I had to make the best out of the situation. We talked about our successes so far and vowed to push on. Three of my friends had recently perished, and I couldn’t do much else than say rest in peace as I sat there, scooping up the porridge and eating it. It was what you could call a miserable meal, but it was what it was.

“Darian,” our commander said and approached us. “I come with tidings.”

I already knew by his expression, and when it was just for me, I knew it was something personal. “Say it,” I said coldly.

“Your father died in an ambush. We’ve recovered the body and are currently taking him to your family.”

I lowered my gaze and the world stood still for a moment. I didn’t reply and just stared into the flames.

“You may leave for the funeral and mourn for ten days,” he said.

I nodded and knew I had to be at his funeral after everything he’d done for me. Rising, I jumped to my feet and rode home. It took half a day’s journey to reach there. While I rode, I kept playing scenes of everything my father had done for me in my head. When I’d first gotten the news, I didn’t react, but it started hurting pretty bad as I approached my home.

When I dismounted from the horse, my mother rushed to me and wrapped her arms around me. She was heartbroken with tear tracks lining her cheeks. I patted her back and dried her tears, knowing I found it difficult to hold back my own, but I didn’t want to show her any weakness at this moment.

I met my relatives, and we spoke about my father’s heroic deeds. I had a last look at him before he was buried for good. The toughest moment was when he was underground. I realized he was gone and would never come back. I drew in a deep breath and spent the rest of the night with my mother, sitting close to her.

“Mom … I can’t be here for ten days.”

She knew me well. “I understand,” she said. “Your father acted the same. He didn’t have to go to war, but he did so anyway.”

“Will you remain?” I asked her.

She nodded. “My siblings are here, so I won’t be alone. Please, promise me to be careful. I really don’t want to lose you,” she said and broke out in tears. I held onto her, and my blood boiled when I realized who had inflicted pain upon her. I couldn’t let it slide. I wanted to go back as soon as possible and avenge myself.

I rode back, and the commander was surprised to see me. “Darian,” he said, his eyes widening.

“I don’t want to mourn for ten days,” I said. “I can’t.”

“Right,” he said, looking at me in awe. “Come, we’re planning our next attack.”

I followed him and couldn’t wait to spill more of Zinep’s blood.

* * *

My eyes slowly opened, and I rubbed them. It was another dream. I shook my head and asked myself if they would ever stop. Not all of them were unpleasant, but they kept interrupting my sleep. This one was a bit different. I didn’t snap awake from something horrible. I was just about to go to battle. I should’ve woken up when I got the news that my father died.

As my eyes cleared, I noticed Thalia sleeping in front of me. She had her arms draped over my flesh, and her chest rose and sank. I remembered yesterday well and the pleasure that ensued. I’d emptied myself inside her, and we’d made love to each other. I wanted to do so again and again.

I glanced down and noticed something larger than average tenting the sheets. It made me arch an eyebrow, but Thalia’s eyes opened the following second. “Darian?” she asked and glanced at the window. The sun hadn’t risen yet, and it was still night.

“Sorry to wake you up,” I said. “I usually wake up several times a night.”

“From the war?” she asked.

I nodded.

“I see,” she said sympathetically. “Do you want to sleep more?” She stroked my arm, her touch as gentle as silk.

“I’d love to,” I said.

She leaned forward to my lips, pressing her thick lips to mine. I sighed in relief after her touch. She went for my neck and started kissing me some more while caressing me intimately. A purple mist rose from her lips and hands like a mist of intimacy. I smiled, and my mind became so quiet as she kept on going. It must have been some sleeping spell, but it sure worked as I dozed off with her thick lips on my neck and her hands on my hips.

* * *

I slowly opened my eyes as the sunshine streamed into the room. Even if I had only woken up once, I was glad I slept deeply and long. In fact, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept so deeply. Thalia, the queen’s mage, lay in front of me fully nude. Her big boobs rose and sank. My eyes swept over her, and I felt a strong desire to enter her again.

I thought of the way she’d ridden me, and I sighed in relief. I had needed a woman after all these years. I glanced down at the tented sheets, and I felt something unusually big. Slowly, I pulled the sheets down, seeing my cock point straight toward Thalia’s slit. My eyes widened at the size. It looked enhanced. It was at least a couple of inches bigger, and my testicles were slightly rounder and had a pink color to them.

My mouth opened, and Thalia caressed my arm. “Good morning, Darian,” she said in her morning voice.

“Good morning,” I said and studied my cock.

“So, you have discovered it,” she said, a smile curving her lips.

“A bit hard not to,” I said.

She chuckled. “You’re right … You have successfully inherited the ability.”

I nodded and quickly brought out my menu screen by touching my blue wristband. The menu screen was an internal storage where you could store most of your items, abilities, spells and mana. You didn’t have to touch your blue wristband to bring out your menu screen. You could also quick select items that you often used. I swiped across my items and reached the abilities. Then I saw it. The Sacred Seed. I touched on it and read the information out loud. “The Sacred Seed. One of the three sacred abilities and arguably the most important. The Sacred Seed enhances a man’s virility. It is useful for mass impregnation and satisfying multiple female lovers … Wow,” I said and a shiver ran down my spine.

“You find it hard to believe?” she teased me.

“Sort of,” I said. “Sometimes life moves too quickly.”

“I agree,” she said. “It felt like yesterday I was a teen trying to master all the spells.”

“Did you use some kind of spell to make me sleep again?”

“I sure did,” she said. “There are several sleeping spells, but combined with intimacy there isn’t much that will keep you awake.”

“Right,” I said. “Why’s my penis bigger?”

“It’s part of the ability,” she said. “It’s an important symbol of virility.”

“Right,” I said. I resorted to looking at her. Now that the sheets were slightly lowered, I had a better view of her boobs which captivated me. “Have they always been that big?”

She covered her mouth and chuckled. “They started blooming early on and by the time I was eighteen, they were ripe and fully grown. Inherited from my mother, but hers are even bigger.”

“How do they defy gravity?”

“Magic,” she answered seductively, stroking my arm. “How’s the climax?”

“I want you to ride me again and again,” I said, closing my eyes as I dreamed of that moment I fired inside her.

“If I wasn’t the queen’s mage, I hardly would be able to resist you,” she said. “Although I suspect we’ll have private moments in the near future.”

“I hope,” I said and didn’t want to get out of bed. It felt so addictive to have her close to me. I reached for her breasts, exchanging glances.

“Go on,” she urged me on.

I fondled them. They were so round and soft. My favorite flesh to hold onto. My cock hardened, pointing straight at her slit. She smiled, honored that I found her attractive. I flicked her nipples side to side, rubbing my thumbs over her areolas. I slid my hand through the valley of her breasts.

“You’re so gorgeous,” I whispered.

“And so are you,” she said, running her hand down to my erection and stroking it lovingly.

“What did you do when you worked as a sexual entertainer?” I asked her and tried to imagine some hot scenes with her.

“Nude dances mostly, but it led to one thing and another,” she said, smirking at her dear memories.

“How did you end up becoming a mage?”

“Dancing and magic go hand in hand,” she explained. “Even if I was an adult entertainer, we were still taught basic magic spells. That’s how I fell in love with magic and continued to practice.”

“And how did the queen find you?”

“She likes adult entertainment as well,” she revealed. “She thought I was so talented and offered me to be taught by the greatest mages to be her mage. It was an offer I couldn’t resist.”

“I see,” I said. “She has keen eyes.”

“She’s very wise,” Thalia said.

“I can touch your breasts for the rest of the morning,” I said. “But we should probably get going.”

“It’s fine if you want to touch them,” she said and pushed her rack to me.

Not being able to resist, I touched them some more. “It doesn’t feel right, especially if they’re waiting for us.”

She kissed my forehead. “You’re a good man. Let’s rise.”

We slowly rose from the bed and dressed. I sure would miss her flesh, and I hoped I would see her nude again. Before going outside, she wrapped her arms around me and gave me a hug. “It was wonderful to spend the night with you,” she said and delivered another passionate neck kiss. She pulled her head back to look me in the eyes. “I have to go back to the queen, but Flora is outside waiting for you. She’ll help you with the move and find the horses necessary.”

“Sure … Thank you.”

“For what?” she asked, her lips curving in a smile.

“For yesterday … I haven’t slept with a woman in years. You knew what you were doing.”

She stifled a chuckle. “Like I told you, I know how to excite a man. You certainly will learn how to excite women in the coming days.”

“I have no doubt about that,” I said as she opened the door. Flora sat on the couch and greeted Thalia. They spoke to each other like friends and hugged each other. Then Flora waved to me as Thalia waved goodbye to me for now, kissing her hand and blowing it to me.

“Sleep well?” Flora asked as always.

“Yeah … I don’t remember the last time I slept so deeply,” I said.

“I’m glad … Not just for your sleep but Aurora told me that you wanted me to come with you.”

“I might need a helping hand over there,” I said.

“I’m honored,” she said. “I have enjoyed tending to you for the past few days, and I would love to help you with the household and scheduling pregnancies.”

“We will make a perfect team.”

“I know,” she said, smiling. “Aurora wanted to speak to you for a brief moment before leaving. She will show you on the map where the farm is. After that, she would let us choose a couple of horses to move our stuff.”

“I see,” I said. “I don’t have much though. I have to go back to my family home.”

“No worries, I’ll follow you from now on,” Flora said.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said.

She took my hand and led me through the castle.


Chapter 3

Aurora

Isighed and looked in the direction of the lands of Zinep. I was glad it was all over and that we’d won. There were no guarantees in this world, but my brave soldiers had fought harder than Zinep, and our kingdom still ruled despite the devastation. The treaty made sure that they wouldn’t hold an army larger than fifty thousand men, and they would hardly get there any time soon because of all the casualties they’d suffered.

Wanting to take my mind off something else, I placed my hands on the windowsill and leaned out the window. I gazed out at the equestrian facilities. Darian was there with Flora, a couple of my servants and also Isadora. I cursed myself for being too nice to her yesterday when we were eating dinner. Even if she was nineteen, she was as cunning as a fox, switching names so she could sit next to him. The comment about the apple pie also put me in a difficult position. Sharing is caring. I was proud of her in the sense that she displayed creativity and had a vivid imagination, but she didn’t understand royal matters even if I’d done everything to teach her.

“Do you have any recommendations?” Darian asked my daughter.

Isadora paused by a chestnut stallion and looked back at Darian. “This one here, perhaps. He’s strong, yet gentle. Just like you.”

Darian chuckled, caressing her shoulder and arm. “You think so?”

“Without a doubt. You would make quite the team.”

“I trust your judgment,” he said, and it wasn’t difficult to tell that he was already into her.

I smiled and couldn’t help but chuckle at Isadora’s humor. She was a pretty little thing, and I knew a guy like Darian would find her highly attractive. It was a dilemma I wasn’t sure how to solve.

Even if my youth was like a shooting star, gone in an instant, I remembered well how it was to be young and how it was to be in love. My mother had been a lot stricter with me than I was with Isadora. But my mother had more than one child. I only had Isadora, and I didn’t want to fight with her. I wanted Isadora to smile and be happy, but I knew it would be difficult. She was currently falling in love when she was already engaged to the prince of Selppin, one of our most important allies.

Isadora had known Eldric since they were children. They were roughly around the same age, but they’d fallen for each other a year ago during the most turbulent years. Isadora had been fearful, and I suspected she acted too rashly, but I also believed I’d struck gold at the same time. I could not arrange a marriage for her. It was a tradition my grandparents had broken, but my mother and I had still married other royal family members.

When Eldric proposed to her, and Isadora accepted, I sighed a breath of relief. It would both strengthen our alliance and at the same time keep the tradition alive without encouraging Isadora to act against her will. Although that was falling apart after she met Darian yesterday.

Trying to think of something else, I knew The Sacred Seed was in safe hands. I had never heard any of my generals or advisers speak so positively about a soldier. “Courage is flowing in his veins,” was the first thing Erik had said about him, which was true. He came off as a bit shy when I first met him, but I believed he was just showing his respect to me. I couldn’t deny that he was a very handsome man. His merits were just bonuses.

Someone knocked on the door. “It’s Thalia, may I come in?”

“Come in,” I told her. I didn’t mind her presence. I needed her counsel on what to do with this situation.

She strode toward me and peeked over my shoulder. “She’s the definition of being in love,” she said and noticed the same as me.

“She is indeed,” I said. “I’m not sure how to talk to her about this.”

“What do you mean?” Thalia asked, sounding more optimistic than usual.

I turned to her. “You know she can’t bond or marry Darian. She’s engaged to Eldric.”

“You know creativity and innovation always win,” Thalia said. “It wasn’t considered appropriate to take an adult entertainer and make her into the most trusted mage of the kingdom either, yet you did.”

“Because of your talent,” I reminded her.

“Darian is talented too. You would rather want his blood to be mingled with ours than some boy born with a silver spoon in his mouth. An engagement can be called off.”

She was right, but I knew it would jeopardize our trust and alliance with Selppin. Now that we’d gained dominance, I didn’t want to ruin such an alliance. “They’ll be deeply offended by it.”

“They will, but sometimes we have to make tradeoffs. Hundreds of thousands of men died in the recent war, yet we prevailed. Sadly, there wasn’t any way around it.”

“She just met him … The love can’t be that strong yet.”

“You are mistaken, and you know it,” Thalia said. She came next to me and jerked her head at my daughter. Darian and Flora were just about to leave. Isadora threw her arms around his neck and embraced him for dear life. Darian seemed more comfortable around her, holding onto her as if he loved her too.

“They’re like two fitting puzzle pieces,” Thalia said. “The outcome of trying to push two pieces that don’t fit will result in ruin.”

I closed my eyes. She could be so blunt sometimes, but sometimes the truth had to be told. “Do you believe she acted out of desperation when she accepted the engagement to Eldric?”

“A year ago was dark times … We all acted in desperation.”

I knew she was right again and decided to switch topics. A topic I was deeply curious about. “How was last night?”

Her lips curved in a smile. “Magical … It was an honor to be intimate with him,” she said.

I wanted more details, but then I might reveal that I also had a thing for Darian, that young, brave soldier who’d excelled when hundreds of thousands lay dead.

“I’m glad,” I said. “He will be busy in the coming months. It’s a bit of a challenge to impregnate so many women.”

“He’s well equipped for the task,” Thalia said. “He’s a very strong man. I sensed it in him. Not only strong but his loyalty too. You can trust him.”

“You certainly can,” I said as I watched him ride off. Isadora stood still and waved to him all the way. It was cute, making me smile. I wasn’t far from crying, but I suppressed it. When he was gone, I turned around.

“I have a meeting about the restoration of the kingdom,” I said. “You’re welcome to come with me.”

“Thank you, I’ll come with you,” Thalia said.

I took her with me, and just when I was about to leave the room, I heard scurrying steps, and I knew it was my daughter. Damn, she was quick. Her face was lit up with a smile, and her cheeks blushed with love. She looked exactly like a young woman who had a painful crush on someone.

“How’s it going?” I asked her.

“I told Darian goodbye,” she said. “Mom, I want to move in with him.”

I halted and looked at her. “You don’t think you’re moving a bit too quickly. You just met him after all.”

“Not at all. I really like him,” she insisted.

“He’ll be busy in the coming months,” I told her. “Most of the time will be spent impregnating lonely women.”

She crossed her arms across her chest. “Why do I have a feeling you don’t want me to be with him?”

“Sweetheart … You’re engaged,” I reminded her.

“I want to call it off,” she said firmly and dropped the bomb.

I sighed and knew I must have a discussion with her later. “We can discuss this later. I have to talk to my advisor about something important.”

“Am I not important to you?” she confronted me.

I placed both my hands on her shoulders. “Don’t say that. You know very well that you mean the world to me.”

“Then why won’t you help me with the move?”

“The move?” I asked and realized she was serious. “You just met him. How do you even know he likes you?”

“He said I was cute,” she said, and her cheeks pinked as if the comment meant the world to her.

“Isadora,” I said and knew I had to tell her. “Did you listen to me a second ago? You’re engaged to Eldric. You accepted his proposal. You were in love with him a couple of months ago.”

“And I’m not any longer,” she said stubbornly.

“This is going to ruin our reputation,” I reminded her.

“Why does that even matter?”

“It matters for our trust,” I said. I had repeated that several times, trying to teach her the importance of keeping allies. No one survived as a Lone Wolf in this fickle world.

“Darian can crush them on his own if they turn against us. We don’t need them.”

“You’re talking nonsense,” I said and felt the tension growing.

Tears welled in her eyes. “I’ll take the horse and ride by myself if you refuse to listen to me.”

“I’ll let the guards know and stop you at the spot,” I told her firmly.

“What’s the point of having you as a mother when you don’t even want to listen to me,” she said as tears streamed down her cheeks.

“Isadora, calm down. We’ll talk about this later. You’re just nineteen years old.”

“I might be young, but I’m certainly not as cold and heartless as you are.”

I watched her storm out of the room. Her comment stung me. Her words were more painful than daggers. I’d never seen myself as cold or heartless, and it made it even more painful that my only daughter called me that.

I sighed. I didn’t anticipate it to go like this. I slumped down on the couch, drawing in a deep breath. “Thalia, please tell my advisors that I’ll be late. I need a moment for myself.”

“I will, Your Highness,” she said, dipping her head and leaving me.

* * *

I wasn’t sure how long they waited for me, but I just needed a timeout. My daughter’s comment hurt me. I hadn’t felt anything as painful since my mother died. I wasn’t cold or heartless. I tried my hardest to forget about it, but it proved difficult.

I sat down with my advisors, and I could tell they knew something had happened. It was always something between my daughter and me. I wasn’t deaf and knew that the rumors of us fighting spread far and wide throughout my kingdom.

We talked about the wood that we needed to fell. The roads and buildings that needed to be repaired. It would be costly, and at the same time, there was a labor shortage. Throughout the discussion, my mind kept slipping to Isadora. It didn’t feel right to leave her while I sat here. I needed to speak with her sooner than later.

They told me their plans of making the best out of the resources we had available. I nodded and agreed with every word. My brother knew something was up and waited till the rest of the advisors had left, so we could have some privacy.

“Aurora, are you alright?” he asked me.

“I’ve seen better days,” I said. “My daughter and I had a fight earlier.”

“I understand,” he said and watched me closely. He could probably tell that this quarrel had been more severe than any other. “I’m here for you like always.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I appreciate it. I’ll talk to her. We will get through this like always. She is in that age where she is more fickle.”

“I know,” he said. “My daughter is heading there too.”

“Elara has always been a bit more peaceful though,” I pointed out. “Even if she’s spent a lot of time with Isadora.”

He smiled. “She’s the exception, not the rule.”

“You’re right,” I said. “I’ll try to talk to her.”

“Good luck,” he told me.

After he left me, I went up to Isadora’s room. I lightly knocked on the door. “Isadora?”

She didn’t answer, but I heard her sniveling which was just as painful as when she’d called me cold and heartless. “Isadora, do you hear me?”

She tried to stifle her sniveling, but I knew she was there. I tried to open the door but to my not-so-surprise, it was locked. “Isadora, I’m sorry. Can we please talk?” I waited for who knows how long. The last time we had such a petty argument, Thalia told me to give her time, so I guessed I didn’t have much of a choice.

I turned and went back. I met Elara by the stairs.

“Have you seen Isadora?” she asked.

I nodded my head at Isadora’s bedroom. “We had a little fight, so she’s in her room at the moment.”

“Do you want me to talk to her?” she asked.

Despite being cousins, they were so different from each other, yet they got along like two best friends. I admired my brother for raising her so well. “I think she’ll appreciate it instead of being there all by herself.”

“Okay,” she said.

I went up to my room, hoping I could come back when her tears dried. I went to the window and watched the weather for a little while. A couple of clouds were in the sky which was a sign that life would soon return to normal. There were plenty of men and women who were traumatized by the war, but I hoped they would receive the help and care they needed to get back on their feet.

Before we ate dinner, I went to the chef. “Make my daughter’s favorite apple pie,” I told him. “She won’t be eating dinner tonight.”

“I’ll have it ready in no time, Your Highness,” he said and dipped his head.

Whenever we quarreled, she refused to eat anything other than her usual sweets. I found it difficult to eat dinner myself since my appetite always suffered.

When the apple pie was finished, I made my way up to her room and met Elara on her way. I smiled upon seeing her. “Did you talk to her?”

She nodded. “But she’s still upset. I asked if she wanted to do something fun together, but she wasn’t in the mood.”

“Thank you for trying,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said. “I guess I’ll go and see what sis is up to.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I approached Isadora’s door and knocked on her door. “Isadora, are you there?”

She didn’t answer, but I didn’t hear her snivel any longer.

“We’re eating dinner now, would you like something?” Just what I expected, she didn’t answer. I lowered the pie onto the floor. “If you don’t want dinner, I brought you an apple pie and put it next to the door.”

I walked away from it but waited by the stairs. I waited till she opened the door. She didn’t step out, but I saw her reaching for the pie and then closing the door. It made me smile, and I sure needed that.

We ate freshly hunted grouses with roasted vegetables. I found it difficult to eat and just mulled over what to say to my daughter and how to talk to her later. I barely even finished the dinner, and my brother kept asking how I felt, and I told him I was alright. I found it difficult to sit here at the table as the sun lowered and the darkness spread in the sky.

I left earlier than expected and headed straight to my daughter’s bedroom. “Isadora, do you want to talk now?”

“Go away,” she said quietly.

At least that was a start. “I’ll never go away from you, and you know that,” I said, giving her the time she needed.

“You hurt me,” she said.

“Isadora, I didn’t mean to,” I said. “Please, open so we can talk about it.” I waited and eventually, I heard how she slowly made her way toward the door. She unlocked the door and slowly opened it. The first thing I noticed was her downturned lips. She had tear tracks on her cheeks which she hadn’t dried yet. It pained me to see her that way. But I noticed something which I hadn’t done earlier. She was wearing a ragged dress with patches instead of her royal dress.

“Where did you find that?” I asked her.

“A couple of months ago I made it with Elara,” she said quietly.

“Do you invite me in so we can talk by the bed?”

“Fine,” she said and stepped aside.

I closed the door, and I sat down on the edge of her bed. “Did you enjoy the apple pie?” I asked her.

“I did,” she admitted.

“I’m glad. We ate grouses,” I said, trying to start a conversation.

“Okay,” she said and didn’t give me a response.

“I’m sorry if I hurt you, it wasn’t my intention,” I said and patted her back.

“You already told me,” she said.

“I also want to say that you hurt me when you called me cold and heartless.”

“I didn’t mean to hurt you either, but what else am I supposed to say? I’m an adult. I’m not your baby girl any longer.”

“I know you’re an adult, but you have responsibilities,” I told her. “When he proposed to you, you accepted. It will be an insult to call it off.”

“So?” she said. “Am I not allowed to divorce or change my mind? Even your mother divorced your father.”

“That was a completely different situation,” I told her.

“I don’t like Eldric any longer,” she said. “There I said it. I want Darian.”

“First of all, you just met him,” I told her. “Secondly, he has accepted a request from me to repopulate an important region. It requires a lot of time, effort and … lovemaking. There won’t be that much left for you.”

“He’ll still have time to bond with other women,” she said. “He called me sweet.”

“You told me that,” I said. “But please, just take a couple of days to think about this. It’s not healthy to jump to conclusions.”

“I hear you.”

“Are we friends?” I asked her, patting her back.

Her downturned lips started to break into a smile. “Sure.”

I took a napkin and dried her cheeks. They were baby-smooth, and I envied her for her beauty. “Your skin is flawless,” I told her, making her cheeks reddening. “You’re so pretty, Isadora.”

“Thank you,” she said, breaking out in a smile.

“Regardless of what dress you’re wearing,” I said. It was something I noticed now. Despite being dressed in rags, she glowed with beauty. Darian must certainly find her attractive. I knew he did. Anyone found Isadora pretty.

“That’s what I mean. I want someone who likes me because of who I am, and not because I’m a princess.”

“And how do you know Darian likes you for who you are?”

“He is a fighter. He isn’t spoiled and doesn’t seem to care about luxuries. Secondly, it’s just a gut feeling. I believe he values relationships over materials.”

“You believe,” I reminded her. “Give it time. Okay?”

“Fine,” she said.

I pressed my lips to her cheeks and rose. “Goodnight, sweetheart.”

“Goodnight, Mom.”


Chapter 4

Darian

“Right here,” I said as we rode up on the gravel road and headed toward a little village. It wasn’t any kind of village, but the village I grew up in.

I recognized one of my former neighbors who sat on his knees and pulled up root vegetables. Once he heard the hooves crunching on the gravel, he raised his head and looked side to side. Rising to his feet, he shielded his eyes. He peered at me in disbelief. He was wearing a wide-brimmed hat and overalls.

I waved at him. “How’s it going, Oswin?” I greeted him.

His mouth opened, so his toothpick fell out of his mouth, “Darian,” he said, astounded to see me. A smile curved his lips, and he left the carrot he was battling with and quickly came and greeted me. I pulled into our home, gently pulling the reins back to make the three horses stop.

“Come on,” I said and patted Flora’s back. “I’ll show you my childhood home.”

She jumped off the horse, and I greeted Oswin. He tilted his hat as a salute. “Darian,” he said in awe as if I had become a legend. “It’s an honor to see you again.”

“An honor?” I said.

He gave me a look. “You wouldn’t think that your heroic deeds would reach us? We might not be the most important village in Anigava, but we sure as hell aren’t deaf.”

I was deeply flattered. “I suppose word does travel fast, even to the smallest corners of Anigava.”

“The entire world will soon know about you,” he said. “I’m surprised you returned so quickly.”

“Our queen has assigned me a task, so I’m just here for a short visit,” I said.

“What task?” he asked, leaning forward.

“She wants me to repopulate the southern district, especially the Fertile Valley.”

His jaw dropped. “That’s the most honorable task a citizen can be given … But you deserve it. It makes sense she wants your blood to flow amongst us.”

His words warmed my heart. “How’s life been treating you and the rest of the village?” I asked. I knew it was inevitable to have a quick recap, and also to greet everyone who was still left. One by one they came to me, and everyone wanted to invite Flora and me for something to eat. We hadn’t eaten lunch, so they prepared bread, cheese and grapes for us.

While eating, I met with some of my distant relatives, and the parents of a couple of my childhood friends who sadly hadn’t made it. They were all proud of me, and I tried to tell them what I’d been up to. I also let Flora speak now and then, so she didn’t feel so lonely.

Tarina, who was the mother of my closest friend, became emotional and shed tears. “I remember when your father died and you quickly returned to battle. You inspired my son. He wanted to be like you.”

“He was courageous,” I said and scenes of when we were children flashed by. We used to play hide and seek and hide on top of the roofs. Oswin would catch us and throw a hissy fit at us, but it was all love. This village was like a big family, and it made them proud that I had made our village somewhat famous.

While Flora and I entered my home, Tarina and the rest of the villagers prepared some food we could take with us, and they refilled our water jars. They also gave grass to our horses that ate greedily. When I was home, I drew in a deep breath. It smelled exactly like I remembered it to smell. I hadn’t been here in more than a year. Right after the war ended, I was given a room near the castle.

“I like it here,” Flora admitted. “It’s very family-friendly. When it’s as big as the castle of Anigava, it just makes you dizzy.”

“I agree,” I said. “When I was there, I was too busy gawking at all the chandeliers and paintings.”

She was right, simplicity was to be preferred. I brought with me my personal belongings: a painting of mom and dad and some of my old toys. They were already becoming nostalgic. There were so many memories here that I didn’t want to bring everything with me.

On our way here, Flora and I had picked up some flowers. I went to my parents’ grave and placed them there. They were one of the few elders in this village who had fought, and they were revered by all of us. I also went to Tarina and placed some flowers on my best friend’s grave. It was tough seeing his name and knowing he would be gone forever.

When it was time to leave, I hugged them all goodbye for now. Oswin lifted his wide-brimmed hat. “I hope we’ll see you again,” he said.

“I hope so too,” I replied with a smile. “Take care of everyone while I’m gone, Oswin.”

He nodded, his expression serious. “You can count on me,” he said. “And don’t forget, you’ll always have a home here, no matter where your travels take you.”

“Thank you,” I said, touched by his words. Flora and I hopped into the carriage and rode away.

Flora inched her hips closer to mine. “Was it difficult to come back here?”

“Difficult?”

“Emotional?” she asked.

“A little,” I admitted. “But I have already mourned the loss of my parents. I have accepted that I won’t see them again.”

As it got cooler, she continued to cuddle up to me. Skin-to-skin provided the best warmth, and it was addictive. Ever since Thalia had been intimate with me, passing on The Sacred Seed to me, I had felt a stronger sex drive. Now that Flora sat next to me, I dreamed of sleeping with her and emptying myself inside her.

“When they said you’d honored them,” Flora said. “I felt honored when you wanted me to come with you.”

“What makes you think I wouldn’t want you?” I asked her, raking my fingers through her thick, auburn hair, admiring her porcelain skin and freckles on her cheeks. Her question was absurd. She was a caring, peaceful young woman I’d dreamed of settling down with.

“I don’t know,” she said with a shrug. “I never thought you disliked me or anything. All I’m saying it’s that it’s an honor.”

“I see what you’re saying,” I said. “The way you tended to me … You were so soft and warm. I felt like you truly cared for me. I haven’t felt that with a woman before.”

“It’s because I do. I do truly care for you,” she said, caressing my thigh. “And it wasn’t because the queen assigned me to you. I heard about your heroic deeds and wanted to show my gratitude because you kept our kingdom safe.”

“What surprised me was that the queen allowed you to come with me,” I said. “Women like you are rare.”

“Thank you,” she said, my comment making her blush.

“You aren’t too much into gossip either. You are a breath of fresh air.”

“What’s there to gossip about?” she asked me flirtatiously.

I shrugged. “You didn’t ask what’s going on between me and Isadora after all.”

“For us who work close to the queen, one of the rules is not to spread too much gossip … Since we aren’t there, Isadora clearly has a thing for you.”

“I have a feeling though her mother doesn’t like it.”

“It’s because Isadora is engaged to Prince Eldric of Selppin,” she reminded me. “To call off an engagement is seen as an insult, especially when it comes from the girl and someone as pretty as Isadora.”

“Right,” I said.

“If you could choose to marry her, would you?” Flora asked.

She put me on the spot. There was something so joyful and youthful with Isadora. She was hypnotic and as captivating as her mother. “She’s as pretty and charming as her mother, but I wouldn’t want to cause any trouble. It’s a difficult question.”

“I see,” Flora said. “I think that’s exactly the queen’s dilemma.”

“It doesn’t make me feel good since I already know that her plates are full.”

“She’s an unbelievable woman,” Flora said. “She can juggle so many things at once. My head keeps spinning just by thinking of it.”

“She was born to rule,” I said. But I thought about her beauty as well. Anigava had a tradition of letting women rule. We hadn’t had a king for more than hundreds of years. There were far more girls being born and too many men slaughtered in wars.

As we rode past some of the villages. I noticed the skewed ratio. There was an abundance of widows and young women, but there were hardly any men left. They looked a bit depressed as if something was lacking in their lives, and I couldn’t blame them for that. The ratio was critical to begin with, but it was even worse now.

Flora inched her hips closer to mine, and we exchanged glances. She didn’t have to speak, but I could tell she was grateful she sat next to a man. “Can I have some dried fruits?”

“Sure,” I said.

She placed the sack of dried peaches and apples on her lap. She reached inside the bag and fished out a thin slice of apple. She took a bite and raised the other half to my lips. “Do you want some?”

I opened, and she gently put it on my tongue. I took a bite. It was wet from her saliva and incredibly sweet. She chose a peach and took a bite, giving me the other half. “Open,” she said.

She hit my lip before gently placing it on my tongue. She giggled, and it infected me. “What’s so funny?”

“I don’t know,” she said with a shrug. “I’m a sucker for dried fruits.”

“Which one’s your favorite?” I asked her.

“Peaches and apples go well together. One is sweet and the other is sour.” She took a bite out of two simultaneously and gave me the rest of them. I agreed with her. It was the perfect mix.

“The peach is almost as sweet as you,” I said.

She stifled a giggle. “If you say so,” she said. “Can you hold this? I’m thirsty.”

I took the dried fruit bag while she sipped some water. It spilled over her chin and ran down her cleavage, soaking the upper part of her dress. “A bit difficult to drink while we’re riding.”

“We can take a break somewhere,” I said. “There isn’t much left of this day anyway.”

“You’re right,” she said as the sun steadily lowered.

Except for the hooves crunching the gravel, and the occasional neigh from one of the horses, it was quiet, and I didn’t take this peace for granted. It hadn’t always been this way.

“I took this peace for granted most of my life,” I admitted.

“So did I,” Flora said. “You don’t know the opposite of something till you experience it.”

“Well said. Rather peace than war, Love than hatred.” I draped my arm over her shoulder, and she glanced up at me, leaning her head onto my shoulder. I felt sparks and flutters when we touched each other. It wasn’t the first time, but it felt equally as great every time.

As the sun lowered, there wasn’t much left of this day. “Are you growing hungry?” I asked her.

“I am … It’s just that I’m sitting so comfortably with you.”

“Should we find a spot and take a break?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “I can try to make a stew out of the vegetables.”

We found a cozy spot behind a hill. We dismounted and set the horses free. I glanced at a couple of trees and got my eyes on two grouses. I nudged Flora with my elbow. “Should we eat some meat with those vegetables?”

“We don’t have any,” she said, mildly disappointed.

I pointed at the grouses.

“Oh, there,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “Can you bring them down?”

I opened my menu screen and selected my bow and quiver. The quiver materialized behind my back, and the bow in my hands. I smiled upon holding it. I hadn’t wielded it in more than a month. “Stay here,” I said and found a perfect spot, so I could kill two birds with a stone. I nocked the arrow to the string, and with a heave, I drew the string to my face and took aim. I let go, the arrow flying so swiftly it whistled. The following second, it pierced right through them both, and they fell before they could even let out a cry.

Flora clapped her hands. “Wow,” she said, surprised by my skill. “What a shot!”

I unselected my bow and quiver. It was about time I used my weapons again. I picked up the birds and met up with her. “I’ll skin them if you take care of the vegetables and fire.”

“I’m on it,” she said. “I can’t believe you shot them both with a single arrow.”

“Easy peasy,” I said. It evoked memories of when I fired at our enemies.

She prepared the fire and put the pot over it. She peeled the root vegetables while I skinned and butchered the birds. I preferred them roasted, but we would have to make the best out of the situation. The bones and the little fat that was left would taste good for a stew too, so it wasn’t like anything went to waste.

We sat side by side and held onto the bowls, blowing on them and waiting till they’d cooled. The sun steadily lowered, casting a crimson glow upon the peaceful lands. The hills rolled on into a few more valleys and then the sea sparkled in the distance.

We shoveled spoonful after spoonful into our mouths while the crickets chirped and an occasional bird twittered. It was a magical night. “Do you want to find the nearest inn, or should we sleep out in the open?” she asked, sucking on her spoon.

“We might as well sleep under the sky,” I said. “Honoring the peace.”

“Okay,” she said. “I was leaning toward that too.”

This would be the first time I slept with Flora. I wanted to warm myself with her, and the strong urge to be near a female just kept growing throughout the night.

While we enjoyed the stew, we talked about various topics, whatever came to our minds. I found her incredibly easy to talk to.

“Are you looking forward to your time at the Fertile Valley?” she asked.

“I sure am,” I said. “I just wonder how many fertile women are left there.”

“There must be at least ten thousand,” she said.

I blinked. “It will probably take a while to knock them all up,” I said and mulled it over, trying to do some quick math in my head, but all I ended up seeing was a line of naked women lined up for me.

“You should take your time,” Flora said in her caring voice. “It’s never good to rush things. We have all the time in the world now.”

I nodded. “You’re right,” I said and finished the stew. We talked more about where she’d grown up. She didn’t come from the city of Anigava but from the northern district from a little village I hadn’t heard of. Her parents had moved early to find work near the castle. It felt nice to finally get to know her as the fire flickered in front of us.

“Should I check on your back before the fire gets reduced to embers?” she asked, taking my hand.

“Sure,” I said and put the bowl aside. It seemed like she was addicted to taking care of others, which was a trait that made her more attractive. I took off my shirt, and she neatly folded it for me.

“It isn’t cold?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “You and the fire warm me.”

She tittered. “Human contact is the best warmth in the world.”

“It sure is,” I said.

She touched and prodded around my back, searching around for the scars that were left. “They’re healing surprisingly quick. I don’t think there’s much I can do.”

“That’s great,” I said and sighed in relief. “You did a good job.”

“No, I think it’s just you who heals quicker than usual. You’re in good health.”

“If you say so,” I said and didn’t want her to feel any less important. It was her after all who’d taken care of me each day since the war had ended. I helped her set up the tent. It was a quiet night with not so much wind. We let the horses free to graze and sleep wherever they wanted. The queen’s horses were the finest and the most obedient horses you could find.

Once it was time to dress, we came face to face with each other. We looked at each other a bit shyly. “We sleep nude, right?” she asked.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to,” I said.

“But I do want to,” she said.

I took off my tunic, and she pulled the dress over her head. Once it cleared, she was left in panties and a bra. The only lights were the moonlight and the glowing embers, but she glowed. Her porcelain skin made her look so pure, making me want her even more. Her breasts sat high and firm on her young chest, and I wondered how her treasures looked in their full glory.

“I can use a helping hand with my bra,” she said and beckoned me closer. I was about to take off my trousers, but couldn’t resist her offer. I went behind her back and reached for the hooks of her bra. My cock thickened as I unhooked them, so the bra fell to her feet. Her perky, white breasts spilled free. Because of the porcelain color, it made her pink nipples glow.

“They’re gorgeous,” I said.

“I’m glad you like them,” she said, her cheeks turning as pink as her nipples.

I took off my trousers and underwear simultaneously as she slid down her panties. She had a patch of auburn hair on her mound, hiding her shy slit. But I also noticed she wore two panties. “Two panties?” I asked.

She shyly nodded. “Yeah,” she said.

Once my underwear came off, my cock bobbed up and down. Her jaw dropped when she saw it. “Wow … When did it become so big?” she asked, her eyes rounding.

“I can tell you in the tent,” I said, my eyes sweeping over her perfect hourglass figure. I felt something primeval when seeing her nude. I wanted more than to just sleep with her. I wanted to hold onto her and love her, give her something back after tending to me.

We went into the tent, and she folded my clothes and laid them aside, but she found it challenging to take her eyes off my erection, which rose like a sword.

We lay side by side, and she pointed at it, still caught off guard. “Now … What’s going on? That’s not the same I saw earlier,” she said.

“Do you remember the gift Aurora was supposed to give me?”

She nodded.

“It was one of the Sacred Abilities … The Sacred Seed.”

Her mouth opened. “Really?” she asked, and her eyes flitted from my erection to my eyes. “Wow … It shouldn’t come as a surprise, but it’s just such a legendary ability to have.”

“I know.”

“Maybe that explains why your scars have healed so quickly.”

“You think so?” I asked her.

She nodded. “Virility and healing go hand in hand,” she explained. “What else do you feel?”

“A strong desire to mate,” I said and caressed her nude thigh, feeling her heat radiating to my hand.

She slowly lowered her gaze. “It’s been difficult the past few days … I’ve badly wanted you too.”

“You hide your emotions well.”

“Not so,” she said. “You also asked why I wore two panties … Because I soak through them.”

“You can soak all you want,” I said, feeling her breath on my neck.

“But I’m not sure how to help you if I become pregnant.”

“You don’t have to use the pregnancy spell.” The pregnancy spell was a magic spell that every woman was born with. In order to become pregnant, they had to use it before intercourse. Otherwise, they wouldn’t become pregnant.

She nodded and drew herself closer to me, wrapping her leg around mine and pressing her wet fruit against my thigh. I pushed some hair away from her face, so I could see her freckled cheeks a bit better.

“Ever since I took care of you, I wanted to be with you, but I suppressed it since I suspected the queen wanted me back.”

“I see,” I said. “But you are here with me now … You don’t have to suppress anything.”

A smile curved her lips. I stroked her hips, drawing her closer to me till her chest pressed against mine. I eyed her tempting lips, and I pressed mine toward hers. It numbed my senses for a little, and I slid my tongue into her mouth, tasting her. She was so pure and sweet. I held the kiss while my cock throbbed between my waist and hers. It was currently so big it reached up to her breasts. She reached it with her hands and stroked it. I reached down to her sacred region and was greeted by a soaked puddle. She giggled at every fold I touched.

“Turn around,” I said and felt the strong urge to make love to her. Flora turned around and backed her ass against my crotch. I lifted her leg and guided my cock to her pink, sensitive slit. I found her lips, rubbing the head up and down till I found the hole. I worked my way in, feeling a tight resistance as her pussy wouldn’t budge at first. “Are you alright?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Just work it in slowly … I haven’t really done this before.”

I listened and slowly pushed into her tightness, opening her vaginal canal till two-thirds of my enhanced erection stretched her. I savored the sensation of being inside her. I drew in a deep breath, and a euphoric warmth flooded me.

I pulled out till only the sensitive head remained and slid back in. I glided in deeper and deeper for every thrust while fondling her breasts. We moaned simultaneously, and the build-up of having her around me for so long and finally getting to be intimate with her was great. The wait was worth it.

I thrust my hips in the pursuit of that sweet friction, holding onto her as she squirmed with pleasure. On the next upward stroke, I emptied myself inside her with a loud grunt, spilling my seed into her lovely depths.

Sighing a breath of relief, I lingered inside her while she stiffened and caught her breath. I caressed her hips and slowly pulled out my seeping cock. My semen was way pearlier and creamier than what I remembered it to be. I thought it was a part of the spell.

“Maybe you could push it in again,” she begged shyly.

“Sure,” I said and followed her wish, sliding it back in and letting it rest there as her vagina hugged my shaft.

“Hmm,” she said. “That was wonderful.”

“Yeah,” I said. I felt a strong glow in my chest and felt it in hers as well.

“We are bonding,” she said in disbelief.

“We are,” I said, holding onto her.

“Are you bonded with anyone else?”

“I was when I was younger but not any longer,” I said.

“I see,” she said, clinging onto me. “I never want you to leave me.”

I pulled her closer to me. Flora was like a breath of fresh air, and I sure would need that while dealing with the mighty task of repopulating the Fertile Valley and possibly more regions of Anigava. “I will never leave you either,” I said as we slowly dozed off.


Chapter 5

Darian

“We’re almost there now,” Flora said as we entered a valley. We sat hip to hip, and last night was still fresh in my memory. Once again, I awoke in the middle of the night from a bloody dream of the war. Although the dream wasn’t as strong, and it seemed to help sleeping with a woman.

“You’ve been here before?”

“Once on a trip with the queen,” she said. “It’s stunning. The greenest pasture and the clearest water. It’s one of the most fertile lands in Anigava. Too bad they had so many eager men willing to fight.”

“That’s not bad,” I said. More women for me after all, and also, without their fighting spirit, we wouldn’t have lived.

“Maybe, but a pregnancy takes time and to raise the children will also take time. There won’t be anyone there taking care of the soil for years to come.”

“We’ll help,” I reassured her.

We reached the gates of the Fertile Valley and before us were several steads, houses and estates lined up along the stream that bubbled and burbled. It wasn’t a poor area, leaning slightly toward the upper class. Such places were hard to find outside of the city of Anigava. It was the fertile land that made it wealthy. There was a tall lady with long brown hair standing by the gates and guards. The guards were both women and so far, I couldn’t see a single man.

“That’s the Mayor, Felicia,” Flora said.

I hopped out of the carriage. “Darian?” the mayor asked in disbelief. Felicia wore her brown hair loose, signifying the green pasture. She had a slight tan, which gave me the hint that she loved being outside. With a deep V-neck, her dress reached her thighs. The dress was tight enough to show off her toned body. Without a wrinkle on her face, she looked young to be a mayor.

“Yes, that’s me.”

“The Queen sent us a letter that you would arrive soon,” she said and dipped her head. “It’s an honor to receive your help to repopulate this region.”

“I’ll do what I can,” I replied. “And I’ll give it my all to see this region and the rest of Anigava thrive.”

Felicia’s gaze lingered on me with hints of admiration. “We’ve heard tales of your bravery and strength, Darian. To have you here is a blessing.”

I offered her a humble smile, touched by her words. Felicia greeted Flora with an informal hug, embracing her. They’d both met each other before, and they had a quick recap of what they’d been up to.

“Congratulations on being bonded with a hero,” Felicia said.

“Thank you,” Flora said and dipped her head.

Felicia took us to our farm which was situated at the entrance of the Fertile Valley. Built out of timber, the two-story farmhouse rose before my eyes. There was plenty of pasture for our horses and also some ruminant animals.

I stopped by the entrance and looked at the thousands of flowers that adorned the walkway leading to the door. “Where did these come from?” I asked Felicia.

A smile played on her lips. “It’s from all the lonely women inhabiting this region. They have taken the flower and lightly rubbed it against their own. It brings good luck, and they also want to give you a hint that they want to be taken.”

What she told me wasn’t foreign. I’d heard about such fables before. It was something that would bring good luck and fertility to the region. The belief was more deeply ingrained in the Fertile Valley than in any other place. I picked up a flower and saw the sticky consistency on top of the petals. I sniffed them, and the flowers smelled better than usual. It made me want to impregnate them as quickly as possible.

“We’ll just move our things inside, and then I’ll get started.”

“We aren’t in a hurry,” Felicia reminded me. “We didn’t expect you to show up this quickly. After you’ve finished with the move, may I show you around the town?”

“With pleasure,” I said.

Flora and I went inside first. At the foyer, we were greeted by a treasure chest. Flora and I exchanged glances. “A generous gift from the queen,” I said and opened it. It was filled with pounds of gold and silver.

“That sure is a generous gift,” Flora said.

“Indeed,” I said. “Should we check out the rest of the house?”

She nodded eagerly. The living room and kitchen were nice and spacious. We opened the terrace door and were greeted by a lovely garden followed by the pasture. There was an outdoor bath, something I had never had in my life.

“Can you recommend this thing?” I asked Flora and patted the bathtub.

“You’ve never had a bath?” she asked and blinked at me.

“Nope,” I said. “It wasted too much water, so we couldn’t afford it.”

“I definitely can recommend it. It’s super relaxing,” she said.

“You’ll be my bath guide,” I said playfully as we went back inside. On the ground floor, there was one spacious bedroom with a king-sized bed. It also had a bathroom. On the wall in front of the bed hung a painting of a fertile countryside with emerald green grass and black soil, and there was a text below it. “I’m waiting for your strong seed to bring this region back to life.” I exchanged glances with Flora. “Who wrote that?”

“A little poem from the queen,” she said. “She loves to add the cherry on top.”

It made me smile. “I suppose this will be the pregnancy room.”

Flora agreed. We went up to the second floor, which had a spacious bedroom and a bigger bed than the one downstairs. “This bed is overkill,” I said. “I’ll be out of breath when I’ve reached the pillows.”

She stifled a chuckle. “The queen knows you’ll end up with many bonded women. This is exactly what you’ll need.”

We went outside back to the carriage and unloaded our stuff back home, finding a suitable place for all our belongings. I helped Flora lift all the heavy things.

Once we were done, we met up with Felicia. I saw women in the background, curiously coming out from their homes and pointing at me.

“I hope you aren’t bothered by unwanted attention,” Felicia said, giving me a wink. She also noticed the way they came out of their homes to shield their eyes in my direction.

“I’m good,” I said. I wasn’t used to it yet but decided to give it time. “I’ll have my way with them later anyway.”

Felicia chuckled. “I have no doubt you’ll handle them well,” she replied, her tone sympathetic. “But do let me know if it becomes too much.”

I nodded, appreciating Felicia’s sympathy and understanding. “Thank you. I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. “For now, I’m just grateful to be here. In a place where I can start anew, doing something that our queen will appreciate.”

Felicia offered me a welcoming smile. “We’re all glad to have you here, Darian. This town may not be the size of the city of Anigava, but it’s full of love … and women waiting to be loved.”

Felicia took me and Flora out on a little tour. We passed by several homes with thatched roofs, some estates and some farms. Ruminant animals grazed her and there, and I saw several fields of wheat where women were bent at the waist to pick the crops. I heard the wheat rustle, a sound that was so peaceful and lulling. It smelled so much more refreshing here compared to the bustling kingdom.

We followed the stream, and I noticed some women bathing nude, enjoying the late spring sunshine while splashing water at each other, beads adorning their round breasts. The laughter sounded so sweet, and it was completely undisturbed.

“It gets a bit busier over here,” Felicia said and took us onto the cobbled streets. We passed by horses and carriages. Women with their children walked with bags in each of their hands. I hadn’t seen a single man yet, wondering if they at least had some survivors.

“Are there any men or boys left?” I asked. I must admit, the attention started becoming a little bit overwhelming.

“Very few,” Felicia said with hints of sorrow. “Most of these women are starved of masculine flesh. If you just look at them, they feel honored.”

I glanced at a middle-aged woman holding onto her ten-year-old daughter. The mother hadn’t lost her beauty and broke out in a blush when I gave her more attention than usual.

“Who are you?” she asked. It wasn’t only her eyes that widened, but her daughter stared at me with eyes round as saucers.

“Darian,” I said.

She gasped, and her hand flew to her mouth. “Were you sent here by the queen?”

“I was indeed,” I said, nodding.

Her lips curved in a smile. “I have a nineteen-year-old niece who’s been dying to be with a man. She fell into a deep depression since there weren’t many left. Once she heard that you’ll come, she’s been dying to see you.”

“We’ll meet eventually,” I said, honored by her words. “But one woman at a time.”

“I’m also still fertile,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger. She jumped from one subject to another, and it made me dizzy.

Felicia cleared her throat. “It’s important to give those women who’ve never been intimate with a man a chance to go first.”

The woman grumbled something, and she didn’t seem to like the mayor. As we continued farther, we came to the market. We ventured further and eventually arrived at the market, where a bustling crowd of women surrounded numerous vendor booths. It was nowhere near as big as the main Bazaar in the city, but it was still an impressive market.

“Nice, they have everything here,” Flora said. “I was afraid we might resort to growing everything by ourselves.”

“There’s nothing wrong with having a couple of animals and growing some vegetables,” I said.

“You’re right,” Flora said. “But this market is way bigger than I remembered it to be.”

“We might buy something,” I told Felicia. “We need something to eat later.”

“After you,” Felicia said and let me go first.

I felt like a superstar as I tried making my way past all these women who couldn’t stop throwing seductive glances at me. They came in all shapes and sizes, but most of them were young. I only had to look at them for a second, and I made them blush. Flora picked up some vegetables and gave an idea for a nice stew. “You’ll love it,” she said. “But I’ll need a chuck roast.”

“I see the meat over there,” I said. There were several stalls with freshly cut meat. We came to a brunette selling beef. She wore an apron over her dress, her tits straining against her clothes. She wore a modest amount of makeup, but her thick, red lips seized most of my attention. Her eyes rounded upon seeing me while I searched for the cuts of meat.

“Do you have a chuck roast?” I asked her.

“Indeed, I have,” she said and happily slapped the big chunk marbled with fat onto the cutting board. She grabbed the butcher knife, the steel glinting in the sun. “How much do you need?”

“How much for a pound?” I asked her first.

“One ounce of silver, but for a kiss I’ll sell it to you for half an ounce per pound,” she said, winking.

These women were more desperate than I thought. I exchanged glances with Felicia, who didn’t look surprised by her answer. I looked back at her seductive lips. It wasn’t like I could resist them anyway. I accepted her offer, leaning forward to kiss her. She pouted her lips, and the smack was brief yet lovely. Her cheeks turned into the same color as the meat as she pulled her head back.

“You’re a handsome man, Darian,” she said and packed the meat into a bag.

“Thank you,” I said, and then I flitted my eyes up to hers, wondering how she got my name right.

She just chuckled. “Everyone in Anigava knows who you are,” she said. “Just accept being famous.”

I guess I didn’t have much of a choice. I held onto our products as we slowly made our way out of the market. “It wasn’t too bad,” I said.

“Every single woman who sees you stares at you,” Flora said. “They sure are into you.”

“There’s a reason for that,” Felicia said. “They’re vying for your attention since they want you to impregnate them as soon as possible.”

“Well, do you know anyone here who’s been waiting for long or is in a bit more desperate situation compared to others?”

“I sure do,” Felicia said.

“I want to start with those. I can do five today, more tomorrow probably.”

“Five?” Felicia said, giving me a look. “You’re an ambitious young man, that’s for sure.”

I chuckled and wasn’t sure whether the queen had told Felicia about The Sacred Seed. I was supposed to try to keep it quiet after all. We made our way up a little hill where we had a view of the rest of the valley that extended farther down. My eyes widened, and the Fertile Valley was a lot bigger than I expected. The mountainsides also grew steeper, and I saw some hikers climbing at the top.

“This place is gorgeous,” I said as a butterfly fluttered past us.

“It sure is,” Felicia said. “If you continue onward, you’ll come to the great arena where we used to hold games, speeches and other celebrations. Unfortunately, it’s been closed for more than five years. There isn’t much interest in doing something there rather than keeping it as a place to meet. There are mostly teenagers there now.”

“Right,” I said and believed I could see parts of it.

“Come, you wanted me to take you to some vulnerable young women?” Felicia said, a grin spreading on her face.

I nodded. “I do,” I said. “It looks odd here. It looks gorgeous but at the same time there’s an eerie feel to this place.”

“You’re right,” Felicia said. “But your presence will light everyone up.”

She took me back to where we’d come from, along the burbling stream. I passed by shepherds and cattle herds, and more women who kept throwing sideways glances at me. We came to a little neighborhood, and Felicia knocked on door after door, introducing me to some of the young women who were all in disbelief at seeing me.

They all glowed with beauty as they were at the peak of their fertility. There were two blondes and three brunettes. They whispered to each other about what I had been up to during the war.

“So,” Felicia said. “This is Marie, Sofia, Ida, Lidia and Kaisy. They’re all over eighteen and have been talking about you constantly.” Her last comment made them blush which spread like wildfire.

“Do you want to come with me to my farmhouse?” I asked. They didn’t disappoint me. They all looked like newly bloomed flowers ready to be plucked.

They nodded eagerly, making Felicia smile. “So, I hope that brief introduction was enough,” Felicia said.

“It was more than what I could ask for,” I said and dipped my head.

“I have to go back to the office,” Felicia said. “A hug wouldn’t hurt?”

She revealed that she wasn’t the only one who was starved of masculine flesh. I embraced her. “If there’s anything, I’ll be waiting for you,” Felicia said.

“No worries,” I said and waved at her as she walked back.

I brought the five girls with me back home and whisked them all inside. Flora gave them something to drink in the meantime and kept them company. The youngest was eighteen and the oldest was twenty-three. They giggled and gossiped with each other. They were excited to become impregnated as I was about to start the long journey toward repopulating this part of the world.

I started with the youngest, whose name was Marie. I took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She had long, dark blonde hair and sweet pink eyes. “Come, we’ll find some privacy.”

She blushed like a tulip. “Okay,” she said and had probably dreamed of this moment. She had probably believed she would never get a cock in her life. I took her with me into the pregnancy room. I faced Marie, as her eyes swept over me. I didn’t have to ask. When I saw how she behaved, I knew she was a complete novice, a virgin who’d never done anything wrong in her life.

“Do you need help taking off your dress?” I offered her.

“If you want,” she said, smiling up at me. She pulled the dress over her head, and I helped her till it came off her. My eyes widened. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath.

“What a pleasant surprise,” I said.

She stifled a chuckle. “My mother was currently washing the bra, so it hadn’t dried yet. We weren’t expecting to see you.”

“Don’t worry,” I said and studied her breasts which were narrow on the top but round and full at the bottom. The best part of her tits was her thick, suckable nipples that were capped with quarter-sized areolas.

My eyes trailed down, and at least she wore a pair of panties, which were becoming wet the moment we faced each other. I took off my tunic, and I stroked her smooth flesh, feeling my cock thickening beneath my trousers.

She looked up at me, and I pecked her sweet lips. I noticed she didn’t wear any lipstick, but there was just strawberry juice smeared over her lips. “How’s the strawberries?”

“Delicious,” she said. “I can come over with a basket later.”

“I would love some,” I said. I took off my trousers at the same time she took off her panties, sliding them down her young, smooth legs. They were beige and pretty. I fondled her breasts, sinking my fingers into them. I leaned down to suck a nipple into my mouth. She giggled as I continued to taste her.

“You’re sensitive, aren’t you?”

“A little,” she said.

“Let’s hop onto bed,” I said.

She hopped on first, crawling back to the pillows and leaning back. I crawled between her legs. I spread them, exposing her pink soil that I would soon plant my seed in. She was already dripping, and her sweet flavors were irresistible. I leaned forward and licked and kissed her. Not many touches were required to make her squirm, and seeing such an innocent girl turned me on. She tasted like a ripe strawberry, and I licked and enjoyed every inch of her.

After I had enough of her sweets, I climbed on top of her in a missionary position. I took my cock and pushed it into her hole. To my surprise, she wasn’t as tight as Flora, and she welcomed me inside, her pussy swallowing up two-thirds of my cock on the first plunge.

She drew in a shivering breath as I started my first impregnation. “Go on,” she urged me, holding onto me. She sank her teeth into her lips, looking at me as if she hadn’t seen a man in several years. “Hmm,” she moaned as I kept grunting.

“Hmm, your pussy feels so good,” I said as my balls started tightening.

She was about to say something, but the pleasure cut her off. I fucked her harder and harder till she started moaning at the top of her lungs. There wasn’t much left of me as her vaginal canal constricted.

I pushed in my erection, my balls tightening like fists. Letting out a mighty moan, I let out my seed and reached the peak on top of it. Coming down from the high, I resorted to micro-fucking her, letting her have every single drop.

Her head slumped back, and her eyes rolled to the back of her skull. I pulled my cock out that came out drenched, and she stared in disbelief at the pearly cum. Her vagina suddenly glowed pink, and the mist had a unique warmth to it and a sweet pleasant fragrance.

“Oh, you’ve bred me,” she said in disbelief. “The most famous soldier of Anigava.” Slumping her head back, she spoke as if it were an honor. “Oh, thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her.

“Uhm, do you think I can rest here while you impregnate one of my friends?” she asked.

“If the next girl is okay with it,” I said.

“They are,” she said and stifled a giggle. “We’re open-minded… We have to be when there are no men around.”

“Got it,” I said. I turned to the door and raised my voice. “Flora!”

She was here in a heartbeat, opening the door. “I’m here.”

“Bring in the next girl,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said, smiling.

Touching my blue wristband, I went into my menu screen. I noticed I had gained mana as expected, which allowed me to keep on impregnating them en masse. I selected The Sacred Seed. I felt a short jolt and suddenly I had the same libido as earlier.

“What’s that?” Marie asked.

“It’s just some magic,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair. “To help me impregnate you all.”

Flora knocked on the door, and I welcomed Lidia inside, preparing for a little marathon.

* * *

I pushed my erection into Sofia’s depths. She was the last girl to be impregnated, and I sighed in relief as I emptied myself inside her sweet hole. If I looked to the right, I saw two nude girls and to my left, there were also two nude girls. I’d just bred them all, and it had felt incredibly good.

“A kiss before you pull out?” Sofia asked with her legs spread and my girth stretching her.

I leaned on top of her busty chest, pressing my lips to hers, her soft boobs softening the impact. “Thank you,” she said as if a kiss from a man meant the world to her. I slowly unsheathed my cock, and her vagina glowed pink. It made her smile. She was now bred along with her five friends.

We rested for a little bit, getting to know each other. They were neighbors and had grown up side by side. Their fathers were sadly dead and some of their brothers had fallen in the war. They cuddled up closer to me, feeling protected. “You don’t have any plans to leave?” Marie asked me.

I shook my head. “The queen wanted me here till I’d bred most of you, so I’ll stay here for now.”

“You have a really big penis,” Sofia said and made all of them giggle.

“It has to be to satisfy you all,” I said. They took turns sucking and stroking me again before they put their clothes on. “Flora is waiting for me, so it’s time to go.”

“Our parents are probably waiting for the good news as well,” Marie said as she helped Lidia put on her clothes.

Flora was in the kitchen in the meantime, but when we came out from the impregnation room, she handed the impregnation log to the girls. “Please, the queen wants us to document the breeding. Sign your name here, so we know how many we’ve bred.”

They happily wrote down their names. Then I led them outside, and we hugged each other goodbye. “See you,” I said and waved at them.

“See you too,” they said in unison, kissing their hands and blowing to me.

I went back inside and met Flora in the kitchen. Wearing an apron, she stirred the stew. “Exhausted?” she asked with a wink.

“Not at all,” I said. “I could do that all day … but I won’t bring all of them into the bedroom next time.”

“Were they talking too much?” she asked.

“You bet,” I said.

“I could tell,” she said. “The stew is almost ready.”

“Nice, I’m starving,” I said. “Let’s sit outside.” I was glad when it was only Flora and I left. I just felt a bit better in her presence.

She set the table for me and set the stew on the table. The steam rose from the pot, spreading the earthy, meaty fragrance in the air. The sun lowered behind us, casting its final glow for today. Flora happily filled the bowl for me with the cubes of root vegetables and fatty chunks of meat. The stew itself was thick and rich. I leaned over the bowl, blowing on it. I couldn’t wait to get it into my mouth.

“You must be hungry after having your way with those girls all day,” Flora said with a wink, hinting she wanted to talk about the pregnancies.

“I’m hungry, but not because of the mating,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “I can do that all day long.”

“I get tired afterward,” she said with a shrug. “I just want to lie and cuddle.”

“The girls also wanted to do that,” I said and stifled a chuckle. “The ability sure helps.”

“Without it?” she asked and raised the spoon to her lips, blowing on the stew.

I grinned. “It probably wouldn’t have made that much of a difference.”

She chuckled. “So you claim.”

“I can prove it tonight if you want,” I said, giving her a wink.

“I do want proof,” she said, confirming she also wanted some later.

“This stew sure hit the spot,” I said. The fatty meat went well with the root vegetables, but it was also the thick gravy consistency that was a delicacy.

“I’m glad you liked it,” she said, smiling proudly. “My sister is a chef, so she’s taught me a thing or two.”

“Did you say goodbye when you left?”

“Of course,” she said. “We promised to write letters to each other … Not all siblings fight.”

“Right,” I said. I didn’t know what it was like to have siblings in the first place.

“What are your first impressions of the Fertile Valley?” Flora asked after sucking on her spoon.

I looked over her shoulder at the gorgeous view of rolling hills and the dipping sun. “It’s peaceful … It’s something out of my dreams. You know when everything is so turbulent and you just dream of settling down?”

“I feel you,” she said. “The city gets very noisy at times, and I’ve dreamed several times of relocating somewhere like here.”

“Yeah, I think we all do. I’m also surprised by the number of women here. I’ve hardly seen any men yet.”

“I think the survivors are wounded … More work for you,” she said and boldly winked.

“No doubt about that,” I said. “But other regions must be in a similar situation.”

“Well, they are,” Flora said. “It’s a problem for the rebuilding process. We have a limited number of men available for this job, so the queen has to do a lot of planning.”

“You’re right,” I said. “But we’ll get through this. Anigava always will.”

We finished the stew, and shortly after, someone knocked on the door. While Flora took the dishes, I opened the door. I was greeted by Marie who held a basket brimming with strawberries. Her lips curved in a smile, which was painted with strawberry juice.

“Here you go,” she said.

I took it, and it made me smile that she hadn’t forgotten her little promise. “This is lovely. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Marie said, bowing her head. “I’m glad you’re here. I want you to feel welcome.”

“The strawberries sure will help,” I said. I wasn’t sure whether she was blushing or if it was just the strawberry juice.

“They go well with cream,” she said eagerly. “They are from two different strains, some of them are slightly sour and some others are a bit sweeter.”

I leaned forward and kissed both her cheeks, tasting a sample of the strawberries. “Thank you.”

“I hope you’ll enjoy them,” she said.

“I know I will,” I said. “We’ll probably see each other tomorrow. I’ll let you know how they tasted.”

“I hope so,” she said. “Have a lovely evening, and tell Flora I said hi.”

“I sure will,” I said. I closed the door and met her in the kitchen. “Marie promised me earlier to bring me a basket of strawberries, and here it is.”

“That’s cute of her,” Flora said, her eyes widening at the delicious strawberries. “We can enjoy them outside.”

“I’ll wait for you,” I said. I settled outside with my hands behind my neck, resting for the final hour of the day.

Flora joined me when she was done with the dishes, inching her hips closer to me. Reaching a strawberry, she took a bite. “Oh, this one was super sweet,” she said, her eyes lighting up with approval. She pushed the other half to my mouth. “Open.”

I devoured the rest of the strawberry, chewing till juices spilled over my chin. She was right. It was sweet, reminding me a bit of Marie’s heavenly region.

“So?” Flora asked, waiting for my opinion.

“Sweet,” I agreed with her and reached for another. “Reminds me of Marie’s vagina.”

Flora stifled a giggle. “Maybe she eats so many strawberries that it alters her flavors.”

“Who knows,” I said.

“Maybe if I try the same, you can go down on me later.”

We exchanged grins. “With pleasure,” I said as we inched our hips closer and enjoyed the final hours of this day.


Chapter 6

Aurora

Isat down at my desk and stared at the letters I had to open and read. I rubbed my temples and wished I had rested more during the ceremony. There was a lot to do, and there were a lot of problems that needed to be solved. The male shortage was one of them, so we currently had to recruit women to take some of the jobs.

It was a week ago Darian had left. Felicia had let me know about his arrival. He was the solution to the kingdom’s main problem, but it would still take time. I looked out the window and questioned why the gods had to make a pregnancy take nine months. I thought it was cruel, but there wasn’t much I could do. I hoped the young, fertile women were beautiful enough for him, so he could speed up the pregnancies.

I saw that one of the letters was from Darian. I expected a letter from him because of the pregnancy log. Reaching for it, I started with it. I had a habit of starting with the letters I knew would be most problematic, but I just wanted to hear from him for one reason or another.

I opened it, and just as I expected, it was the pregnancy log. “One hundred pregnancies in a week,” I said and blinked at the letter. That was way more than I had expected. I looked at the names and ages. He went for the girls in their early twenties first, although he had impregnated a woman in her thirties as well. “Impressive.” Even with The Sacred Seed, I would imagine him taking a break now and then, but I reminded myself of his courage and desire to live. He was a strong man.

I thought of him in action, and his hard penis sliding in and out of all these wet, horny women. My heart rate rose as I fantasized about him, wondering how it would feel if he were intimate with me. It turned me on, but I quickly brushed those thoughts aside. I was forty and not at the peak of my fertility or beauty any longer, and I had too much to take care of anyway. I wasn’t sure if I could deal with another child. Raising Isadora had been tough already.

I thought of my daughter who had been quiet lately. I had a hard time believing she’d let go of him that easily. I thought about him constantly. I had been so busy that I mostly saw my daughter during dinner. She’d been playing more with Elara lately, but I knew Fyodor, the king of Selppin, would like to discuss the upcoming marriage, or if it would even happen now that Isadora had told me to call it off.

Knowing my daughter, I didn’t think she wanted to marry him any longer, but I held onto my wishful thinking, hoping she would change her mind one way or another. Darian wasn’t here any longer, so she might forget about him.

I picked up the letter from Fyodor. This was the letter I should’ve started with. I already knew it had something to do with the upcoming marriage. I opened it and drew in a deep breath. I was right. There was first another congratulation for the victory followed by prayers for the future. At the end was an inquiry to meet and discuss the upcoming marriage, letting Eldric and Isadora spend time together again.

I lowered the letter and stared out the window. This decision felt more difficult than dealing with the war. The personal drama could sometimes be just as hard, which sounded odd after everything we’d been through as a kingdom.

I thought of letting Isadora see it, asking her if she wanted to write something back. I wasn’t sure what to write to them now.

Suddenly, someone knocked on the door, and I turned to it. “Come in.”

It was one of my guards. He was out of breath, his heart pounding visibly under his armor. “Your Highness, there’s been an assassination attempt on your brother. He survived but he’s wounded.”

I rose from my seat. “Where is he?”

“Follow me,” he said, swallowing hard.

My mind went racing as I quickly followed my guard. He led me to him, and I found him lying in the bed with a dagger wound in his waist. My mouth opened as I saw his pale face. Four nurses and a mage were currently tending to him.

“Aurora,” he mumbled. He looked a bit tipsy as if they’d drugged him to soothe the pain.

My blood boiled when I saw the wound. “Your Highness,” one of the nurses said. “Please, we need to take care of him urgently. He’ll survive, but we have to sew the wound shut as quickly as possible.”

“Right,” I said and stepped back, closing the door. “Bring Thalia, the rest of my advisors and General Kevin to the planning room.”

He dipped his head and scurried off to find them. I made my way up and had a seat before they were here. I tried calming myself by breathing deeply, but it was difficult when you saw your family member hurt. I started thinking of all the possible scenarios. It could hardly have been anyone from Anigava unless Erik had a personal beef with anyone which I knew he didn’t.

I thought of Zinep, wondering if they could have a finger in this. It didn’t seem like it. Right before we declared war, there had been several assassination attempts, but their abilities now were greatly reduced.

The possibility of a mentally ill man was there as well, but unlikely because managing a successful attack on Erik must have required time to plot and execute. This couldn’t have been some random attack.

They all showed up quickly, and my guard had also brought two border guards with him. “Your Highness,” my guard said. “The border guards believed to have seen the assassin. I can dismiss them if you don’t want them here.”

“They may stay,” I said and nodded at the seats. They all sat down, and I drew in a deep breath. “Which one of you heard about it first?”

Kevin raised his hand. “I did.”

“Where and how?”

He cleared his throat. “We were outside eating and discussing an iron ore deal we wanted to secure with the dragons. A minute before I left him, I heard someone scream and shout. I ran back and found Erik and two guards lying on the streets. I called for help while I tried catching up with the suspect but he was already gone.”

“A restaurant within the city?” I asked him.

“Yes,” Kevin said. “The guards tried to defend him but ended up dead in the process.”

“We’ll have to reward their families. My generosity has no limits in this case. They saved my brother’s life.” I glanced at the border guards. “How do you know that you saw the assassin?”

One of them cleared his throat. “A suspicious man was making his way out of the gate. He had the same physical description but was dressed in a different clothing.”

“And he escaped?” I cut him off, narrowing my eyes on them.

They lowered their heads. “We hadn’t heard about the assassination attempt yet,” one of them excused himself.

It was always easy to blame someone when something had gone astray, but I knew we already had a terrible male shortage, and at the same time the war had recently ended. We weren’t prepared for this, which was a major flaw.

“Your Highness,” Kevin said and laid the dagger on the table. Dried blood caked the steel. A mixture of my brother’s and my guards’ blood. “The guards managed to seize his dagger before becoming too weak.”

I leaned over the dagger and studied it. It was gray like storm clouds gathering on the horizon, but what set this steel apart from others were the pitch-black webs that crisscrossed the surface. “That’s Dusk Steel,” I said. “Only Zinep has access to those mines.”

“You’re right,” Kevin said. “But we shouldn’t jump to conclusions. We have also recovered many of their weapons from the war. Zinep’s ability to wage war is completely off the table. I don’t see why any one of them would even dare to attempt to assassin your brother.”

“Many of them survived,” Thalia said and spoke at last. “There are many of them that are resentful toward the capitulation. They might resort to terrorism.”

I wrinkled my nose and leaned toward that as well. This was the last thing I needed when dealing with the family drama and dilemma with marriage. “The biggest mistake was that he fled,” I said. “They’ve spotted a weakness, and since this attempt was partly successful, they’ll do so again. We have to be on guard.” I narrowed my eyes on the border guards. “We cannot let such a thing happen again.”

Both of them nodded, swallowing hard. “We won’t let it happen,” they said.

“You’ll tell me what resources you need, and I’ll give them to you,” I said firmly.

“Understood, Your Highness.”

They all nodded. I dismissed some of them and rubbed my temples. Thalia, Kevin and my guard were left. “One thing I’m thinking of is Darian. He currently holds The Sacred Seed. If this is a plot to weaken or terrorize us, they’ll surely try to go after him as well.”

“How would they know that he has it?” Thalia asked.

“Not so difficult to know if they knew where my brother was,” I said. “Darian was also the most praised soldier. If they want revenge, they might as well go after him. I have to write to him to be on guard.”

They nodded.

“This meeting has been dismissed,” I said, knowing I needed a timeout. They left, and I was left by myself, rubbing my temples some more and trying to figure out how to take it from there. I had to speak with my daughter regarding the letter to Selppin, and I also had to see Erik again. My mind was yet again racing.

* * *

“You can come in,” the nurse said and welcomed us inside. I was with Elara and Isadora. Elara went up to her father first, and her eyes welled when she saw him lying there with a wound on his abdomen.

“Dad?” she asked.

“Elara,” he said and brushed his knuckles on her cheek. “Nice to see you.”

“Gosh, what happened?” she asked, covering her mouth.

“Some coward sucker-knifed me and ran away,” he said and coughed into his elbow. He looked weak. I assumed it was the drugs coming off.

“Why would anyone do that?” she asked. “I’m going to cry.”

“Don’t cry,” he told her and cleared his throat. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine to me,” she said and caressed his forehead. “And you’re cold.”

“I’ll reassure you that I’ll be up and running soon.”

“You still didn’t answer me why someone would want to do this to you.”

“It’s because I don’t know,” he answered her truthfully. “It might have been a maniac, or it might have been someone who simply doesn’t like me. It’s futile to think about it for now.”

Isadora walked up to her uncle. “Hi,” she said shyly.

“Hi,” Erik told her. “How’s your day been?”

“Certainly better than yours,” she said, making him chuckle.

“Your humor is what I need in a moment like this.”

Isadora returned the smile, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I’m just glad you’re okay,” she said softly.

“How’s the nurses been treating you?” I asked him.

“Excellent, no punishment needed,” he said, flashing me a smile.

He knew me so well. “Fine,” I said. “It wasn’t like I was looking forward to punishing someone.”

“Sure thing, sister,” he said and became informal now that it was only us here.

“I mean it,” I said with a smile and lightly punched his shoulder.

“Certainly not with that punch.”

I rolled my eyes. “I just wanted to check on you before going to bed,” I said. “I’ll be here tomorrow too.”

“That will be lovely,” he said.

“I’ll stay here for longer,” Elara said.

“Maybe you can read me a bedtime story to get your father to sleep,” Erik said.

Elara laughed away the tears. “Maybe,” she said. He made us all smile. I leaned down to kiss his forehead. Isadora did the same. We wished Elara and Erik goodnight, and I went out with my daughter.

“I thought dying men would be over by now,” Isadora said as an eerie feeling hung over us.

“It will never be over,” I told her. “It’s a part of life.”

“I guess.”

“Can I have a word with you before you go to bed?”

“Sure,” she said and looked at me suspiciously. “What is it?”

I had to teach her a thing or two about patience. “Come, darling,” I said and took her to my room.

I placed a chair in front of the desk and patted it. She plopped down and pushed her blonde hair behind her ears. I always seized her attention when I wanted to talk. “I received this letter from the king of Selppin.” I nudged it to her.

She reached for it and raised it to her eyes. She read it quietly for herself, and judging by her expression, she didn’t like what she read.

“Mom …” She wasn’t sure how to finish her sentence. We hadn’t spoken about this since a week back.

“I’m listening to you and I always will. What’s on your heart?”

“I’m not sure,” she said and put the letter back onto the table.

“I’m not a fan of middlemen,” I told her. “If you want to write something, you’re free to do so.”

“Give me time to think about it,” she said, which was a better answer than I’d hoped for.

“Do you want me to write something vague and postpone it for another day?”

“You can do that,” she said with a shrug and didn’t seem interested in ever meeting Eldric again.

“I will,” I said. “What have you been up to this week?” I thought it was a bit strange we had a major brawl regarding Darian, and now that he was gone, she suddenly didn’t seem to care. Or she was keeping secrets which I knew every nineteen-year-old did.

“Playing with Elara,” she said.

“Thalia told me that you’ve been reading more, delving into some basic spells.”

“That too,” she said and kept a poker face.

“And also typography,” I said.

“Geeze, Mom, are you sending spies on me?” she said with hints of a joke.

I gave her a look. “You are a free woman,” I told her. “But you’re still my daughter. Maybe we should leave our quarrels aside and do something together?”

“Sure,” she said. “If you can teach me to spy then that would be lovely.”

I chuckled. “I’ll teach you to be the best spy in the world.”

“Okay,” she said quietly.

I didn’t think there was much more to be said. It saddened me a little that she’d grown up too quickly. If it hadn’t been for the bloody conflict with Zinep, we might have had more quality time together, but there wasn’t much I could do about now. Isadora wasn’t my baby girl any longer but a full-grown woman.

“It was just the letter I wanted to show you,” I said. “You can go to bed now.”

“Okay … Mom, is it okay if I can sleep over at Charlotte sometime this week?”

“Sure,” I told her. Charlotte was Kevin’s niece and my daughter’s childhood friend. She lived in the Serenity Shore which was only an hour away from the castle. They hadn’t spoken to each other in a while to my knowledge. “But you have to bring guards with you.”

“I will,” she said.

I rose and escorted her out.

“A hug?” I asked her.

She hesitated but turned around, a smile curving her lips. She opened her arms and fell into mine. I caressed her back. Love washed over me. Isadora may be a young woman, but at this moment, she felt like my little girl again.

“Mom,” she said, breaking the hug to look up to me.

“Yes, darling?” I said and loved it whenever I could do something for her.

“Your lipstick and makeup … Can you teach me how to apply some?”

“Of course,” I told her, wondering what made her want some now all of a sudden. “But you’re pretty without makeup.”

“So are you … but you look extra pretty with it.”

“Come to me tomorrow after lunch,” I told her.

“Okay.”

“Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” she said and I watched as she walked down the stairs, her blonde hair glowing.

I went back to my desk and plopped down. I dipped the quill in the ink and wrote a draft first, carefully choosing my words and making sure to be vague. I wrote that we had a lot of things to take care of because of the restoration process, and we would have to wait a month to discuss the marriage. I wished his family well as usual.

I reread it, knowing this would be a complicated month. “This will do for now,” I said and put it in the envelope.


Chapter 7

Darian

The situation was tense. We were taking cover in a trench and had left our horses behind. It felt like I hadn’t seen the sun and sky in years. Dark billowing clouds loomed directly above us, and the smog from explosives and magic wasn’t a pleasant sight either.

We were on our way to storm a stronghold. The challenge would be that it sat on a hill and was occupied by archers. There was a complicated trench network there, but if we succeeded in occupying it, it would be a strategic position.

Our commander had been informed that they were short of short-range weapons. If we could gain a bridgehead on top, we could successfully lead more men up. We were first in line, and there was another squad behind us.

The squad behind us consisted of archers and would give us cover while we would run up with swords.

Our commander spat out the toothpick and signaled to the squad behind us. “It’s time to go,” he said.

Our mage cast a smoke spell that spread over the hill. The smoke didn’t rise too high, so our arches could see the enemy. Once it was time to run, it was time to run. There was no time for fear or doubt.

We ran through the dense smoke. The ground was muddy, and it splattered all over our feet. Above our heads, arrows whistled back and forth. We raised our shields in front of us, and we kept hearing the dull thud of flint against wood as our enemies fired blindfolded into the mist while at the same time trying to fire back at our other squad.

“Almost there,” our commander shouted and urged us on. It was a tough uphill battle, but we marched on. I could see the first line of defense on top of the hill, which was multiple sandbags.

Archers hid behind those bags. They shouted to each other and became overwhelmed by the number of arrows raining down on them. They slowly retreated. We jumped over the sacks and quickly hopped into the trenches, running quickly to the enemy and trying to stab everyone we could see.

I plunged my sword into three of them, spilling their blood and guts all over the trenches. They cried out in their language.

“Hold your ground,” our commander told us as we took positions.

I spat, holding onto my shield and sword for dear life as I waited for his next call.

He felt the ground. “More are coming,” he said.

He was just about to call for the squad behind us, but then we heard their commander shout. “Ambush!”

“Cover me,” our commander said as he retreated to the sacks. He tried to peer through the fading smoke. “Shit, they’re getting attacked. This plan is fucked.”

At the same time, we heard the ground drumming even louder. He quickly turned to the other side of the hill. “They’re sending reinforcements,” our commander said.

One of our soldiers, Caspian, suddenly got hit by a flame arrow, the fire spreading across both his legs rapidly. With a loud groan, he face-planted behind me.

I quickly grabbed a blanket and helped him put out the fire. I wrinkled my nose. The stench of burnt flesh was horrible. He writhed in pain, squirming and crying out. Incoming arrows flew toward us, and I lifted my shield and shielded myself from the attack. I was about to ask if he could walk but noticed that most of his legs were gone.

“We have to bail,” our commander said. “Retreat!”

“I can’t leave him,” I said.

“Darian, we don’t have time!” the commander told me.

I took cover and wanted to fight on by myself. “They’re expecting us to flee. We should stay.”

“If I say we leave we leave,” he said firmly.

I looked him in the eyes, my blood boiling. He blinked first, whirled around and left with the rest of the soldiers. “Fuck him,” I cursed under my breath. I unselected my sword and selected my bow and quiver. I sent arrow after arrow at the incoming enemies, halting their advance as they fell before my eyes.

“Hang in there,” I told Caspian and kept firing arrows till the coast was clear.

“Ugh,” he squirmed in pain, his face pale as milk. “Darian … leave me.”

I didn’t listen to him. Adrenaline surged through me. They fired a fire arrow at me which hit the shield. It was laced with magic, which made it burn quicker and stronger than regular fire. I knew it could be used both ways. I threw it back at them like a boomerang, which was followed by several loud shrieks.

“If only that fucker would have stayed,” I told myself and fumed because of his cowardice. I held off their attacks by myself, and the smoke was slowly clearing behind me.

“Darian!” the commander from the other squad shouted. “Are you there?”

“They’re retreating!” I shouted at him. “I need help.”

I heard them come up to me slowly. “Are you left here by yourself?”

“Caspian too,” I said and jerked my head at him. “Where’s our commander?”

He jerked his head at the dead man lying on the hill. “He and the rest of them got killed while descending the slope. They walked right into the trap. We managed to ward them off somewhat. Why did you stay?”

“Because they didn’t suspect us to stay,” I said firmly. “We held a better defensive position, which was obvious for those with a brain.”

He looked at me in awe. “You’re one hell of a man,” he said and patted my shoulder.

“Where are the medics?” I asked and brushed off his praise.

“Right behind me.”

Caspian threw up, and the sight of his brunt legs was disturbing. He most likely needed to amputate them and would end up in a wheelchair for the rest of his life …

* * *

I snapped awake. It was another dream. I glanced out to the window, and the stars were shining. Flora was lying nude in front of me, and my cock was nestled into the crack of her ass.

I carefully tried to pull it out. It was covered in pussy juice and dried semen. I had bedded so many women, yet I couldn’t sleep through a single night. I tried my hardest to be as quiet as I could be. I didn’t want to wake her up, knowing I would feel bad if I did so.

“Darian?” she asked in her morning voice, making me curse myself.

“I’m sorry,” I told her. It wasn’t the first time I woke her up like this.

“Sorry for what?” she asked as if it didn’t make any sense.

“For waking you up,” I said.

“Why do you keep waking up?” she asked.

“I’ve told you,” I said.

“You shouldn’t wake up like that,” she said and turned around, so she came face to face with me.

“I’m fine,” I said and liked that she was thinking of me.

“You don’t look fine to me,” she said. “We’re bonded … I love you after all. Your pain is mine.”

“I’m not sure what to do about it.”

“I can give you a massage before bedtime. Maybe that’ll help.”

“We can give it a shot.”

“Promise you’ll let me?” she said.

“I promise,” I said. “I just need to splash some water on my face. You can stay here.”

“Okay,” she said.

I left and went to the bathroom. I splashed some cold water over my face, washing some of that sweat away. The dreams had gotten better as I started sleeping with more women, but they still haunted me. I thought of Caspian. I hoped he was still alive. After that incident, he couldn’t fight any longer and had to go home to be taken care of by his family. I visited him a year ago. He was in a wheelchair, but he was so happy when he saw me. To this day, I wanted to rip the commander’s heart to pieces. But he was dead, and I still lived. Those in power who didn’t listen to someone under their rank because they deemed them inferior were some of the worst.

I dried my face, went back to the bedroom and lay back down. Flora insisted on facing me, snuggling up to me and sharing her body heat. We quickly fell asleep while holding onto each other.

* * *

I moaned as I slid in and out of the young woman who lay in front of me. She was a lovely brunette with a matching eye color. Her skin was fair and pretty. She was a bit on the shorter side, but her compact ass and round tits made up for it. Her pussy was drenched, making me question if she had poured a gallon of lube inside her womanhood, but she was just super horny. She breathed rapidly, her nipples razor sharp. She must have been the horniest girl I’d bedded so far.

Her vagina contracted as I plunged in my cock. I let out the final grunt. “Ah,” I said and emptied myself inside her, pushing out every drop as her vagina squeezed my shaft.

At the age of twenty-two, Sara was a man-famished girl and the fourth girl I had fucked this morning. “Oh, it’s so hot and creamy,” she said and looked down in disbelief as I pulled out from her love hole.

“It sure is,” I said and looked at her beautiful slit as my cum oozed out. She smiled up to me, and her womanhood glowed pink, signaling that the pregnancy was successful.

We talked for a little bit. She was curious how it was to bed so many women. “It’s nice,” I told her. “Not just the act but getting to know you.”

“How many women have you impregnated so far?” she asked curiously.

“More than a hundred,” I said. “Soon you’ll all be pregnant.”

She tittered. “We sure need it.”

“I know,” I said and winked. I helped her put on her clothes and led her outside. I embraced her, kissed her fair cheeks and said goodbye.

Flora was in the kitchen preparing lunch for me. I came behind her and placed my hands on her hips. Even if I’d bedded four women already, seeing Flora’s shapes made me lust for her. “What’s on the menu?”

“Sandwiches and scrambled eggs,” she said. “Oh, while you were fucking, you received two letters. Both of them have the royal stamp.”

“I’ll read them later,” I said. Letting go of her, I went outside and had a seat.

She set the table for us, humming a beautiful melody while doing so. She set a plate with scrambled eggs, butter and a basket of fresh slices of bread on the table. The scrambled eggs were topped with freshly chopped herbs like chives and parsley.

I waited for her to have a seat before starting. She hung the apron on the knob and joined me. “This looks heavenly,” I said.

She laid her hand on her heart. “I’m honored. Let’s dig in.”

I reached for a slice of fresh bread and smeared butter on top. It melted into a golden puddle, and I put the scrambled eggs on top. I took a bite, and it was soft, creamy and made with love.

Flora looked at me, probably wondering what I thought of her culinary arts. “Did it hit the spot?” she asked me.

I took another bite and licked my lips, pushing some more eggs into my mouth. “It sure did. It’s delicious,” I answered her.

Flora smiled brightly. “I’m glad,” she said, taking a bite herself, nibbling on her bread like a little bird. “I prefer it when it’s not too salty.”

“I love salt,” I said and sprinkled some on top.

“Do you have any plans for later?” she asked me.

I mulled it over. I’d already impregnated four girls today, and we had time to do something later if she wanted to. “Well,” I answered her, “maybe we can explore the fertile valley a bit better.”

“Like a picnic?” she suggested.

“A picnic would be lovely,” I said. I looked across the rolling hills and the mysterious mountainsides. This valley was unique, fertile and stunningly beautiful. When I looked at the top, I wondered how the view would be. I was hooked. I wanted to go there and explore. “Maybe we can go on top of the mountainsides,” I suggested.

“That would be lovely,” Flora answered. “I’m a bit afraid of heights, so I’ll be close to you all the time.”

“Of course, I’ll hold your hand tight,” I reassured her, smiling softly. We finished the little meal, brushing our lips with a napkin and sipping some water.

“So, what should we bring for our lovely picnic?” she asked optimistically.

“I would love something sweet,” I said.

Someone knocked on the door. “I’ll go and check,” I said and I quickly went to open it. Wearing a pink beautiful dress that hugged her curves perfectly, Marie stood there with a basket of strawberries in her hands.

“Hi,” she said, her cheeks pinkening like two berries. “I just picked these and wondered if you perhaps wanted some.”

My lips curved into a smile, and I accepted the basket from her. I looked at the strawberries. They were ruby red and gleamed in the sunlight. I was certain they were as delicious as they looked. “You came right on time … Flora and I are about to go out on a picnic and we needed something sweet.”

“Oh,” she said, the pink color on her cheeks deepening. “Hopefully, you’ll like them.”

“They look mouth-wateringly delicious, thank you,” I told her.

“A kiss?” she adorably asked.

I felt my cheeks warm as I leaned in, our foreheads touching gently before I pressed my lips against hers. Her cheeks flushed even deeper. I pulled my head back and raked my fingers through her hair. “How’s the other girls?”

“They’re fine … They can’t stop talking about you though.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Do you like my strawberries?”

“I love them, but I love your lips even more.”

“Prince charming,” she chuckled. “I have like tons of them, so just holler when you want some. Or I’ll come and give them to you.”

“Either way works,” I said.

Waving at me, she turned around and went back to her home, her blonde hair fluttering in the wind.

I didn’t close the door immediately, admiring her beautiful looks. To think that more girls like her hadn’t become pregnant yet. I sure had many more months to look forward to. I closed the door and went to Flora. “Check what Marie gave me.”

Flora turned around and craned her neck over the basket. “Strawberries, perfect,” she said, licking her lips. “She was right on time.”

I put the basket aside and gave Flora a hug. She couldn’t resist an embrace. Right after I’d kissed Marie, I wanted more femininity. Flora looked so pretty in her dress with a deep V-neck, showing off a delicious cleavage. With my right hand, I stroked Flora’s butt cheek, and with my left I moved up, raking my fingers through her hair. I wanted to take her, hoping we could find a suitable, private place under the open sky.

“Are you in the mood to cuddle?” she asked, looking honored as my hands explored her.

“I am,” I admitted. “But outside. The weather is too nice to stay here.”

“I agree,” she said.

I let go of her. I took the basket of strawberries, and she took the basket of blankets. Going outside, we were greeted by the strong sunshine, only a couple of clouds were in the sky, slowly sailing away. We passed by several horses and carriages making their way on the cobbled streets. The passengers greeted us with waves and nods.

I saw Felicia from a distance talking to a lady. As soon as she saw me, she waved her hand at me. “How’s it going?” she greeted me.

“It’s all good,” I answered her. “We’re going out for a little picnic.”

“Enjoy your day,” Felicia said, kissing her hand and blowing it to us.

We continued along the street. I passed by several women I had impregnated. They all blushed simply by me just looking at them, and I waved, greeting them with friendly nods. I had come to the point where I had bred so many that I didn’t remember them all. They were all gorgeous, and there were still many more women I had to impregnate. I was up for it. With the help of The Sacred Seed and my lust, nothing would be in my way.

We followed a narrow, rocky path that diverged from the Fertile Valley and wound up the slopes of the surrounding mountains. “Are you growing tired?” I asked her, surprised by her stamina.

“Uh-uh,” she said and flirtatiously winked at me. “I think you’re growing tired.”

“Dream on,” I said and loved hearing the sound of her voice. “What were you up to when you were younger?”

“When I was younger,” Flora said, stopping to look at the sky for a little before walking again. “I loved to tend to animals. Horses, dogs, birds, you name it. I once found an abandoned puppy and had to fight with my parents to let me keep it.”

“That’s cute,” I said.

“The puppy was the cutest,” she said.

I chuckled. “I meant that you fought to keep it.”

“That too,” she said, her cheeks turning rosy.

“How did you end up as the queen’s maid?” I asked her.

“Well, our queen sees more than what we think. I worked first as a veterinarian, taking care of wounded horses during the first year of the war. The queen met me during a visit and praised me for my effort. Then she asked me if I wanted to become her maid instead, which was an offer I couldn’t resist. Tending to animals and humans are interchangeable.”

“You have always been a sweet thing,” I told her, “in fact, you remind me a bit of my mother.”

She looked at me with hints of interest. “How was your mother?”

I thought of my mother, and scenes of her flashed by. There were so many of them, and I could say so many positive things about her. “I can start with the fact that she was the opposite of my father. She was very demure and caring. She was a nurse, after all, so she had to be.”

“Oh, I see, every caring woman is a nurse,” she said with a giggle.

“Or a maid,” I corrected her.

“Or that,” she admitted, as a blush crept up on her cheeks. “I remember when we were at their graves, and you told me about her death … It sounded awful.”

“It was awful,” I answered her, and it stung my heart. “She never really wanted me to join the war.”

“How did she end up taking care of the wounded soldiers?” Flora asked.

“After my father died, she felt that it was her duty,” I said. “But my mother was always careful, a bit overprotective. She was terrified of me becoming hurt. My father encouraged me to be courageous, and he was the perfect example himself. He was always upfront with people and was never afraid to confront anyone. I looked up to him more than anyone else.”

“Sometimes there must be a balance between sweetness and power. I can imagine that your mother balanced it out,” she said.

“You know my family well already,” I said.

“I know you and you are a testament to your parents’ balance,” she replied, her eyes softening with affection. “You carry both her love and your father’s strength within you.”

I smiled, touched by her words. “Thank you for seeing that in me,” I said, reaching out to gently brush her cheek. “And thank you for being by my side, helping me find my balance.”

“You’re welcome,” she said sweetly. “Can you tell me any more stories about your father or mother? I love hearing them.”

“Sure,” I said. “My father taught me archery when I was like six years old. The first gift he gave me was a bow and arrow. My father used to tell me that I wouldn’t be allowed to eat until I had hit the targets he set up.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” Flora said. “He sounded very firm and dedicated.”

“Oh, he was,” I answered her. “He was the definition of a man. I didn’t always like to train so hard, but that was because I didn’t understand the importance of it. This world is fickle. There are no guarantees. If someone stronger than you wants to invade you and take what you love and possess, they will do so. We have to be strong if we want to survive and thrive. We are the survivors of a bloody war, and I thank my father every day for what he did to me and what he taught me.”

“I’ve never thought about it in that way, but you’re right. We need strong men. But I guess it’s a bit difficult for me as a woman to understand.”

“You’re right,” I told her. “My mother didn’t understand it either. She was the one who looked at my hands twice. She saw the bruises from when I pulled the bowstring all the time. She went to my father and told him to be a bit more careful, but my father shook his head. He said, ‘You don’t understand.’ He told her we need to be strong in a world like this,” I said.

“Did they ever fight?” she asked me.

“They fought like any other mother and father,” I said, “but not so much.”

“My parents didn’t fight much either,” Flora said. “But I didn’t have a father like yours. My mother sounds a bit more like your mother.”

“I think that might be a reason I love you,” I told her.

We stopped for a little. “And I love you too,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. “For all that you are, and all that you’ve overcome.”

I reached out to gently cup her face in my hands. “I’m grateful to have you,” I said. “Together, we can weather any storm.”

She leaned in closer, pressing her lips against mine in a tender kiss. We broke the kiss and looked each other in the eyes. Our bond was strong.

As we continued our ascent up the slope, our path came to an abrupt halt at a towering boulder. Its massive form loomed over us, blocking our path. There was a steep drop on both sides, so there was no other way around. The only option was to climb the boulder, which seemed impossible since it was too smooth.

“I could have sworn there was another way around it,” Flora said as she poked her head out to the side. She shied back as she looked at the drop. “I’m not going to fall down there.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and put the basket down. I went up to the boulder, selected my power gauntlets as they materialized on my hands. I glanced over my shoulder. “Step back,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said submissively, her eyes sweeping over me.

I went down on my haunches, and I grabbed the boulder and lifted it, gravel and dirt trailed down from it as I balanced it in my hands. I looked at the drop that led down to the hills away from any settlement.

With a grunt, I heaved the large boulder off my back and sent it tumbling down the steep drop. It crashed into the dense underbrush below, sending leaves and twigs flying in all directions. I dusted off my hands and grabbed the basket. The power gauntlets took a lot of mana, but it wasn’t a problem after all that breeding. She looked at me with her mouth wide open.

“What kind of gauntlets are those?” she asked.

“Power gauntlets. A rare item that I inherited from my father,” I said.

The sun beat down on us as we continued up the steep mountain path, our boots crunching over rocks and brush. Finally, we reached the top and caught our breath, taking in the breathtaking view of the sprawling valley below. We could see tiny figures moving around in the bustling market, and we heard the murmur of negotiations from here.

We continued till we found a suitable place. “How about here?” I asked Flora.

“Perfect,” she said. She laid down the blanket, and we plopped down, side-by-side. We placed the basket of strawberries in front of us, and we exchanged glances.

“Ladies first,” I told her. I grabbed the strawberry and guided it to her mouth. She opened and took a bite, chewing the pink flesh till juices dribbled down her chin. Smacking her lips, she closed her eyes.

“That’s delicious,” she said. “They’re even better than the last ones she gave us.”

“Let me have some,” I told her. She reached for one and raised the strawberry to my lips.

“Open,” she said.

I opened, and she placed the strawberry in my mouth. I took a bite, and I agreed with her. It had a perfect mixture of sourness and sweetness. I swallowed and licked the sweet juice from my lips. “You’re right … These are way better.”

We continued to feed each other until there was only juice left in the basket. I leaned back, letting the sun shine upon us. I glanced at her and saw all the clothes she was wearing, hiding her beautiful body. The only eye candy that was not concealed was her rare auburn hair.

“Should we sunbathe?” I suggested, tugging at her dress.

“I think you just want to see me nude,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look.

I shrugged. “It feels liberating now and then,” I told her. “The first thing we did when coming back from a mission was to take off our armor.”

“Well, our mission was a picnic, so I guess we can undress,” she said with hints of a joke. First, we made sure that no one was around here. Then we peeled our clothes off. She insisted on folding them and putting them in a basket. My gaze softened upon seeing her bare skin, her youthful and shapely figure that I’d longed for. I sighed in relief as we both lay side by side, letting the sun caress our skin. She played with my hair, and I played with hers. I picked up a flower and slid it behind her ear. She found one for me as well, sliding it behind my ear. I loved cuddling with her in bed, but it felt so much better under the open sky. She drew a circle on top of my chest, making me melt.

“I can’t wait to give you a massage,” she said and continued to draw figure eights on my pec. “I don’t think it’s fair that you can’t sleep through the night.”

“I can tell you that ever since you started taking care of me, the dreams haven’t been as unpleasant as they were before. They’re still about battles, and they’re still horrible, but I sort of wake up when there is a pause, sort of a happy ending, if that makes sense.”

She smiled upon hearing those words. “I’m glad that I’m able to do something for you,” she said. “It means the world to me when I take care of someone as revered and strong as you … By the way, can I see the scars?”

I turned around even if I didn’t want to. I wanted to have her in front of me. I wanted to look into her eyes and to touch and explore her.

“Yeah, your wounds are healing quickly,” she said as she prodded around, her touch as light as a feather. “It must be from The Sacred Seed Ability.”

“You’re mistaken,” I said and turned around. “It was all you.”

She shyly lowered her gaze. “You’re so sweet.”

“You’re mistaken,” I said and caressed her skin, reaching her smooth ass. “There’s no sweeter thing than you.”

I saw a twinkle in her eyes, and she rolled on top of me, pressing her nude body against mine. Both my hands settled on her ass as we pressed our lips together. My cock throbbed harder as I felt a strong desire to take her, pushing a part of me inside her.

I rolled her over and suddenly, I was over her. I came off her lips, planted kisses down her neck and made my way down to her impressive bust. I kissed right on her nipple, opening my mouth and sucking it like a babe. She arched her back, tittering. I came off with a smack and continued my descent till I reached her promised land. I tasted her, sipped on her juices and nibbled on her sweet lips.

“It tickles,” she said and started pressing her legs together.

I climbed on top of her, spread her legs and aimed my erection right at her love hole. I slid in and worked my way inside her as her pussy constricted. I didn’t mind the struggle. It would help me finish quicker. I continued to fuck her, reaching deeper and deeper inside her squishy depths. I felt her warm breath on my neck. I kissed her sweet flesh again, and she wrapped her arms around my back, clawing my back as we were both steadily reaching the climax.

“I love you,” she said, her words coming out hurriedly.

“I love you too,” I said, thrusting my hips into her while she wrapped her legs around me. A couple of butterflies fluttered around us, and I quickly grew sweaty as the hot sun was right above us. After a couple of more thrusts, I was at the peak. My balls burst, and I flooded her hole with fresh cum. Her pussy tightened, helping me to squeeze out the cum into her love hole. My breathing slowed, and I looked into her eyes as I resorted to micro-fucking her. She still held onto me, refusing to let go.

“Hmm, that was hot,” she said, sinking her teeth into her lips.

“Yeah,” I said and felt a bit numb after that climax.

I slowly pulled out from her slick heat, but she reached for my cock before it grew too soft and stroked me some more, squeezing out cum over her pussy. “I just want to see the color,” she said, admiring the healthy pearly seed. “I feel so good after every time you dump it inside me.”

“So do I,” I said, watching as she slowly kept working my erection. She let go, and we resorted to lying side by side, all the while my cum kept dribbling out from her slit.

* * *

I embraced a tall, dark blonde-haired woman. She was the same height as I, but a year younger. The sun was steadily lowering behind her, making her glow like gold. “Thank you,” she said and dipped her head. She was the eighth lady I’d impregnated today. If it hadn’t been for the hike with Flora earlier, I could’ve easily gone for twelve.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

She turned around and walked away. She glanced over her shoulder and flirtatiously winked at me before exiting the gate. I closed the door and went inside. Flora was in the kitchen wearing an apron, preparing dinner for us. “How was she?” she asked as she stirred the beef stroganoff.

“Tight,” I said and decided to keep a long story short.

She stifled a chuckle. “She’s tall though.”

“Yeah, she’s a very elegant woman. When’s dinner ready?”

“Give me twenty minutes,” she said. “Should we sit outside?”

“Definitely,” I replied with a smile, moving closer to wrap my arms around her waist. “I’ll set the table while you finish up here.”

Flora leaned back into my embrace, her warmth radiating against me. “Thanks,” she murmured, tilting her head to press a gentle kiss to my cheek. As the sun began to dip below the horizon, I laid out the silverware and plates on the table outside. The smell of the beef stroganoff wafted through the air, making my stomach growl.

When she was finished, we settled down, and she smiled as she filled my plate with a generous portion of the creamy, savory dish. The tender beef, creamy sauce and mushrooms blended perfectly together. We both dug in eagerly, enjoying each bite till we were satisfied.

We talked for a little till I realized I’d forgotten something.

“I just forgot something,” I said and rose.

“What’s that?” she asked while drying her lips.

“The letters,” I said.

“Oh,” she said with hints of interest. “Why don’t you read them?”

“Is that okay for you?”

“Of course,” she said.

“Give me a second to grab them.” I should’ve opened them earlier, but I wouldn’t be able to write back and send them till tomorrow anyway. I plopped down and randomly started with one, carefully opening the envelope. It had the royal stamp on it and at the top, it said From Queen Aurora Pinkbloom followed by Dear Darian Sunblade.

“It’s from the queen,” I said, exchanging glances with Flora. I started reading. She congratulated me for having impregnated hundreds of women, and she was glad that I had reached that milestone. She wished me good luck in my endeavor and also wanted to invite me for dinner sometime in the future. In the end, I read slower. It was about an assassination attempt on her brother.

“Well, there sure is a lot to unpack here,” I said and scratched my neck.

“I’m all ears,” she said and leaned forward.

“First of all, she congratulated me for the hundredth impregnation. She also wants to invite us for dinner when we have time, but in the end, she writes about an assassination attempt on her brother, telling me to be careful.”

“On her brother?” she said and looked uncomfortable.

“That’s right,” I said and lowered the letter onto the table.

“Why would anyone hurt him?” she asked.

If she didn’t know, then I certainly didn’t. “You know that family better than I do,” I said. “They wrote they found Dusk Steel, which is the steel Zinep uses. But they must be suicidal if it’s the king who’s behind this attack.”

“Why?”

“Because we still have enough force to destroy them, which they don’t have. The territories that they had to concede were very strategic. There’s no chance in hell they’ll succeed.”

“I guess it will make me sleep a bit better tonight,” she said and didn’t sound as uncomfortable as earlier.

“You have nothing to fear,” I told her. I reached for the other envelope and opened it. As soon as I read the first line, I knew who it was from.

“Dear Darian Sunblade,” I mouthed quietly to myself as I started reading internally. I’m writing to you from my bedroom. Please, excuse my poor handwriting. I’ve recently taken up the practice again. I’ve been thinking a lot about you. I hope you and Flora had a safe journey to the Fertile Valley. I think you two look adorable together. How have the horses behaved? I gave you three of our best ones. The chestnut stallion is a beast. It can ride quicker than a shooting star and is as strong as … you. I’m not sure how to write that I’m giggling, but I did when I wrote that. I haven’t written a draft, so this letter might be a bit clumsy. I’m just letting my feelings out since I’ve been keeping them confined since you left.

My mother wasn’t that happy that I flirted with you, and I think you noticed. I’m a full-grown woman, and she isn’t my guardian any longer. She can get on my nerves now and then. Yesterday, I had a dream about you. I was in captivity, and you came and rescued me. When I woke up, I hugged the pillow, dreaming it was you. I wish you were here, so I could hug you again. I’ve told myself to be patient since I know my mother wants to see you again, so we’ll definitely meet sometime in the future. Of course, only if you want.

When you called me sweet, did you mean it? I’ve had so many guys call me all these things but they haven’t even bothered listening to me. They treat me like a doll. I don’t like it. Do you remember when I told you that I sometimes wished I was a peasant? I mean it. Or at least partly. I suppose it goes the other way. A peasant probably dreams of being a princess. I’m just rambling on. Do you enjoy the Fertile Valley? I think it’s one of our most beautiful regions after The Pink Shore. Sadly, they closed the stadium. They used to have some interesting entertainment, everything from dances to competition. It looks like I’m rambling again.

I’m writing this with butterflies in my stomach, so I hope I’m not sounding too dumb. Please let me know. I’ll finish this letter now, but I could write for ages just for you.

Yours truly, Isadora Pinkbloom.

I lowered the letter and blinked out. I couldn’t speak. The letter was just too sweet, and I was overwhelmed with feelings.

“Darian, are you there?” Flora asked, waving at me.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s a love letter from Isadora.”

“Oh, how sweet,” Flora said, her cheeks pinkening.

“Yeah … I don’t know why but I get this feeling she’s doing this behind her mother’s back.”

“She’s done a lot behind her mother’s back before,” Flora said. “But she isn’t a child any longer.”

“I know … I mean, she’s really cute and foxy if that makes sense.”

Flora chuckled. “She’s a cunning fox, even more so than her mother.”

“Well, what I’m afraid of is that I’ll ruin the relationship with her mother,” I said. “I have a feeling I’ll end up between their drama.”

“I see,” Flora said. “Aurora is an understanding queen and a very understanding mother. I don’t think she’ll be mad at you simply for staying in touch with her daughter.”

“I hope you’re right since I want to write to her back. I mean, I would be a jerk if I didn’t.”

“I agree,” Flora said. “You should write back.”

“What about her engagement?” I asked. “This letter has love written all over it.”

“It can be called off,” Flora said and leaned forward. “Eldric is a big turn-off compared to you. I’ll tell you something, they never really got along until the war broke out. From my observation, they acted out of desperation.”

“We all did,” I reminded. “Well, it isn’t relevant now. I’ll write back to her immediately.”

“Okay, I’ll take the dishes and wait for you,” she said.

Going inside, I sat down at the desk. I reached for paper, quill and ink. I read the letter again and thought about what to write. It didn’t take long for me to start writing since I listened to my heart.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

Your handwriting is not poor at all. I understood every word that you wrote. You sure are a talented girl to have learned so quickly. Flora and I had a safe journey, thank you for caring about us, and I do agree that we do look cute together, but that’s because of Flora. I don’t consider myself cute. We stopped by my childhood home and placed flowers on my parents’ grave. It was touchy seeing some of my old relatives again, and they welcomed us with open arms. The horses you provided us with are some of the best horses. The chestnut stallion never rests. Even now as I look out to the pasture, he’s the only one standing while the other two are resting. Whether he’s stronger than me is up to debate.

You might be giggly, but I’ll admit I feel warm when writing to you, and I don’t think it’s healthy to keep feelings confined. I’m not sure what’s going on between your mother and you, but I can reassure you that deep inside she loves you. My mother was also overprotective. If it hadn’t been for my father, I’m not sure if I would be able to live my life to the fullest. But I’m not resentful toward her because of it. I understand where she came from. I’m her only offspring after all, and your mother only has you.

Your dream warms my heart. I wish I could hug you too. If your mother wants to see me, I’ll be there for her in a heartbeat. That’s how much I revere her. If we didn’t have her as a queen, we might not have been alive to see this day.

When I called you sweet, I meant it. I mean every word I say. I remember you telling me that you wanted to be a peasant, but I have to come clean to you. I have a hard time taking you seriously if you haven’t been a peasant.

I enjoy it here a lot, and I agree, it’s stunningly beautiful. Flora and I hiked earlier to the mountainsides, which provided us with a beautiful view. You aren’t sounding dumb at all. You’re sounding sweet.

I read it again and wondered whether I should write something more, but I thought the ending was perfect, especially since she asked if I truly meant it by calling her sweet.

Yours truly, Darian Sunblade.


Chapter 8

Darian

Igripped the reins tightly as I rode onto the field. The wind whipped against my face, and the hooves pounded against the grass. We were about to break through the enemy lines, spilling more blood and pushing them farther away from our kingdom. I reached for my bow and arrows. I nocked one to the bowstring, pulling it to my shoulder. I let go and sent the arrow directly at the enemy. It struck him right in the chest, making him gasp. Letting go of the reins, he tumbled off like a sack of wheat.

I rode on, continuing the hunt. I quickly snatched another arrow. In a heartbeat, I had already pulled the arrow back, aiming. I fired, striking the horse. I selected my sword and plunged it into the enemy’s belly, hearing him gasp before he fell to his doom. A thick smog suddenly fell upon the battlefield. I spat. These were cheap tricks they used when they were retreating. I couldn’t see that well and realized I was way too deep into the enemy lines. I stopped, whirled around and kicked the flanks of the horse.

“Faster!” I shouted.

But then, something sharp hit my back. I fell forward. I reached for the horse’s neck with my left hand and held on for dear life as I continued to ride.

“Help!” I tried to shout for help, but my voice was weak. I looked down and saw the point of an arrowhead protruding out from my belly. I had to get back to safety. A couple of my fellow soldiers saw what happened and quickly covered me as I rode back to safety.

My eyes flickered; I felt weak. Blood dribbled down my back and waist. I was about to faint. The nurses quickly helped me off the horse and helped me into the tent. I muttered something incomprehensible, and my vision steadily became blurrier. In the end, I fainted.

When I woke up, I rubbed my eyes. I was still breathing. The nurses had sewn my wound, and the pain was gone. I looked at them as if they were goddesses. I reached for each of their hands and kissed them.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I said, my comment making them blush, but they waved their hands dismissively and bowed down to me.

“You’re welcome,” one of the ladies replied, drawing in a deep breath. She was probably grateful to see me alive.

“How bad’s the wound?” I asked her.

“It was bad,” she replied, caressing my forehead, “but we have taken care of it.”

“How long have I been sleeping?”

“A day,” she replied.

I nodded and was grateful for the nurses. They reminded me of my mother as well, and when I looked at them, I saw Mom and knew what she went through. Her profession was heroic, and I would never ignore its importance.

They gave me some water, and I drank eagerly. I slowly recovered my strength and glanced out of the window. I wanted to get back to the battlefield. I wanted to fight on. A little scratch wouldn’t stop me. As the nurse saw where I was looking, she gently told me to rest for now.

“The lieutenants will come, and they want to have a word with you,” she said in her soothing voice. “You deserve some rest.”

“Okay,” I said. I leaned back and waited. It was painful. I was not the one who preferred to idle. I wanted to get back to the war; I wanted to contribute. I wanted to fight on. It felt bad to sit and do nothing.

I waited, and the wait was as painful as I imagined it to be. I couldn’t stop thinking of the battles. Eventually, the two lieutenants came. They greeted me with honorable handshakes and flattered me for my courage. They gave me the good news first. Our attack had been successful, and we’d pushed the enemy all the way to The Great River, and they’d also crossed it, retreating even further. They told me about our next offensive. We needed to cross the river. The task would be one of the most difficult yet. The dragons were busy on another front. A squad of angels could assist us, but there would hardly be enough to make a difference. The angels were also our allies. They weren’t as numerous, so they couldn’t send as many to war.

They told me that they wanted me to lead a squad. I listened to every word, and I knew The Great River well. It separated Anigava from Zinep. I was confident; I had a better plan than theirs, but I couldn’t do anything with just a handful of men.

“You want to give me a squad?” I said and looked them in their eyes. “After everything I’ve done?” My voice was serious, especially as I added the last sentence.

The lieutenants exchanged glances, and my answer caught them off guard. One of them swallowed hard before replying, “What do you suggest is reasonable?”

I cleared my throat. “Give me a brigade,” I told them firmly and went straight to the point. “I will lead our men over with little casualties, and I will secure our position over the river, guaranteed.”

They exchanged glances again. My confidence had partly won them over. “Tell me about your plan, and we will consider it,” they said.

I cleared my throat and said, “We will camp in front of the enemy and build bridges and build up a big enough force to fool them that we intend to cross at that spot. Zinep’s forces will believe that all of our troops are stationed there. But me and a smaller unit will take another path. The river is shallower farther up north. Some of us will sneak there and cross the river. We’ll sneak through the forest and end up in the enemy’s rear. While we are there, we will start a giant fire, signaling that we will attack them, and the main brigade, at the same time, will place down the bridges and cross. They will be met with confusion while we’re attacking them from a vulnerable place while at the same time attacking them with our main force.”

They listened to every word, and I knew my confidence had captivated them.

“We trust you, Darian,” one of the lieutenants said. “The men are yours.”

* * *

I woke up in the middle of the night, remembering every scene of the dream. Flora lay right in front of me, fully nude and fully beautiful. The moonlight lit up her auburn hair, and the light spilled over her sweet skin. I was fully erect, my cock nestled into the crack of her wonderful ass. I couldn’t resist the temptation to nuzzle my face into her silky hair as I held onto her hips. Even if she’d started giving me late-night massages, the interrupted sleep persisted, but I didn’t mind waking up to my nude, beautiful girl. In the moonlight, I could see the curve of her breasts, its gentle rise and fall with her breath. Not being able to resist, I stroked her boobs, running my hands up and down her soft orbs. Eventually, I pulled my hand back. Even if she was hard to resist, I didn’t want to wake her up. I just loved holding onto her, especially after waking up from these dreams.

I accepted that they would come and go. There wasn’t much I could do about them for now, but I hoped with time, they would fade away, and what would be left would only be the memory of the war. I could control them and play the scenes whenever I wanted to.

I decided to take a walk. Before leaving her, I leaned in, her warm, floral perfume filled my nose, and the softness of her skin against mine sent shivers down my spine. She sure was addictive. I kissed her neck and freed my cock from her warm ass.

I carefully made my way out of the bed. I put on my clothes and pulled the sheets up to her chin. I was about to leave her, but I couldn’t resist another kiss on her forehead. “Just going out for a little bit,” I murmured and hoped my whisper would reach her dreams.

I went outside and stuffed my hands in my pockets. Despite it being the peak of summer, there was a slight chill in the air. The sky was clear, and each star blinked in the night. I walked along the cobbled street, letting my mind wander freely. It didn’t take long till I started hearing someone playing an instrument. It sounded delicate and skillful, and the mysterious melody had already seized my curiosity. I continued to the source of the music and arrived in front of a little cottage. It was old. The paint was peeling off the sides. The window was broken, and the rusty gate hung open. I heard that it was a girl, and she was humming a beautiful melody as she played her instrument. I didn’t know much about instruments, so I didn’t know exactly what she was playing, but I was so intrigued that I wanted to find out.

I pushed the gate open. I made my way behind the cottage and to the garden, and there I saw a beautiful pink haired girl. She was holding what I believed to be a harp, and she stopped playing, a smile curving her lips. She put the harp aside and looked at me with a welcoming look.

I shook my head and realized I should’ve knocked first, but her music had captivated me at first, and now her beautiful looks mesmerized me. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just heard someone playing the most beautiful melody that I ever heard in my life. I wanted to see who was playing. I didn’t mean to disturb you or anything.”

She reached out to pat my arm, her smile brightening instead of fading. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice soothing and reassuring. It was clear that she wasn’t bothered by the situation at all. “You might as well accuse me of disturbing you with my melodies.”

“Your melodies are anything but disturbing,” I said, laughing.

She studied my face with her eyes narrowed. “Shouldn’t you be asleep?”

“I should be,” I replied. “But I find it a bit difficult to sleep nowadays.”

“So do I,” she said with a sigh.

“Do you mind some company during this lonely night?”

“Not at all,” she said, patting the wood log next to her.

I sat down. We didn’t speak at first. She reached for her harp and started playing again. It was so soothing; it calmed my mind and relaxed my heart. There wasn’t a worry in my mind as she kept playing. I watched her small fingers dance across the strings. She was an artist.

After she played the melody, she opened her eyes. “You owe me an explanation,” she said flirtatiously. “Why do you have trouble sleeping?”

“I think that’s fair,” I said. “Because you just played one of the most heavenly melodies to me.”

She giggled. “Gotcha.”

“Well,” I said, “it’s because of war trauma. I was a soldier, mostly in the frontline and witnessed every horrible thing you can witness. Even if it’s over, the war still haunts me.”

She looked at me with interest. “My father was also in the war,” she said, “but he died, unfortunately.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I told her and patted her hand. “Both my parents died as well.”

“I’m sorry,” she said and sympathized with my loss. “Where are you from?”

I told her the name of my village, and she told me hers.

“I think I’ve heard about you before. Are you here to take care of the repopulation?” she asked.

“Yes, I am,” I said. It seemed impossible to go anywhere without someone recognizing me. “What about you? How did you end up here?”

“This place was so hard hit; the property prices here plummeted, so I used most of my savings to buy this poor little cottage. Otherwise, I spend most of my time touring around, playing music on the streets. It’s tough these days since I have to help my mother and sister too.”

Surprised, I looked at her. Her words didn’t make much sense to me. “I would pay gold to hear you play for me,” I told her, making a pink color spread on her cheeks.

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said. “Most people like my music, but it’s just tough if that makes sense.”

I nodded and agreed with every word. “What’s your name?”

“Gabriella. And yours?”

“Darian,” I said, my words making her eyes light up again.

“Now, I know who you are,” she said. “You were given a special honor by the queen, is that correct?”

“That’s correct,” I said.

“How was it like meeting her?”

“An honor,” I said. “She’s stunning in every way imaginable.”

“Stunning?” she asked. “Do you find her pretty?”

“Pretty, gorgeous, beautiful … I can use every colorful word to describe her.”

“But she’s like forty,” she said, finding it interesting I found her attractive.

“So?” I said. “She looks like a goddess.”

“I see,” she said. “I guess there are a lot of attractive older women as well.”

“It sure is,” I said. “Do you always play music during the night?”

“Not always, but I’m also dealing with sleepless nights now and then,” she said with a sigh, “but it’s just because I think too much. When you’re lonely, you think a lot more. And I don’t have many to speak with since I’m mostly playing music. I’m a dreamer, in other words.”

“You’re also a talented musician,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said.

My eyelids started growing heavy, but I didn’t want to be rude, making her think that she was boring. “Do you know what,” I said, “come over tomorrow and play some music. I’ll generously pay you.”

A smile spread across her face. “At what time do you want me to be there?” she asked.

“After lunch,” I said, “because I am usually busy with breeding during the day.”

She tried to stifle a giggle at those words. “I understand,” she said. “I won’t disturb you then … A goodbye hug for now?”

I couldn’t resist a hug. We rose to our feet, and she fell into my arms, burying her head into my shoulder. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly and feeling the beat of her heart. “Sweet dreams,” she said when we broke the hug.

“You too,” I said.

She reached for her harp and started playing again as I slowly made my way back home. I didn’t want to leave her at all. I craved to have her next to me and to get to know her better. She was mysterious for now, and I wanted to reveal those mysteries.

As I made my way back, the music she was playing slowly faded. I slowed down, listening as much as I could till I reached back home. I carefully took off my clothes inside the bedroom, and Flora slowly opened her eyes. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just had to take a walk because I couldn’t fall asleep.”

“That’s fine,” she said, smiling sweetly.

I lay next to her, spooning her from the back and pulling her body closer to mine. I fell asleep.


Chapter 9

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes. Flora’s breasts were pressed against my right arm, and she squeezed my right hand. “Are you awake now?” Flora asked me.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “I’m sorry for waking you up last night.”

“It’s okay,” she reassured me.

“You’re so sweet,” I said, fondling her breasts a little bit.

“How was your walk?” she asked.

“Not bad, I met another girl who’s recently moved into a cottage,” I said.

“In the middle of the night?” she asked as if it didn’t make much sense.

“Yes,” I said. “She said that she also found it difficult to fall asleep now and then.”

“I see,” she said. “I guess there are many of us dealing with trauma these days.”

“You’re correct. I invited her over to play the harp for us after lunch.”

“How kind of you,” she said and turned around. A smile played on her face, and I pushed her auburn hair behind her ears, so I could see her better. “Is she pretty?”

“She sure is,” I said. “She has pink hair and purple mesmerizing eyes. She wore some makeup that just enhanced her beauty.” I stroked her ass and reached for her wet fruit. I didn’t only think of Gabriella but Isadora as well. I had reread her letter several times. It was the day after yesterday I’d sent her my letter, so hopefully I should get an answer in the coming days.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked.

“Isadora,” I said. “Her letter still warms my heart.”

“You can’t wait for another?” she asked, searching my gaze.

“It was just so cute the way she wrote it, but again I hope it won’t cause any trouble with her mother.”

“They’re quarreling either way,” Flora said. “They aren’t known for always getting along, but all of their disputes and quarrels always end up with hugs, kisses and apologies at the end.”

“That makes me smile,” I said. It sounded like typical family love.

Flora and I made our way out of the bed. We put on our clothes, and Flora started cooking for me.

She cracked eggs into a bowl and whisked them. She added chopped chives, diced tomatoes, shredded cheese and bacon bits. She poured the contents onto a hot pan and folded it into an omelet. The aroma of a delicious omelet filled the kitchen. It was one of her traditional breakfasts, and I loved it equally as much as everything else she cooked for me. We settled down, and I took the first bite of the creamy omelet. “It just gets better and better,” I flattered her.

“Thank you,” she said and took a bite. “I sometimes try to experiment with a little bit more of this or that.”

“I prefer it with lots of bacon,” I said. I was in love with the salty, fatty taste.

After we’d eaten, I dabbed a napkin to my lips. “You have five girls coming soon,” she said. “Do you think you can handle them before lunch?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said and gave her a look. “When has that ever been a problem?” I had already impregnated a hundred and fifty women. I sometimes did more than ten and sometimes a little bit less. Yesterday, I went for twelve women. Some of these ladies were getting impatient, begging me to fuck them. I had never felt such a high sex drive as well, so I welcomed them inside as they eagerly spread their beautiful legs for me. Most of the women here were at their peak of fertility. I enjoyed some older women now and then, especially when I wanted to see some bigger hips and breasts. Although there were some well-endowed young women here as well.

“You said we’ll have a guest over,” she reminded me.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “But it won’t take longer than two hours to have my way with them. I can do two at once.”

“Okay,” she said.

After Flora had taken the dishes, they knocked on the door. I rose and made my way there. “Hi,” a redhead said and waved her hand to me. I spoke to her yesterday when I told her that their turn would be tomorrow morning.

“Welcome,” I said, smiling at their figures and shapes. I welcomed them all inside. Flora showed them where to put their clothes and where they could rest. She also offered them something to drink. I looked at the redhead and also the brunette. The redhead’s name was Sasha, and the brunette’s name was Lydia. Sasha was a bit shorter than Lydia, and Lydia was taller. Sasha was a bit more talkative and eager to get going.

Sasha took my hand, stroking it intimately. “Can you take us to the bedroom?”

“I will,” I said. I flitted my eyes to Lydia. “Do you want to come with us, so we can do it together?”

Lydia happily nodded. “If that’s okay?” she asked us both.

“Of course,” Sasha said, her eyes lighting up. Sasha took Lydia’s hands. “We’ll have so much fun.”

I brought them with me to the impregnation room while their friends waited on the terrace.

I closed the door, and I studied them a bit better in peace. They were both slim and youthful-looking. From what I remembered yesterday, they had both just turned twenty and had grown up together. They didn’t live far from my farmhouse, so that was how we’d bumped into them. It was difficult to walk anywhere in the Fertile Valley without having a horny woman asking me when it was her turn. I had to tell them that I was doing my best and that their turn would eventually come.

Sasha wore a red skirt and a matching crop top, showcasing her toned tummy. The red clothing reminded me of Thalia, but then I remembered that she’d been an adult entertainer. “I love the red color,” I told her.

“Thank you,” Sasha said and twirled around, so her red hair fluttered. “It matches my hair.”

Lydia wore a white flowery skirt and a white top. She looked a bit shy as I drank her in. “Undress each other,” I told them, so we could start. “We can’t do this with our clothes on.”

“Okay,” they said and faced each other.

While they peeled each other’s clothes off, I took off my tunic and trousers. They unhooked their bra, which fell to the pile of clothes. Once they were fully nude, I gawked at them. Sasha’s breasts were round and full while Lydia’s were like the perfect teardrops. They were both recently shaved and right above their wet slits were just country miles of smooth flesh leading up to their tits. They both stared at my erection with clear hints of lust in their eyes.

I pulled them into both my arms, and I squeezed their butts simultaneously. They exchanged shy glances. “We’ve never been with a man before,” Lydia said, who seemed a bit shyer than Sasha.

“That’s fine,” I said. “Have you done a three-way kiss with the girls?”

“That we have,” Sasha said and nodded with her friend.

All three of us leaned in closer until our lips met. Our tongues danced together, exploring and intertwining. As we continued to kiss, their bodies pressed against mine, their breasts pushing and rubbing against each other. I felt a rush of ecstasy as I was sandwiched between these two gorgeous women, my fingers running through their hair and over their curves. It was a moment of bliss, and I never wanted it to end.

They reached my cock at the same time, stroking me lovingly. They wanted to get down, and so did I.

“It’s so hard,” Sasha said, drawing a circle on the tip. Lydia reached for the bottom of the shaft, competing for space. Sasha tried pulling it toward her hole while Lydia tugged at me in her direction.

I patted both their backs. “Let’s jump onto bed,” I said and didn’t want them to start a tug of war. We hopped onto the bed and made our way up to the pillows. They lingered at my legs, eyeing my erection as if they were cock-famished.

“What should we do with it?” Lydia asked.

“Take turns sucking me,” I said and leaned back as the impregnation process started. Sasha opened her mouth and pushed the tip of my cock inside her wet mouth. Closing her eyes as if she were dreaming, she bobbed her head back and forth. She came off with a gasp, licking her lips. Then it was Lydia’s turn who pushed her hair behind her ears and opened her mouth, trying to replicate her friend’s sucking. Her mouth enveloped me, the wet heat of her tongue teasing every inch. She pushed it deeper down her mouth until I could feel her gagging and my entire length was coated in her sweet saliva. She didn’t stop, determined to take me as deep as possible, even if it made her lips stretch and strain. She gagged, came off with a gasp and passed it onto Sasha.

“How far can you take it?” Lydia asked.

“Let’s see,” Sasha said. She opened her mouth and swallowed half of my meat. As I entered the back of her throat, she gagged like mad, covering my entire cock in her pearly spit. She pulled her head back while sealing her lips tightly. She came off with a reversed kiss but made sure to lick the crown of my erection, enjoying the taste of me. “Gosh, it’s so thick.”

“You sucked well,” Lydia said and couldn’t wait to slide my length into her mouth. While Lydia worshipfully licked my cock, Sasha crawled up to me. She reached my chin, so I faced her. She pressed her lips to mine while I could feel the softness of her breasts pressing against my chest. I couldn’t think of anything better than to tongue-kiss this beautiful girl while another was sucking me off. I caressed her smooth flesh and reached into her ass crack.

“Sit on top,” I said in a murmur.

Sasha followed my order without hesitation. She climbed on top of my face and lowered her pink, delicious fruit onto my mouth. I spread her butt cheeks, so she could come closer to my mouth. I lapped her lips, swiping my tongue back and forth till her honey spilled all over my face. She tasted sweeter than a fruit, and I pulled her closer to me. She started moaning, swiveling her hips over my face as her pleasure intensified and at the same time, I felt something hot, wet and tight envelope my cock. I realized it was Lydia trying to push my joystick into her sweet hole. I could feel her muscles tensing as she slowly engulfed me, inch by inch.

“Gosh, it’s a monster,” she said, struggling to push it inside her tight hole.

Sasha leaned forward but made sure her pussy was right over my mouth. She started licking and kissing the sides of Lydia’s pussy, loosening her up, so she could take me to her uncharted territory. “I can’t take it any deeper,” Lydia said but happily started riding me.

Sasha came off my face, which she had left drenched. My eyes settled on Lydia, who was bouncing on my lap, her breasts jiggling with each movement. Lydia smiled as if she were in heaven.

“Both of you, sit,” I said as the climax was building. I wanted to take them both before finishing it off. They lined up on all fours, their asses gleaming like the full moon. They inched their hips closer to each other till they touched. I started with Sasha, going between her legs and rubbing the head of my cock along her fertile folds. I pushed inside the head and then slid deeper and deeper. She gasped as I entered her. I held onto her ass while I pounded her hard. She moaned for every fuck, and when I pulled out, the climax was imminent. Then I went for Lydia, and since she’d already had me inside her, it was a bit easier to push it inside her, fucking her till our flesh smacked.

I moved back and forth between the two women, my hands gripping their hips tightly as I felt my arousal building for each fuck. As I reached my climax, my body grew hot and tense, and I released myself inside Sasha’s vagina, coloring it white and creamy. I quickly pulled out, shooting some of my pearly semen over Lydia’s back before I stuffed my erection into her pussy, shooting the remainder of my load inside her.

I sighed in relief as her walls hugged my shaft. They exchanged glances and kissed each other while I did everything to milk that heavenly climax. “How was that?” I asked them as I pulled out of Lydia, my cock coming out wet and sticky.

“I feel satiated,” Sasha said. “Your cream is so filling.”

“Me too,” Lydia said. They both cuddled up to me, and we talked for a little. Their vaginas glowed pink, and they’d successfully become pregnant.

I kissed them both on their lips. “Bring in Lida,” I told them. “She’s up next.”

They simultaneously pressed their lips to my cheeks and rose to their feet. My eyes lingered on them till they went outside and brought in the next girl.

* * *

With a loud grunt, I pushed all the way into Freya’s interior. It was the fifth climax of this day, and one of the most powerful ones yet. My body jolted as I let out a guttural groan. It felt like an explosion, starting at the crown of my cock and the aftershock coursed through me. I kept filling her womb with my seed, pumping out every drop. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of being taken by a man.

“Oh, it’s so nice,” she said as I slowly micro-fucked her.

I pulled out my erection, which was soaked. Cum dribbled out from her hole like a beautiful creampie. We caught our breaths, and I gave her a towel. I sure needed one as well. It was hot in here, and I sweated a lot after having fucked them hard.

“Oh, thank you,” she said, honored. She parted her pussy lips with her fingers and the pink glow spread like a mist. I drew in a deep breath and the scent reminded me of peaches.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Don’t you get tired from doing this all day long?” she asked, pushing her dark blonde hair behind her ears. When she smiled, her dimples deepened.

“Not at all,” I said, drinking in her beautiful nude body. “I’m in it for the long haul.”

She chuckled. “I bet. But I’m still surprised by your quick recovery. I’ve heard a man doesn’t want sex till at least a couple of hours afterward. You impregnated all five of us within an hour, I think.”

“It’s called being in good health,” I said, winking at her.

“I see that,” she said. I helped put her clothes back on. I placed her boobs in the cups and hooked the bra. I pulled her wet panties back onto her legs, admiring her fruit for the last time. I probably won’t see it till at least next year. “Any ideas on what to name her?” she asked.

“How do you know it will be a she?” I asked her.

“It’s usually a she,” she said with a smile.

“Arianna,” I said and it rolled right out of my tongue, and I loved the sound of it.

“That’s a sweet name,” she said, agreeing with me.

I opened the door, and the rest of her friends were waiting outside. At the doorstep, I hugged them all goodbye. I loved being surrounded by so many beautiful women, and they made sure to give me worshipful kisses, saying how grateful they were for being bred.

I closed the door, and it was time for a timeout. I sat down on the armchair, and Flora gave me a gentle shoulder massage. As her delicate fingers kneaded out the knots, she asked me, “How was the breeding?”

“Nice as usual,” I said and purred in response to her touch.

“You got a new letter,” she said.

I turned around so quickly that I caught her off guard. “From whom?”

She giggled. “From whom do you think?”

“Isadora?”

She slowly nodded. “It has the royal stamp, so it’s either from her or the queen.”

“Bring it,” I said.

She reached behind her back. “I already got it,” she said and placed it on my lap.

“I will wash the sheets in the meantime,” she said.

“That sure’s needed,” I said. They were soaked with sweat, musk and pussy juice. I opened the letter, which felt like slow motion. If it was from Isadora then it was surprisingly quick. I didn’t expect anything from her until at least tomorrow. Rereading the first letter she’d sent me was addictive. I wasn’t sure why it felt so good to read her letter, but it just did.

I recognized her handwriting straight away, and I melted upon reading the first line. “Dear Darian,” I said, the line made me smile, and I continued on to read it.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

I’m relieved that you can understand my handwriting. You’ve no idea how insecure I was when I wrote my first letter to you. I don’t think I’m a quick learner, but if I decide to do something, I can be stubborn. Right now, I want to learn how to write, and my motivation is that I can stay in touch with you. I wish you could have stayed in the city of Anigava a bit longer, but I understand the importance of the task my mother assigned you. We could have ridden together, gone for walks or played hide and seek. I hope you’re not too old for games.

You are one hundred percent cute. One hundred percent brave. And one hundred percent strong. If it doesn’t make sense, it’s because I’m writing with even more butterflies in my chest than earlier.

I need to give you a heads-up. The chestnut stallion has a thing for breeding as well, so I would be careful with providing him with mates, otherwise they’re just going to end up pregnant.

Can you describe the warmth you’re feeling? To me, it feels like love, but I don’t have much experience with it. My mom used to tell me that love could happen at first glance or that it could develop over time. I felt something very strong when I saw you for the first time, but I’m not sure if you’re feeling the same. Now though my mother tells me that I just met you and have to wait. It’s annoying, but I’ll keep in mind what you wrote. I know she loves me, but she also loves our kingdom. I’m not sure which one is most important to her though.

I find your loyalty to my mother … Very attractive. It’s a bit hard to explain as I write this. But if you would be there for her in a heartbeat, I assume you find her attractive, and you somehow might find me attractive. Does that make sense to you?

You wrote to me that you’re an only child. Do you also sometimes wish you had siblings to play with? Luckily, I have Elara, but I would love to have a brother or another sister. But it is what it is.

I know you mean every word you say. You take action, and I find that so attractive. But do you mean I’m sweet as honey or just cute? Either way, it warms my heart that you meant it.

I’m not sure what I meant with the peasant comment. I just sometimes wish my life was a bit different. I wish I could have come with you and Flora on that hike. I would love to go on an adventure, but sometimes I feel stuck inside these walls. If I go too far outside the kingdom, my mother wants me to bring guards with me. You’re the only guard I need. You’re strong enough to carry the world on one shoulder and me on the other.

Yours truly, Isadora Pinkbloom.

The ending warmed my heart. It must have been the loveliest thing I’d read in my life. I reread the last sentence several times. It made me chuckle, and it gave me butterflies. I didn’t waste any time. I reached for a paper, ink and quill.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

I was surprised when I received the letter from you. I didn’t expect it to come so quickly. I’ve reread your first letter numerous times. Every time I read it, it warms my heart, and the letter you sent me now did so as well.

I’ve been thinking a lot of you lately, wondering what you’re up to. I also regret that I didn’t spend more time in the city with you before leaving. I’m not sure about hide and seek, but to ride with you would be lovely. Eventually, I’ll come for a visit.

You’re the first girl who’s ever called me cute. I’ve been called strong and brave but not cute. Every word you write to me makes sense, and I noticed that your handwriting is improving.

Well, I’m not going to lie. It does feel like love, and you shouldn’t doubt your mother’s wisdom regarding relationships. She’s right. Sometimes it does happen at first glance and sometimes it takes time to develop. The very first time I saw you, I couldn’t look away, and I couldn’t stop thinking of you. That rarely happens in my life, and I felt something very strong. It wasn’t just your beauty but something else I can’t point out exactly. You caught my eye, plain and simple, and once I saw you, I didn’t want to look away.

You can’t compare a kingdom with a human being. You are different. She loves you and the kingdom uniquely, but I don’t believe there’s a human out there she loves more than you.

It’s because your mother is truly attractive in every sense possible. She’s a strong, beautiful woman, and without her, we might have not been alive. I’ll do anything for her. And you sure have inherited her beauty.

I was supposed to have siblings, but three of them died when they were young because of diseases. I’m the only survivor. I had plenty of friends to play with, so I’ve never thought too much of having siblings. Although, I know my parents would have loved to have more children.

Sweet as honey or just cute? I mean both.

You’re still young. I’m sure we’ll find an opportunity to do something together. You won’t need to bring guards either. You’ll be safe with me … right on top of my shoulder.

I reread the last line and thought it was the perfect ending.

Yours truly, Darian Sunblade.

I put the letter down and slipped it into the envelope, licking the glue. I turned my attention to Isadora’s letter. Lifting it to my eyes, I reread it, and every sentence warmed my heart. I was glad she had written back to me so quickly; it made me suspect it had been her priority. I thought over the line where she wished we spent more time together. I nodded in agreement, wishing we had taken the opportunity to do something together while I was there. I knew I would return, and hopefully, we would find time to either ride together or go out for a walk.

“Flora?” I asked her.

“I’m outside,” she said.

I stepped out to the terrace, and she was in the process of hanging the sheets. “I’ll go send this letter.”

“Of utmost importance,” she said with a friendly smile.

“Since she was so quick,” I said. “I owe her one.”

I headed outside and went to the post office. It was right next to the town hall. A couple of tradeswomen sitting in a carriage looked at me. “Look, there’s our breeder,” the young woman said, kissing her hand and blowing it to me.

“When is it our turn?” her friend asked me.

“Soon,” I said.

“Will you kiss us back?” the other one asked flirtatiously.

I kissed my hand and blew it to her. They had a giggle fit as they rode on. Some of the girls here were desperate. I entered the post office, and I saw another woman who I hadn’t seen earlier. “Hello,” I said. “I have a letter to Anigava.”

“Darian?” she said, her eyes sparkling.

“Yup,” I said and wrote down the name and address.

“You impregnated my daughter the other day,” she said as if it meant the world to her.

I studied her turquoise hair and matching eyes. “Valeria?”

“You have keen eyes,” she said with a hand over her heart.

“Nah,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s just you who aren’t aging.”

She blushed like a tulip. “You are just as charming as they say.”

I chuckled, not sure how to respond to that. “Well, thank you. It was nice meeting you.”

“The pleasure is all mine,” the post lady said with a small bow.

I handed her the letter and also an ounce of silver. It didn’t cost so much, but I was feeling good today. “Keep the change.”

“You’re a blessing,” she said.

As I walked out of the post office, I couldn’t help but think about Isadora’s words. The fact that she wished we had spent more time together during my visit made me feel guilty. But at least we had agreed to make an effort to spend time together when I returned.

I made my way back to our house, where Flora was finishing up hanging the sheets on the clothesline. “Did you send your letter?” She asked with a smile.

“Yep,” I replied, joining her on the terrace. “The post lady recognized me. I bred her daughter recently.”

“I bet she was into you too,” Flora said with a wink.

“Who knew that being a breeder would make me so popular among the ladies?”

Flora laughed. “Well, you are quite desirable.”

I rolled my eyes playfully. “Please don’t add fuel to their fire.”

“It’s not my fault you’re handsome and charming,” Flora teased. “Plus being a revered war veteran on top of it. You have yourself to blame for adding fuel to our fire.”

“I yield,” I said with a smile.

“I’m getting way ahead,” she said and sat down with me. “Who sent you the letter?”

“Who do you think?”

“Isadora?”

“You nailed it,” I said. “She wrote me the sweetest letter.”

“How cute,” Flora said and smiled. “Was it a love letter?”

“Of course,” I said, “but it was even better than the last one.”

“I think she’s developing strong feelings for you,” Flora said.

“It seems like it,” I said. “I’m not of royal blood though, there must be other attractive guys at Anigava.”

“There are,” she said, “but not many of them are appealing, and not many of them are as attractive as you are.”

“Right,” I said. I hadn’t seen many guys there, to tell the truth. There was also the male shortage that I was currently working on.

Flora’s soft hands glided across my shoulders, kneading out the knots and leaving me purring. She leaned in close, pressing her lips to my neck and each kiss sent a shiver down my spine. She was the embodiment of femininity. “Should I make something to eat before Gabriella comes?”

“Sure,” I said even if I could let her massage me for the rest of my life. “What will you make?”

“Avocado burgers,” she said. As Flora donned an apron and started on the burgers, the scent of sizzling burger patties filled the air. I still couldn’t get Isadora’s words out of my head while at the same time, I thought of Gabriella’s music.

Flora plated the avocado burgers, and we dug in. They were warm, savory, creamy and filled with flavors. “These are divine,” I said.

“Glad you like them,” she replied and nibbled on her burger.

After I’d devoured three of them, I looked skyward and started thinking again.

“What are you thinking of?” Flora asked, which she usually did whenever I was lost in thought.

“Gabriella and Isadora. I don’t know why, but I can’t stop thinking of them.”

“It’s obvious you have feelings for them.”

“I know,” I said, “but I’ve just met them.”

“And?” Flora said, “You just met me, after all.”

We exchanged smiles. “Although I’ve been closer to you for the past weeks.”

“True,” Flora said, taking another bite. When we were finished, she took the dishes and then we waited for Gabriella to show up.

“Is it okay if I go and check on her?”

“Sure,” Flora said. “We have some strawberries from Marie we can eat with her.”

“That will be lovely.”

As I pushed open the door, a wave of warm air and sunshine hit my face. The cobblestone street glistened in the sunlight as I made my way to Gabriella’s small cottage. Once I came there, I was again reminded of her poor living conditions, and it was even more evident in the daytime than it was last night. I thought she deserved better. When I was about to open the rusty gate, she swung open the door with a joyful smile on her face. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug.

“Hi,” she said, her voice filled with happiness.

“Hi,” I replied. It must have been one of the warmest embraces of my life. I was hit with the scent of freshly bloomed flowers, wondering if she’d recently picked some.

She broke the hug to look at me, and I saw her pretty smile again, her purple eyes, her pink, beautiful hair that flowed down her back. She had painted her lips red and wore some additional makeup. She was gorgeous, even more beautiful in daylight than in moonlight.

“Wow,” I said. “You’re more stunning than what I remembered you to be.”

She giggled. “Thank you,” she said.

“I came over since I was afraid that you’d forgotten our date,” I said.

“Oh,” Gabriella said, “how sweet of you. I didn’t forget it. I was picking some flowers I wanted to give to my sick mother later, but I’m ready to come now.”

I took her hand and led her back to my home. “Flora is waiting for you,” I said.

“Is she one of your lovers?” Gabriella asked with hints of curiosity.

“We are bonded,” I told her.

Gabriella’s lips curved in a smile. “Oh, she must be a beautiful woman if she has won the heart of such a strong man like you,” Gabriella said.

“You’re right,” I said. “She’s a sweetheart.”

I opened the gate, and her mouth opened at the farmhouse. “So you live here … When I passed by this house, my jaw dropped. It looks so spacious and luxurious.”

“There’s plenty of room for you,” I said and made her feel welcome. I took her inside, and we made our way out to the terrace. Flora jumped to her feet when she saw Gabriella. I introduced them to each other. “Gabriella, this is Flora. Flora, Gabriella.”

Gabriella didn’t shake hands but opened her arms to give Flora a bear hug. They fell into each other’s arms, so their tits collided and mashed. The women were quite intimate these days. Most of them had to be while waiting for a man to take them.

“Wow,” Flora said, and her eyes swept over Gabriella. “You look stunning.”

Gabriella wore a white silky dress with some patches. Gabriella’s eyes swept over Flora as well. “You also look stunning,” Gabriella said. “Your hair color is one of the rarest.”

Flora blushed, her cheeks matching the color of her hair. “Thank you … I appreciate compliments.”

“We all do,” Gabriella said.

“Do you like strawberries?” Flora asked her.

Gabriella shook her head. “I don’t like them—I love them.”

“Wait here,” Flora said.

I took Gabriella’s hand and sat down with her.

Flora arrived with a basket of strawberries and placed it on the table. “Do you want some cream?” Flora offered her.

“That’s the best combo,” Gabriella said, her smile just widening.

We made her feel welcome as Flora came over with three bowls and a cup of cream. Flora sliced the strawberries for us, and Gabriella started talking about our night yesterday. “I hope you slept well,” Gabriella said.

“After I went to bed, I did,” I said. “I couldn’t stop thinking of you, though.”

“That’s cute,” Gabriella said. “I couldn’t stop thinking of you either. In fact, I spent the entire morning practicing the harp. I don’t want to do anything foolish while I play for you.”

“Oh,” I said and smiled at her. “The melody you played yesterday was so hypnotic.”

“When I play, I just let go and play … kind of like a child. I have taken notes of a couple of my melodies, but most of them I’m just playing what my heart tells me to play.”

“It makes it even more beautiful,” I said.

As we bit into the strawberries, they burst with a sweet juice that mixed perfectly with the cream. Marie sure had the most delicious strawberries in her garden.

Gabriella wiped the pink juices from her chin which trickled down her dress and her cleavage. I glanced at her chest, and her breasts looked young and beautiful like a freshly grown fruit.

We spoke a bit more about various subjects. Gabriella was curious how I had met Flora. Her eyes widened when Flora told her that she’d been the queen’s maid. “You must know a lot of people in Anigava,” Gabriella said, hinting that she wanted to hear some gossip.

Flora shook her head. “Not really. We weren’t allowed to gossip, and I took my job seriously. That’s how I ended up becoming one of the queen’s most favorite maids after all.”

“But how did you end up with Darian?” Gabriella asked, intrigued.

Flora and I exchanged glances, and I gave her the honor to explain it to Gabriella. “Well,” Flora said, “the queen wanted Darian to have the best maid to take care of him. He was wounded and tired after the war, so I had the honor to tend to him.”

“I appreciate everything she’s done for me,” I said. Flora and I shared a smile. It had been easy to fall in love with her, especially after everything she’d done for me: her kind deeds and love.

“That’s so cute,” Gabriella said. “It’s something out of a romance … You two are like characters from a novel, destined to be together.”

I chuckled, feeling a warmth spread through me at Gabriella’s words. “I suppose,” I admitted. “But it’s real, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Flora reached me, intertwining her fingers with mine. “Me neither,” she said softly, her smile radiant. “And there’s room for more.”

Gabriella lowered her eyes, and it seemed that she didn’t want to move too quickly. Gabriella told her about her past and how she fell in love with music at a young age. “My father gave me the flute when I was like six years old. I can barely remember it, but I played it till I was ten along with the piano. After that, I fell in love with the harp.”

“My father gave me weapons when I was around that age,” I said.

Gabriella stifled a chuckle. “Explains your strength.”

“Explains your musical talent.”

“Touché,” she said. “But all is not well. My mother is currently sick, and my little sister is only sixteen years old. It’s difficult to take care of Mom since I don’t make that much playing music. It’s not only the medicine that’s costly but food too.”

I admired how she was taking care of her family, but she deserved better, especially from what I heard yesterday.

“I also have a sister,” Flora said. “She taught me cooking.”

“That’s lovely,” Gabriella said. “How’s the impregnation going?”

“It’s going fine,” I said. “I’ve bred more than two hundred women. It’s a bit overwhelming. A lot of women want to throw themselves at my feet. I can impregnate three or four women at the same time, but it’s a bit difficult to do more than that.”

“Three or four?” Gabriella asked as if I were an alien.

“Yes,” I said.

“You must have impressive endurance,” Gabriella said, admiring me.

“When the ladies are as beautiful as they are, it’s not like I can’t resist,” I told her.

“It goes the other way,” Gabriella reminded me.

“I know,” I said and chuckled.

We became curious about her musical skills after we’d chatted and eaten strawberries. “Show us what you got,” I said. “Share some of your lovely tunes that you played yesterday.”

“Will do.” Gabriella took the harp from her back and smiled as she ran her finger on the strings. The melody was soft and heavenly. She closed her eyes, and it was like foreplay as her fingers slowly ran down the strings. Again, I felt the hypnotism, her music captivating me. She curled her hand around the harp and played with her free hand. She lost herself in the music, and she started playing for real, letting go of the foreplay.

Flora inched her hips closer to mine and leaned back as we listened to the music. It was so beautiful. It was so different from what I heard yesterday. Last night, the music had been calm and serene, blending in with the night. Now it was vigorous and vivid like children playing in the daytime.

She opened her eyes and looked around as her fingers danced across the strings. The notes mingled perfectly with the sunny weather.

When she was done, she opened her eyes and looked at us. She was passionate, and she loved what she was doing. We gave her a standing ovation. “Thank you,” Gabriella said, bowing down.

Flora handed her a rose. “Wow, that was so pretty.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Gabriella said and smelled the rose.

“That was magical,” I said, “did you come up with that on the spot?”

Gabriella nodded. “I looked around and drew in the scenery, and somehow it just inspired me.”

“That’s so poetic,” I said.

“I like to write too,” Gabriella said, “It’s something different from music but still in the same category. But sometimes the music of nature is the best—the wheat rustling, the wind blowing, the birds twittering, and sometimes sprinkling some tunes on top of it is the absolute best combination.”

I realized what she was talking about. “It was exactly what you did right now.”

“Can you play another?” Flora asked.

“Of course,” Gabriella said. “That’s what I’m here for.” Gabriella drew in a deep breath, and she gently started playing again. It was exactly where she left off from the last melody, reminding me of an endless river. I heard the birds singing in the background, and I heard the wind blowing. Gabriella’s melody blended perfectly with everything around us. Again, it was magical. It wasn’t just the music, but her looks. I wanted her to become my second bonded girl. She would integrate well in this household.

When she was finished, we gave her another standing ovation. Gabriella put the harp aside and bowed down to us. “Thank you, thank you,” she said, honored.

“I have never heard something as beautiful as that in my life,” Flora said.

“I agree,” I said.

“I’m glad you liked it,” Gabriella said. “That’s why I love playing for other people, hearing them say nice things.”

“Are you growing hungry?” Flora asked her.

“A little,” Gabriella said.

“Do you want to eat dinner with us?” Flora asked.

“That would be nice … Do you need a helping hand?”

“That would be so much fun,” Flora said, her eyes widening. “Darian doesn’t like cooking.”

“It’s not my cup of tea,” I said and looked at Gabriella. “Make sure you put on an apron. You don’t want to spill on that beautiful dress.”

“We have plenty,” Flora said, taking Gabriella’s hand and leading her into the kitchen. While they were cooking dinner, I kept thinking of Gabriella’s music. The music made me think of so many things, and eventually, it made me think of Isadora. I wondered what she was up to. I wondered if she was still practicing to write, and I wondered if she was thinking about me.

Flora and Gabriella moved about in the kitchen, their laughter filling the air as they gathered ingredients for the stew. They chopped vegetables and cut the meat, dumping everything in the pot. They couldn’t stop talking to each other, and I was glad they got along.

Finally, after what seemed like hours of laughter and chatter, the stew was ready. They set the table, and we sat around the table as the sun dipped lower. The day sure had passed quickly.

“What do you think?” Flora asked, nudging me with her elbow.

I tasted it again. The meat was so tender it melted in my mouth. “It’s delicious,” I said.

“I’m glad you like it,” she said. “It was made with laughter and love.”

“Laughter?”

Flora nodded. “Yep, laughter. You know, they say food tastes better when it’s made with love? Well, I think laughter adds a special flavor too.”

“I think you’re onto something there,” I said, savoring another bite of the tender meat. “Your laughter must be the secret ingredient.”

When we were finished, the ladies took the dishes. Then we settled down, enjoying the evening. We convinced Gabriella to play another song for us before leaving, and this time she did something unique. She used a magic spell to lift her harp, and the harp hovered over the fire. With her hands, she played an invisible harp, and I flitted my eyes back and forth between the harp and her fingers. The harp was playing while her fingers moved. I was flabbergasted, and so was Flora. I’d seen a lot of magic, especially on the battlefield, but hadn’t seen much when it was used for entertainment. The mages at the victory ceremony were a magical moment, but having Gabriella perform in front of us was equally as magical.

And then she made the harp flow back to her hands, and she continued, lighter and lighter, till the song was finally over.

We applauded her again.

“That was amazing,” I said.

“Thank you,” Gabriella said. “I would love to stay longer. I had the time of my life, but I don’t want to miss the carriage. It’s leaving soon.”

“It’s okay,” I told Gabriella. “Family is important.”

“I hope we can do something when I get back though,” she said.

“Of course,” I said. “Personally, I can’t wait.”

“Me neither,” Flora said and gave Gabriella an intimate hug at the doorstep. “It was so fun cooking with you.”

“I know,” Gabriella said. “It’s not fun being alone in the kitchen.”

“We should make something sweet when you come back.”

“Something with strawberries,” Gabriella added.

As I stood on the threshold, I retrieved several pounds of gold from my bag. I placed them gently into Gabriella’s open palm, watching as her eyes widened in surprise. “Don’t you think this is a bit too generous?” Gabriella asked.

I closed her hands around the gold, knowing it was the least I could do for her. “It isn’t. The music meant more to me. I’m ripping you off in other words,” I said jokingly.

Gabriella just smiled, “Thank you,” she said. “I have had a hard time buying medicine for my mother. It’s difficult to make ends meet.”

“I’m glad I could help. Get something for yourself as well, and please, take care of your mother. Mothers hold the dearest place in our hearts.”

Gabriella’s lips slid into a smile. “I know,” she said. She opened her arms and enveloped me in a hug. As we lingered in the hug, I felt her breasts mash against my chest. My hands roamed freely over her back. She was so warm and so delicate. I didn’t want her to leave.

Breaking the hug, she reluctantly went outside. She turned around at the last second. “I’ll be back in a couple of days,” she said. “When I come back, will you still have time to do something?”

“Of course,” I said. “I spend most of my days breeding, but I will still have time for you.”

“Okay,” Gabriella said, waving at me.

“Have a safe trip.”

“Thanks,” she said and turned around, hurrying back to her cottage, so she would make the carriage.

Flora and I sat outside and looked at all the stars in the sky. Flora played with my hair for a moment.

“Gosh, that was one beautiful girl,” she said.

“She’s stunning. I know,” I said.

“I wish she could have slept over,” Flora said.

“She will eventually,” I said, leaning back and resting.

“Can we watch the stars for a little before going to sleep?”

“Sure,” I said and softly pulled her closer to me. We aimed our gazes skyward while holding onto each other. She brought a blanket as it started growing cooler. The noises outside slowly died as it was getting late. I didn’t mind. It was such a beautiful moment stargazing with her.

“You aren’t falling asleep?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Nope,” she said. “The stars are so mysterious … kind of like you know and then.”

I chuckled. “If you say so.”

We talked for a little bit more. It was a couple of hours ago since Gabriella had left, and I hoped she had a safe journey. I was looking forward to sleeping with Flora. I always did. Despite having impregnated several girls a day, I wanted my lover at the end of the day.

“Can I massage you before bedtime?” she asked, a smile spreading on her lips.

“Of course,” I said. “Your touch is divine.”

“Has it helped your sleep?”

I still had dreams about the war, but I craved her seductive touch nonetheless. “It doesn’t matter. I love the way you touch me.”

Suddenly, I heard some strange noises, which were followed by someone shouting.

“Help! Help!”

My eyes suddenly widened when I understood it was urgent.

“It sounds like the mayor,” Flora said, an alarm spreading to her as well.

“Wait here,” I said. I quickly ran outside. Flora was right. By the town hall, there were two hooded men armed with bows and arrows. They were in the process of breaking the windows. One of them smashed the window with a sledgehammer and tried to get in while the other one covered him.

“Help!” Felicia shouted again.

I quickly selected my quiver and bow. Quickly, I fired at the one trying to enter through the window. I struck him right in the back, and he fell forward with a loud gasp. The other assassin suddenly turned around. Facing me, he lifted his shield. My arrows struck the shield in the middle. I fired at him harder, seeing him wobble. He jumped aside, ran toward his horse and jumped on top. I aimed again and let go. The arrow whistled in the air, but he rode so quickly that he dodged it. I was about to load my bow again, but smoke rose behind him as he cast a spell. I coughed and would not give up without a proper fight.

Flora ran toward me, shaking like a leaf. I took her hands and told her firmly, “Please go check on Felicia … she’s somewhere inside.”

“Oh God, what happened?” she said.

“Assassins.”

I whistled, and the chestnut stallion jumped over the gate and rode to me. As he reached me, he reared up on his hind legs, eager to be ridden. I quickly swung my leg over his back and mounted him. With a gentle kick of my heels, we sped toward the assassin, his hooves pounding like drums. We rode through the smoke, not letting it intimidate us. It gave me flashbacks from when I was in the war and skilfully navigated through the dense smoke, which was one of the most common spells used in the war. It wasn’t difficult. I’d done this several times before. I tightly gripped the reins. The chestnut stallion rode quicker. We leaped over jagged rocks and traversed through the hills. The wind whipped through my hair and adrenaline surged.

When we rode past the smoke, I saw the dust rising behind the riding assassin. He had gotten far, but I knew I could catch up to him. As we came closer to our target, I reached behind my back and fetched an arrow. Its smooth feathers tickled my palm as I nocked it onto my bowstring. Squinting through one eye, I aimed in the dim moonlight. As I drew back the string, memories of the bloody war flooded my mind, steadying my nerves. I fired the arrow. The assassin turned around, raising the shield. The shot was so powerful that I heard the dull thud of flint against wood despite the drumming hooves. I fired again, and he again defended himself, the arrow striking in the middle of the shield.

I cursed as he took an abrupt turn, jumping over the stream. I urged my horse forward, the stream not deterring me. I jumped and landed on the other side with a great splash. We galloped forward. He glanced over his shoulder, and I saw fear spreading over his face. I reached for another arrow, nocking it onto the string. I pulled it as hard as I could, fired and struck him right in the leg. He grunted, and the arrow pierced through his flesh and wounded his horse. The horse neighed and rode slower. I unselected the bow and arrow and quickly selected my sword that materialized in my hand. I curled my fingers around the hilt. In a flash second, I realized how much I’d missed it. I caught up on him, and panic spread on his pale face. He extended his hand to me and cast a push spell. I quickly rode to the right, feeling the force flying past me.

He shouted something in an incomprehensible language; however, it became clear that he hailed from Zinep. I recognized those words, but soon he wouldn’t speak anymore. I was closing in on him as his horse grew tired, blood dribbling down his thigh. When the timing was right, I drove my sword deep into his back. He gasped, and then I yanked it out, pulling out a spray of blood with me. He toppled off the horse and landed with a great thump.

The horse continued to ride on but wouldn’t get far with that wound. I pulled the reins, but the horse reared on his hind legs right over the assassin, showing dominance. Once his hooves hit the ground, I looked at the groaning, dying man. I dismounted and slowly walked up to him. While I stooped over him, he drew his last breath. I spat to the side. He was skilled. I would give him that. I glanced at the stream and considered dumping him somewhere. But then I thought that the queen probably wanted to see the body. I remembered she had written there was an assassination attempt on her brother and had warned me to be careful. She could sometimes predict things incredibly well.

My horse came to me and gave me a nudge with her nose. I patted his head. “I’m fine,” I said. He pointed his nose at the dead man. “He’s dead, but I need to bring him back.” The chestnut stallion neighed. It sure was life in him. “Give me a second,” I said.

I removed the assassin’s trousers and used them to bandage his wound, ensuring that my horse wouldn’t be stained with blood. With some effort, I hoisted the lifeless body onto my horse’s back and secured it so it wouldn’t fall. Mounting the chestnut stallion, I quietly rode back to the Fertile Valley.

The guards, Felicia and Flora surrounded the dead assassin whom I’d killed earlier. When they saw me riding, Flora quickly ran to me. “Oh my gosh,” she said. “Are you ok?”

“I’m fine,” I said. “How’s Felicia?”

“She’s fine,” Flora said with clear hints of distress. “I can’t believe they tried to kill her.”

“Me neither,” I said, wondering if this was the calm before the storm.

I dismounted and Felicia quickly ran to me and threw her arms around my neck. “Oh thank goodness, thank you, Darian,” she said.

“Are you all right?” I asked her and patted her back, breaking the hug, so I could look into her eyes.

“Thanks to you, I am,” she said, gratefulness shining in her eyes. “Did you get the other one?”

I nodded my head at the chestnut stallion. “He’s right there,” I said. I motioned them to come with me. I tied the dead assassin off the horse and then dumped him next to his friend. We shared a silent moment.

“Do you have an idea where they’re from?” Felicia asked me.

I nodded slowly. “I recognized a few words when he shouted. I’m pretty certain it was Zinep’s dialect.”

Felicia’s face darkened, which spread to the guards. “This might be the beginning of something,” she said.

“We don’t know yet,” I said and doubted it. “It’ll be ridiculous of them to start a new conflict. These might just be surviving soldiers that are resentful that they are defeated.”

Felicia nodded and listened to my words. “I hope you’re right.”

I looked at the guards, noticing they were all women. “They didn’t hurt any of you?” I asked them.

They shook their heads. One of the guards cleared her throat. “I spotted them breaking through the gate of our town. I awoke the rest of the guards as quickly as possible. Unfortunately, they did manage to kill some of our guards. I fear they would have gotten more of us if it hadn’t been for you.”

“I know they were skilled,” I said. “One of them made an impressive jump over a stream while dodging my arrows with ease. He also used magic spells.”

Felicia smiled at my direction and I was glad to see her smile. “Skilled?” she said playfully. “They’re dead. You are skilled.”

Her smile was infectious. “I am more skilled,” I said, “but these assassins had experience in warfare. That’s clear as day.”

Felicia obviously didn’t like speaking positively about them, but I had been taught to never underestimate our enemies. “Either way, I have to send them to the queen.”

“Can you take care of that by yourself?”

She nodded. “If you can help me carry the bodies away from the middle of the street.”

“Will do,” I said and selected my power gauntlets, piling them up on my hands and dumping them inside the town hall. Felicia told her servants to find body bags for them.

“We’ll try to go to bed now,” I told Felicia and exchanged glances with Flora who looked tired as well.

“That’s fine … Another hug?”

I couldn’t resist her, opening my arms and hugging her dearly. She held the hug longer than I expected, whispering a thank you as she appreciated what I had done. “You’re welcome,” I said and patted her back.

I took Flora’s hand as we went back home with our chestnut stallion on our heels. The night was eerily quiet. The encounter with the assassins had left a lingering tension in the air.

As we walked through the dimly lit streets, Flora suddenly stopped and turned to me, her eyes searching mine for answers. “Do you think they were acting alone?” she asked softly.

“It’s hard to say,” I replied honestly. “Although I’m leaning toward it being just a random act of revenge.”

Flora nodded. “What do you think their end goal is? Why target Felicia and our town?”

I sighed heavily. “Terrorism … They are bitter that they’ve been defeated.”

“What a bunch of cowards,” she said.

“Indeed,” I said. I opened the gate and let the horse ride to the pasture. I opened the door for Flora, and we both stepped inside. “Let’s try to get some sleep, okay?”

“Do you still want a massage?” she asked. “I’m going to find it difficult to sleep after all, and I think you deserve one.”

“Alright,” I yielded and couldn’t resist one.

Flora guided me to the massage table and gestured for me to lie down. I took off my clothes till I was fully nude. She disappeared briefly, returning with a small bottle of scented oil in her hand. “This should help you relax,” she said softly as she poured oil onto her hands, rubbing them together before placing her hands on my shoulders.

As her skilled fingers worked knots and tension out of my muscles, I couldn’t help but let out a sigh. Flora’s touch was gentle yet firm, easing away the stress of the night’s events.

I closed my eyes, letting myself drift into the moment, feeling the soothing sensation of her hands moving across my back. The scent of the oil filled the air, calming my senses and allowing me to finally start to unwind.

After what felt like an eternity in paradise, Flora’s hands stilled, and she leaned in close to whisper in my ear, “How do you feel now?”

I opened my eyes and purred. “That’s lovely, thank you,” I said.

“Do you think we can have sex?” she asked shyly. “You really turned me on.”

I turned to her and saw the arousal in her eyes. I could understand why she wanted closeness and intimacy now. “Because of that lovely massage, I owe you one,” I said. I extended my hand to her. “Help me up, and let’s go upstairs.”

Flora took my hand with a playful smile and helped me up from the massage table. We made our way upstairs to our bedroom, the tension from the night gradually melting away with each step. Once inside, I closed the door behind us, enveloping us in a sense of privacy and intimacy.

Without a word, Flora closed the distance between us, her hands reaching for my skin as she pulled me into a deep and warm kiss. The events of the night had stirred something primal within us, a need for closeness in the face of danger.

While I was fully nude, my cock pressed against her clothing, and while I kissed her, I wanted to come closer to her, skin-to-skin. I tugged at her dress, and we broke the kiss. She pulled the dress over her head and dumped it onto the floor, quickly unhooking her bra so it fell to her feet. We moved closer to the bed, and I fell on top of it. I pulled down her panties, sliding them down her legs till I exposed her dripping slit.

Lying on top of her, I entered her. She’d never been this wet before, and desire shined in her eyes as I thrust myself into her. She wrapped her legs and arms around me, holding onto me dearly as I kept rapidly fucking her. Her breathing deepened as her breasts bounced right below me. And after a couple of more thrusts, I emptied myself inside her. Her pussy tightened around my length, and she released a moan as she slumped back.

“Oh thank you,” she said in a lowered voice.

“Goodnight,” I told her, and she wished me goodnight back. I lay down next to her and pulled her body closer to mine, drifting off to sleep after such a long night.


Chapter 10

Aurora

Iopened the envelope and the letter fell out onto the desk. I drew in a deep breath when I saw the stamp. It was from Selppin. I reached for it and slowly read it. King Fyodor gave his condolences for the assassination attempt and wrote that we would always have his support. He also wrote that his son, Eldric, wanted to see Isadora. I swallowed hard and continued to read. I noticed the impatient tone and knew I couldn’t write something vague back. I had to give them a direct answer. Either Isadora wanted to see him or she didn’t. I couldn’t play around this one. I had to talk with her and that as soon as possible.

We had recently been doing some makeup together, and we had a blast doing so. It reminded me of when she was young, and we would spend more time together.

I could tell that she enjoyed every second of it since she became so playful. I found it cute that she wanted me to teach her to be more elegant, but she still walked around the castle without any makeup. It made me a bit suspicious, but I was glad we were getting along because the past weeks had been ugly. I also noticed that she seemed happier for one reason or another. I wasn’t sure why, but she seemed to be in love, but I didn’t know who. I found it hard to believe it was Eldric when she didn’t want to stay in touch with him.

She had also just gotten home from Charlotte, telling me briefly how much fun they had. I was glad she got in touch with her childhood friends, although I had been a bit nervous about letting her go there. At the same time, I was dealing with a dilemma that she was an adult. I couldn’t really forbid her to go anywhere.

Eric was healing from his wound, and he was up and running. We had made some arrangements regarding the guards, and I was grateful it only led to a wound and nothing more severe. They wouldn’t get away with something like that again, and if there would be a next time, we would get them.

I put the letter aside. I rose from my chair and made my way to Isadora’s room. We had planned to do some makeup together this morning as well. I knocked on her door and slowly opened it, peeking inside as she was sitting in front of her desk with a quill in her hand. She quickly dipped it back into the ink and moved a blank sheet of paper aside, so I couldn’t see it.

“What are you doing?” I asked her. Her eyes widened, and I noticed the gentle rise and fall of her chest, very noticeable under the fabric of her blue dress.

“Mom, you should knock before storming in,” she said with annoyance in her voice.

“I didn’t storm in,” I said and was about to laugh at her response.

“Yes, you did,” she said firmly.

“You were so caught up in whatever you were doing that you didn’t even hear me.”

“You could have at least knocked.”

“I did,” I said, giving her a look. I realized it was futile to argue back and forth. “I just stopped by to remind you that it’s makeup time. If you’re still interested.”

“I am,” she said, her eyes lighting up.

A smile slid on my lips. “Meet me in my bedroom, okay?” I said.

“Okay, just give me a minute.”

“Sure, darling,” I said, slowly closing the door.

I went back to my room and couldn’t stop thinking about how strange she acted. She was writing something, but I didn’t see any reason why she would hide that. I shrugged and told myself it wasn’t my business, but as a mother, I was curious what she was up to. I wanted her best after all. I went into my bathroom in the meantime and prepared the different kinds of makeup. She came up shortly after, scurrying into my bedroom and swinging open the bathroom door.

I asked her playfully. “Aren’t you supposed to knock before you storm in?”

She gave me a look.

“I’m just joking,” I said. “Come in and I will show you.”

I took her to the mirror. She looked pretty, with her high cheekbones, button nose and light blonde hair that cascaded down her small shoulders. She was gifted. A beautiful rare gem. There were hardly any girls out there with her looks.

Not giving herself attention, she looked at me. “I think you’re pretty,” she said.

I turned to her and kissed her right on her forehead. She knew what I was thinking when I checked her out. “You’re so precious,” I told her.

“You are,” she said, and she turned her attention to the makeup. “What should we start with now?”

“Like last time, start off with lipstick,” I instructed her. We practiced a few times until she got it right. She reached for the lipstick and coated her lips in a ruby-red color. Then she puckered her lips and I observed them closely.

“You can put some more,” I told her.

She looked at herself in the mirror. She grabbed the lipstick again and smeared it over her lips. “How about now?” she asked and kissed the air with a loud smack.

If we were in a completely dark room, her lips would light up like a rose. “That’s better,” I told her.

Then I went for eyeliner. “Go ahead,” I said and nudged it to her.

I watched as she carefully traced a thin line along her eyelids, her concentration evident in the furrow of her brows. When she was finished, she glanced at me for approval, and I nodded with a smile, impressed by her precision. The eyeliner added definition to her eyes, intensifying the shape and color of her beautiful sapphire eyes. “You did that well,” I told her.

“Why’s eyeliner important?” she asked and glanced at herself in the mirror.

“It makes your eyes stand out … And the eyes are the first thing a guy notices.”

“I think they look at my boobs more,” she said, making me laugh.

“They sure look at your boobs, but the eyes come first.”

“If there is anything I would like to change about my body then it would be my breasts. I wished I inherited yours,” she said, turning and looking at my rack.

I patted her back. “There’s nothing wrong with yours,” I told her. “Should we move onto mascara?”

She nodded eagerly as she reached for it. “Can you give me a helping hand?”

I took the mascara from her hand and showed her how to apply it, guiding her as she carefully brushed the dark liquid onto her lashes. With each stroke, her eyes seemed to brighten even more, framed by long, thick lashes that enhanced their natural beauty. When we were finished, she blinked a few times and then turned to me with a smile. “What do you think?”

“You look stunning.”

Isadora beamed. “They look so much fuller and more defined.”

“That’s what mascara is for, sweetheart,” I told her.

We moved on to the foundation, which I had told her last time was useless when you had such baby-smooth skin as her, but she still insisted we try it out. After the foundation, she added powder. She looked at herself but didn’t like it that much. “This is the third time, and I’m still not into this look.”

“It’s insanity to try the same thing over and over again and expect a different result,” I told her. “The problem is that your skin is too flawless. You don’t need to do anything with the cheeks except for the blush.”

“You’re right,” she said and splashed some water on her face to remove the foundation.

“Let’s skip the foundation and move straight to the blush,” I suggested, handing her a rosy shade. Isadora smiled and began to lightly dust the color onto her cheeks, a natural flush appearing as she blended it in.

As she finished applying the blush, she turned to me with a hopeful look in her eyes. “How does this look?”

“You look gorgeous,” I assured her, admiring how the blush brought out a healthy glow in her cheeks.

“I noticed now that you use foundation,” she said and watched my cheeks. “But your skin is still smooth.”

“But not as smooth as yours,” I reminded her.

“Can I see?” she asked.

I splashed some water onto my face and carefully removed the foundation and powder. She perched on her tiptoes to touch my cheeks. “You’re a terrible liar.”

I chuckled, but she made me feel better about myself. “There’s a difference,” I insisted.

“Only in your head,” she said. “Jokes aside, you’re beautiful regardless.”

I gave her a sideways hug.

“Why do you feel the need to wear makeup?” she asked me.

“It’s just a routine,” I explained. “I believe that embracing femininity is important, and enhancing one’s appearance can be empowering. As the ruler of this kingdom, I must make an impact and be heard by all.” I patted her back. “You still haven’t told me why you suddenly wanted to apply makeup.” I watched her carefully, but she kept her poker face well.

“I just want to follow your footsteps,” she said with a simple shrug. “I also think it was a lovely thing we can do together. We haven’t spent quality time together for a while.”

Her answer satisfied me, and I loved spending this time with her just as much as she did. “You’re right,” I said. I gave her some more tips and advice, which she tried out. She giggled as I turned her into an unrecognizable girl, and time flew as I had fun with her.

I also showed her some new outfits. She eagerly wanted to try them out, and I left her alone in the bathroom for a little. She slipped into the clothing and came out wearing the pink-red dress that hugged her curves perfectly. She looked like a perfect princess and twirled around on her foot, her hair fluttering.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

“I think it’s a bit too tight,” she said.

“I think it looks pretty on you,” I said and disagreed with her.

“Do you have a size larger?”

I went into the wardrobe and found one. “Try this.”

She reached for it and went inside the bathroom again. When she came out, she looked just as stunning as a second ago, but the dress didn’t hug her curves as well as the other one did. “That’s better.”

“Do you want to wear it later?” I asked her.

“Maybe,” she said. “But now I’ll change back to my original outfit.”

“Alright,” I said. “When you come out, I want to talk to you about something.”

Isadora didn’t close the door but opened it again, giving me a look. “About what?” she asked.

“You can change your outfit, and when you come back outside, we can talk about it,” I said.

“Can’t you tell me what it is?” she asked again.

“We have all the time in the world,” I told her.

“Is it something serious?” she persisted.

“I will tell you when you come back,” I told her firmly.

“Fine,” she said, closing the door.

Whenever I told her that we needed to talk, she wanted to know exactly what it was. She probably thought it was about her, and she wondered if she had done something bad. I waited for her at the desk with the letter from Fyodor in front of her seat.

She dressed quickly so that she forgot to brush her hair. Swinging the door open, she hurried to me. She plopped down and looked at me. “So, what is it?”

“You forgot to brush your hair,” I teased her.

“Mom, just tell me,” she said and placed her hands on her hips.

“The letter,” I told her and nudged it to her, “read it.”

She reached for it and read it, but the enthusiasm slowly faded as she realized what it was. She slowly lowered the letter back onto the table. “I guess I can go and say hi,” she said.

Her answer surprised me. “Are you sure?” I asked her and arched my eyebrow.

She nodded. “Why not?” she said.

I studied her expression, brushing some of her tangled hair. “You don’t look very enthusiastic,” I pointed out.

“Well, we had fun together in the past.”

I was about to ask her about the marriage, but suddenly, someone knocked on the door. “Your Highness,” one of my servants said. “I have urgent news for you.”

I pushed the letter away and rose from my seat, “come in,” I said.

He opened the door and stepped inside. “We have gotten news of a failed assassination attempt. Felicia wrote this letter, explaining everything that happened.”

I felt my palms grow sweaty and a slight anger rose within me. I took the letter from the guard, and while standing, I slowly read line for line. It happened in the middle of the night. Two assassins had come to the town hall and tried to break in. They killed several guards but were looking for Felicia. Darian had stepped in and without his help more would’ve died, possibly Felicia as well.

Darian hadn’t only single-handedly killed them both, he rode out in the middle of the night, hunting down one of them who tried to escape and killing him. When I read that line, I was overwhelmed by feelings. Even if I tried to suppress it, I’d been thinking of him now and then. It wasn’t appropriate for me to be thinking of someone as young and handsome as him. The age gap and the fact that he wasn’t a royal made us incompatible. But I couldn’t help but feel aroused about his actions.

“Not even my guards could stop them,” I said quietly to myself. “But he single-handedly stopped them both.”

“Who?” Isadora asked and tugged at my dress. “Mom, can I read?”

“Isadora, wait.” I looked at the servant. “Prepare a meeting. I want to see Thalia, Eric and my other servants,” I told him. He nodded and left me.

“Is Darian okay?” my daughter asked.

I turned to her and I saw tears welling in her eyes. “He is fine,” I said. “Please. I need to discuss this in peace, we can talk more during dinner.”

“Mom I’m crying,” she said, the tears rolling down her cheeks, smudging the makeup.

“He’s fine and he’s alive,” I said and wondered where her sudden emotions came from.

“Can I read the letter?” she asked with hints of desperation. I gave her the letter, and she quickly read it. I watched as she read it, noticing her heart rate increase. It was clear to me that she still had feelings for him, but I also sensed that this wasn’t the first time she had read a letter from him.

“Why does someone want to kill Felicia?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet,” I told her. “But please leave me for a moment. I must first write a letter back to Felicia. Then I have to talk about this. I’ll see you at dinner, is that ok?” I took a napkin and dried her cheeks.

“It’s fine,” she said.

It was painful every time I saw her in tears. “You sure?”

She nodded. “I was just worried.”

“You read it yourself. He’s alive,” I reminded her.

She nodded and went outside.

I sat back down at the table. I grabbed a sheet of paper, but before I could write, I played so many scenes in my head when I saw Darian in action. I repeated to myself that my guards couldn’t stop them, but he could. I hadn’t felt so aroused in years. I felt something warm drip in my panties … And it felt great.

I glanced at my bedroom. I hadn’t masturbated in years. Would it … hurt? I shook my head. What am I doing? I thought to myself. This wasn’t a moment to be thinking of this. I quickly grabbed the quill and started writing.


Chapter 11

Darian

As I stood at the edge of the Great River, I could hear the enemy’s jeers and taunts from across the water. My brigade, covered in sweat and dirt, worked behind me, chopping down trees and constructing bridges for our supposed crossing. The sound of axes and hammers echoed through the air, and fires crackled behind us, fooling them that we were concentrating most of our forces here. Even if it appeared as though the majority of our group was present, I would soon lead hundreds of them to the north where we could wade through the shallow waters and surprise their camp from behind.

I was optimistic and could already taste victory. I knew we would succeed. In front of us, they were concentrating more and more forces which consisted mostly of archers and mages. We kept pretending that we would need the entire brigade to cross here.

I went back to our camp, so I wasn’t within the enemy’s view. Our spies returned. I sent them out yesterday to make sure the coast was clear. They bowed down to me. “We crossed the river and managed to find a suitable path leading to their rear. We didn’t spot anyone or detect anything unusual.”

I nodded and had a word with the commander who would be left here. I told him when he would see the fire to attack.

“Got it,” he said with a firm nod.

I motioned some of the men with me, and we started our journey north. On our way there, I still sent the spies ahead of us to make sure the enemy wasn’t there. The sky began to darken as evening approached, and it started to rain. We trudged through the muddy path, our boots seeping with water and our clothes sticking to our skin. We weren’t discouraged. Most of my soldiers had heard about my actions. They couldn’t wait for me to lead them to glory. I was honored, but I promised the two lieutenants that I wouldn’t fail. We would succeed with few casualties. As the rain kept pouring, it provided us with great camouflage in case there was someone on the other side watching us.

“It’s here,” the spy said as we made our way closer to the river. “It might be a bit deeper now that it’s raining.”

I shrugged. “We’ll just swim,” I said and studied the water as the spy pointed out the best path.

“It’s time to cross,” I told my soldiers.

As we stood at the edge of the river, we could see the path on the other side that we had to reach. One by one, we entered the water, holding our bags and tents above our heads to keep them dry. The cold water rushed against our skin, making us shiver as we swam toward the other side. Many of them gasped as they waded into the water, but all of us safely reached the other side.

We took a moment to rest before we moved deeper into the forest. We found a clearing and pitched camp. Even if we were soaked to the bone, we didn’t light a fire. We sat side by side, sharing body heat to warm ourselves. We ate only dried foods, and we felt a strong sense of brotherhood as we discussed our coming battle tomorrow. We were all impatiently waiting, discussing how we would plunge our swords into their backs. I remembered clearly well how they’d jeered at us on the other side, motivating us to get revenge.

The following morning, we continued, trudging through the wilderness. The spies were always ahead of us, making sure that the coast was clear. As the sun was rising on this cloudy day, we were slowly reaching them, and we reached a higher ground where we could see the river. “Time to get the fire going,” I told my soldiers. We scoured the forest floor for any dry twigs and branches. We gathered them in our arms and created several piles, arranging them carefully. With the help of magic, we ignited the smallest twigs and watched as the flames grew higher and brighter, eventually engulfing the entire pile. It was challenging because the wood was wet, but once it flickered toward the sky, we saw that our brigade started to move. They began placing down the bridges, blowing the horn and shouting war cries.

“It’s time to move,” I said and pointed at our enemy.

We ran toward them, firing at them with fire arrows first and then drawing our swords to finish them off. I killed several of them as we caught them completely off guard. The confusion arose, and the soldiers were in complete disarray. Suddenly, they turned around as they were prepared to stop the crossing and attack our brigade before they placed the bridges down, but now they were caught in the middle and the confusion led to a bloodbath.

In the end, we had very few casualties while our soldiers safely made it over the river. We rejoiced. The lieutenants met me again, and they promoted me and looked at me in awe. “This has been one of our best offensives so far,” he told me and bowed down. “Well done, Darian.”

I bowed down to him as well. “Thank you,” I told him, “thank you for trusting me.”

* * *

I slowly opened my eyes, and for once, it was light outside and the sun streamed into our room. Flora was already awake, stroking my thigh. She was facing me, and the sheets were right under her breasts, hiding her nipples.

“Did you wake up tonight?” she asked me, anticipating my answer.

I shook my head. “I still dreamed about the war, but it was one of the best moments.”

“Do you mind telling me?” she asked.

I told her what led to the lieutenants trusting me. Then I told her about the offensive, how it was pouring and how we pitched camp in the wilderness. When I told her about the attack, she raised her hand. “Okay, that part you don’t have to tell.”

“Sorry,” I said. “But we had little to no casualties.”

“That sounds so daring,” she said, “I’m not sure if I would ever be brave enough to attempt something like that.”

I shrugged. “In war, you’ll do anything to destroy your enemy.”

“I understand,” she said. “But so many things can always go wrong.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I said, but it wasn’t something you could be thinking during an offensive, and in the end, we had succeeded after all.

“I’m just glad you managed to sleep through the night,” she said, caressing my thigh.

“So am I,” I said.

“Do you think it’s because of my late-night massages?” she asked. She gave me those every night, and they were so relaxing.

“They certainly have helped … along with everything else you’ve done.”

She beamed. “You’re so sweet.”

The assassination attempt had happened a couple of days ago. Life had mostly returned to normal. Felicia spoke to me more and more, and I could tell that she was in love with me. I understood why. If it hadn’t been for me, she might’ve been dead. I’d so far impregnated more than two hundred women, and there were still more to be impregnated. It was something I would do with pleasure.

“Should we go downstairs?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. I could let her touch me like that for far longer. We put on our clothes and made our way downstairs. I noticed that outside of our home, three girls were waiting. I turned to Flora. “Weren’t they supposed to come after breakfast?”

“I think you just slept a bit long today,” she said. “We should’ve eaten probably an hour ago.”

“Is it okay if I take care of the breeding before we eat?”

“That’s fine,” she said. “I’ll wait for you here and keep the girls company.”

I opened the door. One of them had turquoise hair, and the other two had pink hair that went so well on their fair skin. They quickly jumped to their feet.

“Come in,” I said.

They eagerly opened the gate and skipped to me, their breasts bouncing inside the bra. I was in the mood and couldn’t wait to start breeding with the girls. They were between nineteen and twenty-one, at the peak of their fertility. I gestured to the pink-haired girl to step forward. “You are lucky number one.”

She blushed, her cheeks matching the color of her hair. “Nice,” she whispered, her gaze never leaving mine.

I took her hand and led her into the impregnation room. She was a head shorter than me, and her complexion had a subtle rosy color. “What’s your name?”

“Pinky,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger.

“That’s a sweet name,” I said. “Is the other pink lady named Pinky Number Two?”

She chuckled. “No, her name is Rosy.”

I approached her, running my fingers over the silk of her dress. She giggled as I took my time, but I finally slid a hand beneath the fabric, gently cupping her breast. Her nipple hardened immediately, a response I found intoxicating.

“You are so beautiful,” I murmured, leaning close to brush my lips against hers. It was a soft kiss, and I could feel the heat of her desire inside her panties.

She leaned into me as she pressed her lips to mine. Her kiss was hungry and horny. She wanted more, and so did I. I wanted to tear her clothes off as my cock hardened to full mast.

“Let me take off my clothes,” she said desperately. She pulled away, undoing the ties of her dress and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before me in nothing but her wet panties, the lace barely concealing her curves. I took off my clothes till I was fully nude, my erection bobbing up and down. She gave my length all her attention. I gently guided her to the bed, and she climbed onto it first, spreading her legs and welcoming me inside her.

I wasted no time and joined her on the bed. Before I climbed on top of her, I made sure to taste her. I leaned into her pussy, which had the sweetest and pinkest color I had ever seen. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned as my tongue plunged into her depths. My fingers spread her wet folds apart, caressing her sensitive skin as I ate her. She tasted like a dream, her arousal making her taste even sweeter. Her moans and gasps fueled my lust, and soon, I could feel her climax building.

Just as she was about to reach the big O, I withdrew my tongue and moved up her body. “Please,” she begged, her eyes pleading for an orgasm.

“Please what?” I whispered, my breath tickling her ear. “Do you want my cock inside you?”

She nodded, her eyes wide with lust. I positioned myself at her entrance, my throbbing erection poised to enter her. With one swift thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, and a moan escaped her lips, “Oh.”

I pulled out and pushed in again, feeling her slick folds caress me as I continuously thrust into her. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room along with our hurried breathing. “Oh, that feels so good,” she said. “Oh, you’re so big.”

Her hips began to rise to meet my every thrust, her nails digging into my back as the pleasure intensified between us. She let out a low growl, her eyes fixing on mine. I could tell she was close to the edge, and I wanted to push her over.

I increased the tempo, my muscles straining as her heat tightened around my cock. Her moans grew louder, the room now filled with the sounds of our lovemaking.

Finally, I could hold back no longer. With one final, powerful thrust, I released into her depths, my seed spilling deep inside her. She cried out, her body convulsing around me as she too reached the peak of her orgasm. “Oh, gosh,” she said as her eyes rolled to the back of her skull.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” I said. “Damn, you have the sweetest vagina in the world.” I brushed some of her pink hair away from her breasts, admiring her rosy nipples.

“My friends tell me the same, but Rosy also has a similar slit.”

I wanted to be with Pinky a bit longer, burying my face between her cleavage and sucking her nipples. I was still deeply entrenched inside her, and she enjoyed every minute. Pinky loved the attention and spread her legs wider for me. “You’re too addictive,” I told her and nibbled on her ear.

“I’m honored you find me pretty,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.

While I sucked and licked her breasts, I hardened inside her, and I also used The Sacred Seed, recovering from the climax. I kissed her cheek. “It’s time to bring in the other girls.”

* * *

I led the three girls outside. I was slightly sweaty after having my way with all three of them. Pinky sure was a girl I would love to enjoy later. She was the main star of the girls. Before they left, they demanded a hug. I embraced them all, and they were still warm from the intimate moment. “Thank you for breeding us,” Pinky said.

“You are welcome,” I told them. “Take care of yourself.”

“We will,” they said, and then they went back to their homes, honored that they had been bred.

I went to Flora and sat outside with her. There was a basket of strawberries on the table.

“Marie stopped by while you were breeding them,” she said. “Rosy and Marina tasted some.”

“That makes sense because Rosy’s lips tasted so sweet,” I said. “I thought it was just her natural flavor.”

“I understand. Gosh, pink hair is gorgeous,” Flora said.

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“Do you want some?” she asked and nudged the basket to me.

“I guess we can have this instead of breakfast,” I agreed and plopped one into my mouth.

“I’ll get the bowls and cream,” she said.

Flora came back with two bowls and a cup of cream. She sliced the strawberries for me and poured cream over them. We started eating, and the strawberries were sweet as usual, and I loved every bite.

Flora ate too, spilling some thick cream that mingled with the pink juice. She quickly grabbed a napkin and cleaned her neck before it would trickle down too far. “These are delicious,” she said.

“They just grow sweeter and sweeter,” I agreed.

“Oh, by the way,” Flora said, her eyes widening. “There are letters for you. Both have the royal stamp.”

“One must be from the queen,” I said and suspected the other was from Isadora.

“She must have gotten the news of what happened, so she’s probably thanking you,” she said.

As I finished the strawberries, I became curious about the letters. “Do you mind if I open one?”

She shook her head. “I’m also curious,” she said.

I reached for one and opened it. It was from Aurora. She thanked me for defending Felicia and killing the assassins. When I read the first part of her letter, I noticed how informal it was. “It’s so informal,” I said. “It’s as if she’s written it from the bottom of her heart.”

“I guess it isn’t only her daughter who’s falling for you.”

We exchanged grins before I continued reading. “She writes that her guards hadn’t managed to catch the assassins, but how I had single-handedly killed them both. She appreciates what I have done and writes that she owes me one. She asks if we could come and follow Felicia since she’s a bit fearful after the assassination attempt. Aurora wants to discuss something in private and also wants to have dinner … Which she’s asked about before, come to think of it.” I lowered the letter and looked at Flora. “Should we go?”

Her eyes lit up as she remembered something. “What about Gabriella?”

I mulled it over. “If she hasn’t returned by tomorrow, we’ll leave a note at her mailbox.”

“I hope everything is ok with her mother,” Flora added.

“So do I,” I said, remembering how she’d told us that she was sick.

“I can’t wait to see the queen again, especially her daughter. Both of them run my mind constantly,” I confessed.

“I’m certain they constantly think of you too,” Flora said.

“Judging by their letters, I think you’re right. I read Isadora’s letters every day after all,” I admitted. I eyed the other letter and almost knew it was from Isadora. I opened it, and I was right.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

I just heard that Felicia survived an assassination attempt because of you. I was spending time with my mother when all of a sudden one of her servants came and told us this. My mother whispered your name, and I panicked. I even cried. I just managed to dry my tears. I became so emotional, fearing something had happened to you. Finally, Mom let me read what Felicia wrote, and I can’t stop thinking of your heroic deeds. That was so brave of you. Felicia is a good friend of my mother, and my mom is also grateful. She’s currently discussing something with her advisers. Although I could tell when she got the news that she appreciated what you’d done.

Well now that’s out of the way, the first thing I did when I got your last letter was to write back to you. I was actually supposed to play with Elara, but I postponed it just so I could write this letter. I also reread your letters several times. They warm my heart too. Last night, I reread both of your letters till the candle went out, and even when I went to bed, I couldn’t stop thinking of you. I hope I’m not sounding desperate or anything. I imagined how we rode together till the sunset. We slept together under the open sky. I made a flower wreath for you which I thought looked cute on you. You also cooked for us. I can’t cook at all. I’m not sure if you know. I assume Flora will take care of that for you.

Do you possibly know when you’ll come for a visit? I think Mom wants to see you now, but I’m not sure.

I’m glad my handwriting is improving, and I can reassure you that you are cute, but also strong and brave. You’re everything a girl could possibly want from a man.

I feel all warm and fuzzy inside. I can’t describe it in words. I’ve never felt anything like this. I guess that’s what love is. The very first time I saw you, I couldn’t look away either, and I’ve been constantly thinking about you to this day. I just want to draw a big heart with your and my name on this paper. I want to hug you really bad. Am I sounding desperate to you? I’m just trying to let out what I’m feeling.

I never really thought that I can’t compare the kingdom to a human, but I guess you’re right. I love my mother too, but sometimes I wish she could spend more time with me. It makes me proud that you find her attractive. I know she’s strong and elegant. I can admit that I have inherited her looks but certainly not her strength.

I’m sorry to hear about your parents’ loss, but it makes sense that you’re the only survivor. You sure have gone through a lot. I understand now why my mother wants you to repopulate our most important regions. How many women have you impregnated so far?

I hope we can meet soon too. I’m getting impatient, and I’m getting tired of hugging my pillow. I want to hug you and kiss you and just be with you. Well, for now, I will dream of you carrying me on top of your shoulder.

Yours truly, Isadora Pinkbloom.

“Another love letter from Isadora,” I said and it warmed my heart.

“Something romantic?” Flora asked.

“They are all romantic,” I said. “She also asked when I’ll come.”

“She must’ve been thinking of you a lot.”

“I’ve been thinking a lot about her so that’s fair,” I replied.

“I wonder what will happen with Eldric,” Flora said, voicing her concern.

I shrugged and didn’t want to think of any more drama. “That’s up to Isadora,” I said.

“You’re right,” she said.

While Flora took the dishes, I started writing back to Isadora and Aurora. I started with Isadora.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

Yes, there was an assassination attempt recently, but there’s no need to cry, we are all fine at the moment. The assassins got what they deserved. I’m glad your mother appreciated my actions. Assassinators are the biggest cowards in my opinion.

You are not sounding desperate at all. I think it’s better to be open about things. I’ve imagined us two riding together many times before and also camping outside. It wouldn’t be fair that you only make a flower wreath for me but nothing for you. I think we will look better if we all wear one. I’ve never made one, so you have to teach me. I know how to cook, but Flora insists on doing it. I’m not complaining. Her sister is a chef who’s taught her, and I’m in love with her culinary arts.

Regarding when I’ll come for a visit, I know that now. Your mother has asked me to come, and she also wanted me to go with Felicia. I think she’s a bit scared after what happened, so I’ll gladly come with her. The day after tomorrow, we’ll start our journey, and we should be there the day after tomorrow.

Your handwriting is better than mine. You have all the right reasons to be proud of yourself. You’re everything a man could want from a girl. I love your playfulness, your femininity and your beauty. I can’t wait to see you again. I have never felt this longing and excitement to see someone. We can draw that heart together.

I suppose I have been through a lot. It’s just a part of life. Life is always full of ups and downs. However, having weathered one storm will leave you well-prepared for the next.

I’ll soon reach two hundred pregnancies, but there are still thousands of women here waiting, so I’ll probably be here for a lot longer than I anticipated.

Well, when I come, you don’t have to hug your pillow any longer. I can’t wait to see you either.

Yours truly, Darian Sunblade.

I reread her letter a couple of times, her words warming me. Then I answered Aurora. I let her know that I’d gladly escort Felicia back to the city of Anigava. I also wrote that we would most likely leave the day after tomorrow, so she should get this letter before we go.

When I was finished with the letters, I put them into the envelopes. “Flora, I’ll go post the letters.”

“I’ll wait for you,” she said.

We hadn’t planned something special today, so it would most likely be a full breeding day. When I opened the door, Felicia was right at my doorstep, making me jump.

“Sorry,” Felicia said, blushing. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I was just about to knock. I didn’t realize you would come.”

“It’s fine,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “I just got a letter from the queen.”

“I also got one,” Felicia said. “So will you come with me?”

I nodded. “I’ve already written back to her that we’ll leave the day after tomorrow,” I explained.

“Oh thank goodness,” Felicia said with her hands over her heart. “I’m not so sure if I would dare go there by myself.”

“I’ll come with you,” I reassured her, her smile infecting me.

“Oh, thank you,” Felicia said, falling into my arms.

I embraced her warmly, and with every hug she gave me, it felt more and more intimate. “We can hug a bit later too,” I told her, “but I have to post these letters before the post office closes.”

“OK, that’s fine. I can come with you,” Felicia said.

“Sure,” I said as we started toward the post office.

“Is everything going fine with the breeding?” she asked.

“I did three this morning even if I woke up a bit late,” I said.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Felicia said, “now everyone knows that you’re here, I see more and more girls moving here from other villages, and the price of housing has increased.”

“So, they’re just moving in here because of me?” I asked her.

“That’s primarily the reason and a good enough reason,” she chuckled.

“I guess so,” I agreed.

As we approached the post office, I could sense her hand nervously holding mine, a sign that she was grateful for my company today.

Inside the post office, I handed the sealed letters to the postwoman, who was busy sorting out the mail. She gave a friendly nod before I moved back to the counter, carefully checking that everything was in order before I left.

Felicia turned to me, a smile playing on her lips. “So, can I hug you now?” she asked me.

I turned to her, opened my arms, and she fell right into them. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest as I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. She planted kisses on my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

Her voice was filled with gratitude as she thanked me. “I can’t express how much I appreciate what you did,” she said. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “It was the least I could do.”

“No,” Felicia said, shaking her head. “It was something, and it meant a lot. I’ve always dreamed of having another man save me, and you did just that.” She broke the hug, her eyes filled with love.

“I just did what I could do,” I told her again.

Felicia took a step back, her gaze never leaving mine. “But you did more than you realize,” she insisted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not even the queen’s guards managed to stop the assassins.”

I suspected she was prolonging the moment, so she could spend more time with me. “It wasn’t difficult killing them, that’s all.”

“I can’t wait to travel with you,” Felicia said. “I’ll feel so much safer with you.”

“You will be safe,” I said. “I can’t wait to see the queen again.”

“I know she feels the same about you,” she said. She couldn’t resist another kiss, and the touch of her smooth lips against mine sent a warm sensation coursing through me. She hugged me again, mashing her breasts against my chest. “Take care of yourself. I just wanted to bother you this morning to say thank you. And if you want something,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “I’ll be there for you anytime … on my knees.”

I understood what she was saying. “I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. “But I’m quite busy with that kind of stuff.”

“I already know,” Felicia said, “you have a lot of women vying for your attention, but I’m a bit more experienced. Keep that in mind.”

“I will,” I said.

We broke the hug, and she waved at me on her way back to the town hall.

I walked back home and rested with Flora. She touched my lips, seeing traces of lipstick. “Did the postwoman kiss you?”

I shook my head. “It was Felicia. She wanted to say thank you for yesterday.”

“Oh,” Flora said, and it caught her interest. “So, you have another lover now?”

I chuckled. “It seems like it,” I said.

Flora laughed too. “Soon, the entire world will want a piece of you.”

“We’ll see,” I said but didn’t doubt her words.

I thought about our coming journey to Anigava, and I also thought about Caspian, a friend I hadn’t seen in a while. I told Flora. “On our way back, I want to take a detour to see an old friend of mine. I hope that’s okay for you.”

“Of course that’s okay,” she said and curled her arm around mine. “I think it’s nice that you aren’t forgetting your friends. I, on the contrary, have not been in touch with some of mine.”

“We can take another detour if you wish,” I told her, raking my fingers through her auburn hair.

Her cheeks pinked. “But most of them live near the city, so I might find time to say hi.”

“It’s up to you,” I said. “Sleep on it.”

“I will,” she said and patted my thigh. “Are you going to do some more breeding?”

“I think so,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “If I remember correctly, one of the girls should be here soon.”

She remembered correctly. I heard someone shyly knock on the door. I rose and made my way to the foyer to open it. I was greeted by a cute girl who was shorter than me. She was dressed in a mini skirt and a top and wore her brown hair loose. Her face was peppered with freckles, and she had hazel eyes on top of it. “Come in,” I said, welcoming her inside and preparing to impregnate her.


Chapter 12

Darian

It was early in the morning, and Gabriella hadn’t shown up yet. We had no choice but to leave. I hoped her mother was doing okay. Gabriella sure had her reasons to stay with her mother for longer. I made my way to her cottage. The sun slowly crept up behind the hills. A gentle breeze carried the scent of grass through the quiet neighborhood. Most of the inhabitants were asleep for now. I slipped the letter into her mailbox, letting her know that we would be gone for the coming days.

Our carriage was being pulled by the chestnut stallion and our two other horses. Felicia’s carriage was pulled by four horses. Her carriage was a bit bigger than ours. Flora was already seated and waved at me. I jumped inside and reached for the reins.

“So, it’s time to ride,” I said, looking over to Felicia and giving her a thumbs up. Felicia nodded happily, and we started riding, beginning our journey back to Anigava.

The road stretched out before us, winding through lush green forests and open meadows. The sound of the horses’ hooves echoed in the quiet morning air as we made our way back to Anigava. Flora and I chatted about our time in The Fertile Valley, reminiscing about the women we’d met so far.

As we rode, the sun climbed higher in the sky, casting a warm, golden light over the landscape. Birds chirped in the trees, and a sense of peace settled over me.

It was quiet, beautiful and quite different compared to the night when I had to chase an assassin. Flora and I didn’t only talk about our time at the Fertile Valley, we also discussed what we would do when we would come back to the city of Anigava.

“Do you know what the queen wants to discuss?” I asked Flora.

She slowly shook her head. “It can be difficult to read her now and then,” Flora said, “but I believe she might want to give you a gift of some sort for what you did for Felicia.”

“I see,” I said. “I wonder how Isadora is doing. I’ve been thinking of her constantly.”

Flora smiled in my direction. “Well, she’s in love. She wants a piece of you.”

“I hope there won’t be any drama with her mother,” I said. “I was almost caught in the middle of one of their fights when I had dinner with them.”

“What happened?” Flora asked.

“Isadora had changed the names on the table, so I sat next to her. Aurora wanted me to sit next to Thalia originally since on the following night she passed The Sacred Seed onto me.”

Flora tittered. “Sounds like typical Isadora behavior … But that’s just how she is.”

The journey was bumpy, but we took breaks by the stream to refresh ourselves with water, dry food and fruit. As the sun began to descend, we decided it was time to stop for the night and set up camp. Hopping out of the carriage, all of us stretched our arms and legs.

“I dislike sitting for so long,” Felicia said. “Finally, I can move around a bit.”

“I agree,” I said. I didn’t like sitting for too long either. It just gave me back pain.

Felicia and Flora started on our dinner, bringing out a pot and vegetables. Felicia’s guards filled the pot with water while Felicia and Flora peeled the vegetables and prepared the fire. I noticed there was no meat, something I badly wanted.

“If you guys give me an hour, I can try to find some animals,” I told them.

Felicia gave me a worried look. “Please don’t go too far,” she said.

I gave her a reassuring smile. “I’ll be here within a heartbeat if you shout for me. I won’t be out of earshot.”

“Okay,” Felicia said, her gaze softening.

I set off into the surrounding woods in search of animals. The forest was alive with the soft rustling of leaves and the gentle chirping of birds as I moved silently through the underbrush.

After some time, I finally spotted a doe grazing peacefully in a small clearing. I tried to get closer, but I could already tell it was getting suspicious of my presence. I selected my quiver that materialized over my back and also the bow that materialized in my hands. Taking a deep breath, I notched an arrow onto my bowstring, drawing it back with ease. With a steady hand, I released the arrow, watching as it flew and struck the doe. It collapsed with a thud and was unable to escape. I quickly approached it, crouching down beside my prey. Hunting always brought me such satisfaction. I pulled the arrow out, seeing blood trickling out of the wound. I lifted the doe to my shoulders and made my way back to our camp.

The pot was already boiling, and their eyes widened at my kill. “I thought you would hunt grouses,” Flora said.

“That won’t be enough to feed us,” I said.

“Does are quick and hard to catch,” Felicia said. “I rarely see them at the market.”

I selected a knife and started flaying it. “But this little fella wasn’t fast enough,” I said, pulling the skin off.

Felicia’s eyes widened, and she lost focus on peeling the vegetables. “I’ve never seen anyone flay an animal by himself.”

I gave her a grin. “It’s not that difficult,” I said. “You just have to pull at the right spots.”

“But aren’t the smaller animals harder to flay?” Felicia asked.

“They are,” I agreed with her, “but it still isn’t that difficult. My father taught me this when I was 10 years old.”

“So, you’ve always been hunting,” Felicia said, admiring me.

“He gave me a bow and arrow when I was six,” I said. “So yes, I kind of always have. After all, where I lived, we didn’t have the pasture for ruminant animals. We had to go get it or be stuck with vegetables.”

She looked at me with admiration. “You’ve always been strong,” she said. I couldn’t help but notice the twinkle in her eyes and the slight blush on her cheeks as she began to develop feelings for me. I knew she was falling in love.

I finished skinning the animal and quickly butchered it, cutting the meat into cubes. It would be a meaty stew, but our lunch and breakfast had been late, so we would eat a lot of dinner instead. I dumped the meat into the stew, and we sat around it as it boiled.

I looked at Felicia and asked her, “How did you end up as the mayor of the Fertile Valley?”

“First, I was born in the Fertile Valley,” Felicia said, “and I was raised in the cleanest household in the entire town. I was also known for keeping things nice and tidy, and I ran a little cleaning business that had the best reputation. During a journey here, the queen spotted me, and she offered me to become the mayor after our former mayor died.”

“Interesting,” I said. “I expected your parents to be involved in politics somehow.”

She shook her head. “That’s what I love about our kingdom. There is no discrimination and we can become whatever we want.”

“Except for Isadora who wants to become a peasant,” I said. It just slipped out of my mouth.

“She’s said that to her mother before during their quarrels,” Flora noted and blinked at me.

“She told me the same,” I said.

“Do you want to bond with Isadora?” Felicia asked with clear hints of interest.

“Well, she’s beautiful unlike any other girl I’ve seen,” I said, “but I’m not so sure if her mother would be into it.”

“I think her mother would appreciate her being bonded to someone as strong as you. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if our queen even has a thing for you too, but her daughter is engaged with Eldric, and calling off an engagement can lead to distrust,” Felicia said.

“I know,” I said. “But if that’s the case, then I don’t understand why she sends me so many letters.”

“Isadora is known to do things behind her mother’s back,” Felicia said. “She’s in that rebellious phase.”

“We’ve all been there,” Flora chimed in with a chuckle.

“You have a point,” I said. When the doe stew was ready, Flora filled up our bowls. We sat side by side in unity and started eating. It was delicious. Cooking out in nature always felt special to me. I enjoyed it way more than sitting inside my house. It was so much purer being outside under the open sky and sleeping shortly after. I’d always enjoyed that kind of lifestyle more. We all agreed that it was a delicious stew, and we ate till the pot was empty.

After we’d eaten, it became quiet and dark with only the crackling fire and the occasional hoot of an owl breaking the silence. I helped set up the tents. I would sleep with Flora, and Felicia would sleep with her guards, but we made sure the tents were as close to each other as possible. It was Felicia who suggested it. She wanted me to hear if she needed help, and I reassured her countless times that I would be there for her within a heartbeat.

“So, I guess it’s time to say goodnight,” Felicia said, dressed in her purple nightgown that was a size too small for her. She couldn’t resist a hug, and she fell into my arms. I kissed her tanned flesh, pushing away her brown hair so I could reach her neck a bit better.

“Goodnight,” I told her.

“Goodnight,” she said sweetly and tightened the embrace before letting go. She also embraced Flora, telling her goodnight before she went into her tent with her guards. Flora and I started undressing each other, and soon we were lying under the blankets, our bodies warm against the cool night air. Flora rested her head on my chest, her soft breaths creating a soothing rhythm. I stared up at the tent, lost in my thoughts.

“After breeding so many women for so many days straight, do you enjoy this break?” she asked me.

“I do … sometimes you need a timeout.” I turned and looked at her. “Do you want to?”

“I respect your break,” she said and pointed at the neighboring tent. “And I prefer privacy while doing it.”

“I understand,” I said as we slowly fell into a deep slumber.


chapter 13

Darian

Idreamed I was at the victory ceremony. The queen stood on the podium and praised my skill and talent. After the victory ceremony, the queen beckoned me. “Follow me to my private room,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love. “I want to speak to you privately.”

I felt something stirring inside my pants as I heard her soft, alluring words. I followed her, admiring her precious ass that swayed back and forth inside her royal dress. She was the most beautiful lady I’ve ever seen in my life, and I wanted her. I wanted her badly. I wondered what she would do to me. I wondered why she wanted to speak to me in private. She whisked me inside and closed the door. Her eyes swept over me. “Hmm, you’re so young and handsome,” she said. She breathed heavily, her chest rising and falling. She licked her thick lips seductively, her gaze never leaving mine. I suddenly realized that she was about to seduce me, and my heart pounded in my chest with anticipation.

As she moved closer to me, I could smell her sweet perfume mingled with musk, which intoxicated my senses. She reached out and lightly touched my face, her fingers lingering on my cheek. She leaned in closer, her warm breath against my face.

Suddenly, she whispered in my ear. “I want you,” she said. “I crave your touch, your passion. You make me weak, make me fall to my knees in awe of your achievements.” She brought her lips to mine, and her kiss made my knees grow weak. I could taste the sweetness of her lips, like nectar from flowers. Her tongue danced with mine, and it left me breathless and trembling. She broke the kiss, her eyes never leaving mine. Slowly, she unbuttoned her dress, revealing a corset underneath. Her skin was fair and luminous and appeared even more glowing in the soft moonlight that flooded the room. I watched, captivated, as her fingers moved, deftly unlacing the corset and letting it fall to the floor. She was now completely nude, her body a work of art. Her eyes locked onto mine once more. I stood in awe, my heart pounding in my chest, my body trembling with anticipation. I knew what was to come, and I welcomed it with open arms.

She knelt before me, her hands reaching for my trousers. She deftly unbuckled them and slid them down, exposing my erection that towered over her face.

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with desire, and whispered, “I want to pleasure you … give you something that you deserve.”

With that, she took me in her mouth, her lips enveloping me with a warmth that sent shivers down my spine. I watched in awe as she bobbed her head, her head moving up and down with increasing intensity. Her tongue swirled around me, exploring every inch of me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

I reached down, running my fingers through her dark blonde hair, feeling the softness of her locks as she continued to pleasure me. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of arousal and awe that left me breathless. I could feel myself growing closer to the edge, the tension building with each movement of her head.

Finally, I couldn’t hold anything in. I groaned, my body tensing as I was about to climax. She didn’t stop but continued to suck me, her eyes locked on mine as I came, our gazes never breaking.

* * *

My eyes popped open, and right in front of me was Felicia with my cock stuffed in her mouth. While keeping her eyes closed, she kept sucking the cum out of my cock. I held my breath, realizing she didn’t know that I was awake. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched her skilled mouth move up and down my erect member. She was a master at her craft.

Slowly, I reached out and gently grabbed her shoulders, causing her to open her eyes and look up at me. My wet cock slipped out of her mouth, and her eyes widened in embarrassment.

“Oh,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” I asked, confused.

“I shouldn’t have woken you up like this,” she said.

“Felicia, it’s fine. You don’t have to apologize,” I told her.

“But you should be sleeping,” she said, “and I should’ve asked for permission before sticking it into my mouth.”

“I promise you that I’m okay,” I told her. It had been so properly executed that I felt great, and the dream was like the cherry on top. It was a dream I would remember for the rest of my life, and I couldn’t get the images of the queen sucking me out of my head. I wondered if it would ever come true.

“All right,” Felicia said, lowering her eyes. “Will you let me explain why I did it?”

“I’m all ears,” I said and patted her hand.

“I’ve been man-famished for all these years, and then you come along, and you’re so handsome and brave. As soon as I saw you, I wanted you, but I couldn’t restrain myself. After you saved my life, it became impossible. I masturbated to you the following night, and I dreamed of you taking me. Now that you were sleeping next to me in the tent, I woke up from a wet dream where you made me climax. I told myself to just come in and look at you nude, but then I saw your beautiful erection. I told myself just to have a taste, but then I noticed how big and strong it was. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t resist.”

I understood where she was coming from. It wasn’t easy being a woman in this part of the world, especially after a devastating war where most men had been wiped out. “I sympathize with you,” I told her. “I know where you’re coming from, but what you did felt quite good. Nothing to be embarrassed over, and you don’t have to apologize,” I told her firmly.

“Okay, thanks for making me feel a bit better,” she said.

I smiled at her and patted her arm. “Do you want to stay here or do you want to go back to your tent?” I asked her.

“I think I will go back … I don’t want to wake up Flora as well,” she said, swallowing the last drops of semen and taking a last glance at my sword. She crawled out of the tent. I threw my head back and basked in the pleasure of her actions, and I felt so damn good. It was a perfect way to wake up. It was absurd that she apologized. There was no need for it, especially since she executed the job so perfectly. As I thought about her heavenly head, Flora tossed and turned. Opening her eyes, she glanced at my penis and then at my eyes. She put the puzzle pieces together.

“Oh, was someone here?” she asked and waggled her eyebrows.

“You guessed right,” I said. “Felicia came inside. I don’t blame her for it. I understand she’s in a desperate situation.”

“You’re right,” Flora said and yawned, “Did she at least do a good job?

“She did,” I told her, “but it wasn’t only the job … I had an intense dream featuring the queen.”

She searched my eyes, and yet again, she put the puzzle pieces together. “So Felicia sucked you,” she said, her lips sliding into a grin. “And it made you dream of the queen giving you a head.”

“You nailed it,” I said and chuckled. “But it was such an intense dream. I have never felt anything like it.”

“How was the climax?” she asked, wanting to dig deeper into my heavenly dream.

“One of the most intense climaxes I’ve ever experienced.”

“So, you should be mad at Felicia for waking you up,” Flora said and giggled.

I shook my head and laughed with her. “Without Felicia, I wouldn’t have experienced it in the first place.”

“What about dreams involving the war?” she asked, looking at me with hints of concern.

I shook my head. “There were no such dreams tonight,” I said. “My sleep is improving.”

“I’m glad,” she said. “You deserve to sleep through the night and wake up in the morning to a beautiful girl taking care of you,” Flora said.

I cuddled with her for a little bit longer. Eventually, we put on our clothes and went outside. We were greeted by the warm sunshine, the sun steadily climbing over the hills. The sun cast its golden glow over this untouched land. We were only eight hours away from the city of Anigava, and I couldn’t wait to reach the queen, especially after that dream. We packed up the tents and placed them into the carriage.

Before leaving, we had a little snack, and then I noticed that Felicia was still a bit withdrawn. I decided to speak to her again, placing my hand on her shoulder. “Felicia, you don’t have to be embarrassed,” I told her firmly.

“Ok, I will try,” Felicia said and lowered her eyes. “Will you forgive me?”

“I was never mad at you in the first place. I don’t know where you have gotten that from,” I said.

“OK,” Felicia said. “I think I’m just shaming myself for acting without restraint. I’ve always been disciplined, but sometimes our desires and needs are just too strong to ignore.”

“I agree with every word,” I told her. “You shouldn’t ignore your needs.”

“Thank you for being so sweet,” she said. “And thank you for being there for us. I’m not sure where this kingdom would’ve been without you.”

I smiled at her kind words. “Come on,” I said. “Let’s make our way back to Anigava.”

We jumped into our carriages and continued our journey to the city. As we traveled, we passed by small villages and friendly farmers selling their wares along the roadside. We took a break at a restaurant and had something to eat, and then continued our journey until the castle rose before us. It stood tall and proud, its turrets reaching toward the sky. I pulled the reins and slowed down, my eyes widening at the great castle. I hadn’t been here in a couple of weeks, but it was breathtakingly beautiful. We noticed one of the guards waving at us.

“Darian?” he asked.

“That’s me,” I said.

He nodded. “Wait here. We’ll tell the queen.”

I exchanged glances with Flora as the guard hurried into the castle. “Have you missed this place?” I asked Flora.

“It’s so noisy,” she said with a shrug, “so maybe not so much.”

“I know, it’s very different from the Fertile Valley.”

Eventually, one of the queen’s servants came and escorted us deeper into the city of Anigava till we reached the gates of the castle. Then, I saw the queen, the most beautiful woman in the known world. She was dressed in an elegant blue dress, and she wore her dark blonde hair in loose curls. Her lips were painted with red lipstick, and she smiled upon seeing us. But her eyes were intense as she looked at me, a gaze that reminded me of the dream. I hoped I wasn’t dreaming, but I knew I wasn’t when I heard the sound of her voice.

“Darian, it’s a pleasure to meet you again,” she said, her voice as soft as an angel’s.

“It’s an honor, Your Highness,” I said, bowing down for her.

“There are so many things I would like to tell you, but I assume you’re hungry after such a long journey.”

“We are,” I said.

“Let me greet your honorable bonded, Flora, and also Felicia, and then I can take you up to the dining hall,” she said.

“As you wish,” I said. I made room for Flora and Felicia. Aurora asked how they’d been.

Flora said, “It’s a dream come true. I love spending every moment with Darian.”

The queen’s lips slid into a smile. “I have no doubts about that.”

Flora handed her the impregnation logs. “Here you go. He has bred three hundred women so far,” Flora said.

I noticed a strong desire in Aurora’s eyes. “Wow,” she said. “That’s surprisingly quick. You deserve to take a break now and then.”

“Flora and I have taken numerous breaks,” I said as we exchanged smiles.

“You should give some love to Flora too,” the queen said.

“I’ve got all the love I could possibly dream of,” Flora said. She was right, I hadn’t forgotten her, and I knew I had the stamina to take care of her sexually as well. Then she turned her attention to Felicia, embracing her. “I’m so glad to see you alive,” Aurora said, patting Felicia’s back.

Felicia said, “Thanks to Darian.” While they hugged, Aurora opened her eyes and gave me a wink. That wink meant the world to me.

I looked around, curious where Isadora was. I had written to her that I would arrive here today, but I didn’t see her anywhere. I suspected she might be playing with Elara. I wanted to ask but decided to wait.

The queen escorted us into the castle. Eventually, I met Thalia. She beamed upon seeing me, and I gave her a warm hug as well. Our time together was still fresh in my memory. She opened her arms and pressed me against her massive bust. She was the most well-endowed woman in this kingdom.

“Good to see you again,” Thalia said.

“I’ve missed you too,” I said. Drawing in a deep breath, I picked up a sweet scent of Jasmine.

She broke the hug to look into my eyes. “How have you been?”

“I’ve been fine,” I answered. “And you?”

“There’s been a lot to do because of the grave assassination attempts, but the queen wants to discuss it later. For now, we just want to make sure that you enjoy your stay.”

The queen took us to the dining hall, and we all settled down. Yet again, I was surprised. I couldn’t see Isadora anywhere, and my patience was wearing thin. I realized how addictive she was. I looked at my name, and then I looked at the queen. “I hope the name’s right,” I said.

“Don’t worry about it,” Aurora said and chuckled. “My daughter is on her way to Selppin and will meet Prince Eldric.”

I tried to smile, but inside, my heart sank. I thought it was weird, especially after all those love letters she sent me. It sounded so suspicious. The words in the letters were real and came from her heart. I found it hard to believe that she wanted to be with that prince, especially after what Flora had told me. I tried not to think about it too much. Maybe Isadora was hiding something from her mother. I wasn’t sure, but I swallowed my disappointment and accepted that I wouldn’t see her for now.

“She might show up later,” Flora whispered, patting my thigh. She noticed the disappointment in my eyes even if I tried to wear a smile.

Eric was also present at the table. I exchanged glances with him. “How is your wound?” I asked him.

“It’s healing,” he said and didn’t seem hurt to me.

“I was worried when I received the news. It’s not pleasant hearing about assassination attempts,” I said.

“I agree with you,” Eric said. “It was also a failure on our side. We should’ve stopped him.”

“I’m sure you would’ve stopped him,” Aurora chimed in, nodding her head in my direction.

“I’ll do whatever you assign me to do,” I said, meaning every word of what I said.

“For now, breeding is more important,” Aurora said. “A severe male shortage has been more difficult to deal with than I previously thought. We’re having trouble rebuilding a lot of things, but we are making the best of the situation.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I said.

As we continued our conversation, the aroma of a perfectly cooked beef Wellington wafted through the air, drawing our attention to the dinner that had been prepared for us.

Aurora nodded to the waitresses, giving them the signal to start serving us. They placed the plates before each of us. I picked up my fork and knife, cutting into the flaky pastry. The first bite was delicious. The beef was rare and juicy, just what I loved.

Elara sipped some water and ate slower than all of us. She looked nervous.

“What have you been up to today?” I asked.

“Not much … I wish Isadora was here,” Elara said and lowered her eyes for one reason or another.

“I understand,” I said. “A break now and then doesn’t hurt.”

“You’re right,” Elara said. “But she always comes up with ideas.”

“I’m sure she does,” I said, remembering her tricks last dinner.

After the beef wellington, they served us crème brûlée, and it was delicious. I told them how life was going in the Fertile Valley, and they listened to every word. “It’s one of the most beautiful regions,” Aurora said.

“I love it too. The women there are quite clingy for all the right reasons,” I said.

After we had eaten, Aurora wanted a word with me. “I will give you a gift for having protected Felicia,” she said. “I hope you’ll keep them close to your eagle medal.”

“I sure will,” I said and felt honored whenever she wanted to give me something.

Aurora reached into her pocket and pulled out a small velvet pouch. She handed it to me, a gleam of satisfaction in her eyes. I opened it slowly, not knowing what to expect. Inside the pouch were two blue medals intricately designed with a hand symbolling loyalty. I gasped in surprise, realizing the significance of what she had just given me.

“Thank you, Your Highness,” I said. “I will treasure these with my life.”

Aurora smiled warmly at me. “You have proven yourself time and time again, and it is only fitting that you are honored in this way. Wear them proudly, for they symbolize not only your bravery but also your dedication to our kingdom.” She pressed her lips to my forehead. “Thank you, thank you for being loyal to us.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Now,” she said, her voice a whisper. “Please tell your bonded that I would like to speak with you alone in my bedroom.”

I realized it was serious. I looked at Flora, she gave me a brief nod. “I’ll wait for you,” Flora said.

I followed Aurora. I felt a strong déjà vu. It was exactly how I dreamed, the queen taking me to her private bedroom. I wondered if it would turn out the same way as it did in the dream. It would disappoint me if it didn’t. I felt something stir in my trousers as I stepped inside.

“Thalia, close the door,” Aurora said. She did, and I stepped in with the queen. She escorted me to the sofa, and we both had a seat. She crossed her legs, the slits on the dress falling so she flashed her beautiful thighs.

“It’s about the assassination attempts,” she started. “We are sure that these men come from Zinep, but we aren’t sure about their motives. Do you perhaps know?”

I looked at her long and hard and mulled it over. This wasn’t how I expected it, but it was fine. “I’m not sure,” I said. “It’s difficult to say, but if it’s from the king of Zinep. It would be suicidal.”

Aurora nodded. “I know. And that’s why I want to ask you, are you prepared to fight again? If it will be needed.” She looked at me long and hard, waiting for my response.

“I’m ready for anything,” I told her firmly. “If they decide to push it, we need to go further and crush them. We are controlling the strategic positions. There’s no way that they will get out of this.” Her gaze melted. I also picked up a musky scent. I believed she was getting turned on.

“I’m glad to hear your dedication,” Aurora said. “That’s all I wanted to ask. I know that your actions speak louder than words.”

I nodded, taking a moment to admire her beauty.

“How many days do you want to stay here?” she asked.

“Haven’t thought about it yet,” I answered. “Maybe a week or so … It depends upon when Felicia wants to return.”

“Well regarding Felicia. I can send some more guards with her, so you don’t have to go when she goes.”

“I see,” I said. “Well then, I suppose it doesn’t matter.”

She smiled. “I’m glad you enjoy it here. You can stay as long as you want.”

“It’s nice to see something different than the Fertile Valley. Although I prefer nature.”

“I understand,” she said. “I prefer the opposite, but sometimes we need to see green plants and sunshine.”

“You’re right.”

“You have a private bedroom for now. If you’re tired, I can take you there and you can rest with Flora.”

“That’ll be lovely,” I said.

We rose to our feet. Although she hadn’t gone down on me, it was still magical to sit with her face-to-face in complete privacy. Her voice was so pure and captivating, and her facial aesthetics were perfect. I still held onto the belief that the dream was a sign of some sort and would be realized in the future.

As I walked behind her, her bottom swayed inside her silky dress. She opened the door, and Thalia was there and chatted with Flora.

“So, I won’t keep your bonded lover to myself any longer,” Aurora told Flora. “He is all yours now.”

“I’ve been Darian starved,” Flora said jokingly.

“We’ve all been,” Thalia chimed in, eyeing me with lust. The gaze in her eyes ignited memories of our time together. It was my first intimate moment after the war, and she reminded me of how good it felt.

The queen gladly escorted us to our private bedroom. It was a generous bedroom with a balcony view of the great garden. It was getting dark and Thalia lit some candles for us.

“Thank you,” I told her.

“It was the least I could do,” she said.

“So, do you like it?” Aurora asked us.

Both of us nodded. “This is all we need.”

“I’m glad,” Aurora said. “Enjoy your medals. You deserve them.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Sleep well,” Thalia told us.

“We will,” I said.

Thalia kissed her hand and blew it to me. My eyes widened as I noticed an incoming pair of flying lips softly landing on my right cheek. The lips smacked wetly, and it felt just like a kiss. “Thanks,” I said, feeling a euphoric warmth spreading.

“You’re welcome,” she said and waved at me before closing the door.

Flora and I sat down and got some rest. Flora took my hand and looked me in the eyes. “Was your dream fulfilled?”

I chuckled. “Not really, but I’m grateful for any private moment spent with her,” I said.

“So what did you guys talk about?” Flora asked curiously.

“We talked about the assassins, and she specifically asked me if I was prepared to go to war again.”

Flora’s face darkened. “That’s the type of subject I hope to avoid.”

“I know,” I said. “But I’m ready for whatever she assigns me to. I’m ready to protect this kingdom again, but I’m pretty certain it won’t come to that.”

“Who do you think was behind it?” Flora asked.

“I think a terror group of some sort. I don’t think it’s the king of Zinep, but some sore losers.”

“Can we change subjects?” she asked, looking a bit fearful.

“Whatever you want to talk about,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze.

“I can’t fathom how beautiful the queen is.”

“I know,” I said. “I also find her highly attractive.”

“You don’t find her too old?”

I shook my head, but I understood why she believed that. Most of the women I had impregnated so far were between twenty and twenty-five, although I did come across a beautiful mature woman now and then. “She doesn’t look that much different from her daughter. Aurora is more beautiful than any other girl I’ve bred at the Fertile Valley. Age doesn’t matter to me. She’s definitely pretty.”

“I agree she’s pretty,” she said. “But I’ve just seen you going for young women.”

“That’s because they’re first in line.”

“I guess you got a point,” she said. “Do you want me to massage you before you go to bed?” Flora suggested and patted my thigh. “It seems to help your dreams after all.”

“That will be lovely,” I said.

“I can see if I find a table somewhere,” she said and started looking around. She finally found a massage table. She set it up, and I undressed till I was fully nude. I climbed on top, lying face down on the table.

“I have some oils in my bag,” Flora said. She went to her bag and fished up a bottle of oil. She filled her hands and started gently massaging me. I sighed in relief.

The warm oil felt soothing on my skin as Flora’s skilled hands kneaded away the tension that had built up within me. Her touch was gentle yet firm. I closed my eyes, letting myself fully surrender to her lovely touch.

As Flora continued her massage, I couldn’t help but let my mind wander back to the conversation with Aurora. I also thought of her daughter, hoping I would remain here long enough to see her again.

Flora’s touch moved from my back to my shoulders, then down to my lower back and legs. Each stroke seemed to erase any worries or doubts that lingered within me. After what felt like an eternity of relaxation, Flora’s hands finally came to a halt. “How do you feel?” she asked, close to my ear.

“So good,” I mumbled.

“Turn around and let me do the front.”

As I turned over, Flora’s eyes locked with mine, a soft smile playing on her lips. She poured more oil into her hands and resumed her massage on my chest, her touch sending shivers down my spine. The warmth of her hands and the scent of the oil filled the room.

I couldn’t help but admire Flora’s beauty as she leaned over me, her skilled fingers tracing patterns on my skin. She worked on my abdomen, causing a tingling sensation to spread throughout my body.

Flora’s hands moved lower, inching towards my thighs. She finished the massage, kneading my thighs and legs with her delicate touch. “So, are you relaxed?” she asked in a whisper.

“If you continue, I’ll fall asleep.”

She chuckled. “Should we hop into bed?”

I nodded, and she extended her hands to me. She helped me to my feet.

“It’s been a long day,” she yawned and peeled off her clothes till she was nude.

“Tell me about it,” I said. The bedroom we entered had a king-sized bed with smooth and shimmering golden coverlets. The moment we both lay down, it felt like sinking into a cloud. I wrapped my arm around her as I nestled closer, my hand gently brushing against her breast. My leg intertwined with hers, and I buried my face in her soft hair.

“Goodnight,” I told her.

“Goodnight,” she said and smiled as we slowly drifted to sleep.


Chapter 14

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes as the sunlight streamed into the bedroom. My erection was nestled into the crack of her ass. I think I knew what I had dreamed of. If I remembered correctly, it was right before the capitulation of Zinep, but it was vague. I remembered that day as if it were yesterday when we could finally sigh a breath of relief and unselect our weapons. At the same time, it was a horror show when you thought of the pile of bodies and dead men, making me grateful that I was lying here.

“Are you awake?” I asked, seeing her hand move.

“Yeah,” she replied, turning around and flicking her eyes to mine. “Did you dream of something sweet?”

“Sort of,” I said. “I believe it was when Zinep capitulated, but it was vague. Ever since I started sleeping with you, I sleep way better.”

“Wasn’t that a glorious moment?”

I shook my head. “It was a relief, but it was still horrible when thinking of everyone who’d fallen.”

“Yeah, you’re right. I wasn’t there, so I obviously don’t know.”

Instead of thinking of the war, I thought of Isadora. “It’s strange. I didn’t remember to talk to you about it last night. But why would Isadora have gone to Selppin? It doesn’t make any sense to me.”

“Are you sure she’s there, though?” she asked.

“Her mother said so,” I replied.

“Don’t forget she’s very cunning,” Flora said.

“You’re right,” I said. “After those letters, I looked forward to seeing her.”

“I understand,” Flora said. “How long do you plan to stay here for?”

“Aurora asked me yesterday, and I thought of leaving when Felicia wanted to leave.”

“I’m with you regardless,” she said, which made me smile.

“I need a vacation from all that breeding.”

Flora chuckled. “You sure deserve it.”

We rose from the bed and put on our clothes. We stepped out onto the balcony and basked in the rays of the rising sun, watching as the kingdom came to life. The streets below began to bustle with people starting their day, and the stands at the marketplace gradually filled with tradesmen eager to sell their freshest products to early customers. I put my hands on the railing and leaned out. I admired what man could build, but I preferred the valleys and untouched nature over this.

I turned around and went to the table, starting to feel hungry. “Will you cook?” I asked her.

“I can if you want to, but the queen has that covered for us,” Flora said. “They will come with breakfast for us when we want.”

“Are you hungry?”

“I was just about to ask you the same,” she said, and we exchanged smiles. “I’ll let them know.”

She went and told the servants to serve us while I went back to the balcony, looking around and drinking in the beauty of this kingdom.

Flora returned shortly after. “They’ll be here in a minute with omelets.”

“Nice,” I said and motioned her to me. She positioned her hands on the railing, and I held her tightly from behind, my body pressed against hers. The sun warmed my skin as we stood on the balcony, and I could feel her warmth through the thin fabric of our clothes. Flora leaned back into me, her neck exposed. I kissed her several times till she giggled. She sounded like a twittering bird.

“How about a morning kiss?” I asked her.

Flora tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into a playful smile. “A morning kiss sounds like a lovely idea,” she whispered, turning around to face me. The sunlight made her auburn hair glow. As our faces drew closer, a gentle breeze rustled through the balcony, carrying with it the sweet scent of blooming flowers. Our lips met in a soft tender kiss. I cupped her neck while I tasted her sweet tongue and lips. With my other hand, I cupped her ass, squeezing her soft flesh.

I broke the kiss when I heard someone knocking.

“We’ll continue later,” I told her.

“Sure,” she said.

We went back inside. “You can come in,” I told her.

The waitress set the table for us and behind her was a female guard. The female guard held onto a thick rug and gently laid it on the floor. “A gift for you,” she said, bowed down and left the room with the waitress. I exchanged glances with Flora who looked equally as bewildered as I did. I approached the rug and carefully unfurled it until I revealed a blonde girl lying upon it. It wasn’t only her bright, blonde, tousled hair that caught my eye, but also her sapphire eyes and slim, fit body. My jaw dropped as I realized it was Isadora.

She jumped to her feet and threw her arms around my neck, giving me an intimate hug. I wrapped my arms around her back. My heart melted as I held onto her. I was just filled with love and satisfaction as I felt her heartbeat against mine, and the young breasts pressed against my chest.

I broke the hug, and I slowly came to my senses and looked at the rug. Then I thought about her mother, saying that her daughter should’ve been somewhere else. I became confused for a second.

“Hi,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

“I didn’t expect to see you. I didn’t know you were here,” I said, searching her eyes.

“I’m sorry it had to be this way, but there was no other way around it,” she explained.

I saw sorrow in her eyes, and I felt bad for her. “Why are you hiding? Your mother said you should’ve been at Selppin with Eldric.”

She lowered her eyes. “It’s because of my mother,” she whispered. “She doesn’t listen to me.”

“Are you sure?” I asked her. I didn’t know her mother as well as she did, but from what I had known about Aurora, she wasn’t a tyrant. She was strong and beautiful but not a dictator.

“I told her before that I don’t want to be with Eldric, but she kind of ignored it,” she said. “I told her I would go to make her happy, but I don’t want to see him again. I knew you would come. I sent Fyodor a letter telling him I was sick, while I hid here and paid the guards to smuggle me here.”

I blinked. “You truly are a fox,” I said.

She giggled at first and then hugged me again. “You don’t think I’m a bad person?” she asked.

“No,” I said and shook my head. I knew there were always two sides to the story, but I really didn’t want to be involved in the drama. “Listen. I sympathize with you, but at the same time, your mother is the queen.”

“I know,” she said. “I hope I’m not putting you in a difficult spot.”

“No, it’s fine,” I told her, and felt a bit insecure about where this relationship was going. “Do you want something to eat?”

She smiled. “Of course … But excuse my hair. I’ve been hiding in that rug for hours.”

“It’s you that I want to see,” I said. “Your beauty is just the cherry on top.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said, and I could tell the comment meant a lot to her.

Flora stood there completely frozen and surprised. Finally, we had a seat. “I’m glad it worked out at the end,” Flora said.

“What do you mean?” Isadora asked.

“Darian was a bit upset at the table yesterday,” Flora said, and we exchanged glances.

“Why?” Isadora asked.

“I expected to see you, especially after all those letters. When I heard you weren’t there, I was kind of disappointed.”

“I’m sorry,” Isadora replied and fidgeted.

“It’s fine. You’re here now, and that’s what matters.”

“How’s it like being here again?” Isadora asked as we dug into the creamy omelet.

“It feels a lot better now that you are here,” I said. “But it’s nice to see the castle again.”

“How’s the Fertile Valley now?” Isadora asked.

“There are hardly any men around,” I told her. “But apart from that, it’s a very calm and beautiful place.”

We chatted for a bit while finishing the breakfast. After we’d eaten, we went to the sofa, and I sat between Flora and Isadora.

“You have no idea how much I was sweating when I wrote the first letter to you,” Isadora said. “I was like I don’t wanna sound too stupid, but I want you to know how I’m feeling. I probably sat there for several hours, and I couldn’t decide what to write, but when I wrote, it all just happened so naturally.”

“It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever read,” I said. “I reread those letters every night.”

She moved her hands to her heart. “I also do that … Till the candles go out.”

“Except for reading and writing, what else have you been up to?”

“Well, I’ve been with Elara a lot. We have been playing games together, but right when you left, I missed you and I’ve been thinking about you nonstop. I just want to spend time with you.”

I took her hand. It was so soft and delicate. It felt so similar to the queen’s. “What do you have in mind?”

“I thought maybe we could ride together, but I have to wear a disguise, unfortunately.”

This wasn’t how I had envisioned it, but I needed to make the best out of the situation. “By the way, where are you sleeping?” I asked her.

“Elara … she’s my friend, so I trust her,” I said.

“Maybe we can have a picnic as well,” Flora suggested. “It’s nice weather, after all.”

All of us agreed. Flora started preparing the picnic basket while I sat with Isadora. We talked about various things. The conversation flowed naturally. She didn’t wear any makeup, and she was still so beautiful and pure. She showed me the dress that she needed to wear. It was the veil, so she could cover her hair and eyes. She went into the bedroom and came out shortly after. She twirled around on her foot, looking as gorgeous as she could be.

“You look mysterious,” I said, thinking she looked sexy in a veil.

“For now,” she said. “I’m not a fan of clothes. Especially luxurious clothes.”

“Well, rags don’t cost much,” I told her.

“For another day,” she said with a smile.

Flora returned with the basket. “So,” she said. “I have a basket of fruits. We’re good to go.” She narrowed her eyes on Isadora. “But I’m not so sure about you. Even with that veil, how would you get out of here?”

Isadora smiled. “I got that covered. Go find the same guard and tell her to come back. She should either be somewhere in the kitchen or Elara should know.”

Flora nodded. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

I exchanged smiles with Isadora. “You got this all figured out, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and embraced me, pressing her young breasts to my chest. “Do you want to dance?”

“If you show me, but I’ve never danced before,” I told her.

“With pleasure.” Isadora took my hands and led me to the center of the room.

She guided me through the dance. Her body moved with such sensuality that I couldn’t help but feel a desire for her.

“How’s it going?” she asked, holding onto my hands as she guided my movements. I tried my best to keep up with her feet, but it was difficult.

“I’m trying my best,” I said.

“It’s better to dance with music … It automatically puts you in the mood.”

“Just being with you puts me in the mood,” I told her, and we shared a smile. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her mesmerizing eyes. At that moment, it felt as though it was just the two of us in the room.

Flora knocked on the door, and we stopped dancing. I caught my breath. “Was it really that tough?” Isadora asked playfully.

“It’s harder than it looks,” I said, but it was just her beauty that was distractive.

Flora opened the door and whisked inside the guard who’d carried Isadora earlier. She had the rug in her hand. “Princess, it’s time to be rolled up again.”

Isadora nodded as the guard rolled out the rug. I was surprised the guard didn’t look worried about getting caught. If she could be bought then who else could? Giggling, Isadora waved at me before the guard rolled her up in the rug.

“You should take the rug to our carriage first,” I told her. “It should be on the western side of the castle.”

“Got it,” the guard said, turning around and exiting the room.

We let them go first, so it didn’t seem suspicious. I exchanged glances with Flora. “I’m not surprised,” she said with a titter. “She has done more cunning tricks than that.”

“I have no reason to doubt you,” I said. “But I fear that it might affect my relationship with her mother negatively.”

Flora shook her head. “You shouldn’t worry about that. Aurora knows her daughter, and she’ll trust you regardless.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said, fearing the worst.

“It’s not like you’re doing something behind her back,” Flora said.

“Thanks for making me feel better,” I said.

“That’s what lovers are for,” she said, glad that she could help. I was pleased she was supportive of me finding multiple lovers.

When we’d waited long enough, we went outside. Flora, who knew this castle better than me, guided me through the halls. We passed by several guards and servants, nodding their heads to me. Life sure had changed, going from a commoner to a respected man in this kingdom.

We walked out of the castle’s towering gates, the warm rays of the sun beating down on us. The colorful gardens bloomed around us, filling the air with the sweet scent of flowers. The cobblestone path led us to the western gate, where we could see rolling hills and a crystal-clear lake in the distance. It was a perfect day for an adventure outside the castle walls.

We went across the bridge and made our way to the stable. The guard had already prepared our carriage and three horses. She leaned into the rug and said in a lowered voice, “He’s here now.”

“Okay, you can leave now,” Isadora said. The rug was placed horizontally on the seat.

“How do you want it?” I asked Isadora.

“I can lie on your lap,” she said.

“Prepare for a bumpy ride,” I told her. I lifted the rug, so she giggled.

“You’re so strong,” she said.

She didn’t weigh much, but I wasn’t going to disagree with her. Flora and I sat down, and we laid the rug with Isadora right on our lap. I glanced at Flora. “Do you know any discreet places?”

Flora nodded. “Trust me with this one,” she said and took the reins.

“Where?” Isadora asked her.

“You’ll see and you won’t be disappointed.”

Flora gently guided the horses forward, the carriage rolling smoothly along the cobblestone path. As we left the castle behind, the familiar sights of the kingdom soon gave way to lush greenery and towering trees. The air was filled with the sweet fragrance of wildflowers as we journeyed deeper into the forest.

The sun cast a warm golden glow over the landscape. Birds chirped overhead, and a gentle breeze ruffled our hair as we passed babbling brooks and meandering streams. Isadora peered out from under the rug, her eyes alight with curiosity and excitement. She leaned back against us, her body relaxed and at ease in our embrace as the carriage bumped gently along the uneven terrain.

As we ventured further, we passed by other travelers on horseback and carriages, each one nodding respectfully at us as we rode by. Some were merchants with their goods strapped tightly to their horses, while others seemed to be adventurers like ourselves.

Flora expertly navigated the twisting paths, guiding the horses with a steady hand as we made our way through dense forests and entered hilly terrain. “Here,” Flora said and jerked her head at the hills. “The Flower Hills … Now we just need to find a hilltop for ourselves.”

We spotted some other people on the other hilltops, but they were so far away that they could hardly spot Isadora, and especially not in the veil. “That one would be perfect,” I said, pointing at a nearby hill adorned with flowers and butterflies. I lifted the rug and stepped out of the carriage.

“Carry me to the top of the hill,” Isadora said, her voice muffled by the rug.

“Sure thing,” I said while Flora let the horses free to graze.

We went up the hill and once we were on top, I said, “So, I’ll roll you out now.” I gently placed the rug onto the grass and rolled her out. She giggled and rose to her feet, stretching her arms and legs. She removed the veil and let out a breath.

“Freedom,” she said and twirled on her foot. “As far away from the castle as possible.”

We looked around and drank in the beauty of this land. There were patches of flowers everywhere, adorning the hills. The butterflies fluttered around and bees went to the flowers to get some honey. It was a beautiful place, especially at the peak of summer.

“It reminds me a little bit of the Fertile Valley,” I said.

“These are called the Flower Hills,” Flora explained. “It’s a popular place for picnics. I’m just glad we found a hill available. Sometimes it can be difficult to find a spot.”

“You’ve been here before?” I asked Isadora.

“Countless times,” she said, drawing in a deep breath and letting go. “My mother and father took me here for the first time when I was seven. It’s one of my oldest memories.”

“It must be a special place.”

“Well, dah,” she said playfully. “Look at all the colorful hills.”

“So many flowers,” I said.

Isadora gasped. “We need to make wreaths.”

“Oh yeah,” I said and remembered what she’d written in that letter. It was something she had wanted to do earlier, so of course I was up for it.

The three of us moved away from the rug and sat on our knees in front of the flowers. “So, we should make one for each other,” Isadora said gleefully.

“The ones I’ll make will suck though,” I said. “I’ve never even made a wreath in my life.”

“Don’t say that,” Flora said. “It’s the thought that counts.”

“She’s right,” Isadora said and reached for some flowers. “See here, I’ll teach you.”

Isadora carefully picked a mix of flowers, each with a unique shape and color. She showed me how to intertwine the stems, weaving them together till the wreath was finished. “Voila, easy peasy,” she said, holding onto the wreath. She placed it on top of my head, and the deed itself was the best part of that wreath.

“Thank you,” I said and I turned to both of them. “How do I look?”

“Fabulous,” Isadora said.

Flora tittered. “What she said … Give me a sec, and I’ll be finished with mine.”

Flora selected way more flowers than Isadora and strung together a necklace of flowers. Instead of putting it on my head, she hung it over my neck. “Voila,” she said and chuckled with Isadora.

“What a pleasant surprise,” I said, winking at Flora and checking out the beautiful flower necklace.

“It’s the same process, but you just pick more flowers,” Flora explained.

I turned to Flora and exchanged glances with Isadora. “Alright, should we make one for her?”

“Okay,” Isadora said eagerly.

“I make one for the head since that seems less complicated,” I told her.

“That’s fine,” Isadora said.

Under Isadora’s guidance, I began to mimic her movements, the wreath slowly taking shape as I focused on the task at hand. I wanted it to become as pretty as possible, showing Flora that I cared for her. The air was filled with the sweet aroma of the flowers around us, and the sun bathed us in a golden light. I couldn’t think of a better place to be than here. Finally, the wreath took shape. I looked at it, and it didn’t turn out as badly as I had thought it would, even if Isadora helped me the most.

“Without your help, it certainly wouldn’t have turned out like this,” I told Isadora.

“No, you did that yourself,” Isadora insisted.

“Fine,” I said with a giggle and placed the wreath on top of Flora’s head.

With pinkening cheeks, she bowed down. “Thank you, thank you,” she said. “I agree it was lovely. You did well for your first wreath.”

“So you claim,” I said with a chuckle. I drew in a deep breath and enjoyed the sweet flower scent. Isadora took her time, making sure it would turn out as well as possible. When she was finished, she went behind Flora’s back and hung the flower necklace over her back.

“Wow,” Flora said and looked at her necklace, checking out the flowers. “You sure know how to make wreaths.”

Isadora’s cheeks pinked. “I’ve been doing those a lot … I love flowers.”

“All girls do,” I corrected her.

“All guys do too,” she insisted. “Admit it.”

“If flowers are synonyms with pretty girls then yeah.”

Isadora rolled her eyes with a laugh. Flora and I started on the wreaths for Isadora. We reached for the flowers and started making them. My wreath for Isadora turned out similar to the one I had given to Flora, and it made me proud that I had somewhat succeeded. I placed it on top of Isadora’s head, whose cheeks pinked even more.

“You are naturally talented,” Isadora said and bowed down.

I drank in her beauty. The wreath went so well on her bright blonde hair, the distinct colors of the flowers blended with her blonde locks. I couldn’t help but stare in awe at her natural beauty enhanced by the flowers. “You look so well with a wreath on,” I told her.

“I agree,” Flora said. “You were made for flowers.”

“Everyone looks great with wreaths on,” Isadora said. “Even horses do …” She glanced at the chestnut stallion who was resting with the two other horses. “How have they been by the way?”

“The chestnut stallion is fast as hell,” I said. “Without it, the night with Felicia could have had a much more serious outcome.”

“Do you mind telling me what you did?” Isadora asked. “When I first got the news, I was about to have a panic attack.”

“It was exactly what I wrote to you,” I told her. “Flora and I were just about to go to bed, but then we heard someone shout, and then I took care of the assassins.”

Isadora looked slightly disappointed. “You aren’t the best storyteller,” she said, making us both laugh.

“I don’t think it’s appropriate to discuss such a story while we are relaxing and having a good time,” I pointed out with a smile.

“Maybe you’re right,” Isadora said. “But that’s so brave of you that you rode after him yourself. My mother was so into you after that, berating the guards for not catching the evildoer, but you managed it all by yourself.”

I shrugged. “It wasn’t much,” I said.

“I thought it was something,” Flora said and exchanged glances with me. I also remembered after that night how she wanted to be taken hard. It was something I did with pleasure.

“It’s so hot,” Isadora said and gave me a look.

“Yeah, it sure is,” I said.

“Maybe you should take your shirt off,” Isadora said.

“Alright,” I said. I took off my wreath and gently laid it aside along with the flower necklace. Then I took off my shirt. She asked for it after all.

“Wow,” Isadora said, her eyes twinkling. “What a body … what’s that on your back?”

“Scars that have healed surprisingly quickly because of Flora,” I said.

“I hope you’re okay,” Isadora said with hints of sympathy as she poked around. “I can’t imagine how your back looked earlier.”

“I’m fine,” I reassured her.

“Alright then, should we eat something?” Isadora asked. “I’m growing thirsty and hungry.”

Flora gladly brought out the fruits, and we started with a pineapple. “Should we eat one at a time?” she asked us. We nodded. I rarely ate pineapples, but since I was also growing thirsty, I badly wanted some. Flora sliced it perfectly into rings and cut the skin off and the hard chunk in the middle.

Isadora playfully told me. “Raise your finger,” she said.

I did and she slid the ring onto my finger. “There’s your marriage ring,” she said and laughed, which spread to all of us.

I took a bite out of it. “It’s a damn tasty marriage ring,” I said.

“Well, if it tastes half as good as it looks, then I’d say we’ve found the secret to a happy marriage,” Isadora said.

Laughing, we ate till the juices spilled over us. I noticed that Isadora ate a bit quicker than Flora and me, and she wasn’t shy about spilling over her clothes. “If this was a couple of years ago and mom was here, she would have sent me to my room to clean myself,” Isadora said.

“I have some napkins if you want,” Flora said and was about to reach into the basket.

Isadora shook her head and removed the wreath and flower necklace. “I thought maybe Darian could help … I don’t know anything that cleans better than lips and tongue.”

I looked at Isadora’s tempting lips, and I had wanted to taste them ever since I saw them. I leaned forward to her, anticipating the kiss. She twirled her hair on her finger, inviting me forward. I stared at the pineapple juice that trickled down her neck, and I pressed my lips onto her flesh. I sucked all the juice until I was left with only her skin, which tasted even sweeter than the pineapple itself. I traced my tongue along her neck, savoring the sweet tang of her skin. When I reached her lips, they were soft and plump, just like I had imagined. As our mouths met, it felt like an electric shock ran through my body. It was our first kiss, and it was everything I hoped for and more.

I pulled my head back, and her eyes swam with lust and love. We didn’t know what to say to each other for a moment, but I knew deep inside that I wanted that playful girl more than anything. “Maybe we can eat some more fruits, and you can clean me again,” Isadora suggested demurely.

Flora happily sliced a mango for us, giving us one each. “They look so golden,” Flora said.

“Slice one into a coin,” Isadora said.

Flora did and handed it to Isadora, who then handed it to me. “This is a bribe … You will smuggle me back to the castle.”

I chuckled and shoved it into my mouth. “I probably need more than this,” I told her.

“Open,” Isadora said. I did, and she placed another mango coin into my mouth.

“That’s better,” I said, chewing the sweet mango.

She giggled and ate till she spilled more juices over herself. Then it was my turn to lean in and kiss her again. I started on her neck, licking and sucking the mango juices till she let out a giggle. After I’d sucked the juices from her skin, I picked up the scent of her arousal, smelling sweeter than honey. If I only could spend some more time with her in peace, I could perhaps unveil her even further. I moved up to her lips and finally, we kissed once again, and it felt just as magical as the first kiss.

“So,” I told her, opening my eyes. “Now you’re clean.”

“I see you have spilled some juice too,” Isadora said, pointing at my neck. “Let me help you.” I couldn’t resist her, and she started on my neck, planting kisses all over me. Every kiss sent a shiver down my spine. I leaned back and enjoyed her smooth, royal lips on my flesh till they hit my lips. I was intoxicated by her beauty and femininity.

After we’d eaten, we lay down. I was in the middle, and they both cuddled up to me. We just sat and watched the clouds sail by. It was a moment of peace, and there was no to-do list as we rested side by side.

“Look at that one,” Isadora said and pointed at a funny-looking cloud. “It looks like a dragon.”

“I think it looks like a horse,” I said.

“Dragons do look like horses,” she said and buried her head into my shoulder. “Doesn’t it hurt when you lay on your scars?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I barely notice them any longer.”

“Okay,” Isadora said and searched for more funny-looking clouds.

As we lay there in the grass, the warmth of the sun enveloping us, I felt a sense of contentment. Isadora’s head on my shoulder, Flora’s hand intertwined with mine – it was a moment of pure bliss that I never wanted to end.

“That one looks like a castle,” Flora said.

“I can’t see,” I said.

She placed her hand sticky with fruit juices on my chin and turned it toward the cloud. “I see,” I said.

“It does look like a castle,” Isadora added. “A castle where we could have endless adventures and never have to worry about anything again.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her dreamy expression. She had a way of turning even the simplest moments into something magical. “I prefer this hilltop,” I said, turning to Isadora.

“If we build a cottage on top of it,” Isadora said.

I pecked her lips. “Sure thing,” I said.

“I have to go pee,” Flora said, tugging at my arm.

“You can take cover behind the horses,” I said. “We won’t go anywhere.”

“We might go somewhere,” Isadora said with a naughty grin.

“Okay,” Flora said, rising and heading down the hill.

“She has nice hair,” Isadora said.

“So do you,” I said. “Now, where are you taking me?”

She grabbed me and rolled me over. “Down the hill!”

Suddenly, we both rolled down the hill. I did everything I could do to make sure I didn’t crush her when I rolled over her, but she just laughed.

We tumbled down the hill, our laughter echoing through the open meadow. Isadora’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she clung to me, our bodies gaining momentum as we rolled. The world spun around us, but I felt so carefree and so many years younger. I yielded and didn’t want this sensation to go anywhere.

As we finally came to a stop at the bottom of the hill, we lay there breathless, still giggling like children. Isadora’s hair fanned out around her face. She had flowers and grass all over her.

I took a flower from her hair and slid it behind her ear. She took one from my hair and slid it behind my ear. “There you go,” she said.

I had never seen anyone as happy as her, and the joy infected me. I had never felt anything like it in my life either. I wanted to play and do so many things with her. “How are we supposed to get back up?” I asked her.

“You’ll carry me, dah,” she insisted and touched my arms and shoulders, hinting that she was fond of them. “On top of your shoulders.”

“As you wish,” I said.

“But let’s kiss some more,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. She desperately held onto me, and I didn’t reply. I leaned in closer, feeling her warm breath mingle with mine. Our lips met and the world seemed to fade away. She straddled me, her body pressed against mine, deepening the kiss.

Breaking the kiss, we hugged for a little. I never wanted to let her go. I didn’t think of the situation with her mother at all. I just wanted to hold onto her as tightly as possible and for as long as possible. I wanted nothing to break this embrace, and I would make sure nothing would either.

She broke the hug, and I patted the spot next to her since she was still straddling my legs. When she was off me, I sat down in a lowered position. “Alright, jump onto my shoulders.”

“Let me see how strong you are,” she said and climbed on top, pressing her bottom against my neck. I swore I felt a wet patch in the middle, and I welcomed it with open arms. She could sit there for as long as she wanted.

I drew in a deep breath, marching my way up. It was nothing. I had walked up steeper slopes in harsher conditions. Eventually, we reached Flora who was waiting for us. “Look how tall I am,” Isadora said playfully.

I gently lowered her down. “Not any longer,” I said as she hopped off. I noticed she tried to cross her legs as if she was hiding her arousal.

We looked toward the sun which was steadily sinking. I sighed. “This day passed way too quickly,” I said as we would soon eat dinner.

“It’s always like that when you have fun,” Flora said.

“Yeah,” Isadora said. “Thank goodness there’ll be a day tomorrow too.”

I looked at her and as I thought of the dinner with her mother, I wondered what she would do. “What will you eat for dinner?”

“Elara will sneak in some food to my room,” she said with a shrug.

I tried to smile, but I was reminded of the weird situation, that kiss and the fun I had with her sure made up for it. “So, are you ready to hit the rug?”

She nodded but opened her arms to Flora and embraced her. “I don’t think we’ll see each other till tomorrow.”

“You’re right,” Flora said, holding onto her dearly. When they were done hugging, Isadora turned to me and opened her arms. I embraced her warmly, holding onto her as I knew this would be a day I would never forget.

* * *

I dabbed the towel to Flora’s skin, drying her. We’d just taken a hot shower together. Seeing her nude had awakened a desire inside me, but we didn’t take a shower because we were horny, but since we’d recently been covered in flowers and grass.

“There you go,” I said and handed her the towel.

She went down on her knees, in a perfect position to give me a head. She started on my feet and moved up my legs. She eyed my semi-erect cock several times, and I could tell she considered it. She moved the towel up to it and started drying it.

“I wouldn’t have ignored it if we weren’t invited for dinner,” she said with a titter.

“It’s okay,” I said. “We have to restrain ourselves now and then.”

“Not like when we had fun with Isadora,” she added with a giggle.

“Yeah,” I said. I was a bit nervous eating with the queen. I wasn’t sure why, but it felt like I had done something behind her back. I also felt bad for Aurora that she believed her daughter was somewhere else. I understood that Isadora was put in a difficult situation because of the engagement that she regretted. According to her, her mother didn’t listen to her, but I found it hard to believe.

Flora hung the towel on the bar. She blow-dried my hair with her hand, and then she brushed it. “It’s grown quite long,” she said. “Let me know if you want me to cut it.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I love to wear my hair long.”

“Me too,” she said. “I think it looks great on a man… but only a strong one like you.” She giggled.

When she was finished with my hair, she fixed hers. I went outside and put on my clothes in the meantime. I let her take her time, and when we were both ready, we headed to the royal dining hall.

We met Aurora, Erik, Elara, Thalia and some of the top advisers. Aurora beamed upon seeing me. She formally shook my hand, and I held it a bit weaker than earlier, which made her look twice at me.

“Long day?” she asked.

“Sort of,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. She wore a floral perfume, which made her smell like a rose.

“It’s nice to wind down in the evenings,” she said.

“I agree,” I said.

We took a seat and waited for the dinner, which would be beef and mushroom pie.

“How did you spend your day?” Aurora asked us and gave us all the attention.

“We had a picnic at the Flower Hills,” I said and exchanged smiles with Flora.

“The Flower Hills,” Aurora said. “I haven’t been there in a while, but they are always full of people.”

“Luckily, we found a spot,” Flora said. “Ate some fruits, made some wreaths and had plenty of fun.”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying your stay,” Aurora said. “There’s a lot to do in our kingdom, so many beautiful places.”

“Yeah,” I said. Thalia looked at me a bit suspiciously for some reason, or maybe I was getting paranoid. It wasn’t like me getting nervous, going out in daring warzones never made me nervous, but it was something different sitting here.

They served us beef and mushroom pie, and we turned most of our attention to the food as we started eating. We talked to each other occasionally in between the bites. The pie was delicious, and I enjoyed every bite.

After we’d eaten the beef and mushroom pie, they served us a dessert. It was a blueberry pie topped with whipped cream.

When we were done, we sat for a little bit longer and talked. They were curious how life was going at the Fertile Valley, and I answered them accordingly. I told them about Gabriella and Marie and the rest of the girls who I’d impregnated.

Elara was about to sneak outside with a plate filled with food. Erik caught her and asked her. “Elara, what are you doing?”

Elara stopped like a deer caught off guard. “I have to go … I’ll come back.”

“Why are you hiding a portion of food behind your back?” Erik asked funnily, not as if he suspected anything.

“I found some stray animals I want to feed,” she said, her face flushing.

Erik shrugged. “Alright, come back because I want to spend time with you.”

“Okay,” Elara said and walked off.

I couldn’t help but notice that Thalia looked at her suspiciously as well, but I tried to forget it.

After we were finished, Aurora gladly escorted us back to our room. “I think you look adorable together,” she flattered us. “Why didn’t you bring Gabriella?”

“She had to take a trip to her mother. Hopefully, we’ll see her again when we return.”

“I see,” Aurora said, smiling. “Sleep well.”

“We will,” I reassured her. After she’d closed the door, I let go of a sigh.

“Am I imagining things or were they suspicious of something?”

“I think you just looked a bit nervous, which is not like you,” Flora pointed out.

I sat down with her. “I guess you’re right,” I said. “Elara looked like a deer when her father caught her.”

“She did,” Flora said and chuckled. “I wonder how long she’ll keep that stray animal in her bedroom.”

“Don’t call her that,” I said and exchanged smiles with her.

“You know I’m joking,” Flora said.

“I do,” I said and realized I couldn’t stop thinking of Isadora at all. “I hope we’ll see each other soon.”

“Tomorrow probably,” Flora said, “rolled out on a rug.”

I laughed. “She’s creative,” I said and admired her for it.

“She sure is,” Flora said and cuddled up to me. She tugged at my shirt, hinting she wanted to jump into bed. “Can we hop into bed?”

I pecked her lips. “Sure … I’m growing tired.”

“Not too tired for sex?” she asked, just to make sure.

I chuckled. “Not at all … I’m still hard from the shower.”

“Nice,” she said and threw her arms around my neck, pressing her lips to mine.


Chapter 15

Aurora

Islowly opened my eyes as the sunlight streamed into the bedroom, filling it with light. I drew in a deep breath and reminisced over the dream. I had dreamed of seeing Darian fight. The dream wasn’t hazy but clear as day. First, I saw him in combat, which was followed by me rewarding him, kissing his forehead and gifting him The Sacred Seed. He smiled up at me, and I almost melted upon seeing his confidence. Then I saw him saving Felicia, and suddenly, he stood in front of me again. This time, I didn’t kiss his forehead but right on his lips.

I knew I was wet, but I refused to touch myself. It was tempting, and it was difficult to resist. I kept telling myself that it wasn’t appropriate. I had tried to think of excuses so I could talk with him, just any topic. I wanted to see him and his youthful beauty and strength. Despite having gone through so many years of combat, he looked young and healthy to be twenty-six years old. He was gifted in every sense possible.

I shook my head and tried to think of someone else. My mind started drifting to my daughter. I hoped she was doing okay. I wondered if she played any games with Eldric like they did before. I hoped they would rekindle that love. I couldn’t imagine the problems she would create by calling off that engagement. Eldric wasn’t bad looking after all. He might not be tough and strong, but Isadora chose him after all.

I slowly rose from the bed and entered my bathroom. As I stood in front of the mirror, I ran my hands over my full breasts, noticing how they maintained their perky shape despite my advancing age and how full they were. If there was someone I wanted, then I had to get him now before I lost too much of my beauty. It was something I had thought about before. Maybe Darian found me attractive, and maybe he dreamed the same dreams as I did. I studied myself in the mirror, running my fingers through my undamaged hair and examining my glowing skin. It was still healthy-looking, but I knew it would look way better once I applied makeup.

Again, I tried not to think of Darian. As I applied the makeup, I thought about the time I spent with my daughter recently. Hopefully, she would soon be married. We wouldn’t be able to spend as much quality time with each other, something I would miss, but I couldn’t keep her here for the rest of my life either. She was a grown woman, and she had to be let out of her cage despite how unruly she had been in the past.

I brushed my hair, making sure I looked well before putting on my dress. I went outside and asked my servant, “Any letters?”

“You have one from Fyodor,” she said and handed it to me.

I took it. “Thank you,” I said. I was curious what it was about. I thought it was just a letter about what my daughter and Eldric had been up to. I hoped she had behaved well. I sat down at my desk and opened it. I grabbed the letter and read the first line. I couldn’t read it any further. My eyes focused on the first two sentences. “I hope your daughter is doing well and that she will quickly recover from her illness. We wish her a speedy recovery …”

I blinked at it several times while my heart rate slowly rose. I reread it to make sure I hadn’t missed or misunderstood anything. I gently laid the letter down on the desk, closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath.

Reluctantly, I reached for the letter again. Fyodor mentioned that he wanted to come for a visit the following week to discuss trade regarding metals. Eldric would also come. But the rest of the letter wasn’t that important to me. I could not stop thinking of that first line. I put it back onto the table and started rubbing my temples. It dawned on me that she never went and that she lied to me.

“That cunning fox,” I whispered to myself. I felt a mixture of anger and grief rise within me. I didn’t want to let it out on her, but at that moment, it felt like I didn’t have a choice. She had gone too far, and if Fyodor would ever find out about this, it might be equally as bad as calling off the engagement.

I tried to think of why she would do this, and then it all made sense. Darian was here now. It should’ve been obvious. I had to find her. She must have slept with Elara, and I thought over yesterday how she smuggled food into her room. Elara didn’t have any stray animals in her room but a cunning fox.

Rising from my chair, I hurried to Elara’s bedroom. I knocked on her door in a not-so-gentle tone. She slowly approached the door and gently opened it, looking at me fearfully as if she knew why I was there.

I drew in a deep breath. “Where is she?”

She lowered her eyes. “Aurora, I’m so sorry.”

“Please, just tell me where she is,” I said.

She fidgeted, and she didn’t do well under pressure that was for certain. “Who’s she?” she squeaked.

“My daughter.”

“She just went to Darian,” she said, her face flushing. “I’m so sorry.”

“Elara, you have nothing to do with this,” I told her and felt bad seeing her trembling. I turned around and hurried to the room he was staying at. I drew in another deep breath and knocked. I heard someone walk up to the door.

“Hi, who is it?” Flora asked.

“Aurora, please open.”

It took a couple of seconds before Flora opened the door, and she wore a similar expression as Elara. “Where is she?” I asked her in a cold voice.

Flora glanced at the corner of the room, and she started shaking like a leaf. Flora just meekly stepped aside. I strode inside and saw Isadora standing there, looking at me with her flushed cheeks.

I placed my hands on my hips. “I thought you said you would go to Eldric,” I confronted her.

“I told him I was sick,” she said in a lowered voice.

“You don’t look sick to me,” I said, and my eyes swept over her. I saw a veil slung over the chair, and she also wore a white dress that covered her more than necessary. It was a perfect disguise.

She shrugged. “I feel better now.”

“I just received a letter from Fyodor, wishing you to get well again.”

“That’s kind,” she said, avoiding eye contact.

“Isadora, look at me when I speak to you,” I said. “You are taking it too far with these kinds of tricks.”

“What tricks?” she asked and took a defensive position. “What if I don’t want to see him?”

“Why did you agree to visit him then?”

She shrugged. “Because you couldn’t let it go.”

“Let go of what?”

“That I’m a grown woman and want to make my own choices.”

“This isn’t what this is about,” I told her. “You don’t lie to the person that you are engaged with and then spend time with someone else instead.”

“There’s nothing wrong about changing one’s mind,” she said as tears slowly started welling in her eyes.

“Isadora, you lied to me and have put me in a very difficult spot,” she said.

“It serves you right since you didn’t even want to listen to me!” she said and raised her voice.

I ground my teeth. “That you stand there and try to defend yourself after this is beyond me. If they find out about this, then this will be the end of our partnership.”

“That’s fine for me,” she said, and she let the tears stream down her cheeks. “I want nothing to do with your stupid politics, and I want nothing to do with you ever again!”

She turned away from me and stormed out of the room, shouldering into me. Darian and Flora both remained motionless, appearing uneasy. I realized that I should’ve taken this conversation somewhere else. I went outside and found the nearest couch to sit on. My eyes were on the floor, and I could clearly see my daughter’s tear trails all over it. It wasn’t only the tears that hurt me, but also her words. They were worse than knives. I lowered my face in my hands, and Darian and Flora eventually came out.

Darian sat down next to me. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier.”

“Oh, Darian, no,” I told him and raised my gaze. “You have nothing to do with this. I’m sorry you had to witness our drama. I apologize on behalf of my daughter. I wanted you to get some rest and not end up in this situation.”

“I should have told you,” he told me firmly and wanted to take responsibility.

“When did she come to you?” I asked him, realizing he would be open to telling me.

“Yesterday,” he said. “I was confused when I first saw her. She was smuggled into my room rolled up in a rug. She was also with us on that picnic.”

“Smuggled in a rug,” I said to myself and a light smile tugged at the corners of my lips. That was my daughter. She had all kinds of ideas, which made me proud of her.

“Yeah,” he said and tried to stifle a laugh. “I don’t want any distrust between us. I feel honored after everything you’ve done for me and the gifts and all. I feel bad about this, I truly do.”

I placed my hand on his thigh, caressing him gently. He was so strong, and I wanted more of him at that moment. I sure needed a manly figure to contain my daughter. “Listen, my daughter is a very pretty girl. I don’t judge you for not telling me yesterday that she did something that she shouldn’t have been doing. It’s not your fault. I get that you have feelings for each other, and I know that you’re a man we can trust. I owe you an apology for that drama.”

He yielded. “Well, I accept your apology. I don’t judge either of you because of this.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I have to talk to her.”

“Good luck,” he wished me.

“Thank you,” I said and turned to Flora before leaving. “Please, both of you, do not tell anyone about what just happened. I really don’t want anyone to know about this.”

“We’ll keep that in mind,” Flora said.

“Thank you.” I rose to my feet and noticed Thalia standing in the corner. “Has anyone heard?”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so … You should worry about your daughter for now.”

“Thank you,” I told her. “We can’t let this drama spread to any ears outside of this castle.”

I hurried to my daughter’s bedroom and tugged at the door handle. It was locked as usual, and the tears led right into her room. “Isadora, can you please open?”

She sniveled. “I don’t want to ever speak to you again. Just go away.”

“Isadora please, just open.”

“You chose this kingdom over me. You listen to Anigava more than me. What’s there to talk about?”

I had never heard her so heartbroken before. “That’s absurd and you know that’s not true … Isadora?“ I tried for many more minutes, but she didn’t answer. She refused to open.

I gave up for now and would try again later. I decided to go to Elara, and I knocked on her door. She opened it and looked just as nervous as earlier. “Hi.”

“Hi … you aren’t mad at me?” she asked.

“No,” I told her firmly. “While she was with you, did she eat?”

She nodded. “But she hasn’t eaten breakfast to my knowledge.”

“Okay, thank you,” I said. I could tell she was equally as embarrassed for this as Darian. I wasn’t sure how to tell them that they had nothing to do with this. I told the chef to make an apple pie. I didn’t go anywhere but stood and waited till he was finished.

“Here you go,” he said and handed it to me with some whipped cream. I carefully went to her bedroom.

“Isadora, I brought you some pie. Can you open, so we can talk about this?” Just as I expected, she didn’t talk to me. I sighed. I lowered the pie onto the floor. “Okay, I put it next to your door instead.”

As usual, I went to the stairs and waited, but this time, she didn’t open the door. Elara walked up the stairs behind me, giving me a questionable look. “Can you please try to talk to her?”

“Sure, I was about to,” she said. Elara went up to Isadora’s door and knocked. “Isadora?” Elara leaned her ear closer to the door, and her face darkened a little. She walked over to me. “Uhm … She will only open the door when you aren’t looking.”

I ground my teeth. That was a nice way of saying it. “Alright, I’ll go.”

“Okay,” Elara said.

I went back to my bedroom and took a little timeout on my balcony, gazing out across the kingdom. Those words and actions hurt me. They really did, but this time, they seemed harsher. At the same time, I couldn’t let her believe that this was fine. It wasn’t acceptable behavior. I thought if there was something different that I could’ve done. I had told her to think about calling off the engagement. I hadn’t forbidden her to do so. I also thought about when I had asked her if she wanted to go. It should’ve been obvious that she didn’t want to. I regretted even bringing that up now and wanted to tell her. She certainly must have had plenty of time to think about the engagement for now, and if she wanted to call it off, then I had no other choice. If I could admit I had done something wrong then she should as well.

I called for Thalia who showed up quickly. “Can you please give me a shoulder massage,” I said. “I have to wind down.”

She nodded and used her strong hands to release the tension in my shoulders. “Did you talk to your daughter?” she asked.

“She didn’t want to talk to me. I just need to relax since I need to answer Fyodor as well.”

“Your Highness, you deserve a long break. You have been constantly taking care of business,” Thalia said with hints of worry in her voice.

“Thank you for your concern,” I told her. “I have to sort out these issues first.”

“I understand,” she said and continuously worked on my shoulders till I was fully relaxed.

A servant knocked on my door. “Come in.”

“Your Highness, Darian and Flora want a word with you.”

“Let them in.”

They both stepped inside. “We just wanted you to know that we’ll be leaving,” Darian told me. “Felicia wanted to leave too, and she asked if I could come with her.”

“Okay,” I said, knowing they wanted to go after they’d witnessed the fight. I had told Felicia yesterday that she could bring more guards, so Darian could stay as long as he wanted to. “Have a safe journey.”

“Thank you,” Darian said, dipped his head and went with Flora.

It didn’t make me feel any better. “Massage?” Thalia asked me.

“Sure … A little bit longer please.”


Chapter 16

Darian

It had been a tough journey so far. We had left the city of Anigava a couple of hours ago. I kept thinking of the drama between Aurora and Isadora. At the same time, I also thought of the sweet moment I had with Aurora’s daughter. Our time together on the Flower Hills was so carefree and joyful. I melted when I kissed her, and we had so much fun making the flower wreaths. It was a memory I would never forget, and I just wished the stay had ended differently. The drama had been ugly, and I felt so bad when I witnessed them hurling insults at each other.

I rubbed my temples, and Flora patted my back and took my hand, holding onto it dearly. “Are you still thinking of Aurora and Isadora?” she asked.

I nodded. “I just hope the queen will trust me after what happened,” I said.

“Why would she not trust you?” she asked. “You served her. You risked your own life to protect us.”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. Flora had a point after all. “I just regret that I didn’t tell her from the start.”

Flora held my hand firmer. “What about Isadora? Do you think she would have liked it that you told her mother?”

I mulled it over, and she continued before I could answer her. “The kiss, the flower wreath and the fun we had … Didn’t you want that?”

“I know what you’re saying,” I agreed with Flora. “It was an impossible situation. It just felt so good to spend time with her daughter, but at the same time, I realize that I have strong feelings for her mother as well. I also want her to trust me.”

“Darian, she does,” Flora told me. “She said it herself.”

We spoke in a lowered voice since we had promised Aurora not to tell anyone. It was the least we could do. The medals Aurora had given me were important to me. Flora was right. Aurora appreciated what I had done for her and our kingdom. “I’m not sure what to say,” I said. “I just hope they get together.”

“They always get together at last,” she replied and held my hand firmer. “We all have our ups and downs in life.”

“Right,” I said as we continued to ride. The journey was peaceful, and we passed by hills of grass and forest. Occasionally, we passed by tradesmen or travelers. The wind tousled our hair as we sat close together, finding comfort in each other’s presence. Flora’s warm touch was comforting, and I found myself grateful for her support.

I had talked to Felicia earlier, and she had said it was okay that we parted midway. I wanted to see Caspian and hopefully get my mind on something else.

We came to a fork in the road, and I had to separate from Felicia for now. She pulled the reins and waved at us. “Is it here?” she asked me.

I nodded. “We’ll part ways for now.”

“That’s fine,” she said. I could tell she wanted more than that, perhaps to blow me again. I still couldn’t understand how she was embarrassed. Without her heavenly head, I wouldn’t have dreamed about the queen. “I hope you’ll come back quickly so we can feel safe.”

“I’ll most likely be back sometime tomorrow because we will stay at an inn,” I told her.

“That’s okay,” Felicia said. “Have fun.”

“We will,” I said.

Felicia bid us farewell with a gentle smile. I watched her disappear into the distance. I took the other road, and I continued to ride with Flora to Caspian’s village.

It didn’t take long till I recognized this part of the world. The road was paved with benches and neatly trimmed hedges. It was a nicer neighborhood and a great place for retirement and rest. There weren’t many who lived here. The village itself surrounded a lake, and Caspian’s house was right by the water. He’d bought the home here after he had been rewarded. I hadn’t been here for two years. It was right after he’d been healed, and I had made sure to safely return him to his family.

We rolled up to his two-story house, which was recently painted white. I could see the lake in the background with some fishermen on the other side. It sure was a beautiful place to live in. A woman watered some flowers by the entrance. She was modestly dressed and was young enough to be his wife. After a closer look, I recognized her. Her name was Johanna, and she was one of his childhood friends. I wondered if they’d either married or become bonded. She looked up at me as both Flora and I dismounted. She dropped the water can, and her hands fled to her mouth.

“Oh my gosh,” she said. She quickly swung open the door and hurried inside to the living room. “Caspian! Caspian!” she shouted.

“What is it?” he asked, and I recognized his voice immediately.

She pushed him out, and there I saw him. Despite sitting in a wheelchair, he hadn’t lost his muscles. He was short and stocky. His hair was a bit thin, but still dark blonde and colorful. He beamed upon seeing me and seeing his smile meant the world to me. He started laughing. Johnna opened the gates, and we strode inside. I gave him a hug while he was still in the wheelchair. He laughed and infected me with his joy.

“Oh, Darian!” he said. “I’m so glad to see you again.”

“I’m so glad to see you too, Caspian,” I told him. As I pulled away from the embrace, I searched his face for a reaction. His eyes lit up with joy and a wide grin spread across his face.

“How’s life been treating you?” he asked me. “Found anyone special yet?”

I introduced him to Flora. “This is my woman. She was originally the queen’s maid, but she tended to me after the war. We have been bonded for a couple of weeks now.”

“Congratulations,” Caspian said. “I married my childhood friend who I know you’ve met before. She’s been taking care of me ever since we moved here.”

“Life is treating you well,” I said, and that clearly was the case when seeing his smile.

“It sure does,” he said. “Come, let’s sit outside. Are you hungry?”

“We are,” I said and patted my belly. “It’s been a long journey after all.”

“Johanna, go to the kitchen and make some pan-fried fish.”

“Okay,” Johanna said submissively and went into the kitchen.

I pushed Caspian out to the terrace. “Where’s your spot?”

“Right at the table,” he said.

I looked around at their backyard. The newly trimmed hedges lined the edge of the lawn which was freshly mowed and smelling of wet grass. There were patches of flowers and roses, and a small coop filled with clucking chickens caught my eye. And tucked away at the back of their property, rows of vegetables grew in neat rows. Also, the view of the lake was stunning, the water shimmering. “This is a nice property,” I said.

“I fell in love as soon as I saw it,” he said and let out a sigh. “My wife loves it too. She’s mostly gardening when she isn’t taking care of me.”

“I can see that,” I said and sat down in front of him, motioning Flora to also take a seat.

“I heard some rumors,” he started and looked at me with excitement. “I heard that you have been assigned an important task by the queen.”

“Those are no rumors,” I said. “The queen assigned me to breed up the Fertile Valley.”

“Oh, my,” Caspian said. He looked at me in awe and wonder. “You sure deserve it after everything you did. It’s obvious to the queen to spread your blood.”

“Yeah,” I said and felt flattered by his words.

“When did you start and how far have you gotten?” he asked, leaning forward.

“A couple of weeks ago,” I said. “I’ve done more than hundreds of women so far.”

“Nice,” he said, giving me a grin.

“It’s quite a lot of work. There are so many women who want to be taken care of. It can be a bit overwhelming.”

“I’ve no doubt about that,” Caspian noted. “I see it in this village too. Hardly any men around, and hardly any survivors from the war.”

“We made it,” I said and patted his back. We shared a smile and talked about memories, especially before he became wounded. We had so much to talk about, and it was so joyful to delve into the memories. Not all of them were pleasant, especially as we reached the day he was wounded. I couldn’t help but grimace as we talked about the commander who’d led us that day. I cursed him and couldn’t understand why he wanted to abandon Caspian.

“Relax,” Caspian said and patted my arm. “You’ve no idea how much I appreciated it when you rescued me.”

“It was the least I could do.”

“And besides, he’s dead,” Caspian said, carefree.

“Right. But there was no point in abandoning our position anyway.”

“That’s because you’re intelligent,” he said, “and creative. I’m not sure how some of those commanders reach their positions.”

“I think every army has its problems,” I said.

“Although in that war we had been the most competent,” Caspian said.

“But I still think we could have aimed for better.”

“Right,” Caspian said. “It’s important to never become comfortable.”

“The first words my father taught me,” I said and agreed with his patriotic words.

We talked a little bit more and eventually Johanna came over with something to eat. She’d made a mushroom stew with meat and some vegetables. We dug in, and it tasted so fresh. They told us that all the ingredients came from this village. They weren’t a fan of importing stuff. Johanna and Flora got along well together. Johanna had been a maid, who also tended to the wounded soldiers afterward. When she found out that Caspian had been badly hurt, she demanded to take care of him, and they fell in love shortly after. They’d been separated for years despite knowing each other since childhood. I thought it was cute. A true love story. The choice to marry her had been obvious.

Caspian patted her belly. “There’ll be a little fella joining our household soon.

“Congratulations,” I said and was glad for his sake. “It’s important that someone as strong as you will continue to live too.”

“I appreciate your words,” Caspian said.

After we’d eaten, Johanna took the dishes and Flora gladly helped her. Suddenly, a bow materialized in Caspian’s hand along with an arrow. “I have to choose arrows individually when I sit in the wheelchair,” he said with a wink. He showed me his bow.

“Wow, do you still shoot with this thing?” I asked him and checked it out. It was the one he’d used during the war. It showed signs of wear and tear, but it was still fully functional.

“Every day,” he said proudly. I noticed then that he’d set up several targets in his backyard. “I love that thing. I would rather be without legs than my arms.”

“I see that,” I said and handed him back his bow. He cradled it in his arms like a baby. “I haven’t had time to practice so much lately. I’ve mostly been resting since the war ended.”

Casper said, “When I got back, I didn’t do much else besides resting too. But then I wanted to move again.” He sighed. “It was a bit painful, not being able to walk, but I have grieved and gotten over it.”

“I’m glad,” I said and patted his back, letting him know I would be there for him. Although my actions had spoken for themselves. I didn’t know how it was to be in his shoes. It must be difficult. I couldn’t imagine a life without being able to walk.

“The most important thing is that I’m alive,” Caspian said and was grateful to still be breathing. “There are worse things out there.”

“If you lose your mind or brain, then there’s nothing left of you,” I said. “You’re no better than a vegetable.”

“That’s right,” he said and stroked his bow.

“Do you guys want some dessert?” Johanna asked.

“Sure,” Caspian said and dematerialized his bow. “But afterward, I would like to shoot.”

They served us some ice cream topped with fruit. They used honey as a sweetener, and it was cold, creamy and delicious. After we’d eaten, Caspian grinned in my direction. “Are you down for a little battle?”

“You know I am,” I said and felt the joy and nostalgia of shooting with him. We both selected our bows.

He jerked his head at the target on the tree. “Let’s start with that one.” With steady hands, he carefully nocked the arrow to his bow. He pulled back with ease and released. A sharp whistle cut through the air as the arrow hit dead center in the target.

I whistled softly to myself. “Damn impressive,” I told him. He’d always been a good archer, and I was surprised he still got it despite being bound to his wheelchair.

I placed the arrow against the bowstring and drew it back, my muscles tensing as I aimed at the target. With one eye closed, I focused on my mark and released the string. The arrow whizzed through the air, hitting the bullseye as it landed beside Caspian’s.

We kept shooting at his targets and had a blast doing so. I started catching up on him and firing closer to the targets. Eventually, we moved to the swords, and he selected his while I selected mine. “Haven’t had someone to practice swordsmanship with for a while,” he said.

“Let’s do this,” I said, and selected my sword. I was careful while he sat there. He parried my blows, and I parried his. The clangs rose in the air as the sun steadily lowered. In the end, we were both tired and sat and talked. It had been a lovely day, but we had to get moving before it became too dark.

“It was lovely to have you here,” Caspian said, his eyes shining with gratitude.

“It’s been a pleasure,” I said. “I’m glad to see you doing well.”

“And it’s an honor to personally know someone like you,” Caspian said. “You’re famous for all the right reasons.”

“I’ll be back,” I said. “It’s only half a day’s ride here.”

“Thank you for remembering him,” Johanna said and massaged his shoulders. “There’re so many that forget about the veterans, especially the terribly wounded.”

I listened to her words. They were true. Once someone was wounded, they were quickly abandoned. I didn’t have the heart for it, and I would never forget when I saw him lying there while a vicious fire consumed both of his legs.

“I’ll never abandon anyone,” I told them both. “We’ll be friends forever.”

I made sure to give him a brotherly hug. Flora and Johanna embraced each other as well. “Take care of your man,” Johanna said.

“You too,” Flora said.

We jumped into the carriage and rode away. I couldn’t stop smiling.

“You look so different compared to when we first entered this village,” she noted.

“Of course,” I said. “I haven’t seen him in a year. I’m so glad to see him doing well.”

“I’m surprised by his positivity. He lost both of his legs after all,” she said.

“He’s always been like that,” I said. “He always sees the bright side of things.”

As we continued along the road, we searched for the first and best inn. We found it and led the horses into the stall. We went inside, had a late-night snack and listened to some music that they played. I thought of Gabriella at that moment, hoping she was doing okay. I also hoped we would see her when we returned. There were very few men here, and most of them looked either old or they were wounded. Some of the women here, especially the waitresses, tried to flirt with me. She placed both her elbows on the table and leaned forward, so I came face to face with her cleavage. “There’s more to see under my dress if you want to spend the night together.”

“I’m good,” I said.

She kissed her hand and blew it to me. It wasn’t that she wasn’t attractive, but I was tired and I had Flora for tonight. After we’d rested, we went into our room. We took off our clothes, and seeing her nude flesh did something to my brain. “Your body is addictive,” I said and studied how her lustrous auburn hair cascaded down her fair body. She came up to me. She tried to maintain eye contact, but I looked at her breasts instead.

She massaged my shoulders till I purred. “How about a massage before bedtime?”

“I would love that,” I said.

She guided me to lie down on the bed, her delicate hands working on my tired muscles. The tension slowly melted away under her touch, and I closed my eyes, being grateful to have that woman. I just loved the way she voluntarily wanted to massage me and tend to me. She was an angel.

As Flora’s hands moved lower, tracing soothing patterns along my back, she awakened a desire inside. I turned over to face her, my gaze locking with hers. Without a word, Flora leaned in and kissed me right on the lips. She couldn’t resist and slowly lay on top of me, her soft body pressed against mine. My hands roamed over her silky skin as if it were the first time I had ever touched her. We didn’t break the kiss, tasting each other’s tongue and lips.

My hands continued to roam Flora’s body, tracing patterns on her skin that aroused her. Her eyes were closed, and a soft sigh escaped her lips as my fingers found their way between her legs. She was as dripping as a fruit.

Flora moaned softly, her head thrown back in pleasure as my fingers teased and caressed her. “Darian,” she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sounds of our lovemaking. “More, please. I need more.”

“For that lovely massage,” I murmured. “I’ll give it to you”

I rolled on top of her and guided my cock to the entrance of her love hole. I slipped in the head and slid inside her velvety walls, her pussy embracing me along the way.

As my hips thrust, I watched Flora’s eyes widen with each thrust. Her breaths became faster and deeper as her body arched towards me. Her auburn hair fanned out around her face, and sweat glistened upon her flawless skin and cheeks peppered with freckles.

As the bed kept creaking and squeaking, she was about to reach her climax. With a shudder, she wrapped her legs around my hips, pulling me deeper within her. As we continued to move against each other, Flora’s moans filled the room, mingling with the sounds of our bodies slapping together. I watched as her eyes closed, her mouth forming a silent “O”. I felt the warmth of her orgasm envelop me, and it sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I kept on fucking her, and seeing her climax made me speed up the thrusts.

I felt her walls tighten around me. With one last powerful thrust, I came deep inside her, filling her wet, warm vagina with my rich seed. I collapsed onto her, catching my breath. I kissed her neck and pulled out my softening cock.

“Oh, that was so nice,” she said, shivering with pleasure.

She backed her ass against my crotch, and I nestled the tip into her crack. “Sweet dreams,” I told her, reaching for her boob.

“You too,” she said sweetly.


Chapter 17

Darian

Iwoke up with Flora in front of me. My arm was nestled under her breasts like usual, and her breath was warm against my hand. We arrived at the Fertile Valley the day after yesterday. The breeding went on as normal, but I still missed Gabriella who hadn’t shown up yet, and especially Isadora, who I thought of constantly.

I yawned and caressed Flora’s fine cheeks, her skin as smooth as velvet. She opened her eyes and turned around, beaming. “Good morning,” she said in her morning voice.

I pushed some auburn hair away from her face and behind her ears, so I could see her nude body a bit better, which was a work of art. “Good morning,” I said, drinking her in. My eyes stopped at her natural cleavage and her pink nipples.

“Sleep well?” she asked.

I nodded. “Ever since you started massaging me, I sleep through the night.”

“Any pleasant dreams?” she asked.

I nodded again. “You, me, Isadora and Gabriella flying on a cloud.”

She chuckled. “I miss both of them … You still haven’t received any letters from Isadora, have you?”

I shook my head. “Nope,” I said, which felt just as bad to say. I sure had missed her too, and I couldn’t stop thinking of the day I spent with her. I couldn’t remember the last time I had so much fun with someone.

“Maybe she just needs a break from her mother,” Flora said. “The fight was nasty after all.”

“I think so too,” I said. “I thought about writing to her. It was so awkward to leave without saying goodbye.”

“That’s a great idea,” Flora said. “I’m sure she’ll appreciate it.”

“What about her mother though?” I asked.

Flora mulled it over. “I don’t see why that will be a problem. Just write that you wish Isadora well. It doesn’t have to be a love letter intending to seduce her.”

I nodded. “I’ll write it later.”

We both rose from bed and put on our clothes. We went downstairs, and I went outside to the terrace. Flora had started gardening, planting some vegetables. We had also bought some chickens that would give us eggs. It was quite peaceful, and she had been inspired by how Caspian and Johanna lived.

We ate an omelet for breakfast and sat next to each other afterward. She leaned her head onto my shoulder. “Do you have any breeding planned for today?” she asked me.

“Not what I know,” I said. “They’ll probably show up anyway like they always do. Should we go somewhere later, a picnic or something?”

She nodded eagerly. “I would love to … How about the stadium?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “I have never been there.”

“I think it would be nice,” Flora said. Suddenly, someone knocked on the door, and I already knew it was someone who wanted to be bred.

“I think I might be a bit busy now,” I told her.

“That’s fine,” Flora said with a smile. “I’ll take care of some gardening.”

I went to the door and opened it. On the doorstep was a middle-aged woman who was attractive by all means. Behind her, stood a young woman, who I believed to be her daughter, next to a cow.

“Hi,” the woman said and introduced herself with a smile. She was a brunette and wore a dress with a deep V-neck, showing off her natural cleavage. “I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

“Not at all,” I said and already had a clue where this was going.

“I have a daughter who’s recently turned eighteen … and she really wants to be with a man. I can give you our dairy cow in exchange for you breeding with her.”

These women were getting desperate. “That wouldn’t be fair,” I said. “None of the other women have given me such expensive gifts for breeding. One girl comes with strawberries now and then, but it isn’t transactional. She just wants to give them to me.”

“But we run a dairy farm, so we have plenty of cows, so we are willing to give it to you as a gift,” she said and cleverly chose her words.

“Alright,” I said and agreed to her offer. “Is that your daughter over there?”

She nodded, proudly smiling at her sweetheart. “She’s a bit shy, but she really wants you.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’ll take care of her.”

“Now?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I got time.”

“Okay, that’s great,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “Emily, you can come.”

The girl named Emily came over with the cow. She didn’t say anything, shyly looking up at me as if it were a dream come true. “You can just leave it here. My bonded will take care of it.”

“Okay,” the mother said and pressed her lips to her daughter’s cheek. “Behave well now.”

The comment made her blush. I didn’t know they were so desperate and were becoming so impatient that they were willing to give away some of their properties just so I could breed them. I took Emily’s soft hand. She had thick brown hair that ran down her back, and she had some freckles on her face. She looked very young, and she followed me without hesitation.

I closed the door. “Hold on,” I told her. “Flora, we’ve been given a dairy cow. Can you bring it to the garden?”

“Really?” Flora asked and came to the foyer.

“A little gift from this lovely girl,” I said.

“Hi,” Flora said and gave her a pleasant smile.

“Hi,” Emily said, her voice sounding pure and sweet.

“That’s so generous of you,” Flora said.

“She’s a little sweetheart,” I said, making Emily blush. “Give us a moment,” I told Flora and took Emily’s hand, leading her into the pregnancy room.

I closed the door behind us, enveloping Emily and me in privacy.

Facing her, I could see the nervous anticipation in her doe-like eyes. She fidgeted with the hem of her dress. “Are you alright?” I asked her.

“Yeah,” she said nervously. “I’m a bit shy … I didn’t think you would want me so quickly.”

“Your innocence is irresistible,” I told her. Stepping closer, I gently cupped her chin, tilting her face up to meet mine. Leaning down, I captured her lips with mine. Her response was hesitant at first, but soon she yielded, her hands finding their way to my chest. I deepened the kiss, savoring the sweetness of her innocence. I could easily tell that she’d never kissed before, but I guided her with my tongue and lips.

Breaking the kiss, I looked into her hazel eyes. She sank her teeth into her lips. I began to undress her top and bra, slowly revealing the untouched beauty that lay beneath the fabric. Once her bra popped free, I cupped her round, fertile breasts, feeling her nipples stiffen in my hands. Her skin was soft, smooth and unexplored. Emily’s breath quickened as my fingers trailed down her body till I reached her wetness.

Pulling my hand back, I lowered her onto the sheets as the scent of female arousal spread in the room. I lifted the skirt of her dress, revealing white panties that matched her fair skin. I pulled down her skirt, and slowly drew her panties down her legs, leaving her completely naked before me.

Kneeling before her, I ran my hands over her thighs, feeling the warmth of her desire and the beat of her heart that quickened at my touch. I gently spread her legs, revealing her flower that begged to be touched. I pressed a soft kiss to her inner thigh, making her shiver, and then I ran my fingers over her intimate area. She moaned softly, her eyes locked onto mine. I could see the desire in her eyes.

Sliding my fingers inside her, I felt the wet heat of her arousal, the slick evidence of her desire for me. She gasped, her hips bucking slightly at the penetration. I moved my fingers in and out, enjoying the slick sounds of her wetness, her moans growing louder with each thrust. I could sense her body beginning to respond to my touch, her muscles clenching around my fingers as if they were eager to welcome me inside, but first, I leaned down to taste her. As my tongue swept over her sensitive flesh, her moans grew louder, her hips bucking wildly beneath me. She was as sweet and wet as a ripe fruit.

After having licked and tasted her, I rose and aligned my erection with her vagina. I slid inside her slowly, her muscles tightening around me, gripping me like a hug.

Emily’s eyes widened, and her breath deepened as she felt me fill her. She let out a soft cry of pleasure as I began to move inside her, my thrusts deep and slow. She clawed at the sheets, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me closer.

I leaned down to kiss her sweet neck. As I continued to fuck her, my rhythm growing faster and more intense, I touched her breasts, tweaking her nipples, heightening her pleasure. Emily’s moans grew louder, her body arching up to meet each thrust.

I slid my hand down to her clit, rubbing it in circles, sending her pleasure soaring.

As her climax approached, I could feel her body tense, her moans reaching higher. I knew this was the moment I had been waiting for. I thrust harder, my hips pounding into her, driving her pleasure higher and higher until she finally groaned with her release.

Her orgasm washed over me as I would soon be there as well. A couple of more thrusts and my testicles tightened and then released. I pushed all the way into her depths and flooded her womb with my seed with a mighty groan. I slowly pulled in and out, milking the orgasm and pleasuring the sensitive head some more.

“That was intense,” she said and finally opened her eyes.

“Yeah,” I said and pulled out my cock. The pink mist spread from her pussy, showing off the fact that she’d been properly bred.

“Oh, my mother will be so proud of me,” she said and squeezed her sweat-covered boobs.

“She has all the right reasons to be,” I told her. We cuddled up for a little while and talked to each other. She opened up and didn’t seem so shy any longer after she’d gotten her first cock. She talked about how she’d been living on a farm for most of her life. She was a fan of drawing and just spending time with animals. She was one of the few girls who didn’t ask about what I’d been through. Instead, she just wanted to know more about me, which I found cute.

“My mother always told me not to be shy and it doesn’t hurt to ask,” she said. “But I didn’t dare ask to be bred. Instead, I ended up masturbating a lot and walking by here now and then. Although you were gone for a few days.”

“I was in the city for a couple of days,” I said.

“I see,” Emily said. “I couldn’t stop thinking of you. I’ve always wanted a baby, and my mother wants to be a grandmother too.”

“How many babies do you want?”

“Uhm … the more the better,” she said shyly.

“Once you’ve given birth,” I told her. “Come back to me, and I’ll help you again.”

“Thank you,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.

After the breeding, I received mana that could be used for The Sacred Seed ability, but it wasn’t always needed. Only if I went on a breeding marathon and did more than ten a day. I wanted to spend some time with Flora, so it would be a quiet day.

Eventually, we rose from the bed. I lifted her to her feet and helped her put on her clothes. We met Flora outside who’d already taken the cow to the pasture. “She’s one of the best dairy cows we have,” Emily said and patted her. “Please take care of her.”

“We will,” Flora said with a friendly smile.

I escorted Emily outside. “Do you live close to here?” I asked her.

“Not close but not far either,” she said.

“I see,” I said. She turned to me and twirled her brown hair on her finger. She had been a lovely virgin, and it had felt amazing to breed her. I opened my arms and gave her a goodbye hug for now. She pressed her body against mine, and she was still warm from the mating session as she buried her face into my shoulder.

“Take care of you and your mother.”

“I will,” she said with a smile. “If you need any help with the cow, just get in touch.”

“Of course, we will,” I said. “Come back to me when you want your second child.”

“Thank you for thinking of me,” she said.

She turned around and sauntered back to her farm. The wind whipped her hair, and she looked like a stunning, innocent flower. I stood and admired her for as long as I could see her. The weather was perfect, with bright sunshine and not a cloud in sight. I was just about to go inside, but then I caught sight of another girl making her way toward me. I shaded my eyes and noticed it was Marie, but this time, she wasn’t only holding onto a basket, but it appeared to be a cake or a pie in her left hand and the basket in her right.

Her hair fluttered behind her as she skipped to me. “Hi!” she said, beaming.

“What’s going on?”

“Not much … except for that I decided to bake you a cake,” she said and held it in front of me. It was a strawberry shortcake, which looked mouth-wateringly delicious. It was topped with cream and ruby-red strawberries adorned with beads of juice.

“Wow,” I said.

“And I also have the usual basket of strawberries,” she said.

“Why don’t you come inside, so we can eat it together,” I suggested.

“I would love to,” she said and beamed. “But afterward, I have to help Mom with something.”

I welcomed her inside. Her dark blonde hair flowed down her back in loose curls. She drew in a deep breath and turned around to look at me with her pink eyes. “Have you been breeding recently?”

I chuckled. “You have a good sense of smell,” I flattered her.

“Your house always smells feminine, but this time I picked up something unusual.”

“They gave us a dairy cow as a gift,” I told her. “It’s outside on the terrace at the moment.” I walked outside, and Flora was with the cow, taking it around as it grazed. “Marie is here with a cake.”

Flora waved at her. “What kind of cake?”

Marie showed her. “It’s a strawberry shortcake.”

Flora came up to Marie and craned her neck over the sweet dessert. “Wow, let me brew some tea.”

Marie set it on the table, and we both settled down. “How was the journey to the city?”

“It was fine,” I said. I talked about our picnic there and the medals that the queen gave me. I didn’t tell her about Isadora for obvious reasons. I told her about Caspian who was grateful to see me again.

“That’s nice to think of old friends,” Marie said, her gaze softening.

“What about yours?” I asked her. Ever since I had bred them, I hadn’t seen them together. I mostly saw Marie by herself.

Marie tried to smile but there was something that weighed her smile down. “We try to get along now and then, but we have our fights like any other neighbors.”

“Sorry about that,” I said. “You looked so cute together.”

“Oh,” Marie said and chuckled. “I think … It was because of you. We told ourselves before going, to not fight at all. It was so nice of Felicia to let us go first.”

“Felicia is a good woman,” I said and thought back to when she’d gone down on me. I wished she could surprise me like that once again. “Any signs of the pregnancy yet?”

“Except for some morning sickness, not really,” Marie said and patted her belly. “My mother bought me some medicine for the sickness, so I’m doing well. Sofia felt bad yesterday but I saw her up and running when I baked the cake.”

“I hope she’ll do well. I also hope your parents will help you once your belly starts to swell.”

“Of course,” Marie said. “We got that all sorted out.”

Flora came out with some tea, and we indulged in the cake. It was soft, spongy, sweet and juicy. It must have been one of the best cakes I’d ever eaten in my life, and I savored every bite. Her sweet strawberries went so well with the rest of the cake, and the cream was so fatty and delicious.

“I hope you enjoyed it,” Marie said, her cheeks pinkening to strawberries.

“It’s lovely,” I told her after we’d finished each piece.

“I’m so grateful for this little moment. I wasn’t planning on eating with you. I have to help my mother. I’m sorry,” Marie excused herself.

“That’s fine,” Flora said. “Family is important.”

“I agree,” Marie said.

I led her out to the door, and I made sure to embrace her. “We appreciate every basket you bring to us,” I told her.

“I’m glad … that’s the point. I love giving, especially to someone who appreciates it,” Marie said.

“We truly do,” I said and kissed her lips, which almost made her faint. I held onto her dearly as her legs grew weak.

“Maybe … we could still sleep with each other while I’m pregnant,” she suggested in a lowered voice.

It sounded exotic to have sex with a girl who had a nice swelling. “I wouldn’t be against it,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said. “Let me know when you want me.”

“I will … Goodbye.”

“Goodbye,” she said and waved at me. She turned around and skipped home, her hair fluttering behind her. As I was about to turn, I noticed a carriage at the entrance of the Fertile Valley, and I recognized that pink hair color. She poked her head out, and her purple eyes lit up. I stiffened and moved toward it as the passengers jumped out. It was Gabriella, and I felt elated upon seeing her again.

“Gabriella?” I asked her.

“Hi,” she said and happily ran to me and threw her arms around my neck. It felt so different from the first time I’d hugged her. It felt like she’d wanted to see me for a long time. She wasn’t shy about mashing her breasts against my chest, and I held her dearly.

“Where have you been?” I asked her. “I thought you would be back days ago.”

“It was about my mother,” she said in her enchanting voice. “She’s not feeling well, so I had to stay a bit longer. I’m sorry.”

I broke the hug to look into her purple eyes. “It’s alright. Family comes first.”

“Have you been thinking of me?” she asked.

“Almost every day,” I said.

“That’s so sweet,” she said. “I’ve been thinking of you too.”

“We just had some cake, there’s something left if you want some.”

“I would love some,” she said.

I brought her inside. “Flora, Gabriella is back,” I told her.

“Hi,” Flora said. “Finally, you are here.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Gabriella said. “My mother is a bit sick, so I had to stay with her a bit longer.”

“Don’t worry,” Flora said and waved her hand dismissively. “We forgive you.”

We settled down with her and kept her company while she ate the cake. We told her what we’d been up to, and she told us what she’d been up to. She kept it brief with her mother, hinting that she perhaps didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t mind. I was just glad to see her. Now it was just Isadora left, and I hoped to get in touch with her sooner than later.

“Flora and I were planning to go to the stadium before it gets too dark, perhaps eat something there as well. Do you want to come with us?”

“Of course, I do,” she said. “When I was gone, I couldn’t stop thinking of either of you. It was super nice to play music for you.”

“The melody was magical,” I told her. “But first, I have to write a letter to someone.”

“To someone special?” Gabriella asked.

I nodded. “Exactly,” I said. I rose from my chair, and Flora kept her company in the meantime. I went to the desk and plopped down. I thought over what to write. I couldn’t think of much. I just wanted to tell her that I wished she was doing alright.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

I just arrived back at the Fertile Valley. I hope you are doing alright. I regret not saying goodbye when we left. It felt a bit awkward afterward, but I wasn’t sure how to tell you after the incident with your mother. I hope you will make peace with each other. There might have been a misunderstanding between you. I just want to let you know that I will never forget that day I spent with you. I have never had so much fun in my life. I wish every day was like that. You surprised me. I didn’t think I would see you at first, but when I saw you, I felt a joy unlike any other. I’m sorry it had to end the way it did, but please, talk to your mom. She’s a good woman, queen and a mother.

Yours Truly, Darian Sunblade.

I reread it a couple of times. I thought it was short, but I couldn’t think of anything else to write. I laid it aside in case I wanted to read it later. I regretted that I didn’t send a letter to her earlier. It wasn’t kind of me to just leave without telling her goodbye. I should have told her before leaving the city, but then I also had the dilemma of her mother. There wasn’t any easy way out of that situation. At least, I did the right thing now.

“Are you girls ready?” I asked them. They were both in the kitchen, and they had already packed the basket.

“We’re ready,” they said with strawberry juices over their lips and cheeks.

“Looks like someone has had a head start,” I told them with hints of a joke.

“I couldn’t resist,” Flora said as they dried each other’s cheeks.

We went outside to the sunny weather, and I went in the middle. We passed by many ladies and young women I had impregnated, and they all greeted me with winks or waves. I smiled upon seeing them.

We talked with Gabriella, and the conversations just flowed on. It was as if we’d known her for a long time, and it was a good omen. I looked at her dress, which was patched up and ragged, hinting at her poor living standards.

“We can find you a nicer dress if you want,” I told her.

“Only if it comes from your heart,” Gabriella said.

“I have no idea how a dress is supposed to come from my heart,” I said and chuckled at the idea.

“Like a gift,” Gabriella said. “But I don’t mind wearing these.”

“Really?” I asked.

She nodded. “We must be grateful for what we have, shouldn’t we?”

“I guess you have a point,” I said and admired her wisdom. I wasn’t born with a silver spoon exactly, but you got used to luxuries.

“But if you want to give me something special, it’s the thought that matters and I will be grateful for anything.”

“I’m glad to hear,” I said. “Do you still have your harp with you?”

“Always,” she said. “Do you want me to play for you?”

“We would love to,” I said. “Last time was so magical. We enjoyed every minute.”

“I’m honored,” she said.

The streets were becoming increasingly crowded as people hurriedly rushed back and forth, so it probably wasn’t the ideal time of day to be out and about. The stadium was at the other end of the town, and luckily, there weren’t many there. We noticed some teenagers on the other side, and there was also someone reading a bit farther up the rows. There were tufts of grass growing between the seats, and some of them were broken. The center of the stadium was covered in grass, and there were flowers growing here and there.

I said, “It’s a lot bigger than I thought.”

“It was more spectacular before,” Gabriella said. “When it wasn’t abandoned.”

“I can imagine,” I said silently to myself as I imagined all the types of games and ceremonies that had been held here. We found a nice place to have a seat. It was so much quieter and more peaceful here as we heard the birds twittering and chirping. We were all sweaty and thirsty after such a long walk. “Should we eat?”

They both nodded eagerly. Flora placed the basket of strawberries on my lap. “There you go.”

Gabriella playfully took one. “Let’s feed each other,” she suggested and raised it to my lips playfully. “You are lucky number one, open.”

She seemed playful all of a sudden. I opened my mouth and she gently laid it on top of my tongue. I sank my teeth into it and the pink juices exploded into my mouth. “That’s so tasty,” I said and swallowed.

Flora reached for another. “Open, my turn to feed you,” she said, Gabriella’s playfulness infecting her.

I opened, and she happily put it in my mouth. I took another bite, letting the juices spill over my chin. “Which one of you want first?”

“Guests first,” Flora said and nodded at Gabriella.

I took a strawberry and gently put it in Gabriella’s mouth. She took a bite and the pink juice trickled down her neck. It reminded me of when I ate fruits together with Isadora on the Flower Hills. It was something so erotic eating fruits with girls. Gabriella closed her eyes and didn’t mind that juice trickled down her breasts. “They’re perfect,” she said and licked her lips.

“Marie has the best strawberries,” I said, reaching for one and popping it into Flora’s mouth, who ate with her eyes closed.

“I think it would be better if we give you half a strawberry and we take the rest … We’ll feed you like a king,” Gabriella suggested.

I chuckled at her fantasy. “Go for it,” I said. “But you take the first bite.”

“Why?” Gabriella said, leaning closer to me.

“I want to taste your delicious lips too.”

Gabriella beamed. “That’s fine for me.” She started, taking a bite of the berry and placed the rest on my tongue. It tasted even better after having been in her mouth. They continuously fed me, and it did indeed make me feel like a king being fed by these two beautiful girls.

“Okay, here’s the last one,” Gabriella said, taking a bite first before putting it into my mouth.

After swallowing, I eyed her chest and neck. I took a napkin from the basket. “Here, you sure need it.”

Gabriella grinned mischievously. “It’s a bit difficult to see my own neck … It will be better if you clean me.”

“Did you spill on purpose?” I confronted her playfully.

“They were so tasty that I forgot to eat properly,” she answered in an equally playful manner.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and carefully cleaned her. I started at the entrance of her cleavage.

“You can go a bit lower,” she said and encouraged me to take a step further.

“Alright,” I said and reached deeper between her creamy breasts. She sank her teeth into her lips. “Clean enough for you?”

She nodded. “But take my neck too.” I dabbed it around till she was clean. Then I turned to Flora and made sure to clean her as well.

“You owe me a song or two,” I told Gabriella, leaning back.

“That’s fair,” she said and selected the harp that materialized in her hand.

Flora sat next to Gabriella, so Gabriella was in the middle. We couldn’t wait for her to play the harp. Gabriella began to strum the strings gently. When she was ready, she closed her eyes and her fingers gently brushed over the strings. A romantic and enchanting melody filled the air. I closed my eyes and let the music wash over me, feeling the connection and love between us deepening with every note. It was a similar melody that had pulled me toward her that night. Her fingers danced across the strings and the melody blended so well with the rest of the scenery. It was perfect. I inched my hips closer to hers and then curiously looked around as she continued to play. Eventually, she stopped and opened her purple eyes.

“What did you guys think?” she asked and pushed her pink hair behind her ears.

“Amazing,” Flora and I said in unison.

“You’re so talented,” Flora said.

“Thank you, thank you,” Gabriella said and kissed her harp. “I have an idea,” Gabriella said, beaming. “How about I play the harp, and you dance?”

I exchanged glances with Flora. “I’m up for it if you are,” Flora said with a twinkle in her eye.

“You’ll have to guide me through every move,” I said and thought, why not give it a try? It reminded me of when I danced with Isadora before going out on our date, and I wanted to try again. “But we certainly can’t do it here.”

“Come with me,” Gabriella said eagerly and led us down to the stadium. We walked down from the seating and reached the center.

Flora took my hands. “Don’t be nervous.”

“I won’t,” I said.

We waited for Gabriella, and she took her time as she started playing for us.

“I’m waiting for your lead,” I told Flora.

“Think of it as an extended hug,” Flora said. She placed her arms around my shoulders, letting them hang loosely around my neck while I put my hand on her hips, wrapping them around her lower back. She rested her head on my chest, and I felt warm as we slowly swayed side to side in sync with the music. She stepped on my foot and giggled. “My bad,” she said.

“I thought you had done this before,” I flirted with her.

“I have but your chiseled chest is distractive,” she said and excused herself.

I moved my hands to her rear, and she looked up at me as we continuously swayed. I started getting a hang of it, and I took the lead. We came closer to each other, so I felt the beat of her heart, and her warm breath as we kept moving to the sound of Gabriella’s music. The world faded away as it was just the three of us. I wasn’t sure how long we gently danced. Gabriella eventually slowed down the music and finally, she stopped. Flora leaned her head against my chest, and I held onto her.

“You looked so pretty,” Gabriella said.

“Why don’t you show us your moves?” I asked.

“Uhm,” Gabriella said and mulled it over. “I … I’m out of practice. Maybe some other day.”

“It’s fine,” I told her. I reached for a blue flower and slid it behind her ear. “You deserve one for your heavenly music.”

She picked two flowers and slid them behind my and Flora’s ears. “You deserve one too for those moves.”

“Sorry for stepping on your toe,” Flora said with a light blush.

“Relax,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “I barely even felt it.”

“We need to do that again,” Flora said. “Maybe when it’s night, and it’s just the three of us … in front of a cozy fire.”

“Now you’re putting me in the mood,” Gabriella said and twirled around.

“No one’s stopping you,” I told her.

“I just need some time,” she said.

“I wonder how it was before,” Flora said and looked around. “Think of seeing the rows filled and the games that would be hosted.”

“I’ve been to a couple,” Gabriella said. “They were spectacular. The energy and atmosphere were awesome.”

“What did you see?” I asked her.

“One time it was a concert. Another was a magic show. I liked the concert better,” she admitted.

“Next time you should be on the stage,” I told her.

“We’ll see,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. She strung a couple of flowers together till she made a wristband and gently slipped it on my wrist. “There you go.”

I kissed her forehead. “Thank you,” I said, looking at it. It made me think of Isadora again. She couldn’t stop running through my mind.

The sun began its descent, signaling that the day was coming to an end. It would take some time for it to set completely, but by the time we would be back, it would likely be time for dinner.

“Should we go back?” I suggested.

They both nodded. While Flora took the basket, I held both their hands. Gabriella gave my hand a squeeze, and she leaned her head against my shoulder for a bit. “You looked slightly upset earlier,” she said. “Did anything happen?”

“Sort of,” I said. “We were recently in the city, and we had to leave abruptly.”

“Why?” Gabriella asked.

“Something with the queen and her daughter,” I said and didn’t want to go into details. “And we used to write letters to each other, but I haven’t received any.”

“Oh,” Gabriella said. “That’s nice. I love letters. They are more personal and intimate.”

“We all do,” I said. “I hope she’ll respond, and I hope she’ll make peace with her mother.”

“I’ve also heard that they fight a lot,” Gabriella said.

“Tell us about it,” Flora said. “Although the last one was ugly.”

We continued to talk back and forth, and as usual, we got along well. We passed by several women who recognized me. “You’re a superstar,” Gabriella whispered with a grin.

“Nah,” I said.

“How about a super-breeder?” Gabriella added, making us all laugh.

As we entered our neighborhood, I wanted to invite Gabriella to our home. “Do you want something to eat?” I asked her. “You can eat dinner with us.”

“That would be lovely,” Gabriella said. “But after that, I have to go home and take care of something. I’ll come over tomorrow in the morning.”

“That’s fine,” I said, understanding she wanted to take her time.

Gabriella helped Flora with the dinner. While they were in the kitchen, I sat outside. I looked at the flower wristband. It was a small gift, but it meant the world to me.

I inhaled deeply, the savory aroma of the pot roast filling the air and making my stomach rumble. Flora and Gabriella bustled around the kitchen, their laughter mingling with the clinking of pots and pans. I thought of Gabriella’s music, wondering how it would be if she played for us every day.

Soon, Flora and Gabriella emerged from the kitchen. “We’re ready,” Flora said with a proud smile.

“Did you have fun cooking?” I asked them, seeing how much they had spilled over their clothes.

“A lot,” Gabriella said and scooped up some sauce from her dress and shoved it in her mouth. “We were behaving like children.”

Flora chuckled. “There’s nothing wrong with reliving the glory days.”

“You got away with a lot more as a child,” Gabriella said wistfully. “I’m no fan of responsibilities.”

“I disagree,” I said. “I never liked being a child. Being in control feels so much better.”

“If I were controlled by you, I wouldn’t mind,” Gabriella added.

“You’ll be playing that harp every waking hour,” I said.

“I’m up for a challenge,” she said, pouting her lips and kissing in my direction.

We turned our attention back to our meal. The meat fell off the bone as I touched it with the fork. It was perfectly seasoned. They’d cut the vegetables into cubes and poured honey and salt over them. The flavors exploded on my tongue.

“You sure make a good cooking team,” I said. “This is the second time you’ve cooked something divine.”

“And hopefully it won’t be the last,” Flora said invitingly.

“I hope not,” Gabriella said. “I feel so free being with you two.”

“I’m glad you enjoy it here,” I said. “You’re free to sleep over if you wish.”

Gabriella blushed similarly as when I asked her to dance. “Tomorrow I want to, but I have to sort something out in my cottage.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

Gabriella was sweet enough to clean the table even if we told her she didn’t have to. It already felt like she was a part of this household. When she was about to leave, we escorted her out. Flora hugged her goodnight. “See you tomorrow,” Flora said.

“Sweet dreams,” Gabriella said.

“I’ll happily walk with you to your cottage,” I said.

“Thank you,” Gabriella said. “I was about to ask since I get nervous during the night.”

I put on my shoes, took her hand and led her outside. Her hand was soft and smooth yet familiar. I couldn’t figure out when I’d touched such a smooth hand at last. “Your skin is like velvet,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “I hope playing the harp won’t mess them up.”

“I don’t notice anything,” I said. Our path was lit up by the moon, the stars and Gabriella’s hair. She glowed. “The only thing I notice now is that I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll be back in the morning,” Gabriella said, turning to me and smiling brightly.

I held her hand firmer as I took her to her cottage. I opened the gate and escorted her to her doorstep. She threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips to mine. My heart rate rose so suddenly while my hands settled on her hips. I lingered in the kiss for who knows how long, letting the rest of the world fade away.

I came off her lips, and she tasted sweeter than a cherry. “Sweet dreams,” she said.

“You too,” I said, turning and going back to Flora.


Chapter 18

Aurora

Iwoke up from a shallow sleep. For the past three days, I had woken up with a feeling that something wasn’t quite right. It was three days ago I had spoken to my daughter, and I had counted every day. The silence was slowly killing me. I couldn’t write a letter. I didn’t have an appetite. I couldn’t focus, and I felt handicapped. I had postponed everything. I just wanted to talk to her, hear her sweet voice again, but she didn’t want to. She had never ignored me for this long before.

I couldn’t stop thinking of things I should’ve done differently. I wanted to let her know that I was sorry, but I also wanted an apology from her. She couldn’t use her young age as an excuse any longer. We could have both handled it differently, and I hoped she would realize it as well.

I didn’t lie in my bed for long, rising and putting on my dress. I had skipped makeup for the past three days. I just didn’t see the point for some reason till I’d talked to her.

I had indirect contact with Isadora through Elara who went to her every day. She usually brought her the usual pie, but Elara still told me that Isadora didn’t want to see me.

Yesterday, I had told Elara to tell Isadora that I was sorry and we could talk about it.

I went to Elara’s bedroom, knocking. “Elara, are you there?”

“Uhm, yeah,” she said, sounding nervous.

I slowly opened the door, and she paced back and forth but suddenly stopped in the middle of the room. She looked as if she was on the verge of having a panic attack. “Gosh, what’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” she said, stuttering.

“Have you talked to Isadora about what I told you yesterday?”

Her face flushed. “Uhm … she doesn’t open,” she said.

I blinked at her. “Were you there this morning?”

She nodded.

“Did you tell her to open?”

She nodded and chewed her lips. “Something is wrong. The door is locked and she didn’t answer.”

“I’ll be back,” I told her. I went to Isadora’s bedroom and knocked. “Isadora, are you there?” I waited and the seconds felt like an eternity. I couldn’t hear anything, not even her breathing. My heart rate started slowly rising, and I started putting the puzzle pieces together as to why Elara looked the way she did. I tried again, knocking and saying her name. I leaned my ear closer to the door. The only thing I felt was the cool morning breeze coming from the window. I told myself not to get paranoid, but it was getting difficult. “Sweetheart, if you don’t answer me, I’ll have to break in.” No one answered. I quickly fetched Thalia. Something told me I had very little time to lose. She was in the library, reading books about magic.

I tapped her shoulder and gently whispered. “I need your help.”

She shut the book with a snap and followed me. “What’s going on?”

“She doesn’t open,” I told her as we approached my daughter’s bedroom. “She didn’t open for Elara this morning either, which is the first time. I tried calling for her, but she didn’t answer.”

Thalia leaned her ear against the door. A magic mist appeared from her ear. She used a spell that could make her listen better. “There’s no one breathing inside there,” she said.

I drew in a deep breath. What I feared might have happened. I knocked again. “This is my last warning,” I said. “If you don’t answer, I’ll break in.”

I was met with silence, and I stepped aside. “Do your thing,” I told Thalia.

Thalia nodded and stepped back. With a flick of her wrist, she summoned swirling, glowing energy into her hands. She aimed at the door and released it with a powerful thrust. The impact sent the door flying across the room, shattering it into pieces that scattered across the floor like splinters. Her body trembled from the force as she caught her breath.

“Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said.

We stepped inside and looked around. I couldn’t see her anywhere, and her window was flung open. For some reason, I didn’t check the obvious while Thalia did so. I checked the bathroom, her wardrobe and under her bed. Sighing, I went beside Thalia and leaned out the window. I closed my eyes firmly.

“So she’s fled,” I said silently to myself. Reality hit me like a ton of bricks. “Or possibly been kidnapped.”

“Kidnapped?” Thalia said. “Let’s not jump to conclusions … That’s something you always tell me.”

“When it’s your own and only daughter … It’s a different situation.” I breathed deeply, and I knew Thalia was right. Depending upon when she went, she couldn’t be too far away.

Erik came inside, looking at us and the broken door with an arched eyebrow. “I heard a loud bang,” he said. “What’s going on?”

“My daughter is gone,” I said. I had to act quickly. She spent time with Elara last, and the way Elara was about to have a breakdown told me she knew something we didn’t. “I have to speak with your daughter.”

He didn’t say a word, looking as shocked as we were. “I’ll come with you,” he said.

We quickly made our way to Elara’s bedroom. We knocked and opened shortly after. She was still pacing back and forth in the middle of the room. She froze, and she looked just as nervous as earlier.

“We broke in,” I told her and delivered her the grave news. “She wasn’t there.”

Elara’s knees grew weak and it seemed like she was about to collapse. “Elara, please explain to us what’s going on,” Erik said. “This is very serious.”

“You spoke with her last,” I added.

Elara moved to the bed, slumped down and buried her head in her hands. She was on the verge of crying. “I’m sorry …”

“Elara, please tell us,” Erik said, taking a seat next to her and patting her back.

“I didn’t know … I didn’t think she was serious. She talked about escaping a couple of days ago. She told me not to tell you.”

I felt relieved since the kidnapping scenario wasn’t likely but still a possibility. Isadora had never done something like this before. “Escaping where?” Erik asked her.

“I don’t know,” Elara said with a hopeless shrug as tears started dribbling down her cheeks. “I didn’t ask since I didn’t take her seriously. She told me she was sick of everything. She’s always talked about her peasant dream, and she just wanted to be gone. I’ve no idea where she wanted to go. She just wanted to go.”

“You should have told us a couple of days ago when she first mentioned this,” Erik said. “This is not looking good. Even if the roads out there are secure, we have enemies that don’t like us. If someone captures her, it will be ugly.”

My brother was right, and I felt the fears creeping up on me again.

“Please, don’t be mad at me,” Elara said. “I’ve told you everything I know.”

“Thalia, summon Kevin,” I told her. Kevin was a general, and he hailed from the Serenity Shore. His niece was one of Isadora’s childhood friends, and she had slept over there recently. She must know something. Thalia nodded and quickly brought him to me. I stood and waited, and the seconds felt like an eternity.

“Do you want to sit?” Elara asked.

I smiled at her which sure was needed. It was cute of her to offer me a seat. “I’m fine for now. Thank you.”

Erik talked to her in the meantime. “It’s alright, as long as you have told us everything you know.”

“I have … You aren’t mad at me?”

“No,” he said. “I’ll never be mad at you, but I’m disappointed that you didn’t talk to us before.”

Elara sighed. “It’s difficult … Isadora is my cousin and closest friend. I didn’t want to do anything behind her back.”

“I understand … If one of your friends is about to go down a cliff, you save them and tell them to stop. You don’t let them go.”

“You’re right,” Elara said.

I heard his firm footsteps. Kevin strode in dressed in his uniform. He wore his ginger hair loose. He was sixty years old and as tall as I. He’d earned his spot through merits, and he was the most loyal general and also the most competent. “Your Highness,” he said, bowing down and raising his gaze to meet mine. “What can I do for you?”

“My daughter is missing. Ride out to the Serenity Shore and ask your niece, Charlotte, if she possibly knows where my daughter is. Isadora was with her on a sleepover recently.”

“Understood.” He nodded. “I’ll be back as soon as possible.”

“Thank you,” I said. I always liked how he spoke. He was concise, firm and always went straight to the point.

Erik and I left, realizing there was no point in making Elara feel worse about herself. “Come, let’s go. We have a lot of things to discuss.”

I didn’t think it was fair for Elara to be punished in any way. She should have told us, but at the same time, she was Isadora’s friend. I understood where she was coming from. I brought with me a couple of my trusted advisers and sat down with them. I explained to them what had just taken place, and they all just shook their heads, their faces darkening.

“She must have bribed the guards,” one of them said. “There’s no way she could have fled without anyone noticing.”

“Isadora’s guards must be dismissed immediately,” I said. “They shouldn’t be taking bribes.”

They nodded and agreed with me. “Your Highness,” Thalia said. “Don’t forget Darian.”

My lips curved in a smile for a brief moment. She was right. Isadora had spent a lot of time with him when he came over, and it was then this debacle started. I hadn’t thought of it till now since I didn’t want to blame him in any way. “I’ll wait till Kevin returns to decide what to do with Darian. If Charlotte knows something then I would like to keep him out of this,” I said. I had let him witness way too many embarrassing moments of both me and my daughter. I would rather keep him away from all this drama.

“Should we seek help from the dragons and angels?” Erik asked.

“Let’s wait,” I told him. “I don’t want the word that she’s been missing to travel too far, especially when we just had to deal with the assassins.” It was something which made me shudder.

I couldn’t find much else to talk about. I didn’t have an appetite either so I skipped breakfast and lunch. I waited for Kevin to arrive, constantly glancing at the clock. I dismissed my advisers and Erik for now. Only Thalia was left, and she patiently waited with me. I paced the room back and forth for a little and went outside to the balcony.

Finally, I saw him riding. He dismounted his horse and took her into the stable. He quickly ran inside the castle. I hoped he had good news with him. Once I saw his face, I thought otherwise. He looked distressed.

“Your Highness,” he said and dipped his head to me. “I’m sorry … Charlotte doesn’t have a clue, and besides, your daughter was not there with her recently. She told me that she hadn’t seen Isadora in more than a year.”

My face suddenly darkened. I closed my eyes firmly. “Thank you,” I said. I turned around to the window and placed my hands on the sill, looking around. I just prayed Darian knew where she would be. “Can you please ride to the Fertile Valley and see Darian?” I asked him. “I have to get someone there as quickly as possible.”

Kevin nodded. “Anything for you, Your Highness,” he said.

“Ask him if he knows anything. If he doesn’t, ask him if he can help look for her.”

“I will,” he said. He nodded and went off.

Clouded with worry, I aimlessly stared out the window. “Please, don’t do this to me. Come back wherever you are.”


Chapter 19

Darian

Ipushed into her depths and spilled my seed into the pink-haired girl. I had fallen in love with that pink hair color, and many of them had a rosy complexion that I thought was stunning. Her eyes rolled to the back of her skull as soon as I filled her with my cream. She was a little bit short but incredibly curvy. She had the perfect hourglass figure and had just turned twenty. She’d told me before the breeding that this was the best birthday gift she could be given.

“Thank you,” she said as if it were a dream.

“You’re welcome,” I said. She was the third girl I’d bred this morning, and it felt equally as sweet every time. I pulled out my erection, dragging a river of cum with me.

She shyly looked down. “I didn’t mean to spill.”

“Don’t worry about it. Flora will clean the sheets,” I said. I helped her to her feet as the pink glow spread around her intimate region.

“A couple of months ago, we were afraid there wouldn’t be any men left,” she said and looked up to me with her doe eyes. “You have no idea how relieved I am.”

“I understand,” I said. It was something I hadn’t thought of before when all I knew was dead men and brutal war. The women here had suffered just as much. They just wanted companionship and someone to take care of them.

“We’ve sort of felt abandoned,” she said. “But not any longer … I’ll soon have a little baby to take care of.”

I leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Promise to be a good mother,” I told her.

“I will,” she said. “Once I’ve given birth, do you mind spending time with me too?”

“Without a doubt,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said and demurely dipped her head.

I helped her put on her clothes. I took her with me outside, giving her a hug like usual. “Goodbye for now,” I told her. “Take care of yourself.”

“You too,” she said, smiling from ear to ear.

I closed the door and went to Flora. It was still morning. Yesterday, we’d been with Gabriella, and I couldn’t wait to do something with her today too. “What are you thinking of?” Flora asked me.

“Many things,” I said. “I can’t wait for Isadora to answer, but I’m also trying to figure out something we can do with Gabriella.”

“There are many things,” Flora said and gave some suggestions. “We can bake something. We can go to the market. We can play some games.”

“You’re right,” I said. I thought it was a bit odd that she didn’t want to sleep over yesterday. “Is she a girl who wants to take it slowly?”

“Seems like it,” Flora said. “Nothing wrong with it though. We didn’t fuck on the first date either.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I said. Someone knocked on the door. Flora and I exchanged smiles. I rose and opened the door. Gabriella stood there in a white silky dress and wore her pink hair long and loose. As the sun rose behind her, it cast its glowing light on her. I opened my arms and pulled her in a hug.

“Sleep well?” I asked her.

“Wonderfully,” she said. “Although I thought about you, so it took some time to get to sleep.”

I held onto her, pressing her chest against mine. I broke the hug and planted a wet kiss on her cheek. “Come in,” I said and invited her inside. I led her outside and Flora rose and greeted her with a hug as well.

“We were discussing what we could do together,” I told her.

“Will you be busy breeding today?” Gabriella asked.

“I’m free to breed how many girls I want,” I told her. “If I want to spend time with you then I’ll spend time with you.”

“I was thinking … Maybe we could ride somewhere,” she said.

“That would be fun,” Flora said, her eyes widening.

“I know … But only on one condition,” Gabriella said and tugged at my shirt. “I want to sit behind you—We ride together.”

I would love to have her arms wrapped around my waist. “That’s a deal,” I told her.

“Have you seen our horses?” Flora asked.

“From a distance but not close up,” she said, eyeing them.

“Come,” I said, taking her hand and leading her out to our pasture. The chestnut stallion rose upon seeing her and galloped to her. I was prepared for him to be shy or cautious, but he immediately liked her. Gabriella hugged him and stroked his mane.

“You’re a natural with horses,” I told her.

“Kind of,” she said. She let the horse lick her till she giggled. “But I still want to ride behind you.”

“Shall we go?” Gabriella asked.

I was about to say yes, but I suddenly heard hooves drumming toward us. The horse came to a halt right outside our home, and I was curious who it was. “A second,” I said. I went inside and someone knocked.

I swung the door open, and my eyes widened in surprise. Right in front of me stood Kevin, one of the generals of Anigava.

“It’s good to see you again, Darian,” he said. He stood and his ginger hair fluttered in the light breeze. He was wearing his armor and six of his guards stood behind him.

I nodded. I knew there was no fun and games ahead of me when the queen had sent him to me. “It’s good to see you too,” I said and stood with my back straight, letting him know that I was ready for anything.

“Isadora, the queen’s daughter has been missing. I was urgently sent here to deliver these grave tidings to you. The queen wants to know if you know anything.”

“The last I heard from her was when I was there,” I said, puzzled. “I sent her a letter yesterday, but it will hardly get to her if she isn’t there.”

Kevin nodded. “Well, the queen is preparing a search. She asks if you’re willing to help.”

I nodded. “I will, that’s not something I have to think over.”

“I will give you a couple of men who you’ll lead.”

“Give me a couple of minutes. I have to let my women know that I’ll be gone.”

“I’ll be at the town hall in the meantime,” he said, turning around.

I felt nostalgic upon seeing him again, but my heart sank upon hearing his words. I was worried, but I would do anything I could to find her.

I went inside again, and Flora and Gabriella had heard his words. “I’ll have to leave you here for a couple of days,” I told them both.

Flora lowered her eyes. “I understand … I hope she’s alright.”

“So do I,” I said.

Gabriella didn’t look much different. I sure had looked forward to riding with her. “How long till you come back?” she asked in a lowered voice.

“I’m not sure, but one thing is for certain I’ll do anything I can to find her,” I said firmly.

“Do you want me to prepare the horse and some food?” Flora asked.

“Sure,” I said. I also went to my desk and rolled up the letters. I had to show them to the queen. Even if they were personal, there might be some clues in them where she might be.

Once the chestnut stallion was ready, Flora gave me a hug. “Do you know how many days you’ll be gone?” she asked with sorrow in her voice.

“I’m sorry. I don’t,” I told her. “It will take how long it will take. The queen definitely wants to see me since she knows that Isadora was with me earlier.”

“I understand,” Flora said.

Then I turned to Gabriella. “Sorry our date got cut short,” I said and embraced her.

“That’s fine,” Gabriella said and wrapped her arms around me.

“We’ll finish what we started when I come back,” I promised her.

“I can’t wait,” she said, smiling. “The princess must mean a lot to you.”

“Yeah … Both her and her mother.”

“Her mother?” she asked, breaking the hug to look at me.

“She’s a goddess in my eyes … I’ll do anything for her.”

Gabriella smiled but tried to suppress it. “I understand … I’ll wait for you either way.”

I press my lips to hers and Flora’s. “Take care of yourselves when I’m gone.”

“We will,” Flora said. I mounted my horse and rode outside. Kevin chatted with Felicia whose face darkened. He mounted his horse and met up with me. As we rode together, I waved at Gabriella and Flora as long as I could see them.

“What happened?” I asked him as the hooves pounded on the ground.

“We don’t know,” Kevin said. “One day she was gone, and she hasn’t left a trace. Elara didn’t know anything either other than that Isadora had spoken about fleeing. My niece, Charlotte, didn’t know either and hadn’t seen her for a year. This despite Isadora having told her mother that she would stay with her.”

“But where could she have fled?” I asked him.

“We suspected that she’d gone to you,” he said. “But that doesn’t seem to be the case any longer. She might have been kidnapped. She might have gone somewhere else. She might have gotten kidnapped on the way here, so we’ve also sent out more riders in this direction.”

I swallowed hard and knew I was in it for the long haul. “I can’t imagine how the queen is feeling.”

“She’s holding up for now,” he said. “But she’s worried, and she has all the right reasons for it.”

I nodded, tightened my hands around the reins and rode on.


Chapter 20

Darian

Iwiped the sweat from my brow as I dismounted the chestnut stallion. It had been a tough week. I had led the guys over the entire vicinity of the kingdom. We had gone through every town and village on our way, but we hadn’t found a trace of her. It looked dark, and I hated coming back empty-handed. I wanted to find her and that badly. Not only because I wanted to see the queen smile and be proud of me, but I wanted to see Isadora again as well. That gorgeous girl.

I didn’t have to tell Kevin anything. He knew by my expression that I hadn’t found her. We met him at the stall. He was wearing his military uniform, his ginger hair fluttering in the wind. He patted my back. “Get some rest,” he told me. “You look exhausted.”

I acknowledged his words, and I knew they were true. “We managed to search through every town and village you had assigned me to, but we couldn’t find a trace of her.”

“You’ve done a good job,” Kevin said, proud of me. “We’ll find her even if we have to search through every inch of this world.”

Kevin was always determined. Once he had a goal, he would never give up. He had organized the search team as if he’d organized an army. He had also taken spies to Zinep and the rest of the neighboring kingdoms.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Also … the queen wanted a word with you.”

“I’ll find her.” I dismissed the guys who were waiting for my order. “Let’s meet in a few days.” They nodded. They looked just as tired as I did, but they still followed orders and were just as determined as I remembered them to be. It felt great to be back with the boys, but I would rather go into war than try to find the daughter of the queen. We didn’t know whether she was alive or not. It was something I thought of too. If she had been kidnapped or possibly killed.

I went into the castle and was greeted by Thalia. She wore her traditional tight, red, purple dress, looking magical on her tanned flesh and voluptuous figure. A scarce smile tugged at the corners of her lips, but it was weak. It felt like the entire kingdom was in a bleak state. “It’s good to see you again,” Thalia said.

“Yeah … I wish I came back with good news though,” I said.

“We all do,” she said and led me up to the queen’s room.

Thalia knocked carefully on the door. “Your Highness, Darian has returned.”

“Come in,” she said, her voice weak. It was unusual to hear her speak like that. Her voice was usually sonorous yet feminine. Thalia opened the door and lingered behind. With her shoulders slumped, Aurora sat on the sofa with a tower of crumpled tissue papers beside her. Tear tracks lined her cheeks, and she looked devastated, to say the least. It was tough seeing her like that.

“Kevin told me that you had excelled in the search,” she said and a light smile spread on her lips.

“I want to find her for you,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said and drew in a deep breath. “Please, take a break for a couple of days and come back. If there’s someone who deserves a break then it’s you.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. “Either way, resting will be difficult knowing that you’re hurt.”

She raised her gaze. “Darian … I’m not hurt—I’m heartbroken.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said, her words felt like a punch in my gut.

“I just want to let her know that I love her. No one in this world means more to me than her. This is the worst fear in my life,” she said, reaching for another tissue paper and drying her nose.

“I understand,” I said and stiffened.

“Please, Flora is probably missing you. Spend some time with her, a couple of days, and you can come back. I hope I’ll have some positive news.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” I said. I wanted to be there for her a bit longer, but I could tell she just wanted to tell me to get some rest. It didn’t look like she wanted anyone to see her in that state. I respected her, exited her room and gently closed the door. Thalia escorted me back to the stalls.

“I’ve never seen her like that in my entire life,” Thalia said, the sorrow infecting her.

“Even if it was just a couple of words … that was tough,” I admitted.

Thalia nodded. “This is the toughest moment in her life,” she said. “She won’t become better till she’s seen her, and who knows how long that will take.”

“You’re right,” I said.

“Take a couple of days off now.”

“I will try,” I said as we descended the stairs. “But it will be difficult.”

“Maybe we’ll find her when you come back,” she said, trying to show some optimism.

“I hope,” I said. We’d searched everywhere and hadn’t found her. The longer it went on, the slimmer the odds of finding her. I was getting skeptical that she’d fled by herself. Someone must have kidnapped her. It couldn’t be a coincidence that there had been two assassination attempts and now all of a sudden her daughter had disappeared, yet then there was the drama that happened before her disappearance. It sure was a mess, and it made my head spin when thinking about it.

Thalia was kind enough to escort me to the stall. Before parting, she opened her arms to me. “I have to get back to the queen in case she wants something.”

“That’s alright,” I said. I fell into her arms. Whenever she hugged me, it felt like she covered every inch of me because she was so curvy and voluptuous.

“You’ve done a great job. We all appreciate it, especially the queen,” she reminded me, planting a kiss right on my forehead.

“Thank you,” I said, smelling her jasmine perfume which she always wore.

She broke the hug, her eyes sweeping over me as if she wanted another night for ourselves. “I’ll be thinking of you … Ride safe.”

“Thanks,” I said. As she strode off back to the castle, I watched her ass sway inside her dress. I made my way back to the stall. Kevin was still there talking with some of the commanders.

“The queen also wanted me to take a couple of days off,” I told him. “I’ll be riding back to the Fertile Valley.”

“I predicted her words,” he said. “I told her all about your effort.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. “But something is seriously wrong.”

“There’s a lot of things that aren’t right,” Kevin said. “Aurora told me what happened before their fight, so it would make sense for Isadora to go to you, but she wasn’t there when I arrived. I’m fearing she might have been kidnapped on the way.”

My face darkened, and I realized that finding any kind of relaxation would be a major challenge. “That’s what I’ve been thinking too,” I said, which just made me feel bad because I had an indirect finger in this.

“You are not to blame, Darian,” he said firmly. “Don’t even dare to think that.”

“Alright,” I said.

“Go now,” he said. “I’ll be waiting for you in a couple of days.”

“Right, good luck,” I told him. I mounted my chestnut stallion and rode away.

* * *

I rode up to the Fertile Valley. The sun started lowering, and it was currently evening. I had left the castle yesterday evening and set up camp in the wilderness. I spotted Gabriella and Flora out in the garden. They were on their knees, planting something and getting along.

As soon as they heard the sounds of the hooves, they jumped to their feet. They ran to the gate and swung it open.

“Darian,” they said in unison.

I dismounted and approached them. When they saw my face, they knew something was wrong. “Hi,” I said and opened my arms for both of them, pulling them in a three-way hug. They embraced me hard, holding onto me so tight that I found it difficult to breathe. I’d missed them both, and they provided me with temporary comfort as we shared our body heat.

Flora broke the hug to look at me. “You didn’t find her.”

I shook my head. “We’ve searched all over Anigava,” I said with a sigh.

“Gosh, it doesn’t look like you’ve slept for days,” Flora said with hints of worry in her voice.

“I haven’t either,” I told them.

“I’m sorry,” Gabriella said quietly.

“It’s fine,” I said. “The queen told me to rest for a couple of days.”

“Do you want something to eat?” Flora asked.

“Sure,” I said even if I didn’t have the strongest appetite.

“How about a chicken sandwich?” Flora suggested.

“That will be lovely,” I said.

Gabriella and Flora went to the kitchen and started cooking for me. When they were finished, they sat down with me. The chicken sandwich turned out golden and crispy. They had added avocado, some sour cream and cheese to the chicken that melted over the bread and lettuce. The bread itself was fried in butter. It looked so delicious that I got my appetite back and started eating. After the first bite, I looked at them. “What about you two?”

“We just ate an hour ago,” Flora said. “How was it?”

“I love it,” I said and took another large bite. “So, what have you two been up to?” I asked them and dried my lips.

“Mostly gardening,” Flora said. “And a whole lot of talking.”

“But we have been thinking a lot of you,” Gabriella said and patted my back. “I’m glad you’re here.”

“She’s right,” Flora said and leaned her head onto my shoulder. “It wasn’t easy being left here alone.”

“I’m sorry,” I said and ate some more. “It hasn’t been easy for any of us.”

I finished the sandwich in no time and sipped some water. “Do you want another?” Flora asked me.

“I’m good,” I said. “I haven’t had the best appetite to tell the truth.”

“You’re thinner,” Gabriella said quietly as she checked on me, her hand searching my waist.

“Yeah … we’ve been searching nonstop,” I said and leaned back.

“Gosh, I feel so bad,” Flora said. “The news reached this town a couple of days ago. We’re all worried.”

“The entire kingdom is worried,” I said.

“Did you speak to the queen?” Gabriella asked, fidgeting.

“I did,” I said. “She is devastated. I never imagined that I would see her like that.”

“What do you mean?” Gabriella asked.

“She’s been crying for days straight. She can’t sleep either. If Isadora would have fled, she most likely would have come to me,” I said. “We all agreed on this, but since she isn’t here. The most likely scenario is that she’s gotten kidnapped.”

“Gosh, you’re right,” Flora said and raised her hand to her mouth.

“Why would someone want to kidnap her?” Gabriella asked.

“They can demand quite a high ransom, or they might just want revenge,” I said with a shrug. There were an endless amount of possibilities.

“Did the queen say anything specific?” Gabriella asked.

“Regarding?” I asked.

“Isadora,” Gabriella said quietly.

“One thing that sticks out to me,” I said and drew in a deep breath. It was difficult for me to even say this. “I told her that I was sorry she was hurt, and she replied, ‘I’m not hurt—I’m heartbroken.’ She told me how much she loved her daughter, and that this was her worst fear in her life.”

A hot drop fell right on my arm. I looked at Flora, whose eyes were sad yet dry. Then I looked at Gabriella whose eyes welled with hot tears. I draped my arm around her shoulders. “Are you alright?”

She trembled like a leaf and tears just streamed down her face. I changed seats, so she sat in the middle. I knew it must be tough on her since she was dealing with a sick mother. We comforted her while she slowly buried her head in her hands. She raised her eyes to mine, and my eyes widened as I slowly realized who I was looking at. Noticing now that she was wearing lenses, I reached to her eyes and removed them, revealing her unique sapphire eyes. As she cried, the makeup trickled down her face, and when I pulled my head back, I saw the magic, pink ink from her hair slowly fading and making room for the angel blonde color.

“Isadora?” I said, dropping my jaw.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, in her original voice. After she’d shown her face, she buried her head in her hands again. I exchanged glances with Flora, who looked equally as astonished as I did. I looked around myself, knowing if the word got out what she had done, it would create a big scandal and put Aurora in an even more difficult position.

“Let’s go inside, okay?” I told her.

Isadora swallowed hard, and I curled my arm around hers together with Flora. We led her inside, and she sat down. I made sure to close every window and pull together every curtain. I sat down next to her and showed her comfort.

“Oh, please, forgive me,” she said and burst out in tears.

Flora took a napkin and dabbed it on her cheeks. She had to use numerous napkins since she’d used so much makeup. “Isadora, it’s okay,” she said and tried everything to show her comfort. “We’re here for you.”

I felt a weird relief. She wasn’t kidnapped but safe, yet it felt wrong to sigh a breath of relief when she was crying so heavily. “Take your time,” I told her.

She did and spilled her tears all over her dress. “I don’t know what I was thinking … I just wanted to escape. I didn’t think it would lead to this. I didn’t mean to hurt my mother like that.”

“I hear you,” I said. “But let’s do the right thing and go back.”

“After what I’ve done?” she said, looking at me with her tear-stained eyes. “I don’t even think you’ll like me after this.”

“That’s nonsense,” I said.

“I’m not sure what I was thinking,” she said and sniveled. “When we were at the Flower Hills, I’d never been so happy in my life. I became so angry when my mother spoiled it all. I was hoping they would forget about me. I wanted to reveal it to you when the time was right. I realize how stupid this was. Of course, they would be looking for me. Of course, you would be searching for me too. I just felt so desperate.”

“I understand that you’re in a difficult situation in regards to the engagement and being the princess of Anigava. I promise we will sort it out,” I told her. “But there are many out there who are looking for you. Your mother is constantly thinking of you. She loves you. We should go immediately.”

“She’s going to be so mad,” she said.

“She won’t,” I said. “Just tell me what you just told me and she’ll forgive you. If you want, I can talk with her first when we get there.”

“I didn’t mean to make her heartbroken,” she said and Flora helped her dry her eyes.

“I understand,” I told her. “Come on, let’s do the right thing. No one except for your mother has to know about the disguise and that you ran off to me.”

“You had a pretty damn good disguise,” Flora chimed in. “They’ll hardly see you on our way.”

“Alright,” she said and sniffled. “My makeup is in the cottage though. I can wear the lenses, but I don’t want to color my hair again. It can damage the hair follicle.”

“I’ll prepare the carriage. Flora, go get her makeup and find some clothes that will hide her well.”

Flora nodded and patted her back. “Can you wait here?”

Isadora nodded.

I went outside and prepared the carriage. This sure was an unexpected night. I was shocked it was her all along. She sure was cunning, and it turned me on. I knew it wasn’t the right moment to be thinking of that though. After she’d spent time with her mother, I knew she would come back to me.

I fastened our three horses to the carriage. I went back inside and came back at the same moment Flora returned. “I found your makeup kit and also a ragged dress with a veil,” she said. “I hope that’s enough.”

“It will be plenty,” Isadora said. “Give me a moment in the bathroom.”

“Okay,” Flora said. “I’ll pack some food in the meantime.” I helped Flora, bringing some roasted nuts, fruits and wheat with us. We also packed a tent, knowing we couldn’t sleep in an inn with Isadora. We patiently waited for her, and she came outside, wearing a ragged dress and veil. She wore her lenses, but it seemed like she had skipped the makeup.

“Do you think this is enough?” she asked. “I don’t want to wear makeup.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “As long as your hair is covered.” I had parked the carriage so that it was right next to the gate. The sun was setting, but it wasn’t completely dark yet. Isadora hopped in first followed by us two. I sat in the middle and reached for the reins. We started riding, and I felt relieved knowing we would soon be there. The queen’s pain worsened for every second that passed, and I tried to hurry.

We were quiet for the most part. Isadora leaned her head on my shoulder. I was glad she wasn’t crying any longer. “Where did you learn to play the harp?” I asked her, trying to start a conversation.

“When I was young,” she said. “That wasn’t the character Gabriella speaking but me. It was one of my favorite instruments. I still play now and then, but not as much as I used to.”

“Did it get boring?” I asked her.

“No,” she said. “There are just so many other things you can do in life.”

“It was magical, especially the first night.”

She chuckled lightly, but it was the most joyful sound I’d heard that day. “I played that song on purpose.”

“Was there anything special with that song?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s a hypnotic song that attracts men. I knew you were waking up during the night, so I waited for you.”

She had it all figured out. “What did you do with your voice?” I asked her.

“It’s a magic spell,” she said. “After you left, I spent most of my days practicing it. It’s not that difficult once you get a hang of it.”

“There’s a lot to learn about our world,” I said.

“Yeah, there is,” she agreed and curled her arm around mine.

“How did you first get here?” I asked her. “Your mother must have asked for you then too.”

“I told her I would sleep over with Charlotte. It’s Kevin’s niece and a childhood friend of mine,” she admitted.

“Did you plan to flee then too?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I had planned to use the disguise to come now and then. As soon as you left, I just wanted to be with you. I dreamed about you constantly … I still do.” She ended with a smile.

I looked at her and she looked so cute. “The letters weren’t enough?” I asked and caressed her shoulders.

She smiled. “They were something,” she admitted. “But it’s something different sitting next to you.”

“What about your last letter? From what I remember, I received it right before seeing you.”

“I slipped it into your mailbox,” she said with pinkening cheeks.

I patted her back, and I lent her my shoulder. “It will be alright,” I promised her as we rode on.

When it turned to dusk, we pitched a tent. We sat by a fire and ate some bread and cheese. We talked about the time spent together, forgetting about Gabriella and seeing her as Isadora. We had fun together both with her and the character she’d played, and I couldn’t wait to spend time with her again after she’d talked to her mother and the kingdom could return from the search.

The fire was slowly being reduced to embers. I looked at Isadora who stared aimlessly into the fire. “What are you thinking of?” I asked her.

“My mother,” she said, as if she dreaded tomorrow.

“She’ll be happy to see you,” I told her, draping my arm over her shoulders.

“I hope so,” she said.

“I promise she will,” I told her and caressed her shoulder. “Should we go to bed?”

Both Flora and Isadora nodded. We crept into the tent. Flora peeled off her clothes till she was fully nude, but I left my underwear on. Isadora undressed too. If it hadn’t been so dimly lit, I could have easily seen her breasts. I didn’t think it was appropriate to ogle at them in a moment like this.

They both snuggled up to me, but Flora left more room for Isadora. She draped her arm over my chest, and I could see her bright smile in this dim darkness. I felt her breasts on my chest too. It was tempting to have a peek. She hadn’t taken off her panties as she wrapped her leg around mine.

“Goodnight,” I wished them both.

“Goodnight,” they wished me back.


Chapter 21

Aurora

Isat on the couch and stared at the painting of my daughter. She was ten years old then, and it was just before her rebellious phase. I remembered it as if it were yesterday when she was a child and we always got along. We did everything together, from dressing to gardening. I taught her how to ride a horse and some basic cooking. I cursed the war and all the time it had consumed, but we had no other choice.

I hadn’t done much else the past days than thinking of her, reminiscing over the time we got along. I was patiently waiting for good news, but so far it was crickets. Kevin talked about new places to search, and Thalia gave some suggestions too. The truth was that the longer it went on, the more difficult it would be to find her. I had cried for so many days that it felt like there were no tears left. I started to think that she must have gotten kidnapped, which was the worst fear of my life.

Fyodor had been here the other day. He was surprised to hear about the disappearance and had promised to search for her. I was grateful for everything. I told him I wouldn’t discuss anything till I’d seen her again, and he understood, and so did Eldric.

Doragon had also pledged his assistance. Kevin, who had arranged spies and sent them to Zinep had come back and told me that they were surprised by her disappearance. He thought it was unlikely they had a finger in it. He still hadn’t found out who was behind the assassination attempts, and the thought of them possibly being involved made me cringe.

I sighed and looked at the painting, wishing it would come alive. Someone knocked on my door, and it was one of my servants. “Your Highness, Darian is back and has requested to speak to you in private,” she said.

“Regarding?” I asked and searched her face.

“He didn’t say,” she explained. “He stubbornly said he needed to speak to you in private.”

That was strange. He should’ve taken a couple of days’ rest. I didn’t expect him to be here so quickly. “Tell him to come,” I told her. She nodded curtly and closed the door. I rose to my feet and started pacing the room. I didn’t want him to see me in this miserable state, just sitting on the couch and not doing anything. I went to the balcony in the meantime. It was a cloudy day. It felt as if I hadn’t seen the sun in years. I also noticed the bleak outlook across my kingdom. Everyone knew that Isadora was gone. Many of them had helped searching, knowing what kind of reward there would be for finding her.

Darian knocked on the door. “You may come in,” I said and stepped toward the door, greeting him with a friendly nod.

He gently closed the door and came up to me. He drew in a deep breath. “I know where she is.”

My eyes widened at his words. It was those words I had dreamed of the past days. I thought it was too good to be true. “What?” I asked and searched his face.

“I know where your daughter is,” he said patiently in a low voice.

He said it again. Darian was a man I could trust and there was no reason for him to pull my leg. “Where is she?”

“Will you let me explain what happened first?” he asked. “It was her request.”

“Sure,” I said, my heart rate accelerating.

“Well, if you remember that I told you about a girl named Gabriella, it was Isadora all along. She wore a disguise and bought a cottage right next to my house. It was a pretty damn good disguise since none of us could see it was her. She also played her character well. The day after yesterday, when I returned, Gabriella broke down in tears when I told her about your reaction. Isadora revealed it was her.”

“Oh gosh,” I said, feeling the biggest relief in my life.

“I talked her into getting here as soon as possible. She felt bad after I told her how heartbroken you were, but she wanted to make sure that you wouldn’t be mad at her. That’s why she wanted me to speak to you before she comes.”

“I’m not mad at all,” I said. I couldn’t hold back the surge of happiness that washed over me, causing tears to well up in my eyes at the same time. I placed my hands on his shoulders and then pulled him in a hug. “Oh please, bring her to me.”

“I will,” he said. “We haven’t told anyone about this since I feared it might cause a big scandal.”

“Thank you,” I said, letting go of him since I wanted to see my daughter so badly.

He turned around and headed outside. It felt like the world stood still till he returned with her. She was dressed in a ragged dress, and she wore a veil, covering her face. Her eyes welled up upon seeing me, and she ran into my arms. I caught her in a hug.

“Mom, I’m sorry,” she said, burying her face in my shoulder.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding onto her for dear life. “I forgive you, sweetheart,” I said and felt a euphoria that surpassed any I had experienced before.

“I feel so bad for everything,” she said and sniveled. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“I didn’t mean to hurt you either,” I told her. “I should’ve acted differently. It’s not just your fault.”

I could feel the warmth of her body and hear her soft sobs as we clung to each other tightly. The moment felt like it could last forever, and I never wanted to let go of her embrace. I gave her some time to dry her eyes, and I was so glad to see her again, her pretty face and hear her gorgeous voice.

She recovered from her tears and smiled upon seeing me. “You sure you aren’t mad?”

“Do I look mad?” I said. “I’m overjoyed to see you. You mean the world to me. Come.” I took her hand and led her to the couch. We both sat down. “Darian told me briefly about your disguise … how in the world did you manage to pull this off?”

She lowered her eyes and smiled briefly. “Well, I used your makeup lessons to accomplish the disguise. I also used some magic spells that I had practiced earlier. It wasn’t that difficult. Also when I told you I’d be sleeping over at Charlotte, I went to him instead and bought a cottage there.”

I laughed as she told me. It was a mixture of relief and hearing about her sophisticated plans.

“Why are you laughing?” she asked with a smile.

“I swear, if you were to be a general, you’d conquer the world with your endless tricks … I’m proud of you, that’s all. There’s more to you than a beautiful girl.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“But there was a major flaw in your plan. I’ll never abandon you. We searched through the entire kingdom just to find you, and I had no plans of ever giving up on you.”

“I know … I’m not sure what I was thinking either. I just felt so desperate. I just wanted to escape.”

“I hear you. I wanted to tell you something before you left,” I told her. “I’ve thought about this every day. It was wrong of me to ask you whether you wanted to be with Eldric when you clearly said no. I should’ve listened when you said you wanted to call off the engagement instead of giving you time and hoping you would change your mind. You have my deepest apology.”

“I’m sorry I lied to you,” she said. “But I just didn’t want to disappoint you.”

“You haven’t disappointed me at all. I’m proud of you. There are no girls out there who are as smart and bright as you.”

We spent a moment hugging each other. It felt unbelievably good to let that out. I sighed in relief, finally being able to say what I had wanted to tell her since the day we fought.

“Will you come with me?” I asked her, taking her hand.

“Where?” she asked.

“To my desk for a moment,” I said.

“Okay,” she said and happily came with me. We both sat down, and I reached for a paper.

“Do you want to call off the engagement?” I asked her directly. She surely had enough time to think of it by now.

“I do.”

I nodded. “I’ll send him a letter. But there’ll be consequences.”

“If he’s so insecure about it, then I definitely know I made the right decision.”

Her words made me open my eyes in surprise. She wasn’t a little girl any longer. “I agree with you,” I said. “But most importantly, you’re more important to me than an ally.”

“You’re the best mother in this world,” she said and hugged me again.

“You’re everything I could want in this world,” I told her. I started writing the letter I should’ve written a long time ago, clearly stating that the marriage would be called off. I slipped it into the envelope, and it felt so good to be done with it. “Do you think we can spend a couple of days together, just you and me?”

“I would love to,” she said happily.

“I’m glad … I’m not the only one who’s missed you,” I said and raked my fingers through her hair. “Elara wants to see you too.”

She nodded. “I’ll just say something to Darian first.”

“That’s fine, can you please bring him over after you’ve had a word with him?”

“Sure,” she said. We both rose, and she gave me another hug. With her around, there would never be a shortage of hugs. “I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, Isadora,” I told her and kissed her forehead.

I let her go. She opened the door and Darian was waiting outside. “Hi,” she said, sounding happier than ever. “I talked to her.”

“I’m happy for you,” he said, looking her in the eyes.

“I’ll spend some time with my mother first before I can come for a visit,” she said.

“That’s fine … your mother sure deserves some quality time with you,” he told her.

“But we can write to each other in the meantime,” she said.

“Of course, we will,” he said.

“A kiss?” My daughter didn’t seem to care that I stood here in the background. I just watched as Darian leaned into her and pressed his lips to hers, tongue-kissing her. He cupped her cheeks to deepen the kiss, and my daughter’s legs turned weak. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me.

He broke the kiss and they spent a minute or two looking at each other. Isadora looked madly in love, and I knew she made the right decision to call off the marriage. “I have to speak to … everyone who’s looked for me. My mother wanted a word with you.”

“Okay,” he said and glanced at me. “I’ll talk to her.”

It made me aroused seeing him kiss her like that. She deserved that kiss, and she deserved such a man like him. He entered the room, and he smiled upon seeing me. I must have looked like a mess earlier, so I was glad I was presentable.

I opened my arms to him and pulled him in a hug. My feelings for him just deepened. I wanted an excuse to hold his young flesh. “Thank you … Thank you for everything.” As I embraced him, I felt his bulge hardening against me. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt an erection, but it felt so hard and nice. It was something which had been missing in my life.

Breaking the hug, he dipped his head. “You’re welcome,” he said, looking me in the eyes.

“That’s all I wanted to say,” I said. His eyes sparkled with love. It was clear as the day he had strong feelings for my daughter, and I knew she would be safe with him.

He nodded. “I’ll return to the Fertile Valley.”

“That’s okay … I’ll be waiting for the pregnancy logs.”

He flashed me a smile. “Goodbye for now … If there’s anything, I’ll be here for you in a heartbeat.”

His words made me blush. “I know … your actions speak for themselves.”

He nodded briefly and turned around, leaving my room. When he was gone, I couldn’t help but think of his erection as I had him pressed against me. He’d just kissed my daughter, but I felt it thickening as I held onto him. I watched him on the way, and I even went out to the balcony, waiting for him to get to the stalls. At that moment, the clouds dispersed and light flooded this world. It was no coincidence but a clear omen.

He came out with Flora, and his hair glowed like gold. I understood why my daughter was so madly in love with him, and I wanted her to feel that love as much as possible. It was nothing I ever wanted to take away from her. I sighed in relief as the letter was written. I also had to let everyone know that she’d been found. I just wasn’t sure what to say. I summoned Thalia, who was here in a heartbeat.

“She’s been found,” I told her.

Thalia’s lips tugged into a smile. “I think you meant to say that Darian found her.”

I chuckled. “Yeah … can you please tell my servants to let everyone know the search is off.”

“I will handle that for you immediately.”

“Thank you,” I said. “After that, let’s get something to eat.”

“Sure,” she said, smiling now that it was out of the way.

* * *

Isadora knocked on my door. She was dressed in her purple nightgown, and she glowed like a full moon. “Hi, I just wanted to say goodnight.”

It was thoughtful of her, and it warmed my heart. “Did you talk to Elara?”

She nodded. “I still feel bad for the harm I caused.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “You had your reasons. Don’t beat yourself up over it.”

“I will try … Tomorrow, could we go for a walk together?” she asked.

“Of course, darling,” I said. I opened my arms and pulled her in a hug. “Sleep well. Both of us need it.”

She leaned into me and lingered in my arms. I felt her young breasts being mashed against mine, and her sweet breath against my neck. “Goodnight,” she said.

“Goodnight,” I said, looking at her as she left. I beckoned Thalia. “The engagement is called off,” I told her.

“You did the right thing,” Thalia told me. “But there will be repercussions.”

“Then so be it,” I said. I had learned from my mistakes, and Isadora was right. If they were so insecure about this, then Eldric didn’t deserve to marry my daughter. Although it wasn’t the reason why I wanted to talk to her. I couldn’t get Darian’s bulge out of my head. I just felt I needed a moment for myself, especially after what I’d just gone through. “Can you do me a favor?”

“Anything for you,” she said.

“Tell me … Tell me how it was when you passed on the ability to Darian.”

She tried to suppress a grin. “Explicitly?”

“Yes.”

“It was intimate. He’s even more handsome nude than clothed. His cock became erect in an instant. I sucked him for a little bit, and it was the best-tasting cock of my life. I climbed on top and rode him till he came inside. His cum was warm and creamy, and it was a sensation like no other. Upon waking up, he was fully erect with his erection poised right at my ass. I’m still hoping that we can be intimate for another day.”

I closed my eyes, and it was exactly what I needed. “You can go, goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Your Highness,” she said and left me alone.

Wasting no time, I undressed and jumped under the sheets. This time I didn’t debate myself. I took one hand and slid it down between my legs. I could feel my wet slit, and my heart began to race. My mind was filled with the memory of Darian’s muscular body, his warm, inviting eyes and his hard-on. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to enter a world of fantasy, where Darian was my lover and the one to bring me my climax.

As I began to touch myself deeper, my free hand reached out and grabbed the quilt, tightly gripping it as I thrust my hips into the imagined embrace of Darian. My breathing became heavier, and I could feel my arousal building each time I slid in my finger. I was moistening like never before. My nails dug into the quilt, my legs trembled, and the sheer force of my desire took me over the edge. As my climax hit me, I moaned out his name, my body arching in pleasure. I came hard, the sensations washing over me. I felt every nerve ending in my body light up, and I reveled in the ecstasy of it all. Amid my climax, I imagined Darian’s hands all over my body, touching me in places no one else had. I imagined how he filled me with healthy, rich cum and kissed my neck. After he’d pulled out, we snuggled.

I opened my eyes and drew in a deep breath. I slumped down in relief. “I sure needed that,” I told myself and let myself drift off to sleep.


Afterword

Thanks for reading The Sacred Seed If you enjoyed this book, please leave a short (or long!) review on Amazon or Goodreads.

If you want a free taboo harem book and want to know when I publish a new story, you can go to my website https://jackpinkhunter.com/ and sign up for my newsletter.

Or if you want to get in touch with me, you can contact me at author@jackpinkhunter.com
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