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Chapter 1

Aurora

Isadora leaned forward to pick a rose from the soil, the sun shining upon her. Her blonde hair glowed so brightly that it dazzled my eyes. It was a cloudless day, and the birds spread their wings and twittered about. We were in the royal garden, taking a walk together, our last walk before she would move in with Darian.

She sprang up to her feet, her ripe breasts jiggling inside her blue, silky dress. She perched on her tiptoes and slid the stem behind my ear. “There you go,” she said playfully. She plucked one for herself and slid it behind her ear as well.

I drew in a deep breath of the flowery fragrance. I loved flowers, and I knew she did too. “You’ve always had a keen eye for beautiful things,” I said, smiling at her playfulness. She made me miss my youth when it was all fun and games and no politics.

“I agree,” she said with a titter. “And the most beautiful thing in this garden is you.”

I chuckled. “Till you find a mirror and see yourself.”

Darian would come tomorrow. It had been two weeks since he’d tongue-kissed my daughter and left. I’d spent every day with Isadora. We’d taken a trip to the Flower Hills and had a little picnic. We rode together and watched a concert. We had also visited the Serenity Shore where she had met Charlotte, her childhood friend.

After the most devastating week of my life, when I thought I wouldn’t see Isadora again, I was grateful for every day that I spent with her. Darian had been exceptionally clever at hiding what happened. When the search had been called off, there were all kinds of rumors of a royal drama, but none had guessed what had happened.

We headed toward the lake, and there was no one there. Isadora turned to me, fidgeting a little.

“Is it Darian you’re thinking of?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Do you think he’s forgiven me?”

“Of course,” I told her. “He kissed you before he left.” I stopped to look in her sapphire eyes. I was mesmerized by her beauty. “Let’s leave it behind. Okay?”

“I’ll try,” she said with a sigh. “I wish I’d realized my mistake sooner.” It pained me to see her beat herself up over it. Although I sensed she had grown up now and wouldn’t dare to try something like that again.

“Look at the flowers,” I told her and pointed away from the lake. “Some are fully grown and some are budding. We all grow and learn things at different paces.”

A smile blossomed on her face. “I guess you’re right,” she said and sighed a breath of relief. “We’ve been sending letters to each other in the meantime.”

“I know,” I said.

“How?”

“You received one on Monday and one on Friday,” I told her.

Now it was Isadora’s turn to halt, narrowing her eyes on me. “So you have been spying on me.”

I chuckled. “You shouldn’t have turned down my spying classes … Although I hardly think you’ll need them. You’re a good enough spy yourself.”

“Mom, have you been spying or not?”

“I haven’t,” I told her.

“How did you know I received those letters?”

I chuckled. “By your mood. You danced, played the harp and you sang like a bird. You were the definition of being in love.”

Her cheeks pinked. “Oh,” she said and placed her finger on her chin. “I didn’t think you would notice.”

“You were as noticeable as a blooming rose,” I told her.

She sighed. “I’m a bit nervous. I’ve never been in a relationship with a guy before … Any tips on how to make him like me?”

“You are overthinking it,” I told her. But I understood why she was concerned and a bit insecure. All the girls were, especially when they were going out with someone like Darian. It wasn’t only her that got turned on, but me as well. He excelled in everything he’d done, and his loyalty was unbreakable. He was the definition of a man. I tried to suppress my fantasies, knowing my daughter was madly in love with him. I didn’t want to take the love away from her. I wanted her to have it all.

“Mom,” Isadora said, waking me up from my dream bubble.

“I was just thinking,” I said, my lips softening to a smile.

“Of a man?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

“All women do,” I said and wanted to move on before she continued her investigation. “Femininity … That’s everything a guy wants from you. The most important aspect of a woman.”

“Do I have it?” Isadora asked.

“In abundance,” I said, patting her back.

“Anything else?”

“Loyalty and be there for him when he wants you,” I told her. “Once you’ll see him again, it’ll be natural. You don’t have to overthink anything. Do you see those swans?” We neared the lake. I pointed at the swans flirting. They bobbed their heads up and down while facing each other. While swimming closer, they entwined their necks together and formed a heart shape.

“That’s so cute,” Isadora said, her gaze melting.

“Right, they don’t need books and lessons for love, and neither do humans,” I told her.

“Maybe you’re right,” Isadora said as it dawned on her.

We walked around the lake, sharing memories. We had enough to talk about for the rest of the day. “I remember when Elara and I had our first camping trip here,” she said.

“You must have had so much fun.”

She nodded. “We always have fun together. By the way, she’s been sad lately.”

“Of course. It’s because you’re moving.”

“But I’m not that far from the city,” Isadora said.

“It doesn’t matter. She’ll miss you,” I told her. “She’s been spending almost every day with you since you were young.”

“I understand … I’ll miss her too,” Isadora said wistfully. “Maybe one day she can join us.”

“Maybe,” I told her and patted her back. “You’ll still find time for each other. And you’ll certainly find some new friends over there.”

“I already have Flora. She’s super sweet.”

“She’s the best maid in this kingdom,” I said.

We spotted two birds mating, and Isadora giggled, looking up at me. “Does sex hurt?”

“No, not at all. Maybe at the beginning, but you’ll quickly get used to it. And once you have, there’s no going back. You’ll want him again and again.”

“I see,” she said. “Mom, are you okay with me losing my maidenhead before marriage?”

We sat down on a bench, and I patted her thigh. I always loved it whenever she would ask me questions, and I could be there for her as a mother. “Of course, sweetie. We talked about this before. If you don’t want to be married and want to be bonded instead, it’s up to you.” We put our differences aside. I would never attempt to indirectly influence her choice, and besides, her getting closer to Darian would make him close to us as a family. It was something I wanted deep inside, but I tried to keep quiet about it. I knew it sounded selfish, but it wasn’t like I could resist him. I was grateful my daughter had called off the marriage. I would rather have Darian close to me than Eldric, the prince of Selppin. Eldric wasn’t unattractive, but there was something special with Darian.

Isadora leaned her head on my shoulder, and I draped my arm around her. We kept this moment for ourselves. She was my only daughter, and I loved her to death. I kissed her cheek, making a smile blossom on her beautiful face. She kissed my cheek in return, making my heart tingle. Elara wasn’t the only woman who would miss her. “I’ll miss you, that’s for sure,” I said, rubbing her shoulder.

“We’ll send letters to each other,” Isadora said while looking up at me. “I won’t be completely gone.”

“I know … you’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said and embraced me from the side, pressing her breasts against me.

“I love you too,” I said and embraced her back.

Eventually, we rose back to our feet and headed back to the castle. Isadora had promised to spend time with Elara, and I didn’t want to hog her for myself.

I went back to my chamber and greeted Thalia, my mage, with a nod. She wore her purple, red dress as always, and her dark hair cascaded down her curvy figure. With a jaw-dropping cleavage, her bust strained against her dress. Her boobs made girls green with envy, but the reason why I envied her was because she’d been intimate with Darian, something I constantly thought of. I still remembered word for word when she’d vividly told me about their intimate moment. I masturbated more frequently but none topped the first time I did it. Deep inside, I wanted more than just fingers. I wanted his real thing, but it was just a dream for now.

“How was the walk?” she asked me with a friendly nod.

“It was all flowers and sunshine,” I told her.

“And roses,” she said.

I chuckled and had forgotten about the rose Isadora had slid behind my ear. I decided to leave it there for now. “Any letters?”

“Indeed,” she said, her voice not as optimistic as a second ago. “One from Selppin … King Fyodor.”

My face darkened. Sucking in a deep breath, I nodded to myself. “It was to be expected,” I said. “I’m just surprised it took so long.”

“He might have taken days to write it,” Thalia said with a shrug. “Although I also have a feeling that dark words are written there.”

“Bring me the letter,” I told her.

“It’s already on your desk, Your Highness.”

I nodded and approached it. I took a seat and looked at the stamp of Selppin, my heart rate slowly increasing. I slowly opened it and slipped out the letter. I read the first line, Dear Aurora Pinkbloom.

It wasn’t as clearly written as the other letters he’d sent me. I drew in a deep breath as my eyes scanned the text. I clearly saw the angry tone. It took a hostile turn immediately, questioning why the marriage was called off. He also wrote that his son Eldric had looked forward to this marriage the most and that he was in love. Eldric wasn’t heartbroken, but angry. Fyodor had to spend time taming him. He also wanted to know if it was negotiable if they could spoil Isadora with gifts. I chuckled at that one. I wished them good luck trying to bribe a girl who wanted to live like a peasant. They clearly didn’t know her at all. There was one line that made my blood boil. In case Isadora changed her mind, they would forgive her.

I let out a heated breath. “Forgive her,” I said and narrowed my eyes at that line. It provoked me. Who were they to write such a thing? I remembered when Isadora had pointed out their insecurities, and she was right all along. They weren’t the greatest kingdom, and they always had to compensate one way or another for always having to rely on allies. But they were excellent in trade and had more blacksmiths and mines than us. They were important to us since most of our weapons were made there. There was nothing in the letter about the weapon deal we were going to discuss, which didn’t help my provocation.

“Thalia, you may come.” I beckoned her to me. “I’ve never felt so provoked by reading a letter.”

She pointed at the letter. “May I?”

I nudged it to her, needing a little break from those wicked words. She lifted it to her eyes and read from line to line. Her expression soured as well, and I was glad that I wasn’t the only one. She slowly lowered it back to the table. “Forgive her,” she said quietly to herself, tasting the strange words.

“That was the part that made my blood boil too.”

“Why would she change her mind?” Thalia asked. “They sound desperate.”

“They want to save their faces from their insecurities,” I said. “I knew it would lead to this.”

“I have a feeling this will be the beginning of a new conflict,” Thalia said, raising her gaze to the window.

“So do I,” I said. They were defenseless against us, but not so much if they decided to join someone else. After the war, I wanted to do anything I could to avoid another conflict, but a marriage was not on the table in any shape or form. Isadora had made that perfectly clear. “I’ll write back to him, saying we can discuss this in person. I have to firmly let him know that my daughter’s heart is already taken.”

“That will be the best solution … But we should also look over possibilities in case they want to leave our friendship.”

“You’re right,” I said, nodding to myself as I prepared to write to him back.


Chapter 2

Darian

Igripped the leather reins tightly as the carriage bounced and rattled over the rough gravel road. My muscles strained to keep control as the horses pulled us along. We passed by more and more settlements as we were slowly drawing closer to the city.

Flora sat right beside me, leaning her head onto my shoulder. She wore a heavenly perfume that always drew me to her and her tender touch. She smiled every time she noticed that I wanted a piece of her. “We’re almost there now,” she said.

I nodded. “I can’t wait to see her again,” I said. It had been two weeks since I had seen Isadora. She wanted a little break and to spend some time with her mother. I still felt the sweetness from her honeyed lips. She had been running through my mind, her cunning tricks, her beauty and her vivid imagination. I truly loved her, and I couldn’t wait for her to join us and to become my second bonded girl.

The repopulation continued as usual. I had impregnated more than five hundred women so far. They were all on their knees for me, trying out different tricks just so they could be bred. It had become a bit overwhelming to get to know so many women, but I had a duty to take care of them. I had promised Aurora and had accepted this important quest with honor. I couldn’t disappoint her.

I looked forward to seeing the queen again. The last time I’d seen her, she’d been heartbroken. It hadn’t been a pretty sight, although the relief when I came back with Isadora was heartwarming.

Isadora and I had sent letters to each other. She had written what she’d been up to, spending most of her time with her mother.

“I hope they have made peace,” I told Flora.

“Who?” Flora asked, tugging at my arm a little.

I looked down at her and raked my fingers through her lustrous, auburn hair. She was gorgeous and all mine. I appreciated everything she had done for me so far, from scheduling the pregnancies to massaging me during the nights. She took care of me like no other woman out there.

“The queen and the princess,” I said.

“They certainly have,” she said, her lips curving in a smile. “I’m just glad it didn’t become a scandal, and that it had a happy ending. I love happy endings.”

“We all do,” I said and kissed her forehead. I sighed in relief. The war was still fresh in my memory, and I thought about it now and then. Luckily, I didn’t wake up in the middle of the night as frequently as earlier, but I still thought about it now and then. I tried to get the ugly images out of my head, but it was difficult. Except for the royal drama, it had been peaceful the past weeks. I didn’t take it for granted, aware that hostilities could erupt without warning. It was something Flora also reminded me of, to enjoy this time as much as possible.

The castle emerged from behind the city. The turrets rose to the sky, penetrating through the thick layer of clouds. The flag fluttered in the wind as the people bustled in and out of the great city. Anigava was a sight to behold. It always amazed me to see what man could build, but I did prefer small towns over cities. It was just what I was used to.

When there was more traffic, we rode slower, passing by stressed tradesmen and merchants. We entered the cobbled road and neared the castle. The guards recognized us and guided us to the stable while another notified Aurora.

We jumped off the carriage and stretched our arms and legs. “It feels great to be back here again,” I said. I heard constant chatter of bargaining voices at the Bazaar, the clopping of horses pulling carts and the joyful laughter of children playing tag. The city’s warm energy enveloped us.

“Especially when everything’s returned to normal,” Flora said and looked around.

Dressed in her blue, golden royal dress, Queen Aurora stepped out of the castle and approached us. She wore her blonde hair loose, and she’d painted her heart-shaped lips red and pretty. Every time I saw her, the outside world faded, allowing me only to concentrate on her heavenly beauty.

She formally extended her hand to me, and I accepted it with pleasure, feeling the softness and firmness of her flesh. “Darian, it’s a pleasure to see you,” she said and bowed lightly to me.

“You too, Your Highness,” I said. I kissed her hand, making a subtle red color appear on her cheeks. “How’s your daughter?”

“She’s in her own world … excited to see you in other words,” Aurora said with a twinkle in her eye, revealing that she was happy for her daughter.

“I’m glad to see her too,” I said. “I hope there haven’t been any petty fights.”

“It will be your job to tame her.”

I chuckled. “I’ll try my best.”

“Jokes aside, we haven’t even had a skirmish. Although one thing is clear,” Aurora said as she led us inside the castle. “She’s yours. She loves you to death and nothing will change that.”

“It was love at first glance.”

“I suspected so,” Aurora said. “She just took a bath and is getting dressed now. You should see her run toward you at any second.”

“I’m prepared,” I said and waited patiently.

Aurora turned to Flora, one of her former maids. “How’s it going?”

“It’s all sunshine and roses,” Flora said, beaming. “I love my life.”

“I’m glad, you deserve that love.”

Flora quickly reached inside her bag. “Here are the pregnancy logs.” She handed them over to Aurora who eagerly took them.

“I’m curious about this,” Aurora said and raised the documents to her eyes, which widened shortly after. “Gosh, five hundred pregnancies … At the current pace, you’ll have repopulated the entire Fertile Valley at the end of this year.”

“Something like that,” I said, scratching my neck.

“I shouldn’t be surprised,” Aurora said, lowering the papers from her eyes.

“Not a difficult task when they’re all over me.”

“I understand where the young ladies are coming from,” she said, her eyes intimately sweeping over me. “But you have to get some rest too.”

“Of course,” I said. “I tell them that every time, but they still line up in front of my door almost every morning.”

“They’re in a desperate state. The war is still fresh in their memories and the uncertainty of ever seeing a man again.”

“You’re right,” I said, and the young women at the Fertile Valley had my sympathy.

“How about The Sacred Seed,” she said, lowering her voice. “Has it come to great use?”

“You bet,” I said, exchanging grins with her. “It’s not just the sex drive that amazes me but how easily I can recover and restart the process.”

“I know,” Aurora said, her voice sounding huskier. “It’s arguably the most powerful ability. I’m glad that such a strong man like you knows how to wield it.”

After having bedded more than five hundred young women, I knew when someone was turned on. When I looked at Aurora, I sensed the same. The way she looked at me … Her eyes didn’t lie, and neither did her honeyed scent. I wondered what she was thinking of. I certainly thought of how attractive she was. Her curves were magical, and so was her facial aesthetics. I was pulled toward her the same way that I was pulled toward her daughter, but I wasn’t sure how Isadora would feel about this.

At that moment, I heard her scurrying feet which descended from the staircase. She was dressed in a similar dress as her mother, leaving her patched-up Gabriella dress behind. Her blonde hair fluttered behind her as she ran toward me. She jumped into my arms, throwing her arms around my neck and hugging me dearly. My heart melted as I embraced her warm flesh, feeling her young breasts pressed against my chest. It felt so damn good to embrace her.

I drew in her natural, sweet body odor and also the scent of pineapples and pears. She had recently taken a bath, and her skin still radiated plenty of warmth as I held onto her. I let my hands roam freely along her back, searching every dip and curve. It sure felt great that I would soon bring such a beautiful girl with me back home.

“Hi,” Isadora said, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes. Having the same sapphire eyes as her mother, she was glowing with health and happiness.

“Hi,” I said, studying her button nose and high cheekbones. Her facial aesthetics looked as if sculpted by the gods. She didn’t wear any makeup, and her royal beauty dazzled me. Her dress had a V-neck, showing off her beautiful cleavage that I wanted to see more of. I tried my hardest not to ogle at her too much, especially as her mother was in the background, watching us carefully.

“I’ve been thinking of you every day,” Isadora said.

“You’ve been running my mind too,” I told her truthfully, feeling the warm beat of her heart. It felt so much better to hold onto her than writing letters to each other or dreaming about her. Nothing could replace physical flesh.

“Yesterday, I dreamed about you defending me,” she said, beaming. “I can tell more later. Otherwise, I’m afraid I’ll keep you here till next week.”

I chuckled. “That must be one hell of a dream.”

“It started from when I woke up and lasted till I went to sleep,” she said adorably. “A daydream, not a sleep dream. But I dreamt about you regardless.”

I pressed my lips to her forehead and felt her warm flesh again, extra hot from the bath. “That’s so cute.”

“I just took a bath,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger. “I’ve also been packing some stuff. But I won’t bring a lot of things, just some clothes, books and toys.”

“It’s all good,” I said. “We have plenty of space in the carriage.”

Aurora patted her daughter on the back. “How about we go and get something to eat, enjoy a meal in unity before you move for your first time.”

“We thought of eating lunch together before we leave,” Isadora said.

“That’s fine,” I said. “Flora and I sure are hungry.”

Aurora led us to the dining hall where I met Erik, Elara, Thalia and some of the queen’s trusted staff and advisors. Thalia brushed off my hand and couldn’t resist embracing me. I softened in her arms. Being one of the most voluptuous women of Anigava, she covered every inch of my flesh. But the best part of that woman was her full breasts that she generously mashed against my chest, making my cock stir. Her embrace reminded me of when we were intimate, and she passed on The Sacred Seed to me. Breaking the hug, she gave me a knowing look. “Are you hanging in there or are they throwing themselves at your feet?”

I chuckled. “No such thing … yet,” I said. I wouldn’t be surprised if it would happen sooner than later.

“Let’s not give them any ideas,” Flora said with a chuckle.

I greeted Elara who looked a bit sadder than usual. She tried to straighten her upper lip, but I could clearly tell that something weighed her down. “Are you alright?”

“Kind of,” she said with a sigh, fidgeting. “uhm, is there any chance you might move closer to the city?”

“Not for now,” I said and exchanged glances with Aurora. “There are still plenty of women needing to be bred.”

“Well at the speed he’s repopulating the town,” Aurora said and patted Elara’s back. “It won’t be long till the job’s done.”

“Any chance you will move closer to the city after that?” Elara asked hopefully.

“We’ll see,” I said. “But one thing at a time.”

“Okay,” she said curtly. Isadora was quickly there for her, kissing her cheek and making her smile again.

I looked at the dining table and studied the names. Suspiciously, I looked at Isadora till she giggled. “Now, you sit next to me,” she said.

“No tricks?” I joked with her.

“No … for now,” she said, making us laugh.

Taking a seat, we were served a lobster omelet along with some freshly baked bread. It was perfectly folded and golden, and nestled inside were red pieces of lobster. I slathered butter on top of the warm bread that melted and formed a little golden puddle. I gently laid the omelet over and took a bite. The tender lobster meat was briny and sweet, and it went perfectly with the eggs. It must have been one of the most delicious omelets I’d eaten, and it reminded me of what we’d eaten at the Victory Ceremony.

While eating, we caught up with each other. Erik had fully healed from the assassination attempt, and since I dealt with the assassins from the second attempt, no one else had bothered them. Thankfully, the kingdom was at peace. Aurora talked about the rebuilding process of some of the badly hit regions that had been on the frontline. It had been a challenge finding builders and resources, but they were working on it. I was glad life was slowly moving back toward the good old days.

Flora and I told them what we’d been up to at the Fertile Valley, and how life was going there. The inhabitants were lovely and kind, but I hoped one day the stadium would be rebuilt. “I hope so too,” Aurora said. “It was one of the most beautiful projects ever built, hosting so many shows and entertainment.”

“I remember when you took me there,” Isadora said.

“Ah yes, when you slipped from my embrace and snuck all the way to the other side,” Aurora said, sharing a laugh.

“I was just playing hide and seek with Elara,” Isadora said.

“Looking for you was like trying to find a needle in a haystack,” Elara said but smiled at the lovely memory.

“What’s going on there nowadays?” Aurora asked and took a sip of her drink.

“Mostly teenagers, enjoying the sun or playing games,” I said.

“Kind of what I suspected … What about Felicia, how’s she doing?”

“She’s fine, but she has a lot of work to do,” I said. When she mentioned Felicia, the mayor of the Fertile Valley, I remembered when she woke me up with a heavenly blow job. It had triggered my wet dream about Aurora. I wished she would surprise me again one way or another.

When we were finished, all of them made sure to say goodbye to Isadora for now, wishing her health and happiness. It felt a bit strange. They’d probably expected a major wedding with celebrations, but Aurora ensured this would turn out exactly as her daughter wanted. She had made no announcements to the kingdom that Isadora would move. If her daughter didn’t want to be a part of the kingdom’s politics then it was her choice.

I helped Isadora put her stuff into the carriage in the meantime.

When it was time for her to say goodbye to her mother, they embraced each other dearly, locking their arms around each other. I was distracted as I saw their bodies pressed tightly together. They were so similar to each other yet different.

“Don’t forget the letters,” Aurora told her daughter, patting her back.

“Not in a million years,” Isadora said.

“Enjoy your time,” Aurora said. “Your youth is precious, savor every second.”

“I will. Thank you for being supportive,” Isadora said.

“You are in safe hands,” she said and pressed her lips to her daughter’s cheek, leaving a lipstick kiss mark behind.

After their intimate embrace, Isadora turned to Elara whose gaze lingered onto the ground. It took some time for her to raise her eyes, but Isadora made sure to lift her chin before hugging her. “Elara, we’ll still see each other. This isn’t the end.”

“I know,” Elara said as she gladly embraced her cousin. “But we won’t spend as much time together as we used to.”

“The upcoming time will just be more special,” Isadora pointed out, making Elara beam.

“I guess you’re right,” she said with a sigh and glanced over Isadora’s shoulders. Our eyes met. I noticed Elara was shy, but her eyes didn’t lie as they lingered on me for a couple of seconds longer. “You’ll write letters to me too?”

“Of course,” Isadora said. “Every week, without fail.”

Elara’s eyes brightened, and she gave a small nod. “I’ll hold you to that,” she said with a hint of a playful challenge in her voice.

Breaking the embrace, Isadora squeezed her hand gently. “We’re just a letter away. And remember, when we do see each other, it will be even more meaningful. A new chapter in our lives.”

Elara wiped a small tear from the corner of her eyes. “A new chapter,” she said, smiling through her tears. “I like the sound of that.”

They parted, and Isadora jumped into the carriage. I reached for the reins, but I glanced at Isadora first before starting our journey toward the Fertile Valley. “Have you said everything you want to say?”

She nodded. “Yes … I have.”

With a firm pull of the reins, I urged my horses forward. The steady rhythm of hooves echoed off the cobblestone road as Isadora waved goodbye to her family. They grew smaller and smaller until they were out of sight.

Isadora turned back with a sigh. “It feels heavy,” she said.

I draped my arm over her shoulders. “It’s not that far,” I said.

“I know … but it’ll still be different. I don’t think Elara took it well.”

“I could see it as well. At least she was smiling before parting.”

“Just on the outside,” Isadora said. “Yesterday, she was a bit off.”

“Write her letters,” I told her. “Such a long friendship is valuable. You won’t find many of those around.”

“You’re right,” she said and looked up at me. I got the impression that she was holding something in, waiting till it was just the three of us. “Uhm, I don’t really think I got time to apologize.”

“What?” I asked, not sure what she was talking about.

“From what happened,” she said quietly.

“You did,” I reminded her, holding onto her dearly. “I accepted your apology.”

“But I felt really bad about it,” she said.

“We’ve all been in a desperate position,” I told her. “Don’t get me started on what I witnessed during the war.”

“I guess you have a point …. Flora, do you forgive me?”

“If you play the harp for us later,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

Isadora giggled. “That’s a deal.”

“We are your biggest fans,” I told her and pressed my lips right onto her cheeks. My eyes widened as I felt a taste foreign to her, yet it was divine. I pulled my head back. Seeing the lipstick mark, I realized I had kissed her right at the spot her mother had kissed her. It made me warm and fuzzy inside.

“What?” Isadora asked and studied my lips. She touched them and then touched her cheek. “Oh, is it my mother’s lipstick?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I didn’t mean to kiss you there.”

She giggled. “That counts as a kiss on her lips.”

“Sure thing,” I said, but I couldn’t disagree with her, and truth be told, I didn’t want to either.

She rummaged in her back for a mirror and lifted it to herself, checking her out. “That’s some thick lips,” Isadora said with hints of admiration.

“A lovely souvenir,” Flora chimed in.

“She should have given some to both of you too,” Isadora said playfully.

“I wouldn’t mind that,” I mouthed, although it wasn’t intentional to say it out loud.

“Did you say something?” Isadora asked, nudging me with her elbow.

“I think you heard me,” I told her, rubbing her back.

“I’m envious of my mother’s flawless skin,” Isadora said. “I don’t understand why she bothers with makeup.”

“Maybe she wants to appear as attractive as possible for the kingdom,” I said.

“It’s no maybe,” Isadora said. “It’s exactly what she told me. But she is attractive, so I don’t understand.”

“It’s the icing on the cake,” Flora said. “I remember when I used to tend to her. She wanted that extra touch.”

“Do you want us to wear makeup?” Isadora asked me.

“I want both of your hearts, nothing more,” I said. Both Flora and Isadora leaned their heads onto my shoulders. I felt a warmth unlike any other as I had them both close to me. It felt great sitting in the middle between two beautiful girls, especially the princess who’d fallen right into my hand.

If someone a couple of months ago would have told me that the princess was about to become my bonded and that I would be gifted The Sacred Seed to repopulate Anigava, I wouldn’t have believed it in a million years. It felt far-fetched, but here I was. I promised myself to protect this life at all costs.

* * *

We were still on the gravel road as the sun started lowering in the sky. We talked about various topics. It felt so natural to speak with those two as if I’d lived with them my entire life. It had been a long day, but now it was time to get some rest.

“We can go off the road here and set up camp by the hills,” I suggested. None of them disagreed, especially as their bellies started growling.

As we rode towards the rolling hills, I loosened my grip on the reins and let my horse find its own pace. We reached a peaceful clearing surrounded by tall green grass that swayed in the gentle breeze. The only sounds were the soft rustling of the grass and the cheerful songs of birds perched on nearby trees.

They jumped off the carriage, and so did I. We stretched our arms and legs. “It feels great to get moving after sitting for so long,” Flora said.

“I agree,” I said.

“Let me know if you need a massage to loosen up,” Flora suggested.

“Thank you, but let’s eat first,” I said. I realized we weren’t far from where we’d set up camp last time.

Aurora had packed our bags with meat, vegetables and also an apple pie. Flora and Isadora dropped to their knees and started on the stew. They got along well, chopping the vegetables side by side. I helped them chop up the meat, keeping them company. Flora also went searching for some wild herbs that she added to the stew.

We sat around the boiling pot, waiting for it to simmer. I tugged at my shirt, even though it was getting cooler, it had been a warm day. I took it off, and Flora folded it for me.

Isadora touched my abs and shoulders, smiling like a horny teen. “You sure look fitter than last time,” she noted.

“It’s all that mating,” I joked with her.

“I think so too,” Flora said.

“How does it feel?” Isadora asked quietly.

“It’s the best feeling in the world,” Flora agreed. “Especially when you’re being taken by someone you love.”

“I’m still a virgin,” she said.

“I have a feeling you won’t be for much longer,” Flora said, easily predicting the future.

I patted Isadora’s back. “Let’s eat.”

“Okay,” she said.

We sat under the open sky and enjoyed the meat and vegetable stew. We ate in front of the flickering flames as it slowly darkened and the stars started twinkling in the sky. Isadora raised her spoon to her mouth, blowing on it and having a taste. “It feels so much more special eating outside,” Flora said.

“It feels like freedom,” Isadora said.

“I agree,” I said. “It’s something different being surrounded by nature and sharing a meal among loved ones.” It wasn’t just the experience, but I swore the stew turned out even more delicious compared to eating in a room. I blew on my spoon and raised it to my lips. The meat was fatty, tender and had a nutty taste to it. The vegetables absorbed the flavors of the meat and the freshly picked herbs from Flora, resulting in a harmonious blend of all the ingredients. We kept refilling our bowls till we were full.

We set down our empty bowls, feeling content and satisfied from the warm stew. Looking up at the clear night sky, we took a moment to admire the twinkling stars above us.

“We aren’t done yet,” Isadora said and reached into her bag. “Ta-da!” She held up a golden apple pie sprinkled with cinnamon. “Let’s slice it into three slices.”

“You seriously have to take a bigger slice than I,” I said and patted my tummy. I studied the pie, and it intimidated me. I had eaten so much of the delicious stew there was barely any room left for that sweet-looking pie.

“I promise you’ll change your mind after you taste it,” she said.

“Let’s see,” I said.

She gave us all an equal slice. Flora happily dug in, closing her eyes as she sucked on her spoon. “The cinnamon, sugar and apples are divine,” she said. “Your chefs sure know how to prepare a pie.”

“I know,” Isadora said and licked the sweet trails from her spoon. “But I promised myself to tone down my pie eating after I moved.”

I agreed with Flora that the pie was delicious, and even if I was full, I still managed to eat more than I believed.

When we were finished, Flora and Isadora washed the plates for me and packed our bags. I went to the horses in the meantime. They were currently resting. I stroked their manes and made sure they weren’t injured. I turned my head, scanning the dark clearing as I heard the chirping of crickets and owls hooting. Yawning, I knew it was soon time to get some sleep. I went back to them. Having just finished packing the bags, they sat around the fire.

Joining them, I patted Isadora’s back. “You promised to tell me about your dreams earlier.”

“That’s right,” she said, her eyes widening. “There’s been so many, but all of them follow the same story arc. I’m in danger and you save me. The last one, I was captured by four creeps that kept drooling over my maidenhead. You were there in a heartbeat for me, slaying them and taking me to safety.”

It made me smile. My father used to tell me plenty of such fables. I assumed it was every girl’s dream. “That’s cute,” I said. “But if anything like that happens, it won’t be a dream. I’ll be there for you in an instant.”

“I know,” she said and wrapped her arm around me. “The first time I saw you at the Victory Ceremony, I felt it as well. I had never seen someone like you and then I heard about everything you had done. You’d been the most heroic soldier during the war after all.”

“I also remember when you asked for stories.”

“Can you share some?” she asked eagerly.

I looked over to Flora who also excitedly nodded. “I would love to hear some stories before bedtime.”

I told them what had happened to Caspian. When I was abandoned by my commander, I had to defend Caspian by myself while we were under fire.

“Wow,” Isadora said. “You risked your life for him?”

“I did,” I told her.

“Is he alright?”

“His legs got amputated, so he’s in a wheelchair, but he was fine the last time I visited him.”

“Surprisingly positive,” Flora chimed in.

“Any more?” Isadora asked and cuddled up to me.

I told them about when I’d been trusted with a brigade and had led them over a river. I also told them about when we were nearing the end of the war, and we did our final push into Zinep before they capitulated. It had been a glorious feeling seeing them drop their weapons, knowing that the bloodiest war in our history had finally come to an end, and most importantly, we had been the victors.

“I can’t imagine how our world would have looked like if it hadn’t been for you,” Isadora said. As I gazed into her wide, sapphire eyes, I couldn’t help but notice the spark of adoration in them. It was as if she was seeing me for the first time and falling in love all over again.

“It wasn’t just me,” I told her, running my hand down her arm.

“You were the bravest. It’s not up for debate,” Isadora said stubbornly. “We wouldn’t have won without you.”

I just smiled and held onto her. Yet again, I thought of how good it felt to be alive, even if it had come at a heavy price. “Have you always been so brave?” Isadora asked.

“My father taught me to be courageous from an early age,” I told her. I told her about my upbringing and how my father had raised me. I had told Flora about it before, but she listened as if she heard it for the first time. “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.” I told them how my father had trained me hard and taught me the importance of being strong. I went on about the differences between my mother and father, and how they balanced out the relationship.

“Wow,” Isadora said. “He sounds … kind of like you.”

I just smiled. I missed him dearly, but the most important part was that I had gotten revenge.

“Do you miss him?” Isadora asked in a quiet voice.

“Of course, I do,” I said.

“Why aren’t you crying?”

“I’ve already cried for him,” I said and pressed my lips to her cheeks. I found her adorable.

“I’m sorry he didn’t make it.”

“You’re wrong, he did make it,” I told her. “I’m his successor … And he will soon have more than a thousand grandchildren.”

Isadora blinked, and her face softened into a smile. “That number makes me feel tingly.”

“Tingly?” I asked.

“Aroused, don’t you mean?” Flora flirted with Isadora.

“Or maybe that,” Isadora said, her cheeks reddening. However, she decided to change the subject. “Everything feels so good. This freedom. I love my mother and Anigava, but I never felt like that life was for me.”

“What life is for you?” I asked her, listening to her intently.

“A life with you,” she said, beaming.

“You can have that life and still be a princess,” I reminded her.

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. “The princess part comes with a lot of baggage. You come with love. It’s a big difference.”

“Sleep on it,” I told her and patted her shoulder.

After the fire had been reduced to embers, we decided to go to bed. I set up the tent in the meantime as they undressed. I tried to concentrate on the tent while they kept giggling and peeling off their clothes. Once the tent was pitched, I turned around. Both of them were topless, but they wore panties. Flora’s bust was perky and topped with pink nipples. I had seen her bust several times by now, so I was more interested in Isadora’s. I had briefly seen them when I took her back to the city two weeks ago. I turned to the princess, seeing her nude, porcelain flesh. Her breasts were also perky, but her pink nipples were thick and suckable.

She gravitated toward me, and I cupped her young breasts. Her skin was smooth as rose petals and as addictive as the sweetest nectar. “Do you like them?” Isadora asked proudly.

“I love them,” I said, feeling her nipples stiffen by my touch. I slid my hand down her back and to her panties. I turned my attention back to her lips, gently lifting her chin. Craving a tongue kiss, I leaned forward and touched my lips to hers. Her lips were soft and tender, tasting like a blend of sweetness and passion. Palming her ass, I slid my tongue into her mouth, and I melted, her breath hot and husky against my face.

For a few moments, we stood there, our bodies pressed close, our tongues exploring each other’s mouths, our breaths mingling. My hand continued to cup Isadora’s firm ass, and I could feel her warmth and desire through her panties. Our kiss deepened, and I knew that I wanted her more than anything.

As we pulled apart, Isadora looked at me with eyes filled with lust and longing, and I saw the reflection of my desires in her gaze. I knew that I had to have her, that I had to claim her as my own.

“Come, let’s get some sleep,” I told them. We crawled into the tent, and I lay in the middle, my cock hardening as they both snuggled up closer to me. I turned to Isadora who fidgeted.

“Uhm, I have to pee, can you follow me outside?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier,” she said. “I was just too busy thinking of …”

“Of?” I asked, searching her face.

“You,” she said, releasing a laugh, but behind that laugh a blush crept up on her cheeks. “That kiss … kind of numbed me.”

“It’s fine,” I told her. I helped her up to her feet and took her with me outside. She walked a couple of feet away from me but well within eyesight. She slid down her panties to her ankles and squatted down to do her business. I watched her, captivated by her vulnerability and innocence. Her smooth skin and the sight of her pee hitting the ground made me aroused. I peered and as the stars and moon shined upon her, I saw her sexy slit for the first time in my life. I wasn’t disappointed. It was clean, shaven and had a sweet pink color. I was dying to taste her virgin womanhood. She threw a sideways glance at me, catching me staring at her. Her golden arch slowed to a trickle, and she squeezed out her last drops.

“Can you pull my panties up?” she asked me innocently.

“With pleasure.” I went behind her, studying her firm, beautiful ass for a moment. As I bent down, my cock rubbed against her young, royal bottom, and I hadn’t felt such sweet friction in a while. I slid her panties up, noticing that there was a wet patch in the middle, but it certainly didn’t come from her urine but from her arousal.

The sight of her nude sent a thrill down my spine. She looked up at me with a goofy grin, then down at my hardened bulge. Her eyes widened, and she blushed again.

“You’re hard,” she whispered, taking a step closer to me.

“Yes, I am,” I admitted, my voice low and husky. “You have that effect on me.”

“Really?” she asked, her voice hopeful.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “You know you’re pretty.”

“Can I see it in the tent?”

Nodding, I took her with me back to the tent. She snuggled up to me, and I caught the scent of her sweet urine and her honey, a mixture that turned me on. She was about to reach for my bulge hidden under my underwear, but she hesitated. “Do you usually have … ” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Sex during the night?”

Isadora nodded. “Yes,” she said.

“We do,” I said. “Do you want to?”

“I do, but I’m afraid I’ll do something clumsy.”

“There’s no such thing,” I told her. I wondered why she was so insecure about this. “Every virgin I’ve bedded at the Fertile Valley had no experiences. It’s the man who takes care of the fucking, not the opposite.”

“My mom told me the same, but I’m not sure why I’m making a big deal out of this.”

“How about we start slowly?” I said and caressed her fine ass. “You can start off by touching and sucking it.”

“Sucking?” she asked with an impending grin.

“I’ll help,” Flora said and came to Isadora’s rescue.

“Okay, if we do it together. I’m down,” Isadora said with a giggle.

I turned around, and Isadora crawled down to my underwear. She slowly reached for the waistband and started rolling down my garment. Once my erection cleared, it snapped back up and struck my waist with a smack. Her hands flew to her mouth. “Wow … That’s big,” she said and made Flora giggle.

“How do you know if it’s big if you’ve never seen one before?” I asked her, watching her closely.

“Because I have tried my mother’s dildos … I didn’t mean to say that loud,” Isadora said and dropped her face into her hands.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, and my cock thickened even further upon hearing about her mother’s stash and her daughter’s sexual adventure.

“You aren’t the only one who’s done something like that,” Flora told Isadora with a wink.

Isadora raised her face from her hands. Turning her attention back to my manhood, she poked it, making it bob back and forth. Then she curled her fingers around half of my girth.

“It’s hard as a sword,” she said. As soon as she tried to wrap her hand around it, I felt an intense sensation. The princess’s hand was touching my most intimate part, and the warmth from her fingers radiated to me. She gently stroked me up and down. She was fond of the purple tip, giving it extra attention.

She flitted her eyes to Flora. “Can you show me?”

Flora nodded happily, slithering down to my erection. “It’s not complicated, just stick it in your mouth and bob your head up and down. And most importantly, watch your teeth.” Flora opened and wrapped her lips around the head, sucking me down her tight throat and lingering there. Her lips stretched, and she pulled her head back till she came off me. Leaving my erection drenched, she generously passed it to Isadora.

Isadora wrapped both her hands around the bottom of the shaft. “Alright, here goes,” she said and braced herself for her first cock.

As she lowered her head and took me into her mouth, I felt a rush of pleasure and love. This was her first time, and yet she was taking me with such confidence and determination.

I watched as her lips stretched around my girth and then heard a soft gagging sound. She pulled back, coughing slightly.

“Are you okay?” I asked with hints of concern.

“Yeah, just a little surprised,” Isadora admitted, her cheeks blushing bright red.

“That’s normal,” Flora reassured her. “Just take your time and go slow.”

Isadora nodded. “It was tastier than I thought.”

“Just wait till you suck the cum out of him,” Flora said, encouraging Isadora.

With renewed determination, Isadora opened her mouth and pushed my erection back into her royal mouth. She started bobbing her head slowly up and down, taking me in deeper with each pass. I could feel the warmth of her mouth, the wetness of her saliva, and the sensation of her tongue gently probing as she sucked and slid along my length.

“This feels amazing,” I murmured, unable to contain my pleasure.

She looked up at me, her eyes shining with love and excitement. She came off me for a brief second, a string of saliva stretching from the tip to her lips. “Does it?” she asked, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

“Yes,” I whispered. “You’re doing great.”

“I’m doing this for you,” she said and stuck her tongue out to swirl it around the tip.

As she continued to pleasure me, I reached down and gently caressed her face. “You’re beautiful,” I whispered. I didn’t only admire her flawless face, but also her breasts that kept brushing against my waist. For every brush, her thick nipples stiffened. I couldn’t resist, reaching for her boobs and giving them a squeeze. It had been every man’s dream to win the heart of the princess, and she was in my hands now. The feeling was empowering.

Her face glowed, her cheeks flushed with a mix of pride and desire. Isadora’s eyes never left mine, her focus solely on pleasing me.

My cock, already hard as a rock, began to twitch and throb as Isadora’s skilled mouth engulfed it. She was a natural, her movements smooth and eager. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was the dildo experience that had prepared her for this moment, or if it was simply her innate sexual prowess. And it also made me wonder if she’d inherited it from her gorgeous mother.

Either way, I was grateful to be the recipient of her eager mouth.

I felt my orgasm building, the pleasure intensifying with each stroke of her tongue and each bob of her head. My grip on her face tightened, her eyes never breaking away from mine as she continued to pleasure me. It was a sight to behold, her beauty, her passion, her devotion—all of it focused on giving me pleasure.

My cock twitched one last time, throbbing in her mouth. I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m going to cum,” I warned, my voice strained with tension.

Isadora eagerly quickened her pace, her lips sliding up and down my shaft with increased enthusiasm. I could feel the pleasure building, the sensation of her mouth and tongue overwhelming me. I was going to cum into the princess’ mouth.

“Oh, Isadora,” I groaned, my body trembling with the force of my arousal.

I moaned loudly, my back arching as my climax hit me like a tidal wave. My cock jerked and pulsed, spurting hot cum into her mouth. Her eyes widened, she gagged slightly, but she didn’t pull back. She swallowed drop after drop, but eventually, she had to come off while cum still seeped from the tip. Luckily, Flora was already prepared, leaning over my erection and sucking in the last drops, so we didn’t spill anything.

My eyes landed on the princess. It wouldn’t surprise me if it had been every man’s fantasy in the world. Princess Isadora was known for her beauty, but she’d chosen me, and it was clear as the day that she wanted to do more than just a blowjob.

Her cheeks were flushed, her expression one of triumph and satisfaction. “Did you like it?” she asked adorably, waiting patiently for my answer.

I chuckled. “I loved every second,” I said and beckoned her to me. “Come, let’s cuddle. Flora, you too.”

She came off my softening cock with a pop and lay down next to me. “Isadora, how much did you practice with your mother’s dildos?”

Her cheeks flushed. “Only a little.”

“You don’t have to tell me,” I said, draping my arms around both of them. “Either way, you’re a natural.”

“Can you touch my chest?” Isadora asked.

I did, pressing my hand toward her chest, feeling her heartbeat. “It’s beating for you,” she said. “When I was insecure, I just wanted to be liked. That’s all. I want you to feel as pleased as possible.”

“I did,” I told her. “It was intense.”

She draped her arm over my chest. “I’m glad.”

“I’m growing tired,” I said with a yawn.

“Let’s kiss his cheeks simultaneously,” Flora said. “Before we fall asleep.”

“One, two, three,” Isadora said with a giggle, and they both pressed their wet lips to my cheeks at the same time.

“Good night to both of you,” I said and sighed in relief.

“Good night,” they said.


Chapter 3

Darian

In my dream, I’d just buried my mother, and now, we were riding toward victory. Mourning her death was painful, but her burial inspired me to keep going.

We had broken through their final lines of defense, and it was now just an open plain all the way to the city of Zinep.

It was a cloudy night without a single star in the sky, but none of us wanted to rest. On the horizon, we spotted Doragon and the rest of his dragons, flapping their great wings and concentrating themselves over the castle. Behind them were some of our angels. It made me smile. They’d won the battle, and now we were slowly surrounding the roads of the city, putting it under siege.

There was nothing they could do. They either raised the white flag or we would raze the city to the ground. The siege engines and weapons were behind us, ready to be used.

We saw the highest flag at the castle slowly being lowered. It felt as if time stood still as we waited for it. The years of pain and death had felt like an eternity, and once we saw the white flag being hoisted, it felt like the biggest relief. It was over, and we had won.

We blew the horn and Zinep’s officials strode out with their heads bent, preparing to discuss the peace terms with Aurora. All the death, destruction, and waste left in our wake ensured that the peace terms would be harsh on them, and they knew it.

We were then told to return, and it felt like a relief. I met Flora who started to tend to me, and then for the first time in years, I felt the feminine touch, stirring something inside me. She undressed and jumped on top of me, riding me till I woke up.

* * *

I opened my eyes, and my erection was nestled in Isadora’s ass crack that was covered with her panties. I caressed the curve of her bottom as the sunlight streamed into the tent. I reminisced over last night’s blowjob where she’d sucked me like a pro.

“Sleep well?” Isadora asked me.

“Yeah,” I said. In the dream, Flora hadn’t ridden me quickly enough to make me climax again. The scenes when we’d marched toward Zinep were almost identical to what had happened. It wasn’t unpleasant, unlike the start of the war, and I had also slept through the night.

“You sure?” Flora asked, who lay behind me and stroked my hip, her breath warm and sweet against my neck.

“It was about when Zinep capitulated. You took care of me shortly after.”

“That’s cute,” Flora said.

“It was almost identical to what had happened, except you rode me on the first date.”

“That was something I wanted though,” Flora said with a chuckle.

“So did I,” I said. After the war, I was starved of feminine flesh. Thankfully, the queen had provided me with one of the prettiest maids. And now, it had come to this. I was caught between two beautiful girls, with thousands more I needed to impregnate.

I kissed Isadora’s neck. “What did you dream of?”

She turned around, glancing down at my hard-on and wrapping her hand around it. “You as usual … You saved me again, and when you found me, we had sex.”

I glanced down and noticed a wetter spot on her panties than usual. “Did you have a wet dream?”

She nodded broadly. “I did.”

I leaned toward her cheek and planted a kiss. There were still some traces of her mother’s lipstick on her cheek. “You’ll soon have the real thing.”

“I can’t wait. It felt so nice to suck you.”

“Yeah,” I said and had enjoyed every second of yesterday’s blowjob.

We pillow-talked for a little before it was time to rise. We stepped outside, put on our clothes and enjoyed the early morning sunshine. The horses were already up and munching grass. They joined us shortly after, and Isadora embraced them all.

“They’re so cute,” she said and raked her fingers through their hair.

“They are,” I said. We packed the tent and put everything back. We also fastened the horses to the carriage as we prepared to make our way back to the Fertile Valley.

* * *

The Fertile Valley was now within eyesight. I rubbed my eyes and peered ahead. “Is it me, or do I see more women than usual?”

“Didn’t Felicia mention something about more women moving in here after you arrived?” Flora said.

“She did,” I said. That was true, but I hoped it wouldn’t become problematic. We rode up to our home and dismounted.

“It feels good to be back here again,” Isadora said as we jumped off the carriage.

“It sure does,” I said. I noticed a basket of strawberries on our doorstep. It was Marie as usual who came over with those. Small deeds like those always made me smile. We led the horses to our stalls, and we helped Isadora move her stuff into our home. She didn’t have much, just some clothes and toys.

Flora went over my daily routine and the breeding schedule. I already had four girls coming over soon, and it was about time. Having slept so close to Isadora earlier had raised my libido. I wanted some pussy more than anything.

Isadora giggled as Flora told her how many girls I slept with in a day. “That’s a lot of mating.”

“It is,” Flora said and smiled in my direction. “When you suck him in the evenings, you can taste all the different girls that have been riding him.”

“I can imagine,” Isadora said.

“When the girls come, I always make sure to keep them company while they wait, but sometimes he wants them all at once.”

“Today, I can take them at the same time,” I said. “After that, we can have another picnic somewhere.”

Isadora beamed. “Where do you want to go?”

“We’ll find somewhere nice,” I said and couldn’t wait to relax with those two. We had so much fun at the Flower Hills and also when we went to the stadium together.

Someone knocked on the door, and I could already guess it was one horny girl or another who wanted to be bred. I rose to my feet and swung the door open. I was right. Right at the doorstep stood four girls, twirling their hair on their fingers, their lips sliding into grins.

“Hi, we saw that you had returned,” the tallest one said. “Do you have time to impregnate us, or do you want to rest?”

“Come in,” I said. They were the ones who would be bred today.

Isadora and Flora came and kindly greeted them as well. They were all young stunners in their early twenties. The tallest had long, dark blonde hair. Two of them had chestnut hair but were a couple of inches shorter, and the fourth was the shortest with red hair and freckles. The tallest one did all the speaking, the rest of them seemed a bit shy, but it was normal for the young girls. They usually opened up after I had entered them.

“I’ll have my way with them all at once,” I told Flora and Isadora.

Flora dipped her head and took Isadora back to the terrace. “Have fun and enjoy,” Flora said to both me and the girls.

“Come,” I said and led them into the pregnancy room. They gave Isadora more attention than Flora, probably recognizing her.

The tallest girl introduced herself to me first. “I’m Samantha,” she said and extended her soft hand to me. I kissed it, making her giggle.

“Lovely to meet you,” I said. “I’m Darian.”

“All of us know,” she said with a light-hearted chuckle. Then she pointed at the two girls with chestnut hair when she realized they were too demure to say anything. “Lucy and Lily, and the red-haired is Fiery.”

“Fiery, that’s a nice name,” I said.

She blushed and kept playing with her hair. She just nodded, too shy to say anything.

“That’s what they all say,” Samantha said. They told me how they didn’t live that far from the town hall. I recognized Samantha from earlier but not the other three girls even if they’d seen me plenty of times before. That was how it usually went. They always had an eye on me, but I couldn’t remember them all.

We talked for a little bit, getting to know each other. They were all twenty, and they had grown up together. They were studying to become nurses, and in their spare time, they loved horseback riding.

“We were elated when we saw you,” Samantha said with a giggle. “Felicia told us to be patient since you could have been there longer.”

“Yeah, I had to sort something out with the queen,” I said. “It didn’t take that long.”

They looked at me with clear hints of interest, their eyes sweeping over me. “So you’re that popular,” Samantha said.

“I guess you could say that,” I said. I studied her perky boobs, wondering how they’d look without their confines.

“Was that the princess?” Lucy asked in a quiet voice.

“Yes,” I said. “She lives with me now.”

They exchanged glances and giggled. “He must be really popular,” Lily said.

“He must be when he’s breeding the entire town,” Samantha said. “How does it feel?”

I tugged at Samantha’s top. “If you want to know, we have to get these clothes off.”

I rose and took off my tunic. They giggled like a bunch of teenagers as they helped each other by taking off garment after garment. Once I was fully nude, they found it difficult to concentrate since my erection was so thick and long, bobbing up and down.

I gravitated toward Samantha’s nude flesh at first. She was fit and sculpted to perfection. I grabbed her firm ass and slid my hand through her crack till I felt her dripping fruit. She yielded to my hands as I kissed her sweet lips. My cock thickened between us, and I felt a lust unlike any other.

“Horseback riding keeps you fit, doesn’t it?” I asked her.

She nodded. “It does, but now I want to be ridden by you.”

“Lie down,” I said. “All of you.”

Samantha lay down on the bed together with her friends in a missionary position. She spread her legs for me, welcoming me inside her intimate region. I aimed the head at her sopping lips, rubbed it around and covered it in her nectar. Grabbing her legs, I pushed into her virgin heat, stretching her canal. Despite being tall and well-endowed, she was tight to the point I had to thrust into her several times to reach deeper into her heat. She threw her head back as if she were dreaming, her walls covering my cock in her juices till the point it felt like a bath.

Sinking my fingers into her thighs, I thrust into her harder and harder till our flesh smacked. I was so aroused by having these four gorgeous girls just waiting for me to breed them that the climax was right around the corner, especially as her tight walls kept pleasuring the head.

I pushed all the way in with a grunt and spilled my seed into her velvety interior. I let my cock remain there for a few seconds as I caught my breath. She looked at me in disbelief as I slowly pulled out my erection from her pink hole. A pink mist spread over her.

“Geeze,” she said, looking surprised at the sensation and the feeling.

“How did it feel?” Lucy asked curiously who was next in line.

“I can’t describe it in words,” Samantha said with her eyes closed. Opening her eyes, she looked at me and whispered, “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said as she slumped down. I felt another relief as I gained mana from successfully having bred Samantha. I selected The Sacred Seed, feeling a little shaken before my libido turned back to normal.

I turned my attention to Lucy, who lay next to Samantha with her legs spread. She looked at me in disbelief as my cock hardened again. “How?” she asked in a shy voice.

“Well endowed,” I said with a wink.

“No kidding,” she said with a giggle. Her pussy lips were slightly thicker, and I restarted the process of covering her wetness over my knob. She sank her teeth into her lips, waiting for it to happen. I parted her lips with the head and pushed into her heat. She was as tight as Samantha, but there was a slightly different feeling as I penetrated her. Her walls seemed to pulsate and quiver around my cock, milking it for every drop of pleasure. I adjusted my position and began to thrust, matching the rhythm she was seeking. I could feel her tightness gripping my cock tighter with each thrust, making me want to continue even more.

Lucy moaned softly, her eyes never leaving mine. There was a sense of vulnerability in her, but also a wild desire that matched my own. She seemed to be biting her lip to keep her from screaming in pleasure.

Leaning down to her, I kissed her mouth, our tongues entwining. My hands roamed over her body, caressing her curves and exploring her jiggling, perky boobs. As I increased my pace, her moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me in pleasure and bliss. I felt her nails dig into my back, urging me on as she surrendered to the pleasure. “Harder,” she begged.

Her pleasure was becoming my own, each gasp and moan fueling my desires. I couldn’t resist any longer. I thrust deeper. “Do it,” Lucy panted, her eyes staring into mine. “Fill me up.”

And with that, I thrust into her one last time, sending waves of pleasure coursing through us both. My seed spilled into her tight depths, and her walls milked me dry. I shivered with pleasure, and that was one of the most magical things with The Sacred Seed—every climax felt as strong as the first one. It was as if you started all over again, and you hadn’t orgasmed the first time.

The pink mist spread from her vagina as my seed trickled out from her. “I feel so content,” she said while her eyes rolled to the back of her skull.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” Samantha said, lying on the side and watching as the breeding continued.

Lucy opened her eyes. “Another kiss, please?”

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, letting our tongues dance and tangle together. I came off her lips as saliva strung from her mouth to mine. I patted her nude thigh. “Your friends are waiting,” I told her.

“Alright,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

I selected The Sacred Seed again, feeling that wonderful shock as I recovered at record speed. My cock thickened once again, and Lily smiled as it was her time to be bred. I spread her thighs and rubbed my fingers over her folds. I leaned down to taste her, laying my tongue flat against her warm, sticky heat. I licked and tasted her delicious sweets till she started squirming. While my tongue danced across her vagina, my hands continued to roam over her body, feeling the softness of her skin, the curve of her hips, the rise of her breasts. I knew I had to take it slow with her; she was more delicate, more sensitive than the others.

I came off with a kiss in the middle, seeing goosebumps flaring across her arms. With my erection poised at the entrance, I slid into her depths. “Are you ready?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes,” she husked, her eyes locked with mine as I began to thrust. “Fill me up.”

Her walls tightened around me, lubricating my cock as I gently increased my pace. Her moans were soft but filled the room with desire.

“Harder,” Lily murmured, her eyes fluttering as she begged for more.

I thrust deeper, filling her completely, and her walls tightened even more around me. I could feel a tightness that was different from Lucy’s, an almost electric sensation that spread throughout my body. She was ready for me, and it was time to give it to her. My thrusts became harder and faster, filling her with each stroke. Her moans grew louder, her body arching beneath me. Her hands were gripping my back, pulling me closer, urging me on.

“Oh,” she moaned as I felt her reach the peak. I was right behind her, every stroke of her velvety walls pushing me closer and closer to the edge. In the end, I let out a powerful groan as I filled her with my seed, the room filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the slick, wet sounds of our bodies connecting. I felt the waves of pleasure wash over me as Lily’s walls milked me dry.

Looking down at her, I saw the satisfaction on her face as she felt my seed pumping into her. “I never thought I’d feel this good,” she whispered, her eyes shining with gratitude and desire.

I pulled out my erection, dragging a river of cum with me. “It’s like an eternal river,” she said as the pink mist spread.

“He’s a true breeder,” Lucy joked, making them giggle.

I turned my attention to Fiery, whose cheeks blushed. “Hi,” she said shyly.

“Are you ready?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly but didn’t say anything.

Yet again, I selected The Sacred Seed, feeling my libido returning at full force. I became erect within a second, my cock throbbing hard as I aimed it at her pink hole like a missile. I spread her legs and saw a neatly trimmed patch of red hair over her gorgeous pussy. It was just a straight, wet line that was impossible to resist. I leaned forward to have a taste. I licked gently at her clit, feeling her body respond to my gentle touch. I could hear her moaning softly, and her hips started to move instinctively. I knew that she was getting aroused by my touch. As I continued to lick and tease her narrow slit, I felt her juices flowing, coating my tongue. She tasted wonderful, sweet and salty.

“You’re amazing,” she murmured and her eyes aimed at my throbbing shaft.

I just smiled and mounted her. My manhood was covered with three different juices, and now I plunged into the fourth. Even if Fiery was the shortest, she was a bit looser, and I managed to sink into her depths on the first plunge.

She squeezed her boobs as she reveled in the sensation.

I moved my hips, driving myself deeper into her, feeling her muscles stretch and accommodate me. I leaned down to kiss her, tasting the mixture of our saliva and her excited breath. She moaned into my mouth, whispering my name as I continuously slid in and out of her. It didn’t take long for me to reach the peak. It wasn’t just The Sacred Seed that helped me but every time I had a novel mate in front of me, it raised my sex drive and urged me on, pushing myself into her virgin depths and flooding her with my strong, healthy cum.

She arched her back as I bottomed out, my cock twitching inside her. “Oh, yes,” she moaned, her eyes wide with surprise and pleasure as I filled her. I thrust into her a couple of times more, enjoying how good it felt to mate and making sure every drop fell into her womb.

I sighed in relief, as I pulled out from her love hole. My eyes then landed on the window as I thought I heard someone, and outside, I saw Isadora peeking at us. She blushed, waved her hand and ran away with a giggle.

I chuckled and didn’t mind. “Did I do something?” Fiery asked.

“Nah, we just had a fox looking at us,” I said as my semen ran out from her beautiful hole. The pink mist spread, and she’d also been bred along with her three friends.

It felt good to be back here and take care of these horny virgins like usual. I couldn’t come up with anything better to do in life than this, and I thanked Aurora internally for having assigned me this task.

They talked about their feelings and sensations, and they all came to the conclusion that there was nothing better than having a strong man inside them. I agreed with them. “For me, there’s nothing better than being inside a woman.”

“We were made for each other,” Samantha said, still lying fully nude on the pregnancy bed. “I can’t believe you have impregnated more than five hundred women on this bed.”

“We are a part of history,” Lucy said, making them all laugh.

“You are,” I said. They rose to their feet, cum dribbling down the insides of their legs. It was time for them to put on their clothes, and I admired their nude bodies. They didn’t only glow from the pink mist, but they glowed with optimism and health. In nine months, a child would be born. It was every woman’s dream, especially after the recent turbulent years.

After we’d put on our clothes, I led them to the doorstep. I embraced them one after another, pressing my lips to theirs and patting their backs. “Take care,” I told them.

“We will,” Samantha said, standing tall and glowing among her beautiful friends.

“You too,” Fiery said in a lowered voice.

I waved at them as they happily skipped back. I went inside and Isadora and Flora were already in the kitchen cooking lunch for us. “You smell like a woman,” Isadora said, looking more excited than usual.

“He always does,” Flora said and covered her mouth with a giggle.

I raked my fingers through Isadora’s hair. “What did you look at earlier?”

“I was just out with the horses and happened to see you,” she said with an impending grin.

“Yeah right,” I said.

“It’s true,” she said. “But then I heard how you guys were moaning and all the flesh smacking, and I became curious. I want to be prepared when you take my maidenhead.”

“Did you take any notes too?” I asked jokingly.

“Mental ones,” she said and tapped her forehead. “They didn’t do much else except for spreading their legs.”

“Exactly,” I said and gave her a funny look. “No need to complicate things.”

“It looked quite intimate and deep,” she said and twirled her hair on her finger.

“That’s exactly what it feels like,” Flora said. “Once you’ve had him inside you, you’ll be hooked.”

I went outside and had a seat, waiting for them to return with the food. They were making omelets with some bacon and freshly baked bread. The sun rose to its peak, covering the Fertile Valley in a golden light. I leaned back and relaxed, and it felt great to be able to live like this. I didn’t take this peace for granted after all.

They put the basket of freshly baked bread onto the table and also the omelets and bacon.

Once we were all seated, I buttered my bread, added crispy bacon strips, and topped it with an omelet. “How does this compare to the lobster omelet?” Isadora asked.

“It’s better,” I told her and tasted the creamy cheese, tomatoes and ham. “Everything’s better when it’s cooked by loved ones.”

“That’s cute,” Isadora said, her cheeks pinkening.

We dug in and talked about various topics. Isadora was curious about the breeding. “I’ve heard it can take hours or days for a man to recover,” she said, looking at me with clear hints of admiration. “How did you recover so quickly?”

I exchanged glances with Flora. “Well, your mother gifted me one of the Sacred Abilities.”

“Really?” she asked, looking bemused. “The Sacred Seed?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I’ve heard about it,” she said, intrigued. “I didn’t even know she possessed it.”

“Well, we have to keep it quiet,” I reminded her.

“Sure … But won’t that be difficult when you’ve become not only a famous soldier but a famous breeder as well.”

I knew she had a point, and I wasn’t sure what her mother had in mind. “You’re right, but your mom told me to be discreet.”

“I understand,” Isadora said. “My mom is wise, so I’ll listen to her.”

“She’s more than wise,” I said and gave her a look.

“You tell me then,” she said, her lips sliding into a grin.

“I’ve already told you what I think of her,” I said, reminding her that I opened up when she was in her disguise.

“You can say it again,” she said. “I know she’s beautiful.”

“She is,” I admitted, making her smile proudly. “And you have inherited that beauty.”

“Not everything,” she murmured.

“I disagree,” I told her.

“If you say so,” she said demurely as we continued to eat.

After we’d eaten, someone knocked on the door, and I looked at Flora. “Are there any more girls waiting to be bred?” I asked her.

“Not what I know of,” she said. “But as usual, there might be some desperate women trying to get ahead of others.”

I rose from my seat and made my way to the door. I opened it, and it was Felicia. She wore her brown hair loose, signifying the fertile soil. With a deep V-neck, her dress reached her thighs and was tight enough to show off her toned body.

She opened her arms, and I pulled her in a hug. “Hi, welcome back!”

“Thank you,” I said, stiffening as she pressed her body into mine as intimately as possible.

“Am I catching you at a bad time?” Felicia asked.

“Not at all,” I told her. “We’ve just eaten, so you’re free to come in.”

“Thank goodness,” she said with a hand over her heart. “Because I’m in a bit of a dilemma. The entire town is.”

It sounded dire. I escorted her outside, and she greeted Flora like usual, but her eyes widened at Isadora. “Isadora?” she asked and embraced her.

“Hi, Felicia,” Isadora said.

“It all makes sense,” Felicia said, breaking the hug to look the princess in the eyes. “Of course, you would move in with the hottest guy in Anigava.”

Isadora giggled. “Something like that.”

“I see. I won’t be annoying and meddle,” she said and waved her hand dismissively. “I just have to discuss some serious matters before I leave you alone.”

“That’s fine,” Flora said. “We’ll take the dishes in the meantime.” Flora and Isadora took the dishes, leaving us in privacy.

“So, what’s going on?” I asked and saw a troubled look behind that smile.

“Well, a lot of things,” she said with a sigh. “There has been a significant increase in the number of women relocating here … An unprecedented move. I know I talked to you about this before, but they keep pouring in. It’s getting unbearable for the locals and yesterday, there were clashes that could have taken a bloody turn if the guards didn’t stop them.”

I nodded. “I noticed there were more women when we returned.”

“Yes, you saw it right. They’re buying up all the land. Wealthy families and widows are moving en masse. Come, I promise you if we go outside, you can see one family after another coming here.” I followed her, and she was right. Right at the entrance of the town, we spotted a mother in a carriage with three of her fertile daughters. The carriage was filled with furniture, so they were definitely relocating here.

“Huh,” I said and scratched my neck. “And why are they coming here?”

Felicia gave me a funny look. “Have you woken up yet? Because of you. The word has spread all over Anigava that you are here to breed them. They want to be first in line by moving here.”

I nodded slowly to myself. She had told me before, but since I came from a humble background, it felt slightly surreal at first. “I see,” I said. I realized her dilemma. This wasn’t a city, and since it was a valley, the space was limited. The entire Kingdom couldn’t move here. “Yeah, this is a problem.”

“You see?” she said with hints of concern in her voice. “This has caught us all off guard, and I’m not sure what to do.”

I took her back to the terrace, and I mulled it over. “There should be laws that prohibit them from buying land here. That should solve it.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Although, it’s going to piss off a lot of wealthy families.”

“I don’t see any other solution to that problem,” I said. “But you should propose this to Aurora as soon as possible. Otherwise, this entire town will soon be overpopulated.”

“And the children you have endowed them with aren’t even included,” she pointed out.

I nodded. “What about the other regions, are some of them getting depopulated?”

“Not from what I’ve heard, but since it’s mostly wealthy families buying land here, they’re getting poorer, and that also isn’t any good.”

“I see,” I said and realized it was a messy situation.

Felicia sighed. “Well, that’s all. I’ll have to write to Queen Aurora as soon as possible. Thanks for coming up with a viable solution.”

“Hey, any time,” I said and was glad I could help.

“Otherwise, is everything good around here?” she asked with hints of interest.

“Yeah, I just bred four girls this morning.”

“I saw them. They couldn’t stop talking about your size … Neither could I after the first time I saw it.”

I chuckled and wasn’t sure how to respond to that.

Felicia moved closer to me. “If you ever want to be pleased, I’m here for you,” she said in a lowered voice, intoxicated by love.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said and thought of when she’d blown me when I was asleep.

We rose to our feet, and I made sure to hug her goodbye.

She pouted her lips, and I kissed her before she left, making a pink color spread on her cheeks. “Take care of your lovers.”

“I will,” I said.

She flirtatiously winked at me and sauntered off to the town hall. I went back to Isadora and Flora. “So, they’re coming all over the kingdom just to be bred by you?” Isadora asked, her eyes wide.

“It shouldn’t come as a surprise,” Flora said. “It was bound to happen.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Hopefully, they’ll sort it out as quickly as possible. We can’t have a bunch of locals fighting here. And all the women needing to be bred here is overwhelming as it is.”

“You’re right,” Flora said and patted my thigh. “How about a break?”

“That sure is needed,” I said.

“We packed the basket for our picnic. We’re ready to go when you are,” Flora said.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said and exchanged glances with Isadora.

“Felicia looked to be in love with you,” Isadora pointed out.

“Ever since he saved her from the assassins,” Flora pointed out.

“I see,” Isadora said. “It’s been my dream to be saved by you too.”

I took her hand and helped her to her feet. “It’s best to prevent any trouble from happening in the first place.”

“I guess that’s true,” Isadora said.

“So, should all three of us share the same horse?” I asked them.

“He’s strong, but that’s too much,” Isadora said and stroked his mane. “We can take turns. One will ride with you on our way there and the other on our way back.”

Flora agreed.

“Flora, you’re lucky number one,” Isadora said.

“Okay,” Flora said and gladly mounted the chestnut stallion with me.

As Flora sat behind me, she wrapped her arms around my waist. I caught a whiff of her floral perfume as the wind whipped her auburn hair. “Hold on tight,” I said. “I have a feeling Isadora will ride fast.”

Isadora chuckled as she mounted the horse. While sitting on top, she hugged the horse’s neck. “Nothing wrong with a little adventure.”

“Shall we jump over the gate?” I asked her.

“After you,” Isadora said, seizing the reins.

I twisted my neck and pecked Flora’s lips. “Are you ready?”

She tightened her grip around me. “Uh-huh.”

I kicked my heels onto the horse and urged him forward. He jumped right over the gate, and we landed perfectly on the other side. Flora shrieked during the jump and ended up laughing while we were on the other side. “Sorry, didn’t mean to shatter your eardrums.”

“You know, your voice is so pretty that it doesn’t sound like screaming but more like singing.”

She tittered. “You’re a master at flattering your ladies.”

We turned to Isadora, and she charged toward the gate. She jumped over with a shriek and landed on the other side, her hair fanned out all over her. “That’s so much fun!”

“Let’s ride,” I said as we continued out of the town. On our way out, we spotted another family moving here. They were all young and fertile women, wearing classy clothes and jewelry. They gave me more attention than usual, pointing and turning toward me.

“Gosh, they’re just pouring in,” Flora said, sounding concerned.

“Yeah, I hope Aurora hears about this as soon as possible,” I said. “I’m afraid this will start a bunch of conflicts.”

“I hope not,” Flora said. “This town is so peaceful.”

“You’re right,” I said, and it would pain me to see it descend into chaos. We tried not to think of it as we rode on, side by side. I threw several glances at Isadora, seeing her long, blonde hair rippling behind her like a beautiful flag. She looked so young and alive on top of that horse, riding right next to me, bouncing up and down. Her breasts jiggled inside her bra, seizing my attention as I fixated on them. The sight of her springy, bouncy boobs mesmerized me. I believed she noticed what I was looking at.

“Careful, so you don’t ride into a tree,” Isadora said playfully.

“Your beauty is distracting me,” I told her.

“So is yours,” she said, blowing me a kiss.

“I want a real one when we dismount,” I told her, but I still felt my chest tingle when she blew that kiss.

“You’ll have it,” she promised me.

“Careful so you don’t fall into the water,” I reminded her.

“Should we jump over the stream?” she asked mischievously.

“At the same time,” I told her. I looked back at Flora who tightened her grip around me.

“Okay, I’m ready when you are,” Isadora said, aiming her gaze ahead.

We urged our horses toward the stream, and we leaped over the burbling water. I felt a surge of adrenaline as we were in mid-air, droplets rising to our ankles. Landing on the other side, I caught my breath. Flora and I chuckled as she held onto me tighter.

“Gosh, that’s so much fun,” Isadora said, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“I agree,” I said. “You got skills.”

“I’ve had plenty of spare time to ride at home,” Isadora said with a wink. “But rarely by myself. This is like a brand new feeling.” She glowed with health and happiness, and I was glad she was no longer in the city’s confines but doing something her heart told her to.

“How does it feel?”

“Freedom and I love it,” Isadora said, riding closer to me. The horses neighed. The weather was stunning with only a couple of white cauliflower clouds passing by the sun. The sun wasn’t too hot, but it wasn’t too cold either. We went off-road and toward the rolling hills. We stopped on top and looked around, watching where the meandering stream was running.

“Do you know where it will take us?” Flora asked, inching her hips closer to me, so I felt her tits mash against my back.

“Not sure,” I said, leaning forward and peering. “I’m not that familiar with these parts of Anigava, but hey, let’s explore and see where it leads.”

We rode along the winding path following the stream, the horses picking up a steady pace as they sensed our excitement. The surrounding greenery and the sweet, earthy scent of the nearby forest filled our noses, and we reveled in the peace and tranquility of the countryside.

As we reached the top of another hill, a breathtaking sight appeared before us. A serene lake glimmered in the sunlight, surrounded by green meadows and trees. We marveled at the beauty of the place, and for a moment, all our thoughts seemed to fade away.

We saw several strawberry bushes and also apple trees with the reddest and shiniest apples I’d ever seen. “This is like a hidden gem,” I said as we dismounted from the horses.

“No kidding,” Isadora said, her eyes shiny as she studied the beautiful lake. I faced her and brushed her hair with my fingers. It was fanned out all over her, and a bit tousled.

“Do I look like a savage?” she asked.

I chuckled. “No … More like a fox.”

She blew me a flirtatious raspberry. “Your hair is also messy. Let me brush it with my fingers.”

She stood behind me and tried to reach me. “Ugh, you’re too tall.”

“We can stand on the rock while we brush it,” Flora suggested.

I honestly didn’t care about my hair, and I had a feeling it would be unkempt at the end of the day anyway. They climbed onto the rock, so they could reach me better.

“That’s better,” Isadora said as I felt both their fingers rake through my hair. I purred. I wasn’t sure why but it felt incredibly good having their soft, smooth fingers run over my scalp.

“How long are you going to brush it?” I asked them as they took their time.

“Till it’s pretty,” Isadora said.

Eventually, they jumped down from the rock to look at me. “Way better,” they both agreed.

I just shrugged. “Oh my gosh, those apples look delicious,” Flora said and pointed at the apple tree just standing there with an abundance of red, shiny apples.

“Let’s get some,” I said, licking my lips. We approached it. The reddest ones were hanging at the highest branches, and my girls gazed at them, and then they turned their attention to me. “Both of you stand right under those apples.” I pointed at the fat and red ones.

“What are you planning on doing?” Isadora asked me as they went into position.

“Wait for it,” I said and selected my bow and quiver. The quiver materialized over my back and the bow in my hands.

Puzzled, Isadora arched an eyebrow. “Are you going to shoot the apples?” she asked.

I held up my finger. “Hold on.” I set the arrow against the bowstring and pulled back, feeling the tension in my arms and shoulders. My eyes narrowed as I focused on my target. I released the string and watched as the arrow soared through the air, flying over the stems and severing them. The fruits fell right into their hands.

Flora wasn’t that surprised to see my archery skills, but Isadora’s jaw dropped. “Wow, that was so cool. I can’t believe you did that.”

“He’s incredible,” Flora echoed, looking at me. “What will you eat?”

I aimed at the tree again, loading the bow and letting go. The apple fell, and I quickly caught it in my left hand. I dematerialized my bow and quiver. “The same as you,” I said playfully.

We took a bite, the crisp skin of the apple broke under my teeth and sweet juice burst onto my tongue. I savored the taste, letting the juice dribble down my lips and chin. I saw the expression on both of them as their eyes widened as well, feasting on the delicious fruit flesh.

“I swear, this is the best apple I’ve ever eaten,” Isadora said and bit off another mouthful.

“It’s perfect,” Flora said, licking her lips.

I devoured mine quickly and licked my fingers one by one. “The best fruits are always hidden in places like these.”

“This lake is a rare gem,” Isadora said.

After we’d tried the apples, we turned our attention to the berry bushes. There were plenty of them filled with wild strawberries. We sat down on our haunches and filled our basket, deciding to eat together on the blanket. We tasted a couple here and there in the process. We couldn’t resist when they were so sweet.

“So tasty,” Isadora said and licked her fingers one by one.

My hand bumped into hers. We looked each other in the eyes and felt sparks. I took one of the berries and raised it to her lips. “Open.”

Isadora did, and I plopped it into her mouth. “Nice,” she said and reached for one and moved it to my lips. “Your turn.”

I opened as she gently tossed it into my mouth. As soon as I sank my teeth into it, the juices burst over my tongue, reveling in the sweet taste. “Heavenly,” I said.

Once the basket was half full, we took it with us to the blanket and settled down.

We sat as close to each other as possible and reached for berry after berry. We ate so much till our fingers and lips were painted red. “I think it’s time for you to clean my lips again,” Isadora said with a smile, turning to me.

I crooked my finger, and she eagerly came to me, pouting her lips. I pressed my lips to hers, absorbing her sweet juice. I snaked my tongue out and made sure to lick her lips. At the same time, she sneakily snaked out hers till they intertwined.

Smiling, I pulled my head back. Isadora sank her teeth into her lips. “Are my lips clean?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

“They are,” I said and turned to Flora. I crooked my finger, and she demurely came over. I pressed my lips to hers, cupping her neck to deepen the kiss.

I came off her lips, and I left her with a smile glued on her face. “How about we go for a little swim?” I asked.

“Nude?” Isadora asked, her eyes widening.

“What, are you going to swim with your clothes on?” I asked her.

Isadora turned to Flora. “Shall we undress each other?” Flora nodded eagerly as we all rose to our feet. While I took off my tunic, Flora and Isadora were right behind me, taking off their dresses till they were left in only bras. Then they moved their hands behind their backs and unhooked their bras till their breasts spilled free. My gaze softened at the sight of their beautiful fruits sitting high and ripe on top of their chests.

“Your nipples are pretty,” Flora said and reached Isadora’s thick nipples to flick them side to side.

“You think so?” she asked.

Flora nodded eagerly, but they turned to me when I stood there bare-chested. “What a chest,” Isadora said, and I could clearly see she was becoming aroused.

“Get your panties off,” I told them.

“When you have taken off your trousers,” Isadora said.

I pulled the belt off the loops and slid down my underwear. My cock was semi-hard. They slid down their panties till they stood there fully nude. I fixed my eyes on Isadora’s royal slit. She twirled her hair on her finger as I studied her. I draped my arm over their shoulders. “Let’s get wet.”

“Let’s run on the count of three,” Isadora said.

Standing in the middle, I took their hands. Isadora counted to three, and we ran and hopped into the lake. The water was cool and refreshing, and we played and splashed around, our laughter echoing off the surrounding hills.

Isadora suggested playing tag, and I had to start. I swam after them, diving under the clear water and seeing their young bodies. I touched Flora on her ass, and she swam after Isadora, tagging her.

Isadora laughed and swam towards me, and she reached out and touched me, giggling as we played. The sun shone down on us, and our bodies glistened with water droplets. After a couple of rounds, we met in the middle, uniting for a three-way kiss.

Our lips met, combining our tastes of sweet fruit and fresh water. We held each other tightly, feeling the warmth of the sun on our skin. Flora wrapped her arms around Isadora, and Isadora wrapped her arms around me. It was a moment of pure bliss, with nothing but love and affection between us.

After the kiss, I reached down to cup Isadora’s sacred region, making her grin. “You’re wet,” I noted.

“I’m in the water, dah,” she said playfully.

I shook my head. “Honey has a different consistency than water.”

She reached for my shaft. “And you are hardening.”

“For you,” I said and turned to Flora. “Do you mind leaving us for a moment while I take the princess’ maidenhead?”

“Not at all,” Flora said with a smile, happy for Isadora’s sake. “I’ll pick some apples in the meantime and prepare something to eat afterward.”

Isadora threw her arms around my neck. “Do you want to have sex now?”

I nodded, palming her ass. “It’s about time,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said submissively, feeling her wetness expanding. “It’s been a dream of mine to lose it outside.”

“Are bedrooms too boring for you?”

“Not adventurous enough,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes.

While she held onto me and wrapped her legs around me, I waded back to shore. My cock rose to full mast and pushed against her slit. I took her with me to the grass, gently laying her down. Droplets adorned her gorgeous flesh, clinging to her skin and glistening like diamonds. Her hair was as wet as her pussy, and my eyes trailed down to her perky breasts topped with her thick nipples. I leaned forward and latched my mouth onto her young, sweet boob, sucking on her nipple like a babe. She arched her back and let out a joyous shriek.

I came off with a smack, looking her in the eyes. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” she said. “It just tickled.”

I attacked her other boob, sucking in her nipple while I reached for the other. She was so pure. I came off her sweet tit and my eyes trailed down her pink, symmetric slit. Her nectar was as fresh as it could get. I went back to her breasts and kissed all the way down till I reached her thigh. Then I changed course, kissing inward, tasting her royal pussy juice till I reached her fresh slit that smelled like a garden of roses. I laid my tongue flat on her womanhood and licked her to her clit. She squirmed and let out a moan. I kissed her lips as if worshiping them. I pulled her lips apart with my fingers, which had turned slick from the nectar that flowed freely from her. While parting her lips, I pressed my tongue deeper into her love hole, tasting her honeyed flavors. Licking her made me rock hard, and I came off her pussy, climbing on top of her with my cock poised at her entrance. We looked each other in the eyes, and I drank her in. She was every man’s dream. Every man in Anigava wanted this sweet princess, but she fell for me, landing right into my embrace.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked in a husky voice.

“How you chose me from all the men out there,” I told her, rubbing my knuckles on her cheeks.

“You are the only man in my world,” she said, her voice filled with unbreakable love. “I’m yours and forever will be.”

I pushed my cock to her fresh hole. Her sweet walls molded around me, welcoming me inside. I pushed in deeper, slowly savoring each inch until I was fully embedded inside her. Our eyes locked, our souls intertwining with every thrust. “Better than your mother’s dildos?” I asked her playfully before it would become too pleasurable.

She giggled as if she were in heaven. “Way better,” she said, wrapping her arms around my back.

I slid in and out of her, enjoying every time her slick heat stroked against my hard shaft.

Our bodies moved in perfect sync, longing for one another. The sun continued to shine down on us, warming our skin as our lovemaking intensified. Butterflies fluttered around us, adorning this heavenly moment. I took it slow, wanting this moment to last forever.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, still buried deep within her. She smiled up at me, her eyes filled with love and desire.

“So are you,” she breathed, her voice hitching slightly as I increased my pace.

I found a rhythm that pleased us both. I could feel her heartbeat, her passion, her love for me pulsating through her sweet walls. Further into our lovemaking, they tightened, pleasuring every inch of my hard shaft. I quickened the pace, thrusting in and out of her. She let out a shivering breath, her teeth sinking into her perfect lips. She arched her back and moaned in pleasure. Her sweet walls contracted around my cock, and I felt her climax as she slumped down. Her release fueled my own desire, and I thrust deeper and harder while my eyes swept over her beautiful figure, her breasts jiggling for every thrust.

I pushed all the way to the hilt and let out a powerful groan as I flooded her with my cum, marking her territory mine and burying her virginity in my seed. Catching my breath, I looked into her eyes as I slowly slid in and out of her, milking this heavenly climax.

“I feel your semen,” she said with a giggle. “It feels like you’ve flooded me.”

“It’s because I have … You aren’t a virgin any longer.”

Our eyes locked and a grin spread on her lips. “I want to do that again and again,” she said, laying her hand on my heart.

“We will,” I told her, brushing her hair which was fanned out over the grass. A butterfly landed right on her boob and then fluttered away. I slowly pulled out, seeing my cum seeping out from her drenched love hole.

She patted the spot next to her. “Let’s watch the clouds.”

I lay down next to her, and she draped her arm over my chest. I felt a strong glow in my chest and felt it in hers as well.

“We are bonding,” I pointed out.

She held onto me tighter. “I know … It was about time.”

I sighed in relief. Isadora was my girl now.

“Flora?” she said. “Come join us … nudity is mandatory.”

She happily came over, her fingers sticky with fruit and berry juices. She undressed in front of us, and she lay next to me. “You’re a woman now,” Flora congratulated her.

Isadora giggled. “I want his penis inside me again.”

“We all do,” Flora said. “And there’ll be plenty of time later.”

We turned our gazes to the sky, watching the clouds and enjoying this lovely moment.

“Do you see any funny clouds?” I asked them. I felt content and surrounded by their warmth as they snuggled close to me on the soft, green grass.

They let their gazes wander till they finally spotted something. “I do,” Isadora said and pointed at a funny-looking cloud. “It looks like a horse.”

I peered till I finally saw what she was looking at. “It seems it has five legs,” I said carefully.

Isadora giggled. “No, it’s his penis, duh.”

Her response made us all laugh. “Great catch,” I said and continued to search among the clouds, but Flora was quicker than me.

“Look there,” she said. “It looks like a tree … with roots extending into the soil of the sky.”

“I guess any clouds can become anything,” I said.

“They do,” Isadora said. “They can take any shape or form—it’s all up to our imagination. That’s what Mom told me when I was little.”

I couldn’t doubt her mother’s wisdom. “You’re right,” I said, agreeing with her words.

Isadora nudged me with her elbow, so she seized my attention. “Do you see anything?”

“A beautiful girl,” I said.

“The clouds, silly,” she said.

It was difficult to turn my attention away from either of them. I peered at the clouds, and I saw an unusual one sailing past the sun. “That looks like a harp,” I pointed out. Then I turned to Isadora, my eyes widening. “Come to think of it, you owe us some songs.”

“Because I’m happy, I’ll gladly play for both of you … Just a few more seconds lying here.”

“As you wish,” As they snuggled against me, their warm skin pressed against mine, I wrapped my arms around their shoulders and pulled them in tightly. A sense of comfort washed over me as I let out a sigh of relief.

There was no better position to be in than this. I enjoyed every second, especially after having just taken the maidenhead of the girl of my dreams.

Eventually, we rose. I turned in a slow circle, taking in the peaceful surroundings. The lake’s crystal-clear waters reflected the rays of the sun. Not a single person could be seen along its shore or anywhere else. The glimmering and shimmering ripples on the water’s surface calmed my soul as I took a deep breath of fresh air. It felt great to be out here. I looked back at my two girls, drinking in their shapes and assets.

“Should we still be nude?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances and nodded eagerly.

“But it would be fun if we covered ourselves with flower petals,” Isadora suggested.

“How did you come up with that?” I asked her.

“My mother has plenty of erotic art, and I saw a beautiful painting of a woman covered in flower petals. She was also outside by a lake.”

“How are we supposed to make them stick?” Flora asked, covering her breasts with both her hands.

I went closer to Flora, seeing her tempting, big boobs. She uncovered them with her hands, and I gently cupped her wet pussy, feeling the auburn hair she had above her slit. “How about this?” I said and rubbed her honey around.

“Do you think it will work?” she asked while her lips slid into a grin, enjoying my strong touch.

I got some on my fingers and then gently applied some onto her areolas. I leaned down and picked a flower, gently gluing the petals to her tits. “It sticks surprisingly well,” I noted.

“Ta-da!” Isadora said. “I’m also still wet, so there’s plenty more where that comes from.”

“Let’s use each other’s,” Flora said with a giggle.

While they sat down, I helped them find flowers with the largest petals. They were already reaching into their flowers, picking their nectars and rubbing them over their breasts. I was about to become hard again as their bodies gleamed with their juices.

“I feel sticky,” Isadora said.

“You are sticky,” Flora said and gently put petals around her areolas. “Should I cover the nipples?”

Isadora turned to me, twirling her hair on her finger. “What do you think?”

“They blend so well with the petals,” I said. Her boobs looked like two flowers. “Let them be.”

Isadora helped Flora till her breasts had also turned into two roses. Flora looked down to check her breasts out. “Are they okay?”

“They’re perfect,” I told her. I reached toward their sacred regions, fingering them a little. “You should cover up here as well. It’s the spot that distracts me the most.”

Isadora leaned closer to Flora and gently glued the petals in a circle. Eventually, Flora’s pussy looked like a flower. Isadora leaned back and placed her hands behind her, spreading her legs for Flora who also helped adorning her sexy slit.

“You both look super tempting,” I told them as my eyes flitted from one to the other. They shook their bodies, making their tits jiggle. None of the petals fell off them, erotically hiding their tits. I was still fully nude, and they looked at my erection as I gave them a throb of approval.

Isadora made her harp materialize in her hand, and Flora inched her hips closer to mine. Isadora’s long blonde hair cascaded down her back, framing her delicate features. The daylight and flowers highlighted the innocence and sensuality of her pose, making her resemble an erotic painting of a young virgin, especially as she held onto her harp.

She played with the strings, and I felt a flashback from when she had dressed up as Gabriella. She gently started playing, her fingers dancing across the strings. The music was enchanting, filling the air with its melodious tunes. Flora closed her eyes, surrendering to the magical music. I felt a mix of emotions—excitement, desire, and a deep love for my two beautiful girls.

Her melodies took me back to when I first heard her play during my sleepless nights. It didn’t matter which form she took, Isadora was always a gem. Her melody made me think of a bird being released from its cage. It uplifted all of us.

I glanced at Isadora, and we held our gaze for a moment. She continued to play, her harp covering her nude body. I couldn’t help but admire her, her body adorned with beautiful petals, the harp now a part of Isadora’s nude frame, and the notes of freedom spreading from the instrument. I wanted nothing more than to be with both of these remarkable girls.

She slowed down, letting the music slowly fade till we could hear the twittering birds again. Flora and I rose to our feet and applauded her. Isadora bowed down to us. “That was amazing,” I told her.

“Thank you, thank you,” she said, beaming.

“It was so lovely,” Flora said. “I tasted freedom when you played.”

“Because I feel so free,” Isadora said. “It’s the best feeling in the world. My music is always affected by my mood.”

“You told us that before,” I said and started understanding the meaning behind those words.

“You have an excellent memory,” Isadora said.

“No, it’s you who’s outstanding.”

She dematerialized the harp and fell into my arms, pressing her nude body covered with flowers and Flora’s honey to mine. “You’re so sweet,” Isadora said.

My hands settled on her butt cheeks, giving them a squeeze of affection. We settled down, talking for a little before deciding to leave. It was getting late, and we started growing hungry.

“I’ll leave the flower petals on,” Isadora said as she eyed her clothes.

“That’s fine,” I said. I helped pull her panties up her sweet legs and the rest of her clothes.

“Blah,” she said with a giggle. “I want to be nude.”

I brushed her hair with my fingers, admiring her stunning beauty. “Plenty of time for that in bed.”

“Will we have sex later too?” Isadora asked, locking her arms around me.

I pressed my lips to hers. “We sure will,” I said. She gave me a titty-mashing hug before I turned to Flora and helped her to put on her clothes.

We mounted our horses, and it was now Isadora’s turn to sit behind me. She held onto me tightly, her crisp breath against my neck. “Hold on tight,” I told her.

“I’ll never let go of you,” she said with a sweet giggle as we rode back home.


Chapter 4

Aurora

It had been a week ago since Isadora left. I walked in my garden to get some fresh air. I was just done with a meeting regarding our food supply and the reconstruction of a couple of towns that had been demolished during the war. It had lasted longer than I predicted, and now I had to clear my head.

I drew in a deep breath, and it did feel a bit empty since my daughter had left. I was glad for her sake, that she had moved in with the love of her life, but I couldn’t lie to myself—I certainly missed her.

It had felt quiet in the castle lately. She was always up to some fun here and there, and I couldn’t discipline her when she’d done something naughty.

I wondered if she’d lost her maidenhead yet. Darian was attracted to her, without a doubt, and they were both at the peak of their fertility, so sex would be in both of their minds. It made me slightly envious, but I reminded myself that my daughter also had to live her life and discover the joy and pleasure of lovemaking.

As I walked around the garden, I thought of everything we used to do here, especially when she was younger. There were so many memories, and I hoped she would create as many memories as possible as she was about to enter a new phase in her life.

Later, Fyodor would pay me a visit. It was a meeting I didn’t look forward to. After the last letter he sent me, he wasn’t a man I would like to see again, but I had to let him know about the situation. He couldn’t beg for my daughter like a wimp, and she was taken, so there was nothing to discuss regarding her.

I sauntered back inside the castle as the sun steadily rose over the sky. Thalia was there waiting for me, smiling in my direction. “How was the walk?” she asked me.

“Impossible to clear my mind,” I told her. “I keep thinking of Isadora.”

“I understand, maybe reading some letters will help. You have two of them,” she said. “I think one of them is from her.”

My eyes widened. “I want to read them immediately.”

I hurried up to my private room, and Thalia quickly returned with them. I looked at them both. One was from Felicia and the other had my name scribbled down and the royal stamp. I recognized my daughter’s handwriting. It looked so dear to me, making my heart warm.

Thalia left me alone, and I opened the letter and slipped it out. Her handwriting sure had improved, but I still recognized it was from her especially as she greeted me informally.

Hi Mom,

This will be my first letter to you, yay! I hope you’re doing fine. I have like a million things to tell you. The journey here was safe. We pitched a tent outside and ate stew. Thank you for the apple pie. It was delicious, and don’t worry. I didn’t only eat the pie. I promise you that I’ll try to tone down on my pie-eating. When it was time to go to bed, Darian saw my boobs, and I think he liked them. They are not as big as yours though. But they made him excited, so they served their purpose. Anyway, I saw his hard penis, and he let me touch it. It is really big, no kidding. I’m a bit intimidated by it. Flora showed me how to suck him. I was a bit afraid to screw up, but he told me I was a natural. He finished in my mouth, and I swallowed most of it, making me feel warm and happy. I don’t know why. I think maybe because I’m so in love with him that when I see him happy and pleased, it makes me happy and pleased if that makes sense.

The following day, we returned to the Fertile Valley. Flora and I get along so well together. She’s really a sweetheart, and I look up to her so much. She really knows how to take care of a man and knows when to step aside. I do have a thing or two to learn from her. I can understand why she was your favorite maid.

The Fertile Valley is so pretty, but currently, there’s been an influx of wealthy women. Guess why? They all want Darian. No joke. The word has spread that a handsome, strong breeder is here and now everyone wants to move here. Apparently, they even had a fight. I shudder. I don’t like thinking of fights.

On the same day, yesterday from the time I’m writing this, Darian, Flora and I had a little picnic. We found a beautiful lake surrounded by apple trees and berry bushes. Darian shot the stem of two apples, so they fell right into my and Flora’s hands. He’s really skilled.

We had a swim, without our clothes of course, and one thing led to another, and I’m not a virgin any longer. I’ve never felt anything so intense and lovely in my life. He made love to me, and we are now bonded. I can’t be any happier than this. I’m not sure why but when he filled me with his white, warm seed, I felt uplifted as if he’d taken me to heaven. There are so many words to describe it, but I can’t, and I’ve never been so aroused in my life. My vagina became a warm puddle. I have never been so proud in my life, and it felt so amazing seeing him climax. Just with the sucking part, I was a bit nervous before the sex, but you were right. He was in charge, and he took care of me completely. I just lay there and spread my legs. I’m not sure if he’s bigger than average, but he did fill me up quite a bit to the point it was a bit painful. I tried to hide my pain as much as possible. I didn’t want him to see it. It went a bit better during the night when he took me again, but still, his size is enormous.

I can’t believe how many women he beds in a day, and they’re all lined up for him. They come here in groups and sometimes individually. I hear constant moans and groans coming from the pregnancy room, and it always turns me on. I feel like someone has cast a perpetual wet spell on me. No kidding.

I’ve never felt such a sensation in my life. After being with him … I feel tamed. I just want to be there for him, love him and make sure he’s loved. I’m in love.

So, sorry for that ramble. I just had to let that out to you. How are you doing? Do you have anything new to tell? I hope you aren’t burdened with boring work. You deserve to see the sunshine too. Please tell me, I would love to hear as much as possible. Even if I’ve been having a lovely time here, I do miss you, and I always will.

I Love you, Mom.

I took a tissue and dabbed it on my eyes. But after I cleaned one teardrop, another trickled down.

Euphoria washed over me, beginning at the top of my head and crashing over my shoulders. Goose bumps spread from my neck down my body. I was so proud of her, and it meant the world to me that she was happy.

I crumpled the paper and read it again. Her words made my heart warm and fuzzy. I couldn’t help but cry happy tears for her. The tamed part made me laugh. That sure was needed for a girl like her, and Darian sure was the right man for the job.

“So you aren’t a virgin any longer,” I said quietly to myself, and a smile broke out on my face. I tried to imagine the scene of Darian having sex with her, seeing him have his way with my daughter. The way she described his penis aroused and excited me. I didn’t suppress it. It felt so good. I played a scene in my head where he slid it in and out of her love hole. They were on the grass, surrounded by butterflies and flowers. It looked so adventurous and reminded me of my youth. It wasn’t something I would dare to do now at my age, but it didn’t surprise me that she’d chosen that spot to lose her virginity.

I took a look at the painting of her hanging on the wall. She truly was a woman now. Not just any kind of woman but one who could attract the most handsome man of our kingdom. I smiled for her sake. She deserved him without a doubt.

I reached for a paper and felt the urge to write back to her immediately, especially while the butterflies were still in my chest.

Hi, Isadora

I’m glad you made it there in one piece, and I’m glad you had a safe journey. It will be smart of you to tone it down on the apple pies. You are beautiful, and you don’t want to add on unwanted weight. Also, remember to brush your teeth. It’s better to eat fruits and berries instead. Especially now in the summer. Did you help Flora to cook the stew? I know you and Elara have plenty of fun whenever you cook or bake something.

I’m pretty sure he loves your boobs. They are symmetrical and full, and your cleavage is quite alluring. Don’t compare them to mine or any others. You are unique and pretty. Also, guys aren’t that picky, as long as they aren’t mosquito bites.

The first time I saw a hard penis, I was also a bit intimidated, but when I learned that’s how a man becomes aroused, I became flattered. It was probably your well-endowed chest that turned him on and made him hard. It doesn’t come as a surprise that Darian is well-endowed. But without me seeing it, I can’t tell whether it’s bigger than average or not.

I’m sure Flora taught you well, and as a girl, you need to stop being insecure about pleasing a man. They aren’t that picky. Even if you wrap your lips around his erection, it will still feel good for him. You just have to make sure to watch your teeth, plenty of kisses don’t hurt either. I bet he was so aroused, so you didn’t need to suck him that much to make him orgasm. Cum makes a woman happy. It’s the seed of life and something we all crave, but at the same time, seeing the man you love being pleased is infectious, so it’s a combination of both.

I know Flora is a sweetheart. Tell her that I say hi. Darian deserves her too, and I regret nothing of releasing her from my service.

It doesn’t come as a surprise that so many have moved in there, and so many of the women are on their knees for him. But you are his bonded and not some random girl he wants to breed with. He wants your heart and love, keep that in mind when you hear him impregnating all those women.

I’m not going to lie after I read your letter. I cried. I’m so happy for you, and your outdoor adventure made me think of my own youth. Your adventurous side always makes me smile and enjoy your young adulthood while it lasts.

You’ll get used to his size, and it will feel even better. I promise you. Congratulations on being bonded.

I told you it wasn’t complicated. It’s a biological act after all. Just lie there and let Darian take care of you. That’s all that’s needed. You’re now officially a woman and not a virgin. I also know how it feels to be aroused and in love. There’s no better feeling in this world. The sex is just the cherry on top. The best part is everything that leads up to it. You’ll learn that soon enough.

I’m fine. I miss you too, more than I could imagine, but don’t think too much of me. I want you to enjoy your life as much as possible. I just got back from a little walk in the garden. I couldn’t stop thinking of all the memories of us two together. Time sure flies, and it felt like yesterday you were dressing up as animals in the garden, trying to lure them to you.

I’m burdened with work and politics as usual. Someone has to rule this kingdom, without rulers we wouldn’t be able to live in peace. It’s a fickle world. Darian sure knows all about that. It’s not always roses and sunshine.

Isadora, I love you from the bottom of my heart. There’s not been a single day without me thinking of you.

Much love, your mother.

I sighed in relief, and it felt so much better to let that out. I sat there for who knows how long. I wasn’t in a rush. Fyodor would be here later, so I took the time to think of Isadora, who was now tamed. It made me chuckle again.

I turned my attention to the other letter. I opened it, deciding to get it out of the way.

Your Highness,

I write to you with great urgency to request a prohibition on non-residents purchasing land in the Fertile Valley. We are facing an unprecedented crisis where wealthy young women are moving here in large numbers, driving up property prices and making it unaffordable for the local residents. Additionally, they are buying up all available land.

You may wonder why this influx is occurring. Word has spread across Anigava that Darian, a strong war veteran assigned the task of breeding, resides here. These women are fervently drawn to him, causing significant disruption. This situation has not only created tension among local young women who await their turn to be with Darian but also among the elders who struggle to afford their basic needs.

Recently, we have had to intervene to prevent fights at the market and around various properties. Immediate action is essential.

Your prompt attention to this matter is greatly appreciated.

Respectfully, Felicia.

I swallowed hard at that one. Isadora had mentioned the same thing, but I had been busy enjoying her letter. This was a mistake on my end. This should’ve easily been predicted. I felt bad for the women who had to wait to be bred, but we didn’t have much of a choice since most of the men were gone, and we needed the strongest to breed. I had to pass those laws as soon as possible.

I rose from my feet and met Thalia outside. “I see a mixture of happiness and worry,” she noted.

“I’m not exactly worried,” I told her. “But Felicia just informed me that there’s a massive influx of wealthy women to the Fertile Valley, causing hostilities in the region. They’re all there for Darian.”

“Who could have imagined,” Thalia said with a chuckle.

“I don’t blame them too much,” I said. “But they have to wait for their turn.”

“Honestly, if I were in their situation, I would have done something similar.”

“We all would, but there would be no stability,” I said. “Before speaking to Fyodor, we have to implement laws prohibiting non-residents from buying land there.”

“Understood,” she said.

* * *

I watched the sun slowly lowering in the sky. After we’d passed the laws, I hadn’t done much. I had written back to Felicia, letting her know that it would take time till it would come into effect, but that she kindly had to tell those wealthy women that they could stay but not move there.

One of my servants greeted me. “Your Highness, Fyodor is here.”

I nodded. It was him I was waiting for. I made my way down the stairs to the entrance of the castle. I wasn’t looking forward to this, but I knew it had to be done. After I read how happy Isadora was, I didn’t want her to ever be sent on some political mission, or to encourage her to marry someone for the sake of politics.

I came just in time when Fyodor dismounted from his horse. He came with his servants, and I couldn’t see his son anywhere behind him. He was a head shorter than I, and in his fifties, yet lack of sleep had made his eyelids droopy and saggy, and age had made his hair silver and thin. He wore a surcoat, and embroidered upon were patterns of gold. The royal crest emblazoned upon his chest, shimmering with precious gemstones. His leather boots clacked against the tiles, raising him a couple of inches.

He lacked Everything Darian had. I couldn’t stop comparing him to every man I saw, which I knew was another sign that I loved him. “Welcome, Fyodor,” I formally greeted him with a handshake, feeling how wrinkly his skin was.

He dipped his head. “Thank you,” he said.

“Do you travel alone?” I asked him. This must have been the first time I saw him without his son. It was common for royals to let the princes follow, so they could be taught about politics and how to conduct themselves.

“Yes. It will be a short visit. I just want to discuss something privately.”

I nodded. “Come with me,” I said. I brought him inside the castle, and I offered him something to drink and eat, but he kindly refused.

He glanced at his servants and beckoned only one of them. “Come with me. The rest of you may stay for now,” he told them.

I understood now that he wanted to talk in complete privacy, and I knew it had to do with my daughter. I took him with me to a vacant room and had a seat at the table.

He drew in a deep breath with clear hints of distress. “So, why did she call it off?” he asked and went straight to the point. “My son … and the rest of my family did not take it lightly.”

“Isadora changed her mind,” I told him truthfully.

“There must have been something that made her change her mind,” he said and wanted to dig deeper. One of his servants, who I suspected to be a negotiator, started taking notes.

“I think she accepted his proposal out of desperation. It was a tough time.”

He watched me closely as I spoke to him. “It sure was a tough time, but I’ve seen them spend time with each other plenty of times. They were both flirting with each other, and there were sparks.”

“They did spend a lot of time with each other before, but they were merely friends.”

He wrinkled his nose, obviously disagreeing. “I saw more than friendship.”

I wanted to tell him that he was growing old, but I tried to keep the hostilities to a minimum. Although he’d already provoked me earlier with the forgive her comment in the letter. “We can go back and forth, we won’t get anywhere. She’s made up her mind. This was her decision. Calling off engagements and divorces happen.”

“Usually not by the girl,” he reminded me.

“It isn’t usual for a queen to rule a kingdom, yet here I am,” I said, and he had hit a nerve with his words. “Isadora is more to me than a girl.”

“The trust in you and Anigava will greatly be reduced when more will learn about this.”

“I have thought about this thoroughly,” I told him firmly. “But there are some things I can’t do. Telling my daughter to do something she doesn’t want to is one of them. The consequences of what happens next are irrelevant to me.”

His lips pressed into a firm line. This clearly wasn’t going in the direction he’d hoped it would.

“Look, I’m willing to do anything to make this marriage happen,” he said. “Anything. What do you want?”

I blinked at him, and he didn’t look like a king any longer but a beggar. I was flabbergasted he couldn’t let it go. “There’s nothing that will make that marriage happen. It’s called off,” I said firmly.

“When I said anything, I meant territories, our industries or our mines.”

“And when I said there’s nothing that will make that marriage happen, I meant it.”

He drew in a deep breath and looked to the side. He nudged his negotiator with his elbow. He cleared his throat and pushed his glasses up his nose. He was scrawny, short and just unappealing.

“One of our mines that is on the border to Anigava,” he started. “We’ve spent decades building and expanding it. We’re willing to hand it over to you, not only the mines but the territories and workers themselves.”

I frowned at him, and it intimidated him. “If you continue to ask the same thing over and over again. We’re going to have a very short discussion. I won’t repeat myself again. There’s nothing that will make her change her mind, and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

Fyodor held up his hand, gesturing to his negotiator to keep it quiet. “You sure someone hasn’t swayed her over?”

“Why’s that relevant?”

He shrugged but didn’t respond.

“I think you’re misunderstanding a vital point. First of all, from the start, I encouraged her to marry your son. I didn’t discourage her at all. I don’t want anything. I’m not marrying anyone. She is. She is old enough to make her own decisions. When she was gone, she left because we had a brawl over the engagement.”

“Why haven’t you told me that before?” Fyodor asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I didn’t think about it,” I said. “But I’m sincere when I tell you that I haven’t encouraged her to call off the marriage. I did the opposite.”

“Has she found someone else by any chance?” he asked and started growing suspicious. “Any other man she’s fallen in love with?”

“Maybe she has,” I told him coldly.

“Is she here now?” he asked.

“Fyodor … let it go.”

He nodded, furrows creasing his brow. “You wanted to discuss the swords and iron deal, correct?”

I nodded, watching him carefully. “Yes,” I said.

“There won’t be any,” he said. “You’ll buy at market rates but the sales will be limited. Also, we won’t renew the lease at the southern hills. After next month, the guards and your soldiers will have to return.”

I knew the iron was crucial for rebuilding a couple of the towns, so this was the thanks we got after having protected them for all these years. “It is what it is,” I said, and I knew this was the beginning of the end of our relationship.

He looked me in the eyes. “All that can change if she changes her mind.”

“My daughter’s heart is not for sale … It’s time for you to leave,” I told him formally, even if I wanted to throw him out. I had warned him a minute ago that our conversation would be short if he tried asking that again.

He nodded and didn’t say a word. He got to his feet with his negotiator and made his way out. I didn’t escort him or tell him goodbye. In fact, I didn’t want to see him again.


Chapter 5

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes as the sunlight filtered through the window. Flora’s and Isadora’s legs were wrapped around mine, their sweet peaches pressed against my legs. Every morning, I woke up with their arms draped over my chest; I sighed in relief. It felt so good. It was a couple of days ago that I had taken Isadora’s maidenhead, and finishing inside her had felt incredibly good. On that day, it wasn’t just the climax but everything that had led up to it. She was so playful and full of ideas that every day with her was a new adventure.

I still thought about it now and then—how every inhabitant of Anigava dreamed of her, but she was all mine. We were bonded, and we made love to each other every day and would continue to do so. I turned to the left and saw Flora’s auburn hair fanned out across her pillow and shoulders, erotically veiling her nude breasts. I turned right and saw Isadora’s blonde hair spilling over her, with her boobs pressed against my arm. They were both gorgeous, and I loved them both.

Isadora slowly opened her eyes, stretching her arms and legs. As always, she started her morning by drawing circles on my chest. “Are you awake?” she asked in her adorable morning voice.

I nodded and stroked her shoulder as she cuddled up to me. “I’m all ears.”

“I sleep so deeply… Ever since I slept with you the first time.”

“I noticed the same when I started sleeping with Flora,” I told her, pecking her forehead and making a smile blossom on her face.

“But I mean really deep,” she said. “And all my dreams are about you.”

It made me smile sweetly. I usually dreamed of her and Flora, but yesterday, I’d dreamed of her mother, the queen. I didn’t want to tell Isadora about it, not sure what she would think of me. But for every day I spent with Isadora, the more I thought about her mother. It was difficult not to when Aurora was well-endowed and looked like a goddess. I’d also been busy breeding all these young virgins; I craved someone more mature now and then. I hadn’t seen a more beautiful woman than Aurora, and I didn’t think she existed.

“I dreamed about you too.”

“What did we do?” she asked, seizing my attention. She lightly started rubbing her slit on my leg. She was warm and wet as usual, spreading her honey over my leg till goosebumps spread over my flesh.

“We were outside goofing around till I took you on the grass.”

“I prefer being intimate outside than inside,” she admitted. “Being outside feels more adventurous and liberating.”

“I know,” I said. She’d told me about it before, and I agreed with her. It was much rawer, and the experience felt much stronger. Her blonde hair went so well with the flowers and emerald grass.

Flora opened her eyes and rubbed them. It was random who woke up first, but they both agreed that they slept way deeper than earlier, and so did I. The more women in my bed, the better I slept.

I made sure to peck Flora’s forehead and brush her auburn hair away from her face. I wanted to see her freckles which were like the icing on the cake. “Good morning,” she said and broke out in a smile. “Any plans for today?”

“Not yet,” I said. I hadn’t done much else except for thinking of Isadora and her mother. “The usual breeding.”

“Maybe we can go out for a picnic or something,” she suggested. “It’s getting really warm lately.”

“I know,” I said and agreed with her. “I just hope Felicia has gotten the quarreling under control.”

It was no joke. Lately, there have been more fights than usual. The locals resented the newcomers. I hoped Aurora had passed the laws and also made sure the rest of the kingdom knew about them. It was hard to deny travelers access, especially after they’d come so far. The influx of women was noticeable. We had been at the market yesterday and the prices sure had increased. Not only that, but we spotted more women than usual, making it overcrowded.

We decided to put on our clothes. It was always a treat to look at their nude bodies before they covered them up in clothes. It was like art combined with eye candy. Once we were fully clothed, we headed downstairs. “Are you growing hungry?” Flora asked me.

“I am,” I said.

“How about pancakes?” she suggested.

“Go for it,” I said. I wasn’t picky when it came to eating, but I sure loved their pancakes. Settling down outside while they were in the kitchen, I looked around the garden. Isadora had planted plenty of flowers and used some sort of magic to help them grow. There were currently several patches of roses and some flowers budding. The horses didn’t do much, just aimlessly looking around while their tails swished side to side. Our dairy cow grazed as usual. Flora had also planted some additional vegetables and herbs.

As soon as Isadora and Flora started on the pancakes, they giggled and had plenty of fun. I glanced over my shoulder, and luckily, they both wore an apron, so they didn’t spill over their dresses.

Isadora nudged Flora with her elbow. “Did you feel extra aroused when moving in with him?” she asked her.

Flora nodded with a chuckle. “I don’t think a single hour passes without me thinking of being intimate with him.”

“I feel the same. I’ve never been so horny in my life.”

“He’s also constantly aroused,” Flora said as she cracked the eggs into a bowl.

“It doesn’t help either to see how popular he is,” Isadora said. “And also all these women he sleeps with.”

“Yeah, your mother assigned him to this task for a good reason,” Flora said. “There’s no man that can take his spot.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “It just feels so good to be in love with him. I can’t get enough of him.”

“Neither can I,” she said, and they shared a smile. The pancakes sizzled in the pan, and the scent wafted outside.

Flora set the table. “We’re almost done,” she said. As she was slightly bent at the waist, her breasts almost fell out of her dress.

“Relax,” I told her. “I’m not in a hurry.”

She sauntered back into the kitchen. They fried the bacon and prepared a bowl of syrup. They came outside with the pancakes, and we settled down. I loaded up my plate with pancakes and bacon. I lightly drizzled some syrup on top and dug in, savoring the sweet and salty taste.

“Was it alright?” Isadora asked.

“Perfect,” I said after swallowing a bite.

She beamed and high-fived Flora. “We rule,” she said, making us chuckle.

We continued to eat and talk about various topics. We talked about what we’d done the past days, from taking small trips to just enjoying it here. We also wanted to go back to the stadium sometime in the future. Except for the breeding, we tried to take a day at a time.

After we’d eaten, someone knocked on the door, and I exchanged glances with Flora and Isadora. “Are you expecting someone?”

“Are you trying to be funny?” Flora said with a grin.

I shrugged. “You never know.”

“I’m ninety-nine percent sure there’s a horny woman or horny women outside,” Isadora added.

“I didn’t know we’d invited someone for this morning though,” I said.

“But they show up regardless,” Flora said with a wink.

She was right. It happened now and then that some wet, young women came over or a mother with their shy daughters. They sometimes wanted to give me gifts in exchange for being bred. I’d explained to them that it wasn’t necessary and that they would eventually become pregnant with me regardless if it happened now or within a year.

I rose to my feet and made my way to the door. I opened it and saw a woman with two girls, who I suspected to be her daughters.

The mother looked fairly young with an impressive bust and a wrinkle-free face. She wore her strawberry-blonde hair in a ponytail. She was taller than her daughters who were endowed with rare pink hair. I hadn’t bred any of those in days. I flitted my eyes back to the woman, and I realized I recognized her from somewhere.

“Hi, Darian,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

My eyes swept over her again, checking out her curvy figure, breasts and face. I studied her oval-shaped face and her upturned nose. I knew I had seen her before, especially by the way she greeted me. “I have met you before, haven’t I?”

“Come on, Darian, don’t you recognize me and my daughters?” she asked flirtatiously. “Am I growing too old for you?”

I broke out in a smile when I noticed who it was. It was Valeria, a dear friend of my mother.

“Valeria,” I said, my eyes widening.

“A hug, or do you only want young women these days?” she joked again.

“No such thing,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “It’s just that I haven’t seen you since the times of peace.”

I pulled her in a hug, and she was a head shorter than me. She was as warm as I remembered her to be, and while she embraced me, memories of her and my mother flooded my mind, making me even warmer.

She broke the hug, and I looked at her again. “You look the same as last time I saw you,” I said as she hadn’t aged a bit.

“Thank you,” she said. “You look a lot different though … In a good way. You’ve become a man now. Not only a man but our hero.”

I smiled at her kind words. “Is that Zorina and Thalindra?”

Valeria stepped aside and made room for her twin daughters. “Didn’t you recognize them?”

I shook my head. “Not at first,” I said. The last time I’d seen them, they were in their youth and were just about to blossom. Now, they were ripe with hips almost as curvy as their mother’s and breasts almost as full and round as Valeria’s. They looked at me a bit shyly.

Valeria proudly patted her daughters. “They are full-grown women now and no longer children. They turned eighteen a month ago. Come on, don’t be shy, hug him.”

I had to beckon them to me. They hesitantly approached, their eyes wide with a mix of shyness and curiosity. I couldn’t help but notice the resemblance between Valeria and her daughters, both sporting the same captivating pink hair. As one girl stepped closer to hug me, the other reached out and tentatively touched my chest, seemingly in awe of the changes my body had undergone.

“It’s okay, you can touch me,” I reassured them, my heart warming at their demure affection.

“You two remember Darian from when you were younger, don’t you?” Valeria said and cut in.

“We do,” Zorina said, her blush growing stronger by her mother’s tone.

With a smile, I pulled them both into a tight embrace, feeling the warmth of their bodies and the softness of their skin against mine. Their miniskirts brushed against my legs as we held each other tightly, and I could feel the pressure of their bosoms against my chest as we deepened our hug.

I pulled my head back, my eyes bouncing from beauty to beauty. Their skin was as smooth as silk, and even if their mother was in the background, I gently let my hands trail down to their bottoms. I reminded myself when they were young and playful. They’d grown into beautiful women, making me want to unveil them even further. “What have you been up to during all these years?”

“Not much,” Thalindra said curtly.

“There hasn’t really been much to do until recently,” Zorina said. “We’re just glad you’re alive.”

“And doing well,” Thalindra said.

“We heard about what happened to your mother,” Valeria said as I let go of her daughters. “I’m sorry. When we visited your village, we laid flowers on her grave.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. Valeria had met my mother through work. Despite coming from two different villages, they visited each other frequently. During the war, they were put in two different districts. If I remembered correctly, Valeria’s favorite hobby was horseback riding. She also had a successful side gig where she tamed wild horses and sold them to the military.

“We were hoping to see you there, but we were told about your merits and where you were now, so we decided to move here.”

“I see,” I said. “There have been a couple of fights recently, and a lot of women have moved here lately.”

“Because of you?” she guessed, giving me a kinky look.

I nodded. “You nailed it,” I said. “We don’t have to stand here. Come in and let’s talk on the terrace.”

“Thank you,” she said and stepped inside with her two demure daughters.

I thought it was lovely to spend some time with her, especially as I hadn’t seen her in a while. I took them outside, showing them around. “What a beautiful garden,” Valeria said and looked around.

“My two girls do everything here,” I said. “It’s not me who’s planted the flowers or trimmed the bushes.”

“He’s too busy breeding,” Isadora chimed in.

“I can imagine,” Valeria said as we had a seat. “How did you end up with the princess?”

I exchanged glances with Isadora. “I love him, that’s all,” Isadora said, wrapping her arms around me and giving me a hug.

Then I told her how we met, and I made sure to keep the drama to a minimum.

“That’s an amazing love story,” Valeria said, her eyes twinkling.

“I know,” Isadora said proudly.

“Just listening to it makes me all warm,” she said and looked skyward at the hot sun.

“Do you want some strawberries?” Flora offered her. “Or something to drink?”

“Both would be lovely,” Valeria said and looked at her daughters who nodded eagerly. Flora rose and returned shortly after with bowls of strawberries, a jar of juice and cups. “Darian has this sweet lover, who he’s already impregnated. She always comes over with her delicious strawberries.”

“There’s more than one of them,” Isadora added. “Some of them can be desperate too.”

“I can imagine,” Valeria said. With a mischievous smirk, she reached up and slowly popped free two buttons on her blouse, revealing more of her delicious cleavage. I couldn’t help but sneak glances at her as she playfully teased me with her gaze, knowing exactly what effect she was having on me. “This is your life, eh? A revered war veteran, honored by the queen and given one of the most honorable quests in our history. And now you’re bonded with her daughter, one of the most beautiful girls in the entire kingdom.”

I nodded. I had never thought about it in that way, but she was right. Life was different and for the better. “Yes,” I said and nodded. “You summed it up perfectly.”

“Your mother would have been proud of you,” she said and looked at me with admiration. “It was so tragic it had to happen at the end of the conflict.”

“It is what it is,” I said and had already mourned for both my parents. “I have mourned, but they’ll leave plenty of descendants.”

“No doubt about that,” she said. “You don’t miss your home village?”

I slowly shook my head. “There is nothing left there,” I admitted. “Maybe if my parents were still alive, I’d have taken a trip or two there.”

“I see,” she said.

“By the way, did your husband make it?” I asked her.

She slowly shook her head. “He died early on in the conflict. There’s a severe male shortage at the moment.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said. “I know all about it.” Even here in the Fertile Valley, to see another man was rare, and they were usually young or old.

“It makes you so much more attractive that you survived,” Valeria said with hints of desire in her voice.

“Mom?” Zorina said and nudged her mother with her elbow. She and her sister looked a bit embarrassed by the way their mother spoke to me.

“I’m sorry, darlings, you may speak to him too. Don’t be shy. He doesn’t bite.” Valeria reached for a strawberry, taking a bite so the pink juices burst over her tongue.

It was obvious her daughters weren’t going to start the conversation as they exchanged shy glances. “How’s the strawberries?” I asked them, seeing they had juice spills over their chins and necks.

“Super sweet,” they both agreed.

“Kind of like both of you,” I said, making them both giggle. “I remember when both of you baked a strawberry cake for our visit. It was divine.”

“Thank you,” Thalindra said. “It was like the first time we’d ever baked.”

“You did a good job,” I told them and turned to Valeria. “How did you manage to move here? They have been against newcomers lately.”

“Well, my husband left quite a decent inheritance, and on top of that, I’ve made a lot of money from the horse trade, so money hasn’t been an issue,” she told me. I should’ve guessed, judging by the clean clothes they were wearing. “But we have faced some discrimination, and we did notice tensions here yesterday.”

“They’re about to make it illegal for non-residents to purchase property here,” I told her.

“We got here just in time then,” she said, and her lips curved in a smile. “What are your thoughts on this?”

I scratched my neck. “Honestly, it’s a bit overwhelming, but I’ll survive. I know you, so it’s a bit different.”

“Thank you,” she said. “Well, we came here for a reason. My daughters might be a bit shy, but they begged me to move here.”

“Mom?” Zorina said and tugged her mother’s arm.

“But you did,” she reminded her.

“You don’t have to tell him everything,” she said, a blush creeping up on her and her sister’s cheek.

I started putting the puzzle pieces together. “You want to be bred?” I guessed and looked at both Thalindra and Zorina, who both slowly nodded.

At that moment, someone knocked. I exchanged glances with Flora. “I can get it,” she said. I already had an idea that there were more girls waiting for me outside. She opened it and started talking with the girls. “A minute.” She came back to me. “Uhm, there are like three of them outside.”

“Tell them that I’m busy and that they can either return in the evening or tomorrow morning.”

“Okay,” Flora said demurely and went back.

“You’re very popular,” Valeria noted with a grin. “You don’t mind taking care of my darlings now?”

Shaking my head, I didn’t have to think twice about it. “Not at all,” I said. “You were my mom’s best friend, and I only have positive memories with you and your daughters.” There was more to that woman than memories. She was tall and gorgeous, and during my young adulthood, I’d fantasized about her now and then. I didn’t want to tell her that now, but I believed she’d noticed it, both now and earlier.

“So is that a yes?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said and turned to her daughters whose cheeks pinked.

“I want to give you a hug for being so kind,” Valeria said.

We rose from our seats, and Valeria fell into my arms and generously pressed her bust against my chest. I melted in her arms and wondered if her daughters were equally as warm. I looked at them both, like ripe fruits ready to be enjoyed. “Do you want to come with me?” I asked them. Zorina and Thalindra nodded eagerly and rose to their feet. “Isadora and Flora will keep you company in the meantime,” I told Valeria.

“That’s okay,” she said, looking proudly at her gorgeous daughters who would soon lose their virginities. “Be good girls now.”

“Yes, Mom,” they said and blushed.

I led them into the pregnancy room and gently closed the door. “You were a lot shyer than I remember you to be.”

They exchanged glances. “No, I think it’s you who’s a lot more handsome than what we remember,” Zorina said with a smirk.

“That and our mother can embarrass us now and then,” Thalindra said.

“She loves both of you,” I told them.

“I know she loves us, but ugh, she has to give us a break once in a while,” Zorina said and pushed her pink hair behind her ears.

I took my shirt off and revealed my body which they both ogled at. “Which one of you go first?”

“Zorina,” Thalindra said, who sat on top of the bed, watching us eagerly.

I took Zorina’s hands and pulled her closer to me. She laid her hand flat on my chest, and I looked into her purple eyes. “Your eyes are just as beautiful as I remember them to be.”

“Thank you,” she said demurely. I pulled her into a kiss, my tongue tracing the seam of her smooth lips till I slipped it inside her honeyed mouth. My cock thickened suddenly, as I felt a desire to tear her clothes off and push my love inside her. I came off her lips and tugged at her top. She pulled it over her head and quickly unhooked her bra till her breasts spilled free. They were a work of art, porcelain, symmetric and bouncy. I cupped them both and massaged her wonderful flesh.

We fell onto the bed. I took off my trousers while she slid her skirt and panties down her leg.

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with anticipation and desire. I knew I had to be gentle, to make this a moment she would remember. Before looking at her peach, I slowly began to kiss my way down her body, trailing my lips along her smooth skin.

Her body trembled under my touch as I neared her honeyed region. I kissed the insides of her thighs, teasing her as I drew closer. Savoring the softness of her skin, I moved my lips up one thigh and down the other, before finally resting them on her pink center. I pulled my head back and admired her crisp, clean and wet slit with beads of fresh nectar clinging to her lips. I punctured a droplet with my tongue.

Her hands clenched tight in the sheets as my tongue sought out every hidden crevice, every unique fold of her body’s intimate landscape. She was wet and ready for me, yet I took my time to savor everything she had to offer.

The taste of her was intoxicating, a heady blend of musk and sweetness that I could not get enough of. I latched onto her clit, sucking it gently and swirling my tongue around it.

I felt her body arch off the bed as a gasped moan escaped from her lips. “Oh,” she whispered, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me to her.

I came off her intimate region with a soft kiss. I sat up and aimed my hardon at her little virgin hole. She looked at it in awe, probably questioning if a man was supposed to be so well-endowed.

“Are you ready?” I asked, my voice strained with lust. She nodded, a determined look in her eyes. I could see the eagerness and curiosity—a desire to know what it felt like, to experience the sensation of being bred.

Slowly, tenderly, I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed inwards just a little. She gasped sharply, her fingers tightening around the sheets as her body strained to accommodate me. I held myself still, giving her time to adjust before I moved any further.

“You okay?” I murmured softly, studying her face for signs of discomfort. She nodded after a moment, a smile on her lips. Encouraged by her response, I pressed further, sliding deeper into her warmth.

She let out another gasp, but this one was different—filled with pleasure instead of pain. My heart pounded in my chest at the incredible sensation of her tight heat enveloping me from all sides.

Slow and steady, I continued to move my hips, inch by inch bringing myself fully inside her.

With each thrust, I delved deeper into her, exploring the hidden treasure of her body. Her warmth enveloped me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my veins. I could feel her muscles gripping and releasing me, encouraging me to lose control.

“Oh, Darian,” she said, spreading her legs wide open for me.

Her words encouraged me to fuck her harder and faster. While I kept thrusting into her, I reached toward her breasts and squeezed them, feeling her nipples stiffening to pebbles. Since she was so tight, it didn’t take many thrusts for me to reach the edge.

I pushed in a final time into her sweet hole and emptied myself with a loud groan. Her legs tightened around me in a warm embrace, pushing me deeper inside her as I spilled out every drop. She threw her head back, and I let go of her bouncy breasts.

I slowly pulled out, and the pink mist appeared shortly after. “What’s that?” she asked, her voice still husky.

“You’ve been bred,” I told her.

“Oh, that felt amazing,” she said.

I stared at her pussy, and my semen leaked out of her like a pearlescent river. Seeing where I was looking, she got her eyes on my cum and ran her own fingers through it. She held up her sticky fingers and then stuck them into her mouth.

“I have to give something to your twin too,” I told her.

Zorina looked over her shoulder. “Sorry, sis,” she said with a giggle.

“Was it painful?” Thalindra asked as she slowly came over. I hadn’t even noticed it, but she was already fully nude. She must have undressed while I was having my way with her sister. I selected The Sacred Seed and felt my libido return to full force.

“The first thrusts hurt a little,” she said. “But afterward, I was in heaven.”

Thalindra didn’t look skeptical any longer, but she looked at my erection intimidatingly. “Is it supposed to be so big?” she asked.

Her question caught me off guard, and I wasn’t sure how to answer her. “I’ll admit I’m bigger than average,” I said. I started by kissing her first. Her lips were identical to her twin sister’s mouth, smooth and sweet. I pulled my head back and pushed her gorgeous pink hair behind her ears. Her lips slid into a grin as she spread her legs. I reached for her bouncy boobs, squeezing them before kissing them both. I made my way down till I reached her slit, licking and sucking her flesh. I became so turned on that I quickly mounted her, slowly pushing my erection inside her tight walls. She let out a long and slow moan, and I started fucking her. Groaning and grunting for every fuck, I climaxed in no time and spilled my seed into Thalindra. I let out a gasp of relief as I kept squeezing out my rich cum.

“Oh, I feel so much happier,” Thalindra said. Her eyes were glued onto my erection as I pulled it out. It came out dripping wet from both her and Zorina’s juices. The pink mist spread across the room, and she smiled, exchanging glances with Zorina.

Zorina gave her a nude hug from behind. “We’ll soon be mothers.”

“I know,” she said, elated.

We chatted for a bit while getting dressed. When I opened the door, Valeria was still sitting outside with Flora and Isadora. She rose to her feet and gave her daughters a three-way hug.

“How did it go?” she asked them.

“Fine,” they both said.

“We’re pregnant now,” Zorina said.

Valeria gave both of them a wet kiss on their foreheads, ruffling their hair. “I’m proud of both of you.” She let go of them and gave me a wink. She moved her hands to her heart, pressing them between her impressive cleavage. “Darian, thank you so much. You and your family mean the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “Since you’ve moved here, we might as well see each other now and then.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Now, I won’t bug you any longer. You probably have more girls waiting for you outside.”

“Yeah,” I said and glanced out the window. I blinked at them. There were at least six of them. “No kidding.”

“Flora and Isadora have been busy answering the door all the time,” Valeria said with a giggle.

“It happens,” I said. I hugged Valeria and her daughters goodbye, wishing them health and happiness. Right at the doorstep, the young women rose to their feet. They wore as little and tight clothing as possible, hugging their gorgeous curves and big boobs. This wasn’t a quest. This was heaven.

* * *

Standing on the doorstep, I waved at the six beauties. They’d showed up after I hugged Valeria and her daughters goodbye. They looked relieved and content, having been fully satisfied. As they walked back up to the main road, my eyes lingered on them until they disappeared into the crowd.

I gently closed the door, and a wonderful feminine scent lingered. Each of them had worn a different perfume. They were childhood friends who had grown up in the same neighborhood.

Having been with eight girls in such a short time, I needed to relax. Flora was outside gardening, and she turned to me as I stepped out. “I hope the bed didn’t break,” she joked.

“Were we that loud?” I asked.

She was on her knees, wearing a flowery dress with her hair loose. She looked like a traditional gem. She pushed her hair behind her ears and gave me a look. “Not loud, but it seemed to go on for an hour, and the bed squeaked like mad.”

An hour sounded about right since breeding one of them took about ten minutes. “Did you write them down in the logs?”

She nodded. “You can count on me.”

“Where’s Isadora?” I asked, looking around.

“Behind you,” she said.

I turned and saw Isadora with a letter, quill, and ink. “Who are you writing to?” I asked, taking a seat next to her.

“My mother,” she said, smiling brightly. “She wrote back to me, and it felt so good.”

“I can imagine,” I said. “It felt good when we wrote letters to each other.”

“See?” she said happily. “I don’t know why, but letters are special.”

“They are personal. You can sit in peace and think carefully about what you want to say,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair.

“You’re right,” she said, inching her hips closer to mine. “I’ve been writing for half an hour now. It was a bit difficult when I heard you with all those girls.”

“Sorry about that,” I said, chuckling. “I know a couple of the girls moaned loudly.”

“It wasn’t just that, but you turned me on,” she admitted, flashing me her precious smile.

“I’ll take care of your arousal later … How far have you gotten?”

“I’m almost done. Do you want to read her letter?” she asked, preparing to hand it to me.

“I don’t have to read your mother’s letter. She wrote that to you, not to me.”

“Okay,” she agreed.

“You have a special relationship, don’t you?”

“Of course, I’m her only daughter,” she said, sighing. “I feel bad for her right now.”

“Why?”

“She writes that she’s burdened with work,” she said. “I don’t think it’s fair. And she’s also been celibate for so long. Now that I know how good it feels to be with a man, I don’t understand her decision.”

I didn’t understand why she was single either. I suspected she wanted to devote all her time to the kingdom and her daughter.

“That she’s been single for so long is a mystery to me and many others.”

She fluttered her sapphire eyes at me and placed her hand on my thigh. “Especially if you find her attractive.”

“I think a lot of men do,” I told her.

“But you’re the one who matters the most,” she said.

When she told me that, she earned a kiss from me. It was impossible to resist when she could be so cute at times. I pressed my lips to hers, making a blush blossom on her cheeks.

“I think she’s a bit insecure about her age,” Isadora admitted. “Although it’s just a number.”

“I agree with you completely,” I said. “Women age differently, and she hasn’t lost any of her beauty… only gained.”

“If you told her that, it would mean the world to her,” she said.

“If that’s the case, I’ll tell her when I get a chance,” I said.

“Can I write it to her?”

“Sure,” I said, stroking her shoulder.

She quickly scribbled down some notes.

“Regarding her being busy,” I told her, “she’s the queen. She has a lot to do.”

“From yours and anyone else’s perspective, that’s true, but to me, she’s my mother first and foremost.”

“You’re right,” I said, realizing how she was thinking. “But it doesn’t change the fact that she’ll be busy.”

“I know,” Isadora said with a sigh. “But now that we’re in times of peace, I just hoped that she could wind down a bit, but apparently not.”

The bond between them was strong. “A lot of properties and land got destroyed. It’s going to take a lot of time and resources to rebuild everything.”

“I wish we had a magic wand that could fix these issues.”

“Darian’s wand can fix our most important issue,” Flora chimed in, making us laugh. She rose to her feet and joined us. She took a seat next to me, bringing her scent of flowers and soil with her. She smelled as pleasant as a rose. “Maybe you can suggest some relaxation exercises for her,” Flora told Isadora. “I’m sure Thalia is willing to help.”

“Not a bad idea,” she said. “I just have to say something. If I was in a similar position, she would be there for me within a heartbeat.”

I saw how it troubled her, and it affected me as well. “I’ll give you some time to finish your letter, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, smiling.


Chapter 6

Aurora

Ipaced my room, trying to think of solutions to our growing problems. I had come to grips with the fact that our relationship with Selppin could not be saved. I didn’t want to save it either—at least not while Fyodor ruled.

It was difficult to build mines while facing a demographic problem, and gathering enough resources to rebuild the destroyed towns was equally challenging. During our last meeting, the mask had come off, and I knew all our ties would soon be severed. At the same time, they wouldn’t survive long on their own either.

My servant knocked on the door. “You may come in,” I told her.

She opened the door and strode over with two letters in her hand. “Your Highness, I have two letters for you. Both come from the Fertile Valley.”

When I heard the name of that town, my eyes lit up. It felt like a little relief since I knew who they were from. One was certainly from Isadora, one of the few lights left during these troubled times. I took the letters from her, a smile curving my lips. “Thank you,” I said, eager to get my mind on something else.

She left me alone, and I went to my seat. I settled down and examined both letters. When I saw Isadora’s handwriting, joy washed over me. My mind became flooded with so many images of her. I didn’t only think of the time we’d spent together, but also the time she was spending with Darian. They’d probably had sex plenty of times by now unless he was super busy with the breeding. They’d slept together many nights by now, cuddling up till the moon was shining. As I fantasized, it looked so romantic, seeing them hold and kiss each other. I remembered that feeling when I just discovered love. The entire world felt like a field of flowers and butterflies. I missed that feeling.

I opened Isadora’s letter and slipped it out.

Hi Mom,

I have toned it down on the apple pies … but I’ve been eating more strawberry cakes instead. Sorry. I eat plenty of fruits and berries, and we’re always up to something. There’s this girl here named Marie who has the most delicious strawberries. She comes over every now and then, either with a basket of strawberries or a cake. Darian has obviously bred her, that’s how they met.

Don’t worry about my teeth. I brush them every night. They are still white and shiny.

Yes, I helped Flora prepare the stew. We had fun too, but she sure knows how to cook. Her sister works at a restaurant and has taught her plenty. I don’t know why, but it feels so special to make something for him. I love doing things for him. It makes my heart tingle.

I laughed when I read about mosquito bites. Thankfully, I don’t have those. I think he likes my boobs too. He always squeezes and touches them. It turns me on to have his strong hands on me. I love it when he holds both my legs and pushes himself inside me. I can’t think of any better feeling in this world, and then when he finishes, but that’s another topic.

I think he’s really big … who knows maybe one day you’ll see him. I also feel flattered whenever he wants to have his way with me. I want to be there for him forever. Flora is also teaching me proper bed etiquette. She gave me a tip of pushing my tongue in front of my teeth, so his penis slides a bit better. I think he noticed my teeth a bit the first time I sucked him. He’s aroused all the time, or that’s what it feels like. Today, he’s already bedded eight girls, no kidding. They show up all the time. There were a couple of times he wanted to spend time with me and Flora, and he had to tell the girls to show up another time. I understand their desperation since there are hardly any men around here.

I didn’t think of his cum as the seed of life, but you’re right. And I’ve also noticed how uplifted I become every time he either finishes inside my vagina or my mouth. Honestly, I prefer to swallow it. But it’s up to him how he wants it. He’s the man after all.

I told Flora that you said hi, and she became so happy. She hopes you’re doing fine. She misses massaging you. We massage Darian instead, and he loves it.

I do know Flora and I hold a special place in his heart, but still, the demand for him is enormous. Just as I wrote earlier, he’s already bedded eight women, and there are so many of them in this town. He goes out for a walk and all of them vie for his attention. I wouldn’t be surprised if they started to fight over him, although they have started fighting for land in this town.

If I had been there, I would have loved to dry your tears. You’ve always dried mine after all.

I’m already starting to get used to his penis. Yesterday, when we went to bed, I tried sticking in my finger, but it didn’t feel that satisfactory. But earlier, it did. I can still masturbate with my finger, but I have to touch myself a bit more. Now, I want something thicker, something that matches his size.

Please, don’t call me a woman. I still feel like a girl more than anything. I agree it’s what leads up to the sex that is the best. I love to hug and kiss him equally as much as being taken, and then afterward when we can cuddle. It all feels so good.

There’s something I would like to know about you. Earlier, I didn’t truly know how it felt to love a man and be loved, but now that I know. I want more and more. I want it to last forever, and I don’t want to go back to a time when it was absent. It makes me think of you. How have you been celibate for so long? Don’t you also want to have sex and be loved by another man?

As your daughter, I have to tell you what I think. I feel bad for you. You deserve love too. I hope it’s nothing to do with your age. Do you know what Darian told me? He said that you haven’t lost any of your beauty. He finds you attractive, and he’s the most handsome guy in our world. He’s more than handsome, brave, powerful and wise. I can go on, but you get what I’m saying. If he wants you then there must be other men who want you as well. I know we’ve never spoken about this, but I want you to be happy too.

Isn’t there any way you can cut down on all those meetings? Take some time off? You tell me to enjoy my life, but do you enjoy yours? I know it’s not all roses and sunshine, but we can try to have as much of it as possible, don’t you think?

I love you too from the bottom of my heart, and I think about you every day.

I love you, Isadora.

I put the letter down and reached for a tissue. I thought I wouldn’t cry again after reading one of her letters, but I couldn’t hold back my tears, especially at the end. I didn’t want her to feel bad for me, but I understood her perspective. To her, I was her mother, not the queen. It didn’t matter what I said; she wouldn’t see it differently, and I preferred it that way. I wanted to be her mother first and foremost.

I reread the line about Darian and what he’d told her about me not having lost my beauty. It felt quite good. I had masturbated to him many times by now, just wishing he’d make love to me. The reason why I hadn’t remarried was because I didn’t find many guys attractive. Darian was the first guy in years who had actually made me wet and made me want to get off. If Isadora hadn’t fallen in love with him, then I would. I knew the age difference would probably cause a scandal, but I wasn’t sure if I cared. My daughter was right. It didn’t feel good to be celibate, but I had been so for so long that I didn’t remember how well it felt to have a man inside me, but I knew it was missing from my life.

I dried my eyes again and crumpled the tissue. I reached for a paper and quill and started writing to her.

Dear Isadora

I’ll have to ask you to tone it down on the strawberry cakes as well. They are just as sweet as apple pie. If you eat strawberries first, I promise that you won’t crave cake as much. To have it now and then is okay, I just hope you aren’t eating a cake a day.

I know everything about Flora’s culinary skills. It’s not just cooking something for someone that makes you feel great but gifts as well. It feels great to give something to someone you love, especially when you’ve made it personally, or just doing something together. That’s how I’ve felt every time we’ve spent some quality time with each other. It’s those little things that are the most meaningful.

Actions speak louder than words. If he’s all over your boobs, it means he’s really into them.

You are his girl now, so you should be there for each other. I know he’s willing to risk his life for you. He risked his life for this kingdom after all. A man goes through a lot, but he needs relaxation and love as much as we women do.

For your oral skills, you can also try slowing down. Most of the time, it’s just for foreplay, so the longer it lasts the better. I know he’s aroused all the time. He’s young, but he’s also endowed with The Sacred Seed. I have a feeling he’s told you that already, if not, keep in mind that we should keep quiet about it. It was a family secret that we possessed one of the three rare abilities.

Eight girls … That’s impressive. I’ve told him before that five a day is plenty, but it’s up to him how many young women he wants to bed. They sure are desperate, but you have to keep in mind that our male-to-female ratio is already skewed to begin with, and then we entered the war that wiped most of them out. He loves you two the most. I’m glad it turns you on that he’s sleeping with so many and you aren’t feeling any envy. Just be patient, and he’ll make love to you too.

I’m glad you’re getting used to his penis. A finger, object or anything else can’t compare to an erect penis. Isadora, you’ll always be my little sweetheart. You’re still a girl. Calling someone a woman or a man after losing his or her virginity is just poetic if that makes sense.

Tell Flora that I miss her massages. Her hands are so soft, and she has a really tender heart.

And I have to write now too that I miss you. You warm my heart when you write that you want to dry my tears. I cried after I read this letter too. It’s complicated to answer your question. I just haven’t found any man that I find attractive. I might have high standards but that’s just me. If I don’t find him attractive, there isn’t much I can do. As you’ve learned recently, you need to be aroused to be with another man. I do know what sex and lovemaking feel like, and honestly, I miss it immensely. Maybe one day I’ll meet someone who can push my buttons right but for now, I’ll sleep by myself.

Isadora, please, do not feel bad for me. You’re all the love I need in this world, and I’m fine. Darian is an attractive man, but he’s yours for now, and I want you to have him.

I’m your mother first and foremost and not the queen of this kingdom. I have a duty to take care of in addition to being your mother. It will be very difficult to deal with some issues that we’re facing now, but I’ll try. It means a lot that you’re thinking of me, and that you care for me. Despite our years of quarreling, especially after you hit puberty, raising and loving you have been the best moments of my life, and I’ve enjoyed every single day. I’m so proud of how creative and beautiful you’ve turned out, and despite dealing with some issues now, I’m happy. I will always be happy to see and hear that you’re doing well.

You listen to me and I’ll listen to you. I’ll try to take some time off. I promise you … If you’ll promise me to cut down on cakes.

I love you too, Isadora.

I sighed in relief after writing that letter. It felt like a climax. There were certain places where I wasn’t sure how to continue writing. When she brought up that she’d fingered herself, and then asked whether I missed lovemaking, I also wanted to write that I had started masturbating recently. I didn’t think it was appropriate though, and she would certainly ask me to whom.

Thinking of Darian made me wet. He had an effect on me that no man had had in years. I loved reading her letters, not only because they were from my daughter, but also because she mentioned Darian so many times. It made me fantasize about him, and it was a slippery slope. A shiver ran down my spine and then I moistened.

I shook my head. I had to wait till I went to bed regarding that. It was lovely of her to think of me, and it was fair. If I told her to tone it down on sweets, I should hold my promise to tone it down on politics. I had to make the best out of the situation even if we were dealing with Selppin right now.

Eight women in less than half a day … Even with the sacred Seed, it was an impressive amount. I could picture how they lined up for him, all waiting to be bred. Suddenly, I saw myself in that line, but I wanted more than just a quick in and out. I wanted to be loved, the same way my daughter described it.

I slipped the letter into the envelope and reached for the other one. It was from Felicia, luckily, the word had spread fast that the laws had been passed, stopping the inflow of women. I was glad that was out of the way.

I rose to my feet and met Thalia outside. “Any news from Fyodor?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Not yet.”

“What about our spies?” I asked. After our meeting with Fyodor, I had ordered them to focus on Selppin and their elite. They could not be trusted at the moment, and I had a feeling they were plotting something. They couldn’t fight us fairly, and they knew this themselves. The only opportunity left was to play dirty.

“I haven’t heard anything from them either,” Thalia said, shaking her head. She looked at me long and thoughtfully. “You look tense.”

I sighed. I couldn’t hide it and wasn’t sure why I even tried. “Difficult not be … I also promised my daughter to relax.”

“Well, I’m not your mother, but some relaxation wouldn’t hurt.”

“Any ideas?” I asked her and thought she had a point.

“How about a warm bath and a massage by your maids … I can send the letters for you in the meantime.”

“Alright,” I said and made a decision to have a relaxation session. I gave her the letters, and I made my way to my maids. I had five of them working for me personally, but for now, I chose three of them. They were as well raised and tender as Flora, but Flora had that little extra that made her stand out from the crowd.

Wearing a knee-length dress and their hair tied in a bun, Ava, Eve and Ivy were delicate and young. With the smoothest skin and softest touch, they didn’t wear any makeup. Their ripe breasts strained against their dresses, showing off the fact that they were at the peak of their fertility.

“Please, prepare a bath for me. Afterward, I want a massage,” I told them.

The maids nodded, gladly rose to their feet and made their way to my bathtub situated by the window. I had a perfect view over the garden where I could listen to the birds and rustling leaves in peace. I closed my eyes and listened to the water hitting the bathtub. It was already feeling more relaxed. Isadora was right. I sure needed to have some time for myself.

Opening my eyes, I looked at the painting of my daughter. My lips softened into a smile. “I’m doing this for you, darling,” I said. I was certain I could hear her voice, telling me that I should do this for myself. I agreed with her somewhat. I didn’t want stress to do more damage to me than aging already had.

The three maids strode toward me. The one in the middle, Ava, dipped her head. “The bath is ready for you, Your Highness.”

“Please, leave me some privacy. I’ll call for you if I need anything else.”

They smiled in return, their innocence warming me. I walked toward the bath. Light streamed in from the floor-to-ceiling windows. The light bounced from the trees and garden, making it emerald and golden. I turned toward the mirror and pulled the dress over my head. I gently laid it aside, checking out my breasts and shapes. Then I unhooked the hooks of my bra, and my boobs spilled free. I squeezed them together. They were still soft, although when I was younger they sat a bit higher up my chest.

I ran my hand over my stiffening nipples, thinking of all the compliments I had received because of them. I knew they turned heads, and I wasn’t complaining. I let go of them, and they jiggled till they found equilibrium. I slid down my panties and gently laid them on top of my dress. I had a neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair right over my mound, and I ran my fingers over my slit, feeling it moister than usual.

I hadn’t been wet in years, but all that changed after I masturbated to Darian for the first time. The first forbidden night had triggered thoughts of sex and intimacy, especially since my daughter now lived with him. My mind was consumed with images of them together, adding to the complexity and intensity of my feelings towards him.

Shaking my head and trying to think of something else, I turned my attention to the frothy, pear and rose-scented bubbles filling the bathtub. Carefully stepping in, I slowly sank into the warm water, letting it envelop me like a warm hug. I drew in a deep breath, feeling the scent of pears and roses tingling my nostrils. It was my favorite soap. My maids knew me well.

I looked out the window, seeing the royal garden and all the trees. The trees stretched tall and proud, their leaves rustling in the gentle breeze. A sense of tranquility washed over me as I drank in the natural beauty outside. The view was stunning and peaceful, exactly what I needed. I tried to slow down my breath. I wasn’t sure why, but it had been easier to wind down when we were at war than now.

My eyes trailed away from the trees and to my breasts. My nipples were slowly hardening as I let my mind wander. I thought of Darian as usual. I told myself just to dream about how he looked, but I slowly started to think of him being intimate with me. I wasn’t sincere when I wrote to Isadora that I hadn’t met a man who attracted me, but there wasn’t much I could do about it since Darian was hers.

I submerged my hand in the warm, soothing water and trailed my fingers down my body until they reached my most intimate area. I gently stroked over my trimmed pubic hair before reaching my sensitive flesh, causing a tingling sensation throughout my body.

I wondered if he would find me attractive. I wondered if I could make him hard. In my dreams, he was stone-hard and pushed himself inside me, and it felt so nice. Maybe it was that which was missing from my life. Maybe that was the reason why I felt so stressed out.

As I allowed my mind to drift further into the realm of fantasy, I closed my eyes and let the warm water wash over me. I imagined Darian’s strong hands exploring my body, his touch sending shivers down my spine. His deep voice, filled with lust and desire, whispered sweet words in my ear, driving me wild with desire. I could feel his erection pressing against me, the hardness of it.

Not being able to resist, I tried to touch myself a bit more, I stuck in a finger and did a beckoning motion inside my vagina. It felt so nice, especially as images of him flashed by. I reached in a bit deeper while gently brushing over my clit. I let out a long, slow moan, wondering whether I should continue. It would be difficult in a bath, as the water sloshed around the edges. I was certain the maids would figure out what I was up to. I slowed down and aborted before I became too horny.

I gently leaned back and relaxed for now. “I’ll save it for bedtime,” I told myself.

After I’d lain here for long enough, I called for the maids. “Ava, a towel, please,” I told her.

They were here within a heartbeat. Ivy placed a new towel next to the bathtub, and Eve had a towel in her hand. Ava looked at me, keeping it professional instead of staring at my dripping breasts. Although there was nothing wrong with hers, which sat high and firm on top of her chest.

“Hold me while I step out,” I told Ava.

She gladly did, and I gently got my feet on the towel. Then she gave me the towel, so I could dry myself. “Please, drain the bathtub and prepare the massage table for me.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” Ava said.

I dried myself, rubbing the towel over me till there was not a single droplet clinging to my nude flesh. I wrapped the towel around my hair, and then I wrapped another one around my waist.

They led me to the massage table, which Eve and Ivy had prepared. I gently lay down, and they reached for the oils. “If I fall asleep, please, just leave me.”

“We will, Your Highness,” Ava said as she shook the oil bottle.

“How’s your mother doing?” I asked Ava.

“Excellent,” Ava said with a smile. “Your generous gifts help us out.”

“How about yours, Eve and Ivy?”

“My mom is doing well. Thank you,” Eve said with a smile.

“My mother too,” Ivy said.

“You deserve the world,” I told them. They had done so much for me and deserved the gifts. I only regretted that I hadn’t given them more.

Filling their hands with oil, they started their magic, running their young hands all over me.

It was a moment of peace as the girls massaged away the stress and tension from my body. Their touch was gentle yet firm, their fingers deft as they effortlessly glided over my skin.

I closed my eyes and allowed myself to relax, and my worries melted away like the residue of my bath. I could hear the faint sound of water dripping from the bathtub and the soft murmurs of the girls, their voices lulling me into a state of total relaxation.

“Do you want me to massage your breasts too?” Ava kindly asked.

I nodded. “Every part except for my privates.”

Ava reached my breasts and gently massaged them. I loved having her soft hands on me. After she’d massaged my breasts, she moved to my shoulders while Ivy and Eve continued their gentle strokes at my legs, their fingers exploring every curve of my body with a tenderness that made me feel completely at ease.

Their touch was so smooth and addictive that I easily slid into a peaceful trance. I sighed in relief, and I wanted this sensation to last forever. I purred, and eventually, I became so relaxed, that my eyelids grew heavier and heavier, and I began to dream.

* * *

I was at the Victory Ceremony, and Darian caught my eye. He looked so different. There was just something with him that made it difficult to look away, and I noticed I wasn’t the only one. Even my daughter checked him out. I knew how my daughter looked when she was aroused, and there was definitely something more she wanted than mere visuals.

I knew all about Darian’s merits, but this was the first time I saw him. I had already gotten a clue from all his achievements that he was a handsome man, but I didn’t expect him to have such an intimate effect on me.

I started my speech, speaking to my kingdom and praising us for our victory. Then we started eating, and Isadora bombarded me with questions about the mysterious man. I told her to relax several times.

“Mom, can I sit next to him?”

“Wait, sweetheart.”

“How long?”

“I don’t know for now. Please, relax,” I told her patiently, wondering if she would make this into another scandal. Eventually, I pacified her.

The ceremony continued and then came the part I was looking for. It was time to deliver the medals and tell our kingdom what our heroes had gone through to earn their honors. Even if I appreciated the war veterans, none of them had come close to Darian’s achievements, and I felt an internal relief as it was time to give him the medals that he deserved.

He walked up to me with a straight back and undeniable confidence. His eyes swept over me, and I felt overwhelmed that someone like him found me attractive.

I drank him in, taking note of his shoulder-length dark blonde hair and hazel eyes. His strong jawline made him look a bit older than twenty-six. I stiffened slightly, realizing I hadn’t found anyone attractive in years until now. I handed him the medal and kissed his forehead. After that kiss, I knew I wanted more.

It didn’t take long for me to notice how much my daughter was into him. She was young and didn’t guard her emotions like I did. I repeatedly told her to relax, and that I wanted a word with him by myself. I gently closed the door and suddenly it was just me and Darian alone in a room.

“Darian,” I said, his name tasting so strong. He was taller than me even when I wore high heels, and I looked him in his eyes and at his smooth lips. “Thank you for everything … you deserve a proper reward.”

He took my hand and gave it a kiss. “What do you have in mind?”

I dropped to my knees and pulled the belt off his trousers. I was on my knees for him, not like a queen, but how a woman should be there for a man. I pulled down his underwear and revealed his big erection, towering over me. A man hadn’t made me horny in ages, but now I felt the arousal returning to me at full glory. I wanted to be there for him, and I felt insanely in love. I wrapped my lips around his girth and bobbed my head forward, sucking him down to the depths of my throat. I heard him let out a long moan, and it urged me forward, taking his girth deeper down my throat.

He cupped my neck, helping me feed him his beautiful cock, but eventually, he pulled out. “Let’s go to bed,” he murmured.

My lips slid into a grin, and all of a sudden we were both nude. He was reaching and grabbing for my breasts, kissing and licking them till saliva trails were all over them. They gleamed in the candlelight, and my back arched as his lips finally hit my pussy. I lifted my pelvis as it was starting to get steamy, and as I peeked down and saw his throbbing cock, I begged him to stick it inside. He looked me in the eyes as he came off my womanhood, his cock poised right at my entrance. Inch for inch, he slowly pushed it in and I welcomed him inside with love.

* * *

I woke up with a jolt, squirting all over the towel. My hand fled to my thumping chest, and I let my head slump down in relief. “Gosh that felt so good,” I told myself as my eyes rolled to the back of my skull.

“Aurora, Your Highness?” Thalia said, knocking on the door.

My eyes popped open. I recognized her voice, and she would never disturb me like this if it wasn’t urgent. “What is it?” I asked her.

“We need to talk as soon as possible,” she said, her voice edged with urgency.

“Fuck,” I cursed, which I rarely did. I swung my feet off the massage table. “Ava?”

“We are here,” they said from outside the room.

“Please, bring me some new clothes … and a towel,” I said. I didn’t have time to hide my climax or arousal. I wanted to speak with Thalia since it sounded dire. Ava was quick, and she sniffed a little, probably picking up the scent of my orgasm. I tried not to dwell on it and accepted it for what it was. That girl probably masturbated too.

I put on my clothes as they took the towels and my worn dress to the laundry room. I brushed my hair for a minute or two before I met up with Thalia outside. She looked distressed at first but then looked at me questionably. “I hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time,” she said.

I waved my hand dismissively. “I fell asleep after they massaged me, but I’m awake now.”

“I know. They said you didn’t want to be disturbed, so I only knocked after hearing you wake up.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve told you before if something is urgent don’t hesitate to wake me up.”

“It’s the spies from Selppin, they came back … They’re targeting Darian for assassination,” she revealed.

My face darkened as she told me the grave news, and I looked at her face for a moment, which was dead serious. How everything could switch so suddenly, from a heavenly climax to my blood boiling.

I let out a breath. “I need to speak to them now. I want more details and bring Erik and Kevin as well.”

She dipped her head. “There’s plenty of time to spray some perfume … Just saying.”

“Right,” I said. I turned around and saw that Ava had already acted. She came with a bottle of perfume and sprayed mostly on my nether region but some on my chest.

“The honeyed scent is gone now,” Ava said adorably. She sure was a girl I could trust.

“Thank you,” I said. I hurried to the council chamber. The spies were already seated, and I greeted them with formal handshakes. They didn’t look optimistic either. The news was grim, and they probably knew where this would lead to. This was an act of war, and I swore they wouldn’t get away with it.

My advisors, Kevin, Erik and Thalia quickly returned. “Have a seat,” I told them, my voice filled with distress. I nodded my head at the spies, letting them go first. “Tell us what you know.”

One of them cleared his throat. “After your first initial meeting with Fyodor, he grew suspicious. We didn’t learn about this till recently since they were paranoid about keeping it a secret. They found out that Isadora was with Darian, and they found out that he’s at the Fertile Valley. They’re plotting an assassination attempt on him. They want him dead, and they will not let go of your daughter. Eldric is still enraged, and he’s prepared to do anything to get his way—even ruining our relationship.”

“His way will lead to the destruction of his father’s kingdom,” I declared, astounded by his foolishness. “What else do you know about this assassination attempt?”

“Not much for now. They’ve been very quiet about this. If a tongue hadn’t been on the loose, we wouldn’t have known.”

I nodded and realized I had to act quickly. “We can’t sit here and waste any time,” I said and looked at Kevin. “Bring riders with you and quickly ride to the Fertile Valley, let Felicia and Darian know about this immediately.”

Kevin dipped his head and rose, quickly leaving. I asked the spies the same questions over and over again, but they didn’t know anything more which annoyed me. “Do you think Selppin was behind those earlier ones too?”

“Hardly,” they said. “This is all about Eldric and the marriage … We still don’t know where those other assassins came from.”

“I see,” I said. “This meeting has ended.”

Only Thalia remained after the rest of them left, and I was back at it again, pacing back and forth. “When Kevin returns, it’s time to prepare for war,” I told her. “Fyodor won’t get away with this.”

“I agree,” Thalia said. “But let’s hope the assassins get caught for now. We have to interrogate them first for proof. They can just deny this.”

“You’re right,” I said. It wasn’t like me to think impulsively. He was the love of my daughter. It would break her to pieces if something happened to him. I couldn’t let anything happen. I closed my eyes, praying Kevin would get there first.


Chapter 7

Darian

Putting Eliza’s ankles on my shoulders, I wrapped my arms around her legs as I thrust deeper into her love hole. Fully nude, her best friend, Ida, lay next to her, watching as my big cock stretched her friend’s vaginal canal. I had just fucked Ida, and I saw cum stains on her pink pussy lips. I drove all the way to the hilt and detonated, flooding Eliza’s young, warm womb with my seed. She slumped back, letting me fuck her some more till every drop was inside her. They were both lovely brunettes, and I had been so turned on the second I saw them. They showed up a couple of days ago and asked to come at this time.

I pulled out my erection and felt the pleasurable jolt after every breeding. A pink mist spread over her vagina, and Ida pressed her lips to Eliza’s cheeks. “Congratulations,” she said and wrapped her arms around her in a nude hug. Their bodies were still sweaty and glowing. They were twenty-two years old, and both of them were bookworms. They had seen me with Flora and Gabriella when we were at the Stadium, and they had thought about me ever since.

“What should we name her?” Eliza said, flicking her eyes to me.

“Whatever you want,” I said, stroking their nude thighs as my cock softened.

She pouted her lips. “What about Saria … it’s a character in a novel I’m reading.”

“It’s not a bad name,” I admitted.

Eliza beamed, and her friend Ida also opened up, asking me about childrearing and names. It was lovely talking to them both. I always enjoyed getting to know the girls after having bred them.

Eventually, it was time to rise. I helped them to their feet and helped them put on their clothes. I escorted them outside, and I gave them both a hug. They generously kissed my cheeks several times.

“If we see each other at the stadium,” Eliza said. “Let’s have some fun together before our babies start growing.”

“I’m down,” I told her, letting my fingers rake through her brown, glossy hair. We said goodbye, and they skipped home, no longer as innocent as when they arrived. I turned around, and Flora wrote down their names.

“We should probably soon send the logs again,” Flora said.

I wrapped my left arm around her, pecking her cheek. “We should.”

“You’re so warm,” Flora said as she leaned closer to me. “You’re glowing after you breed.”

“You know that intimacy makes you warm.”

“I do,” she said and massaged my waist. “Are you growing hungry?”

“A little,” I said. We had eaten lunch a couple of hours ago, so we would soon eat dinner.

“Isadora and I want to make a stew for you.”

“That will be lovely … where’s my other sweetheart?”

“Outside with the horses,” Flora said. “We also discussed something earlier.”

“What’s that?”

“We both wanted a threesome … You’ve been fucking us individually lately. We want you to be with both of us together.”

I wondered why I hadn’t thought of it before. So far, I had only taken them one after another, depending on how I felt. “We’ll see later today,” I said. “I thought of chopping some wood in the meantime.”

“That’s fine,” Flora said. “The stew will take some time.”

We went outside. For once, it was cloudy. We didn’t really need wood for now, but I wanted to do some exercise outside instead of having sex all day long. I met up with Isadora who walked around with her horse. We shared a smile. “What’s going on?”

“Not much,” she said. “How was the sex?”

“Good as always.”

“Are you hungry?” she asked, looking forward to preparing something for me.

“I am. Flora is waiting for you in the kitchen.”

Isadora set her horse free. “What will you do in the meantime?”

“Fell a tree and get some firewood. It might rain later,” I said and looked skyward at the thick, gray clouds.

“Okay … I’ll try not to peek too much,” she said with a giggle and joined up with Flora.

I got outside and walked away from the pasture. I selected the axe in my right hand and approached one of the trees that looked a bit thicker than usual. I reckoned it would keep us warm for more than a month. I tossed the axe up and down and noticed how light it felt in my right hand. I hadn’t used it in a while, but I’d never forget when my father first taught me to wield an axe at a young age.

I swung the axe with ease and cut the first notch in the tree. The tree was already wobbling, and I was surprised by the deep cut I’d inflicted upon the tree. I swung the axe again, driving the head of the axe deeper into the tree. After a couple of minutes, I penetrated one-third of the way through the trunk. I switched sides, remembering that I had to cut a foot above the first notch. I repeated the process, alternating between straight and diagonal chops.

After ten minutes of constantly swinging my axe against the tree, I wiped my brow and the tree cracked. I gave it a slight push and it came crashing down onto the grass with a loud thump. I tossed the haft up and down in my hand, and sweat broke out on my forehead and palms.

I went on with the process of limbing it. Some of the branches were so big that they required another notch, but I faced the challenge till more sweat broke out over my back. I took off my shirt which was so sweaty it clung to my back. I was about to tear it in half. I hung my shirt on a knob and went back to limbing the remaining branches till more sweat dripped and my muscles were throbbing.

Flora opened the window. “Do you need a towel?” She sounded more excited than usual, and I’d felt as if her eyes had been on my back all the while I’d felled the tree. Isadora’s head popped up beside her, smiling at me.

“Sure,” I said and wiped my brow while holding onto the axe. I heard her running up to the bathroom, and she descended the stairs equally as quickly and scurried outside. She handed me the towel and checked out my muscles.

“We messed up a couple of things, so the stew will be delayed,” she said demurely.

“It will take some time to buck this beast,” I said and wiped my brow.

“Okay,” she said and turned around and scurried back inside. I watched her back and believed she’d spilled some water right between her legs. I hoped she didn’t find it hard to concentrate while I went to work. As soon as she came back inside, I heard how she giggled with Isadora.

I cut off the last limb and took a little break looking up at the cloudy sky. I turned my attention back to the tree and started chopping a v-notch into it at the bottom of the tree. I grunted for every cut, and the wood chips spilled all over the grass.

I finally chopped up the first part of it and went right into splitting it up into firewood. It started getting cooler as I gathered more and more firewood. At the same time, the steam started rising out from the window, and my mouth watered when the delicious scent spread outside and reached my nostrils. Now it was my turn to keep on glancing at those two, wondering what type of ingredients they’d used besides laughter. I couldn’t say I had paid much attention when we were at the market and they went on their shopping spree, although we tried to grow most of our food ourselves.

“Darian,” Isadora said and leaned out the window while I dropped another pile of firewood aside.

I wiped my brow, my veins throbbing visibly beneath my skin. “Yeah?”

“In a couple of minutes it’s ready,” she said, her voice sweetened with lust.

“I’ll come,” I said and unselected the axe. I entered the door and immediately upon entering, Flora and Isadora snapped their eyes up to mine.

“I hope you don’t mind that I’m shirtless,” I said.

“Nope,” Flora said and bit her lip.

“Never will be,” Isadora said, looking equally as aroused.

They were clothed in an apron. Flora stirred the ladle in the pot, and Isadora set the table. Isadora took out the tray of newly baked bread from the oven. Flora also placed the pot on the table on our terrace, the steam billowing.

“It will need a couple of minutes to cool.” Flora then placed her hand intimately on my shoulder. “And so do you.” Isadora went to the bread and started slicing them and that was when I caught a musky scent. I saw a glimpse of her soaked panties which were visible through her blue gown, and it was dripping along the insides of her thighs.

“What did you mess up during the cooking process?” I asked them. “This looks divine.”

Isadora’s and Flora’s smiles were plastered on their faces. “Well,” Flora said and put her finger on her chin. “I happened to enjoy the nice view.”

“Me too,” Isadora said.

“Nice view of what? It’s cloudy.”

“Cloudy weather can be nice to watch now and then too,” Flora said and a blush started creeping up on her cheeks.

“You sure it wasn’t something else you were watching?”

“Uh-uh,” she said and shook her head. “Okay, maybe I was watching you for a bit.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I’m just joking with you. Let’s eat.”

They filled my bowl for me. The stew had a creamy brown color to it with a thick sauce. Cubes of meat and vegetables floated about. Blowing on my spoon, I shoved it into my mouth. It was delicious as always.

Isadora nudged me with her elbow. “What did it taste like?”

“Divine,” I told her, making both of them smile. We continued to eat and talk about various topics. It didn’t take long till the bread and stew were gone from the table.

They took the dishes and cleaned the table. The rain started pattering outside. It didn’t come as a surprise. The sky had been cloudy for a while and there hadn’t been any rain for a while. “Should we light up the fireplace and rest on the couch?” I suggested.

Isadora and Flora nodded eagerly. “That will be romantic,” Flora said.

I rose to my feet and stretched my arms and legs. They looked up at me while sitting. “Can you carry me inside?” Isadora asked, her eyes twinkling.

Flora also didn’t move, smiling as she was probably thinking of the same idea. “Me too,” she said.

“Both of you, jump into my arms,” I told them. They chuckled, and Flora and Isadora jumped into my arms. I caught them in a tight hug, their small bodies nearly knocking me off balance. But I managed to steady myself by taking a step back and bracing my feet firmly on the ground.

“Aren’t you struggling?” Isadora asked flirtatiously.

“Not at all,” I replied with a grin, squeezing them tighter. “I could hold you both forever.”

Flora laughed. “I knew you’d say that.”

“And I mean it,” I said, planting a kiss on each of their foreheads.

Isadora leaned in closer, her voice soft. “We should do this more often … You carrying us around. You remember what I wrote to you in my letter?”

“I’ll never forget your lovely words,” I said, feeling the warmth of their affection. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

I carried them with me inside. While holding onto them, they both played with my hair. I gently lowered them onto the couch, and I went to the fireplace. I dumped the newly chopped wood inside, and then I used a basic fire spell to light it up. The fire licked the wood, making it crackle and illuminating the room.

I settled myself on the couch, sandwiched between the two of them. My arms wrapped around their shoulders, and they leaned into me, seeking warmth. I couldn’t help but wonder where this trio would lead us as we cuddled together.

“Flora told me something earlier,” I told Isadora. Her hair was so bright blonde that it lit up the room along with the fire, but her light was stronger.

“Yeah, and what’s that?” Isadora asked, her smile widening.

“She mentioned—” Someone knocked on the door, and I arched an eyebrow. A sudden clap of thunder rattled the windows, and it made me wonder if the women were so desperate to get bred that they came at such an odd hour.

“Who can that be?” I said.

“I’m ninety percent sure there’s a wet woman outside,” Flora said and rolled her eyes.

“Certainly in this weather,” I said, making her chuckle.

“That wasn’t what I meant,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look.

“Relax,” I told her. “Give me a sec.” I rose to my feet and saw a tall woman at the doorstep. I believed that I recognized her from somewhere, but since it was so dark, it was a bit difficult to see. I opened the door, seeing a soaked woman with her head bent. She was tall, only a few inches shorter than me. I hadn’t seen someone as tall as her since I’d been with the queen. The rain streamed down her face, soaking her brunette hair. She had porcelain skin, which was as flawless as it could be. She was slim but her curves were fairly visible. I drank her in but then my eyes landed on hers. As the rain pattered down, a bolt of lightning illuminated her tear-streaked face. Her trembling hands gripped onto each other as she struggled to hold back sobs.

“What’s going on?” I asked her, trying to think where I’d seen her before.

“I’m sorry,” she said and raised her gaze to me. “Am I … bothering you?”

I raised an eyebrow. Despite her captivating, emerald eyes, she had a thick accent. “Where are you from?”

“Selppin,” she revealed.

I recognized her accent now. I wanted to know what she wanted to talk about, but the way she looked, something was off. I was about to welcome her inside, but then I thought of Isadora. I wasn’t sure if she wanted to see someone from there. “Give me a sec, okay?”

She nodded. It didn’t feel right to close the door on her while it was raining. I went back to the living room, and they’d both heard our conversation. I focused my attention on Isadora. “Are you okay with this?”

Isadora shrugged. “Why wouldn’t I be? I don’t think everyone there’s mean or anything.”

I turned to Flora, and she shrugged as well. “If I were you, I wouldn’t let her stand there.”

I went back and opened the door, and she was still standing, wet and cold. I welcomed her inside, and Flora quickly grabbed her some towels.

“Thank you,” she said and tried to dry herself.

Right when she came into the living room, I noticed a hidden dagger behind her back. I quickly selected my quiver and bow and loaded it within seconds. Flora and Isadora gasped, and the girl jumped. All of a sudden there was an arrow pointing right at her heart, and if she would try something foolish, I’d let go immediately.

I narrowed my eyes on her. “A young girl carrying a weapon … You better unselect it, and you better explain yourself.”

She showed me her arms, her heart beating visibly in her chest. “I was about to,” she said, shaking with fear. She reached for it, and I saw that it wasn’t any type of steel but the rarest Selppin had to offer. Most of our weapons were bought from their kingdom for a good reason. She unselected it and looked at me.

“You may sit,” I said and loosened the grip on my bow. She sat down. Now I was getting suspicious. “There are hardly many girls out there that can wield a dagger like that,” I told her. “Your kingdom didn’t train females to be soldiers after all.”

She drew in a deep breath. “I’ll explain,” she said, swallowing hard. “But please, lower your bow.”

“I’ll warn you again not to test me,” I told her and aimed the bow at the floor but still kept my hand lingering on the arrow.

“I’m not a soldier,” she said, shivering as she tried to dry herself. “I’m an assassin.”

I blinked at her, and I arched my eyebrow again. Questions flooded my mind, and I couldn’t figure out what was going on. “You’re an assassin that admits that you’re an assassin?” I asked and wondered if this was some sort of ruse, but at the same time, her accent was unmistakably from Selppin, and that dagger was rare. “You must be one of the worst assassins I’ve met in my life.”

She chuckled. “I might be able to agree with that after I’ve told you everything.” She didn’t look at my bow and arrow any longer, but she tried to maintain eye contact.

“The way you’ve scared my girls tells me they don’t want to sleep any time soon. So we got all night,” I told her. “Whatever you do, don’t try something foolish.”

She shook her head. “I might have already done something foolish, but I didn’t have much of a choice.”

“Get to the point,” I told her firmly. “So far, I can’t say I like you.”

“Understood,” she said, and her gaze left me. “I belong to a secret assassination squad controlled and run by the highest officials of Selppin. My name is Marcia.”

“I’ve never heard of such a thing,” I said and watched her closely. “Selppin and Anigava are close after all.”

“Not any longer,” she said, and she looked at Isadora and then back at me. “When the engagement got called off, our rulers in Selppin didn’t only vow to never have anything to do with Anigava again … They wanted you dead.”

I slowly started putting the puzzle pieces together. This should’ve been predictable, but I wondered why I hadn’t received this info earlier. Maybe Aurora was also caught off guard by how quickly they’d acted and how they’d gone behind our backs. “Continue,” I said and listened attentively.

“Canceling the engagement caused anger, as I said. Eldric was enraged and threw a temper tantrum. We did everything to find out what had happened. They learned that Isadora had moved in with you, finding out that she was with a non-royal, made them only angrier.”

“Non-royal,” Isadora spat back and I saw her heart racing. “Do you know what he went through?”

I held up my hand, gesturing to her to calm down. “She’s telling it from their perspectives,” I told her. “Relax and let her talk.”

Isadora crossed her arms. I knew this was a sensitive topic for her—it was the same thing she’d gone through with her mother.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you,” Marcia said. “As time went on, I learned more about Darian, and so did Selppin. They heard how you’d defended Felicia before, so they didn’t want to send out traditional assassins to do the job, but they chose me from the secret squad, which would only be used in emergencies. What makes our squad unique is that we’re only composed of women, not any kind of women, but women who are so pretty you’d never guess we have the heart to kill someone. I was supposed to seduce you, one way or another, and I was supposed to stick that dagger in you when the timing was right.”

I nodded slowly. “Yet you didn’t.”

“I arrived here a week ago,” she said and looked at me with hints of affection in her eyes. “You were described with contempt by the royal family of Selppin, but none of it was true. I think they knew about it since they were fearful of choosing a traditional assassination method. As soon as I saw you, I saw something different. I felt something I had never felt in my life. I saw all the women you are mating with and how strong and popular you are among the ladies. No man has ever had that effect on me, and I knew that I couldn’t carry on the task. I couldn’t kill you even if I’ve been trained to do so since I was a child.”

“You were an orphan, weren’t you?”

She nodded as her eyes welled up. “That’s where we usually end up, doing the dirty work, ending up as cold-blooded assassins or prostitutes. You might think I’m weak, but I’ve killed political opponents before. But you, I simply couldn’t. We get handpicked because of our beauty, so we can fool men and then stab them behind their backs. It’s a vicious but effective method. After all, you can’t be mad at a girl, or you can’t hurt one. And you would never suspect me for being an assassin.”

“I understand,” I said. I considered it a dishonorable move, picking vulnerable girls to do the dirty job for them, but I realized she didn’t have any say in this. She’d been used as a pawn, but she’d been brave enough to resist her order.

“One of the reasons I was crying,” she said and dried her eyes. “I know I can’t go back. I’m afraid some of my friends will get hurt. I don’t have any family, but they’ll surely go after what I have. But I don’t want you to pity me. I just want you to forgive me.”

She stood up and slowly went down on her knees. Her dagger materialized in her hand, and she gently laid it down by my feet. She kneeled in front of me. To kneel and place your weapon in front of your feet, was a gesture of surrender, and I knew she was sincere. It was how the king of Zinep had surrendered, which had been one of the first times I’d witnessed it.

“If you accept my forgiveness,” she said meekly. “Take my dagger … It’s yours.”

I reached for it. It was cold and wet in my hands, but it was of superb quality. The hilt was carved with swirling patterns and studded with tiny emeralds that glinted in the dim light. The blade itself was a flawless, polished steel that caught the light. As I held it, I marveled at Selppin’s craftsmanship. The weight was perfectly balanced, and the edge was razor-sharp.

I already had a couple of daggers in my inventory but not something of this quality. I admired it for a couple of more seconds before I unselected it, claiming it as mine. I took her hand and pulled her back to her feet. “I forgive you,” I said, looking her in the eyes. “But I’m not sure how to take it from here.”

“Neither am I,” she admitted, and tears welled in her eyes.

“Do you want something to drink?” Flora asked.

“If you have something warm,” Marcia said.

“I’ll brew some tea for you,” she said.

Isadora had also calmed down. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to raise my voice at you.”

“It’s fine,” Marcia said. “I should’ve been clearer, it wasn’t my words.”

“It’s okay,” Isadora said. “I had a friend who was also an orphan … She ended up taking her life.”

“I’m sorry about that,” Marcia said. “If I didn’t look decent, I probably would have done something similar. It’s not fun being used. It’s not fun killing either.”

“I agree with your last part,” I said. “It’s a tragedy when thinking of all the blood that’s been spilled for the sake of politics.”

Flora returned with Marcia’s tea, and she took a sip. I knew for certain it would be a sleepless night now. I had to get in touch with Aurora and that as soon as possible. I also thought about the consequences. Their attempt to assassin me had failed completely, but we would never let this go. I feared the consequences of their foolish actions and where they might lead us.

I was about to say something, but then I heard hooves outside. I still held onto my bow and arrow, and I glanced at Marcia. “Are you sure there’s no one from Selppin following you?”

The sounds of the hooves frightened her, and she had to lower her mug. “Not what I am aware of.”

“Isadora and Flora, stay where you are,” I told them sternly and held onto my bow and arrow firmly. I peered outside and saw eight riders. They wore the armor of Anigava, and one of them was Kevin. “You can relax,” I told them. “They’re our guys.”

“Who?” Isadora asked.

“Kevin and his entourage,” I said. I opened the door while they were dismounting. Dirt and mud caked their legs as they hurried to me, thunder rolling in the sky.

“Darian, it’s a pleasure to see you again,” Kevin said. “We rode here as quickly as we could. Yesterday, we received information about a plot to have you killed.”

“You got here just in time,” I told him.

He stiffened. “Did you catch them?”

“It’s a her,” I revealed. “And I didn’t catch her, she defected to me.”

He sighed a breath of relief. “Understood.”

“I’m currently talking to her. But it’s a bit tight in there.”

“It’s okay, we wanted to talk to Felicia as well. You can bring her with you.”

“I will,” I said. I went inside again, and Marcia was still sipping her tea. “Marcia, come with me. I have to talk about your future with the rest of them for a moment.” She lowered her gaze. I took her hands and helped her up to her feet. I gently lifted her chin, so I could make eye contact. “After what you did today … I’ll make sure no one will lift a finger against you. You’ll be safe.”

“Thank you … A hug?”

I let her fall into my arms. Something told me she was starved out of flesh, and even if she was wet, I let her linger in my arms for as long as necessary. I broke the hug, and her face softened in a smile. “Come, I want to get some sleep as well. Isadora and Flora, stay here in the meantime.”

Isadora was about to object but closed her mouth. “Please, don’t be long,” she said and didn’t sound comfortable about this situation, neither was I for that matter. I knew the consequences would be dire for Selppin.

“I’ll try to be as concise as possible,” I told her. I took Marcia’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “Come, let’s talk to them.”

We went outside while the storm raged on. It was pouring and soaked us within seconds. We made our way to the town hall. As we entered, we were greeted by Felicia and Kevin. They were all standing and talking, probably realizing that we had to be quick.

Felicia looked fearful but was grateful to see me in one piece. “Oh gosh, Darian, I’m so glad you’re okay. They told me Selppin wanted you dead.”

I nodded and caught her in a hug as well. She fearfully wrapped her arms around me, holding onto me dearly. “But they failed miserably,” I said and introduced them to Marcia. I explained everything she’d told me. They all listened, and even if Marcia was a bit embarrassed, she chimed in now and then to answer their questions.

“That was brave of you,” Kevin admitted. “We’re bigger and stronger than Selppin, you’ll be safe with Queen Aurora … I have to ask you to come with us and explain to her what has happened.”

“I understand,” she said with hints of hope in her voice.

“And I’d like to leave as soon as possible,” Kevin said. “We don’t have much time to lose.”

Marcia agreed. The discussion was brief. There wasn’t much to be said.

“Before you go,” I told Kevin. “Make sure you let the queen know that Marcia is innocent. I don’t want anything to happen to her.”

“You can count on me,” he said and dipped his head.

They mounted their horses, and Marcia came riding back on hers. Felicia and I stood under the overhang of the building as the puddles kept growing from all the rain. Marcia turned to Felicia before leaving. “You can give away my property to someone who needs it more,” she said.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” she said with a friendly tone. “Ride safe.”

“Thank you,” she said and waved at me. I saw a twinkle in her eye, and I waved back, wondering when I’d see her again. She rode away with Kevin and his entourage, disappearing down the hill.

Felicia drew in a deep breath and threw her arms around me. “I just want to hug you.”

I welcomed her into my arms and patted her back.

“I’m not surprised that she defected … All women want something from you.”

I just smiled at her speech. “I suppose,” I said. “But I’m prepared for whatever our queen has in mind.”

“I know,” she said and looked at my lips, hinting that she was intimacy-famished. I pressed my lips to hers. “Thank you,” she said.

“I don’t mind standing here with you, but I told my girls to be quick,” I told her.

“That’s fine. I have to get inside too. It’s pouring,” she said with a smile. “Sweet dreams in the meantime.”

“You too,” I said, letting her go. I returned to my home, and they were still cuddled up in the living room.

“How did it go?” Isadora asked.

“They’ll take her to the queen for further interrogation,” I said and sat down between them. Isadora curled her arm around mine, and I looked at her funnily. “I’m soaked to the bone.”

“I don’t care. I just want to hold you,” she said and leaned her head onto my shoulder. “I hate them. I regret every minute I’ve spent with them.”

I patted her shoulder and knew clearly who they were in this context. “Don’t worry about it. We’ll solve it one way or another.”

“He’s really insecure about himself.”

“Who?”

“The prince of Selppin,” she said. “He’s not confident like you.”

“It doesn’t come as a surprise,” I said and pushed her hair behind her ears. “You aren’t upset, are you?”

“No, I’m fine,” she said.

“Should we try to get some sleep?” I asked them. The threesome would have to wait for another day. For now, I just wanted some rest. They both nodded. I rose first. “Jump into my arms, I’ll carry you both upstairs.”

That made them smile, and it sure was needed. They jumped into my arms, and I palmed their asses as I made my way up to our bedroom.


Chapter 8

Aurora

Yet again, I paced back and forth in my room. I had only slept a couple of hours, but those hours were shallow. It felt as if I hadn’t slept a minute. Darian kept running through my mind. I knew he was strong enough to thwart any vicious attempt to have him killed. He’d done so in the past and could do so again. Even though fear lingered in the back of my mind, I had little faith in their plot. Instead, I feared what would happen next.

I first needed more proof about this assassination attempt. I wasn’t sure when Kevin would return. I hoped he would be here as soon as possible. I sighed. There was nothing positive about this situation, and it was another storm on the horizon that we had to weather.

I didn’t have much of an appetite either. I had told them to hold off any meetings till they’d returned. We were soon supposed to eat dinner, but that had to wait for now. I could hardly eat anything while I was this stressed.

One of my servants knocked on the door. “Your Highness,” she said. “Kevin has returned.”

“That was quick,” I said. I felt both relieved and suspicious. I had learned by the sounds of their voices whether it was something dire or not. I couldn’t detect anything in her voice.

“Yes, they rode here with very few breaks. They want to speak as soon as possible,” she said.

I nodded, knowing Kevin had urgent news if he wanted to speak with me right away. I descended the stairs to the first floor of the castle and greeted him at the western entrance. His boots and legs were covered with dirt as he dismissed his entourage. As I approached him, my gaze was drawn to the tall girl standing next to him. She had cascading waves of chocolate brown hair that framed her flawless face and porcelain skin. Her dress hugged her toned figure, highlighting her high and firm breasts. She was the type of girl who would easily turn heads, but what she was doing here was a complete mystery to me.

“Your Highness,” he said and bowed his head to me. “I have a couple of things I need to tell you.”

I nodded. “If you want to change clothes, you may do so … Including the girl.”

He nodded. “She’s from Selppin, I’ll explain more when I’ve returned.”

“Can she be trusted?” I asked before letting him go. The revelation caught me off guard, and something was off with that girl.

“She can, Your Highness,” he said firmly, and I had no reason not to trust him. I called for Ava and Ivy, and they were here within a heartbeat. “Please, find some clothes for that young lady and bring her to me when you’re done.”

Ava and Ivy dipped their heads. “Come,” Ava said kindly, taking the girl’s hand.

I went and had a seat in the meantime, waiting for them to return. That girl sure was beautiful but also mysterious. I wondered what she was doing here. She must have had a hand in whatever information they had gathered, and it must have been significant since they had returned so quickly.

As I waited, the seconds felt like an eternity. I stared at the wall and tried to calm myself with some deep breathing, remembering my daughter’s words and my own. I had promised her to relax after all, and I wanted to keep my promise.

Kevin returned first with Thalia, Erik and some of my advisors on his heels. “I would suggest that Marcia, the girl from Selppin, sits closest to you,” Kevin suggested.

“Understood,” I said and they changed seats so I was closest to her. “She’ll be back soon.”

Marcia returned in a skirt and also a blouse, hiding her assets a bit better. Even if it was a formal meeting, that girl had nothing to be ashamed of with her height and beauty. I motioned her to have a seat where I pointed, which she did demurely.

“When we returned, we discovered that the assassin was already there,” Kevin said and nodded his head at Marcia. “She defected and was already at Darian’s house when we arrived. I think it will be better to let her speak to you and tell her what she told us. But Darian wanted you to know that she’s completely innocent.”

I couldn’t help thinking of how absurd it was that an assassin was supposed to be innocent, but I hadn’t heard everything yet and most importantly, Darian said she was innocent. His words weighed more than anyone else’s. “Marcia,” I said and nodded at her. “You may speak.”

She cleared her throat, and even if all eyes were on her, and despite her youth, she didn’t look nervous. “Yes … As you can hear from my accent, I’m from Selppin… Do you want some backstory of my life, or should I just get straight to the point?”

“If you feel it to be necessary, tell me what you want,” I said. I was curious about her origins. The more I knew about her the better.

“Okay,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “I’m an orphan and was groomed from a young age to be a part of a secret assassination squad run by the royal family of Selppin.”

I nodded slowly to myself. “The Deadly Viper.”

“Yes,” she said, her eyes widening. “So you’ve heard.”

“I hear a lot more than you and Selppin think,” I told her. She didn’t know about our spies, but she had to gain my trust before I would even consider telling her.

“Well, after the engagement was called off, Eldric became livid. He became so angry even his parents found it difficult to tame him. They swore vengeance, and they did everything they could to find out what had happened. Eventually, they found out that Isadora had moved with Darian to the Fertile Valley, and they quickly came to the conclusion that they wanted him dead.”

“And why do they want him dead?” I asked her coldly. I felt emotions rising, but I tried my hardest not to say something too rash even if her words angered me. My anger wasn’t directed at her but at our enemies.

“Because of envy first and foremost,” Marcia explained. “They heard about his achievements, and they were impressed even if they tried not to be. Second, they want your daughter.”

“My daughter is in love and bonded with Darian,” I told her firmly. “In what way will killing the love of her life make her want them?”

Marcia lowered her gaze. “I can’t answer that … This wasn’t my decision.”

“I get that,” I said, cutting her off. “I was just wondering if you knew any more about their dishonorable motive.”

She slowly shook her head. “I’m sorry, Your Highness. I don’t know. I’ve been trained to follow orders not to question them.”

“Continue,” I said, resting my elbows on the table and using my hands to support my chin.

“Well, they’d also heard about the failed assassination attempts, so they didn’t want to send out traditional assassins, but they went to our squad and chose me instead. I was sent to the Fertile Valley, and I was hellbent to finish the job. But my plans were spoiled when I saw him for the first time, not just his confidence but how many women he bedded. The sight of him did something to me no man has ever done. It didn’t take me long to realize … I couldn’t do it.”

I recognized what she was saying. Darian was an irresistible man, and he also did something to me that no man could do. I could see where she was coming from especially if she was coming from a harsh, lonely upbringing without love.

There was a silence before she started speaking again. “I was there for a couple of days longer. I thought of fleeing and seeking refuge somewhere, but I wasn’t sure how to sustain myself. In the end, I mustered my courage and told him. I was afraid of his reaction, most of the men I’ve known have been cruel, but the way he sympathized with me just made me fall for him more. It was the complete opposite of what I’d expected.”

I nodded, and now we knew for a fact that they’d tried to assassinate him. She was exactly what we needed in a moment like this. “Marcia,” I told her. “You’re one of us now, and you won’t be harmed or have to worry about sustaining yourself. What you did was brave, and I admire you for it.”

“Thank you,” she said. The corners of her mouth turned up, revealing a set of pearly white teeth. Her whole face lit up, her eyes crinkling at the edges and cheeks dimpling. She was already gorgeous but looked so much more beautiful when she smiled. “I just hope you don’t get the wrong idea of me. I never chose this.”

“I know that our world can be cruel at times. Orphans either become broken prostitutes or assassins. When I look at you, I see neither but a beautiful girl. Despite the odds, you’ve done well.”

“Thank you,” she said and a light blush spread on her porcelain cheeks. “Your words mean the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “But you’re the only proof we have of this assassination attempt. I’ll have to let Selppin know.”

Marcia looked at me fearfully. “Please don’t tell them that I defected … My friends will get hurt.”

“I already thought of that. I’ll say you got captured,” I told her. “Don’t worry about it. Get some rest for now. I’ll call if I need anything else from you.”

“Thank you, Your Highness,” she said.

I rose to my feet and escorted her outside. I called for Ava and Ivy who were here in an instant. “Please, find this girl two maids, make sure she’s comfortable and well-fed.”

Ava and Ivy smiled at Marcia and led her deeper into the castle. I returned and had a seat. “This is an act of war,” I told them. “I don’t want to act too rashly, but there’s no chance I’ll let this side.”

They all agreed.

“We should close the borders and ban anyone from Selppin entering Anigava,” Erik said. “We can’t trust them any longer till the royal family is gone.”

“You’re right, but it’s not Selppin that’s rotten. Their people don’t have any hatred for us like Zinep does,” I said. “We need to get rid of their monarchy. Overthrow them one way or another.”

“We can demand that they step down if not we’ll put their kingdom under siege,” Kevin suggested.

I nodded. “Bring the ambassador of Selppin, and we’ll have a word with him,” I said.


Chapter 9

Darian

Ilooked down as my raw cock slid in and out of her sweet hole. She was on all fours, her body arched in a provocative pose, and the sound of our flesh slapping filled the room, merging with our grunts and moans. I couldn’t resist reaching out to grab onto her perfectly sculpted buttocks as I built up towards my climax.

Pushing all the way in, I jolted and emptied myself, filling her velvety warmth with as much cum as possible. Her smiling friends lay next to her, watching the action. I’d already filled them a moment ago, my cum crusting on their pink lips.

I pulled out my erection, dragging out a river of semen with me. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as my girth slid along her walls for the final time. A smile softened on her face, and the warm pink mist spread around her. The women gave each other a congratulatory hug, pressing their nude, steamy bodies against each other. “We’re pregnant!” they rejoiced. “Thank you so much!”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I thought it was cute that they always had to thank me after I bred them. To them, it had been a lifelong dream. The lack of men made them constantly think of a man, and I was glad I could provide what they truly desired.

Last night, Marcia showed up in the rainy weather and caught us all off guard. It had taken a while for Flora and Isadora to fall asleep, and Isadora woke me up in the middle of the night because she wanted to talk. I was there for her and refused to fall asleep till she was content. She was upset and tried to blame herself. I told her that she had nothing to do with this.

Even in the morning, I could tell she wasn’t herself. I wanted to speak to her after I said goodbye to the young women I’d just knocked up. I helped them put on their clothes as we chatted about various topics. I was getting better at dressing women than myself. I put their boobs in the cups and hooked the hooks. I went down on my haunches, so I came face to face with her gorgeous full moon. I slid the panties and skirt up her legs, kissing her neck. There were so many girls I’d bred by now that I couldn’t remember them all. These here were a bit older in the mid to late twenties. Their breasts were a bit bigger. Before taking their clothes off, they told me that they’d given up hope that they’d ever manage to conceive. There was still an abundance of youngsters left. I just liked some variety now and then.

“When we heard that you arrived,” the girl with sunny blonde hair said. “We were elated.”

“Maybe there was light at the end of that tunnel,” her friend said.

“We weren’t sure though since all these women started flooding our town, and there are so many young girls too, and many of them turn eighteen every day, so even a year from now, there’ll still be more girls you can breed with,” the sunny blonde said with hints of worry.

“I know,” I said. “Our queen has spoken about other regions that have been badly affected too. I might have to breed there as well.”

“I understand,” the third girl said with chestnut hair. “I understand why she wants your strong blood to be spread as far as possible.”

“That’s a no-brainer,” the sunny blonde chimed in. “But it’s still overwhelming to think about.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of responsibility. “It is, but we all have our roles to play. I’ll repopulate our kingdom with pleasure.”

The chestnut-haired girl reached out and squeezed my hand. “We’ll support you, no matter where you go.”

“Thank you,” I said, appreciating the women’s affection.

I opened the door and led them outside. As usual, I hugged them all goodbye in a three-way hug. They were lovely and warm, and I felt a strong scent of musk and roses as I kissed their soft cheeks. I let go of them and looked as they walked off to the center of the town, their hair glowing. I closed the door, and Flora was next to me and took notes.

“It smells extra musky … They must have been sweeter.”

“Riper,” I corrected her. “They were around the same age as I.”

“Right … Hard to believe you’re twenty-six,” she said and stifled a chuckle. “You’re too much of a man.”

I chuckled. “I hope you remember their names.”

“Breeding so many you don’t even remember their names?” she asked flirtatiously.

“Something like that,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I’ve already written down their IDs. You’re good.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “How’s Isadora?”

“I don’t think she’s feeling well,” she said with hints of concern, glancing over her shoulder. “She’s reading outside. I tried to talk to her, but she was a bit moody.” She placed the pen on the table.

“Have you written down everything?”

“Yes … The sixth hundred and fifth impregnation.”

“Come, let’s keep her company,” I said. I curled my arm around Flora and took her outside. Isadora sat by herself with a book on her lap, reading in the shade. It was usually me who sat in the middle, but now it would be Isadora’s turn as we sat beside her. “What are you reading?”

“Just a children’s story,” she said. She shut the book and put it on the table. She looked up at me, her sapphire eyes glinting. “You aren’t angry that I woke you up in the middle of the night?”

“I’ll never be angry at you,” I told her. “And you had all the right reasons. Last night was unexpected.”

“I know,” she said with a sigh. “There are so many things that I regret. I don’t know where to begin.”

“Just what I told you when you woke me up,” I said. I curled my arm around her shoulder. “You have nothing to do with this. It’s them who are the bad guys, not you.”

“Yeah … but I shouldn’t have accepted the proposal. I never liked him, but everything was so bleak back then.”

“I get it,” I told her. “It was a time when the future was uncertain. They should sympathize with your decision instead of seeking revenge.”

She looked up to me again, her eyes sweeping over me. “I can’t believe someone wants to hurt you. It makes my heart hurt just to think of it.”

“There are always men who want to hurt other men,” I told her. It was nothing new under the sun; it had always been that way.

“I think it’s stupid,” she said.

“There are a lot of stupid people out there,” I agreed with her.

“They are not only stupid, but jealous of you,” she said. “They want to be you but they never will. So the only solution for them is to get rid of you. It’s pathetic.”

“It sure is,” I said. “Relax, I won’t be going anywhere.”

She leaned in close, her arm sliding around my waist as she squeezed me tightly. Her chest pressed against my side, reminding me of the softness of her body. “I know,” she murmured into my ear.

“I can’t believe they sent other girls to do this,” Flora added while I held onto Isadora.

“It’s a dishonorable act,” I said.

“From dishonorable people,” Isadora said. She broke the hug to look at me. “I think Marcia is in love with you.”

“She deserves all the love in the world,” I said and felt bad for Marcia. “Maybe if they’d chosen someone else they could have done some damage.”

“Not a chance,” Isadora said firmly. “They stand no chance against you. Do you know what I told my mother earlier? That you could save the entire kingdom by yourself.”

I knew I was strong, but that was something out of fiction. “We’ll see,” I said, chuckling at her funny imagination.

Someone knocked on the door. “I can get it,” Flora suggested. She was so sweet. She knew we were cuddled up in a comfortable position and offered to take it for us. She returned shortly after with a letter and handed it to Isadora. “For you.”

“Oh, it’s from Mom,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “Can I read it?”

“Of course,” I told her. “I’ll wait here in the meantime with Flora.”

Isadora sprang to her feet and ran inside. Plopping down next to me, Flora inched her hips closer to mine. “I have a feeling Aurora wants to talk to me,” I told her.

“Are you thinking of going to see her?” she asked me.

I nodded. “After lunch, what do you say?”

“I would love to,” she said with a smile. “Is it just Aurora or someone else?”

“What do you have in mind?” I asked, searching her face.

“I don’t know … Maybe you’re thinking of Marcia.”

“Maybe I am,” I said. I would be lying if I hadn’t thought of her. Her innocence and her harsh upbringing made me feel bad for her. She deserved a future as well.

“I see,” she said with a smile. “Nothing wrong with it.”

We continued to talk about various things, and Isadora sat by herself and wrote the letter back to her mother. When she was done, she came outside again. “Was it easier to reply this time than last?” I asked Isadora.

“A lot easier,” she said and nodded.

“Do you want to take a trip to the city? We haven’t been there in a while, and I have a feeling your mother wants to see us.”

Isadora gasped. “I was about to suggest the same thing.”

“Let’s leave after we’ve eaten,” I said with a smile.

* * *

“Wait here,” I told them. While they were packing and preparing our carriage, I went to the town hall to let Felicia know we’d be leaving. I saw her in the window, and she jumped to her feet and ran toward the door. The door flung open with such force that I stumbled backward, almost losing my balance. Wearing her brown hair loose and a dress with a V-neck, she bounced towards me, grinning from ear to ear. “Hi there!” she exclaimed, reaching out to hug me.

“Hi,” I said. I accepted her hug, wrapping my arms around her for a moment. She broke the hug, and I noticed her dress had slits on each side that reached up to her hips, revealing her tanned flesh.

“Wow, look at those clothes,” I told her, studying her shapes and curves.

“You like them?” she asked with a smile and twirled around.

“They’re gorgeous,” I told her.

“What’s on your heart?” she asked. “Do you want a blowjob?”

I chuckled at how explicit she could be at times. “We’re actually leaving for Anigava. I just want you to tell the girls I’ll be gone for a couple of days.”

“I won’t lie, that disappointed me,” she said with a sigh. She dropped her voice to a whisper. “Most of them here are on a lunch break … I can still suck you off if you don’t mind.”

“If it’ll be quick—”

She took my hand and whisked me into the town hall and up the second floor. She took me into what I thought was the council chamber. “What, here?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, being so horny she could hardly contain herself. She didn’t even lock the door nor close the blinds. I could still see houses in the distance and some ladies through the window. There were mostly women in this town, so I didn’t care. Suddenly, she was on her knees. She pulled the belt out of the loops and pulled down my trousers. She pulled down my underwear till she’d freed my joystick. She curled her hands around my erection as if it were a treasure.

“Finally,” she said and started swirling her tongue around the tip till a drop of her saliva ran down the shaft. She delivered worshiping kisses from the base all the way to the tip. She looked cock-famished, and it probably was about time she got a bone to suck on. “I’ve dreamed about you since the first time I sucked you.” She wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking till her lips hollowed out. “I’ll suck you so hard that hopefully, you’ll dream sweet dreams later.”

I moaned. A couple of dreams with the queen wouldn’t hurt. She didn’t take her time but sucked me deep and wet. I cupped her neck, my knees buckling. When she noticed that I was feeling good, she simply smirked, her eyes gleaming. I felt her tongue slowly work its way around the underside of my shaft, then all the way down to the root. Swallowing me, she sucked hard, as if trying to pull my seed out of me. I had to grab her by the hair to keep from collapsing.

“Geeze, you’re quick,” I said, watching her head bob back and forth quickly. She gagged and slobbered for every bob, and I grabbed the back of her head as she sucked the climax right out of me.

Gasping in pleasure, I watched my pearlescent cum squirt across her tongue before her lips sealed on the head and she sucked hard. “Geeze, Felicia,” I said.

She drank every drop and came off with a pop. “Better than the first?” she asked and waggled her eyebrows.

“Yeah,” I said. It was quicker but also more intense. The sucking sure was better, but the first time, I had woken up with a wet dream, and it was a dream I’d never forget.

She cleaned my cock with her lips and tongue and pulled up my underwear and trousers. She threw her arms around my neck and pushed her bust to my chest. “Don’t tell the other ladies in this building that I sucked you. They’ll get jealous, and it’s not appropriate.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said.

She let go and took me outside. Outside, I made sure to hug her. “Thank you for the amazing job,” I said.

Her lips curved in a smile, proud that she’d pleased me. “I’m glad you liked it … don’t be shy to come over. There are plenty of vacant rooms where we can do a lot more than that.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. It turned me on how they were all over me. The way they fought for my time and erection. I had the stamina to please them all, and deep inside, I wanted it to. I made my way to the carriage. Isadora and Flora poked their heads to the side, waiting for me.

“What took so long?” Isadora asked.

I jumped inside, taking a seat in the middle. “She had to say bye the proper way,” I told her cryptically.

Isadora and Flora exchanged glances. “I think she sucked him,” Flora said with a laugh.

“Oh … Duh,” Isadora said and laughed.

It warmed my heart to hear her pretty laughter. I took the reins and yanked them, the hooves clacking against the cobbles as we rode out of town.

“Did she suck you well?” Isadora asked.

“I lasted one minute,” I said. “She knows what she’s doing.”

“I see … Maybe she can teach me a thing or two,” Isadora said.

“Well, her doors are open,” I said. I let them lean their heads onto my shoulders. We had some nuts to snack on, a box of fruits and a jar of juice. It would be a long journey, and we hadn’t been there in a while. The town was getting smaller behind us as the carriage rumbled along the uneven roads. Isadora was sitting next to me, her head tilted towards me, her eyes glistening with curiosity and amusement.

“Are you looking forward to seeing your mother?” I asked her.

“I find it cute you refer to her as my mother instead of the queen,” she pointed out.

“She’ll always be the queen in my eyes,” I told her. “But she’s your mother after all.”

“She wrote that to me,” she said, “that I didn’t understand that she was also the queen. She’s right.”

“What was the context?” I asked her.

“I wrote to my mother telling her that she should relax now and then too,” she said. “Don’t be too caught up in politics. I love her and I don’t want her to hurt herself.”

“I do remember you telling me that when you wrote the last letter to her,” I said. “But it will be even more difficult now.”

“That’s what I am fearing,” she said with a sigh, curling her arm around mine.

“You aren’t to blame,” I told her firmly.

“How do you know I was thinking that?” she asked me with a funny look.

“I love you, and I know you well,” I said.

“Alright,” she yielded. “But it’s difficult to explain … Have you ever regretted something in your life?”

“Of course,” I told her. “We all have regrets.”

We continued to ride. We took a little fruit break now and then and stretched our arms and legs. We found some fruit and berry trees on our way, replenishing our boxes as we continued to ride along the rolling hills. The horses neighed on occasion, and birds passed us, twittering.

After a while, the sun started to lower, casting long shadows on the fields we passed. “Should we set up camp?” I asked them.

They both nodded.

Riding off the road, I rode toward a spot not far from the stream. We climbed off the carriage, setting the horses free. While they started preparing dinner for us, I pitched the tent. I turned in a slow circle, taking in the untouched beauty of nature surrounding us. The gravel road stretched out behind us, a thin line connecting us to civilization. The sound of rushing water filled the air as we listened to the nearby stream and the birds singing their melodies above. It was a moment of peace.

Isadora and Flora were on their knees, cutting vegetables and chopping up the meat. They got along so well together, it was almost as if they were siblings. I approached them and said, “It feels like you’ve known each other since birth.”

Flora chuckled. “We haven’t, but I knew her mother before, and they have similar characteristics.”

“Like what?” Isadora asked curiously.

“You’re both cunning,” Flora said.

“I can imagine,” I said, making them chuckle.

“The stew needs to simmer for half an hour,” Flora said. “Should we do something fun in the meantime?”

“Sure,” I said, and we all turned to the stream. “A swim wouldn’t hurt.”

They were both down for the idea and started undressing. I took off my clothes as well, and we headed down to the stream. I dipped my toes in, and the water was surprisingly warm. I cupped my hands into the water and had a sip.

“Darian,” Isadora said.

I turned to her, and she splashed water at me with a giggle. “Take this!” I said and splashed water back at her.

“Let’s jump in,” she suggested.

We stepped into the clear stream, testing its depth with our feet. The cool water rose slowly, reaching our chests as we waded further in. Its temperature was slightly cool, enveloping us in a refreshing embrace. They gravitated toward me, their breasts playing peek-a-boo with the water.

As we stayed in the water, I took a moment to enjoy the sight before me. Isadora and Flora, two stunning women, both covered in water droplets, their hair plastered to their heads, their faces alight with joy. I felt grateful for this chance to escape the world’s troubles and just be with them.

I became aroused when seeing them nude in nature, but as usual, I wanted to save it for later. “Brrr,” Flora said and shivered. “It’s getting cold.”

They came closer to me, and we tried to share our body heat. “Is this better?” I asked her.

“A little,” she said.

Isadora then wrapped her arms around me, and Flora hugged me from the other side. It was a simple but comforting gesture, reminding me of the bonds we shared. “It’s getting chilly,” Isadora said.

“Should we go to the fire and warm ourselves?”

They nodded. As we stepped out of the stream, we wrapped ourselves in the towels they had brought. We settled down by the fire. Isadora and Flora looked over the simmering pot. The smell of the stew filled the air, making our mouths water.

When it was done, they poured a bowl for me, and we started eating. I blew on the spoon and shoved it into my mouth. When we ate outside, everything tasted so much better. I closed my lips around the spoon and enjoyed every taste and flavor.

“It tastes so much better outside,” I said.

“It’s almost like it heightens the senses,” Isadora said and shoved spoonful after spoonful in her mouth.

I agreed with her as I soaked a slice of bread into the sauce and had a bite of it as well. We finished it in no time as the sun was about to set. We sat and leaned back, our eyes fixed on the ever-darkening sky. As the sun set, the stars blinked into existence, twinkling and winking at us. The beauty of the stars was mesmerizing.

“When shall we have the threesome?” Isadora asked and tugged at my towel. “First, it’s getting cold and I want your body heat. Second, I want to know what it feels like when you bed one woman after another.”

“Don’t you want to see the sunset?” I asked her.

“I do,” she said and pulled down her towel an inch, revealing her nipples. “But I want to be nude and have some fun before we go back to the city.”

“We’ll have plenty of fun later,” I said and pulled up her towel an inch.

She stuck her tongue out and pulled the towel down again. “My nipples need some fresh air too.”

The droplets still clung to her beautiful tits. I admired the sight of her fresh little fruits. She noticed I glanced at them, and she made sure to shake her body, to make her boobs jiggle. I was relieved to see her playful side emerge, rather than her dwelling on something that was not her fault.

“Did you bring the letters with you?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and nodded broadly. “I thought it would be nice if we could read the letters together. It must be more special than reading them by ourselves.”

“I see,” I said. “Don’t worry if you want some quality time with her. I can be with Flora in the meantime.”

“And Marcia I suppose,” Isadora said with a wink.

“If she wants to,” I said.

“She’s so in love with you that she defected,” Isadora said with a laugh. “Hello, wake up.”

I patted her back, making her breasts jiggle. “I am awake.”

We continued to watch till the sun was gone and every star twinkled into existence. It was time to rise, and as we rose, we unwrapped the towels and put them aside. I turned to Flora. Her long, lustrous auburn hair framed her hourglass figure. Her auburn pubic hair was like the cherry on top. I was glad we could take his moment for ourselves. I had a feeling the coming months could be turbulent.

I took their hands and led them into the tent. We had it open, letting the silver moonlight stream inside. It was the only light we had for now, but it was enough.

“I’ve never done this before,” Flora said submissively.

“We can start with a three-way kiss,” I suggested.

They gravitated toward me, and I palmed their asses, squeezing their soft flesh as our lips met at the center. We slipped our tongues out while I slid my hand back and forth between their precious cracks, reaching for their fruits. I came off their lips and I went and kissed Flora’s breasts, sucking her nipples and licking her boobs. Then I aimed my mouth at Isadora, sucking her tit till she giggled.

I kissed my way down her young body and smooth flesh till I reached her intimate region. I parted her pussy lips when I reached her sweet pink center. I pressed my tongue onto her, savoring her sweet scent.

I came off her with a smack. “Sit on me while Flora sucks me,” I said, which they obeyed immediately.

I lay down, and Isadora adjusted her firm ass over my face, gently lowering her precious pussy onto my mouth. When my tongue hit her pussy lips, Flora’s mouth engulfed my cock. All of a sudden, we were in perfect sync, and their moans rose simultaneously.

The strong pressure of Flora’s mouth around my erection made my cock twitch with pleasure. I had to hold back from thrusting into her mouth, as I wanted everything to last longer.

Isadora’s pussy tasted sweet, and I reveled in the way she trembled as I licked and sucked on her. Sinking my fingers into her firm bottom, I could feel her wetness spreading, and I knew she was getting more and more aroused.

I slipped two fingers inside her, feeling her walls tighten around them.

Flora’s lips wrapped around my shaft, and I could feel the wet warmth of her mouth enveloping me. The feeling was euphoric, and I knew I had to savor every moment.

As I thrust into Flora’s mouth, Isadora’s hips started to rock against my face, matching my rhythm. I wanted more, and after having licked Isadora till she was dripping, I moved her ass from my face. Her eyes were swimming with love and lust. “What now?” she asked, teasingly spreading her legs.

“You know what’s next,” I said as Flora came off my erection. I drew a circle on her womanhood.

“Draw that circle with your penis instead,” she begged.

I crawled between her legs and fulfilled her wish, seeing her squirm as I took the head of the shaft and rubbed it around her wetness. I parted her lips with the tip and slowly but surely pushed inside her. Her smile widened as her vagina stretched. She was still a tight little princess, but she’d gotten used to my size.

As I slowly thrust into her, I brushed her hair aside, and Isadora exchanged glances with Flora. “Let me moisten your pussy,” Isadora said.

“Okay,” Flora said gladly and straddled Isadora’s face. When I saw Isadora lick her, it turned me on so much that I was about to blow it all.

As I moved in and out, I watched Isadora lick and suck on Flora’s clit, her fingers digging into Flora’s hips. Isadora’s eyes were filled with passion as she pleasured my lover, and her devotion was clear. As I thrust, I felt my own desire building, my erection growing harder with each stroke. My eyes met Flora’s, and I saw the same hunger and need reflected in her gaze. I wanted her as well. And the way she kept glancing at my cock, I knew she wanted it too.

“Flora, lie down onto Isadora, so I can fuck you both.”

I leaned back, giving Flora room. She straddled Isadora’s legs and looked her in the eyes. “Do you want to kiss?” Flora asked.

Isadora nodded eagerly and their lips touched. I pulled out of Isadora’s hole, moved my erection up an inch and pushed into Flora. As I entered her, I disrupted the kiss as she moaned. “Oh, he’s so hard and thick,” Flora said and went back to kissing Isadora’s neck.

Isadora moaned softly, her hands gripping Flora’s hips as my cock slid in and out of her. Their kiss became more passionate, their tongues darting in and out of each other’s mouths. I could see the love and desire in their faces, and it made my heart swell with happiness. It also turned me on, so I continuously alternated between both of their sopping holes till I couldn’t hold back anything. I finished first in Isadora’s tight vagina, making her gasp as my cum drenched her hole. I pulled out, shot some over Flora’s bottom before stuffing it inside her.

I caught my breath and slowly pulled out from Flora. They rolled off each other and made room for me in the middle. I slumped down with a sigh. They were good girls and did some additional cleaning around my erection, running their tongues up and till my cum and their juices were gone.

“We should do this more often,” Isadora said and cuddled up to me. “More girls, more intense.”

“I agree,” I said. It felt better to have an intimate moment in a group rather than individually. I turned to Flora whose lips curved in a smile.

“Isadora is an amazing kisser,” she said with a smile.

“You are,” Isadora said.

“And you both are amazing girls,” I praised them, feeling a surge of affection for these two beautiful, passionate girls. This was something I sure needed, knowing very well that the future was uncertain. I didn’t want to bring up the dire facts now during such a happy moment, but it didn’t change our situation.

They pressed their lips to my cheeks simultaneously and draped their arms over my chest. We wished each other goodnight and slowly fell asleep.


Chapter 10

Aurora

Ilay on my massage table as my maids worked their magic. Yet again I had chosen Ava, Eve and Izy. At the moment, I had no better maids than them. I sure needed this moment for myself. I realized now that even if we found ourselves in difficult times, my brain didn’t function properly when I was stressed. I had to thank my daughter for looking over my shoulder and making sure I took the right path in life.

I sighed in relief as I felt Ava’s soft hands run over my shoulders. “How’s Marcia?” I asked her.

“She’s fine,” Ava answered softly. “She’s a bit shy. I think she’s gone through a lot.”

“She has,” I said. I wasn’t sure if they knew she’d been an assassin, but it didn’t matter for now. That was what I loved about Ava and the rest of them. They didn’t stick their noses where they didn’t belong. They minded their own business. It wasn’t always easy finding girls like that since they were so prone to gossip and drama.

When the massage was finished, they came over with my clothes. “Thank you, the massage was lovely.”

“You’re welcome,” they said in unison and bowed down.

I put on my bra and slid my panties up my long legs. I donned my royal dress with a modest V-neck and slits on the sides. I glanced out the window and was greeted by a bright ray of sunshine peeking through fluffy white clouds. A gentle breeze rustled the leaves on the trees, making them dance in a peaceful rhythm. It looked like it was going to be a beautiful day. The ambassador of Selppin should return with an answer to our demands. I wasn’t expecting much since I knew it would be dire regardless.

“Are you feeling tense?” Ava asked kindly. Even if she was finished with the massage, she thought of me regardless. She didn’t only have a tender touch but a tender heart. She was a rare, warm beauty.

“A little, but that type of tenseness won’t go away with just a massage,” I told her, my lips curving in a smile. “For now, I feel as relaxed as I can be.”

“I’m glad,” she said and dipped her head.

“Give me some time for myself,” I told her.

“As you wish,” she said and strode out with her friends.

I closed my eyes and imagined I was in a meadow. I let the sounds of chirping birds, rustling leaves, and running water flow over me. The sun warmed my skin, and I felt a sense of peace wash over me as I focused on the beauty of nature around me.

I thought of my daughter too, wondering what she was up to. I hoped she didn’t have to think of anything more than household chores. It might be dull, but it was better than having to think of a hundred different things at once.

I thought of Darian. I regretted I hadn’t told Kevin to bring him as well. I wanted him here, just any excuse to see him, but this wasn’t a little excuse. He had been involved in the recent events after all.

Shortly after, someone knocked on my door. “Who is it?”

“Thalia,” she said. “Darian, your daughter and Flora have paid us a visit.”

My eyes lit up. I had just thought about her. To be fair, I thought of her constantly. I rose and opened the door. “Where are they?” I asked. I felt uplifted. I hadn’t seen my daughter in weeks, and I craved to hug her and see her smile again, especially now that she wasn’t a virgin any longer.

“They are dismounting at the moment. I caught them while I was out on a walk,” she said.

I hurried down the stairs and got there just in time when I saw them entering the castle. “Mom!” Isadora said joyfully. Her eyes lit up and a wide smile spread across her face. She dashed towards me and wrapped her arms around my neck, squeezing me tightly. I could feel the warmth of her breath on my cheek and her familiar sweet scent. We hadn’t been apart for this long in years, and as I hugged her back, I felt all the emotions of missing her flood over me. I melted in her arms, realizing how much I’d missed her.

“Oh, Isadora,’ I said, letting my hand run down her back and up again to her beautiful hair.

I held her close, our chests pressed together, and I could feel the steady rhythm of her heart. Each beat seemed to radiate love. A wave of euphoria washed over me, causing my legs to tremble with warmth and joy. “How’s it going?”

“I’m so happy to see you,” she said, breaking the hug. We looked each other in the eyes, her sapphire gems twinkling. Even if I hadn’t seen her for two weeks, she looked more mature than last time. She was a grown woman now after all and someone’s bonded.

“I’m so glad to see you too … What a pleasant surprise,” I said.

“It was Darian’s idea,” she said. “He thought it was a good idea to come after what happened … Have you heard?”

I nodded. “I received dreadful news …. I can’t think of them now that you stand here. You’re too bright, lighting up all the gloom in this world.”

“You do,” she said stubbornly, her eyes sweeping over me. “Do you want to say hi to Darian?”

“Of course I do,” I said.

She stepped aside, and I saw Darian stride toward me with Flora on his side. My lips curved in a smile, and I felt that effect he had on me that no man had. I felt excited to see him, a tingling sensation in my chest. My arousal started to trickle down from my womanhood. I was proud that I had given birth to a daughter that he wanted to bond with. I reached out my hand to him, and he accepted it. His handshake was firm and strong, making me melt.

“I’m glad to see you, Your Highness.” He kissed my hand, and I tried to suppress the impending blush. If that kiss was only on my lips. It would have been a kiss to die for.

“Darian, it’s a pleasure,” I said. “You came right in time … I just thought of sending you a letter, asking you to come.”

“I can imagine after what had recently taken place,” he said.

I looked over to Flora who beamed upon seeing me. She handed me the pregnancy logs. “Thank you. You’re a good girl.”

“Isadora helps out too.”

I exchanged glances with my daughter. “I try,” Isadora said with a grin.

I turned my attention back to Darian. “How’s my daughter treating you?”

“Like a king,” he said, making Isadora chuckle.

“That’s fair since you treat me like a princess.”

My temperature spiked when I saw how Isadora drowned in love. The way she looked at him, I could easily imagine the drops trickling down to her panties.

“Where’s Marcia?” he asked. “Is she taken care of?”

I grinned and understood there was another reason he wanted to come. “Kevin told me what you wanted to tell me. We haven’t lifted a finger against her, and she’s being treated like a princess. Don’t worry. She’s been given a room not far from the guest room you slept in.”

“I’ll see if I can find her,” he said and took Flora’s hand.

“Darian … Today we can sleep in my bedroom,” Isadora said.

“Sure,” Darian said.

“Is it okay if I snatch my daughter from you for an hour or so?” I asked him.

“Of course,” he said and patted Isadora’s back. “We talked about this earlier.”

“A kiss?” Isadora asked as she perched on her tiptoes. They held the kiss for a couple of seconds, enough to arouse me even more.

“See you,” he said. They walked off as the servants helped them find Marcia, leaving me alone with my daughter.

“What should we do?” I asked.

“A walk in the garden,” she suggested.

“Come,” I said and thought it was a lovely idea.

I noticed she was holding something in her hand, an envelope. “What do you have in your hand?”

“It’s my letter to you,” she said happily. “I thought maybe I could read it to you out loud since I’m here.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” I said. “I would love to … Every time I read your letters, I started crying.”

“Why were you crying?”

“Because your words mean so much to me,” I told her. “I appreciate that you are thinking of me.”

“Of course, I’m thinking about you,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “You’re my mother. I want you to be happy too.”

“There’s nothing that can make me happier than seeing you,” I said, taking her hand and giving it a squeeze of affection.

We exited the castle and headed toward the garden. “Is Elara here?”

“She’s with a friend,” I told her. “She’ll be back for dinner.”

“Nice,” she said, beaming. “Did you take some time off to relax?”

I nodded. “My maids have massaged me more frequently, and it has helped. But as you know, there’s been some unexpected events recently.”

She sighed and dropped her gaze. “I know … Mom, do you think I’m to blame for all this?”

I halted and looked at her. “What are you saying?”

“I don’t know … I just regret so many things,” she said with her eyes on the ground. “I shouldn’t have accepted it in the first place, and now they’re trying to kill him.”

I pushed her hair behind her ears. “We’ve already spoken about this, Darling. You have nothing to do with this. You don’t kill someone because you call off a marriage or divorce someone. They should know that.”

“You’re right, I suppose,” she said. “Forget that I asked, but I’ve been a bit upset lately because of all this.”

“I’m not going to allow you to beat yourself up over this,” I said and patted her back. “Let it go.”

“I’ll try,” she said with a smile.

“What about cakes and pies?” I asked her, trying to steer the conversation away from the recent drama. “Have you toned down your sweets intake?”

Her lips slid into an impending grin, and she was about to giggle. “A little,” she said.

I patted her back. “Come on, Isadora. You promised me.”

“I try, but this girl named Marie keeps showing up with all these cakes. There are so many girls there who are on their knees for him.”

“I know,” I said. I could also be on my knees for him. I found him so attractive that I craved to kneel for him. “What about you … Have you also been on your knees for him?”

“More than I can count,” she said with pinkening cheeks.

I was glad we could openly speak about this. Not every parent has this open relationship with their children. “And does he enjoy it?”

She nodded eagerly. “I think so … But you were right. He doesn’t seem to be that picky, so I was insecure for no reason. He does most of the job, and when he does, it feels so good.”

“I can imagine,” I said and briefly dreamed of having him inside me, but I quickly suppressed those dreams, knowing it was inappropriate here and now. “What about children, have you thought of that too?”

“Eh,” she said and looked away. Now she was becoming a bit shy. “Not really. I want to, but not for now. Maybe in a couple of years … How old were you when you got pregnant?”

“Twenty-one,” I told her. “But when I was nineteen, I didn’t think of children either, but a year later it all just switched so suddenly. Enjoy your youth while it lasts.”

“That too, but I want to remain attractive to him first and foremost,” she said. “I can’t believe how he has the stamina to mate with all those girls, and in addition, he loves me and Flora during the evening.”

I was about to say something, perhaps steering the conversation away to something else. She was making me wet when she told me about Darian in that way.

“Like yesterday,” she said and continued her speech. “He bred three girls in the morning, then when we left, Felicia went down on him in the town hall, and then I had my first threesome with Flora before sleep.”

“Oh,” I said, trying my hardest to hide my arousal. But she sure was making it difficult for me. I thought of perhaps letting go. Deep inside, I wanted to ask a couple of more questions, perhaps get some more lovely images I could masturbate to later. When I realized what she had said, I stopped for a moment. “Wait, in the town hall?”

“Apparently,” she said. “He was about to tell Felicia that we were leaving, and she took him inside, and they were there for a couple of minutes before he and Felicia came outside. It wasn’t difficult to tell what went on there since Felicia had the widest grin I’d ever seen.”

“Huh,” I said. “She has to be careful. The women who work there won’t like that.”

“I suppose,” she said with a shrug. “But I thought he’d be numb by night, but he still wants me.”

“Well, you have yourself to blame,” I told her. “You’re so attractive that he can’t stop thinking of you.”

“I’m glad … He turns me on too.”

We neared a bench, and it was here we’d been a couple of weeks ago. “Can I read my letter to you?”

“Of course,” I said. It felt like a breath of fresh air as all politics just faded, and it was just me and my daughter left in this world.

She looked at me with her curious eyes. “Do you want to open it?”

“Sure,” I said. “But you’ll read it for me.”

“Okay,” she said and handed it to me.

I opened it, and it took a bit longer than necessary. My fingers were a bit jittery. “Do you also have butterflies?” she asked me.

“A little,” I said, she infected me with her grin. Finally, I opened it and slipped out the letter. I felt a similar sensation as the other times I’d open one of her envelopes. I handed it to her, and couldn’t wait to hear what she’d written.

“Hi Mom,” she said with a deep smile, glancing at me as she read. I gently caressed her thigh, letting her take her time. “I’m trying my best to tone it down on the sweets, but it’s becoming more challenging than I thought. Don’t worry, I’m not eating a cake a day, but more like every other day.

“I agree. I love spending time with loved ones. I love massaging Darian too, seeing happiness is the best feeling in the world. That’s how I’ve always felt when I spend time with you too. I wished we had spent more time with each other instead of quarreling. When I think back at some of those moments, there could be some stupid things that I wished I could let go of.

“I know that I’m Darian’s girl, and I’m there for him when he needs me, but sometimes I feel like what I do isn’t adequate. I just want to do something more. I guess it’s just me who’s so in love with him. What do you think? He’s all over my boobs and to be fair, I’m all over his chest. He looks amazing shirtless.

“He told me about The Sacred Seed. You’ve done a great job at keeping it a secret, and I’ve also tried to suck him slower. One night, I sucked him so slowly, he kept pushing his penis into my mouth, begging to go quicker. I think I really got to him.

“I think he wants more than five a day, and at the same time, they truly are desperate. I understand where they’re coming from. If I was one of them, I wouldn’t have acted any differently. In fact, I would probably sneak into his home just to hug him. I’m not feeling any envy at all. I’m just glad he’s chosen me to be his bonded, and that I’m special to him. He sure is special to me, and lovemaking is the best feeling in the world.

“I no longer feel the pain as I used to, so I have gotten used to it completely. In fact, I crave him. I told Flora that you miss her and her soft hands, and she became so happy.

“You should have high standards because you’re a gorgeous woman. You have many men to choose from. I find it hard to believe you haven’t found anyone. It doesn’t sound right to me that you’re sleeping by yourself. I sleep a lot better since being intimate with Darian. I’m not feeling bad for you, but I want you to be happy. I get that you’re also the queen of this kingdom, or maybe I don’t. To me, you’ll always be my mother first and foremost, and I’ve enjoyed being with you since I was a child. Mom, I miss you too, and I hope we can see each other as soon as possible, just taking a walk together or just talking about random things.

“I’ll try my best to cut down on cakes. I promise. I love you too, Mom.”

She lowered the letter from her face, and my eyes welled up again. I pulled her close. My arms wrapped around her waist, my cheek pressed against hers as I held her in a warm embrace. “Oh, that was lovely,” I told her, feeling my emotions rise.

“It took a long time to write it,” she admitted while holding onto me.

There were so many emotions, I wasn’t sure where to begin. The sections of Darian had aroused me, and then she went back and told me how much she loved me. Then I felt the affection of being her mother. It was like the best of both worlds, just pure euphoria. “I sure needed to hear that,” I said. “It warmed my heart.”

“It warmed mine too,” she said while lingering in my embrace.

I kissed her forehead, breaking the hug to look into her eyes. “Do you want me to talk about it now?”

She mulled it over. “Just one thing … Do you think what I do is enough for him?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” I told her. “I already told you before, don’t be so insecure. I know he’s hot and all that, but you don’t have to overthink it. Just with sex, just relax and he’ll take care of you.”

She gave me a look. “Mom, you called him hot.”

“Yeah … He is.”

“So you do find him attractive,” she said.

“I’ve told you before,” I said and ruffled her hair.

She was about to say something more but didn’t. Instead, she reached into her pocket and took a tissue. She dabbed it on my cheeks, drying my tears. I chuckled in joy.

“You’re so precious,” I said.

“You are, too,” she said and leaned her head against my shoulder. We sat there and enjoyed the moment for a little bit longer. Eventually, we rose and went for a longer walk. We talked about memories, and we could go on for an eternity.

We reached a spot where we could see the western entrance of the castle. The ambassador with a couple of men from Selppin dismounted. I wasn’t smiling as deeply as earlier.

“Are those from Selppin?” she asked me, her look souring.

“They are,” I said and patted her back. “I was waiting for them earlier when you showed up. Can you please leave me alone for a couple of hours? We can spend time later.”

She nodded, pacified and understanding. “That’s fine,” she said.

Her words and tone surprised me. I was prepared to argue that she had to leave me alone but not this time. “Really?”

“Yeah,” she said, cocking her head to the side. “Always when Darian wants some time for himself, I step aside.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, smiling briefly. “Just a hug before you leave.”

She gladly fell into my arms, and I embraced her and let go of her. “Good luck,” she told me.”

“Thank you,” I said, which was something I sure needed. I entered the castle and found Thalia looking around.

“Your Highness, the ambassador has returned.”

“I saw him outside,” I said. “Bring my advisors.”

“They’re already present,” she said with a nod.

I was grateful that my daughter and Darian had shown up, so I could clear my mind and relax before diving back into politics. I was prepared for anything. If they wanted war then we would give it to them.

The ambassador strode in, and I greeted him formally with a nod. I didn’t want to shake his hands for now, and he understood. I led them into a room where my advisors were already seated.

I wanted to get straight to the point. “So, tell me how Fyodor has responded,” I said firmly.

The ambassador wiped his sweaty brow. He was an overweight man with silver hair and wrinkles all over his face. His negotiators didn’t look any more appealing for that matter. “Fyodor denies any involvement in any assassination attempt, by him and the rest of his kingdom. He insists that there’s been a misunderstanding. He wants to make it clear to you that we have no interest in killing a commoner.”

I scowled and should’ve suspected we were going in that direction. His words provoked me, and the way he called Darian for a commoner was disrespectful. “We are one hundred percent sure he’s behind it,” I said coldly. “His denial doesn’t mean anything to us.”

“I’m the messenger,” he said calmly. “These are his words.”

“And his words are rotten,” I said as he shrank under my gaze. “Go on.”

“He’d like to make you an offer instead since he feels deeply wounded by these accusations. He wants to arrange a duel. Eldric against Darian.”

I closed my eyes and sucked in a deep breath. I wasn’t sure how to respond to his madness, and I was surprised he would stoop so low.

“It’s a peaceful solution,” he added.

“We didn’t draw first blood,” I reminded him. “He did.”

“As far as I know, Darian still lives and no blood has been drawn yet,” he said and wiped his sweaty forehead with a handkerchief.

“It’s because his pathetic attempt failed.”

“And he swears that he isn’t guilty. Innocent till proven guilty.”

“And his so-called innocence is meaningless to us.”

He looked over to one of his negotiators and nudged him with his elbow. He cleared his throat and took over. “We know that you’re stronger than us … But how many more men should perish in war?” he said. “You will barely have any men left. If Eldric and Darian can settle this dispute through peaceful means, then that will be a preferred solution. You may be able to flatten our kingdom to ruins, but no one wants to see this kind of suffering happening again.”

I listened to his words, and I exchanged glances with Thalia. She looked equally as thoughtful as I did. “I have to discuss this with my associates. Secondly, it’s up to Darian whether he wants to agree on this or not.”

“We have all weekend, Your Highness,” he said and dipped his head.

I dismissed them and looked at Thalia. “What do you think?”

“It doesn’t surprise me that he denies involvement in the attempt, so he shields himself from your demands.”

“You’re right,” I said. “But his denial means nothing to us, and you know that.”

“I do,” she said. “But their offer might even be preferred for us. I have met both Darian and Eldric. I don’t even have to think twice about who the winner will be, and at the same time, it will provide an opportunity to overthrow their insecure family.”

“You’re missing an important point,” I told her. “I don’t want to throw him into danger after what he’s done. And I know my daughter won’t like this either. She’s already blaming herself for all this drama. Selppin won’t fight fair, mark my words.”

“We should summon Darian and speak to him,” Thalia said. “It’s pointless without his opinion.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Let’s find him. The rest of you can remain till we talk with the ambassador again.” They nodded briefly as we headed off to search for him. He was outside with Isadora, Flora and Marcia. They were just sitting and talking on wood logs, enjoying their time. I approached them, and Darian saw me first and was followed by the rest of them.

“Are you done?” Isadora asked me eagerly.

“Not yet, sweetheart,” I said and fixed my eyes on Darian. “I’ll have to borrow your bonded for an hour or two.”

“That’s fine,” Isadora said, understanding.

“I’ll be back,” he told his girls as he rose to his feet.

I waited, looking at Isadora, preparing to argue again, but she didn’t. “What?” Isadora asked, looking at me funny.

“Nothing,” I said. “Should we eat dinner together?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Will there be apple pie for dessert?”

I chuckled. “Sure thing,” I said, and she made me smile. I exchanged glances with Darian, and I took him with me to the castle with Thalia beside him. “What have you done to my daughter?”

“What?”

“I was prepared to argue with her,” I said. “She gets curious and foxy whenever I want to discuss something in private.”

“I tamed her,” he said with a chuckle.

“Good enough answer for me,” I said, and he infected me with his laughter. I remembered how she’d written in one of her letters that she did feel tamed. I owed him a thank you. “I’ll give you some background info before asking you this. When we found out about the assassination attempt, we demanded Fyodor to step down or that we would put his kingdom under siege. His ambassador returned today and Fyodor denied involvement in the assassination attempt. Instead, he gave us, or you, an offer to face Eldric in a duel. Personally, I don’t like this at all, and I’m still willing to mobilize our troops. I don’t take his provocations lightly.”

He listened to my words and took his time to respond. “The more I hear about that family, the more I despise them. If I can get my hands on them myself, then I want to. I want it so badly that I can taste it.” His voice made me melt, and he sounded like a true warrior. All those hundreds of women hadn’t made him soft at all. He was still razor-sharp and stiff.

I stopped and looked him in the eyes. He held my gaze, and the firm look in his eyes made my knees grow weak. He was everything a man should be. “Are you sure?”

“Your Highness, what he did was despicable. Not only does he not want to admit to his actions but resorts to cheap lies on top of it. We can’t let this slide. And you know that. These are your words after all.”

My lips curved in a smile as he remembered my words. “During the calls to arms,” I said. “The speech before we sent you to the frontline.”

“I don’t fear anyone. If they want a duel, I’ll accept it with pleasure,” he said while I listened intently to his words. “We’re already having trouble rebuilding the kingdom.”

“Mark my words, they won’t fight fairly,” I told him. His confidence had won me over, but I had to remind him of a couple of things. “I know you’ll crush Eldric in an honest battle, but when they have stooped so low, I hardly think they’ll fight fair.”

“I’ve fought dishonest enemies for five years. I have the experience.”

“Right …”

“I’ll come with you and tell it to him directly,” he said without a trace of fear.

Exactly what a man would do. I brought him with me and summoned the ambassador again. Since the conversation was brief, we took it while standing. Darian did all the talking. “You may tell Eldric that I accept the duel,” he told him firmly.

“Fyodor don’t you mean?” he stuttered and shrank under Darian’s gaze. I couldn’t help but think how he’d just called him a commoner.

Darian frowned. “If he wants to be part of it, I’ll fight him too.”

He swallowed hard. “Uhm, no it’s only Eldric.”

“Then you tell Eldric,” Darian said.

“Before the duel, you’ll have to meet at the border to make this official,” he said.

“I’ll be there tomorrow at noon.”

“Okay,” he said without making eye contact. “Anything you’d like to add?”

“No,” he told him.

The ambassador dipped his head and rose with his negotiators. He left without looking at me or Darian. I looked at Darian, and he looked at me. “How are you feeling?” I asked him.

“He could at least make some eye contact,” he said, making my lips slide into a smile.

“You shouldn’t expect much from weaklings,” I told him.

“You’re right,” he said and we exchanged glances. I wasn’t sure what to say, and it felt kind of awkward. I was dying to have a conversation with him about something.

“I’ll return to Isadora,” he said, looking me in the eyes.

He spoke with confidence. I smiled, glad that he thought of her. “That’s okay,” I said. “We’ll see each other during dinner.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” he said.

I leaned against the doorframe as I saw him stride out. I cursed myself for not being able to find a topic to speak about. Maybe he didn’t want to. Maybe he just wanted to get back my daughter’s honey. I wasn’t sure what to think of this duel, but he decided for himself.

Dinner was a couple of hours away, and I wasn’t sure how to spend my time now. Earlier, I’d been dwelling upon these problems, but they were sort of solved now with the exception of the duel. We also had to make sure Fyodor would actually leave. He had already stooped low and could stoop lower.

Thalia placed her hands on my shoulders, making me jump. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“I didn’t know you were still here.”

“You have all the right reasons to go and relax for a moment. It’s been a long day.”

My lips softened into a smile. “You’re right,” I said. “I’ll go fetch my maids and we’ll see each other for dinner.”

* * *

Lying on the massage table, I purred as their young fingers worked the tight knots out of my shoulders and muscles. It felt amazing as my maids rubbed oil over my body and gently massaged me. The soothing rhythm of their hands melted away my stress, leaving me relaxed. I could feel the tension easing from my body, replaced by a warm, comforting sensation. They made me forget the worries of the kingdom for a while.

I sighed in relief. “Oh, girls, that’s lovely,” I said while I looked out the window, seeing the sun dip lower. I had taken a bath earlier, and it sure had been tempting to touch myself. I hadn’t even expected him to come in the first place. It was a pleasant surprise even if I would have summoned him later. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise that he accepted such a duel. He was fearless, and he had the experiences. Just the thought of seeing him fight for my daughter turned me on. I tried not to think of Selppin. I just thought of all the pleasant things in life, like the walk with my daughter, the letter she’d written me and read out loud. She’d given it to me, and I wanted to write to her back later and read it out loud to her before bedtime.

Someone knocked on the door. “Mom?” I heard Isadora’s voice.

“Give me a towel and tell her to come. You may take a break,” I said. Her voice sounded sullen. It worried me, and I hoped nothing bad had happened. I wrapped the towel over my breasts, and they went to the door and welcomed Isadora inside. Her face had darkened, but her eyes lit up upon seeing me.

She quickly walked toward me and studied me as I stood there with a towel. “Have you been showering?” she asked.

“A bath first then a massage,” I said.

“I’m not disturbing you?”

“No,” I said firmly and patted her back. “You’re my priority. You’ll never disturb me. Do you want to talk about something?”

She nodded, and I took her with me to the balcony. We sat down on the plush chairs and enjoyed the sunny weather and the sounds of rustling leaves. “Darian told me why you wanted to see him,” she said, her voice weighed down by gloom. “Why do they have to take it this far?”

“It’s a good question,” I said and looked skyward. “Some men don’t know what a no means. They think they can force two puzzle pieces that don’t fit with brute force. In the end, you just ruin them both.”

“I agree,” she said and sniveled. “I don’t want Darian to go. I just want him next to me.”

I smiled. “I understand, darling. But I didn’t encourage him to go. It was his decision. But don’t worry, Darian is strong and you know that.”

“I know,” she said. “But how can they suggest such a thing? I thought duels were a part of the past. I thought they’d at least apologize for trying to kill him.”

She was right, there hadn’t been one in decades. Even when I grew up they weren’t that common. The world was mostly at peace then, but duels saved blood instead of sending entire kingdoms to war. “I agree with you,” I said and patted her back. “Just give Darian time to train again, and he’ll be fine. I promise you.”

She sighed. “I guess,” she said. “I just wished we could be left alone.”

“You will be after Darian’s slain him,” I told her.

“But it still makes me nervous,” she said. “This must be held at a neutral place. I would never trust them.”

“We’ve already thought of that. We haven’t discussed where it will be yet, but it certainly won’t be near Selppin.”

Isadora leaned her head against my shoulders for a little, and I held her. “Are you growing hungry?” I asked her.

She nodded and a smile curved her lips. “You talk so softly now.”

“Because I listened to your advice about relaxing,” I told her.

“And the man part?” she asked, looking up at me with her round, curious eyes.

“Uhm … One thing at a time.”

“That’s fine,” she said and hugged me back. “I love seeing you healthy and glowing.”

“That’s how I love seeing you too,” I said and pressed my lips to her cheeks. “Have you spoken to Elara yet?”

“She hasn’t returned yet,” she said. “Erik said she’ll be back anytime soon. I have like a million things to tell her.”

I stifled a chuckle. “I can imagine … Why don’t you go fetch Darian and the rest of his girls for me? We can meet at the dining hall.”

“Girls, don’t you mean Flora?”

“What about Marcia?” I asked her, searching her face.

“Yeah,” she said with a chuckle. “He likes her too.”

“It’s not difficult to see that,” I said. We both rose to our feet. She hurried off to her friends, and I found some clothes to wear. I stood in front of my wardrobe, and my eyes swept over the clothes. I wanted to wear something nice for Darian, but I didn’t want something too sexy so it was inappropriate, but I still wanted him to notice me.

I chose a knee-length pencil dress that wasn’t too tight. It was pink, and golden and had a modest V-neck. It would do for now. I sprayed some perfume on me, and I went into the bathroom to apply some makeup. I swiped lipstick over my lips till they were red and full.

Next, I reached for a tube of mascara and coated my dark blonde lashes, layering them until they framed my eyes. Turning my attention to my complexion, I picked up a fluffy brush and swept a light dusting of powder over my skin, giving it a soft glow that caught the light just right. I tried not to overdo it. It was just a dinner and nothing more special.

I walked into the dining hall, and Elara stood at the doorway. “Have you heard?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly. “Where is she?”

“I asked her to fetch Darian and Flora for me. She should be here any second,” I replied, glancing around.

As Isadora came up the stairs, Elara’s face lit up. They rushed toward each other and embraced warmly, fitting together perfectly as they held each other.

“I’m so happy to see you again,” Isadora said.

Elara pulled back slightly, her eyes shining with excitement. “I missed you so much! Tell me everything. How have you been? What’s new?”

Isadora laughed, her joy infectious. “So much has happened in these two weeks. I can’t wait to fill you in on all the details.”

Falling into each other’s arms again, they embraced each other till Darian, Flora and Marcia came along. We took a seat, and we kept the duel out of the conversation.

As we settled into our seats, the scent of roasted lamb and vegetables wafted through the air. The servants brought out steaming plates of lamb roast, perfectly cooked with a crispy exterior and a pink interior. The roasted vegetables glistened with a golden glaze.

Before filling my plate with food, I glanced at Darian and noticed that his eyes were on my breasts. He tried to look away briefly, and I tried my hardest not to smile. He was sitting close to Marcia and Isadora, and Isadora sat next to Elara. They went on a talking spree, and Isadora recounted her adventures over the past two weeks, her voice vivid as she described the places she had seen and the people she had met. Elara listened intently, hanging in there.

“Congratulations on being bonded,” she said, happy for her sake. Although I could tell she wanted some too.

We enjoyed the roast and the company. It felt nice to be able to take this moment for ourselves and have dinner in peace while forgetting about the daily stress that had plagued us recently.

I managed to talk to Darian now and then too. It wasn’t difficult to notice how he was the most popular person at this table.

After dinner, we were served apple pie, and to my and Elara’s surprise, Isadora chose a smaller piece than I. “This counts as trying,” she said with a wink.

“Now and then doesn’t hurt,” I told her. “As long as you aren’t eating it every day.”

“What happened to you?” Elara asked with a giggle. “I thought you would take the entire pie and run away.”

Isadora giggled. “I promised my mother to eat less pie.”

“I see,” Elara said, grinning. “More for me.”

It had been joyful to spend this evening together. The sun would soon set, and we would soon go to sleep. Before they left, I made sure to borrow Darian for a sec. “I’ll want to talk to him for a minute,” I told Isadora.

“That’s fine, I have a lot of catching up to do with Elara … Can I come later and say goodnight?”

“Of course, Darling,” I said.

She went off with Elara and the rest of the girls till only Darian was left. I always felt extra intimate and warm when it was just him and I. He made sure to look me in the eyes and not at my breasts, although I didn’t mind a little bit of both. “How’s the dinner?”

“Lovely,” he said with a smile. “It feels good to get my mind on something else.”

“You took the words out of my mouth,” I said. “This won’t take long. I just want to let you know if you want, you can take a break from breeding. I think the duel might be a bit more important.”

He shook his head. “I can handle both, but I’ll breed fewer women,” he said.

I nodded. It was also an excuse so he could be here. I wanted him here … as close to me as possible. “I respect your choice. So will you return to the Fertile Valley?”

“Yes, after I’ve faced Eldric and accepted it,” he said. “Marcia will come with us.”

My lips curved in a smile. That man could have any woman he wanted. “I see,” I said. “For now, sleep well. Tomorrow, my cohorts will show you the way to the border.”

He nodded, and I could tell from his eyes that he wanted to see Eldric right away. “You too,” he said, his lips curving in a smile. “Sweet dreams.”

It was informal, but it made me smile. He was with my daughter, so I wanted less formalities, so to speak. While Isadora was gone, I decided to reread her letter and write back to her. I wanted to read it out loud to her as well while she was here. I reread her letter, and it made my temperature spike. It was so lovely, her words warming my soul.

I took a quill, paper and ink and started writing. It all flowed so well. It felt a bit different knowing that she was here, but it just made it feel a bit more special. When I was done, I reread it and was satisfied. It hadn’t taken me longer than an hour.

Eventually, she knocked on the door. “Mom, can I come in?”

“Yes, sweetheart,” I told her. She opened the door and peeked first before stepping inside. She was dressed in her nightgown, her hair damp yet scented with roses. She was newly showered and looked sparkling clean. “What have you been up to?”

“Talking with Elara,” she said. “And you?”

“I just wrote my letter to you,” I told her.

“Will you read it out loud?”

I nodded. “Come, let’s sit on the couch,” I said.

We settled down and made ourselves comfy. I looked at the letter and then looked at her. “I admire your courage. It’s a bit different reading it out loud.”

“I told you,” she said and tried to peek at it. “Read it out loud before I turn into a fox and read it myself.”

I laughed till tears welled up in my eyes. “I know for a fact those aren’t empty threats … Give me a second.” I took a deep breath and lifted the letter to my eyes. “Hi Isadora,” I said, and her face softened into a smile. “I’m glad you’re cutting back on sweets. If something is challenging, take it one step at a time. There’s no point in rushing. Slow and steady wins the race. I don’t like bringing up the war, but our enemy often rushed into our well-prepared lines. Sometimes you have to take a deep breath and be patient, just like you’ve told me.

“Don’t fight the past. Use that energy to rebuild the future. If you regret something, learn from it to overcome future obstacles. That way, you won’t beat yourself up, you’ll have less anxiety, and you’ll be more productive. It’s impossible to live without regrets because we all make mistakes and will continue to do so. I’m not perfect either, but I’ve learned to recognize what works and what doesn’t. You have the same traits. You’re intelligent too.”

“What you do for Darian is adequate, but I understand how you feel. Part of it is insecurity, and part of it is pure love. There’s nothing wrong with the love part, but insecurity is a problem. You can tell the difference between the two when you just want to be there for him versus wanting to be noticed by him. Listen to your heart.

“When you suck him and he pushes his penis into your mouth, it means that you’re doing the job properly. Just as I wrote above, you have nothing to be insecure over. He loves you from the bottom of his heart. Otherwise, he wouldn’t risk his life for you. Actions speak louder than words. You can tell anyone that you love her, but without action to back it up, it’s void.

“The Sacred Seed enhances a man’s virility, which explains why he wants to bed so many women. At the same time, the women here are in a desperate situation, fearing they’ll never conceive. To them, Darian is not only a hero for protecting the kingdom in war but also because he’s strong enough to father children.

“Regarding my high standards, you’re forgetting one thing about men: many are intimidated by women in high positions. When I see a man who’s intimidated by me, it’s an instant turn-off. I simply don’t want him. Right now, I’ve never been so happy. Spending time with you means as much to me as spending time with any man. You have no reason to feel bad for me. Despite the difficult times, I wouldn’t wish for any other life or any other daughter than you. Anytime you want to take a walk with me, I’ll be there, and we’ll go hand in hand until the sun sets. I love you, Isadora.”

I lowered the letter, and now it was my daughter’s turn to shed happy tears in front of me. She launched herself into a sideways hug, her body pressed against mine, and I could feel the softness of her young breasts against my own. “That’s so sweet,” she said in a soft voice.

I took a tissue and dried her eyes. “Every word came from my heart.”

“Do you think I’m intelligent?” she asked, looking up at me.

“I do,” I affirmed. “There’s more to you than just beauty.” I ran my fingers through her blonde hair.

“Thank you… You know, there was a time when everyone mistook me for my beauty. I felt like they only talked to me because I was the princess. Darian was the first man who talked to me, Isadora, not just the princess of Anigava.”

“I understand,” I said, patting her back. We had discussed this before, and I empathized with her concern. “I know where you’re coming from.”

We held each other for a little longer, savoring the moment. She was my only daughter, and it made me cling to her a bit tighter than usual, but I was relieved she didn’t seem to mind. “You’re not falling asleep, are you?” I asked.

“No,” she replied. “But I probably should get going … Darian mentioned he has to wake up early tomorrow.”

“That’s right,” I nodded. “He’s traveling to the border. He should be back tomorrow afternoon.”

She sighed. “It is what it is.”

“Remember what I said about regrets. I’m sure those words will guide you on your journey.”

“I think so too… There were so many great pieces of advice.”

“It’s because I want the best for you.”

She gave me one final hug for the night. As we stood up, I slipped the letter into an envelope and handed it to her. Watching her leave, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of envy knowing Darian would be with her while I slept alone. “Good night.”

She paused, catching my eye. “Why do you look sad?”

“I’m not,” I assured her with a wry smile.

“Okay …” she said, eyeing me suspiciously. “Anyway, Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” I replied, closing the door behind her. It was true, I wasn’t sad, but there was a hint of envy lingering, something I didn’t want to acknowledge.

It was time to go to bed. The darkness had settled outside, with stars shimmering in the night sky. It had been a day filled not only with headaches and surprises but also with arousal. It began when Isadora read that letter to me, and since then, I couldn’t stop fantasizing about Darian. His firm voice and confidence made my knees weak.

I took off my clothes and gently crawled under the sheets. I reached the seam of my panties and slipped my hand inside. I slid my fingers past my pubic hair and reached the wet spot in the middle. Closing my eyes, I touched around, noticing that I was unusually wet. I couldn’t believe I’d walked around with a puddle for most of the day. This was what I looked forward to every time I went to bed—masturbating and fantasizing about Darian. I drew a circle, getting into the mood. I slipped in a finger and fingered myself. It was getting warmer and warmer. With my left hand, I squeezed my breasts, my nipples so sharp they could cut a paper.

I thrust my fingers in and out, soft and steady, imagining Darian’s touch, his lips on my skin and breath on my neck. I pinched my nipples, feeling the pleasure course through my body. My arousal grew stronger with each stroke, and I could feel my heart pounding against my chest. I moaned softly, the sound echoing in the darkness of my room.

“Ah, Darian,” I whispered his name as I dived deeper into my forbidden fantasy.

As I continued to touch myself, I could feel the familiar sensation building within me. My breathing became heavier, and I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of his strong touch. He was there with me, his arms around me, holding me close, and his lips softly whispering promises of pleasure. I want you, Aurora. I swore I heard his voice. I swore I felt his erection sliding in and out. I lifted my pelvis and fingered myself a bit quicker, finding the perfect rhythm. I was getting there, reaching the peak. I didn’t bother stifling my moans. I just let go, and the orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave, sending shivers through my entire being. “Oh, Darian,” I said at the very peak before I came down from my high.

As the waves subsided, I lay there, catching my breath, and feeling a mix of satisfaction and guilt. I looked into a dark room and quickly pulled my hand out of my sticky panties. “Gosh, that was intense,” I said. But deep inside, I knew the real thing would even be better.


Chapter 11

Darian

Irode on top of my chestnut stallion, following the riders who guided me in the right path. We were making our way to the borders of Selppin. It was a four-hour-long ride. I had woken up extra early, which had been difficult when being sandwiched between two girls.

Last night, I had skipped any sexual activity. I had slept in Isadora’s bedroom, and She and Elara had shown me all her stuff and shared their memories. It was lovely, and I felt bad having to interrupt to say I needed to sleep early.

I had gotten along well with Marcia. Yesterday I could see her in the daylight, and she looked so much more attractive without her sorrow. I had asked her if she wanted to come with me, and she’d happily said yes. It wasn’t difficult to see that she had a thing for me, and I had always been intrigued by girls who could fight. There weren’t many of them around, and she had promised to show me.

“We aren’t far now,” one of them said as we rode ahead.

I nodded. The lush green pastures gradually gave way to rocky terrain, the once fertile land becoming increasingly barren and rugged. We were reaching no man’s land, with the jagged rocks and sparse vegetation signaling our approach to the borders of Selppin. The air grew hotter, and the sense of desolation deepened. It was different compared to a blooming meadow, but I knew there was no beautiful flower waiting for me on the horizon.

We arrived at the border. I saw dust rising in the distance. It was Eldric with his own cohort emerging from the horizon, riding toward us. He yanked the reins and came to a halt. Dressed in a purple and white tunic, he dismounted. His brown hair was cut short, and a scabbard hung from his trousers. Even in high-heeled boots, he was still a couple of inches shorter than me. He looked to be in his early twenties, a few years younger than I was, but I hadn’t bothered to ask. I couldn’t have cared less.

I looked at him for a second before dismounting. My entourage came with me, and we went up to the line separating Anigava from Selppin. Standing a couple of feet away from each other, we looked each other in the eyes for a second. I saw anger and envy, a mixture that would hardly help in his situation.

“A commoner, eh?” he spat spitefully. “Why don’t you stick to whores?”

His voice was young but nasty. Even if his balls had dropped, it didn’t sound deep at all. Behind that twinkle in his eye, I could see the bitch in him. “I accept the duel,” I said coldly and ignored his worthless words.

“I also accept the duel,” he told me with hints of anger. It probably annoyed him that I hadn’t taken the bait and responded to his wretched attempt at an insult.

There was nothing more to say, so I turned around and went back to my horse.

* * *

I rode back toward the castle as quickly as possible, dust rising behind me as hooves pounded the ground. I wanted to see the queen as soon as possible. Reaching the cobbled road, I passed merchants and tradesmen. Wiping a drop of sweat from my brow, I noted the sun was at its peak. It was mid-summer, and each day was growing hotter.

Eldric had left a sour taste in my mouth. On my way there, I didn’t care about his appearance or demeanor. After everything I’d been through, I would never fear a boyish prince and his family, who had tried to kill me in such a dishonorable way. I felt an intense yearning to plunge my sword into his guts and ensure we never had to deal with his insecure, wretched relatives again.

I didn’t take being called a commoner as an insult. I would never want to change my life or be born with a silver spoon in my mouth. I wanted my own children to be strong and well-trained. There was nothing about Eldric that I feared. All I saw was a soft, insecure man trying to display toughness through a mask, but I knew that mask would eventually come off.

As the castle appeared on the horizon, I spotted Aurora first, standing by the entrance and waiting for me. Seeing her made me smile. I thought back to yesterday when we’d eaten together. I couldn’t help but glance at her bust, and she’d caught me looking. I knew it wasn’t appropriate, but I always felt something strong in her presence. She had also been beautifully dressed, wearing a pencil dress that hugged her figure and bosom.

I had also spoken a lot to Marcia. I was glad she was feeling better, and I was glad she accepted my proposal to come with us. It didn’t surprise me that she was a skilled swordswoman. She’d used my sword and her thrusts and slashes had caught me off guard. I knew then that I wanted to spar with her. It felt like everything was falling into place.

The horse’s legs lifted off the ground, hooves flailing through the air. I gripped the saddle horn tight and landed on the ground in front of the queen. Her lips slowly slid into a smile, and I dismounted to face her.

“I accepted the duel, Your Highness,” I said and dipped my head.

She wore a similar knee-length pencil dress as yesterday, hugging her curves and giving me a glimpse of her seductive cleavage and big breasts. Wearing her dark blonde hair loose, she’d painted her lips ruby red and powdered her cheeks, looking like a rare gem. She nodded, acknowledging my words. “It’s on then,” she said, her voice soft yet firm.

I remembered when she’d spoken at the victory ceremony and I had thought her voice to be sonorous and godly. Nothing had changed. Her voice was still captivating and enchanting. “I advise you to find a stronger horse,” she said. “We have plenty.”

“I appreciate the offer,” I told her. “But I’ll let my mother’s friend help me. She knows how to tame wild horses.”

“You take this seriously, don’t you,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

“I do,” I told her and decided to flatter her by recalling words from her speech. “I’ll never forget your speech, never underestimate our enemies.”

“I knew we would win, but still, we had to be on guard. The spies will still be present, gathering as much info for your advantage.”

“I appreciate it,” I said and dipped my head. “I’ll bring Marcia with me.”

“My daughter told me,” she said. “But it doesn’t come as a surprise.”

I smiled at that one. “She needs a sword so I can spar with her. Do you mind finding something for her?”

“With pleasure,” she said with a hand over her heart. “Come with me.”

We tried to find her. The queen walked gracefully, her hair fluttering behind her. Her hair and body emitted a scent of roses that pulled me toward her like bees to honey. “We’ll negotiate a time and place for the duel … Traditionally, it should be due one month after the agreement.”

“That’s fine for me,” I said. “Place doesn’t matter, as long as it’s not near their borders.”

“I’ve already thought of that,” she said. We found Marcia sitting alone by the stream. I knew she preferred solitude, but seeing her like that felt different. I had talked to her yesterday, but the conversation didn’t always flow. I didn’t blame her for the lack of social skills; she’d been trained to assassinate since she was a young girl not to dress up and go to parties.

“Marcia,” Aurora said and greeted her.

Marcia rose to her feet, smiling upon seeing the queen. “Hi,” she greeted her. Then she noticed me and twirled her glossy brown hair on her finger. “Sleep well?”

I nodded. “But it would have been better with you in bed.”

She blushed. “Give me a couple of days.”

“No worries,” I said.

“Are you looking for a sword?” Aurora said, letting us have our lovely conversation first.

“I am,” she said softly. “Darian wanted me to spar with him.”

“Come with me,” she said to both of us.

I walked side by side with Marcia while the queen was in front of us, her hair swaying side to side, reaching the curves of her hips. “How did it go?” Marcia asked me, smiling so her dimples deepened.

She was dressed in a skirt and a top, her shoulders slender and pretty, and her breasts round enough to strain a little against her top.

“As good as it could go,” I said with a shrug. “Although the encounter with him makes me want to face him as soon as possible. You can interpret it however you want.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I know he is cocky,” she said. “Spoiled as well.”

“Along with the rest of his family,” I noted.

“I thought all royal families were like that until I met Aurora,” she said.

Aurora glanced over her shoulders, giving her a smile.

“There’s a reason she’s ruling the most powerful kingdom,” I said. I took her hand and gave it a squeeze.

“I know,” she said. “But this mission was the first time I got to leave Selppin. It’s easy to believe my … prior rulers were the same as yours when I’d never dealt with anyone else.”

“I get where you’re coming from,” I said.

Aurora guided us into the castle and a guarded inventory. She led us to the swords that were all stacked on leaning shelves, glinting and shimmering. “You’re free to choose.”

Marcia’s eyes widened. “Wow … This is Dragon’s Steel from the small mines of the Dragon Roost Islands,” she said.

“You have an excellent knowledge of weapons,” I flattered her. There was only one of those mines since that type of iron ore was rare. There weren’t many of those swords since the resources were so scarce. Yet the iron was perfect for someone like Marcia. It was light yet durable and sharp.

“I do,” she said. “I know nothing about washing clothes or cooking, but weapons? I know a lot about those.” She reached for a sword that was sharp but not too heavy for her. It was a wise choice since she lacked the muscles to wield a heavier one. Wrapping her fingers around the hilt, she raised the sword and executed a diagonal cut followed by a horizontal one. I stepped back, arching an eyebrow. This was the second time I’d seen her, and she was clearly skilled. But there was something else—seeing such a beautiful girl wielding a sword was unexpectedly erotic. I didn’t know why; I hadn’t known many female fighters. Even Aurora noticed she wasn’t a usual swordswoman.

“You’re a natural,” Aurora noted.

“Thank you,” Marcia said. “But I’ve practiced all my life. My teacher told me there’s no such thing as talent, only hard work and practice.”

“It’s something my father used to tell me,” I said.

“He was right … Just see what you’ve become,” Marcia said with a wink. She raised her gaze to the queen. “Your Highness, I want this if it’s okay for you.”

“It’s okay for me,” Aurora said happily. “It is meant for you.”

Marcia politely bowed her head. She dematerialized her sword and sighed in relief. We exchanged glances, and I couldn’t wait until we started sparring.

As we prepared to leave, we returned to the western entrance. Flora, Isadora, and Elara got the horses and carriage ready. It was touching to see all three of them working together, even if we would soon part ways for now. Isadora made sure to embrace Elara. “I’m sorry we didn’t get more time than this,” she said.

“It’s fine,” Elara said. “I’m just grateful for your unexpected visit.”

“Hopefully we can do something fun together next time,” Isadora said.

“For sure,” she said. “Our new chapter in our lives is going well already.”

“I agree,” Isadora said with a giggle. They broke the hug, and Isadora turned to her mother. Isadora fell into her mother’s arms and hugged her dearly. They held onto each other as if they would never let go. The warmth of their love radiated to me, and it was incredibly sensual to see their embrace.

“Take care of your man now,” Aurora said. She opened her eyes and aimed them at me. She winked at me, and the wink made my temperature spike.

“I promise I will,” Isadora said.

“And remember what I told you about regret,” Aurora said and patted her back.

“I will never forget your words,” she said.

They broke the hug, and her mother planted a kiss on her daughter’s forehead, leaving a red lipstick mark behind.

Aurora turned to me and hesitated. “You can hug him too,” Isadora chimed in, making her mother blush lightly.

I opened my arms, helping her out since I realized she was a bit shy about it. She melted into a smile and didn’t hesitate. It warmed my core as she pressed her goddess-like body to mine, and her big boobs mashed against my chest. I melted a little, as I settled my hands on her hips, feeling her warm breath against my neck, and her arousal.

“Thank you for taking care of my daughter,” she said, breaking the hug and sighing in relief.

The hug sure meant a lot to her. To be fair, it meant a lot to me as well. “You’re welcome,” I said. “She’ll be safe with me.”

“I know she will,” she said. “Use your time well.”

“And don’t underestimate our enemies,” I told her firmly, making her smile proudly. “They won’t get away with this.”

“I know they won’t,” she said.

I approached the carriage. Marcia was already mounted on her horse. The carriage was only meant for three, but we had offered to make space for her. However, she insisted on riding her horse. I respected her decision; she needed time, and I didn’t judge her for being shy after everything she’d been through.

Yanking the reins, we rode away. Isadora turned around in her seat, waving at her mother and Elara as they dwindled behind us. When they were out of sight, she turned back with a sigh. “What a day,” she said.

“How was it seeing Elara and your mother again?” I asked.

“I loved every minute, but I wished our situation would be different,” she said.

“I think we all do,” I said. “But at the end of this journey, Fyodor and his son will be gone, and we can live in peace.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder. “I know … My mother told me something about regret last night. Instead of focusing on the past, it’s better to use that energy for our future. They are just words, but they helped a ton.”

I nodded and drank in her mother’s wisdom. “She’s right,” I said. “She’s very wise to say such a thing.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “We also read the letters out loud for each other.”

“That’s cute,” I said.

“How was it like sleeping in my childhood bed?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

“It was a bit tight with all three of us, but it worked out. I slept soundly.”

“I was disappointed you weren’t there when I woke up,” she said.

“I had to go and you know that.”

“I do … But today I’ll wake up next to you,” she said.

I kissed her forehead. “You will.” I stiffened when I realized I had yet again kissed where her mother had kissed her.

“What now?” Isadora asked and fixed her eyes on my lips. She touched them and noticed lipstick. “Oh, is it my mother’s lipstick?”

“Yeah … She left you a souvenir.”

“I’ll leave it,” she said with a giggle.

We continued to ride across Anigava, snacking now and then. When Marcia asked for a peach, I tossed one to her, eating as we rode. I wanted to speak to her, but it was difficult with the clacking of hooves and the distance between us.

Eventually, as the sun dipped lower, we found a suitable place to set up camp. “Marcia, let’s go off the road and set up camp at the meadow.”

“Okay,” she said, her brunette hair streaming behind her like a flag. We went off the road and rode toward the beautiful meadow where lush green grass stretched out beneath the canopy of trees with thick leaves. It was peaceful and not a soul in sight.

We dismounted and stretched our arms and legs. It was about time we could walk after sitting in that carriage for hours straight. After being separated from Marcia for so long, I gravitated toward her. “Do you know how to set up a tent?”

She nodded. “I do … It was mandatory for someone like me. I sometimes had to sleep outside to not get caught.”

“I gotcha. Do you want to give me a helping hand?”

“With pleasure,” she said and gladly joined my side. The sun was already lowering, so it was best to get the tent out of the way while we still had time. Flora and Isadora had already brought out the ingredients and chopping board. They’d prepare a stew.

“What’s your favorite weapon?” I asked her as we set up the tent.

“Poison,” she said, stifling a giggle. “I’m not keen on spilling blood, even though I was trained for it.”

“Some aversions stick,” I nodded.

“Yes,” she agreed. “I believe we inherit more than we learn.”

“I think it’s a mix of both,” I added.

“Perhaps,” she said. “And you, what’s your favorite weapon?”

“Swords, without a doubt,” I replied. “There’s something primal about close combat, seeing fear in the enemy’s eyes before slaying him.”

“That’s because you’re a man,” she teased. “I prefer stealth and avoiding fights.”

“Both methods have their merits,” I admitted.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get plenty of action with me,” she winked.

“I can’t wait,” I said, looking forward to spending time with her. It wasn’t just about finding a sparring partner; there was a strong connection pulling me toward her. She was alluringly mysterious, and I knew I had to delve deeper to reach her heart.

We took a break from talking and focused on setting up the tent. She was easy to work with, and it was clear as the day she’d been doing this many times before. The tent was pitched in no time.

When it was done, it was still forty minutes till the stew would be ready. I exchanged glances with Marcia and said, “Are you down to shoot some arrows?”

She selected the bow which materialized in her hand. She pulled the string and seductively flicked her eyes to mine. “I am but I don’t have any arrows.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and selected the quiver. I handed her five and stepped aside. “Ladies first.”

She grinned and shook the hair away from her face. “Do you see the thickest branch of the apple tree?”

“I sure do.”

“That’s the target,” she said. She drew back the arrow, her back muscles flexing with precision. She wielded her skills masterfully. Mesmerized, I watched as she aimed and released, the arrow striking the branch with a shudder.

“Not bad,” I remarked. I shouldn’t have been surprised after witnessing her skill with the sword, but watching a woman handle weapons was undeniably impressive. I reached for the quiver, nocked an arrow onto the string, aimed carefully, and released, striking the arrow next to hers.

“Bullseye,” she said, throwing an admirable glance at me. “You’re amazing.”

“While we’re at it. The apple above the branch. I’ll take the one to the left. I’ll leave the sweet, red one for you.”

She grinned. “Sure.”

I raised my bow and nocked an arrow, feeling the weight of the bowstring as I pulled back with precision. My eyes locked on the red apple perched atop the distant tree branch. With a release, the arrow sliced through the air and struck its target, splitting the apple in half, and it fell with a thump onto the grass.

I exchanged smiles, and she prepared herself to hit her target. “If I miss, do I get to eat it?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said and wasn’t sure what she was preparing for.

She nocked the arrow and shot, firing right at the stem. The apple perfectly fell to the lush soil with a thump. We exchanged glances, and she made me laugh. “You’re better than I thought.”

“Because I’m a girl?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

She went to the apple. The soil had softened its impact. She pulled it in two and gave the other half to me. “Thanks,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said, and we both had a bite. It was a sweet apple, but the moment spent with her was even sweeter. I told her about my childhood stories and how my father had taught me archery. It was the same I had told Isadora and Flora earlier.

“I have a similar story,” she said. “That’s how they trained me … Only that they punished us for missing.”

“I see,” I said. “My father didn’t believe in discipline. He said children do what their parents do. Be a good example and we follow.”

“I agree,” she said. “Only that my teachers weren’t my parents, and I knew it since I was a child.”

She had my sympathy. We walked around for a little, talking about life in general. “If you had a wish, what would it be?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “Being with you,” she admitted. “I haven’t met another man quite like you before, sympathetic and strong.”

Her comment warmed my heart, and I knew this was the beginning of something special.

We made our way back to the camp. I was glad Marcia had been feeling better since she first showed up. It was difficult to believe she had been crying, but her future had been uncertain. It wasn’t any longer now that she’d gained our trust.

We settled down and they poured a bowl of stew for us. “One time when we were out on a picnic,” Isadora told Marcia. “Darian also shot the stem of apples so they fell into our hands.”

“I can imagine,” Marcia said with a smile. “Next time, you’ll have to shoot three.”

I dusted off my hands. “I’ll happily do so.”

We ate the stew as it darkened. We talked about various topics as usual, but Marcia was a bit more quiet than the rest of us. The stars twinkled into existence, and the moon rose above the horizon. The flames were reduced to embers as the crickets started chirping.

“Should we go to bed?” I asked them.

Flora yawned. “I’m tired.”

They all agreed, so we rose to our feet and undressed.

“Uhm,” Marcia said as she watched shyly how Isadora and Flora took off their clothes. “You don’t mind if I sleep with my clothes on?”

I noticed yesterday too that she seemed a bit shy around nudity and sex topics. I didn’t judge her, it probably hadn’t been on her mind when growing up. “Not at all,” I said. I wanted Marcia to feel as welcome as possible.

“Thank you,” she said submissively.

I took off my trousers but left my underwear on. We went inside the tent and snuggled up for tonight.


Chapter 12

Darian

We had left the city the day before yesterday. Marcia had slept in another bed and was still a bit shy. Last night, we talked about going out to spar, something she happily agreed to. Flora and Isadora agreed to stay behind.

Right now, I was busy doing my usual breeding. The girl in front of me sat on all fours. I held onto her hips as I pumped into her. It was just her and I in this room, not the usual type of breeding when they came in groups. I thrust myself into her tight little hole that had taken minutes to widen, but now that she was soaked, I easily slid in and out of her.

With a final thrust, I pumped my seed into her fertile womb as her vagina fluttered around my cock, making sure to squeeze out every drop of semen.

She twisted her neck and looked at me with her round glasses. Her mother was a librarian, and she helped her out now and then. She was also a quiet bookworm, but I’d managed to find a few topics to speak about before the breeding started.

“It feels like you’ve soaked me,” she said in her demure, quiet voice.

“It’s because I have,” I told her, gently caressing her round, smooth cheeks. I pulled out from her love hole, and the pink mist spread about her. She was now pregnant. She turned around and gratefully smiled up at me. She had an impressive rack, that was so big that it even sagged a little bit for her age.

“How many of these do you do a day?” she asked curiously.

“Up to ten,” I replied, making her arch an eyebrow.

“Don’t you have to spend your entire day here?” she asked, looking at me funny.

“No, I usually do more than one at a time,” I said. “Look at the bed—it’s big enough for several girls.”

“I see,” she said with a titter. “I prefer privacy.”

I respected their choices. “Kind of like being in a library.”

She nodded. “My mother is the same. She prefers peace.”

“I think most of us do,” I said. There was nothing fun with turbulent times. I slid the panties up her curvy, gorgeous legs and also her skirt. I helped her with her bra, which sure was needed. “Is your mother as well-endowed as you?”

She giggled. “Yeah, but she’s a bit shy about it. She usually covers up with clothes.”

“As if that’s possible,” I said. I took her hand and led her outside. I embraced her before she left, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. I sighed in relief at the heavenly sensation of the female touch. I kissed her neck, making her blush. “Have a nice day.”

“You too,” she said with renewed happiness. She turned and slowly went home, bringing the good news that she’d been bred. It had been a while since I’d been with just one girl. While it was fun to be with several at once, I enjoyed getting to know them better individually.

I went to the living room where Isadora was hunched over the table, writing. I patted her back, and she smiled up at me. “What are you up to?”

“I’m writing to Mom… It’s difficult. This is like my fifth draft.”

“Don’t overthink it,” I told her. “Just write from your heart.”

“I agree… Will you and Marcia be gone now?”

I nodded. “We’ll be busy, as you know.”

She forced a smile. “I understand you need to practice,” she said. “It’s fortunate she came with us.”

“I agree,” I said. Everything seemed to be falling into place. “Where is she?”

“Outside,” she said. “Sometimes she just sits and looks at the sky.”

“Our favorite activity,” I said.

“With company, not alone,” she pointed out.

“Give her time,” I said, patting her back. I went outside and greeted Marcia. She was sitting by some rocks and stood up when she saw me. She wore a simple white top and a tight mini skirt. “Sleep well?”

“Yes… I sleep much better here. It’s quieter, and I feel safer.”

“It sure is,” I agreed. I expected her to mention the breeding, but she seemed shy about sex and intimacy. “Are you ready to go?”

“I already packed the basket,” she said, lifting it. “We should find a peaceful spot. It’s best for concentration.”

“I know,” I said, appreciating her wisdom. Even with her training to kill, she’d learned valuable lessons over the years. I turned to Flora who did some gardening. She was on her knees and hummed a melody. She looked up when I approached her. “We’ll be back in the evening.”

“Okay,” she said with a smile. “Spar carefully.”

Her comment warmed my heart. Sparring carefully seemed like a contradiction, but maybe I misunderstood her. “We’ll try,” I said.

Marcia grabbed her basket and climbed onto her horse. I mounted the chestnut stallion. Flora opened the gates, and Isadora came outside to wave at us. “Have fun!” Isadora said.

“You too,” I replied. We rode out, waving back at them.

“Your girls are so sweet,” Marcia said as we left the Fertile Valley, her brunette hair fluttering behind her.

“I know,” I said. “I love them both.”

“Flora is a sweetheart,” Marcia said. “She always checks if I need anything.”

“She used to be the queen’s favorite maid.”

“That doesn’t surprise me. Why did the queen give her away?”

“She wanted to give her best maid to me.”

“I see,” Marcia said. “What boggles my mind is how generous the queen is. It’s so different from Selppin, even though we used to be allies.”

“I’m not sure what’s been going on there lately,” I said. “I just know most of our weapons were produced there. But there’s a reason everyone in Anigava loves the queen.”

“You’re right,” she said. “I think I’m falling for her too. I was afraid of becoming a fugitive, but she accepted me.”

She was fully accepted and had gained our trust. There was nothing for her to worry about now. “You’re right,” I said.

As we rode, I kept glancing at her, her firm breasts bouncing under her top. After being with girls who competed for my attention, to be with someone like Marcia felt refreshing. She took her time, guarding her sexuality like a treasure. Though I was eager to unveil her, I didn’t know her age, but her smooth, young face suggested she wasn’t older than twenty.

I would see more when we sparred. I had already witnessed her incredible skills in archery and swordsmanship.

“Easy there,” she reminded me as I almost rode into her.

“Your beauty distracted me,” I said, reminding myself to keep my distance.

“I know beauty distracts. It will be extra challenging when you face me,” she said with a wink.

It wasn’t just her beauty but also her confidence that was captivating.

We rode across the fertile lands, veering off the road toward the rolling hills. Entering a forest, sunlight filtered through the thick canopy, casting dappled shadows. We followed a narrow trail that opened into a meadow with a crystal-clear stream. Golden rays of sunshine bathed the center, making the water sparkle.

“This is the spot,” I said.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” she said. “Meadows were our practice spots when we were younger.”

“Do you have many of those in Selppin?”

She shook her head. “Not many, since it’s mostly rugged terrain. The few that exist are owned by the royal family, and not everyone is allowed to enter.”

We dismounted and set our horses free to graze on the lush grass. After setting down our basket, we stretched and headed to the crystal-clear stream. We cupped our hands to drink the refreshing water, and it was crisp, refreshing and cool.

“I love drinking straight from a stream,” I said, splashing some on my face.

“So do I,” she replied. “Especially here. I taste more than just water.” She looked around as if seeing the meadow for the first time.

“You look like you’ve never seen a tree before,” I teased.

“Not through the lens of freedom,” she said, gratitude shining in her eyes. “I’ve always felt imprisoned, never truly free. Now, I’m starting to see the light, feel the wind, and taste freedom.”

I looked at her, knowing it was hard for me to understand. “I suppose it’s easy to take freedom for granted when you’ve never known imprisonment.”

“Yes,” she nodded. “I appreciate this more than anything… Free from control and obligations. From now on, I want to serve you, do anything for you. It’s how I felt when I first saw you.”

I nodded, realizing she was just swapping her former authorities for me. “I won’t be like those who ordered you before.”

“I know… but I chose you.” She pointed out the key difference I had missed.

“Are you ready to show me your skills?” I asked.

“If you’re ready to show yours,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“By the end of the day, you’ll be impressed,” I told her firmly.

“So will you,” she said with a grin.

I selected my sword, slashing the air a couple of times to warm up. She selected hers, which materialized in her hand. She held it with both hands and struck a pose that captivated me. I studied her further, her height and her lustrous brown hair fluttering in the breeze.

“Aren’t you going to wear a bun?” I asked her.

“Not needed,” she said firmly.

“I just realized you’re wearing an interesting outfit for swinging a sword.”

Marcia grinned. “I was taught to fight while wearing a dress and high heels. These clothes are what I consider my comfy outfit.”

“Fighting in high heels… You’ll have to show me that one day.”

“With pleasure. Now, are you going to ogle me all day or should we get started?”

I grinned, her seductiveness getting to me. I swung my sword in the air, and she deftly parried my blow. The clang of steel rang out, scaring the birds away from the trees. “There goes our audience,” I said.

“I’ve never been a fan of onlookers,” she said with a smile. “I don’t function properly when everyone is looking at me… unless he’s attractive.”

“Do I get the pass?” I asked, swinging my sword against hers.

“Attractiveness to me isn’t just looks but strength as well,” she said.

I swung my sword harder. “You know how to get to a man.”

“To seduce a man was one of the first things we learned.”

I swung my sword horizontally, and she mirrored my movement with ease. “I’m just warming up,” I told her.

“So am I,” she said with a titter.

I started working on my foot movement, jumping from side to side, trying to find a weakness in her defense. But she moved so gracefully that it was difficult. I aimed a swing at her abdomen, then quickly tried to hit her legs, but she parried both moves with lightning speed.

“You’re damn quick,” I said, feeling a drop of sweat trickle down my forehead.

“Are you being too slow because I’m a woman?” she asked flirtatiously.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” I said.

“I can be quicker… And I’m not afraid of a gash,” she said.

Our swords collided once more, sending sparks flying. The determination in her eyes made it clear I had to step up my game.

“Is that so?” I challenged her. “Well, let’s see how quick you can be.”

We continued to spar, the sound of clashing swords growing louder and more frequent. Each clash brought a groan from her, and the intensity in her eyes mirrored my own rising adrenaline.

Suddenly, we both froze, our swords pointed at each other’s throats. Out of breath, I realized our warmup had turned into a full-fledged duel.

“That was… intense,” Marcia panted.

“I’m impressed. You’re a formidable opponent.”

“And you’re not too shabby yourself,” she replied with a playful spark in her eyes. “A little break?”

We sat on the soft grass, catching our breath. Tossing our swords aside, I took off my tunic. She grinned. “Nice,” she said.

“Isn’t that top a bit too warm for you?”

She pulled her top over her head, leaving her in a bra. Her breasts were round and perky, making me want to free them from their confines. She glanced at me. “I’d advise you to fight me while being topless.”

My eyes widened. “Can you read my mind or what?”

“There’s a good reason for that… You should prepare for distractions when you fight Eldric. His family isn’t known for fighting honorably.”

“You’re not the first to warn me about that.”

“If you manage to make me fall, I’ll take my top off.”

“Challenge accepted,” I said. I admired her seriousness, and despite the flirting, she truly looked out for me.

Taking a deep breath, I readied myself for the next round. I could feel her eyes on me, her focus intense and unwavering. We reached for our swords and faced each other again. Her hair glowed in the sunlight, and her bra barely contained her breasts as they kept jiggling. “I’m ready whenever you are,” I said.

She began with a quick swing that caught me off guard. If I had been a moment slower, I wouldn’t have been able to defend myself.

The clash of our swords echoed through the meadow, the grass swaying gently in the breeze. Every move I made was calculated and precise, trying to anticipate her next strike. Her skill and years of practice were evident in her every move.

She lunged at me, her eyes locked onto mine. My heart pounded in my chest as I parried her blow with ease. But, oh, how I yearned to see those soft breasts, almost within my reach. I forced myself to focus on the task at hand.

“Your form is remarkable,” I admitted, admiring her flexibility and grace. “But I have a feeling you’re not as quick as you seem.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she attacked me with renewed passion. Our fight became more intense, the air filled with the scent of grass and the sound of our swords clashing.

We danced around each other, adrenaline pumping through our veins. Sweat dripped down our faces, but we didn’t pause for even a second. The sun cast its warm rays upon us, highlighting her breasts that impressively jiggled. I couldn’t deny they were distracting, but the practice was good. I searched for an opening, but her swordplay and footwork were equally impressive.

The battle neared its climax, and finally, I found an opening. I lunged forward, hooking my foot into hers, and made her stumble and fall onto the grass. Knowing her lethal speed, I pointed my sword at her throat. She drew in a deep breath, our eyes locking, her gaze melting. After bedding more than six hundred girls, I recognized the look of arousal in her eyes. “You could’ve been quicker,” she teased.

“I like a long fight,” I said, tossing the sword aside and extending my hand to her. I pulled her to her feet, brushing away grass and dirt.

“Admit it was my breasts that distracted you,” she said.

“They did… And I’m up for another challenge.”

She grinned and reached behind her back. She unhooked her bra and freed her perky breasts. They sat high and firm on her chest. They were round and springy, her nipples thick and pink. My eyes widened upon seeing them, and I felt an urge to squeeze them. “Let’s see how well you fight now,” she said.

“Come on, you aren’t going to give me any time to admire them?” I asked her.

“I thought we were to practice, not to ogle,” she said, waggling and reaching for her sword again.

“After the next round, let’s get something to eat,” I told her.

She nodded. “That’s fair.”

We resumed our battle, each of us trying to outdo the other. The sun beat down on us, warming the meadow and seeping into our bodies. The clash of our swords echoed through the air as we pushed each other to our limits. Her breasts jiggled with every move, distracting me more and more. She noticed and almost landed a blow. “Careful there,” she teased.

I knew I had to focus if I wanted to stand a chance. Taking a deep breath, I tried to block out the distraction and parried her blows more effectively.

It felt like we were in our own world, nothing else mattered but the sparring. I noticed she was losing focus too, sneaking glances at my chest. “Careful there,” I warned, stepping back and pointing my sword at her. “You have impressive stamina.”

“You can push yourself when there’s an incentive,” she admitted.

Grinning, I lowered my sword. “Let’s find something to eat.”

“It’s about time,” she said.

“I didn’t expect such skills from a girl,” I remarked, unselecting my sword.

“That’s what they all say,” she replied, doing the same.

Finally, I had a chance to admire her bust. Slightly sweaty after our fight, they gleamed in the sunlight, her nipples sharp. The attraction I felt earlier surged. I wanted to explore her further, to be intimate. Her brown hair erotically veiled her breasts, and I was surprised she fought so well without tying it up.

“Do you always practice with your hair loose?” I asked.

“I do,” she said. “I can even fight blindfolded.”

“If you want to impress me, that would do it,” I challenged.

She wrapped her bra around her head, covering her eyes, and selected her sword again. “Try me.”

“You’re not kidding, eh,” I said, selecting my sword. “Are you ready?”

She grinned and raised her sword. I swung gently at hers, and she parried with surprising skill. I tried to take it slow, slashing at her waist, but she defended perfectly.

Removing her blindfold, she chuckled at my baffled expression. “We were supposed to be prepared for any situation.”

“I can see that.”

She covered up her breasts again. I’d seen that her nipples were stiffer than usual, and at the same time, I felt my arousal growing. By this time of the day, I should’ve been mating with several girls, but instead, I’d taken that energy out on the sword fight.

In fact, I felt like I had to get my mind on something else. “Shall we go for a hunt?”

“After you,” she said submissively.

I put on my shirt, and she gave me a disappointed look. “We have time for fun later,” I told her.

“How long do you plan for us to spar?” she asked.

“Till the sun sets,” I said. “I take this seriously.”

“He’s no match for you,” she said firmly.

“I want to ensure that the entire kingdom of Selppin witnesses this, so they won’t try anything foolish again. A simple kill won’t satisfy me.”

Marcia grinned upon hearing my words. “One of my teachers said the same thing. It was to deter anyone else from attempting something similar.”

“What gender?”

“She’s a woman,” she said. “Women can be cunning and fierce too.”

I nodded. “Thank goodness I never encountered one.”

“I think there’s a good reason for that… They all fall for you. You are impossible to seduce. You can only seduce.”

I stopped and looked into her eyes. She wore a serious expression. “I haven’t always been this way though.”

“Real strength and masculinity are earned,” she said. “Us girls are born with beauty and femininity, while you men have to work for it. It’s a major difference. Your accomplishments speak for themselves.”

“Did you know about them before coming to the Fertile Valley?”

She shook her head. “But it was as clear as day that you are special. Actions speak louder than words.”

“Right,” I said, finding myself liking her more and more. “I shouldn’t be asking a girl this… But how old are you?”

“Nineteen,” she said.

“You are wise for a nineteen-year-old,” I said.

“We all mature differently,” she said.

I agreed with her words, especially when taking into consideration what she’d been through. She sure had the life experiences of a forty-year-old but the body of an innocent nineteen-year-old. I already felt my cock thicken, and I wanted her badly.

We ventured into the forest as the sun steadily lowered. I hoped to find something quickly so we could return to practicing. I cherished every moment of the steel clashing; there was a magical quality to it that I couldn’t get enough of.

Navigating through the forest, we listened to the sounds of nature—the gentle rustling of leaves and the chirping of birds filled our ears. It was gorgeous. We didn’t speak much; I led the way, stepping over gnarled roots and ducking under low-hanging branches. My boots crunched against the damp forest floor as we moved through the foliage. Suddenly, I spotted something and knelt, and she followed suit. It felt reassuring to have her behind me.

“Tracks,” I pointed out, nodding toward them. They meandered deeper into the forest, disappearing among the bushes.

“I see,” she said, rubbing the track with her finger. “A baby boar.”

“I haven’t eaten boar in a while,” I remarked, licking my lips as I envisioned fatty ribs and chops. “It’s one of my favorite animals to hunt.”

“Mine too,” she said, sharing a glance with me. “I usually roast them with vegetables, if I find them, or I just stick with the meat.”

“We can do both if we find some,” I suggested, rising to my feet, and she followed suit as we ventured deeper into the forest. The sound of trickling water grew louder, and we caught sight of a glistening river winding its way through the trees. “There’s a river.”

“I see it,” Marcia said, bemused. Stepping closer to the edge, her foot slipped on the slick rocks. I lunged forward, but my footing gave way too, and we both tumbled into the cool, rushing current together.

The water wasn’t deep; I could stand on my feet, and it reached my neck. Marcia surfaced, shaking the water from her face. A seductive blush spread across her cheeks, painting them a pretty shade of red.

“I’m sorry,” she said, lowering her eyes.

“It’s okay… I fell down here by myself,” I reassured her, swimming closer. “Besides, we probably need a bath after all that fighting.”

“Yeah,” she agreed, her eyes softening.

I moved closer to her, placing my hands on her hips. She met my gaze, and her blush slowly faded to a pink color. I looked at her heart-shaped lips, longing to taste their sweetness, especially her tongue, but I noticed she seemed a bit shy.

“Why are you so reserved when it comes to intimacy?” I asked bluntly, not releasing my hold on her.

“I was taught it was sinful,” she said quietly.

“Sinful?” I asked, feeling puzzled by her statement.

She nodded and lowered her eyes to the water. “Yes… But don’t get me wrong… I want it as badly as any other woman out there. It’s just never been part of my life… only when it came to gaining trust and killing someone.”

It sounded dark, but I knew all women had their needs. It was something I had learned after moving to the Fertile Valley. It was nothing that could be suppressed. I knew what I had to do and pressed my lips to hers. Her eyes widened at first, but then she gently melted. Wrapping my arms around her, I deepened the kiss, prodding the seam of her lips with my tongue until she opened her mouth. It was about time I tasted her. The world faded, and I didn’t care how long we stood there. I forgot about our meal and the fact that we stood in the middle of a river.

I pulled away when the timing felt right, and her cheeks were still pink, but I saw optimism in her eyes. She looked happier than usual, and so was I. “How was that?” I asked her.

“It felt nice,” she said, a smile blossoming on her face. “Really nice.”

“It won’t be the last,” I told her confidently. “Should we get up?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, sounding even more demure than earlier.

I swam to the bank and noticed a low-hanging branch. “Let me climb up first, and then I can help you,” I said. Grabbing onto the branch, I used it to climb up again. Finding a spot that wasn’t slippery, I reached out my hand to her. I pulled her up, and she tried to shake the water away from her. She looked sexier as her wet top and skirt clung to her toned frame. I smiled upon seeing her like that. She was gorgeous.

“You look sexy when you’re wet,” I said, patting her back.

“You look good regardless,” she said.

“I should’ve thought of that one,” I said, making her laugh.

We continued farther into the forest, following the tracks. I felt calmer after that kiss. It felt amazing in every possible way, and I hoped it would loosen her up for further intimate acts. “I haven’t hunted since the war.”

“Wasn’t it prohibited?” she asked.

“Not in Anigava,” I said. “We have an abundance of wild animals. But most of the time we were in Zinep, pushing them away, so it didn’t matter. Grouses were our favorite.”

“I like them too, but they aren’t that fatty.”

“We will track down this beast and kill it soon,” I said as we followed the boar tracks.

Eventually, we saw it with five other boars. Some of them were bigger than others. Although we didn’t need much meat for now, so we would still go for the youngest.

“Let’s both shoot it,” I said, knowing how skilled an archer she was.

“Which part do you take?”

“I’ll take the front, and you take the rear,” I told her firmly.

She nodded. “I’m waiting for your call and arrow.”

I selected the quiver, took the arrows I needed and handed two to her. She gave me a funny look. “One is all I need,” she said.

I chuckled. “I have all the right reasons to believe you,” I said after she’d shown me her skillful shot. I carefully placed the fletching of my arrow on the string, pulling it back until I felt the familiar tension. Beside me, she mimicked my actions. “Let’s shoot on three, one, two, three,” I said, and we released our arrows in unison. They whistled through the air. Mine struck the front perfectly, and hers struck the rear. The wild boars panicked and ran away, but the little one we’d shot ran for a short while before the blood started seeping out from its wounds. Eventually, it slumped down to its death, and I exchanged happy glances with her. We quickly ran to our kill. I pulled out the arrows, seeing blood trickling over its fur.

“It’s big,” she said.

“I’ll carry it back, don’t worry,” I said, feeling the thrill of having killed a wild animal. “It was more satisfying than I thought it would be.”

“It’s always exciting to hunt,” she said. “An adrenaline rush too if the animals decide to strike back.”

“I’ll wish them good luck with that,” I said jokingly as I heaved the dead animal onto my back.

On our way back, she found some root vegetables here and there and also some herbs. She not only had an impressive knowledge of weapons but also of food.

We returned when the sun was about to lower behind the trees. The first thing I did was to light a fire so I could let my clothes dry. I took off my tunic and trousers and laid them over the rocks. “Don’t you want to dry your clothes?” I asked her.

“Sure,” she said and took off her skirt, top, and bra. She was only left in a pair of soaked panties. “I’m still thinking of that kiss.”

“So am I,” I said. “You tasted sweeter than strawberries.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I suppose,” she said.

“It’s no maybe,” I said. “Behind your skills, I see a beautiful girl.”

Her lips curved into a smile. “That’s so nice of you … It means a lot to me.”

“I can tell you don’t want much to do with killing,” I said. “I saw that in you the first day you showed up.”

She nodded. “Deep down, yeah … I still like weapons though. As long as I can serve someone I love.”

“I understand … We’ll have plenty of time to hunt together.”

Her smile remained plastered on her face, likely contemplating how life could change so quickly. We started on the meal. I selected a knife and turned my attention to the boar, preparing to skin it.

“Uhm,” she said, and I flicked my eyes to her. “I don’t mean to interrupt, but can I borrow a knife so I can peel the vegetables?”

“Do you want your dagger?” I asked her.

“No,” she said. “I submitted myself to you. You must have it. Just something small, if you have any.”

I nodded. I wouldn’t mind giving it back. I knew about traditions, but sometimes they could be broken, and sometimes you had to be creative. I went into my inventory and found a knife suitable for peeling vegetables. I handed it to her after selecting it. “This one you haven’t given me, so you can claim it afterward if you wish.”

“Thank you,” she said. Sitting on her knees, she peeled the vegetables. The fire crackled and the wood popped. I flayed the boar, tearing the skin off until it was only flesh and offal left. She glanced at me, her eyes fixed on my muscles at work. “Impressive … All by yourself.”

“You haven’t skinned an animal by yourself?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I lack the strength for that. That’s why I always went for smaller game, but even those could be difficult if I was by myself.”

“I see,” I said and tossed the skin aside. I removed the entrails and started butchering the animal into smaller pieces. I would bring something to the girls too. I admired the deep pink color of the boar. There was a nice layer of fat by the ribs too, making my mouth water.

I started skewering the meat along with the vegetables, placing them over the flames so the fire slowly licked them. We sat hip to hip as the sun started its descent, dipping behind the trees. We exchanged smiles, and I pressed my lips to hers, noticing her heart rise and her nipples sharpen again. She cuddled up closer to me. “Physical contact feels so good,” she noted.

“It sure does,” I said, draping my arm over her shoulder. “There’s nothing better than it in the world.”

“It’s been absent for most of my life,” she said quietly.

“It won’t be any longer,” I said.

She leaned her head onto my shoulder. “There are good people out there,” she said, reminding herself of everything she’d witnessed in her life.

“There are … but there are also bad people we have to deal with.”

“Sadly,” she said.

We watched the meat sizzle until it was golden brown and ready to be eaten. We also put on our clothes after they dried. We started with the flesh and lifted the skewered meat from the flames. I took a bite of the juicy boar, which was crusty on the outside but pink and tender in the middle. The meat was truly divine. After I’d devoured the meat on the skewer, I reached for some of the vegetables that had a sweet taste to them. I licked my lips, and we ate in front of the fire until we were full.

“It was so juicy and tender,” she said with a smile.

“It was amazing,” I said and licked my lips. “Are you sure you have enough strength for another sparring round?”

She nodded. “In fact, I’m looking forward to it.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said.

We inched closer, and when we felt ready, we rose again. There wasn’t much light left as the sun was setting, and we could already see some of the stars, so we wouldn’t be out here for much longer. The fire still flickered, though the light was slowly fading.

We selected our swords and faced each other again. “Are you ready?” I asked.

“I was born ready,” she said with a smile, and I swung my sword against hers, the clash of steel echoing through the forest. She was more eager than earlier, and I suspected the kiss had lit up her mood.

Her blows came at me quickly. I watched my step as I continued walking back. I mirrored her movements, parrying her blows as well as I could. To my surprise, she hadn’t even broken a sweat as she continuously swung her sword against mine. Yet I stood as steady as ever, not letting her push me too far back.

I learned to focus, not letting her wonderful breasts or beautiful face distract me. Although her excitement was about to spill over her. She took a deep breath, and her eyes narrowed with determination. Suddenly, she lunged at me, her movements swift and precise. I blocked her attack, but she pressed forward, her sword flashing through the air. I parried her strikes, keeping my balance as the force of her assault grew.

Our blades clashed and sparked as we danced. She was relentless, her speed and youth astounding. I could feel the sweat running down my back and the adrenaline pumping through my veins, but I also felt a subtle arousal growing. As the light faded, and the moon shone down upon us, I didn’t see as well, but I let my instincts guide my way.

“Watch your feet,” she warned me with a grin.

I jumped back, noticing she tried to make me stumble. “Aren’t you getting tired?” I asked her while parrying her blow.

She shook her head. “Only excited.”

I had a feeling she wanted me on the ground, so she could lie on top of me. The feeling was tempting, especially as I was growing tired. I yielded and let her fell me to the ground. She didn’t point the sword at me but tossed it aside. She tumbled on top of me, and my hands settled on her bottom. I drew in a deep breath, picking up her sweet feminine scent behind the damp earth and river water.

“You let me fell you on purpose,” she said, her mouth a couple of inches away from mine.

“I did,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because I want this as much as you,” I said and pressed my lips to hers again. I slid my tongue into her honeyed mouth, swirling it around with hers. It had been a long day of sparring, and I felt like we both deserved some rest. We both yielded to the deep tongue kiss. As we continued to explore each other’s mouths, her breath became huskier. I came off her lips and looked into her eyes. “Take your top off.”

She straddled my legs and pulled it over her head. She quickly took off her bra as well, leaving her topless and shy. As I leaned in closer, my hand instinctively reached for her breasts. I gently pressed my palm against her firm, round boobs and felt their softness beneath my touch. They were wonderful, and I could tell this excited her even more.

“When you seduced those men … How far did you go?”

“Barely even to a kiss,” she admitted. “I have never been loved in my life … Physical touches were forbidden. They wanted to make us as cold as possible.”

“They certainly didn’t succeed with you,” I said as I heard hints of grief in her voice.

She shrugged, and I saw tears glinting in her eyes. “What’s the matter?”

“Nothing,” she said and dried her eyes.

I sat up and reached for her hand, giving it a squeeze. “Tell me, I’m here for you.”

“Do you want to love me?” she asked.

I pushed her hair behind her ears. “Of course, I do,” I told her. “I’m attracted to you.”

“Okay,” she said, and she demurely lowered her gaze. “There are just so many emotions. I never thought someone would love me, and I thought I would end up dying alone.”

“No such thing,” I said and dried her tears with my knuckles. “You are with me now, and I love you the same way I love my other girls.”

A smile brightened up her face. “I’m sorry if I’m acting weird.”

“I get where you’re coming from,” I told her. I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. Her eyes fell onto my chest. She got the idea, less talking more action. She slowly slid off her skirt till she was left in her panties. I wasn’t sure if they were still wet from when she’d fallen into the river, or if she’d just soaked through them. I suspected it was a combination of both.

She curled her hands around the waistband and slowly slid them down. I could tell she’d never been nude in front of someone by how shy she was. Inch by inch, she exposed her glistening, well-lubricated slit. I rolled on top of her and spread her long legs. I studied her womanhood adorned with small lips and honey. I pressed my tongue flat against her soft folds, feeling the heat emanating from her love hole. I slowly slid my tongue up to her clit. She released a gasp. Her legs trembled, and she arched her back, a mix of pleasure and shock evident on her face. I continued to explore her, licking and sucking her sensitive areas, driving her desire higher and higher. I could feel her wetness spreading, coating my face and neck. I moved my focus to her clit, gently flicking it with the tip of my tongue.

I came off her womanhood, and she looked at me, her eyes swimming with love and lust. I took off my nether clothes till I’d freed my erection. She looked at it in awe and wonder.

“Can I … Touch it?” she asked as if it were a dream come true. She was desperate for some cock, and I positioned it in front of her, hovering it over her wet vagina. She reached for it with both her hands, gripping it firmly. She had a grip, unlike any other woman I’d felt.

“You touch it well,” I said, as she stroked it.

She chuckled, her cheeks as pink as her nether region. “It feels like I’m holding a hilt.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, chuckling with her.

“Stab me with it,” she said demurely. She let go and spread her legs. It felt like magic as I lay on top of her. I sought her neck, kissing her sweet flesh. While lying over her, my cock found her slit. I slid it in, her warmth welcoming in a tight embrace. I sighed in relief, feeling her heart pound as I started thrusting my hips into her.

She moaned softly, her body responding to my every move, touch and kiss. I increased my pace, her breathing becoming heavier, and her moans growing louder. The meadow filled with the sound of our bodies slapping. With each thrust, I felt us becoming one, and the desire within her grew into a wildfire, consuming us both. She deserved it, and I wanted to give her all the love in the world. She’d practically saved my life, and she wanted to practice with me to see me thrive. She was a girl I could trust and love.

With each stroke, the air became filled with the scent of sweat, love, and desire. She gripped my back, her nails digging into my skin, as her cries grew louder and more fervent. I knew she was close, and I wanted to push her over the edge.

I grabbed her hips, pulled her closer, and increased my pace. The world around us seemed to fade away, and the only thing that mattered was the love between us.

With one final thrust, I felt her climax hit her, her walls contracting around me, pulling me in as if she were trying to keep me there forever. I held her tight, and my testicles detonated. I filled her hole with my warm love and moaned into her ear as we both rode the wave of pleasure together.

As our bodies slowly came back down to earth, I leaned down, kissing her softly. Her breath was still ragged, and her eyes were filled with a blend of love and gratitude. We lay there for a moment, simply enjoying the warm embrace. We played with each other’s hair and explored each other’s bodies before saying anything. “Now I know how it feels,” she whispered as if I was the only man left in this world. “To be loved.”

My heart swelled at her words, and I pulled her closer, my fingers trailing down her hips, as I whispered back, “It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

“The best sensation in this world.”

We enjoyed the moment for a little bit longer. 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. We basked in the warm feeling and eventually, we rose to our feet and put on our clothes. Our horses were waiting for us. They rose to their feet as they suspected we would leave soon. “Marcia … Tonight, please, sleep with us.”

“Okay,” she said submissively. “Now that you’ve taken me. I don’t think I’ll be as shy about nudity.”

“You can sleep with your clothes on … I just want you there in bed with us.”

Her lips curved in a smile. “Okay, it’s just that I’ve slept alone for all these years … but I think it will be more fun.”

“So do I,” I said.

We mounted the horse and rode back to the Fertile Valley.


Chapter 13

Darian

Feeling someone drawing circles on my chest, I slowly opened my eyes. Sunlight filtered through the window and warmed up this bedroom. The temperature was slightly warmer than usual, but then I realized another girl was warming this bed, and I felt her breath on my neck. I looked to my left and saw Isadora with her blonde hair fanned out and her eyes closed. Next to her was Flora with her leg wrapped around Isadora’s. The sheets barely covered their breasts as they rose and fell with each breath. I turned to my right and saw Marcia looking at me. She’d pulled down the sheets so her nipples were poking out from her brown, glossy hair.

“I hope I didn’t scare you,” she said in a quiet voice.

“I kind of had an idea that you were awake,” I said, reaching out to her tit and gently cupping it.

“How?” she asked.

“I felt you drawing on my chest while I slept.”

“Right,” she said, her lips curving into a smile. “Hard to resist.”

“Sleep well?”

“The best sleep of my life … Even if we went to bed late.”

She had been a bit shy last night when taking off her clothes in front of Isadora and Flora, but they both gave her a welcome hug as she was now my third bonded. They looked forward to having her here, and so did I.

“I sleep better too … I used to wake up all the time, disrupted sleep. All that was gone after I started sleeping with Flora and Isadora.”

“Oh,” she said, her eyes widening. “I’ve also battled similar issues for years.”

I turned my attention to her. “Tell me about it.”

“Well,” she said quietly to herself. “It happens randomly, but every time I do wake up, it’s usually because of some nightmare. It’s unpleasant.”

“I had the exact same experiences,” I told her, sympathizing with her.

“What were your nightmares about?” she asked.

“Mostly about the war,” I said. “There are certain scenes that are hard to forget.”

“I see,” she said quietly yet bemused. “I haven’t slept so deeply in years … Maybe this is the turning point.”

“I think so,” I said, sliding my hand from her tit and up to her neck, gently caressing her warm flesh. “We both lacked love in our lives.”

She smiled, draped her arm over my chest and wrapped her leg around mine, hugging me dearly.

Isadora was next to wake up. She tossed and turned for a little, her eyes slowly opening. She turned to me, reached for my morning glory and stroked me while waking up.

“Will you be gone today too?” Isadora asked in her morning voice.

“I have to,” I said, hoping she would understand. “Although I’ll go to Valeria first. I’ll need a stronger and faster horse.”

“Isn’t the chestnut stallion strong enough for you?” She gripped my cock a bit firmer, and I could tell she didn’t want to let go.

I shook my head. “I need something stronger and wilder. Valeria is an expert at taming animals.”

“When it’s tamed, what will you do then?” she asked.

“Sparring while riding,” I told her.

She sighed but still didn’t let go of my manhood. “I wish the stupid duel would never happen,” she said, looking at me with hints of concern. “There’s just something I fear.”

“You have nothing to fear,” I told her, brushing her blonde hair away from her face.

“Not if it were an honest duel. He’d l be smoked, but I know they’ll resort to tricks.”

“Then it’s of utmost importance that I’ll be as alert and ready as I can be,” I told her.

“You’re right,” she said with another sigh.

“Remember your mother’s words now. Focus on the future instead of regretting the past,” I told her.

“A bit difficult when your life is on the line,” she said.

I kissed her forehead. “It’s not.”

Her lips curved into a smile as she saw my confidence. It made her hug me even harder. Marcia joined the embrace and rested her head on my shoulder while Isadora pressed her cheek against mine. The warmth of their bodies and the scent of them made me feel loved and comforted.

Eventually, Flora woke up as well, and we rose to our feet. We put on our clothes, and it was nice seeing Marcia have a chat with those two. I wanted her to feel as welcome as possible, being there and having a good time with them since she would now be a part of the household.

We descended the stairs. Marcia and I went outside, and Flora and Isadora cooked omelets for us. They showed me what they’d done yesterday: plenty of gardening. They settled down and we dug into the creamy omelet and freshly baked bread. “Unfortunately,” Isadora told Flora after taking a bite from her breakfast. “He’ll be gone today too.”

Flora dipped her head. “We’ll have some fun together,” she told Isadora, trying to cheer her up. Being a maid, she seemed more used to the fact that I wanted time for myself, but Isadora was a bit clingier. I didn’t mind since I loved clinging to her too.

“I understand … But how long till you return?” Isadora asked me, sipping some juice.

“I don’t know yet. We might come back tonight,” I told her.

“Alright,” she said. “By the way, yesterday there were at least ten girls who came over. Some even refused to leave and started peeking through the windows.”

“It is what it is,” I said and tried my hardest not to laugh. “I would rather be breeding than doing this.” I also saw it as an opportunity to get in shape again. Too much breeding made me soft, so I was glad I could be up and running. “Remind them that there will be way less breeding than usual this month. I’ll be back after it.”

“I hope they don’t figure out why,” Isadora said.

“They will eventually,” Flora said. “You know how quickly rumors spread, especially in a town almost exclusively inhabited by women.”

I nodded and agreed with Flora. I looked at Marcia, who sat by the side and just listened. There were just crumbs left on her plate. “Do you want to follow me to Valeria?” I asked her.

“Sure,” Marcia said happily.

“Do you want to go now?” I asked her.

“I’m ready when you are.” We exchanged glances and rose to our feet.

“A hug before you leave?” Isadora asked.

“I have to find Valeria first, and I’ll be back,” I said.

“Well, an extra hug won’t hurt,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger.

I wrapped my arms around Isadora, and she lingered in the hug for as long as necessary. Then I made sure to hug Flora as well. She deserved love too.

I patted Marcia’s back as we made our way outside. It was nice and sunny, and she drew in a deep breath. “Yesterday was a moment that I’ll never forget,” Marcia said and beamed at me.

“I will never forget it either,” I said and patted her back. “It was a magical moment.”

“I know,” she said and beamed. “I loved it. Just spending one-on-one time with you and falling into the river. The kiss created the first sparks which led to us undressing under the open sky. The lovemaking was the icing on the cake. Now that I know what it feels like, I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“I’ll have my way with you whenever you want. You have nothing to worry about.”

“Thank you,” she said with a hand over her heart.

As we continued deeper into the town, more and more of the women turned their heads toward me. I noticed some of the younger women I’d impregnated walking with their mothers or friends. I had gotten used to the attention, but I noticed Marcia was a bit bothered by it. “Hang in there,” I said after seeing a girl blowing a kiss toward me.

“Don’t you find it overwhelming?” she asked.

I shook my head. “A bit at the beginning but not any longer.”

As we walked by them, they whispered my name to each other, and I felt their eyes glued onto my back. We continued until I spotted Valeria’s home. She was outside by the stall, feeding her horses with carrots. She stroked their manes and whispered something to them. I saw only affection in her eyes as she petted them.

Out of reflexes, she glanced at me, and our eyes met. “Darian!” she said, beaming upon seeing me.

“Good morning,” I wished her.

“No—this is a fantastic morning,” she said. As she swung open the creaky gate, her arms stretched wide for a hug that pressed my chest against her busty boobs. Her warm smile and the scent of lavender and hay filled my senses as I stepped into her welcoming embrace.

“Were my sweethearts so tight that you want them again?” she asked, her hands roaming over my back.

I chuckled. “Not quite. I actually want something from you.”

She broke the hug and searched my face. “You want some big breasts, don’t you?”

I chuckled. “I want that too but not for now … I can explain what’s happened.”

She nodded and understood it was a bit more serious than an intimate moment. I introduced her to Marcia. “This is my third bonded girl, Marcia. Marcia, this is a good friend of my mother, Valeria.”

Valeria’s eyes swept over Marcia. “Gosh girl, you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Marcia said, bowing down to her with a light blush.

Valeria’s eyes arched when she heard Marcia’s voice. “You have an accent.”

“Yes, I’m from Selppin,” she said with a smile, dipping her head.

“Nice,” Valeria said with no warning bell ringing. “I guess our hero is getting tired of Anigava vagina and wants something more exotic.”

Marcia looked at me, puzzled. I should have warned her that Valeria was a bit more flirtatious and explicit in her speech. “She is like that, don’t worry about it,” I told her.

Valeria chuckled. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” Valeria told Marcia. “We have to be quiet, though. My pregnant daughters are asleep. We can sit outside. I picked some berries yesterday that we can indulge in.”

We took a seat outside, and Marcia looked at me. “She was your mother’s friend?” she asked.

I nodded. “She wasn’t as lewd in her speech back then. I think it’s because of my merits she’s become a bit wilder.”

“I see,” she said with a giggle.

Valeria came back with a bowl of raspberries. Marcia and I reached for a couple, our hands bumping into each other. I made sure to give it to her anyway, making her smile.

“Thank you,” Marcia said demurely.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“So,” Valeria said, looking at both of us with clear hints of curiosity. “What’s going on?”

“It’s a long story,” I said and warned her before starting.

“We got time,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I cleared my throat and told her everything. When I came to the assassination part, she scowled.

“Why would they do that?” she asked, all the hints of jokes and light-heartedness were completely gone from her face. She took my hand and gently caressed it. “I thought we were allies.”

“Not any longer,” I said. “They want to kill me over Isadora, so that’s our situation now.”

“I see,” she said, the concern not leaving her face. “I’m glad my daughters didn’t hear this.”

“They will eventually,” I said with a shrug.

“Yeah, this won’t be possible to hide,” she said, looking me in the eyes. “What can I do to help you?”

Looking at Valeria long and hard, I said, “I’ll be facing him in a duel, and I need the healthiest, toughest, and fastest horse I can get my hands on. That’s why I need your help.”

“I see,” she said, listening intently. She glanced at the stalls, contemplating her answer. “I have something for you—a stallion. I tamed him from the wild, and he’s everything you’re looking for.”

“May I see?” I asked as she sparked my curiosity.

She rose to her feet. “Come,” she said and brought Marcia and me to the stalls. There were at least a dozen horses inside, munching grass and looking at us curiously. “Here he is, Thunderhoof.”

We stepped toward a stallion that towered over the rest of them like a giant. I looked Thunderhoof in the eyes, and I saw a fierce gaze I’d never seen on a horse. He was a bit darker than the chestnut stallion, but also bigger and slightly more slender. I knew when I looked him in the eyes that he was the one.

“He is exactly what I need,” I said, determined.

Valeria smiled, proud that she had found something for me. “You’re going to need time to befriend him; otherwise, he’ll reject you.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Can I try?”

She opened the stall and set him free. Thunderhoof was a fitting name since I’d never heard hooves pound against the ground like that. I approached him steadily, but he trotted away before I could even get close. Swishing his tail side to side, he sure was a beast, and my eyes widened as I knew I had a challenge in front of me. Even Marcia shrank back upon seeing his size.

“Will you help me?” I asked Valeria.

Valeria pushed her hair behind her ears, her lips sliding into a grin as she prepared herself for a little adventure. “Of course, I will, especially after you bred my daughter, but it won’t be possible in town. We need peace and nature.”

I nodded. “Let’s go out on a little adventure together,” I said.

We heard someone descend the stairs, and her daughters stepped into the living room, wearing gowns. Thalindra and Zorina had brushed their pink hair that they wore loose, and as they came out and spotted me, their eyes widened. They turned to each other and whispered and pointed.

“Don’t be shy, darlings,” Valeria said and encouraged them to come outside too. They did, and I beckoned them closer to me.

“Hi,” they said shyly, their cheeks turning rosy like the color of their hair. “Didn’t expect you.”

I embraced them one after another, but then they exchanged glances and fell into my arms simultaneously in a three-way hug. They were as warm as I could remember them to be, and I picked up the scent of roses and pears, as they had just taken a shower.

“I needed something from your mother,” I told them.

“Who’s the girl?” Zorina asked.

“She’s my third bonded and will help me on my journey. Marcia, meet Thalindra and Zorina.”

They greeted each other with hugs and kisses on the cheeks.

“How long will you stay?” Thalindra asked, twirling her hair on her finger. Thalindra and Zorina were well-endowed for their age. It was difficult to look away from their young breasts and billowing cleavages.

“Not for long,” I told them. “We’ll soon leave.”

“Oh,” Thalindra said, the corners of her lips turning down. “I thought maybe we could have some fun.”

“We will some other day,” I told her. “I’ll stop over, but now it’s kind of urgent.”

“Why?” Zorina asked.

I exchanged glances with Valeria. “You can tell them. They aren’t children,” Valeria said.

I did tell them, and worry clouded their faces, distorting their beauty. When I came to the assassination part, their mouths opened in horror, and then they scowled upon hearing about the duel.

“That’s so dishonest,” Thalindra said, exchanging a worried look with her sister.

“It is,” I said. “But at the end of the day, I’ll get rid of them.”

“What if something happens to you,” Zorina said, her voice dropping low.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “That’s why your mother’s help is crucial. How’s the pregnancy going?” Seeing how fearful they became, I thought of switching subjects.

“Fine for now,” Zorina said.

“No morning sickness yet,” Thalindra said, trying to smile despite the dire news.

“Only morning happiness,” Zorina said with a laugh. “Except what you told us.”

“We’re already planning on what clothes to make and what to name them. You should join our discussion now and then,” Thalindra said.

“My two sweethearts,” Valeria said, draping her arms over their shoulders. “You must remember that Darian is very busy nowadays. You can’t cling to him too much.”

“I understand,” Thalindra said with a sigh. “But I didn’t expect this.”

“Neither did I,” Zorina said quietly.

“It is what it is,” I said firmly.

“I agree,” Valeria said and patted my back. “I think it’s better to get going as soon as possible. Girls, today you’ll watch over the horses and our house.”

“Sure,” they said, not sounding all too pleased.

“There’s plenty of food, and I might be gone until tomorrow morning or later in the evening. But don’t do anything too outrageous, behave while I’m gone.”

“What outrageous?” Thalindra said, crossing her arms.

Valeria gave her a look. “You know well what I’m talking about. Do you want me to recall what you two did before we moved here?”

“No!” they said in unison, blushing so hard that they giggled.

Valeria easily won the debate. Before we left, they wanted a hug from me, which I happily gave them. I felt their impressive busts press against me, and they kissed my cheeks simultaneously. “Ride safe,” Thalindra said.

“Don’t let Mom do anything too embarrassing,” Zorina said in a low voice.

“I’ll keep an eye on her,” I said, caressing their backs. “Take care for now.”

“You too,” they said with hints of sorrow.

Valeria carefully brushed and groomed Thunderhoof before placing a soft saddle on his back along with attaching the reins. She then swung open the heavy gates of the house and led the horse out into the bright morning sunlight.

“What was that about?” I asked her.

“They had a farewell party, invited a bunch of girls, and when I returned the following day, the house was a mess,” Valeria said, wiping the sweat from her brow as if recalling the event exhausted her. “I’m all for having fun, but I’m not a fan of cleaning up the mess of my children.”

“I see,” I said. I thought they were quiet and friendly, but everyone at that age could be unruly now and then.

“Although they’ve been mellower since you impregnated them… or tamed them, if you will.”

“I guess you could say that,” I said with a chuckle. “Since you mentioned staying there for a day… Should we bring a tent?”

Valeria nodded. “It might take some time… And I want to be there for when you spar. I can cook for you and keep you warm in the bed together with your third bonded,” she said, her voice turning huskier.

“I won’t decline an offer like that,” I said. It sure was tempting to be sandwiched between both of them. It had also been a dream to sleep next to Valeria.

She wore a tight red dress that highlighted her curvy figure and long, strawberry-blonde hair. As she walked the horse, her big boobs kept bouncing inside her bra. I glanced at them more than once, wondering if I’d ever get to free them.

We reached my house, and Isadora and Flora were on their knees in the garden. As soon as they heard us, they jumped to their feet. They halted, their eyes widening at Thunderhoof. “What a beast,” Isadora said, taking a step back.

“He’s strong on the outside, but he has a kind heart on the inside,” Valeria said. She had to perch on her tiptoes to stroke his mane, showing how tall he was. “Darian will need time to befriend him. You can’t just jump on top of him and ride into the sunset.”

“I can see that,” Isadora said, studying the horse for a moment. Turning her attention to me, she fidgeted.

“I won’t fall off,” I told her jokingly.

“I didn’t think that,” she said with her hands on her hips.

“What’s on your mind then?”

“You,” she said and beamed. “We packed the basket for you. It has everything you need.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. It always warmed my heart when they did something for me. “Although, we might be gone tonight as well.”

“Oh,” she said with a weighty sigh. “Well then, we’ll pack the tent for you too.”

Flora and Isadora hurried into the room. I thought it was cute. They giggled as they prepared everything. In the meantime, I kept Marcia company. “When was the last time you sparred while riding?” I asked her.

“That was many months ago… But I haven’t forgotten it,” she said with a mischievous grin.

“I’m also out of practice,” I told her. “It’s not since I fought in the war that I held a sword in one hand and the reins in the other.”

Flora and Isadora were back in no time and attached the tent and basket to Marcia’s horse. “Gosh, you were quick,” I told them.

“We didn’t want to make you wait,” Flora said.

As I was getting ready to go, I pulled Isadora and Flora into a tight hug, their sweet, rosy perfume engulfing me. A bittersweet lump formed in my throat as I brushed my lips against their cheeks. “I’ll either see you tonight or tomorrow. Don’t panic if I’m not back today.”

“Take care, and stay safe when you tame that beast,” Isadora said, looking frightened at the size and strength of the horse.

“I’m in safe hands,” I told her, winking at Valeria. “Valeria has everything under control.”

I let go of my two lovers. “Darian,” Valeria said. “I suggest you ride with me.”

“As long as Thunderhoof doesn’t run away.”

“He won’t when I’m with you,” she said. “It will give you a taste of what’s to come.”

I nodded. I waited and watched as Valeria placed her foot on the stirrup and hoisted herself up onto Thunderhoof. “You may come,” Valeria said. She leaned over to whisper soothing words into his ear. While she did so, she provided me with a perfect view of the upper parts of her creamy breasts.

Trying to take my attention away from her assets, I placed my foot on the stirrup and swung my leg over the saddle. I noticed immediately the beautiful view on top of this horse, and I had never been on such a tall horse before.

Marcia mounted hers, and we rode out. I made sure to wave at my girls as we rode out of town.

“Come on, you can hold onto me,” Valeria said.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, a couple of inches below her well-stacked breasts. “A bit farther up,” she encouraged me with a grin. I did as she wished, moving my hands up until they touched the borders of her breasts. It was the first time I’d touched them, and I hoped there’d be another excuse to do so again.

I looked around as we rode. “This horse is a beast,” I said. He trotted powerfully, sounding like thunder.

“He can ride way faster than this… I’ll show you once we’ve found an open plain,” she said. “I’m just making sure that Marcia is keeping up with us.”

Marcia sat tall on her horse, her brown locks cascading behind her as she galloped alongside us.

“My daughters weren’t happy,” Valeria said with a sigh. “Not only because of the duel and assassination attempt, but they probably expected some more intimate acts from you. They’ve been talking about you nonstop.”

“We’ll have time to meet another day,” I told her. “You were close to my family, after all.”

“I like the sound of that,” she said in a husky voice. “I sure have been thinking about you nonstop too.”

I chuckled at Valeria’s words, feeling a warmth spread through me at her confession. The landscape around us was breathtaking as we rode further away from the town, the sun casting a golden glow over the fields and forests.

“How fast is your horse?” Valeria asked Marcia.

“We can ride faster than this,” Marcia responded.

As we found an open plain, Valeria urged Thunderhoof into a faster pace, the wind whipping through my hair as we raced across the grassy land. I couldn’t help but laugh, the exhilaration of the ride coursing through me. I also tightened my grip around her, using her breasts as support.

Beside us, Marcia urged her horse to keep up, but she couldn’t. Valeria turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eyes. She slowed down the pace so Marcia could catch up with us. “I’ll warn you… Thunderhoof is quicker than that.”

“Wow,” I said, my hair fanned out around me. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“Wild horses are better than domesticated,” Valeria said. “Unfortunately, not many have the skill or patience to tame a wild beast.”

“I can imagine.”

“Have you bred any women in their thirties?” she asked, glancing at me.

“I have,” I said. “But not many… It has nothing to do with their ages, but I have to start with the youngest and those who have never been pregnant.”

“So there’s hope for me?” she asked flirtatiously.

Brushing away the blonde hair from her face, I planted a kiss on her cheek. “There is.”

She beamed. “It will be fun to spend some quality time with each other… and then see where it leads us.”

We rode deeper into the plain where a stream meandered into the grassy lands. There was plenty of peace and plenty of room to ride here and there without getting disrupted. “This is perfect,” I said. “Let’s set up camp here.”

We dismounted and took a moment to rest, stretching our arms and legs and looking around. Flowers and roses adorned the plain. Butterflies and bees fluttered about, and the sun was gentle but warm. It was the exact right temperature in the perfect location.

“Give me a second to pee,” Valeria said and went a bit away from us.

“How’s the horse?” Marcia asked.

“He’s fast and powerful,” I said, eager to befriend him. “Exactly what I need.”

“I saw that earlier,” she said. “It will be interesting to see you ride him.”

“Yeah, even more interesting when we fight,” I said, exchanging glances with her. While Valeria was gone in the distance, Marcia’s lips moved closer, and mine instinctively followed. Our mouths met in an intimate touch, my hands tangling in her hair as I deepened the kiss. The lingering taste of raspberries on her lips only made me want to kiss her more.

She pulled away from my lips, a string of saliva stretching from her mouth to mine. “If we sleep over here… can we do what we did yesterday too?”

“For sure, Marcia,” I told her, lusting for her as well.

“Okay,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

Valeria sat on her haunches and urinated a stone’s throw away from us. I had the perfect view of her porcelain hips and full moon, and my eyes widened upon seeing her rear. It was smooth and reflected the light of the sun. It reminded me of her daughter’s bottoms, but slightly curvier. Squeezing out the last drops, she rose to her feet and made her way toward us. She looked at Marcia. “Will you let me borrow him?”

Marcia just chuckled and nodded. “Yes, I’ll wait.”

“I’ll warn you, it may take some time,” Valeria said.

“I’m patient… Patience was one of the first skills I learned,” she said.

“Great,” Valeria said. “I like you.”

“And I love her,” I said, making a subtle blush spread on Marcia’s cheeks.

We made our way to Thunderhoof, who was munching on some grass. As soon as I approached him without Valeria, he reared up and neighed. He behaved more like a wild horse than a domesticated one.

“He’s trying to intimidate you,” Valeria said, stepping ahead of me.

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“He doesn’t want to be tamed or ridden by strangers,” she said. “He is a male, after all, and not submissive.”

“Makes sense,” I said. “Neither do I when I think about it.”

“See?” she said, chuckling. “We have to start over. Let him run away for a bit. You have to approach him with confidence. You have to walk firmly, like a man. He can easily smell fear and wants nothing to do with it. For his survival, it can be suicidal to be ridden by someone weak.”

I nodded. “I didn’t see you approach him with confidence.”

“Because he knows and trusts me. You didn’t see what I had to go through to tame him,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“Good point.”

“Even if you rode him with me, you’re still a stranger… I’ll be behind you while you walk up to him.”

I nodded. We let him trot for a little bit until it was time. I walked up to him with confidence, knowing I’d ride him whether he liked it or not. I wasn’t shy or intimidated by him, knowing I needed to ride him to kill Eldric later.

Thunderhoof settled at a spot and grazed, but as I approached him, he hesitated and raised his neck. I understood clearly what Valeria was talking about now. He didn’t shy away, but he regarded me with curiosity.

“That was perfect,” Valeria said as I approached his side.

“Will he run away?” I asked, about to pat his back.

“Not yet,” she said. “You walked with confidence. Now, go face to face with him.”

I did and looked him in the eyes. He was curious, his round obsidian eyes searching my face. I felt the trust slowly building, and Valeria’s lips slid into a smile. “Okay… This is happening way faster than I predicted. It shouldn’t come as a surprise that he looks up to someone like you.”

“First step done. Now, befriend him by giving him some carrots,” she said. She took me back to the basket. Wearing only a top, Marcia was shadow fencing. She looked sexy as hell as she dodged the imaginary blows and thrusts, moving her body gracefully.

“How’s it going?” she asked, panting as she took a break.

“It’s going well,” I said, glancing at Thunderhoof. “I’ll try to befriend him now.”

“Good luck,” she said. “I’m warming up for you.”

“Thank you,” I said with a smile.

Valeria fished out a bag of carrots, and I looked skyward, enjoying the sun and the sight of cauliflower clouds. It was pleasant being outside here on the plain compared to a city or town. The sounds of nature always put me in the zone and made me concentrate.

Valeria and I moved up to the horse, and Valeria started by giving him a carrot, letting him take a large bite. Valeria’s lips slid into a smile. “I just love it whenever I feed horses,” she said. “Here, take the bag.” She handed it over to me. “Remember confidence, and at the same time, be friendly.”

I nodded, took the bag of carrots and held one up to him. He looked at me first, his gaze shifting from Valeria to me. I held up the carrot steadily without trembling, hiding any type of uncertainty. Then after a minute or two, he took a little bite before taking another. Slowly but surely, he was gaining my trust, and he devoured the carrot.

“A lot quicker than I imagined,” Valeria said, impressed. “Go on, keep feeding him. Even if I did take into consideration that you are bigger and stronger than most humans he’s faced, I still believed he would be suspicious first.”

“Is it a good sign?” I asked her.

“It sure is.”

“How long did it take for you to tame him?” I asked her, smiling as Thunderhoof kept munching the carrots that I fed him.

“Oh, it took a couple of days from when I first laid my eyes on him.”

“When was this?”

“It was a couple of weeks ago just before we left for the Fertile Valley,” she admitted. “Are you ready to try to mount him?”

“If you think it’s time for it,” I said.

“I do,” Valeria said. “He’s gained your trust and friendship for now, so he should allow you to ride him.”

I nodded and knew what I had to do. Giving Valeria the bag of carrots, I walked up to Thunderhoof and studied his frame. He looked at me curiously. Wasting no time, I put my foot onto the stirrup. He raised his hoof, and Valeria gasped. “Careful!” she said.

I didn’t move my foot, determined to mount him. I looked him in the eyes, and he noticed. He lowered his hoof back to the ground. “I got this,” I said and didn’t freak out. Thunderhoof settled down, and then I swung my leg over the saddle, and right upon doing so, he reared his legs, making Valeria gasp again. I seized the saddle horn, holding on firmly and refusing to let go. He neighed and then his hooves landed back onto the ground. It was as if he were testing me.

Valeria let out a sigh. “I thought it wanted to throw you off.”

“Not for today,” I said, grinning victoriously as I sat on top of him.

Valeria still had her hand on her thumping chest. “Wow … You were well prepared.”

“He has to try harder than that to intimidate me,” I said, stroking his mane.

“Can I walk beside you just in case?” Valeria asked.

“Sure,” I said and didn’t mind.

She walked him with me, and I became familiar with riding on top of him by myself. It was a similar sensation as when I had ridden behind Valeria, only that I didn’t have any breasts to squeeze. I became taller and the view was so much better. I looked around myself and marveled at the surrounding world.

“Nice,” Valeria said, throwing admiring glances at me. “I’ll step aside and let you ride by yourself.”

Seizing the reins, I nodded. “It won’t be an issue,” I said. I managed well. I felt a friendship and connection to the horse as he trotted away. The wind whipped past my face as I rode, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of freedom and excitement. Thunderhoof seemed to sense my happiness, and he picked up the pace, galloping through the open fields. I felt the friendship between me and Thunderhoof, and I knew it was the beginning of something lovely.

It had taken less than a couple of hours, and it baffled Valeria as I came riding back. “So,” I said as I dismounted. “Mission accomplished.”

Valeria opened her arms, and I accepted her invitation, embracing her. “You’re so talented,” she said, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes. “Shall we eat before you two start sparring?”

“Sure,” I said since I was also growing hungry. Marcia glanced at me, and as I approached her, she lowered her sword. A light sheen of sweat adorned her body. She hadn’t wasted a second, practicing as much as possible.

We opened the basket, and there was enough food for lunch and dinner with some of the boar meat from yesterday. Marcia laid out the bread, cheese, and cured meat onto a single plate. “That went quick,” Marcia said, inching her hips closer to mine.

“Yeah,” I said. “More time for us to spar.”

“I can’t wait,” she said, taking a bite out of the bread.

“It took me a couple of days to gain his full trust,” Valeria said, looking at me in awe. “You outdo yourself like usual.”

I smiled at her kind words. “I suppose,” I said. We started eating, talking about various topics till we were done. I glanced at Valeria. “Will you keep yourself busy while we spar?”

She nodded. “I’ll sunbathe in the meantime and massage your sore muscles when it’s needed.”

“That will definitely be needed,” I said. Marcia and I rose to our feet. I whistled to Thunderhoof, and he came trotting toward me, his hooves pounding the ground. I exchanged glances with Marcia who mounted her horse, and then I mounted Thunderhoof. I checked behind my shoulder and saw Valeria undressing until she was only in her panties. My eyes widened. As she slipped off her top, I couldn’t help but stare. Her breasts were perfectly round, with soft curves and a gentle rise. The sun kissed her skin, highlighting every freckle and curve. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of her, and I couldn’t look away. It was the first time in my life I’d seen her topless, and the sight didn’t disappoint.

“I don’t want tan lines,” she said with a wink.

“It’s fine. I’ll keep my eyes on Marcia.”

I seized the reins with my left hand and selected my sword that materialized in my right. I felt flashbacks from when I’d been in the war, and everything fell into place as I remembered everything there was to it. Fighting on a horse was a skill difficult to master, but even if I hadn’t done so in more than half a year, I still remembered everything.

“Let’s start with some light clashes,” I told her. “And make our way from there.”

Marcia nodded. “I got that,” she said. I rode away, trying to stab the air while holding onto the reins. Then I turned the horse at the same time as Marcia. She was grinning, and we rode toward each other, our swords clashing shortly after. It wasn’t only challenging with the swords but also when a horse would take an unexpected turn. For now, it was on, and we kept turning, facing each other, and fighting.

I eyed Marcia as she rode away for a bit, but she quickly turned around to face me. She curled her fingers around the sword and narrowed her eyes at me. “You better hold on tight,” she warned me with a grin.

I recognized her excited voice by now, and it seemed like she always became that way when we fought. “So should you,” I told her, wrapping my fingers around the hilt. I seized the reins and kicked the flanks of Thunderhoof, urging him forward. He neighed, and the speed threatened to pull me off as he kicked up soil and dirt behind us. The power of this beast was mind-boggling.

I rode toward Marcia, surprised that the speed of Thunderhoof didn’t intimidate her or her horse. She narrowed her eyes at me without a hint of fear. At the last second, we swung our swords, and the clang rose to the skies. We quickly turned around, rearing on the horses’ hind legs, and then charged toward each other again. It never got old. The clang was so satisfying. We rode side by side, swinging our swords as if we were sparring on the ground.

She defended herself as well as a soldier, and I was yet again stunned by her skills. It was exactly what I’d been through in the war, and doing this with her brought back so many memories that I was flooded with nostalgia.

“Don’t dream too much,” she said flirtatiously.

“Can’t help it,” I replied, grinning. “You make it hard to focus.”

Her laugh was light and carefree, a stark contrast to the intensity of our sparring. “Good. Keeps you on your toes.”

We rode closer to each other, the height of Thunderhoof giving me a slight advantage as we sparred. Our swords clashed again and again, each strike sending vibrations through my arm and sparks flying in the air.

“From what I saw yesterday, you’re getting better,” I said, genuinely impressed.

“Maybe you’re just getting slower,” she teased, a mischievous glint in her eye.

“Careful, I might have to prove you wrong.”

“Promises, promises,” she said with a playful smirk.

It was all love and joy between us, exactly what I needed.

We continued to practice, sprinkling in some flirting here and there. Eventually, I became so warm that I had to take my shirt off. I took a little peek at Valeria sunbathing. She gave me a wink and told us she enjoyed the show. There was a lot more left to the so-called show.

Marcia and I went over different scenarios. She loaded her bow and tried firing at me. None of her arrows were even close to striking me—my reflexes were superb, and Thunderhoof was way too quick.

We took a couple of water breaks, but they didn’t last long as we hurried back to our horses. When hers started growing tired, Thunderhoof was still energetic.

The sun dipped behind the trees, and there was barely any sunlight left of the day. Half an hour ago, we’d told Valeria to start on dinner. She’d also massaged both of us during a brief break, and she had a touch to die for. I was shirtless, my body covered in dirt. Marcia still wore her top, but she was also covered in dirt. Even though her horse was tired, I was surprised I barely saw any hints of fatigue on Marcia’s gorgeous face.

“Tired yet?” I asked her.

Marcia and I exchanged a glance, both of us smiling. “Truce?” she asked.

“Truce,” I agreed, lowering my sword.

I put away my sword and took a moment to look around and catch my breath. Surprisingly, I wasn’t as tired as I should be. Fighting with Marcia had motivated me. I felt an urge unlike any other to impress her in every way possible, and I had a feeling she had the same mentality.

We’d been productive today. There were times I’d swung my sword so hard that I was surprised she didn’t drop hers. “You’re strong,” I stated the obvious, my eyes sweeping over her.

“Not as strong as you,” she said, riding next to me. Our horses began to nuzzle each other, neighing softly.

“Strong for a girl,” I said, feeling the affection for her that I’d felt earlier. “We’ll do this every day from now on. Will you be able to keep up?”

“That’s a question for you,” she said coquettishly.

“I love your teasing,” I said.

Valeria was already in the background, and the pot was boiling. We dismounted and set the horses free. “How many minutes left?” I asked Valeria, settling down and rubbing a cloth over my face.

“Should be ready in a couple of minutes,” she said, stirring the pot with a wooden ladle. Letting go of the ladle, she looked at me. “Geeze, you’ve been going on forever. Aren’t you tired?”

“I sure need a break,” I said. “But it’s because we’re reaching the end of the day.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, intrigued. She probably hadn’t seen a man and a girl ride for so long, but there were certain times during the war that made this look like a walk in the park.

“I’m tired because it’s late,” I told her, briefly glancing at the horse. “And our horses need a break too.”

“And not because you’ve been riding for an entire day?” she said, looking at both of us with admiration.

“There were certain days in the war we went on like this for days without a minute of sleep. We had to change horses regularly since they couldn’t keep up with us,” I recalled. I dusted off my shoulders. “This wasn’t much.”

“You have been through a lot more than I can imagine,” she said, looking at me in awe. “How about you, Marcia? Did you keep up with him?”

“I tried my best,” she said, throwing a glance at Thunderhoof. “But his horse is a beast. I’ve never seen one as quick as he is, and don’t get me started on his stamina.”

Valeria nodded. “I know a good horse when I see one. I’m just glad he’ll be in good hands. If I find another, I can give him to you.”

“It’s fine,” Marcia said with a smile. “But I love mine. In fact, I want less fighting in my life. I’m just doing this for Darian.”

Her words made me smile. It always felt good when they did something for me. It wasn’t just Marcia, but Valeria had taken her time off and given me Thunderhoof for my sake. It was as clear as day that she cared for me, and she had also shown me that during the massage.

When the stew was ready, Valeria filled the bowls for us. The scent of herbs and meat swirling up to my nose made my hunger rise. I dug in, and it was exactly what I needed after riding for so long.

“How was it?” Valeria asked us.

I gave her a thumbs-up while my mouth was full. I noticed Marcia enjoyed it as much as I did.

“I’m glad,” Valeria said, stirring the spoon around. “It was thrilling watching both of you.”

“I hope you weren’t too bored,” I said, patting Valeria’s thigh.

“Not at all,” she said. “I’m used to being by myself now and then, and sometimes we just need some fresh air.”

“I agree,” I said. “Even if we have time to go back, I’m too tired. You aren’t against sleeping outside?”

“Not at all,” Valeria said. “I’ve already told my darlings we might come back tomorrow.”

“I know,” I said with a smile. We finished the stew and put the bowls aside. The sun steadily lowered in the sky and would soon set. I thought of when I would face Eldric. I wanted it so badly that I could taste it. I wanted to defeat him, seeing the fear in his face as he realized it would be the end. I didn’t care if we had to watch out for his tricks. He wouldn’t get away.

We talked for a little bit longer, but we were all tired after such a long day. I was sweaty and glanced at the stream. “Anyone up for an evening bath?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances and both nodded. “Nudity will be mandatory,” Valeria said and waggled her eyebrows.

Marcia again looked a bit demure to be nude in front of others, but she’d opened up a bit more after I’d taken her maidenhead. “Okay,” Marcia said, nodding.

We rose to our feet and started undressing. I was the quickest and when I stood there fully nude, Valeria couldn’t stop looking at my manhood. It was a treat seeing them undress. Their bras popped free and suddenly they were both topless. Their breasts were so different from each other but equally as pretty. I studied Valeria’s a bit more since I’d recently seen them. They were like two oversized melons, sweet and ready to be enjoyed.

They bent over and slid down their panties. Again, my eyes widened at Valeria. I hadn’t seen her fully nude before, but she was gorgeous. To my surprise, she was completely shaved. In my experience, older women usually decided to leave some hair on top.

“Who are you ogling at?” Valeria asked flirtatiously.

“Two beautiful women who will warm my tent tonight,” I said as I gravitated toward them. I draped my arms over their shoulders and pulled them closer to me. I felt an instant warmth rushing over me even if it started getting cooler. I glanced from one to the other. “Your body looks similar to Thalindra’s.”

“Who turns you on the most?” she asked with a husky voice. “Me or my daughters?”

“At the end of the night, I may be able to tell,” I said, making her giggle. I took them with me to the stream. Valeria dipped her toe in first, checking the temperature. “Too cold for you?”

“Yes … You’ll have to hold me tight,” she said.

“Let’s go in together,” I said and took their hands as we slowly waded into the water. The coolness of the stream was refreshing against our warm skin, and we all let out simultaneous gasps as we submerged ourselves fully. I could feel Valeria beside me, her body pressed close as she clung to me for warmth. Marcia seemed more at ease, but she slowly moved toward me as well, and it didn’t take long till we transitioned into a three-way hug.

Marcia fully noticed Valeria’s breasts. “Wow … Doesn’t your back hurt?”

Valeria shook her head. “You get used to it, but I can’t do any strenuous activities … except for what goes around in the bedroom.”

I chuckled. I glanced over at her and saw how her breasts kept playing peek-a-boo with the water. She looked me in the eyes and urged me forward as I filled my hand with her soft boob. “There was a time when I dreamed of touching them,” I said and enjoyed the sensation of her soft flesh.

“When?” she asked.

“When I first saw them,” I said. “But I remember one night when I was eighteen and my mother had invited you over. You wore a seductive dress that did little to cover up your chest and did a lot to lift it.”

She chuckled. “I think I know which night you’re talking about … You aren’t the only one who’s dreamed of it, my breasts being touched by a young and handsome man.”

“There was more to those dreams than just touches,” I said.

“We’ll get there,” she said and pressed her thick lips to my neck. “How about we clean each other in the meantime?”

Valeria and Marcia did me first. Valeria was in the front, and her eyes were still glued onto my erection. “My girls weren’t kidding,” she murmured into my ear, her fingers gently massaging the area. I couldn’t help but let out a low moan at the feeling. “That’s one big cock.”

I felt a growing warmth between my legs. Marcia and I had shared some intimate moments before, but this was different. The presence of Valeria added a new excitement to the situation.

“I know,” I said. I had gotten that comment a lot by now, but I didn’t mind. It stroked my ego every time.

Marcia was behind me and scrubbed my back, but she gave my bottom more attention.

“I can’t wait to feel that inside me,” she whispered in my ear, causing a jolt of electricity to run through me. Valeria wrapped her arms around me, her breasts brushing against my waist, and whispered, “We’ll have so much fun tonight.”

Their hands moved slowly and sensually, exploring every inch of my body. I felt their soft fingers tracing the contours of my muscles, and it seemed like they had an unspoken desire to explore every part of me. My arousal grew with each passing moment as if a wildfire ignited within me.

When I was clean, Valeria and I cleaned Marcia. “Gosh, your body is flawless,” Valeria complimented her in a husky voice.

“Thank you,” Marcia said with a subtle blush. I easily agreed with her. She might not have the chest that Valeria did, but Marcia was toned and fit, her body equally as mesmerizing.

Then Marcia and I moved on to Valeria. I started on her boobs. They were so round and big that I couldn’t even cup them in my hands. I loved to touch and squeeze her breasts, letting my hands fall to her thighs and butt, massaging her. I sighed in relief. My erection bonked into her thigh numerous times, and it was a sign that I wanted to take that woman as hard as possible. I thought she noticed, and I wanted more and more.

I boldly moved my hand to the insides of her delicious thighs and moved up to her slit. I gently rubbed her a little, making a grin spread on her lips. I slipped in a finger, and her grin widened.

“I need something bigger than that,” she said.

“You’ll have it later,” I said. “Should we go up and dry ourselves before bed?”

They all agreed. We climbed up the bank and went back to the fire, sitting huddled around it. I sat in the middle with a towel wrapped around me. Valeria gently stroked my thigh. “Your mother would have been so proud of you,” she said.

It was a sudden shift in our conversation, but I knew Valeria tended to jump from one topic to the other. “How so?”

“Come on, you know,” Valeria said. “You survived, you were honored by the queen, you’re bonded with her daughter and you’re willing to fight for her.”

“She hates fighting and wars though.”

“On the outside … but every woman wants a strong man,” Valeria said.

I nodded and let her words sink in. “I know,” I said.

“And every woman wants to please a strong man too,” she said and went back to her horny self.

“Let us set up the tent,” I told her. “It’s not usual for me to go an entire day without a climax.”

I rose to my feet, and with the help of Marcia, I set up the tent. Valeria packed the basket in the meantime and made sure the horses were well. “How’s Thunderhoof?” I asked Valeria.

“He’s happy … I think he’s been looking forward to riding like that for ages.”

“I got a lot in store for him,” I said.

All of us were nude, only the fire and moonlight illuminated our bodies. I patted Marcia’s and Valeria’s backs. We crawled inside the tent, but Valeria lingered by my legs. She curled her hands around my cock and swallowed it whole. My eyes widened at how quickly her lips sank onto my groin. Even Marcia arched an eyebrow at her skills.

“Geeze, those lips are stretched,” Marcia said with a giggle.

“After I’ve done her, I’ll do you,” I said, raking my fingers through Marcia’s damp hair. I felt the difference between an experienced lady and a virgin. She knew how to please a man, forming her mouth into the perfect, tight, oral vagina as she sank up and down.

When I was about to climax, she came off as if she could read my manhood. She straddled my legs and her pussy hovered right above my erection. “It’s been years since last time,” she said as if she were intoxicated by love.

Mesmerized, I watched as she rubbed my knob back and forth along her wet fruit. She flitted her eyes at me, and I loved the way she was taking it slow. Then she slipped the head inside and slowly sank down, her vagina gobbling up my erection till her wet lips touched down. It was the wettest and warmest embrace I’d felt in a while.

I threw my head back as she started riding me. Valeria’s rhythm was perfect, and she rode me with a passion that made me forget about everything else. Her eyes locked onto mine, her face flushed with desire, and I could see the pleasure she was experiencing at this moment. I knew that this was something we’d both treasure for years to come. I lost myself in the heat of the moment, her boobs bouncing, our breath turning huskier and our desire rising. We forgot about everything else and lost ourselves in the heat of the moment.

It was intense and quick. I didn’t hold anything in. While her strawberry blonde hair veiled her big boobs, I felt the wetness of her pussy clenching around my cock as she let out a deafening moan. She climaxed around me, and her sweet, pleasurable voice helped push me over the edge.

I emptied myself inside her, my eyes on her busty tits and curvy figure. I sighed in relief. “Oh,” Valeria said. “What a size you have.”

“You know how to move your body,” I said.

“It’s one of my specialties,” she said. She rocked back and forth a little bit before slowly dismounting. My wet erection landed with a smack against my waist. Valeria looked at Marcia. “Do you want me to clean it for you?”

“Sure,” Marcia said with an exciting grin.

I selected The Sacred Seed, and just when Valeria pushed her hair behind her ears, her eyes widened as my cock thickened in front of her eyes. “Gosh,” she said, making us all laugh. “Was that me or?”

“You have a magical effect on me,” I said with a wink.

“I’m not complaining,” she said and swirled her tongue around it like a lollipop, licking it up and down till it was sparkling clean. I turned to Marcia, massaging her womanhood. She was already drenched. I lifted her leg and inch by inch, slid into her hole. Since she was younger and tighter, I fucked her more carefully, but the climax was just as quick. After a minute or two, I exploded inside her, flooding her heat with my cum. I loved it whenever I could have two climaxes like that back-to-back.

I slowly slid out of her, taming them both for tonight. “I’m so tired,” I said.

They both cuddled up to me. “Sleep well,” Valeria said. “You two have a lot of practice to do … Intimacy sure will help your sleep.”

“It sure will,” I said, glancing at Marcia. “Tomorrow, let’s spend the evening together.”

She nodded, draping her arm over my chest. “I’m yours forever.”

It felt empowering to have so many loyal women by my side, wanting the best for me and loving me.


Chapter 14

Darian

Our swords clashed as the sun steadily lowered behind the stadium, sending sparks into the sky. Marcia’s face was dotted with sweat, and her brunette hair flowed behind her as she rode. She held her sword firmly, with no sign of fatigue on her face. It impressed me and motivated me to keep fighting.

It had been three weeks since we first started sparring together, and we hadn’t missed a single day. Some days we sparred more intensely than others, so we could rest and be productive the following day.

I had bred girls too, but not as many as before. The word had spread about what I was up to and why I had to take a break from breeding. I noticed that the girls of the Fertile Valley weren’t as happy as they used to be, but I told them to be patient whenever they begged for my seed.

I seized the reins of Thunderhoof and rode up to Marcia. Pulling back on the reins, I stopped in front of her. “Shall we call it a day?” I asked since the sun was about to set.

Marcia nodded, her stamina impressive. “Sure,” she said.

We dismounted and stretched our arms and legs. We were at the stadium in the Fertile Valley. We looked around and saw some of our audience sitting on the benches. Whenever we chose to spar here, there were always onlookers. Marcia was a bit bothered by it, as long as there weren’t too many of them.

Tomorrow, we would be heading to the city. Aurora wanted to see me a week before the duel. It would be hosted at Renob—a small neutral kingdom. According to the royal family and King Cash, we were making a grave mistake. He considered it a tragedy that we were willing to go so far. Our friendship had lasted for decades, and now it was all in ruins. I agreed that it was a tragedy, but there were no better options.

“Time flies,” Marcia said, wiping her forehead. “It feels like yesterday we first sparred.”

We settled down, letting the horses graze for a minute or two. “Tell me about it,” I said. We’d gone over every move and skill. I was prepared to face Eldric single-handedly and give him what he deserved. My hatred for him was boiling over, and I constantly thought of ending it all by plunging my sword deep into his guts and twisting it. I would then look at his father, who would have no choice but to leave his throne. Isadora could then forget about it all and live with me in peace, exactly what she deserved.

“I’ve noticed an improvement in your fighting,” she said, giving me an admiring glance.

“I’ve always fought well,” I said. “I just needed a beautiful girl to remind me to fight again.”

Her eyes twinkled. “We sometimes had to refresh our memories before assassinating someone as well, even if we’d gone over it a hundred times.”

We shared a smile. It was funny to think that she’d been chosen to kill me, but instead, she defected to me. She was my bonded now, and I trusted her as much as any of the other girls. I opened the flask and took a sip. Noticing there wasn’t much left, I tossed it to her. “You can have the rest.”

“Thanks,” she said, licking her dry lips. She chugged it down and tossed the flask back to me. I knew she appreciated small things, and so did I, but to be fair, it hadn’t been a part of her life. I could see why it mattered more to her.

We mounted our horses and tugged at the reins. We rode away from the stadium, and the onlookers whistled and waved at us. I waved back at them.

As the sun descended, we rode across the Fertile Valley. There weren’t many people out late in the evening, but we passed by a couple of women and girls. I had bred so many that I didn’t remember them all at first glance, but after a closer look, I recognized them.

We passed by Valeria’s house, and she was outside tending to her horses. “Let me just say hi,” I told Marcia.

“That’s okay,” Marcia said with a smile.

We dismounted, and I lightly knocked on the gate until I caught Valeria’s attention.

“Darian,” Valeria said and smiled broadly upon seeing me. She dropped her bucket and ran to me, her strawberry blonde hair fluttering behind her. She was an amazing and loyal woman, not just for simply being able to tame such a strong horse like Thunderhoof, but she’d managed to deepthroat me all the way down. After the night she’d sucked me, I couldn’t stop thinking of her oral skills and the way she’d ridden me. I swore when I was done with Eldric, I would come back to her for another head.

“Hi,” I told her.

She swung the gates open, her flowing dress revealing a deep V-neckline and hugging her curves. She welcomed me into her embrace, pressing her body against mine. “What’s going on?” she asked, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes.

“Not much. I just wanted to tell you that tomorrow, we’ll go to the city and we won’t come back till I’ve fought Eldric.”

“I heard. I placed flowers outside of your house … but there was scarcely any space left.”

“Why?” I asked. We’d left this morning. Since last week, there have always been bouquets of flowers at our doorstep.

“The women and girls know you leave, they’ve left flowers for you for good luck,” she said, pushing my hair behind my ears. “They love you deeply. We all do. You’re our only man after all.”

“I see,” I said, and it dawned on me why it was so important.

“I won’t keep you here for too long,” she said. “My daughters are upstairs and will probably rush down any second.”

“There’s plenty of room for them too,” I said.

“Especially when taking your size into consideration,” she said, grinning.

She’d commented on it almost every time I saw her. I didn’t mind. I just found it funny. “Thunderhoof is the best horse in the world,” I told her. “Thank you for helping me out.”

“You’re welcome,” she said and moved her hand to her heart. “I want the best for you. I want you to succeed. I’ll try not to fill your mind with distracting topics, but the day I slept with you is a day I’ll never forget.”

“There might be another,” I told her with a wink.

“I hope,” she said, her lips curving in a smile. Her daughters, Thalindra and Zorina, came rushing down, their feet thundering down the staircase. They flung the door open and ran toward me, their young tits jiggling inside their bras.

“Looks like mom is hogging Darian for herself,” Zorina said and gave her mother a look.

“Darlings, I’m not. He just stopped by,” Valeria defended herself.

“Let us cut in then,” Thalindra said. Valeria stepped aside, and suddenly, her daughters competed for a space in my embrace, but I managed well, holding onto them and squeezing their flesh as well as possible. I kissed their cheeks, making a red color spread on them.

“I stopped by to say that tomorrow, I’ll leave. I’ll see you when I get back,” I said.

They tried to smile, but I saw worry on their faces. “Please don’t be too long,” Zorina said, pouting her lips.

“I swear, the entire town is just talking about you nonstop,” Thalindra said. “They’re worried about our future.”

“I understand,” I said firmly. “But I will be back, and I will continue my breeding.”

I held onto them a bit longer, feeling their hot tears on my chest. Their eyes welled up, and I took time to dry their cheeks. I pushed their gorgeous pink hair behind their ears. “I didn’t mean to,” Zorina said.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I understand.”

“Girls,” Valeria said, looking concerned. “Darian has this. You can count on him.”

They sniffled and slowly let go of me. “Can we spend some time when you return?” Thalindra asked.

“For sure,” I said.

“Okay,” they said and accepted that I had to leave. “We placed some flowers at your home… even if there was hardly any space,” Thalindra said with a light-hearted chuckle.

I was glad to see them uplifted despite the situation. “Your mother told me,” I said, mounting Thunderhoof. “I appreciate everything you and your mother have done for me.”

“Ride safe,” they said in unison, waving as I rode back home with Marcia.

We passed by more girls who waved as well. Many of them were returning from my house, and I finally saw what Valeria had mentioned. Piles of flowers outside our home resembled two mounds, and they looked like breasts. There must have been at least a thousand of them. Some were even scattered inside the gates.

Dismounting, I drew in a deep breath of the honeyed scent and looked at the colorful flowers gleaming in the sunlight. The musky scent reminded me of when I first came here and Felicia had told me they’d rub the petals against themselves for good luck. I thought it was sweet.

“I’ve never seen so many flowers,” Marcia said, looking at the piles. She picked one up, lifted it to her nose, and took a deep breath, letting out a sigh. “It’s wonderful,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “I think they’ve rubbed them on their vaginas.”

“I see,” Marcia said with a giggle. She touched the flower and noticed a sticky consistency. “No kidding.”

Dressed in an apron, Flora opened the door. “Enjoying the flowers?”

“For now,” I said, feeling a bit overwhelmed by them. “There are so many.”

“We ended up bringing a few inside. Come, dinner is ready.” We stepped inside, and she lowered her voice. “I’ve tried keeping Isadora busy, but she’s a bit upset.”

“She isn’t excited to see her mother again?” I asked. We would leave later in the evening, so I found it strange that it didn’t affect her mood for the better.

Flora shook her head firmly. “Uhm… We aren’t going there just to see her mother.”

I nodded, understanding where this was going. “I’ll talk to her later.”

“How did the sparring go?” Flora asked as we stepped into the living room.

“It went well,” I said. “When this is over, I just want to take a week to relax and enjoy ourselves.”

“Oh, I want that too,” Flora said. “It’s something to look forward to.”

“It sure is,” I said, rubbing her back. “What did you make?”

“We made a pot roast.”

I took a deep breath, but the flower scent was so strong it was hard to pick up the aroma of meat and vegetables. Letting go, I looked around. “Where is she?” I asked her.

“She’s outside, writing to her mother.”

I went outside and saw Isadora sitting by herself. Her lips turned up briefly, but I could see that her face was clouded with worry. “How’s it going?” I asked, taking a seat next to her.

“I’ve seen better days,” she said with a shrug.

“Come on, smile for me,” I told her, trying to lift her spirits, making her giggle.

“It’s difficult,” she said. “I wish this never happened.”

I patted her back. “Sometimes it’s either kill or be killed,” I said. “It’s not all rainbows and flowers.”

“There are a lot of flowers here, though,” she said. “You saw outside, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said with a chuckle. “You could probably see those flowers from the moon.”

She chuckled. “I didn’t expect them to be so generous, but they all love you after all.”

“I know,” I said.

Flora came over with the pot roast. Isadora put the letter aside. “Did you finish writing it?” Flora asked kindly.

Isadora nodded. “I’m ready to leave later,” she said.

I pressed my lips to her cheek. “Let’s eat.”

The pot roast smelled delicious. As we dug into the meal, I noticed how Isadora kept inching her hips closer to me, making me smile. I wanted to provide her with as much love as possible. “You can come closer,” I encouraged her, which she happily did. She seemed more interested in me than the food.

After we’d eaten the pot roast, Flora came over with a strawberry pie. “It’s from Marie,” Flora said. “She was a bit sad when you weren’t here, though.”

“Does she know when I’ll be back?” I asked Flora.

“I told her,” Flora said, dipping her head.

Flora split the pie into four pieces. “Uhm, I won’t eat all that,” Marcia said, looking intimidated by the pie.

“Just leave the rest for Isadora,” Flora said with a wink.

It was our tradition to always share equally at first. Isadora nudged me with her elbow before digging in. “Can we feed each other?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

“Of course,” I told her with a smile.

She scooped up a chunk of the strawberry pie and lifted the spoon to my mouth. “Open,” she said.

I did, and she gently placed the little chunk of pie on my tongue. It tasted so much better when she fed me. I exchanged glances with her, her blond hair glowing like a candle, and her sapphire eyes shining. “How does it taste?” she asked.

“As sweet as you,” I said, rubbing her high cheekbones right as they turned pink.

“Let me taste and see,” she said.

I scooped up a chunk from my pie and put it in her mouth. She closed her lips around the spoon with a smack and ate with her eyes closed. “Marie bakes the best pies,” she said. She quickly fed me another spoon, so I could feed her again. Her smiles were infectious whenever we did something like this. These little moments made me feel euphoric, reminding me of what was at stake when I faced Eldric. It shouldn’t come as a surprise that he’d acted that way. There was no prettier girl out there than Isadora. I had thought that when I first took her maidenhead, but she’d chosen me, not him. If he wanted to die on top of being a loser, that was fine with me.

“No more,” Isadora said, feeding me the last spoon.

“For another day,” I said, letting her lean her head against my shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her tightly, and she clung to me. I felt her warm breath, scented with the pie, against my neck. We cuddled for a little while before it was time to leave. Flora and Marcia took the dishes, and I asked Flora as she was wiping the table, “Is the carriage ready?”

“We prepared it while you were sparring.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said kindly.

Isadora tugged at my arm, and I looked into her mesmerizing eyes. “I’m dreaming about when our life goes back to normal,” she said.

“Like how we lived when you first moved in here?”

She nodded. “Exactly… I enjoyed it so much. We played the harp. We made love. We went on picnics. Now you’ve been absent for almost three weeks.”

“I slept here almost every day.”

“I know… But it wasn’t the same.”

“Our life will turn back to normal,” I promised her, pecking her cheek.

“When we tent outside later … Can we have sex?”

“Of course,” I told her and couldn’t wait to enter her womanhood, pleasuring her as well as possible. Flora and Marcia were getting ready, glancing at us but not wanting to disturb. “I think they’re waiting for us.”

“Lift me,” she said with a giggle.

I did, wrapping my arms around her and raising her. She threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips against mine, making my cock thicken right at her center.

“I feel your penis,” she said.

“You’ll feel it later as well,” I said. I carried her to the carriage and gently lowered her down. I mounted Thunderhoof, and Marcia mounted her horse. We rode out, and I glanced over my shoulder, knowing I wouldn’t come back here until Eldric was dead.


Chapter 15

Aurora

It was early in the morning, and I placed my hands on the railing and leaned out as the sun rose over the trees. I wore my morning robe and looked out across the field. Darian was already awake, riding his horse along with Marcia, their swords clashing so sparks flew in the air.

They arrived here last night. It was just enough time to hug my daughter and have a light meal before we went to sleep. Darian hadn’t wasted a minute, and it was evident when I saw him fight with Marcia. They rode fast, and Marcia didn’t go easy on him as they sparred. Their horses wore armor, shielding them from attacks. The only thing that was prohibited was long-range weapons and spells. Swords were all they could fight with, either on foot or on top of the horse.

The loud clang rose in the air, and seeing Darian ride like that made me think of him riding me. Last night, I let the window open, so I could wake up to the sounds of him fighting. I didn’t expect him to wake up that early, but I didn’t mind. As I watched him, I felt aroused again. I reached down and started touching myself. I wondered how it felt for my daughter who slept with him every day.

We’d sent letters to each other like usual, but I could tell her letters were clouded with worry. They didn’t have the same happy tone as they once did, and I knew it was because he would fight within a couple of days. I had to talk to her later, letting her know that it would be alright. Darian was strong, and it was unthinkable to see him fall.

While thinking of her, I noticed Isadora coming out from the castle. She was dressed in her nightgown, and she sat on the bench to look at Darian spar. She sat so quietly and peacefully, fully tamed. She wasn’t like that before, but she was still my daughter who I loved deeply.

Darian rode over to her, taking a little break. He dismounted, and she happily gave him some water. “Are you okay?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” she said.

“You don’t look okay to me,” he said, slipping his sword into the scabbard and holding onto her hips.

Her voice was scarcely audible from up here, but I did my best to listen. “Don’t worry about me.”

“Not possible,” he said firmly.

“I just found it difficult to sleep,” she admitted.

He pressed his lips to hers in a deep, passionate tongue kiss. My temperature spiked, and my knees grew weak. It wasn’t always I saw him kiss her like that, and it got to me every time. I felt a wave of emotions hitting me, and I felt my womanhood moistening and trickling down the insides of my legs. I wanted him badly.

He came off her lips, stroking her back. “I’ll just watch if that’s okay,” she said adorably.

“It’s fine,” he said. He jumped back onto his horse and rode back to Marcia, their swords clashing. I reached back down again. I had lost count of how many times I’d masturbated to him. It felt like a horny curse, but it was a curse I’d craved for years. I moaned lightly, as I delved deeper into my fantasies. I knew we had a lot to discuss later, but I just wanted this morning for myself.

I heard a light knock on my bedroom door. “Your Highness, it’s Thalia. May I come in?”

Pulling my hand out of my panties, I turned my attention away from Darian. “Give me a minute,” I said. I sighed. I would have to continue later on tonight. I went to the bathroom and washed my hands. I made my way to the door and opened it for her. Thalia was already fully dressed in her red and purple dress, and she wore her thick, dark hair loose as usual.

“Good morning,” I told her, smiling upon seeing her.

“Good morning. Were you on your way to dress, or is it okay if I come in?”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “I was just on the balcony.”

“Watching Darian, right?” she said, a grin sliding onto her lips.

“Yes,” I admitted. “Do you also want to watch?”

“Why not,” she said.

I took her with me to the balcony, and we both leaned against the railing, seeing him spar with Marcia. “I saw him earlier,” Thalia said. “He has the stamina of a youth and the skill of an elder.”

“Tell me about it,” I said. I was glad she didn’t comment on my arousal. She had probably noticed it by now, even if I tried to keep it discreet. “Any news?”

“The spies have returned, so we can have a chat with them later,” Thalia said. “King Cash of Renob made another offer to settle this dispute through trade.”

My lips curved into a smile. “He believes trade can solve any issue in our world.” That was just the way he was. He loved luxury and wealth and didn’t understand that without strength, there was none to protect it. He’d been lucky that his kingdom had been spared during many conflicts. Not every land or people could declare neutrality and get away with it.

“Indeed,” Thalia said. We watched him fight for a little bit longer until she spotted Isadora on the bench.

“Is it me, or does she look a bit upset?” Thalia asked.

“She is,” I said. “I noticed it in her letters too. With each day we get closer to the duel, she becomes more worried. I’m surprised she’s still holding up, knowing what’s at stake.”

“I would also be worried if I were in her shoes,” Thalia said. “It can’t be easy to see the love of your life going out in battle.”

“That’s how it was for most of us during the war,” I said. “So I also understand where she’s coming from, but earlier, she’d asked me if it were her fault. I think she’s blaming herself internally.”

“I see,” Thalia said. “Maybe she still feels bad from the Gabriella days.”

“It’s no maybe,” I said. “I have done my best to tell her that we all make mistakes.”

“Sometimes it takes time to learn,” she said.

“I’ll give her all the time in the world,” I said. I turned to Thalia and her eyes followed Darian like a magnet. Yet again, I thought of how lucky Thalia had been to have been intimate with him. I was starting to grow envious of her. “Are the spies waiting?”

“They are,” she said and turned to me.

“Prepare a meeting, and I’ll be back, properly dressed.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” she said, dipping her head and leaving me in peace.

I went into the bathroom. I took off my morning robe, and to my surprise, my panties were soaked. It shouldn’t have surprised me. I’d been more aroused lately because of Darian, but just the sight of him fighting was enough to make me wet. I had no choice but to change them too. I donned a fresh pair of panties and then put on my knee-length royal dress with a deep V-neck. It was a bit more revealing, but that was because I planned to see Darian later. I applied my usual makeup and made my way out to the meeting.

I met up with my spies and also Thalia who were all seated. I settled down and gave them the word.

“Eldric has been training nonstop,” one of them said.

“Relentlessly, in other words,” the second said. “And that’s because they fear Darian.”

“They should,” I said.

“Even how relentless he’s been training,” he said. “He’s still of no match against Darian, and it makes me suspect they’re plotting something foul.”

“And what may that be?”

“We managed to hear that they’re planning to use some kind of dazzling spell.”

I exchanged glances with Thalia. “I have the antidote for that,” Thalia responded. “But it may take time for his vision to heal.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised they were plotting to use cheap tricks. “Anything else?” I asked them.

“That’s what we heard,” they said. “It’s been difficult to spy after the rise in tensions.”

“I know,” I said and nodded. We had at least gotten something valuable out of this, and I had to tell that to Darian even if it wasn’t much. “Have you found a suitable replacement for Fyodor?”

“We have,” they said. “Igor is a wealthy man and owns one of the major mines. He had not been pleased with how this had been handled and had even dared to raise complaints. Fyodor had threatened him and his family because of that.”

“Why didn’t I think of him before,” I said and nodded to myself. I had met him a couple of times earlier when discussing steel purchases. He was calm and sensible and preferred trade over disputes. “Get in touch with him as soon as possible. Neither Fyodor or any of his family members are getting back to that throne ever again.”

* * *

I had just eaten a moment ago. I had summoned Darian, needing to inform him about what I’d learned. He strode into my room, his boots caked in mud, and he looked as if he’d come from battle. Seeing him made me melt.

“I hope this isn’t a bad time to talk?” I asked.

“Not at all,” he said, shaking his head. “I have time.”

“It won’t be long,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. “I’ve just been informed by the spies that they might resort to using a dazzling spell.”

He nodded slowly and furrowed his brow. “That shouldn’t surprise me.”

“Me neither,” I said. “But Thalia has an antidote spell. She’ll be able to manage it from her seat. Make sure to look in her direction if they decide to stoop so low.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said. “No good news?”

I loved his charm. I placed my hand on my hip. “The good news is that they fear you.”

He smiled briefly. “Tell me something I didn’t already know.”

I chuckled. I loved his confidence, making my nipples erect. “Just be prepared,” I said. “They might try anything to get the upper hand.”

“I will be,” he replied, his voice steady and reassuring.

“We’ll talk more about this the day before we leave,” I said, my voice turning serious. “I just wanted to inform you as soon as possible.”

“I appreciate everything, Your Highness.”

“Well, I appreciate everything you’ve done for my daughter and this kingdom,” I said, looking deep into his hazel eyes. I wasn’t sure if I imagined things, but I felt sparks between us.

“It’s my duty and my honor,” he said and bowed to me. “I’ll do anything for Isadora. She’s the love of my life.”

I smiled. It meant the world to me when he spoke about my daughter like that. “I’m glad my daughter is beautiful enough to attract such a strong man like you.”

His eyes swept over me. They stopped at my chest for a brief second before bouncing up to my eyes. “She inherited that beauty from someone,” he told me, making me blush.

“You think so?” I asked, my voice dropping.

“I know so,” he said, keeping my gaze.

I drew in a deep breath as I felt emotions I hadn’t felt since I was a teenager. We shared a silent moment, and I hoped it wasn’t becoming too awkward. “I hope she’s fine. I noticed a change in her writing in the last letters.” I knew I would regret this. I shouldn’t have changed the direction of the conversation, but I just didn’t know what to say.

“Yes,” he said. “She’s a bit upset. I think she’s blaming herself for this, even though I’ve tried to tell her it’s not her fault.”

I didn’t like the sound of that either. “I kind of suspected that.”

“She wanted to see you too,” he said. “We hardly had enough time to speak last night.”

“Okay, you can bring her,” I said.

“There’s nothing else you’d like to add?” he asked, and his eyes searched me again, looking at my curves and figure.

“Not for now. I want to see her.” After a certain amount of time when I hadn’t seen her, I craved to hear the sound of her voice. Darian left, and after a minute or two, I heard Isadora’s scurrying feet. I wanted to see her beautiful smile, but something weighed her down. She ran to my arms, and I welcomed her with a hug.

“Hi,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.

I patted her back, enjoying the sensation of having my daughter close to me. “Hi, darling, is everything alright with you?” I asked. We hadn’t found much time to speak last night, so hopefully, we would catch up with each other now.

She nodded weakly. “Sort of, but not really,” she said with a sigh. “I don’t like any of this.”

“I understand,” I said. “Sometimes there are a lot of things we don’t like, but we do them anyway. Like brushing one’s teeth, for instance.”

“Mom,” she said, giving me a look. “You can’t compare this to brushing one’s teeth.”

I agreed with her that it wasn’t the best example. “You win, the war is a better example,” I said. “None of us liked it, but we had to … There wasn’t much of a choice.”

“I remember you saying that,” she said and sighed. “It took some time for it to sink in though.”

“At the end of the day, you’ll live happily ever after.”

Those words made her beam. “That’s what I’m dreaming of. You know, when I first moved in with Darian, I had never experienced such joy. I can’t explain it in words. We went out on picnics, we had fun and most importantly, we made love. I’m afraid that all of it will go away.”

“It won’t, sweetheart,” I told her firmly.

“It’s just what I fear,” she said.

“You have nothing to fear. Darian has this,” I told her, holding onto her till she smiled again. “Do you want to go out for a bit, so we can get some fresh air?”

She nodded eagerly. “By the field?”

“Will you stay concentrated or watch your lover all the time?”

“I’ll do both,” she admitted.

“I appreciate honesty,” I said and ruffled her hair.

We went outside, and Isadora concentrated on both of us surprisingly well. I tried to focus on small things, cheering her up. “Have you eaten less cake lately?” I asked her.

“It’s been difficult,” she admitted. “When I’m worried, I turn to sweets. Flora has been great at comforting. I’m surprised she isn’t worried.”

“She’s one of a kind,’ I said. She sat on a bench, watching Darian as well. She had water ready for him in case something happened. It wasn’t only my daughter who glanced at Darian, but I found myself doing a lot more of it as well, just sneaking in a peek at him. It was just so tempting, especially when I heard the swords clash.

“I can tell you’ve been relaxing more,” she said, noticing it.

“How do you know?” I asked her.

“I see it in you,” she said, her lips curving in one of her pretty smiles.

I rubbed her back. “I have,” I told her. “But I’ve been thinking about you and this duel nonstop as well. I’m not immune to it.”

“I think you’ve been through stressful situations before, so you know how to deal with it.”

“Sort of. You aren’t the only one who doesn’t like this,” I admitted. “I can’t imagine a life without him.”

“Really?” she asked and searched my face as if my words caught her off guard.

“Nope … most importantly, he’s the love of my daughter,” I said. “Secondly, his merits and blood. I want this kingdom to bear as many children from him as possible.”

“I see,” she said. “Well, we already kind of do, especially the Fertile Valley.”

I nodded. “I have other districts for him if he’s interested.”

“I know,” she said. “I still find it funny how desperate all of them are … Do you see his horse?”

“Yeah, it’s massive,” I said.

“His mother’s friend gave it to him. She also slept with him, and he’s bedded her two daughters.”

I blinked and walked slower. “He bedded their mother?”

“Uh-huh,” Isadora said. “She is pretty, not as pretty as you though.”

We exchanged smiles. “How pretty?”

“She’s a couple of inches shorter than you, but she has nice strawberry blonde hair along with big breasts. She’s a bit lewd, but yeah, nice figure as well.”

“I see,” I said. Maybe there was hope for me as well. But I shook my head. I didn’t want to think about that. Darian was my daughter’s man, not mine. We took a couple of minutes to watch him. He rode so swiftly on top of that horse, and Marcia kept up with him impressively.

“Marcia is unbelievable for a woman,” Isadora said as we both ended up looking at them sparring. We took a seat on a bench and watched them. We hadn’t planned for this, but it just happened. Darian was irresistible.

“I know,” I said.

“She’s been through a lot,” Isadora said. “I feel bad for orphans.”

“There’s no justice in this world, but when I see her, I see a beautiful girl, not a cold-blooded killer.”

“I hope you told her that. It would mean the world to her.”

“I did,” I said, remembering her reaction. “Is she sleeping in your bed yet?” I remembered she’d told me in one of her letters that Marcia had been a bit too shy to sleep with them.

“Oh yes, her shyness went away after Darian had sex with her. She’s still a bit reserved, but I assume that’s just her personality.”

“We are all different, don’t forget that,” I said.

“I know … she looks happiest when she’s holding a weapon,” Isadora said.

“That’s mostly what she knows,” I said. “Killing and taking orders.”

“I think it’s sad how some use girls like that… we aren’t doing something like that, right?”

“Not at all,” I told her, understanding the harsh realities. “Although there are criminals who resort to such methods, preying on orphans, we catch them and serve them justice.”

“I see,” she said with a sigh. “Mom, I’m having a serious dilemma.”

“Tell me,” I said, rubbing her back gently.

“Well, I don’t want to see them ever again,” she said. I knew who “them” were, so I didn’t have to ask. “But I want to see Darian fight and be there for him. I don’t know what to do.” She sounded hopeless, and I was surprised she couldn’t figure it out on her own.

“Just dress up as Gabriella,” I suggested with a smile.

“Oh,” she said, placing a finger on her chin. “I didn’t think of that… I’ve been overthinking.”

“Relax,” I told her. “Everything will be fine.”

She relaxed, inching her hips closer to me as we watched Darian spar with Marcia. The rhythmic clash of their swords was almost soothing.

“Thanks, Mom,” Isadora said after a while, her voice softer. “For always knowing what to say.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” I said, squeezing her shoulder. “We’ll get through this together.”


Chapter 16

Darian

Irode slowly with Marcia at my side. Ahead of me was the queen’s cohort. Her golden hair streaming behind her, Aurora rode alone on a blonde horse. Guards rode next to her but kept their distance. We were on our way to Renob, which was a four-hour ride from the city of Anigava. Today would be the day we would settle our dispute once and for all. Either Eldric or I would walk away from that stadium. There was a lot at stake. The last couple of nights had been difficult for Isadora. Last night, she woke up in tears. Seeing her cry made my blood boil, and I knew I had to do everything I could to avenge myself. This could’ve been avoided, but they had asked for it.

There were plenty of onlookers from Anigava riding there as well. Aurora had made sure to pay for their tickets to watch this event. Duels were a source of entertainment for many, especially when they knew what we were fighting for.

I hadn’t wasted a minute, and I was as prepared as I could be. Marcia would practice with me some more once we got there, and I hadn’t eaten anything, leaving me as hungry as I could be. I wouldn’t eat a bite until I had killed him.

We crossed the border into Renob. I saw the city ahead of us. It was much smaller than Anigava, but everything there was built with marble, and the roads were built with polished cobblestones.

We greeted the border guards who guided us deeper into the kingdom. They led us to the castle, but I gazed westward at the mighty stadium. It was larger than the one in the Fertile Valley, and people were already gathering there en masse. I narrowed my eyes, and they were fighting to get in. The lines were long as rivers, but instead of a pleasant burbling sound, they were shouting and hurling insults at each other.

We stopped in front of the castle, and a chunky king named Cash stepped outside with four chains glimmering around his neck and golden bracelets on his arms. He was surrounded by bodyguards, and it was the first time I saw him. The legends lived up to the hype. He was short, fat, with golden, dyed hair, but I could see his gray roots on top of his scalp. He wore a red and white robe adorned with jewelry. He greeted Aurora with a friendly nod. “Your Highness, welcome to Renob.”

“Thank you,” Aurora said and dismounted from her horse. It was a sign of strength that she chose to ride herself. Isadora had told me that she didn’t like carriages and being pampered. She was a strong woman who had led our kingdom to victory.

Aurora turned to me as I dismounted. “This is Darian Sunblade,” she introduced me. “The man who’ll fight for us today.”

I shook hands with Cash, who looked at me with eyes round as saucers. His grip was soft, probably from indulging in luxuries. “Two young men who’ll fight … I still have negotiators who can bring about a peace deal,” he said, making a final attempt to abort the duel.

Aurora smiled and appreciated his offer. “It’s too late for that,” she said. “If this comes from us, they’ll see it as a sign of weakness and never accept it. Gold doesn’t solve every problem known to man.”

Cash nodded, but based on his expression, he didn’t like this at all. “I’ll show you your seats at the stadium, and I’ll show Darian where he can practice.”

“That’s okay,” Aurora said. She turned to me at the last second. I wouldn’t see or speak with her until it was over. “Good luck,” she said with a smile, believing in me.

“Thanks,” I said. It was short but sweet. All I needed for now. Behind me was Isadora, who tugged at my shirt. I turned around to her. Wearing her hair pink, she was dressed as Gabriella, in the same patched-up dress and purple eyes. I captured her mouth with mine, kissing her deeply with my tongue. I didn’t mind if anyone saw us. I wanted the best for her at this moment. I had to let her know how much she meant to me, and how I would do anything for her. She kissed me back with equal passion, her hands running through my hair.

I pulled away from her lips, seeing tears welling up. I took out a tissue and dried her eyes again before cupping her cheeks. “It will be alright.”

“Okay,” she said curtly. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said.

She sighed and went to her mother, who gave her a hug. I turned to Flora, who didn’t look much happier either. I made sure to embrace her warmly, holding onto her and patting her back. “Be careful,” she said.

“I will,” I said.

“I love you,” she said, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes.

“I love you too,” I said.

We parted, and it was just Marcia and me left as Cash’s cohort led us deeper into the kingdom. I looked around and noticed how almost everyone here was obese. “They really care about luxury here,” I said.

“Yeah … I see that,” Marcia said, wrinkling her nose. She wasn’t much into that either.

King Cash led us in the direction of the stadium. The loud, booming voices filled the air as people hurried to find their seats. “There hasn’t been a duel this exciting for years,” Cash explained. “The tickets were sold out within a day, and they are trying to climb the buildings just to have a look.”

“Why are you trying to abort this when it will bring so much money for you?” I asked him.

He gave me a look. “I might be greedy… But I’ve never been a fan of spilling blood. Gold is pleasant, corpses are not.”

I nodded, agreeing with what Aurora had said. Some men didn’t understand why rivalries or conflicts happened. I didn’t judge him for it. I also agreed that gold certainly was more pleasant than corpses, but when there were men who were willing to steal and go to certain extreme lengths to get their hands on gold or our loved ones, then you had to defend yourself.

He led us to a little training ground, a field of grass. “Here you may warm up,” he said. “At the benches over there you have drinks and food. We’ll call for you after an hour.”

“I only need water,” I told him. “I won’t eat till he’s dead.”

Swallowing hard, he nodded. “And I probably won’t eat at all because I don’t have an appetite.” He patted his round belly. We did him a favor since he probably needed to skip a meal or two. “Good luck.”

“Thanks,” I said as he went away with his cohorts. I turned to Marcia, who was ready like always. “Ready for a final spar?”

“As always,” she said.

Donning our armor, we mounted our horses and went over what we’d practiced. It was challenging to focus in such an environment. Right next to us was a bustling stadium getting filled with a loud audience. But as I fought, the noise and the outside world faded. I only had Marcia in front of me, and my vision narrowed on her. The minutes passed as I warmed up. I was not afraid, and I wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible.

The hour passed quickly, and a couple of servants came riding toward us. “Darian… It’s time.”

I sheathed my sword and exchanged smiles with Marcia. We rode close, so the horses nuzzled. I pressed my lips to hers, sharing a determined glance. “I won’t be watching. I can’t let them see me,” she said. “But I know we’ll see each other after this.”

“I understand,” I said. “This was a month I’ll never forget.”

“Me neither,” she said, smiling fully. “You’ve given my life back to me. I owe you the world. You’ll always have my loyalty and love for the rest of my life.”

I pressed my lips to hers again, feeling the sweet sensation of her soft lips. Coming off her mouth, I parted from her. I rode toward the towering archway that marked the entrance to the stadium. It loomed over me, even bigger than I had imagined. As I rode through the arch and into the bright sunshine, a wave of sound hit me—the roar of thousands of cheering men and women. I couldn’t help but smile as I basked in their excitement, feeling a surge of adrenaline coursing through my body. The noise was deafening, but my attention was quickly aimed at Eldric as he came riding in as well. Wearing armor, he rode the same horse as I’d seen him with at the border of Selppin. He narrowed his eyes on me, trying to look menacing. It didn’t work. I wasn’t frightened by his pathetic look. He didn’t intimidate me at all.

The host, who sat on an elevated chair, rose to his feet on top of the chair. He took a deep breath and pressed the mouthpiece to his lips, exhaling with great force. The blast of sound that erupted was so loud and resonant that the entire audience immediately fell silent, their attention focused solely on him.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began his introductory speech. “Today is the first day in years we’ve hosted a duel and not any kind of duel. On the one end, you have Prince Eldric of Selppin.” The crowd applauded, and my eyes swept over the stands. I noticed Eldric’s family sitting on one section, and Anigava on the opposite. I looked Aurora in the eyes, sitting next to Thalia and Erik, her brother. Isadora was hidden a bit away from them, but I recognized her pink hair as she looked me in the eyes. She sat next to Flora, and they both held hands.

“On the other, Darian Sunblade from Anigava!” The crowd from Anigava rose and applauded while the ones from Selppin booed and heckled. I noticed how none from my side heckled when they called up Eldric. It was another sign of their dishonesty.

“When the contestants feel ready, ride up to each other, clash your swords and we will start. Good luck to both of you.”

I urged Thunderhoof ahead, getting closer to Eldric. Under that armor, he wore a purple and white tunic. He’d let his brown hair grow slightly longer since I last saw him. He flashed me a grin, and I wore my stone-cold expression as I rode up to him.

“Trying to look tough, Mr. Commoner?” he sneered.

I unsheathed my sword and raised it. “I don’t have all day.”

He spat to the side, unsheathed his sword, and swung it against mine. The clang rang in the air as we looked each other in the eyes. He looked away first, and we rode back to the other side. I tugged at the reins. Thunderhoof reared on his hind legs while turning toward Eldric. He landed with a loud thump. Thunderhoof pawed the ground, and I seized the reins with my left hand, holding onto my sword with my right.

“Let’s begin!” the host said, and the audience erupted into cheers.

I urged my horse forward, the hooves kicking up dust and dirt behind me. Once I neared Eldric, our swords clashed fiercely, sending sparks into the air.

Eldric and I exchanged blow after blow, our swords ringing out like a melody. He was strong, I had to give him that, but nowhere near as strong as I. Our horses danced around each other, mirroring our fierce battle. The crowd’s cheers and shouts faded into the background as we fought with all our might.

At the right moment, I swung my sword at his abdomen, being on the offensive. He parried my blow, the swords clashing loudly. He defended himself well despite being born with a silver spoon in his mouth.

Thunderhoof neighed wildly as I tightened my grip around the reins, controlling where he rode with the help of my hips. We rode side by side, and when he was within reach, I swung my sword at him so quickly I overwhelmed him. He grunted and struggled to keep up. When the timing was right, I pressed my horse closer to his, and I shouldered into him. Wobbling on his steed, he was a moment away from falling off his horse. Not letting an opportunity go to waste, I charged toward him. He hoisted himself up at the last second, defending himself before I was about to thrust my sword into his guts. The crowd gasped as it was a second away from spelling the end for him.

I rode away from him, catching my breath. I glanced over my shoulder and saw him thundering toward me. I urged Thunderhoof forward to gain space between us. Then I tugged at the reins, so he reared on his hind legs. I turned him around as quickly as possible and charged toward Eldric. I thought he was going for my abdomen, but he yanked his sword back at the last second and swung it against Thunderhoof’s flank. Even if he only managed to strike his armor, Thunderhoof neighed wildly.

“Dishonest prick, trying to go for the horse first,” I muttered.

I could see the fury in Eldric’s eyes as he continued to press his attack, swinging his sword with precision and speed. We rode side by side, the flanks of our horses making contact. The swords clashed again, and I defended myself from blow after blow. Sweat broke out on my forehead, and I got so close to him, I could feel his rotten breath. I desperately tried to find an opening. I was yearning to see him dead as soon as possible, even if I told myself the importance of not rushing things.

Our horses clashed, bumping into each other on several occasions which caused both of us to almost fall off. I held onto the reins tighter, and just when I was about to face him again, a strange light hit my eyes. It was so bright it dazzled me. “What the heck?” I cursed. I tried to look away, but it was too intense. Then I remembered what Aurora had warned about, and I quickly looked at Thalia, making eye contact with her.

“Dropped your glasses, bud?” he scorned.

I felt the steel off his sword and then something loosened from my chest. It must have been my breastplate. I went back to defending myself, parrying his thrusts and slashes as they came hurling at me. My vision was still compromised, and I had to use my reflexes to act. I rode away from him, and I tried to make eye contact with Thalia again. I saw she was doing something with her hands, and I felt a warmth striking me. Shortly after, I recovered some of my vision. She hurriedly whispered something to Aurora’s ears. But I couldn’t keep my attention on her for too long. Eldric came thundering at me. I didn’t have to look, but I heard the hooves pounding the ground, making Thunderhoof respond and ride ahead.

“Where are you going?” Eldric asked with a vicious grin. “You can’t ride away from me.”

I avoided him as my vision slowly improved. I tore the breastplate off me and slung it aside, feeling some scratches on my shoulder. A mysterious man suddenly fell from the stands and dropped to the ground. He was dressed as a mage and sat close to Selppin. I didn’t recognize him, but some of the men quickly took the body and carried him away to safety. Slowly but surely, my vision returned.

I rode toward him, swinging my sword against his as hard as possible.

The clash of our swords echoed through the stadium as we continued our intense battle. Eldric fought with renewed vigor, his eyes burning with determination after the failed attempt to blind me. I could feel the weight of his strikes as we rode, each of us searching for an opening to gain the upper hand.

Despite the distraction of the fallen man and the brief loss of vision, I focused on the fight at hand. I parried his blows with precision. He exposed himself after I struck his sword hard. With a swift motion, I struck his armor fiercely. He yelped, lost his balance, and fell to the side and off his horse, hitting the ground with a loud smack.

I pulled the reins, halting and urging Thunderhoof toward him. He quickly jumped onto his horse with his stomach first, riding away. I didn’t want to let go of him, knowing this was a perfect opportunity to chase him. Unfortunately, he had enough time to curl his hands around his sword and steady himself on top of the saddle.

As we met, I aimed for his armor, and with a few deft blows, I cut the breastplate off, so it clattered against the ground. The audience erupted into cheers, whistling like maniacs. He gnashed his teeth at me as he left himself exposed. The piece of shit had to resort to tricks to get my breastplate off. I wouldn’t stoop so low to get to him. Now that we were without armor, we rode toward each other again. First blood hadn’t been spilled yet, but I had a feeling it would come at any second.

Our swords clashed once more, the sound ringing out in the stadium as we rode toward each other warily. Eldric’s eyes narrowed in focus, his sword arm steady as he awaited my next move. I could feel the tension crackling in the air between us, both of us determined to emerge victorious from this battle.

I spurred Thunderhoof forward, meeting Eldric head-on as our swords met with a resounding clash. The force of our impact sent shockwaves up my arm, but I gritted my teeth and pushed back against him with all my strength. We were locked in a fierce struggle, neither willing to give an inch.

But he was the weaker one, and eventually, I found an opening, stabbing him right in his shoulder. He winced and groaned out in pain, and he rode away from me. I noticed he was applying something to his sword as the blood kept trickling down his shoulder. He panted, scowling at me. He rode toward me as quickly as possible, his anger rising. I started riding, waiting for him to catch up with me. I waited for his blows, but instead, he went for my horse’s rear. Thunderhoof neighed, and I quickly halted and tried to stab his horse in return, but I only struck the armor.

Now my anger was about to boil over. I tried to chase after him, but he did everything to avoid me, riding away from every duel. I noticed that Thunderhoof grew weaker, especially as I couldn’t catch up with Eldric.

“What’s the matter?” I asked Thunderhoof, kicking my heels into his flanks. I saw the weakened look in his eyes, and I started putting the puzzle pieces together. “You poisoned him, you little shit.”

He spat. “If that was the case, I should’ve gone for you.”

“You haven’t even been close to striking me,” I said.

“If you would have given up, you could have had some whores but there won’t be any when you’re dead.”

Thunderhoof’s legs trembled and grew weak. He faltered as I knew I was in danger. I rode to the side and dismounted, and right when I did so, Thunderhoof just collapsed to the side, landing with a great thump. I ran to the middle, trying to bring the battle away from Thunderhoof. I had to deal with him later.

Eldric grinned, and the crowd cheered for him. He urged his horse toward me, knowing I was in a weak spot, but adrenaline got to me. I had to fell his horse one way or another. Eldric’s horse raced toward me, its hooves pounding the earth with each step. I could feel the heat radiating from its bulging nostrils as it bore down on me.

Adrenaline surged through my veins, fueling my determination to victory. My heart pounded in my chest as the thunderous sound of hooves grew louder and louder.

In that split second, I jumped aside and lunged forward with all my might, stabbing his horse so hard that I fell to the ground. Neighing, his horse rode right into a wall, and Eldric jumped off at the last second. I rose to my feet, and I saw panic in his eyes as he did everything he could to rouse his horse, but it didn’t respond. It lay there and groaned.

I walked up to him, knowing he didn’t have much time left in this world. He resorted to kicking his horse in the guts, making it groan louder. I felt bad for the horse. Eldric turned to me, his heart pounding in his chest.

Suddenly, he reached for a bow and quiver, loading his bow. My eyes widened, and I turned to the host. Eldric fired right at my thigh, the arrow penetrating through my flesh.

The host rose to his feet and blew the horn. It was a violation, but now I was furious and didn’t care. I ripped the arrow away from my thigh, surprising him as he saw what I was made of. It wasn’t the first time I’d done that. His hands trembling, Eldric dropped his bow. While the host shouted that he was disqualified, I ran toward him while blood dribbled down my thigh.

Eldric reached for his sword again, trying to make a last stand. I fought him, overwhelming him with blow after blow. He dropped his sword, which flew several feet away from him, and I kicked him right in his chest so he fell back. I aimed my eyes at him as I saw the fear in his eyes. So many similar scenes flashed by. He’d just been one of my many kills, and not even the cheapest tricks could save him. He reached out his hand to me, begging for mercy as I saw the fear of death. “Nooooo!” he shouted, but I plunged the sword into his heart, giving it a good twist. He sucked in his last breath and slumped back.

The crowd fell into silence, and the silence lasted. As my adrenaline faded, I grew weaker. I looked at my thigh and then at Thunderhoof. I started questioning if he’d poisoned the arrow as well. Suddenly, I felt Thalia’s arms around my back, and I looked at her. Her mouth moved, but I couldn’t hear anything. Right before I knew it, the world faded.


Chapter 17

Aurora

Ilooked at Darian, who lay on the bed with his eyes closed. I stroked his leg, waiting for him to wake up. It was difficult to see him because Isadora, Flora, and Marcia clung to him, competing for his attention. They didn’t speak much, just held onto him, and waited for him to wake up.

Thalia sat next to me. She had sucked the poison out of him an hour ago. According to her, he should wake up soon.

My blood was still hot from what had happened. It was late in the evening, and the duel had ended a couple of hours ago. Eldric had resorted to cheap tricks, breaking the rules because he refused to lose, but he lost anyway. Thalia had acted quickly when Darian became blinded and even quicker when he was wounded with the poisonous arrow. It was dramatic when Thalia rushed to him while Isadora was in tears. I had told her several times that Thalia had it under control, but I could still see Isadora’s heart thumping, knowing she wouldn’t find peace until he spoke again.

When Eldric selected his bow, the entire audience booed him, but when Darian killed him, the crowd cheered. The crowd from Selppin quickly left. Everyone threw trash and food at them. They weren’t welcome, and Eldric had acted disgracefully.

Before the duel, I had met with Igor. He was eager to take over the throne, swearing loyalty to me. Right after Eldric’s death, Fyodor fled, and we sent guards after him. He couldn’t run forever. We would find him and bring him to justice. He was a pathetic man I refused to call a king.

A servant entered the door. The girls didn’t even bat an eye. Instead, they still clung to Darian. “Your Highness,” she said in a lowered voice. “May I have a word with you and Thalia?”

I nodded and rose to my feet with Thalia. We went outside and gently closed the door. “What is it?” I asked.

“Igor succeeded in overthrowing the monarch, and we found Fyodor at the border.”

I felt elated upon hearing those words, like a rush of happiness. “Show me where he is.”

I took Thalia with me, and my servant led us into a vacant room. I waited, eager to see him. I heard them hauling someone in like a sack. They had put him in chains and kicked him, so he fell to his knees. His face was wretched and bloody, and his clothes were torn and dirty. He had most likely taken a beating when he attempted his pathetic flight.

I looked at him long and hard, stooping over him. He didn’t look like a king but a weak-willed man with no future. “Queen Aurora, I’m so sorry,” he started, his voice trembling. He lowered his forehead to the ground just by my feet.

“For what?” I asked. “Lying about the assassination attempt, or the attempt itself? Not accepting a ‘no’ or trying to cheat your way to a win?”

“Everything,” he begged, raising his head. “I’m sorry for everything.”

I frowned. He must have lost his mind if he thought I’d accept his apology. He started crying, tears dribbling down his cheeks, soaking his ragged garment. “I’ll make it up to you … Whatever you want.”

“There’s nothing from you that I want,” I told him firmly.

“Forget about the marriage … I’ll give you the land anyway.”

He sounded more desperate than ever. “Of course, the marriage is forgotten—your son is dead!”

He looked at me in disbelief, as if he hadn’t processed what had happened. He was becoming mentally ill. “I’ll give you land,” he said. “Anything.”

“Why are you so desperate to give me something?”

“I need your help. Igor has taken over the throne. They won’t let me in.”

“I helped him overthrow you,” I said, crossing my arms. “You’re no longer king of Selppin, and none of your family members will ever get near that throne again.”

“No,” he said, his eyes shaking.

“I’ll send you to him, just as I promised.”

“He’ll execute me,” Fyodor said, his eyes widening in fear—the same fear I’d seen in Eldric before he died. “Please, send me into exile with my family.”

I stepped closer to his wretched face. “I told you my daughter’s heart was not for sale,” I said, then looked at my guards. “Get this pathetic wimp out of my sight.”

They tugged at the chains and hauled him out. “No, please!” he cried, all the way out of the castle.

Thalia wrinkled her nose. “What a pathetic way to end one’s life.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, feeling relieved to never deal with him again. Now Selppin and Anigava’s friendship could be restored, and hopefully, we could resume trade as soon as Igor had everything under control. I turned to my remaining servants. “Make sure his family is sent away as far as possible.”

They nodded.

“Let me write a congratulatory letter to Igor,” I said. They brought me paper, quill, and ink. I quickly wrote the letter, slipped it into an envelope, and handed it to my servants. “Send it as soon as possible.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

After that, I took a moment to breathe, but my thoughts returned to Darian. I couldn’t stop thinking of him. I wanted to see him awake. The fight had taken my breath away. I’d heard of his heroism during the war, but seeing it firsthand, it was clear he was the superior warrior. I admired his every move and turn. Despite fighting a dishonest opponent, he emerged victorious.

“Should we go back?” I asked Thalia, feeling a strong need to see him again.

“I was waiting for you,” she said. It didn’t surprise me that she was also eager to see him. We returned to the room together. I entered the room and sat down, patiently waiting for him to wake up. The girls were still hugging him, never wanting to let go.

Eventually, he slowly opened his eyes, adjusting to the bright light. Isadora gasped first as he stroked her back with his hand. “Darian!” she exclaimed, her eyes lighting up as she tightened her embrace. Her excitement spread to the others, and they all hugged him so tightly they nearly strangled him.

“Girls,” I said, “he needs to breathe.” I felt immense happiness seeing him wake up, with a twinge of envy, wanting to hold him myself. They let go of him, and Isadora and Flora’s eyes welled up.

He kissed them both. “What’s going on?”

“We’ve been waiting for ages,” Isadora said.

He saw Marcia and beckoned her. She crawled up, and he kissed her as well. “Waiting for what?” he asked.

“For you to wake up, silly,” Isadora replied.

“What time is it?”

“It’s late in the evening,” I said, seizing the opportunity to speak to him. “You fought the duel earlier.”

“I remember killing him, but then it’s just a blur,” he said.

“Eldric poisoned you,” Thalia said. “I sucked it out before it could do any damage.”

“Right,” he said, the memory of the duel dawning on him. “Thanks for being there for me.”

“You’re welcome,” Thalia said with a nod.

“What about Thunderhoof?”

“He’s fine too,” Thalia said, smiling. “Everyone is, except for Eldric.”

“And his family?” Darian asked.

“They’re gone from the throne,” I said. He looked at me, his gaze lingering. He looked happy to see me, and I was thrilled to see him awake and glowing.

“That’s great,” he said, sighing in relief. He looked at the girls and dried their tears. “Come on, don’t cry.”

“We’re crying because we’re happy,” Flora said.

“I was so worried,” Isadora added, draping her arm over his chest. “When you became unconscious, I was about to have a meltdown.”

“Meltdown?” he asked, raking his fingers through her hair. “You look prettier than ever.”

“Earlier,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Not now. I was so nervous.”

“How are you feeling now?” Flora asked. “Can I bring you something?”

“I just want you to be here for now,” Darian said.

Isadora moved closer to his lips, hungry for another kiss. She threw her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his. He held the kiss and cupped her neck. I was overwhelmed by feelings, my internal temperature spiking to a hundred degrees. I was slowly melting as I watched them two. He came off my daughter’s lips and crooked his finger at Flora. He kissed her on the mouth with the same amount of passion. It warmed my heart when I saw him kiss other girls, but it was another effect than seeing my daughter. I just saw how popular he was, and I wanted a piece of him myself.

After he kissed Flora, he exchanged glances with Marcia. “Don’t be shy,” he told her.

She crawled up to him and pressed her lips to his. He wasn’t shy about palming her ass. When he pulled away, Marcia said, “I knew you’d crush him.”

“So did I,” he replied.

“No more sparring now?”

“We’ll find time… but just for fun,” he said, making her smile.

I wanted to leave them to themselves. I could speak with him later, and they probably wanted some privacy for now. “When you’re ready, dinner will be waiting for you,” I told him. “You’re probably hungry.”

“I am,” he said. “I’ll just be here for a moment.”

“Don’t worry, take your time,” I said. Thalia and I left them. How quickly everything had changed. From my blood boiling with anger to heartfelt relief seeing him there with his lovers. I was glad they had taken care of him when he needed it, and I was proud of my daughter for loving him the way she did.

“He looked at you a bit longer than me,” Thalia remarked.

“And what’s your point?” I asked with a smile, already anticipating her answer.

“I wasn’t trying to make a point,” she said innocently. “I just noticed.”

“But why mention it?” I asked, studying her expression.

“I think you know,” she said, a mischievous grin spreading across her lips.

“He is my daughter’s,” I said firmly. “I don’t have a thing for him.”

“Yeah right,” she teased.

I waved my hand dismissively as we entered the dining hall and took our seats. I couldn’t stop smiling. I was just so relieved to hear the sound of his voice again and to see Isadora’s heart intact. We no longer had to worry about weapons and steel supplies. I looked forward to dealing with Igor instead of Fyodor. It can take decades to build a relationship but seconds to destroy it.

Elara and her father entered. “Has he woken up yet?” she asked eagerly.

“Yes, they’ll be here soon,” I assured her.

Elara beamed. “Finally,” she said.

“They’re just spending a little quiet time together,” I added.

They returned shortly after, and Isadora gasped when she saw Elara. They had played together earlier, but Isadora’s mood had affected them both. They embraced. “You look a thousand times happier,” Elara observed.

“For all the right reasons,” Isadora replied, glancing lovingly at Darian.

Elara sighed in relief, echoing the fear she had felt for him. “Hi,” Elara said, smiling to see him all in one piece.

“Hi, everything alright with you?” he asked her.

She just nodded demurely. “Yes … I’m glad you’re here.”

“I’m also glad to be back,” he said with a smile.

The waitresses served us meatloaf with mashed potatoes and gravy. We all loaded up our plates, and Darian had the biggest appetite. He was clearly hungry after not having eaten today.

“Why did you skip breakfast and lunch?” Isadora asked him before swallowing a large bite.

“You don’t fight with a full stomach,” he said. “It will spoil everything.”

“I see,” she said, turning her attention back to her food for a moment. She took a bite and then looked back at Darian again, who was like a magnet for her. “Can we do something tomorrow?”

“Whatever you want,” he said, and they shared a smile.

“Do you want to play hide and seek?” she asked. “Elara can join us.”

He chuckled. “Sure,” he said. He sounded a bit awkward. I didn’t think a man like Darian thought of playing hide and seek, but I found it cute that my daughter had suggested it. Even if Darian was mature for his age, the age gap between them wasn’t that big. Between me and him, it would be another story.

We continued to enjoy the dinner and kept the conversation going. I noticed he kept glancing at me. It seemed like a habitual thing by now. It flattered me that he found me pretty enough to look at.

I looked over to Marcia, who was the quietest among us at the dinner table. “Do you have anything on your heart?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said, blushing slightly. “I’m still new to this environment.”

“What you did meant a lot to us,” I told her. “Things could have turned out quite differently if it hadn’t been for you.”

She smiled, and Darian reached out to stroke her thigh. “It’s true,” he told her. “It was brave of you to defect.”

“I think any other girl would have done the same.”

“I don’t,” he said, making her feel unique. “You’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

“Thank you,” she said, the blush not abating. “I’ve always just wanted to be loved … and not used. My life feels quite fulfilling already.”

“I saw you sparring,” Thalia said. “You’ve got some serious skills.”

“She does,” Darian agreed. “She was hard to keep up with.”

“You were hard to keep up with,” she said, laughing.

Stroking Marcia’s thigh, Darian looked over at Thalia. “Before I passed out, I remember you catching me. You must have acted quickly.”

“I ran down there as soon as you pulled out the arrow. I knew it was laced with poison, and I know how to suck out poison from a wound, so it wasn’t difficult.”

“I owe you one,” Darian said.

Thalia laid her hand over her heart, right inside her cleavage. “It’s been my pleasure,” she said, dipping her head. “Anything for you.”

“Can’t we talk about something else?” Isadora said, clearly not liking this. She had a point. I didn’t like it either.

“There’s apple pie when you’re finished,” I told her.

“That sounds better,” she said, and I chuckled at her.

We finished dinner, and the waitresses served us pie. Isadora insisted on feeding Darian, and I found it adorable how they fed each other. Even if my daughter wasn’t a virgin any longer, she was still a playful girl, and I hoped she would remain so for many years to come.

Elara and Isadora spoke for a little bit, discussing where to play hide and seek. Elara also wanted to know how long they would be staying, and they turned to Darian, who made the decision. But he turned to me, which surprised me.

“There’s no rush with the breeding,” I told him. “You’ve already done plenty. Enjoy your stay for now, and you can return when you feel like it.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” he said, and those words made my heart tingle.

After dinner, they rose to their feet. Isadora was so intoxicated by love that she almost forgot me. “Isadora,” I called to her, and she turned around and embraced me.

“Is it a hug you want?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

I patted her back. “A hug doesn’t hurt, but I wanted to ask if you could stop by my bedroom before you go to sleep.”

She nodded eagerly. “I’ll be there,” she said.

“Thank you,” I said, and I kissed her forehead and let her go. I wished goodnight to Erik and Elara, then turned to Thalia. “I’ll go have a little massage before bedtime.”

“I have to get some rest too,” Thalia said.

“You outdid yourself earlier,” I told her. “Thanks for stepping in.”

“It was just my duty,” she said and bowed. “I agree with your daughter. Let’s rest for now and talk about something more joyful.”

“You’re right,” I said. I went up to my maids, Ava, Eve, and Izy, who were sitting on the couch knitting clothes. “I hope you aren’t too tired for a massage.”

They shook their heads. “Today has been boring,” Ava said. “We haven’t really done much.”

“Okay, I just need to undress and take a shower.”

I went to my bathroom and took off my clothes. I didn’t think of my body at that moment. I just felt something was missing. I hadn’t fully thanked Darian. He had put his life on the line once again, but this time he had done so personally for my daughter and at the same time spared our kingdom from another war. I didn’t have any medals to give him. I wanted to give him something personal, and I wanted to let him know that I appreciated everything he’d done for us so far.

I shook my head, letting my hair cascade down to my shoulders. I stepped into the shower and turned it on, letting the warm water run over me and steam rise from the tiles. Once I was there by myself, I touched myself lightly. I would never forget when he fought in front of all those people. His bravery and confidence. It was all so real. He was a man that I craved deeply. I rubbed the soap over my body, lathering my breasts and hips in foam and washing it off with the water. I had to give him something, but I didn’t know what.

I stepped out of the shower before I would think of him too much. I dried myself thoroughly and took a moment to look at myself in the mirror. I wondered if he would find me attractive if he saw me nude. I wondered if he would love me like my daughter. It felt wrong to think this way, but I found it impossible to resist.

When I was dry, I went outside to the massage table. I gently lay down on it with the towel covering my butt. “You can come now,” I told them. They opened the door and stepped inside. They didn’t giggle or gossip but went straight to work, working their magic over my body until I purred. I loved them all for the beautiful massage.

As the maids finished the soothing massage, I felt a sense of gratitude wash over me. The tension in my muscles had melted away under their skilled hands, leaving me feeling utterly relaxed. With a content sigh, I rose from the table and wrapped a fresh robe around myself.

“Thank you, ladies,” I said sincerely. “That was exactly what I needed.”

They smiled warmly at me, their eyes reflecting genuine care and respect. “It was our pleasure, Your Highness,” Ava said.

I dismissed them with a nod of appreciation before turning my attention to Darian. His sacrifice weighed heavily on my mind.

Suddenly, I heard someone knocking on the door. “Mom?” Isadora asked.

“Come in,” I said. Isadora came in wearing her nightgown. “Isn’t it early for bed?”

She shook her head. “Darian is tired, and he wants to sleep.”

“I see,” I said. “Do you think he’s too tired to come here as well?”

She shook her head. “I can ask … is it something important?”

“I want to thank him, that’s all.”

“Okay,” she said. “But you should wrap the towel a bit higher. I can see your areolas.”

I chuckled. “I’ll put some clothes on before he comes.”

“Okay, how’s the relaxation going?” she asked.

“It’s going fine as you can see,” I told her.

“I feel relaxed too… combined with happiness,” she said.

“You don’t have to tell me,” I said. “I can see it on you.”

“It feels like a big relief,” she said and twirled on her foot. “We can finally go back and live in peace.”

“Plenty of picnics,” I said, happy for her sake.

“And love makings,” she added.

“The most important,” I said, and her joy was infectious.

“We won’t play hide and seek all day tomorrow,” she said. “We can still do something together.”

“I would love to,” I told her. “What about a picnic?”

She nodded eagerly. “By the Flower Hills.”

“I can’t wait,” I said.

“A hug,” she insisted.

I pulled the towel up to my breasts. She didn’t hesitate to wrap her arms around me. Her nightgown was loose and thin, and I could feel the warmth of her breasts pressed against mine. She didn’t wear a bra beneath her nightgown. The familiar feeling stirred something deep within me as she held me close.

“You’re so dear to me,” I told her, melting while she was in my arms.

“You too, Mom.”

“I’m not going to hold you up here,” I said, breaking the hug to look into her sapphire eyes. “But I have to ask you something.”

“I’m all ears.”

“I never got a chance to thank Darian. I want to give him something, but I don’t know what. I’ve already given him medals.”

It didn’t take her long to figure out her answer. “A hug will be fine.”

“A hug?” I asked.

“You told me earlier not to overthink it,” she said, giving me a look. “Remember?”

I chuckled. “Good catch,” I said.

“But it’s true for him. He doesn’t care about material things, just affection and loyalty. Exactly what you told me.”

“I will give him a hug,” I said. I leaned down to kiss her forehead. “Good night, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sweet dreams,” she said, twirling around and heading outside, her hair streaming behind her. I quickly went to my bathroom and put on my bra, panties, and a nightgown. Looking at myself in the mirror, I ensured I looked as pretty as possible. As I reached for my makeup, my daughter’s voice echoed in the back of my head: Don’t overthink it.

Smiling to myself, I heard a knock on my door. I knew it was him. Drawing in a deep breath, I opened the door and welcomed him inside.

“I won’t keep you here longer than a minute,” I said.

“I’ve got all night,” he replied.

My daughter was right. He did look tired, but he tried to hide it. His lips were slightly moist, probably from kissing Isadora and his two other girls, and I picked up the scent of my daughter on him. I looked at him for a moment, drinking in his youth and beauty. His shoulder-length hair, his hazel eyes, his height and his frame. He radiated confidence like no other man I’d met in my life.

“Uhm,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound awkward as he patiently waited for my words. “I just wanted to thank you… I never really got the chance earlier. Thank you for defending us, and thank you for standing up for my daughter. A lot of blood has been saved because of you, and most importantly, my daughter’s heart.”

A smile curved on his lips, exactly as Isadora had told me. “You are welcome,” he said.

“I know you’re tired,” I said. “But I just want to give you a hug before letting you go.”

I opened my arms and invited him into my embrace. He gladly accepted the invitation. But it wasn’t me who hugged him; he hugged me. The way he wrapped his arms around me made me melt. He was so masculine and strong. He broke the hug and looked me in the eyes. Then, he pressed his lips to mine, making my eyes widen in surprise. He held the kiss for a couple of seconds before pulling away. We looked at each other for a moment, my knees growing weaker.

“Good night,” he murmured.

“Good night,” I said softly. He turned and went out of the room, gently closing the door.


Afterword

Thanks for reading The Sacred Seed 2 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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