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Chapter 1

Aurora

Ilay in bed and stared up at the ceiling and the colorful chandelier, but I couldn’t really see either one. All I saw was the kiss that kept replaying in the back of my head, and the emotions that followed. The way he held me, cupped my neck and slid his young tongue into my mouth … made me melt.

I felt loved—loved by another man. Something I hadn’t felt in ages.

It happened last night, but it felt as if time had stood still since the kiss. I didn’t know how to properly thank him. I couldn’t offer him any other rewards, and I wasn’t sure if he would care about gold or land, for that matter. My sweet daughter had been right. A man like him wasn’t materialistic. He cared more about relationships. He valued loyalty over trade, and he would choose love over transactions. Not every man has such characteristics. It just made him so much more attractive.

I was just going to give him a hug, even though I wanted more. Truth be told, I wanted more than a kiss, but I thought that would be pushing it. My eyes had suddenly widened when he pressed his lips to mine, holding them there until I felt the beat of his heart and he felt mine. His breath was hot against my neck, and his grip was tight around me. I had never been kissed like that in my life.

I squeezed my right breast before sliding my hand further down my nude leg. I reached my womanhood and noticed again the effect he had on me. I was wet and ready to have a man inside me. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a man. I had thought of masturbating, perhaps reaching out for my dildos, but I didn’t want to. Not last night, and not this morning. I didn’t want a quick burst of pleasure. I wanted a man to hold me. I didn’t feel like a queen when I was with Darian. I felt like a woman needing to be loved.

The sunlight streamed into my bedroom. I wasn’t sure how long Darian and my daughter would stay in the city, but I hoped for many more days. I felt an irresistible pull toward him like a hunger only he could satiate. I wanted to come closer to him and get to know him more. I wanted to talk to him about his feelings, have an intimate discussion, and lovingly touch him. But at the same time, it felt so wrong. He was my daughter’s, and I wanted her to have his love as much as possible. I didn’t want to take Isadora’s biggest joy from her and hog him for myself.

I tried to think of something else, even though it was difficult. It was like being thirsty and not thinking of a cool drink. I had a meeting with Igor later this morning. We would discuss our upcoming partnership and trade deals. I looked forward to our new relationship, severing the ties to Fyodor and his wretched family. It had been an unfortunate ending to his dynasty, but he didn’t play his cards right. He ignored my warnings, and I didn’t have much sympathy for men who didn’t listen. It could take decades to build a relationship but mere seconds to destroy it. His foolish actions were a testament to that statement.

Thalia knocked on my door. “Your Highness, are you awake?”

“Yes,” I said, wondering if I had lain here and daydreamed about Darian for too long.

“I’m just letting you know that Igor will soon be here.”

“I’ll rise,” I said. I swung my long legs over the bed until my feet hit the cool tiles. Rising, I reached for the panties on my armchair, trying to slide them up my legs. It was a bit difficult since I had several wet lines adorning the insides of my legs, so the wetness tugged at the garment. Then I reached for my bra and also my royal dress.

I went to the bathroom, my blonde hair slightly tousled but shiny and glowing. I went through my usual routine, brushing my hair, applying some makeup, and making sure I was as beautiful as I could be. I couldn’t help but add some additional makeup which I rarely did when Darian wasn’t here.

I met Thalia outside and a couple of my servants. They led me to the room where we would start discussing our first meeting with Igor. He arrived shortly after. Igor was a short and slightly overweight man. He was nicely groomed and dressed, wearing polished boots and a belt with a golden buckle. His hair was silver and short, and his eyes were firm yet old and worn from years of doing business. We shook hands, and he looked up to me gratefully.

“I must thank you for helping me reach this position,” he said with a meek and respectful bow.

“You are welcome,” I said.

“But I’ll still be a tough negotiator,” he said with a grin. “It’s in my blood.”

“I wouldn’t expect anything less,” I said. I preferred someone real over someone fake. I loved the fact that he was upfront and wasn’t trying to appease me just because I was the queen.

We sat down and went straight to the point. He first told me how Fyodor had been executed. He screamed until his life ended. We all agreed that it was a pathetic way to die. The mask came off eventually, and I could hardly refer to him as a man any longer.

Then we discussed the trade deals regarding iron. Igor was true to his word. He certainly knew how to negotiate. It was expected since he’d made a living out of this for quite some time. As we continued back and forth, most of my servants did much of the negotiating, and I listened and chimed in now and then. The most important thing would be that we would receive the supplies and weapons we needed, and that trade would be open instead of blocked.

But I found it hard to concentrate; images of Darian flashed through my mind like shooting stars across the sky. I couldn’t get him out of my head.

When we were reaching the end, we switched to personal topics. “I’m proud of my son,” Igor said. “He’ll take over the management of the mines for now while I rule Selppin.”

“You must have raised him well,” I said. Sons and daughters usually took the path of their parents, but not always, and trying to force a path upon someone would result in ruin.

“In the arts of trade and business, yes,” he said. “Although he’s a bit too fond of luxuries.”

I nodded. Once he brought up his son, it made me think of an heir. I didn’t have any at the moment and would most likely not have any at all when I thought longer about it. Isadora wanted nothing to do with politics, for now. I realized she could change her mind in the future, but I wouldn’t hold my breath, and it would be wrong of me to wait and indirectly pressure her.

But then what?

When it was time for me to go, who would rule Anigava? I realized the past months had been so turbulent, with the drama of my daughter and Fyodor’s foolish actions, I hadn’t properly thought of a successor. I needed an heir for the throne.

Once the meeting was done, and we had come to an agreement, we rose and escorted Igor out. “It was nice talking with you,” Igor said and shook my hand.

“It was a pleasure,” I told him.

“We are a bit behind, so I’ll get to work immediately.”

I admired his work ethic. “Ride safe.”

He rode off, and I was left with Thalia, whose thick dark hair cascaded down her voluptuous and tanned body. Her mighty bust strained against her red and purple dress, revealing just the right amount of cleavage that made men turn their heads. My mage gave me a knowing look as if she had caught something during our meeting. She was waiting until it was just the two of us. “When he mentioned his son,” Thalia started, “it made you think about something.”

“You are right,” I said and faced the trees in the distance. It was that time of the day when the city became busier, and the noise spilled over to the castle and the garden. Thalia saw everything and noticed the little details a man wouldn’t even catch with glasses. “The last months have been turbulent, to say the least. I haven’t had a chance to wind down or to think properly. When it’s time for me to go, who would then take over the throne?”

“You are right,” she said and folded her arms under her breasts. “But the dilemma is only in your head.”

I looked at her closely. “It isn’t … I haven’t found a man attractive in years. I might have high standards, but every time a man approaches me, he shrinks. I’m a woman, and I’m attracted to a man with confidence, not someone who can’t even look me in the eyes.”

“They are intimidated by your beauty and status.”

“I know,” I said. I hadn’t met a single man in years who had aroused me and made my honey flow, except for one, but he was taken.

“But there’s one man I know who isn’t intimidated by you, but for some reason, you pretend he doesn’t exist.”

“And for some reason, you pretend he isn’t with my daughter.”

“And having bred hundreds of girls and also having three girls as his bonded,” she reminded me, “there’s plenty of time for him to love you too.”

I shook my head and crossed my legs as we stood there. “I can’t … Besides, it’s not just about finding a lover. I’m forty. I’m no longer at the peak of my fertility. Even if someone as strong as him bedded me, the odds of becoming pregnant are low.”

“You’re lying to yourself, and you know it,” Thalia said with confidence. “You just need someone young and healthy to spill his seed inside you. Besides, fertility isn’t measured by the years spent in this world. There are twenty-year-olds who are infertile and dry, and there are women in their forties who are as wet as ripe fruit. If you have the beauty to attract a man, then you have the fertility to conceive. That’s not up for debate.”

Her words dawned on me, and I knew she had a point. It still wasn’t too late to become pregnant, letting a man’s seed reach my womb, so it was less of a dilemma. But there was still the problem of the lack of men.

“As long as you’re wet, you’re fertile,” she reminded me with a smile.

“As long as I don’t have a man,” I told her, “there won’t be anyone to plant their seed in me.”

“Again,” she said with a sigh, “denying your feelings won’t make them go away.”

I turned away, staring at the horizon. “What am I supposed to do? Act on them and ruin my daughter’s happiness?”

“You need to find a balance, Your Highness. You should talk with your daughter. I have a hard time believing you would ruin her joy.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“Well then, I wish you good luck finding a vigorous and young enough man who won’t be intimidated by the strongest and most beautiful ruler,” Thalia said. “I have only met one, and so have you.”

I closed my eyes. She could be so blunt at times, but there must be other options out there. Maybe Isadora wanted to become a mother too, and her children might want something to do with the royal throne. I had to ask her one way or another. It made me think of the picnic we had planned for today. It was something I looked forward to. I always looked forward to seeing her.

I parted with Thalia after telling her about my little date with my daughter. Thalia’s words lingered in my mind long after she left. I knew she was right, but the path forward seemed anything but clear. For now, I wanted to enjoy some quality time with Isadora, but the question of my successor and my heart’s true desire remained an ever-present weight on my shoulders.

According to my advisors, Isadora was getting ready in her bedroom. I gave her all the time she needed and suspected she was clinging to Darian, which was understandable after what he’d done for her. There wasn’t anything more heroic a man could do than risk his life for his bonded and children, or fight while arrows rained from the sky. It was what men usually did, and some did it a bit better than others, especially him. He was one of the few survivors who still functioned after our bloodiest war.

I sat down on a bench and waited. I wasn’t sure for how long, but I just breathed for now. Eventually, one of my servants told me that Isadora was looking for me. I rose to my feet and met her in the castle. She was dressed in a white dress and wore her shiny, blonde hair loose, and the apples on her cheeks reddened as she saw me. She wore a face of love as if she had been embraced and kissed until she melted. I missed that feeling. I hadn’t felt it in decades, but I was just glad she could experience the greatest pleasure known to man and woman.

She fell into my embrace, and I wrapped my arms around her, stroking her back. I could hold her for an eternity. Time stood still, and I was flooded with joy.

“How was your sleep?” I asked her, releasing her from my hug.

“Fine … I haven’t been able to sleep properly for ages,” she said and twirled around on her foot, her hair fluttering.

I nodded and understood that she’d been thinking of Darian and the duel all this time. It was because of events like those that sleep became disrupted and we experienced nightmares. The events of the day affected the events of the night. You couldn’t have a peaceful dusk if the dawn was messy.

“I’m so glad,” I told her, placing a hand over my heart.

“And yours?” she asked, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “Did you dream of anything sweet?”

“Our picnic,” I said. I always loved it when she asked me back, showing her genuine affection and care for her mother.

“What should we bring?” she asked.

“What are you in the mood for?” I asked her, watching her closely.

“Not apple pies, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she said with a giggle. “Maybe some fruits and sandwiches.”

“Let’s make them together,” I said.

“Okay. Sorry for showing up a bit late … I was occupied, or Darian occupied me.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Spend all the time you want with him,” I said. “We have plenty of time.”

“I know,” she said.

We went to the kitchen and found some freshly baked bread along with grapes, cheese, and dried meat. We made the sandwiches side by side. She used a lot of honey on hers with just a few slices of dried meat, while I used a little bit of everything.

As we exited the castle and walked through the halls, I looked around, hoping to catch a glimpse of him. But I might have to wait until dinner.

“Are you looking for someone?” Isadora asked curiously. She noticed a lot, that was for certain.

“No one special,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, though she didn’t sound convinced. “Darian is out sparring with Marcia.”

I gave her a look. “How do you know it was him?”

She shrugged. “Gut feeling,” she said as we stepped outside. “Everyone wants to see him, I guess.”

“For all the right reasons,” I said. As soon as the sun shone upon her, her blonde hair glistened like scattered jewels. It made me think of wanting another daughter, as pretty and sweet as her. I realized I had just thought of that while talking about Darian. It couldn’t be a coincidence.

I attached the basket to my horse, and she mounted hers. She stroked the mane of her light brown horse and gave her a hug. I mounted mine and looked at her. “Have you been missing her?”

“A little,” she said. “But we have three other horses to play with at the Fertile Valley.”

We started riding toward the Flower Hills. She looked overjoyed, letting out the feelings she had kept confined for the past weeks. We made our way through the dense forests and entered a hilly terrain.

We dismounted and found a peaceful, vacant spot for us. “That one will be perfect,” I said, pointing at a nearby hill adorned with flowers and butterflies. There weren’t many today, luckily, and we settled down with the blanket. “The last weeks haven’t been fun,” she said. “I could hardly sleep.”

“I understand, sweetheart,” I told her.

“Today, I woke up with drool, though,” she said. “I slept so deeply.”

“I’m glad you did. Sleep is important for your beauty,” I told her.

“I can’t believe a man like him exists,” Isadora said. “He was willing to risk his life for me … in an unfair setting.”

“He risked his life for the kingdom,” I told her and gently patted her thigh.

“It feels more special when he does it for a person,” she said. “But I don’t want to sound selfish.”

“No such thing. You’re his bonded,” I reminded her.

“I hardly think there can be many like him out there,” she said, and she continued to talk about him. She truly was in love.

“There sadly aren’t,” I said.

“Do you think I talk too much about him?” she asked.

“No,” I said, chuckling. “Talk how much you want about him.”

“It feels like I’m just rambling … Let’s make flower wreaths for each other,” she said, her blonde hair glowing as she started plucking the flowers. I joined her immediately. “I still remember when you first taught me to make one.”

I smiled at the lovely memory. “You were six then.”

“It’s one of my earliest memories,” she said. “I thought you were a magician when you made one.”

“Not quite … I’m just your mother.”

We continued plucking flowers and weaving them into the wreaths. The sun shone on our faces, warming our skin gently, and the birds sang as they circled in the sky.

As we made the wreaths, Isadora tried to hide hers. “I’ll show you when it’s done.”

“That’s fine,” I said with a chuckle.

“Some might say this is silly,” she said. “But sometimes, the simplest things can have the best impact.”

I nodded, understanding her sentiment. “A hug from you means more to me than anything else.”

When she had finished making the wreath, she held it up to the light. “Ta-da!” she said and placed the wreath on top of my head. “It suits you perfectly.”

“I can imagine,” I said with a smile. It was then my turn to place mine on top of her head. It was like the icing on the cake. The flowers made her so much prettier.

We unpacked the basket and decided to have something to eat. It was moments like these that I cherished most in life, free from stress and drama. We just had ourselves here, and nothing could replace it. We dug into our sandwiches. She took a savage bite from hers, spilling honey over her chin.

“I find it interesting that my first memories with you and Darian are flower wreaths,” she said.

I took a bite out of my sandwich. “Were you Gabriella then?” I asked her.

She stifled a giggle. “No, just a sneaky Isadora,” she said, infecting me with her giggles.

“By the way, how did you thank him?” she asked, searching my face.

“With a hug,” I told her and blinked.

“When he came to the bedroom, he looked happier than ever, as if a weight had been lifted from his shoulders.”

“I guess he valued the hug highly,” I said and ate a bit slower, hoping she wouldn’t become suspicious of my feelings for him.

“I told you he appreciated little things over materials.”

“So do I,” I said and thought again of the kiss, which warmed my heart. “Did he tell you something more?”

“What?” she asked.

“Never mind,” I said.

“No, tell me,” she said, and I knew once I had my daughter hooked, she wouldn’t be satisfied until I’d answered her.

“I don’t know … about the hug?” I asked her.

“No, he just told me you hugged him. He said you were beautiful in the gown and you appreciated what he’d done.”

“I see,” I said, knowing I should perhaps keep quiet about the kiss even if I didn’t like going behind her back.

After we finished the sandwiches, she looked at me carefully. “Mom, you look different,” she said.

“Different?” I asked her, her words catching me off guard.

“You look as if you’re in love,” she pointed out.

“I’m just happy that it all turned out alright,” I told her and patted her back. We sat hip to hip and admired the Flower Hills. “It doesn’t always have a happy ending.”

“I know when you’re happy, and it’s a big difference from being in love,” she told me.

“No one can hide from you,” I said and ruffled her hair.

She smiled and reached for some fruits. I did too, grabbing a mango and slicing it in half. It was sweet and slightly sour, just how I loved them. She continuously spilled the fruit juices over her cheeks and chin, painting the apples on her cheeks yellow instead of red. It reminded me of when she was a child again, and it made me think of pregnancy. “Isadora … Have you ever thought of becoming a mother?”

She slowly nodded. “Of course I have, but probably in a couple of years.”

“That’s fine,” I said, knowing it was her choice.

“Why are you asking?”

“I was just thinking of something,” I said, my lips curving in a smile. I knew that I had to think of this later. I had come up with a solution for an heir, but for now, I wanted to enjoy this moment.

Our picnic was lovely. It was something I had missed, and I was glad we took this opportunity to relax. We talked about memories and picked some more flowers to bring back to the castle.

Eventually, we decided to head back. We didn’t meet up again till dinner. Darian was there, and it was the first time I saw him since he’d kissed me the day before. I was flooded with warm emotions just by seeing him. Flora and Isadora clung to him. Marcia was close by, still a bit reserved but her eyes didn’t lie. She wanted him just as badly as the other girls.

Darian and I exchanged glances, and his glance was different compared to the other times I’d seen him. I wanted to know what went on in his mind when he decided to kiss me like that. I wanted to know what made him deepen it. I needed to know why. Too bad it was so difficult to get some time with him by myself when he was so popular and was surrounded by girls all the time.

There must have been a reason he decided to be so brave and press his lips to mine—a kiss no man had ever dared before.

We ate some mushrooms along with some ribs and honey-roasted root vegetables. The conversations flowed mainly about the happy future as we were now free from troubles.

“How long are you planning to stay?” I asked Darian once I found a chance.

He looked at his girls, then shrugged. “Depends upon my girls,” he said.

“Stay as long as it feels right,” I told him.

“We will,” he said.

I wanted to tell him to stay forever, forever in my heart. He would regardless. There was no question about that.

* * *

After the sun set and the moon rose, it was time to go to bed. I took off my clothes until I was fully nude and crept under the sheets. Despite the dilemma about an heir, it had been a pleasant day. My daughter’s reaction to the pregnancy question hadn’t gone well, and I knew now that it wasn’t a solution to my problem.

It felt like I was just faced with never-ending problems, dealing with one issue after another. It was a part of being a queen. I had believed that after the war, I could wind down a bit, but apparently not. I knew a man was missing in my life, especially now that Isadora had grown into a young woman. But I was dealing with an impossible situation since I wasn’t attracted to the majority of men out there. It felt like I just kept thinking in circles.

I released a sigh and tried to close my eyes, drifting off to sleep.


Chapter 2

Darian

Iwould admit I had done many bold things in my life—leading men, slaying enemies, and navigating dangerous paths—but there was no question that taking the initiative and kissing the queen had topped it all. I didn’t know what came over me, but I felt an irresistible pull toward her. It came so suddenly, and her embrace stirred something deep inside me. I wanted more, and as soon as she had broken the kiss, I had pressed my lips to hers like a thirst dying to be quenched. Although it didn’t. It just made me thirstier, wanting to peel off her dress and reach for her privates. The fact that the kiss occupied my mind and not the duel said a lot about it. I wanted more than her lips, but I wasn’t sure what Isadora would think about it.

The duel was still fresh in my memory. I will never forget when I woke up, and Isadora, Flora, and Marcia all clung to me. Even if my body was aching, it was a heavenly way to wake up, being surrounded by those beautiful girls, holding onto every inch of my flesh.

I sighed in relief as I found myself in a similar situation now. They all held onto a part of me in this king-sized bed. Marcia was on my left, and Flora was on my right. Isadora was on top, pressing her nude chest to mine while I felt her slit dripping onto my leg. She spilled drool over my neck, which she had done the day before. I thought it was adorable, so I didn’t mind the mess.

I remembered when I killed Eldric. I couldn’t remember the last time I had felt such a satisfactory kill as slaying him, especially after he’d tried to cheat his way to a lousy victory. It was a foolish attempt. Cheaters never won. You can’t always rely on tricks in this world, especially dishonest ones.

After that, it had just been a blur till I woke up with my girls. I had learned that the cheater had poisoned me on top of it, and Thalia was like an archangel who’d sucked the poison out of me. I appreciated everything she’d done for me. She truly was a magical and beautiful woman, and I had made sure to embrace her, thanking her for her deed.

It certainly was a relief not having to think of Eldric any longer, knowing we could return to a peaceful life again. I wasn’t sure when we would leave, but Isadora wanted to stay for a little bit longer. Aurora reassured me there was no rush with repopulating the Fertile Valley. I was way ahead of myself anyway. I didn’t mind using my bonded to satisfy my lust either. They were always ready to spread their legs for me no matter what.

I brushed some of Isadora’s blonde hair away from her face, wanting to admire her beauty. She slowly opened her eyes, her lips curving in a smile. She started drawing on my shoulder and chest, and then she looked at the threads of drool she had spilled all over me. “Sorry,” she mumbled and rubbed her eyes.

“I don’t mind,” I told her with a gentle smile.

“I can’t reach for a napkin either since Flora and Marcia are in the way,” she said.

I did it for her and handed it to her. I could clean it myself, but I knew she preferred to do it herself.

She dabbed at the drool and then leaned in for a light kiss on my cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered.

I smiled and held her close. “Anytime,” I said. “How did you sleep?”

“Better than ever,” she replied. “You’re my best pillow.”

We chuckled.

“How about yours?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said and caressed her ass. “I missed you a bit yesterday, though.”

“I missed you too,” she said. “But I had to spend some time with my mother.”

“I know,” I said, stroking her gorgeous flesh. “How did the picnic go?”

“It went amazing,” she said. “It was nostalgic. We made wreaths, ate sandwiches, and just talked about memories… It also reminded me of ours, when Flora and I taught you to make wreaths.”

“That’s a day I’ll never forget.”

“Neither will I,” she said. “It was like the first time I met you.”

It was when love was at its peak, hopefully, we would stay at that peak for many years to come. “You were so vigorous then.”

“Because you hadn’t tamed me yet,” she reminded me, knocking on my chest. “If you don’t tame me in a while, I’ll start to feel naughty again.”

“I’d love to see your tricks again,” I said, making her chuckle.

“I’d rather not… I prefer being tamed.”

“All women do,” I said as she leaned her head onto my shoulder.

She smiled, looking up at me. “You know, you’re not just a warrior but a lover. A rare combination.”

I kissed her forehead. We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, just enjoying each other’s presence. The room was quiet except for the gentle sounds of our breathing and the faint rustling of the sheets as we shifted closer together.

Eventually, my other girls woke up. They made sure to give me additional hugs, holding onto me dearly. We had something to eat, discussing our time and enjoying the peace. We shouldn’t take it for granted. War and danger usually lurked in every corner, so I was grateful for this tranquility.

Isadora talked more about her picnic. “She asked me about babies,” she said with a chuckle. “I think I’m a bit too young.”

“There are plenty of nineteen-year-olds I have bred in the Fertile Valley,” I told her.

“Maybe when I’m twenty or something,” she said. “I’ll consider it.”

I nodded, not wanting to pressure her into anything. Besides, I already had hundreds of offspring.

* * *

The day passed quickly. We had ridden around the vicinity together, and Isadora and Elara had talked me into playing hide and seek, which was a lot more fun than I had imagined. Aurora had been busy, so we hadn’t eaten with her. That was my only complaint for the day—I wanted to see her again. Eventually, it was time to go to sleep.

As I drifted off to sleep, my dreams were disturbed. I couldn’t see flowers, sunshine and pretty girls waiting to spread their legs for me, but I saw something different, dangers lurking in the shadows. I experienced dreams like these non-stop when I fought in the war. We always had to be alert in case something was about to happen, and just a slightly strange noise was enough to make me wake up. I didn’t know what it was, but my father had told me there was a lot to our bodies and minds that we didn’t know, and signs should never be ignored.

I saw spilled blood and a yearning for vengeance, and after that, my eyes popped open. The girls were still clinging to me, and I held my breath for a moment. I heard a muffled groan coming from outside. I wouldn’t have heard it if I didn’t hold my breath. But it was all the noise I needed to hear.

I tried to untangle myself from the ladies and make my way to the window. It was difficult when they were all cuddled up to me, not wanting me to go. I tried my best, lifting their arms and legs till I finally freed myself from their embrace.

I hurried to the window, placing my hands on the sill. The silver moonlight was the only light in the sky and the only light I needed. I looked around and quickly spotted two dead guards who were supposed to guard the entrance to the castle. They lay on the cobbles, and the blood slowly ran from their wounds, pooling around them. The kill was fresh, and it must have come from the groan I heard earlier.

I realized I had to act quickly. I wasn’t sure where they would be going, but something told me it had something to do with the queen.

I turned to Marcia and lightly shook her awake. I only wanted to wake her up, not the other girls. Her eyes slowly opened, and before she could say anything or rub them, I told her firmly. “Grab your weapons, stay here and protect the girls.”

She nodded firmly and didn’t question my words.

I put on my trousers as quickly as I could and skipped the tunic. I knew I had very little time, and I didn’t care if I was bare-chested. I left the moment Marcia reached for her sword. I selected my sword as I quickly made my way to the queen’s chamber, trying not to make noise in case I bumped into them or they heard me first.

The tiles were cold on my feet, and the air was cool yet tense. I reached the entrance to the staircase and saw two bodies sprawled on the bloody floor. Their fingers were still twitching; they had just been killed. My heart beat faster when I realized the assassins were making their way up to the queen’s bedroom. I quickly ran up the stairs, knowing I couldn’t lose a second. I heard someone pushing against the door, which eventually broke, splinters exploding all over the floor. There were two men in cloaks—one held a bow and arrow, the other a sword.

Aurora’s eyes widened as she clutched the sheets in fear. I quickly lunged at the man holding the sword, so swiftly he didn’t even have time to turn around and see me. My sword sank deep into his gut, and he drew in his last breath as I yanked the steel back and faced the other guy. He aimed the arrow at me and tried to shoot. I danced to the right, the arrow whistling past my ear. It struck the painting of Aurora’s parents, the shaft shuddering. He didn’t shoot badly; it was just me who knew how to dodge a deadly shaft.

He quickly snatched his friend’s sword and faced me. I didn’t give him any time to breathe. I attacked him, hurling blow after blow upon him, the sound of steel against steel rising in the dimly lit bedroom. This wasn’t any typical assassin, but someone well-trained. I caught a glimpse of his stern face. I knew I was fighting a veteran, someone who’d also survived one of the deadliest conflicts.

As I learned his moves, I found an opening and cut a wound in his shoulder, weakening his grip. At the same time, he managed to spill my blood too as he struck my thigh. It was warm and thick, but I paid no attention to it. Then I lunged forward in a daring move with the tip aimed at his gut. I penetrated a couple of inches before jumping back, seeing blood soaking his clothes. He had become weaker, hunched over, and I saw the look in his eyes. A look I had seen so many times by now. It was fear, knowing he no longer had the upper hand and that the end was near.

I ended it for him, acting swiftly as I drove my sword into his heart. He gasped, arched his back, and fell to his knees. I stooped over him, pulling the steel out, and he fell right onto his back.

I wrinkled my nose, seeing the blood smeared over my sword and the reflection of Aurora gazing at me. I wiped the blade clean and looked at her. She looked surprised, swallowing hard, and her eyes were wide and shiny. I approached her as she clutched the sheets tight against her chest, right above her nipples. She looked at me with admiration and awe. “Are you alright?” she asked me in a quiet voice.

I wasn’t sure why I struggled to find words. I sometimes did when speaking to her. I nodded. “And you?”

“Yes,” she said, but there was more to her answer than a mere yes. She looked at my chest before her gaze slipped to the wound on my thigh. “You’re bleeding.”

“It’s fine for now,” I said. “Just an inch deep.”

“That isn’t fine to me,” she said firmly.

“Your Highness, I can walk without issue,” I told her.

My words made her look at the bodies, who weren’t talking any longer. “Gosh… what happened?”

I jerked my head at the bodies. “Assassins by the look of it,” I said. “But they didn’t fight like they did. They fought like veterans.”

She nodded slowly and returned to look at me. “What made you come up here?”

“I woke up from a strange dream… I heard a suspicious noise and saw two dead guards at the entrance,” I told her.

“Isadora… What about her?” she asked, and fear returned to her voice.

“I woke up Marcia first,” I told her calmly. “I told her to stay with them.”

“You know how to act,” she said, admiration shining in her eyes. She was about to say something else, but we heard someone running up the stairs. I was prepared for more. Sometimes they attacked in packs. Had they attacked once, they could do so again. But it was Thalia. Her eyes widened in shock, especially at the bodies and finding me there. Before she said anything, Aurora spoke in a stern yet disappointed voice, “Thalia… Where are my guards?”

Thalia swallowed hard. “They’re dead, I’m afraid.”

“Dead… They’re not supposed to be dead.”

“I agree,” Thalia said. “But it’s something we will deal with. I promise. You didn’t get hurt?”

“I would have if he wasn’t here,” Aurora said, her voice filled with distrust. “Those creeps managed to come quite far… They shouldn’t have come here.”

“I’m sorry for everything,” Thalia said.

“Please, wake up the rest of the guards and let them know. Search through the castle. We don’t have time to lose. There might be more of them.”

Thalia glanced at my wound and nodded. She didn’t question the queen’s order. She hurriedly ran down the stairs. Aurora and I exchanged glances. She didn’t move out of her bed. Under the sheets, she was fully nude, and I suspected it prevented her from reaching for her clothes. “Do you want me to move the bodies?”

She nodded. “Yes please… I can help wash you afterward.”

“Okay,” I said. I selected my Power Gauntlets and took two of the bodies at a time.

“Darian, please leave them neatly down the stairs. We have to inspect them later.”

“Understood,” I said. It didn’t take me long to move the dead guards and the assassins away from her bedroom. In the end, I came back to her room. She had put on her nightgown, but I couldn’t see a bra beneath it as her nipples poked against the fabric. She looked worriedly at my thigh.

“Come,” she said and led me into her bathroom. “I have to clean that up for you.”

“It’s fine for now,” I told her.

“If you plan to go back to sleep, my daughter hates blood.”

I nodded, realizing she had a point. “It will be a bit difficult to go back to sleep while my heart beats like a drum.”

“That will be a challenge for you, and I think you’ve faced more difficult challenges,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

“Alright,” I said, enjoying the fact that she showed some humor in a situation like this. I followed her into the bathroom, and she made me stand before the lights. Her bathroom was spacious, clean, and had a strong scent of roses. It wasn’t much different from Isadora’s bathroom.

Grabbing the first aid kit, she went down on her knees and slowly unbuckled my belt. She pulled down my trousers and inspected the wound. “This is deeper than an inch.”

“A couple of inches then,” I said.

She smiled despite what had happened. “You’re a man,” she said. “A man who knows how to protect a woman.”

Again, I heard resentment in her voice. I could understand where she was coming from. Those killers shouldn’t have come all the way up here, yet they did. “You’re welcome,” I told her.

Thalia rushed up the stairs and entered the bedroom. “Your Highness, I’ve told them.”

“I’m glad,” Aurora said. “Help me, he’s wounded.”

“Right,” Thalia said, stiffening upon the sight of the queen on her knees for me.

“Make sure there’s no poison,” Aurora said, stepping aside to make room for Thalia.

Thalia dropped to her knees and inspected the wound closely. “There is,” she said after a moment.

“I hope you’ll take care of it,” I told her.

“I will,” Thalia said. “I have to suck it out from you… Your Highness, please bring me a cup.”

Aurora did so, and a couple of her servants waited outside, but she didn’t respond to them. I could tell she was angry about this, and she had all the right reasons to be. “You’ll wait till we’re finished,” Aurora said without looking them in the eyes.

Thalia patted my leg and looked up at me. “Sit down. It will be intense.”

Aurora placed a bathroom chair behind me. “There you go.”

I lowered myself down, and Thalia wasted no time, latching her mouth onto the wound and sucking hard. She wasn’t kidding; it felt like my leg was being pulled toward her mouth with a strong, magnetic force. “Geeze,” I said, but I was just grateful she did it now before I passed out. She spat the blood and poison mixture into the cup, repeating the process until nothing was left. I trusted her, and when she told me that was all, I believed her.

“You can wrap a bandage over it,” Thalia said, which Aurora happily did. Thalia covered the cup and washed her mouth. As usual, when women tended to me, I felt grateful.

Aurora came over with a roll of bandage and extended her soft hands to me. She helped me to my feet before kneeling again. As she bandaged my thigh, she looked up at me with a mixture of gratitude and something deeper, perhaps unspoken emotions she wasn’t ready to voice. “You saved my life,” she said, meeting my gaze. “I appreciate that more than anything.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“No man has ever risked his life for me,” she said, her eyes shining with gratitude. Her comment made me smile, but I also didn’t know how to reply.

“Can you walk?” she asked me after a brief silence.

“I can,” I said, rising and looking her in the eyes. “Thanks for tending to me… You too, Thalia.”

Thalia dipped her head respectfully. Aurora’s eyes lingered on my chest for a little before bouncing up to meet my gaze. “I have to talk to my advisors,” Aurora told me. “Please, go get some rest.”

“I will,” I said and reluctantly left, even if I wanted to stay with her a bit longer. I slowly walked past the nervous advisors and guards. They didn’t look all that pleased since they were probably preparing themselves to be berated by the queen. I understood why they were barely holding up now. This was a serious matter—they had failed to protect her. But I wouldn’t blame them too much. The assassins were skilled fighters. I wouldn’t be surprised if they belonged to some elite group, sneaking over to our lines to silently kill our leaders. They were competent, but then there was the question of who’d sent them and what was their motive? The order must have come from Zinep. It reminded me of the earlier assassination attempts that had spooked us. Some men couldn’t accept defeat, but if the king of Zinep had been so foolish to order something like this, then his days would be numbered.

I made my way down the stairs and across the hall. The sounds of rushing feet rose in the castle as one after another woke up. The guards checked every room and corner, maybe double-checking so they didn’t make any mistakes again. I came back to our bedroom where we were staying. Marcia stood at the threshold and smiled upon seeing me. “Two guys tried to assassinate the queen,” I told her.

She opened her mouth in shock. “How did it go?” she whispered.

“I killed them… but I can’t imagine the outcome if I had been a second late.”

“Gosh,” she said, her hand flying to her mouth. “How did they even manage to get so far?”

“Good question… It will be a topic for tomorrow.”

“Are they awake?” I asked. I noticed now that they were tossing and turning a bit in their sleep as if our back and forth woke them up.

She shook her head. “Not for now. I have been holding guard, exactly what you told me.”

“Let’s try to keep our voices low,” I told her. I beckoned her with me and jerked my head out the window. “Do you see the bodies there?”

She peered into the dimly lit night and eventually saw them. “I see… I thought the guards here were skilled.”

“They are, but someone can always be more skilled than you,” I said. “They were experienced fighters. They knew what they were doing.”

“I see,” she said. She looked at the bodies for a few seconds before turning her gaze to me instead. “You didn’t get hurt?”

“Got wounded by a poisoned sword, but Thalia sucked it out. I’m good for now,” I said and patted her back.

Sighing in relief, she placed her hands on my shoulders, eyeing my lips. I saw a need to be touched and loved. It was something most women felt after something dire had happened.

As she leaned in, her lips parted slightly, and I felt a surge of desire as our mouths met. Our bodies pressed against each other, our hands roaming freely. She let out a quiet moan, urging me to kiss her harder. I obliged, savoring the taste of her sweet lips and the warmth of her body against mine. I caressed her back and bottom, holding onto her dearly.

After we were both satisfied, I let go of her, and I saw contentment in her eyes. “Thank you,” she said and dipped her head.

“Marcia… You don’t have to thank me for a kiss.”

“It’s more than a kiss… It’s for making us all feel safe.”

“You’re welcome,” I said with a pleasant smile. Isadora’s eyes slowly opened. I thought we’d been discreet. Her eyes landed right on my bandage, and her eyes popped open. I knew when I would tell her that she wouldn’t be able to fall asleep again.

“Darian?” Isadora asked with hints of alarm in her voice. “What happened to your leg?”

I drew in a deep breath. I couldn’t hold anything back. I had to tell her. I told her what had just taken place, and as soon as I got to her mother almost being killed, tears welled in her eyes, and she covered her mouth with her hands. “Take me to her, please,” she pleaded, on the verge of bursting into tears.

I exchanged glances with Marcia. “We’ll be back soon,” I told her.

Marcia nodded. “Are they checking the castle?”

“They’re in the process of it, but more are awake and on guard now, so you can rest.”

Isadora was already on her feet, slipping the dress over her head and down her body. She tugged at my arm, tears dribbling down her cheeks. I felt a stabbing pain in my heart when I saw her like that, worse than the wound I had on my thigh. I took her hand, giving it a squeeze as I led her to her mother. As we reached the staircase, I heard Aurora’s firm and stern tone, berating the guards. “This isn’t acceptable,” she said with fury in her voice. “If I can’t trust you, then you have no business wearing that armor.”

“Your Highness, we’re deeply sorry—”

“Spare me your pathetic apology,” she said.

When we reached the threshold, and she saw Isadora, she dismissed her guards. “Close the door and wait for me outside.”

With their heads bent, heavy with shame, they went outside and closed the door. Isadora ran to her mother, jumping into her arms. Their bodies melded together in a tight hug. “Mom!”

“Hi, sweetheart,” Aurora said, her voice, initially sharp with frustration, softening to a warm and welcoming tone. They leaned into each other, holding the embrace warmly.

“Are you alright?” Isadora asked, sniffling as she leaked hot tears on her mother’s neck.

“Thankfully, I am,” Aurora said and patted Isadora’s back. “And you?”

“I’m not okay… Darian told me someone tried to hurt you.”

“Yes… They did.”

“Why would they do that?”

“For now, I don’t know,” she said.

“I don’t like this,” Isadora said.

“I don’t like it either,” Aurora said. “But please… It’s in the middle of the night. We can talk more about this in the morning.”

They held onto each other for a bit longer, deepening the hug and love. Aurora looked so much more pleasant in that state, whenever she was holding onto her daughter or doing something she enjoyed.

“I want to sleep with you,” Isadora said.

A smile crinkled the corners of Aurora’s eyes. “Isadora, no. You aren’t a child any longer.”

“But I just want to be with you. What if they had succeeded?”

“Try not to think of it, okay?”

“I will try,” she said and finally broke the hug. Her eyes were puffy and swollen, red from crying. She reached up to wipe away the tears with her trembling hands, sniffing and trying to regain control of her emotions.

Aurora looked back at me with admiration again. “Thank you for telling her.”

“It wasn’t on purpose,” I told her. “She woke up when I had a word with Marcia.”

“Why shouldn’t you tell me?” Isadora asked me.

“The timing isn’t great,” I said. “But you know now, so it doesn’t matter.”

Aurora nodded. “Please, you two, get some rest.”

“Will you also get some rest?” Isadora asked, wiping her eyes again.

“I will.”

“Promise?” Isadora asked.

“I promise,” Aurora said and kissed her daughter’s forehead.

Isadora gave her mother one last hug before turning to me. I took her hand again, leading her back to our room. We passed the guards who nervously waited outside, fearing the consequences for something as dire as this slip. As we walked through the hallways, the castle felt different, a mix of lingering danger and the warmth of safety now that we were on high alert.

When we reached our bedroom, Marcia was waiting. “Everything alright?” she asked softly.

“Yes,” I said. “Let’s try to get some sleep.”

We climbed into bed, me in the middle. Flora was still sleeping soundly, and Isadora snuggled close to me for comfort. “You saved my mother,” she said, a mixture of grief and thankfulness in her voice.

I raked my fingers through her dazzling blonde hair. “I did.”

“She wouldn’t have been alive without you,” she said, and her eyes started welling up again.

I pulled her in closer until her body heat spread to me and her breath was against my neck. I held onto her, wanting her to know that I would be there for her, just as I’d been there for her mother. “Isadora, she lives.”

“She almost didn’t,” she said, keeping her voice low. “It hurts.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, looking into her tear-stained eyes. They slowly dribbled down her cheeks again as she let out her tears. She didn’t burst out in sobs, just letting them fall one after another. I twisted my neck and pointed at the cloth on the nightstand. Marcia handed it to me, and I slowly dabbed it on Isadora’s cheeks as if she were an expensive vase about to crack. I gave her all the time she needed, not bothering about sleep for now.

“What if it happens again?” she stammered. She struggled to speak, her grief weighing down every word.

“I’ll be there for her,” I told her.

“T-the Fertile Valley is far from the city.”

I knew she had a point. “After this, I’m sure she will take preventive measures so it doesn’t happen again.”

“I don’t trust any of these guards,” she said. “I know personally how easy it is to evade them.”

Ouch … She spoke from her own experiences as well. “She’ll do her best.”

“She is the best mother in the world … But she doesn’t have the best guards. She has focused too much on the military, leaving herself vulnerable.”

I had never thought about it, but she was right. We did have the strongest and most experienced military, but the guards and security weren’t on par. “They weren’t just any type of assassins,” I told her, not wanting to blame the guards too much. “They fought well. Even I noticed that.”

She wrinkled her nose. “Well … You killed them single-handedly.”

“I’m a bit more experienced than them, but they weren’t inept. That’s all I’m saying.”

She still wrinkled her nose. “You should protect Mom … She’d actually be protected instead of the pretend protection she has.”

I understood where her feelings were coming from, but I didn’t quite agree. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to protect her, but lines could always be broken, and you could always sneak into castles. Although she had a point that guards could be better, especially considering she herself had snuck out from the castle without anyone noticing.

“Do you want to protect Mom?” she asked, looking up at me, her eyes shiny with tears.

“Sorry, I was just thinking of when you snuck out from the castle,” I said, which made her smile. I caressed her shoulder. “I’ll protect her any day, and you know that.”

I reached for the cloth again and lightly dabbed it at her cheeks. “Why would anyone want to kill her?” she asked. “She’s a good woman.”

Isadora saw the queen mostly as a mother, not as someone who had enemies. “Jealousy,” I said. “That they aren’t as powerful and beautiful as her.”

“You called her beautiful,” she said, looking up at me curiously.

“Yeah, and it’s hardly a secret,” I said as her tears slowed to a trickle.

“I don’t care about her power though,” she said, drawing in a breath. “I never have and I never will. I just care about her, the woman who raised me and has taken my side no matter what.”

“I understand … Maybe if they knew what kind of dedicated woman she was, they wouldn’t want to hurt her.”

“Maybe,” she said, snuggling up close to me. “Will you hold me during sleep?”

“I’m holding you now.”

“I want to hold my mother … I’m not sure what she meant by that child comment either.”

I scratched my neck, unsure how to respond. “Me neither, but you’ll see her in the morning.”

“Yes … because of you,” she said, her lips curving into a smile.

I lay in the middle, feeling the weight of the night’s events slowly lifting. The warmth of their presence and the safety of my actions filled the room, pushing away the cold fear of the attack.

As I closed my eyes, I heard Isadora whisper, “Thank you, Darian.”

“Always,” I whispered back, feeling her hand find mine under the covers.


Chapter 3

Aurora

Islowly opened my eyes. I probably hadn’t slept more than a couple of hours. I didn’t feel as refreshed as I otherwise would have felt. I was just glad I managed to get a couple of hours after berating the guards, but I should’ve toned it down, not getting so heated. I should have waited with that till today instead.

I drew in a deep breath, and I knew there was a lot to discuss today. I needed to know how they failed to protect the castle, and I needed to know where the assassins came from.

My eyes were on Zinep. If King Snalgnam had been foolish enough to try that, his kingdom would suffer, and he’d deeply regret it.

I took a moment to think of what happened. As soon as I was awoken by someone smashing my door, my heart was about to jump out of my chest. I knew it wasn’t something usual, and I knew dangers were nearby. Then I saw those cloaked men and how they were armed, aiming their cold-blooded eyes at me like predators. I was defenseless. I was naked with just the sheets as cover. I thought it was the end, but that was until Darian ran up the stairs like a rising sun, slaying them both before my eyes.

I couldn’t believe it. He was my archangel. He was the man of my dreams. After they’d fallen, I could barely speak. I wanted to be on my knees for him. I was so grateful. I was more than grateful. I wanted him. I wanted to thank him in ways that I shouldn’t be thanking him. My heart was beating for him, harder than ever. It was a type of love I hadn’t felt in my life.

I swung my legs off the sides of the bed. My bedroom had been briefly cleaned. There wasn’t any blood left, and the splinters had been cleaned, but the door was broken. They promised they would fix it today. I also wanted the floor sanitized. I couldn’t stand thinking of what had just taken place, knowing there were two dead bodies here last night. I shuddered.

I drew in a deep breath and heard someone run up the stairs. I thought it was strange since I had firmly told them to stay away this morning, but as soon as I saw the blonde hair, I realized it was just my lovely daughter. That was okay. In fact, I wanted to see her. She ran to me, her hair fluttering behind her. While I sat on the edge of my bed, she fell into my arms, and I held her as dearly as last night.

“Hi,” she said.

“I didn’t know you were an early bird,” I told her, patting her back.

“I could barely sleep,” she said. “I think I annoyed Darian by wanting to talk to him all the time.”

“He’s understanding,” I said. “Is he also awake?”

She shook her head. “All of them are asleep… I came here by myself.”

“I understand,” I told her.

“Mom, I love you,” she said and buried her head into my shoulder. “I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

“I love you too,” I said. “I don’t want anything to happen to you either. Although I know you’re in safe hands.” I was thinking of Darian. I knew nothing would happen to her, as long as she had him by her side.

“Why aren’t you in safe hands?” she asked. “You have like a dozen guards protecting you.”

“A dozen lambs are nothing compared to one lion.”

She looked at me funny. “Are you calling Darian a lion?”

“What do you think?”

“I dunno,” she said with a shrug. “I don’t see him savagely tearing bodies with claws or biting their necks.”

I chuckled. “I didn’t mean it like that. It’s a metaphor… he’s strong.”

“Yes… I know. It’s just that my brain doesn’t function properly when I haven’t slept enough. I’ve just been thinking of you.”

“I see,” I said and patted her back. “But I’m fine for now.”

“Maybe for now, but what if someone tries to do something like this again?”

“I’ll do everything I can to prevent it,” I told her. “We have a lot to discuss.”

“I see,” she said. “When will you be free?”

“I’ll probably be busy all day,” I told her. “But let’s eat dinner together, okay?”

“Yes, I just want to be here for a few minutes longer,” she said. I couldn’t resist her even if a few minutes could quickly turn into a couple of hours. I felt equally joyful when she was here.

I thought about the problem with an heir, now more relevant than ever. I had to make a plan to pass on the throne to someone. I might have to reach out to some distant relatives I hadn’t kept in touch with, but for now, I didn’t have much of a choice. Although I knew Darian was an option too, I was too shy to take the first step to make it happen.

Eventually, we let go of each other, and she gave me some time to go to the bathroom and prepare myself for the day. She offered to make the bed for me and find some clothes in the meantime, and I couldn’t resist her lovely offer.

I put on my bra, panties, and dress as usual. I didn’t feel like wearing makeup at all, not on a day like this. When I exited the bathroom, Isadora stood there with her hands clasped in front of her. “Thalia is outside,” she said.

I looked outside and spotted Thalia. “Tell my advisors that I’m ready to talk to them when Darian is awake.”

Thalia dipped her head and descended the stairs again.

“Why do you need him?” Isadora asked in a normal tone.

Although I wasn’t sure if I was overthinking it or not, it sounded like she was growing suspicious. “He was present during the attempt. He knows more than anyone.”

“I think it would be better if he were with you anyway,” Isadora said. “At least he managed to keep you safe.”

I smiled at her words; I felt the same. I wanted it too. “But then he won’t be there for you.”

“No one’s ever tried to end my life,” she pointed out.

And I prayed it would never happen. “I’ll sort it out.”

“Certainly not with those guards. I know from my own experiences that they aren’t the best.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. After last night, she probably wasn’t far from the truth, but the way she said “from my own experiences” made me think twice.

A mischievous grin spread on her lips. “Uhm … I managed to sneak out of here without anyone noticing.”

“Ah,” I said, understanding now. She reminded me of her Gabriella adventure. It made both of us chuckle—a rare laugh during a not-so-light-hearted moment. “You’re right.” She gave me something to think about, and I had to do something about this. We stood in silence for a moment, and I was proud of her. I was proud that she noticed little details that I hadn’t properly thought over in the past.

“I can go and see if he’s awake,” she eventually said. There was only one “he” we thought about, so she didn’t have to say his name.

“Thank you,” I said, a smile curving my lips. “He’s probably tired after a long night.”

“I can imagine… You know, I had plenty of dreams before that were exactly the same,” she said.

“What kind of dreams?” I asked her, not following her.

“Of him saving me,” she said in a quiet voice. “They started when I first saw him. I became so madly in love with him that it felt like an obsession.”

“I see,” I said, but didn’t understand why she brought it up now.

“I just wanted to tell you,” she said in a quiet tone. “There’s a lot about dreams that we don’t know about.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Life can be mysterious at times. Not every path is lit up by sunlight.”

“You are right,” she said.

I took her with me down the stairs, and she hugged me one last time before parting. “Please, after you’ve spent time with him, tell him that we are waiting for him.”

“Okay,” she said.

We parted ways, and I joined up with Thalia. “Did you manage to sleep?” Thalia asked me.

“A little,” I said. “But it was shallow.”

“That’s impressive,” she said. “I probably wouldn’t be able to go back to slumber after such an event.”

“Yeah… I should have berated them today instead. I hate acting on impulses, but I can’t see how the assassins entered my bedroom.”

“Me neither,” she said. “But I have a feeling we have some serious things to deal with before we proceed with anything.”

“I agree,” I said.

We headed toward the council chamber, settling down before anyone else arrived. My mind spun with possible suspects, but the most obvious one was Zinep. The room slowly filled with one advisor after another. They asked when we would start, but I told them it would start when Darian arrived.

I wanted him to rest as much as possible, and if Isadora wanted to hug him one more time, she should be free to do so. Eventually, he showed up dressed in a tunic and trousers. I thought of him when he was bare-chested. I didn’t know what was wrong with me since I shouldn’t be thinking of that now, but I couldn’t get those images out of my head.

I motioned for him to take the seat reserved for him, which he happily did. He was glowing, as usual, his hair had recently been brushed. It looked extra thick and shiny, and to me, he was the only light in this room. The man I could trust.

“Did you sleep well?” I asked him.

He briefly smiled, maybe thinking I asked ironically, or I was just overthinking it like I usually did when he was nearby. “I slept enough,” he said. “I needed to spend some time comforting Isadora as well.”

“I truly appreciate it,” I said, words coming from my heart. There was nothing more heartwarming than witnessing a man’s unwavering support for his lover. It meant even more when it was my daughter. “Well, why don’t we jump right into it? My advisors would like to know what you saw last night.”

Darian cleared his throat and spoke in his sonorous voice. Everyone here knew about his status and listened well as he spoke, no one daring to interrupt him. There wasn’t a sound except his deep tone. Each word and syllable spoken by him drew me in, bringing me closer to him in my dreams.

When he was finished, one of my advisors asked him in disbelief, “You just randomly woke up?”

“Not quite,” he said. “I’ve been trained to wake up during times of danger, trust my instincts, and act upon them. Last night, I knew something had happened.”

I listened, wondering why my guards hadn’t received similar training. It was an embarrassment, but I had myself to blame as well. I should’ve thought of this before.

The advisor cleared his throat and started speaking. “I find it interesting that you said they fought like veterans because the bodies were inspected, and we have come to the conclusion that they came from Zinep. They have a tattoo on their hip with a quote from one of their main generals.”

I nodded my head slowly, but it didn’t come as a surprise. “Are there any connections between this attempt and any of the earlier ones?” I asked him, thinking of when they’d tried to kill my brother and Felicia.

“There is,” he said. “In fact, they had the same tattoo.”

“Why did they pause their assassination attempts?” I asked.

“They might have gotten frightened after the failed attempts, but they wanted to take advantage, knowing that you were busy with the duel. That’s our guess.”

“Darian, don’t you mean?” I corrected him.

“Yes,” he said, swallowing hard. He seemed afraid as if he’d offended one of us.

“If they have the skill to sneak in here, then they probably have ears around this castle as well,” I said. “Another thing I thought about, it happened just after the duel. They probably wanted to attack while he was tired and I was relieved.”

“Could very well be so,” the advisor said.

I looked over to Darian, not just because I wanted to hear his opinion but because I missed the sound of his voice. “Anything you’d like to add?”

“I agree with what you said,” he said, “and I suggest we act swiftly. Summon the king of Zinep, Snalgnam, as quickly as possible and let him know if he’s behind this, he won’t get away with it.”

I nodded, and his words carried more weight than the others’. After last night, it felt like I could only trust him. “Darian is right. Summon him, and we will have a word with him. At the same time, summon Doragon and the angels. If he doesn’t want to tell us, we have to let him know that we aren’t backing down from any of our threats.”

They nodded.

“There’s another thing,” I said, recalling what I had discussed with my daughter. “The guards need proper training. We cannot let anyone sneak in here unnoticed, regardless of how competent they are. We always have to stay one step ahead.”

They all nodded, and everything was clear. I dismissed the rest of them, but I motioned for Darian to stay. I felt relieved when it was only me and him left in this chamber.

“Your Highness, is there something I can do for you?” he asked, bowing his head meekly.

His formality made me smile, but it wasn’t what I truly wanted. I wanted him to refer to me as Aurora, the woman I was, not the queen. I suddenly realized I had forgotten why I had asked him to stay in the first place. Deep inside, I just wanted him close to me. I mulled it over and couldn’t come up with anything, but I wished I had. “I just wanted to tell you to be there during dinner … and in the meantime, hold Isadora a bit tighter.”

He smiled. “I will,” he said.

“That’s all,” I said.

He dipped his head and exited the chamber. I did so as well. The comfort I felt in his presence wasn’t replaceable with anything else in life. I wanted him close to me. I didn’t want him all the way at The Fertile Valley. I wouldn’t be able to sleep properly when he was so far away. Besides, he’d already bred so many women by now; he should perhaps focus on a region a bit closer to here.

I went to my bedroom, seeing the maids cleaning and sanitizing the floor. They’d also fixed the door. The painting of my parents made my blood boil, but I knew the painter could fix it as well. “We’re almost finished,” my maid, Ava, said with a smile.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Take your time.” I went around them. I didn’t mind since I found the sounds of cleaning to be soothing. I sat on my chair and reached for a map. I knew there were plenty of men at the Pink Garden who’d fallen during the war, and there were plenty of women there with baby rabies who also needed to be loved. He could take a break from the Fertile Valley for now. I had to ask him first, but just thinking of him going so far away from me made my heart ache. He was the only one of them who was man enough to defend me last night.

The Pink Garden was known for its beautiful girls. It had a pre-war population of around two thousand. Nowadays, I wasn’t sure. We hadn’t done a census yet. The river running through it was called the Pink River, mainly because of the pink sand and stones causing a pink complexion. There were also berries and fruits growing at the bank of the river, adding a sweet flavor to the water. The town had more girls with a pink complexion than any other town. I was certain he would like it there, enjoying the girls and fruits during the last month of summer.

I put the map down and couldn’t wait till dinner, wondering what he would say about the proposal, wondering if he would kiss me again.

“Your Highness,” Ava said, with Eve and Izy on her heels. “We are finished.”

“Thank you,” I said. They’d made my room shine again, and I was grateful for their contribution.

I realized that my feelings for Darian could not be suppressed. As the maids left me alone, I fully admitted that I was in love with him, and my feelings wouldn’t go away. I couldn’t ignore them. I could only quench them, but there was only one way to do that.

* * *

When it was time for dinner, I met with Isadora again. She came with Elara and Darian. She embraced me warmly, a bit harder than usual, and I made sure to hug her back, wrapping my arms around her and pressing her close.

“I’m so glad to see you,” she said, her hand gently tracing circles on my back as she leaned her head against my shoulder. Her words were filled with warmth and relief, and I felt her breath tickle my neck.

“You too, darling … What have you been up to?” I asked her after breaking the hug.

“We played some games,” she said and exchanged glances with Elara.

“I hope you had fun,” I said. I knew that Isadora and Elara would spend some quality time together before Isadora’s departure, and I also knew that Elara would be pleased with my idea of Darian moving to the Pink Garden.

We settled down to eat. It was quieter than usual. The tension from what had happened still lingered in the air and would probably linger for a long time. However, I wasn’t as tense as before because the man who’d saved me was in the room, looking after us all.

We feasted on a mushroom, meat, and rice stew that had been simmering all day, rich in flavor and comfort. The savory broth had a hint of earthiness from the mushrooms, a meaty flavor from the tender chunks of meat, and a sweetness from the rice that had absorbed it all. It was a simple dish, but one we enjoyed greatly.

The conversations flowed. My brother was present, looking a bit more worried than before, but he was grateful to see me unhurt. We couldn’t take it for granted.

After we’d eaten, they started leaving. I lingered behind, my eyes glued on the man of my dreams. “Darian,” I said before my daughter could drag him away to the bedroom. “I want a word with you in my bedroom later.”

“I’ll be there, Your Highness,” he replied.

I went upstairs again, and while he was with my daughter, I made sure I looked as presentable as possible, adding some additional makeup, powdering my cheeks, and rubbing my hands in cream so they were as soft and pleasant as they could be.

I sat on the edge of my bed, waiting with the door open. Sitting here daydreaming, it felt as if I’d always waited for him. I’d always waited for a strong man to be there for me, just like he had been last night. I had dreamed of him striding in many times before, rescuing me and taking me. Isadora wasn’t the only one with such dreams. These were the dreams of every woman out there, and I was no exception. Thalia was right. If I could become wet, I would be fertile, and nothing would change that. It would be impossible to suppress. I became wet because I wanted a man inside. Nothing could ever replace that.

Finally, I heard his footsteps, quicker than usual. He wasn’t out of breath when he strode in, illuminated by the torches mounted on the walls, making him glow like my savior.

I rose and greeted him. “Let’s sit there,” I told him, pointing at the table. It felt so good and warm to be in his presence. I didn’t think of dangers or anything else, just having him by my side, being there as a protector. It was even better when it was just the two of us.

We settled down, and he looked at me curiously, his eyes sweeping over me and my dress. He made eye contact. His gaze didn’t avert or land on my breasts, which happened frequently when I talked to men. “How’s Isadora?” I started the conversation.

“She’s a bit more worried than usual,” he said truthfully. “I’ve tried to comfort her as well as possible. Elara has helped too.”

“That’s sweet of you … I’m glad she took it somewhat well.”

He looked at me with admiration. “You’re more worried about her reaction than yourself … You’re both a dedicated mother and a queen.”

My cheeks pinked slightly. He spoke from his heart, and it was noticeable. “Thank you,” I said, placing a hand over my chest. “Those words mean a lot to me.”

“You’re welcome.”

“I didn’t want to discuss my daughter though—I have a proposal for you,” I said, speaking slowly and wanting to draw this out as long as possible.

“I’m all ears,” he said, sounding glad to be there for me.

“If you could move to another region and help with breeding and repopulating it.”

He nodded, quickly putting the pieces together. I was certain he understood why I asked him. “Is it closer to the city?” he asked.

“It is,” I said, deciding to be honest with him. “I would feel a bit safer having you closer to me … if that’s okay with you?”

“Yes,” he said, holding my gaze. “I’ll take an arrow for you.”

His words made me melt. He was so loyal—the perfect man and lover. “Have you heard of the Pink Garden?”

He mulled it over. “I have heard of it, but I can’t say I’ve ever been there … Is it an hour’s ride away?”

“It is,” I said, leaning over the map, but not too much so my breasts spilled out of my dress. I pointed out exactly where it was located. “The town is beautiful. Unfortunately, plenty of men who hailed from that town didn’t make it, so it’s currently filled with widows and girls needing a man.”

“Actually, I know a family that moved from there to the Fertile Valley. They are the ones who told me about the Pink Garden.”

“I see … It’s good that you reminded me. I have to tell the mayor to limit the purchase of land. Felicia was quite stressed out when everyone decided to move to the Fertile Valley, causing an unprecedented flood of women.”

“Yeah … There were plenty of them,” he said. “But they’ve been taken care of by now.”

“I know. I’ve read the pregnancy logs,” I told him, thinking of all the hundreds of girls he’d bred.

“By the way, do I return to the Fertile Valley after this? Since I promised I would eventually breed them as well, there are still plenty of women left there.”

“If you want to,” I said, though deep inside, I didn’t want him to. I wanted him here, in the vicinity, as close as possible. “But for now … I don’t trust my guards that well.”

“I’m sorry about that,” he said sympathetically.

“It’s fine … because of you,” I said, my eyes crinkling in a smile. “But make sure to tell my daughter. I’m sure she’d rather be close to here as well.”

“I’m sure of it too,” he said. “She’s been having plenty of fun with Elara, and Flora has also caught up with her family. Marcia is indifferent to it, though.”

“Are you taking care of her as well?” I asked him, just wanting to hear a snippet of his intimacy with them, giving myself some imagination to get off to.

“We’re taking care of each other,” he said with a smile. “When you go from breeding a dozen girls a day to having my three bonded, there’s plenty of time for them to be satisfied.”

“I see,” I said, feeling my womanhood melt. I wanted to come up with something more to ask him and talk to him about.

There was something that had been lingering in my thoughts since the incident, and I wanted to ask him about it. I wanted to ask him why he kissed me the way he did, but I just couldn’t. I wasn’t sure why, but I felt like a coward. “Uh … Just a thank you hug for last night, and that’s all. Your bonded would probably like to see you.”

I looked up at him, and the corners of his lips twitched into a playful smile. He stood up, and I followed suit, my heart racing with anticipation. He opened his arms wide, and I eagerly stepped into his embrace, feeling the warmth of his body against mine. As he hugged me tightly, I couldn’t help but inhale deeply, savoring his intoxicating scent that always left me weak in the knees. At that moment, I was grateful to be in the presence of such a loving and strong man.

Eventually, he broke the hug. I was too shy to glance at his lips, thinking perhaps he would kiss me again, but he didn’t. Instead, he took my hand and kissed it, leaving a damp patch of skin and a shiver down my spine. It was better than nothing. “Good night,” he murmured softly.

“Good night,” I said, watching him all the way down the stairs, wishing the scene would last forever.


Chapter 4

Darian

Istrolled toward our bedroom. I had just spoken to Aurora about the move to the Pink Garden and helping them with their repopulation issue. Although it wasn’t just about breeding. I would feel a bit safer having you closer to me. Her quote rang in my ear. I understood where she was coming from, and I wanted her to feel secure. It was the kind of feeling you develop for someone you strongly care about. I wanted her to feel well, as happy as the rest of my bonded.

I regretted not having kissed her lips again, but when I spoke to her, I caught something in her eye. It was something she wanted to say, but she held it inside, guarding it like a treasure. I wondered where the key was and also the lock. She seemed to guard both, and I wondered if she would ever grant me access.

Once I had tasted her lips, I couldn’t stop thinking about her flavors. There are days when you feel extra brave and courageous. You get that extra, magical nudge, and it prompts you to take that extra step. It was like a push from heaven, like when the soft winds guide your direction. It doesn’t always happen, but sometimes we have to seek it ourselves.

I didn’t have to think twice about agreeing to ditch the Fertile Valley for now. Aurora’s words weighed the most to me. I didn’t want to disappoint her, and I also wanted to be closer to her.

I entered the bedroom, and Isadora and Marcia sat on the edge of the bed, talking with each other. Except for their panties, they were nude, prepared to go to sleep. Today, they’d given Isadora more attention than usual. I wasn’t the only one who’d spotted her brooding expression. We’d also spoken earlier about not leaving for quite some time. She wanted to stay with her mother for as long as possible.

Isadora beamed upon seeing me. “What did you talk about?”

Taking off my trousers and tunic, I sat down between her and Marcia. I was about to ask where Flora was, but I saw her in the bathroom. She had left the door open ajar as she washed her face, her breasts almost spilling into the sink. I always admired how women spent so much time enhancing their physical appearance. It was the cornerstone of femininity. The aspect that made women so dear to me, especially with everything I witnessed during the bloody war, where physical appearance mattered the least, or not at all, to be precise.

I looked back at Isadora, and she’d noticed that a topless Flora had seized my attention. “I’ll tell you when she returns, but she proposed something, and I said yes.”

“What did she propose?” Isadora asked. She was easily hooked, and once she was hooked, she rarely wanted to let go.

She made me chuckle. “I told you to wait,” I said, and kissed her forehead, hoping the kiss would satisfy her for now. I rubbed my knuckles on her soft cheeks, her skin as smooth as silk. I remembered the tears last night. She wasn’t as bright as she usually would be. The lack of sleep had robbed her of her glow. She had roused me a couple of times from sleep. We had one long conversation at first, but afterward, she just told me she wanted to see my eyes and feel my touch and breath. Those little things gave her all the comfort she needed. It was cute, and I forgave her for waking me up all the time. I wanted to comfort her as much as possible, to see her heart whole and warm. There was nothing in this world that hurt more than seeing the girls I loved in tears.

Flora came back, bringing a scent of red pears. She had recently shaved her womanhood, showing off the glistening droplets and the pink flesh that I loved so dearly. I patted the spot next to Isadora, and she lowered her nude bottom onto the sheets, gently folding her hands and patiently waiting for my words.

“So, she’s here,” Isadora said eagerly.

“Our queen suggested that I move to the Pink Garden and help them with the repopulation. Without a doubt, I said yes.”

“So we will be moving away from the Fertile Valley?” Flora asked with hints of grief. It was a chapter coming to an end, after all.

“Yes,” I said firmly.

“Pink Garden,” Isadora said quietly to herself. “But that’s way closer to the city … That’s only an hour away.”

“Yes,” I said.

“That … sounds better to me. I really didn’t want to go back to the Fertile Valley,” she admitted. “I don’t want to be so far away from my mother.”

“Was that the reason she asked you to change places?” Marcia asked, listening intently.

I nodded. “You’re hawk-eyed,” I said, making her smile. Of course, she was. She was trained that way. “She admitted that she didn’t feel that safe having me so far away.”

Isadora wrapped her arms around my neck, the warmth of her nude body seeping into mine. She held on for a moment longer than usual, then pulled back with a soft smile on her lips. “Out of everything that’s happened today,” she said, “this is one of the few things that has truly made me happy.”

“I’m glad,” I said, taking her hand and holding it dearly.

She drew in a deep breath. “I can smell my mother’s perfume on your hair and neck.”

I chuckled. “She gave me a thank-you hug.”

“I see,” she said. “You deserve more than one.”

“One hug is enough for me. Quality over quantity.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “When my mother wasn’t sure what to give you after the duel, I told her that a hug was enough. She was really insecure about it.”

“About what?” I asked, Isadora’s embrace momentarily numbing my senses.

“About giving you something that mattered,” Isadora explained. “She really wanted you to know that she appreciated your actions, but she was at a loss.”

I smiled at her words. “A hug from her sure was enough … You know me well,” I said.

“Yes, that’s what I told her.”

Now it was my turn to hug her, but I also wanted to feel her soft boobs against my chest again. The sensation was addictive.

“I was thinking about leaving tomorrow. The quicker we go, the better. Is that okay for you?”

They all agreed.

“How long will we stay there?” Isadora asked.

“I figure not for long,” I said. “I just want to say goodbye and get my belongings. I have a feeling some of them have been waiting for me after the duel.”

“Some of them are probably all of them,” Flora said flirtatiously.

“We’ll see,” I said, knowing deep inside that I couldn’t argue with her on that one. “Shall we try to get some sleep?”

They all nodded. We would usually have sex during the night, but after what happened last night, they weren’t in the mood. Instead, they just cuddled up to me, keeping us warm.

* * *

We’d just eaten breakfast and were now prepared to leave for the Fertile Valley. We had slept better than we had the night before. Isadora hadn’t woken me up at all.

I stood next to Thunderhoof, saddling him, while Marcia stood by her horse, feeding it a carrot. Flora and Isadora would take the wagon while we rode alongside them.

Aurora filled the wagon with bags of food. She wore a fitted blue and pink dress, its silky material hugging her curves. Her long hair cascaded in loose waves, catching the light and sparkling like diamonds. Every inch of her flawless face was highlighted by makeup, enhancing her natural beauty. It was clear she had spent time perfecting her appearance before coming here. It was difficult to take my eyes off her. They were glued to her wherever she went.

“I packed something for you to eat,” Aurora told her daughter. “Some berries and also four slices of pie.”

“Thank you,” Isadora said.

Aurora usually wanted Isadora to cut down on sweet things, but at this moment, it seemed she just wanted to see her smile. I could tell, as we got closer and closer to leaving the city, that Isadora didn’t want to go. She wanted to stay here with her mother. “But afterward, tone it down,” she added, making them both laugh.

“I’ll try,” Isadora mumbled.

Aurora opened her arms for Isadora, and her daughter drew in a deep breath as they embraced. While they lingered in the intimate hug, Isadora said, “Promise to be careful.”

“They’ll be alert now,” Aurora told her in a soft voice, patting her back.

“They should have been all the time.”

“I agree, but they’ll be more on guard now,” Aurora reassured her.

It warmed my heart to see them embrace. They truly loved each other, despite their past quarrels. No relationships were perfect, but some were unbreakable despite the obstacles we faced.

They let go of the embrace. I still hadn’t mounted Thunderhoof. I waited for Aurora, her beauty intoxicating, drawing me in. I wanted another sample of her femininity before I left. We exchanged glances, and I stepped toward her. We didn’t say anything. I knew what she wanted. I made her smile as I took the initiative, opening my arms, and hugging her. She pressed her breasts generously against my chest, and I noticed she was wearing a thinner bra than usual, almost as if she’d prepared for this moment. The way her nipples suddenly stiffened against my chest sent a shiver down my spine.

I drew in a deep breath of her perfume, a mixture of musk and the rarest rose. It was sweet and made me never want to break free from the hug. She held me equally tight, as if afraid I would vanish, locking her arms around me, her heart beating softly.

I felt her mouth open by my ear, sending additional shivers down my spine as I felt her warm breath. “Please … come back as soon as you can,” she whispered as if she didn’t want her daughter to hear.

“I promise,” I whispered back.

She broke the hug, not that she wanted to, but maybe because there were plenty of onlookers nearby. We looked each other in the eyes for a moment, but it felt like an eternity. I saw gratitude, desire, and lust—an odd mixture from a queen, but I felt the same toward her.

I turned around and mounted Thunderhoof. On top of the horse, I looked at my girls. “Let’s go.” I yanked the reins, and we started riding, the hooves clicking against the cobblestone road.

Isadora faced her mother, waving at her until she couldn’t see her any longer.

* * *

We rode along the winding path, passing travelers and tradesmen on the way. I could feel the warmth of the sun and smell the faint scent of wildflowers in the air as we continued on our journey. We stopped for a snack and enjoyed the taste of that delicious apple pie. Isadora swore the pie was tastier than ever. I agreed with her; it tasted different as if made with love and care. Then we continued our journey. Eventually, we started looking for a place to rest and set up camp before the sun dipped too low.

We found a suitable spot near a burbling stream and some wildflowers. “How’s the ride?” I asked Flora and Isadora as I dismounted.

“A bit bumpy,” Flora said, stretching her arms and legs once her feet were on the ground. “Although we had fun trying to blind-feed ourselves berries.”

“I can see that,” I said, noticing how they had berry juice smeared all over their cheeks like makeup gone wrong.

Isadora giggled when she saw Flora’s cheeks. “We pretty much face-painted each other.”

They had also tossed a couple of berries to me and marcia, something sweet along the road that kept us happy and warm. Marcia helped me set up the tent. She’d tied her brunette hair into a ponytail. She rarely wore it loose. Our eyes met for a moment, making her smile. “I like your ponytail,” I told her.

“I can wear it loose if you want,” she said.

“Wear it however you want,” I told her.

As we finished setting up the tent, we rose to our feet. She and Aurora were impressively tall. Marcia wore a perfectly fitting skirt with a white top that emphasized her slim waist and toned figure. I had to enjoy the beauty of my girls before it grew too dark.

I looked around at a couple of grouses perched on the branches. “Are you down for a hunt before it gets dark?”

She nodded eagerly. “You know I am.”

I was glad to have her. It wasn’t always fun hunting by myself, and Flora and Isadora wanted nothing to do with weapons. I looked over my shoulder, seeing them go out foraging for wild plants and herbs. I noticed that Flora did as much as she could to keep Isadora content, keeping her company all the time. She was a sweetheart who couldn’t stand seeing anyone hurt. It was one of the first things I’d learned about Flora and her soft touch as she tended to me.

I beckoned Marcia to join me as I approached them. “Are you finding anything?” I asked Flora.

“Some wild carrots,” she said, holding the tubers adorned with fresh dirt.

“How will they taste?”

“Slightly sweet.”

I rubbed some berry juice from her lips. “I think your lips will be sweeter.”

She smiled a bit demurely. “Some extra sweetness doesn’t hurt,” she said. I leaned into her lips and pressed mine to hers. Then I glanced at Isadora, who had dirt on her knees and hands from digging for tubers. I took her hand anyway and made sure to press my lips to hers.

“Marcia and I will go get some birds,” I told them.

“Okay,” Flora said.

“Don’t go too far,” Isadora said.

“Just in the vicinity,” I told her. I had no plans to go far either way. She didn’t have to remind me. “Come, let’s see what we can get.” We both selected our bows and arrows. As I moved further into the wild, I reminisced over Marcia’s actions and how we met, knowing why both Felicia and Aurora valued my actions.

“I know why Aurora is so grateful,” I said. “You did the same thing for me, after all.”

“It wasn’t the same scenario,” Marcia said demurely.

“Similar enough to make me feel it,” I told her as we searched around for grouses.

We tracked the birds through the trees, our steps muffled by the thick layer of fertile soil. The sun was beginning to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows that stretched out before us. I caught a glimpse of movement up ahead and signaled for Marcia to pause. Nocking an arrow, I drew back the bowstring and aimed at the unsuspecting grouse pecking at the forest floor. With a swift release, the arrow flew and struck its target, bringing the grouse down in one clean shot. It always satisfied and empowered me. It didn’t matter whether it was an enemy or an animal.

Marcia retrieved the fallen bird and examined it with a nod of approval. “A good shot,” she remarked.

“I think you can do better,” I challenged her.

She yanked the arrow out and tossed the bird to me. I caught it perfectly. “Is that a challenge?” she asked.

“It is,” I said.

“Then you’ll have it,” she said coquettishly. She was in a good mood when we were hunting, sparring, or being loved. I grinned at her competitive spirit and continued leading the way through the wild, on the lookout for more game. As we walked in silence, the tranquility of the woods enveloped us, broken only by the occasional rustle of leaves or distant bird call. The earthy scent of moss and green leaves mingled with the crisp freshness of the evening air. I loved being out here instead of smelling bricks and dust.

Suddenly, she spotted two grouse perched on top of a tree. She grinned. “Wait here,” she said.

With a mischievous glint in her eye, Marcia silently crept closer to the tree where the grouse were perched. She moved with such grace that she seemed to blend with the surrounding forest as if she had done this a hundred times before. I watched in admiration as she positioned herself with precision, her bow ready. She looked sexier than ever, her toned, fit figure at the peak of its beauty.

In one swift movement, Marcia drew back the bowstring and released it, sending an arrow soaring through the air. It struck one of the grouse, causing it to tumble from its perch and land on the forest floor with a soft thud. Panicking, the other bird took flight, but Marcia was already prepared. She smoothly nocked another arrow and let it fly, hitting the second grouse mid-flight. It spiraled down, joining its companion on the forest floor with a thump. Marcia flashed me a triumphant smile as she retrieved the fallen birds, her eyes sparkling with pride.

Marcia victoriously held up the two grouse. “I’ll take that as a win,” she said, her voice teasing.

“I have to hand it to you … You won the challenge,” I said, knowing it was nothing I could deprive her of. I was genuinely impressed by her skill. “That mid-flight shot was amazing.”

“I was trained to shoot moving objects,” she said. “And our targets weren’t chunky grouse but the smallest birds.”

“You excelled, didn’t you?”

She shrugged. “I’ve learned that being honored by cold-blooded people doesn’t mean much. Praise from you makes my heart tingle.”

As I stood so close to her, I felt a strong lust to just take her. I glanced over my shoulder, and Isadora’s words rang in my ears. “I want you in the tent later,” I told her.

“You should give some to Isadora too,” she said sympathetically.

“There’s plenty for both of you,” I said. We reached for our birds and returned to them. The pot was already boiling, and they tossed vegetable after vegetable into it.

“Why do only you have one?” Isadora asked me.

“Marcia was a better archer today,” I said, making her cheeks pink. Pink cheeks went so well on her porcelain flesh anyway. “Whatever you’re cooking smells amazing.”

“It will taste even better,” Flora said. “This place is rich with herbs … the soil is really fertile.”

I’d noticed that too. It was as soft and wet as womanhood. We flayed and butchered the meat, tossing it into the simmering pot as well. There wasn’t much light left as the sun slipped a notch lower, below the horizon and making room for the stars and moon.

We sat huddled together in unity, and once the stew was ready, Flora served us all a bowl. Cradling the bowl, I felt the warmth seep into my hands. But it wasn’t only the warmth of the food but also the feeling of being outside with my three loved ones.

“I’ve missed this,” I said, stirring the stew with a spoon. “The taste of the wild.”

“So have I,” Flora said, blowing on her spoon before shoveling it into her mouth.

“I didn’t know how the wild tasted before I met you,” Isadora said.

“And I didn’t know what a city tasted like before I met you,” Marcia said. Their words made us smile, reminding us that we all came from different backgrounds.

We continued to eat as the sounds of chirping crickets rose. When we were finished, I reached for some flowers behind my back and tried to make a flower wreath. Noticing that Isadora had been quieter than usual, I placed it on top of her head. “Not as pretty as when you make them, but at least it will make you look a bit happier.”

She lightly chuckled. “I’ll make one for you too.” She reached for a couple of flowers and began weaving them into a wreath. She placed it on top of my head, joy spreading to her. I rubbed her back. “I love wreaths.”

“I know you do,” I said.

Before going to bed, we waited for Flora to finish cleaning the pots and bowls. In the meantime, Isadora made a wreath for Marcia and placed it on top of her head. “Goes well with your brown hair,” she noted.

“Thank you,” Marcia said, dipping her head. “I like the way flowers make you smell.”

“We all do,” I said, checking her out. “I think flowers are a better ornament than jewelry.”

“Or makeup,” Isadora said.

“Makeup isn’t bad as long as it isn’t overdone,” I told her.

Isadora placed her hand right on the center of my shorts, gently stroking the bulge. Her eyes flitted to me. “I want you.”

“We’ll wait for Flora.”

“Okay,” she said and glanced at her.

Flora put the utensils back into the wagon, making sure the horses were all right. She also gave them some carrots, which they happily ate. We rose and undressed. The fire was slowly being reduced to embers, but it was enough light to illuminate their bodies. Isadora took the three wreaths and gently placed them outside, and while doing so, she was bent at the waist, flashing the pink wet flesh that I wanted.

She turned around and caught me looking. I beckoned the girls to me and brought them into the tent. I started with Flora, cupping her womanhood. I could clearly notice that she was already wet and inviting. I pulled her to my side, lifting her leg and finding her sweet spot that I slid easily in. Even if I had taken her many times before, it felt equally as good every time.

A couple of thrusts and grunts later, I spilled my seed inside her. She gasped upon feeling my essence and then her face melted into an orgasmic smile. I kissed her neck and let go of her. I turned around to Marcia, and she eagerly reached for my wet erection. She started sucking me hard before I turned limp, and I helped her out with the Sacred Seed. I hardened to concrete in her mouth, and she mounted me, her wet slit hovering right above the tip. She sank down, swallowing up my shaft. She started riding me, riding me hard.

I grabbed and held onto her hips. My balls were a couple of thrusts from detonating. She noticed and rode and clenched me harder, and finally, I climaxed, filling her with cum. She lowered down onto my body, holding me for a minute or two before coming off. Flora and Isadora had changed places. I used the Sacred Seed again and rolled on top of Isadora, pushing in my erection slowly. Her smile widened for every inch that entered her, and once fully inside her, I pulled out till only the tip remained and then I pushed back into her again.

As I fucked her, her breasts jiggled and bounced, and her mouth formed into an ‘o’. It didn’t take me long to get off either, climaxing deep inside her while she arched her back as well.

I slowly pulled out and slumped down between them. They cuddled up to me as my heart rate slowly lowered. They took turns planting kisses on my cheeks, wishing me good night.


Chapter 5

Darian

Irode on Thunderhoof with Marcia by my side. Isadora and Flora sat in the wagon as we traveled through the winding trails flanked by trees and sweet berry bushes. Yesterday, we had left the city and camped outside. Now, we were on our way to the Fertile Valley. We would gather our belongings, say goodbye to our friends, and then head toward the Pink Garden. We probably wouldn’t stay in the Fertile Valley for more than a few days. I didn’t like leaving the queen behind, especially after what had just taken place.

The girls had slept deeply and had woken up with drool trickling out the corners of their lips. They always did after I had my way with them the night prior. We had eaten some sandwiches Aurora had made for us, and Flora had made sure to pick some herbs and vegetables before leaving.

I certainly would miss the Fertile Valley, the friends we made there, and the women I had bred. It was a peaceful and beautiful town with little to no drama, but I would never be able to disappoint the queen. I was loyal to her, but it wasn’t just loyalty. I was starting to come to grips with the fact that I was developing feelings for her. I had felt those feelings since I saw her for the first time during the Victory Ceremony. I found it hard to believe a woman could be as beautiful and strong as she was, yet her daughter had occupied my heart, making me glance less at her mother. But nothing had changed. Aurora was still a gorgeous woman. She was more than a queen—a dedicated and loving mother, and a sympathetic and feminine woman. I wanted more than a kiss from her.

How I killed the assassins was still fresh in my memory. I had acted well that night, giving me flashbacks of when we would be roused from a shallow slumber to go to war. I was honored by the way the queen looked at me gratefully. I was glad I could do something for her. I would do anything for her.

Aurora had looked troubled and uncomfortable when we left. Not even a dear hug from Isadora had helped. I fully understood her. She was supposed to have the best guards, but they had failed that day, and I had succeeded.

I didn’t want to be selfish and think that way, especially when someone had plotted to kill her. Whatever the consequences, it would not be pretty, but such foolish actions couldn’t go unnoticed. Our queen understood that well enough.

Aurora had embraced me before I mounted Thunderhoof, her breasts generously pressed against my chest. She held me as if afraid I would vanish, and I remembered her soft whisper as if they were words from a dream: Please … come back as soon as you can. I wondered if it was a sign that she wanted me a bit closer than she implied, but I noticed she could be reserved at times. She could be difficult to read.

I glanced over at Isadora, the sun cresting the morning horizon. “Are you hungry?” she asked me.

“Toss me an apple,” I told her.

She reached for one with a giggle. “Catch!”

I caught it with my left hand and took a bite. The juices exploded over my tongue and ran down my chin. I loved this time of the year. We had found the apples earlier where we had set up camp. They were red and ripe as we were reaching the end of summer. It was that time of the year when the fruits were at the peak of their sweetness before they would turn to mush.

I devoured it and tossed the stem behind me, licking the sweet flavors from my fingers. I wanted to get back to the Pink Garden as soon as possible so the queen could have sweet dreams again. I was also curious about King Snalgnam’s words and what he had to say about the attempted murder.

We passed by merchants and tradesmen as we entered the town. The valley spread out like a lush green carpet, with a winding stream cutting through it and settlements on the sides. We passed the gates and reached our home, which wouldn’t be our home much longer. I yanked the reins and my eyes widened at the mounds of flowers and letters at our entrance, drowning the place in a sweet fragrance. Our mailbox was stuffed to the point where the heap of letters covered it, and the rest of the letters were spilled all over the place.

“What’s going on here?” I asked.

“Are you playing stupid?” Isadora asked me playfully.

I chuckled. She had a point. Just as I was about to dismount, Felicia rushed out from the town hall and eagerly skipped to us, her brown hair fluttering behind her. With a deep V-neck, her dress reached her thighs and was tight enough to show off her toned body, straining against her creamy breasts.

“Darian!” she said elatedly. She probably wouldn’t be so happy when I told her we would leave shortly. Opening my arms, I embraced her warmly, and she did everything she could to remind me of her well-endowed chest, trying to rub it all over my neck and chest with a naughty giggle.

“Hi, Felicia,” I said. She hugged me so tightly she was on the verge of strangling me. If it hadn’t been for her soft breasts that cushioned the hug.

“Oh, I’m so glad to see you. We received news of your victory and have been dying to see you since.”

“I can see that,” I said, glancing at all the flowers and the rest of the letters.

“It’s a gift from the women… lovers waiting to be bred, and some you’ve already impregnated.”

I didn’t want her to become too happy all of a sudden, only to have her happiness spoiled. I had to bring her the news as soon as possible. “I have some sad news though,” I said, breaking the hug to look into her eyes. “Aurora wanted me to impregnate another badly hit region. We will just stay here for a day or two, gathering our stuff, and then we will move.”

Her smile faded, and I could see subtle tears welling in her eyes. “Oh… but why?”

“There was an assassination attempt on her,” I said in a lowered voice, not wanting to remind Isadora of it. “She would feel a bit safer if I stayed closer.”

“Let me guess… The guards didn’t do much, and you did everything?”

I nodded. “That’s what happened.”

“I see,” Felicia said, probably reminiscing about when it had happened to her. She let out a heavy sigh, coming to terms with reality. “I understand… I feel a bit guilty since I had promised some of my friends to vouch for them. They are desperate for your erection.”

“How many?” I asked.

“Around thirty.”

“Damn… You have many friends,” I said with a chuckle.

She stifled a giggle. “Sorry, I should’ve asked you first.”

“I’ll take care of them.”

“Really?” she asked optimistically.

“Yes. I can easily impregnate them in two days, as long as you’ll find someone strong who can help us with the move.”

“I’ll have that settled for you,” she said proudly and made eye contact, a lustful smile blossoming on her cheeks. Her hopeful smile made her tears come to a halt. “Uhm, will we find time for some lovemaking?”

“Sure,” I said, patting her back, making her beam. I felt bad for her when I saw her tears, but it was what it was.

“Let me know when I should bring you the girls,” she said.

“After we’ve eaten,” I told her. “We just have to settle down… and.” I looked at the house, my eyes widening at all the letters and flowers. “I suppose I should read the letters.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “No need for that. The letters are just filled with hugs, hearts, kisses, and a sample of their lust. I’ll find someone who’ll clean it up for you. It’s just to show that they love and care for you.”

“Understood.” Even the rest of my girls’ eyes widened at the warm welcome.

Flora took a rose and drew in a deep breath. “Wonderful,” she said with a giggle. “What a warm welcome.”

Isadora picked up a couple of letters and read them. “They all say the same. I love you with a bunch of hearts, kisses, and something sticky.”

“Let’s take a moment to rest now,” I said, patting their backs.

After settling in, we decided to take a moment to relax and enjoy the warm welcome. Flora offered to cook us an omelet. “Flora, you can rest with us too,” I told her.

“We can rest while we eat,” she said adorably, already wrapping the apron around her.

“Fine,” I yielded, although I’d like to cuddle with her too.

While Isadora, Marcia, and I stayed outside to enjoy the fresh air, Flora disappeared into the house, and we could hear the clattering of pots and pans as she prepared the meal.

Isadora leaned against my shoulder, her eyes following the path of a few passing clouds. “It’s going to be strange not seeing the Fertile Valley every day,” she mused, a hint of nostalgia in her voice.

Marcia nodded a little. She hadn’t been that long here after all. “You must have made a lot of memories here. But change is good too. New places, new people. But I’m used to moving around.”

I smiled at their sentiments. They were unique yet just as important to me. “True. The Pink Garden will be a new adventure for all of us. And who knows? Maybe it’ll become just as special as the Fertile Valley.”

Isadora smiled, and I succeeded in choosing my words. I wanted to sound as optimistic as possible without reminding her of her mother, but deep inside, I could tell it bothered her.

Flora set the table while humming a melody. The freshly cooked eggs wafted out to us. “Do you have all the ingredients?” I asked her.

“I picked them all yesterday,” she said. “After having eaten at the castle for days, I’m dying to cook for you.”

“I can’t wait,” I said and knew it would be special.

Shortly after, Flora came outside with the plates of omelets and freshly baked bread. The scent of her culinary arts made our stomachs rumble. The presentation was so beautiful it even made Isadora smile. The omelets were fluffy and golden, garnished with herbs and vegetables she had picked earlier.

“The late breakfast is served,” she announced with a smile, taking her seat.

We dug into the delicious meal, the flavors bursting in our mouths. The eggs were perfectly cooked with the perfect amount of cheese and butter, and the vegetables added a delightful crunch.

“Flora, this is amazing,” I said between bites. “You really outdid yourself.”

“Thank you.” Flora beamed with pride at the praise, her cheeks slightly blushing. As we ate, a comfortable silence settled over us, each enjoying the meal and the company. Isadora leaned against me, a content smile on her face as she savored each bite of the omelet.

Once we were finished, Flora rose and was about to take the dishes. I took her hand, interlacing my fingers with hers. “Can’t you just sit with us for a moment?” I said.

“The dishes won’t take care of themselves,” she said adorably.

“But they can wait,” I told her. “I don’t want to sit here without you.”

“Fine,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. She sat down with us. I just wanted to relax with all of them. It felt best when we were together.

“The omelet was delicious,” I told her, running my fingers through her auburn hair.

“I agree,” Isadora said, praising Flora as well. “I think it must have been because of the wild ingredients.”

Flora laid her hand over her cleavage, honored by our words. “I’m so glad you enjoyed it. Hopefully, we will find quality products at Pink Garden as well.”

“There are an abundance of them,” Isadora said, her eyes lighting up. “There’s a bakery there with delicious pastries. The wheat there has a distinct flavor as well. The fruits and berries found near the river have an extra sweetness to them, and the water itself is also delicious. It’s really good stuff.”

“When was the last time you were there?” I asked her. When she spoke, it brought back memories, making me curious.

“Too long ago, before the war,” she said wistfully. “But I have so many good memories from that town … There are plenty of pink girls there as well.”

“One of my favorite colors,” I said. I hadn’t bred a pink girl in a while. Their pink complexion was one of the hottest, so unique and exotic it turned me on in an instant.

“You’ll love that town,” Isadora said, turning her dreamy gaze to me. “The girls will love you too … Speaking of which, when will you start breeding?”

“I told Felicia after we’ve eaten,” I told her, “but I’ll keep you company first.” We sat and discussed various topics. Time flew, and eventually, I let Flora take the dishes. She excused herself and said she didn’t like seeing a pile of dishes just sitting there. A table should be nice and clean. I agreed somewhat, but deep inside, I didn’t care that much.

I headed outside to Felicia, and to my surprise, she was already outside, helping clean the flowers and letters. “We’re arranging the flowers, so it looks a bit neater. We’re almost done with the letters.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “If you want, you can bring four of the girls over.”

Her eyes widened, and she told me to hang on for a second. She scurried away to some houses in the distance and returned equally as quickly. I greeted four girls at first: Ayna, Leatrix, Kassandra, and Ania. They were all in their early twenties, with wet lines lining the insides of their legs. I embraced them all, feeling their soft and innocent flesh. They were really pretty, three girls with dark blonde hair, and the fourth was a pink-haired snowflake. They couldn’t stop talking about how they’d been dying to see me, how worried their friends and families had been whether I would make it or not. I reassured them that it hadn’t been a difficult duel, but that Eldric had fought unfairly. They had also known that they would cheat and that if it had been fair, it would have been an obvious clear victory for me, which I agreed with wholeheartedly.

“Enjoy them,” Felicia said with a wink, as I whisked them inside.

“I sure will,” I said. I took them with me to the pregnancy room, and I introduced them to the bed. One by one, they revealed their nude and untouched bodies. I started with Ayna, one of the blonde girls. She couldn’t stop shyly twirling her hair on her finger, just looking more innocent as she waited to be taken. Every time I saw new flesh, it hardened me. It didn’t take me long till I was between her legs, tasting her flower till her legs quivered and licking her breasts till they gleamed with my saliva.

Eventually, it was time to push it inside her, sliding my manhood all the way in till the tip kissed her wall. After a couple of more thrusts, she loosened up further, taking my thick girth inside despite her being an inexperienced virgin.

It didn’t take many thrusts till I spilled my seed inside her, and the pink mist spread from her pink hole, signifying the fact that she’d been bred. She rolled to the side and couldn’t stop giggling and talking about how good it felt. Then I went for the next girl and then the next till they all had been creampied and my seed adorned their beautiful folds.

They were grateful, but they reluctantly put on their clothes. My cock was as wet as it could be, as I prepared to deal with another batch of young women wanting to be bred. We talked for a little, and they couldn’t stop asking about the duel. I told them there was nothing pleasant about that event, and I was just glad it was finally over. I made sure to hug them. They were tamed for now and weren’t as chatty as when they’d arrived.

Felicia grinned upon seeing me. She was still outside, making sure everything was clean. “I handed the letters over to Flora.”

“Thank you,” I said. “In an hour, you can bring me the six others.”

“You took all four of them?” she asked, surprised.

“I did,” I said. “But I’m ready for more … I just want to spend time with my girls for a little bit.”

“Okay,” she said.

I looked over at the Fertile Valley and spotted a girl carefully coming over with a basket of strawberries.

It was Marie. I hadn’t seen her in a while, but I saw that her belly had started to swell—the first hints of pregnancy. She put the basket onto the grass and jumped into my arms. We couldn’t hug as we usually did since our baby was in the way. As I held her, I heard her sniveling. I broke the hug and looked into her eyes.

“What’s the matter?” I asked her.

“Is it true … will you be leaving?”

“I’m sorry … The queen has other plans for me.”

“I understand,” she said and lowered her eyes. “You’re an important man. We rejoiced when we heard that you had won, but then there was a rumor spreading, saying that you would have to part ways. Unfortunately, I just learned it’s true.”

“I might come back here later,” I told her. “But for now, I’ll have to leave.”

“When do you leave?”

“In a couple of days, most likely. Earliest, the day after tomorrow, unless something unexpected happens.”

“Oh, okay,” she said with a sigh. “Can we eat strawberries together, or are you busy breeding?”

“I’m not busy now,” I said and patted her belly. “Has she started kicking yet?”

“No, my mother told me that isn’t until months from now,” she said. “But I feel happier than ever. I can’t wait to give birth.”

I believed many other girls felt the same. I invited her inside, and she drew in a deep breath. “Sex like usual,” she said, and it uplifted her, which I found funny. I took her with me outside, and she greeted the rest of my girls.

“Hmm, I’ve missed your strawberries,” Flora said. Isadora and Marcia joined us as well. The berries disappeared quickly. When we settled down, we all reached for them, our hands bumping into each other. I took a bite, savoring the tangy sweetness. I told myself the same thing every time I tasted her berries—there were no better-tasting sweets than these, and I sure would miss them when we would leave.

“It’s so sweet of you to always bring them over,” Flora said.

“I’m just glad you like them,” Marie said and licked her fingers. Her top was covered with strawberry stains, and her lips were pink and sticky.

“These and your cakes,” Isadora said, biting into a strawberry.

“Oh … I can come over later if you want.”

“No, that wasn’t what I meant,” Isadora said.

“But I can,” Marie insisted. “It’s not like I have anything better to do.”

“Fine,” Isadora said with a smile, unable to resist a sweet cake.

“I’ll make it extra sweet for you,” Marie said. “I didn’t think of a cake from the start. I hurriedly came over when I heard he’d returned. But I didn’t believe he would leave so quickly.” She ended her sentence with a hopeless sigh.

Flora patted her hand. “You have friends here though.”

“Blah, we’ve been fighting a lot,” she admitted. “Besides, we only see each other on occasion … And they’re girls. I want to be with a man.”

“I’m sorry again, but the queen wanted me there.”

“I know,” Marie said and lowered her gaze. “I’ll be fine … thinking and dreaming of you.”

It felt great to be loved by so many, but I couldn’t help but feel a bit bad for them, leaving them here by themselves. They had also looked forward to my return. “I’ll think of you too,” I said. “Not many here have been as sweet and caring as you.”

“That means the world to me,” she said. I stole her a kiss, which made her smile wider.

“How’s it like having a baby in your belly?” Isadora chimed in, gently caressing the little swell.

“Exciting,” she said enthusiastically. “All of us are excited. We talk about what names to give them, what clothes to make, and what furniture we need. It’s like a brand-new chapter of our lives.”

“It sounds exciting,” Flora said with hints of envy.

“If you have any name suggestions … I’m all ears,” Marie said, her eyelashes fluttering.

“Maria,” I said.

“I love that one,” Marie said.

We talked for a little bit longer, and I told her she should stay as long as necessary. Eventually, someone knocked on the door. I was certain they were the girls wanting to be bred. “Hold on,” I told them. I went to the door, and I was right. Six girls in their early twenties stood waiting for me. Felicia stood in the middle, smiling as if she received satisfaction from bringing them to me, like a fetish.

“Hi,” Felicia said and patted the back of the girls. “Here they are, ready to spread their legs for you.”

“Give me a sec,” I said and kept the door open. I went back to my bonded girls. “I’ll be a bit busy now … girls wanting to be bred.”

“I’ll get going,” Marie said and reached for her basket. “I’ll come back with a strawberry cake.”

They all thanked her for the delicious berries, and I escorted her outside. She giggled a little as she passed the horny girls. “See you,” Marie said.

“Bye for now,” I said and turned to the girls. I fixed my eyes on a redhead whose cheeks were peppered with freckles. I took her hand, which was as soft as rose petals. “Come with me … it’s about time you became pregnant.”

* * *

I pushed my cock into the tenth pussy for this day. I had decided to take my time for the last one. She had a lovely pink complexion, perhaps giving me a sample of what awaited me at the Pink Garden. I micro-fucked her a little, savoring her velvety walls around my most precious area. Her eyes rolled to the back of the skull as my seed found its way to her eggs.

The girls I had fucked today had been incredibly soaked and warm. The redhead, who lay in the corner, had been lucky number one. While fucking her deeply, she’d begged for me to go faster and harder. It wasn’t usual for a virgin, but I’d given it to her. The other girls were equally as eager. They were nude and waiting on the bed for me, fingering themselves as I fucked them one after another. After the fourth girl, we decided to take a little break. I sipped on their nectar and licked their flowers in the meantime, one sweet fruit after another. I hoped life in the Pink Garden wouldn’t be any different than here at the Fertile Valley.

I was about to pull out, but she took my hand and aimed her violet eyes at me. “A little bit longer,” she said.

I fulfilled her wish, stretching her pleasurable walls a few minutes more till I slowly slid out my wet erection, spilling some of my seed over her folds like cream. “Oh,” she said, turning to her friends who were all waiting for her. “This felt like heaven.”

“I know,” one of them said. The five other girls lay nude on the bed, fingering their pussies as they waited for us. I felt something so erotic when I had my way with them and saw how their friends watched us.

“You are some horny girls,” I told them.

“After we heard what you went through,” one of them said. “We became more aroused.”

They all nodded. “There are hardly any men here, but strong men are practically unheard of.”

“Most of them perished in the war,” the redhead said.

What they said was true, but I was happy to be able to satisfy them. Before getting dressed, I gave them all a nude hug, feeling their soft boobs one more time before they would be covered. They put their clothes back on, and I guided them outside. I embraced them all a second time, hugging them one after another as they thanked me from the bottom of their hearts for breeding them. “You’re welcome,” I said.

The pink girl I had fucked last took two roses and slid the stems behind both my ears, stealing me a final kiss. “Sweet dreams,” she said and waved.

It always felt good after the breeding, giving the girls something they wanted. It was also intense for me, going through one climax after another. I understood why Sacred Seed was so sacred. This wouldn’t have been possible without the ability.

I went inside again. Flora kept up with the pregnancy logs as usual as it was about to grow darker. “Everything under control?” I asked her, massaging her shoulders.

“Uh-huh,” she said, nodding. “I’ve missed doing this.”

She smelled like a garden. I noticed she’d done some gardening while I was busy breeding. “Where are Marcia and Isadora?”

“Isadora is in the living room. Marcia is outside with her horse,” she said and purred as I massaged her some more.

Letting go of her shoulders, I went into the living room and saw Isadora sitting by herself in the corner, reading letters from her mother. All of a sudden, I felt guilty. I wasn’t sure why, but I didn’t think this was a time to deal with breeding. It always felt wrong to see someone by themselves. We weren’t meant to be alone.

“Is there room for one more in that armchair?” I asked her.

“Always,” she said and squeezed herself against the edge.

I sat down next to her, hip against hip. “What are you reading?”

“Mom’s letters,” she said in a quiet voice.

I wondered why she decided to pick them up now and read them. She must be missing her more than I thought. We wouldn’t stay here for long, but I remembered her tears clearly, all hot and salty over my fingers as I’d tried to dry them.

“Her words,” she said, “they warm my heart.”

They warmed my heart too, but I wanted this to be about her. “I know they do,” I said softly. “She loves you more than anyone else.”

“I love her too,” she said. “Rereading the letters, I see that something is lacking in her life.”

“Maybe she didn’t like you being so far away from her.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “She told me that before, too, before I wanted to move.”

“I see,” I said and patted her back.

“Now it’s reversed though,” she said.

“You don’t want to be far away from her?”

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her head. “Especially after what happened.”

“I understand,” I said.

“But it’s not just that. I think she’s depriving herself.”

“Of what?”

“A man,” she said, lowering the letter and looking me in the eyes.

“A man?” I said.

She nodded. “She’s been by herself since my dad died.”

Right… We all had our needs, including the queen. It made me wonder how she had gone on for so long. “How did your father die?” I asked her, wondering if she would like to speak about it.

“He fell from his horse and hit his head hard,” she said and lowered her eyes. “I was only six then, so I don’t have many memories of him other than always being busy… It’s not every man who takes care of his loved ones the way you do.”

“We’re all different,” I said, sparing her from the usual “I’m sorry about that” response. She had never mentioned her father, so I hardly thought she cared.

“My mother was busier,” she said. “Yet she had no problem spending time with me.”

I nodded. Her mother was a gem. “She’s an angel,” I said.

“Without the wings,” she said, beaming.

“She’s pretty the way she looks,” I said.

“I was just joking about the wings. I don’t want any wings on her either.”

“I get that,” I said. I just wanted to add that she was pretty. “Does she ever talk about him?”

“She hasn’t talked about him in years, but she admitted once that she wasn’t that attracted to him. She married him because of royal pressure.”

“I thought your grandparents broke that tradition of arranging marriages,” I pointed out.

“They did, and if she had refused, nothing would have happened to her. But she wasn’t satisfied, and she didn’t think there was anyone out there. She was afraid she might not be able to find someone, even at a young age. I know it sounds bizarre, but that’s the part about her that I don’t understand. I wish we could talk more about this, but she’s definitely keeping something a secret.”

That was what I felt when I kissed her too. I wanted to come closer to her as well. Isadora drew in a deep breath. “You smell like a vagina, by the way.”

“Duh,” I said playfully and ruffled her hair till she giggled.

“I’ll never forget the first time you took me on the grass,” she said adorably. “I wrote about that too.”

“To your mother?”

“Yes,” she said. “I was so nervous. I wasn’t sure what to do, and I was just overthinking it. She was the one who told me to let go and let the man take care of it. She was right all along.”

“Indeed,” I said. They sure had an open relationship, and it turned me on in a strange way.

“But when I learned how good being intimate feels, I couldn’t help but ask why she’s gone on for so long without any love and intimacy. It doesn’t make sense.”

“Have you asked?”

“I have, but I can tell she doesn’t feel comfortable about it.”

“I see,” I said.

“Maybe she… Never mind.”

She gave me a mischievous look. “Masturbates?”

“Yeah,” I said and scratched my neck. “You told me about her dildos, after all.”

She giggled. “But it’s not the same… Dildos feel nice, but it’s night and day compared to a man.”

“You’re probably right.”

“How did you go so long without a girl during the war?” she asked me.

“It’s nothing you think about. It’s either life or death. It’s a completely different world. Pleasure doesn’t exist.”

She shuddered. “Hopefully we won’t see that world again,” she said and put the letters aside. She freed her arms and straddled my legs instead, embracing me. “Thank you for saving my mother. It means the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, palming her ass and drawing in a deep breath.

I let go of her. She and Flora started on the dinner. I was about to go outside, spend some time with Marcia, but someone knocked on the door. I probably thought it was some girl wanting another round of fucking, but it was just Marie holding onto a cake topped with strawberries and layered with cream. “Hi, I’m here as promised,” she said and handed the cake to me with a smile.

It looked delicious and felt heavy in my hands, the deed itself weighing the most. “Thank you,” I said. “Do you want to eat with us?”

“I would love to,” she said. “But my mother needs help in the kitchen.”

“Let me kiss you first,” I said and stepped into the kitchen with the cake. While Flora and Isadora wore their aprons, they turned to the cake with wide grins, smiling approvingly at it. Isadora couldn’t resist and scooped some cream into her mouth. She gave some to Flora as well.

“Tasty,” they both said.

“Don’t devour it before Marcia and I also get a taste.”

“I’ll try,” Isadora said with a laugh.

I hurried outside to Marie and as I reached her, I wrapped my arms around her waist and planted a series of kisses along her neck, savoring the warmth of her skin against my lips. She giggled and hugged me back tightly.

“Thank you for being so sweet,” I told her.

“You’re welcome,” she said. After I broke the hug, she skipped her way back home, her hair swinging back and forth as the sun declined.

While Flora and Isadora were busy in the kitchen, I headed to Marcia. She was tending to her horses, feeding them some carrots and petting them.

I approached her and wrapped my arms around her waist from behind, resting my chin on her shoulder. She turned her head and smiled at me, leaning into me.

“How was the breeding?” she whispered, her breath tickling my ear.

I gently squeezed her waist and replied, “Nice as always … What have you been up to?”

“Just taking care of the horses,” she murmured, gazing fondly at her animals. “They need love and attention too, you know.”

I nodded, understanding her sentiment. I’d always admired her compassion for animals, and it made her even more appealing. “I think all of us do.”

“I agree,” she said. It was pleasant to spend time with her, doing something other than wielding weapons. While we were feeding the horses and talking about life, Isadora and Flora set the table. They’d prepared a roasted chicken with the vegetables we’d recently picked.

We settled down and dug in. We talked about various topics as the sun slowly declined. I sat close to Isadora who hadn’t been as vigorous as earlier. After I’d spoken to her a moment ago, I had a clue what had gone wrong. I still felt guilty for accepting the breeding. I raked my fingers through her hair, seizing her attention after she’d finished her plate. “If you want … We can leave tomorrow.”

She looked at me with a faint smile. Something told me that she truly wanted to go but didn’t want to say it. Even if she hadn’t noticed she shared a lot of similarities with her mother other than beauty.

“What about breeding?” she asked in a quiet voice.

“It was wrong of me to accept so many when we wouldn’t stay here for long,” I said. “If you want to leave we’ll leave. You’re more important to me than those other girls.”

She nodded, mulling it over. “But it’s okay … You’ve done so much for me, and I prepared to stay here longer than a day.”

“You sure?” I asked her, looking at her long and hard.

She nodded but it wasn’t that steady and confident. “I think so.”

“You think?” I asked and looked at her harder.

She blushed. “No, I mean it’s okay for now.”

“Alright,” I said. It was at least worth a try. But I did not feel great when I saw her sitting there by herself.

* * *

I slowly opened my eyes. I rarely woke up like this for no reason, but I had grown so familiar with their body heat by now that I could immediately sense when someone was missing. I couldn’t feel Isadora’s warmth. I looked to my left and saw Marcia, and to my right and saw Flora, but there was a vacant spot between us. My heart rate suddenly rose, and I sat up, looking around for clues. The door was slightly ajar, and I heard someone crying downstairs. The sounds were muffled as if she was trying to suppress it. My heart rate eased. I always jumped to the worst possible scenarios, although this wasn’t a good one either. I couldn’t stand hearing her cry. I slowly untangled myself from Marcia’s arms and headed downstairs, silently yet quickly so I didn’t wake the others.

I found Isadora sitting on the couch with a candle in front of her. The letters lay next to her, and her cheeks were streaked with tear tracks. With hints of guilt, she looked at me.

“I’m s-sorry. I d-didn’t mean to wake you up.”

“You know that’s nonsense,” I said. I sat down next to her and patted her back.

She cried as silently as possible, not wanting to wake anyone else. I took a cloth and started dabbing it against her cheeks, drying her tears. I let her take the time she needed, and I could tell she was trying to tone it down, afraid to wake the other girls.

“Is it your mother you’re worried about?”

She nodded and sniffled. “I tried not to think about it, but it was impossible. I just don’t understand how anyone could have the heart to kill her.”

Neither did I. “They either don’t know her or are jealous.”

“Probably both,” she said.

I draped my arm over her shoulder and kept her close to me, waiting for her to speak. “I woke up from a nightmare… The evildoers came to her bedroom, but you weren’t there.”

“I was there,” I reminded her.

“You aren’t with her now,” she said with a sigh. “I just can’t stop thinking of it. What if you hadn’t been there?”

“There are many times we think to ourselves, what if some things were different during close calls? It’s best not to think about it. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve danced around death, but here I am.”

“It’s because you’re strong and know how to defend yourself, better than a hundred guards. You should defend my mother instead.”

“I would barely have any time to be with you then,” I pointed out.

“You’re right,” she said with a hopeless sigh. “You know, sometimes I wish she wasn’t the queen and we could live peacefully together. No stupid politics. No enemies and no one would try to kill her.”

“I remember you talking about that before, back when we first met. Your wish came true when you moved in with me. But now, politics have come up again, and I know you don’t like it,” I said. “I understand how you feel, but I just want to remind you that there’s no such thing as a risk-free life. There were plenty of civilian casualties during the war, and everything carries some risk, like falling off a horse.”

She sighed. “Maybe you’re right… I don’t know why I keep romanticizing the peasant life.”

“It’s okay,” I said, patting her back. “You can dream and romanticize all you want. There’s nothing wrong with it, but reality doesn’t always match up.”

“Your actions sure do, though,” she replied.

I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me at her words. “Thanks. I try my best to keep things grounded.”

“Do you think something will happen to her?” she asked after a long pause.

“It’s unlikely there will be another attempt so soon. She’ll take the necessary precautions to prevent it from happening again.”

“Do you think anyone got away?”

“I believe those behind this are still alive, but not for much longer.”

“I don’t like that there are still threats.”

“There will always be threats, big or small, but it’s our responsibility to eliminate them.”

“That’s why I want you to be with her,” she said, her tears slowly drying, though her worry remained.

“Pink Garden isn’t far from the city. If anything happens, we’ll be nearby, alright?”

She nodded.

“Tomorrow,” I said firmly. “We’ll leave.”

“Okay,” she said softly, not wanting to argue anymore.

“I’m sorry I agreed to Felicia’s request to breed those girls.”

“You don’t have to apologize,” she said. “Those girls will be sad, though.”

“And so will you, and you mean more to me.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder, and I took her hand, holding it tightly.


Chapter 6

Darian

Iwoke up with my three lovers next to me. Their warmth was now complete, unlike last night when Isadora’s heat was missing. Her body was pressed against mine, her hand draped over my chest. Marcia was right behind me, her warm breath against my neck. I loved waking up with all of them against me, and I swore I could lie there a lot longer.

Luckily, they hadn’t woken up last night, so I had to tell them that today we would be leaving. Marcia and Flora woke up before Isadora, probably because she needed extra sleep from staying up a bit later.

Marcia started by kissing my neck and drawing circles on my back. Flora reached her hand over to me, snaking it over Isadora. I kissed her hand, triggering a smile on her cheeks. “Did you sleep well?” I asked them.

They both nodded. “As always,” Flora said. “And you?”

“Yes,” I said. Even if I had woken up in the middle of the night, I still had sweet dreams. “I have something I have to tell you, though.”

“We’re all ears,” Flora said.

“I’ve changed plans,” I told them. “We will leave today.”

“Really?” Flora asked, blinking at me.

“Yes,” I said firmly.

“What made you change plans?” Flora asked.

“Something happened last night,” I said as Isadora slowly opened her eyes, beaming upon seeing me. I stroked her firm bottom. “Isadora may tell you if she wishes.”

“Oh, I understand,” Flora said, probably piecing together what had happened. “I don’t see much point in staying here either … The girls will probably be sad to see you go.”

“I have to go anyway … there isn’t much point in prolonging it.”

“You’re right,” Flora said.

Isadora stretched her arms and legs and cuddled closer to me. “Are you alright?” Flora asked her.

“Yes,” Isadora responded. “I’m fine, for now.”

“Did something happen last night?” Flora asked her, caressing her breasts.

“I had a bad dream,” she said quietly. “I can’t stop thinking of Mom.”

“I see,” Flora said. “It will be better when we reach the Pink Garden.”

“I agree,” Isadora said.

I spent a moment caressing her, making sure she was feeling alright. “Are you ready to rise?”

“The quicker we get there, the better,” Isadora said.

We rose from bed and put on our clothes. Isadora and Flora started on breakfast, and Marcia began packing our things. Meanwhile, I headed to Felicia to let her know that the breeding had to wait for now, and I had to cut my stay short.

She was just on her way to the town hall from her home, sauntering in her flowery knee-length dress. As soon as she saw me, her eyes widened and a smile played on her face. I felt bad that I had to rob her of her happiness.

“That’s a lovely dress,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, twirling around so it whirled. “I didn’t expect to see you this early. It must be a sign that today will be a good day.”

Ouch … I scratched my neck and felt more awkward than ever. “About that …”

She halted, and the smile froze with her. “It’s bad news … isn’t it?”

“Kind of,” I said, knowing I had to tell her sooner rather than later. “I came to let you know that I’ll be leaving earlier… today, to be precise.”

“Oh,” she said, her smile fading. It hurt to see her like that, especially after how happy she’d been just a moment ago. “That’s bad news for us, but it is what it is. The girls will be even more disappointed.”

“About that,” I said, feeling the weight of my words. “I’m deeply sorry that I accepted them, and now I can’t.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “I shouldn’t have asked you. I should’ve known you couldn’t stay here for long. I shouldn’t have scheduled them for you.”

“Can you please let them know before they come knocking on my door and get even more disappointed?”

She nodded. “I’ll do anything for you,” she said demurely. She probably wanted to ask if she could have a quickie as well, but she didn’t. I respected her for that.

“Is there anything else I can help you with … perhaps you need help moving?” she asked.

“That would be great,” I said. I could certainly use a helping hand. “But after we’ve eaten.”

“Okay,” she said.

As I went back to my girls, I heard her sigh heavily. I came back home and was greeted by the scent of fried eggs. Marcia had surprised me by preparing the wagon and saddling the horses. Isadora and Flora were in the kitchen, making small talk and cooking for us. I settled down with Marcia in the meantime, waiting for them.

They set the table with bread, eggs, butter, honey, cured meat, and salt. I ate my bread with honey, salt, and eggs.

“Our last meal here,” Flora said, taking a bite of the egg.

“It’s bittersweet,” Isadora added, savoring the taste of the freshly cooked meal. Flora nodded in agreement, her expression mirroring the conflicting emotions we all felt. We ate in comfortable silence, each lost in our thoughts as we enjoyed the simple pleasure of the food. I hoped that wherever we stayed in the Pink Garden would be as quiet and peaceful as here.

After we finished eating, Felicia arrived at our doorstep with a couple of bulky women by her side, ready to help us with our departure. She had a somber look on her face but was determined to assist us in any way she could. We loaded our belongings onto the wagon, making sure everything was secure for the journey ahead.

We didn’t keep much. I mainly had a painting and some personal belongings, like the medal the queen had given me. Isadora didn’t have much either. The letters were the dearest part to her, along with some garments and makeup. That’s what I loved about my women: they hardly cared about material possessions. Marcia had a couple of garments and that was pretty much it.

When the wagon was ready, I realized that I had an entire treasure chest filled with precious metals. It had been a gift from the queen. Although her embraces and kisses meant more to me than shiny gold, relationships were true wealth, not chunks of metal.

“Felicia,” I told her, introducing her to the treasure chest. “Distribute the gold evenly to the girls who’ve been bred.”

Her eyes widened at the treasure chest. “Wow … spoils from the war?”

I shook my head. “A gift from Aurora,” I told her. “But I don’t need it.”

“I see,” she said, nodding to herself as her eyes gleamed at the gold. “I’ll do that. You can count on me.”

“The animals here … you can give them away too, but leave the house as it is for when we return.”

She nodded with a sigh. I could easily tell that she didn’t want me to leave, and I felt a bit bad about going as well. She twirled her hair on her finger, and I opened my arms. I wouldn’t leave without hugging her. She fell into my arms, and while holding onto her, I saw someone else coming as well. It was Valeria with her daughters on her heels. I felt a bit guilty that I hadn’t thought of saying goodbye to a dear friend of my mother. It was also because of her that I had Thunderhoof, which played a role in my winning the duel. Her daughters looked equally as miserable. They didn’t have that optimistic glow as when I’d bred them both, or when I’d spent time with them years ago when my mother was still alive.

“So, it’s true,” Valeria said with a sigh. “You’re leaving.”

“I’m sorry,” I told her.

“It’s alright,” Valeria said. “We heard about your victory and had hoped you would stay, but I understand that the queen needs you more.”

“She does,” I said. “Thank you for bringing Thunderhoof to me. It would have been more difficult without him.”

“You are welcome,” she said. I embraced all three of them, holding her pink-haired daughters a bit longer as tears welled in their eyes.

“When will you be back?” Thalindra asked.

“I don’t know yet, but I have unfinished business here,” I told her and patted her belly. “But I’ll come anyway after you’ve given birth.”

They beamed, and their smiles were ones I truly needed. More and more girls and women gathered. They understood that I couldn’t say goodbye to all of them, but there were so many faces that I recognized from the pregnancy room, young women who’d gotten their dreams fulfilled. It was an emotional moment to leave them after just arriving, seeing how most of them dabbed a wet cloth on their eyes. I waved them all goodbye before I yanked the reins, and we said farewell to the Fertile Valley for now.


Chapter 7

Darian

Last night, we’d pitched camp in the wilderness, and we were now on our way to the Pink Garden. We had only eaten a light meal earlier. I rode next to the wagon, and Marcia was on the other side, riding as well. We were reaching a fork in the road. One path led to the Pink Garden, and the other to the city. I thought of how we could take a quick detour to the castle to see Aurora, and I suspected it was what Isadora wanted as well.

I rode closer to the wagon, getting Flora’s and Isadora’s attention. “Do you girls want to stop by the castle?”

Isadora and Flora exchanged glances and said in unison, “Sure.” They smiled upon hearing my suggestion. I looked over at Marcia, and she gave me a shrug, smiling pleasantly. She didn’t seem to mind, just happy that she wasn’t alone any longer.

“Alright, let’s head there … We need to know which house to stay at as well,” I said. The sun slowly emerged from behind the trees. A gentle breeze tousled our hair, offering a refreshing relief from the late summer heat.

We passed by a couple of half-empty villages, hardly hit by the labor shortage and some other villages that were completely empty. We rode by some merchants and travelers until more and more settlements came into sight.

After hours of trotting along dirt roads and through open fields, the city finally appeared. The sound of our hooves echoed off the cobblestone streets as we made our way into the heart of the bustling Anigava.

As we rode toward the castle, I saw Doragon flying toward it and gently lowering himself down. It was a mighty sight, and I hadn’t seen Doragon since the Victory Ceremony. It wasn’t only me who watched in awe as he arrived; everyone else stopped to point at the mighty dragon.

“What’s he doing here?” Marcia asked.

“Good question,” I said. Since they suspected Snalgnam had been behind the assassination attempts, I wouldn’t be surprised if hostilities had already started. Aurora might be seeking help to act, and she did the right thing.

We reached the gates of the castle, drawing in the lovely scent of rare, expensive flowers that adorned the hedges and patches of grass. We jumped off our horses and led them to the stall.

Isadora quickly whisked the horses inside before turning to the nearest guard. “Where’s my mother?” she asked.

“She’s busy in a meeting at the Royal Garden,” he said and dipped his head.

“Who is she meeting?”

“Doragon and a couple of the angels.”

Isadora ground her teeth, not liking that her mom was busy. I could tell she didn’t want to interrupt her mother, especially during an important meeting like this.

I patted her back. “Let’s go see what she’s up to.”

“But it sounds important,” she said.

“We’ll just remain in the background till she’s finished.”

She nodded, and we headed there. It didn’t take us long to reach the Royal Garden. Aurora’s back was facing us, and her long golden hair reflected the light of the sun, making me squint. She spoke in the dragon’s tongue, conversing with Doragon as he sat on a podium towering over everyone, yet he listened with respect, and so did everyone else when the queen spoke. A group of angels was also present. Their wings were mesmerizing, and all of them had toned, fit bodies. They were beautiful and highly skilled in archery. It wasn’t difficult to put the puzzle pieces together. There was a good reason why she wanted to see them, and it had something to do with hostilities. I thought it was only fair. If someone couldn’t leave us alone, then they would be dealt with.

“I want to run into her arms,” Isadora said wistfully. “But I can’t.”

“Would you have done that earlier?” I asked her.

“Probably,” she said after thinking about it for a moment. “But I don’t want to be that girl any longer.”

She had grown considerably, tamer now than when I first met her. We waited patiently, watching her servant take notes as they went back and forth.

“I’m just glad to see her alive,” Isadora said and smiled, which she infected me with. I was also glad to see the queen’s beauty and strength. It attracted anyone, and even as I stood there, I felt an irresistible pull toward her. I wanted to be on my knees for her and worship her like a deity. I only woke up from the trance when I heard the dragon’s tongue, which I didn’t understand a word of.

It was quite an experience every time I heard Doragon speak in his mighty voice. It was stuff out of legends. His voice was captivating on its own, but nowhere near the same as our queen’s.

We sat and listened until they were dismissed. Doragon flapped his mighty wings, the force reaching us. I watched in awe as he flew away into the distance. Aurora said goodbye to the angels, who also spread their wings and soared into the sky. Once she turned around, her eyes fixed on us. Her gaze lingered on Isadora, and her smile widened suddenly. She wore her hair loose and a golden, silky dress. Isadora ran to her, and we followed shortly after.

“What a pleasant surprise,” Aurora said while embracing her daughter.

“Hi, I’m so glad to see you again.”

“I thought you would stay there for a few more days,” Aurora said, patting her back. She drew in a deep breath and looked at me, winking.

“We decided to leave earlier,” Isadora said.

“What made you decide that?” she asked, breaking the hug and looking her in the eyes.

Isadora blinked, and a subtle blush crept up on her cheeks. “Uhm … I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Aurora wrapped her arms around Isadora and held onto her tighter. “It warms my heart … I think about you all the time too.”

“Have you been safe?”

“What do you think?” she asked teasingly. “Can you see any bruises?”

“I don’t know … Maybe you’re hiding something,” Isadora said, prodding around her back.

Aurora chuckled. “I’m fine. You won’t find a scratch on me.”

“There would have been if it hadn’t been for Darian.”

Aurora’s eyes flitted up to mine, and we made eye contact. It felt as if time stood still as I drowned in her eyes, wishing to never come back to the surface again. I was completely captivated by her gaze, and if it hadn’t been for her daughter, I could have continued to drown until I reached the bottom, if it even existed.

“Mom,” Isadora said, tugging at her mother’s arm.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” Aurora said, breaking the hug.

“Have you talked to the guards?”

“I had a serious discussion with them,” she said firmly.

“Did they promise not to screw up again?”

“They gave me their word … but I value actions more.”

“Did they give you their actions?” Isadora asked as if she didn’t fully understand her mother.

“It doesn’t work like that. It takes time.”

“I’m not sure if that answer will help me sleep any better.”

“You have Darian to cuddle up with.”

“And who will you cuddle with?”

“Isadora, I’m fine… It means the world to me that you’re thinking of me.”

Isadora drew in a deep breath, but she didn’t seem satisfied with the answer she’d been given. “Why did you talk to Doragon and the angels?” she asked.

“It’s a long story,” Aurora said. “We have more evidence that the assassins came from Zinep. We’re in the process of putting their city under siege until Snalgnam responds. He refused to come when we summoned him. I don’t take such behavior lightly.”

“Oh, that doesn’t sound like fun,” Isadora said, wrinkling her nose, obviously not interested in hearing about politics.

Aurora shook her head. “It isn’t.”

“We also needed to know where to stay at the Pink Garden,” Isadora said.

“I’ll happily tell you and Darian,” Aurora said as if trying to free herself from her daughter so she could greet me.

It was time for me to see her too. Aurora extended her hand to me, a piece of flesh impossible to resist. I took her hand and melted upon her soft touch. Both of us gave it an equal squeeze, and I caught a twinkle in her eyes, the same eyes I had recently drowned in. “Was it a smooth ride?”

“Hardly any bumps at all,” I said, feeling enchanted every time I heard her addictive voice. I wanted her to read me a tale or sing me a song. The more time I spent with her, the more I wanted.

“I’m glad to hear,” she said, her face softening into a smile. She looked slightly worn down from dealing with politics. It made me feel bad for her. She deserved a break too, but luckily, the fatigue faded as she started talking to me, replaced by excitement. “When was the last time you ate?”

“Breakfast,” I said.

“Let’s go get something together,” she said and turned to Isadora for a brief moment. “Did you enjoy the apple pie?”

“It was delicious,” Isadora said, licking her lips.

“Maybe we can have another later, depending on how long you’re planning to stay.”

“Will you be busy after we’ve eaten?” Isadora asked.

“Sadly, yes,” Aurora admitted. “But now that you’ll be close, you can come over more frequently.”

She was right. She invited us into the dining hall. I walked behind Isadora and Aurora, my eyes glued to Aurora’s rear and the way her hair swayed side to side. It was magical and nearly impossible to avert my gaze. With a loud bang, I walked right into a brick wall and staggered back, on the verge of falling. Everyone turned to me, their eyes widening. “Are you okay?” Marcia said, catching me in her arms.

I rubbed my forehead, which lightly throbbed. “I am fine,” I said, shaking my head. Aurora looked at me too, but I couldn’t meet her gaze after that blunder.

“What happened?” Isadora asked.

“Uhm… I managed to walk into the wall,” I said.

“You’ve never done that before,” she said with a raised eyebrow.

It didn’t only surprise her, but it surprised me as well. “Sometimes there has to be a first,” I said half-jokingly.

“Do you need some ice?” Aurora offered sweetly.

“I’m good, thank you,” I said. We continued on, and I tried to forget that it happened. Flora gave me a flirtatious look. She’d most likely caught me looking at Aurora, and she most likely knew why.

We entered the dining hall and settled down. “What will we eat?” Isadora asked.

“A shepherd pie,” she said.

“Nice,” Isadora said.

“You have a friend waiting for you,” Aurora said and looked at Elara who’d snuck behind Isadora’s back. She poked Isadora’s right shoulder and jumped to the left. They both giggled as Isadora jumped to her feet and gave her a hug.

“Hi … what a pleasant surprise,” Elara said as they embraced each other.

“I know,” Isadora said. “We decided to move a bit earlier.” They both settled down next to each other and started talking like never before. The waitresses served us the pie. I sank my spoon into the mashed potato topping and reached for the filling with lamb, carrots and celery. I hadn’t eaten this in ages but it was filling and tasty. While Isadora was busy talking with Elara, I turned to Aurora. I sat next to her, and I found the perfect opportunity to talk to her.

“Will you miss the Fertile Valley?” she asked me, taking a sip of water.

“To me, it seems like it would be them missing me more than the other way around.”

“I can imagine,” she said softly. “Did Felicia take it well?”

“Better than I expected … It wasn’t easy parting, many of them gathered just to say goodbye to me.”

“For all the right reasons,” she said. “They probably thought they wouldn’t find a man to begin with, let alone a strong one.”

I’d been called strong many times before, but it felt a bit more pleasant when she said it. The male shortage was difficult to deal with. It was difficult to find workers and the sight of abandoned villages wasn’t pretty. “They’ve told me the same story over and over again. They were all grateful to have me.”

“Every woman would be,” she said in her soft voice as if laced with love. A subtle blush crept up on her cheeks, and she quickly glanced at her daughter. Isadora was still busy talking with Elara, who was elated that we had finally moved back.

“How are you dealing with the male shortage?” I asked her.

She lowered her gaze for a moment when I asked, but then looked up again. “Oh, you mean rebuilding the villages and towns?”

“Yeah,” I replied, unsure of how she took my question.

“It’s been tough, but we’re making the best of it,” she said.

“You’re doing a great job,” I reassured her.

“Thank you,” she said, with a hint of a blush returning to her cheeks. “And you too … with all your breeding.”

Her praise meant the world to me, and I wanted to make her proud. “I’ll keep up the good work too.”

“There will be plenty of girls for you at the Pink Garden as well.”

“I’m sure there will be,” I said. “I’m used to moving on. It will be nice to see something else.”

“That’s a good mentality,” she said. “I felt that when I was younger, not so much any longer.”

“You don’t ever want to take a trip somewhere to wind down?” I asked and searched her gaze.

“It happens now and then,” she admitted. “But not as frequent.”

“I see.”

We finished the pie, and then Aurora asked me. “Do you mind helping me move my bed?” she asked. “I wanted a new one after that night. I figured a strong man like you could carry it by yourself.”

My heart warmed upon hearing her request. “Without a doubt,” I said. “Do you need help now?” I was prepared to go right away.

“After we’ve eaten,” she said, smiling at my excitement.

“Mom,” Isadora interrupted our conversation. “How busy will you be later?”

“Quite busy,” she said. “I might want to borrow Darian to help me with a couple of things, but after that, I have to go.”

“Okay,” she said sullenly but looked happier as she had Elara by her side. “I’ll be with her in the meantime.”

“That’s fine,” Aurora said with a smile, glad her daughter was enjoying it here. They took the dishes, and we talked a little bit more until it was time for me to go with Aurora. Marcia and Flora went with Isadora and Elara, leaving me alone with the queen. She smiled as she led me up to her chamber. I remembered these halls clearly from that night when I had hurried to protect the queen. If I had been a couple of seconds late, the outcome would have been quite different—a scenario I didn’t want to think about.

I walked with her side by side, determined not to be distracted by her beauty and walk into a wall again. She threw some sideways glances at me, then fixed her eyes on my forehead. “Wait,” she said, and I stopped in front of her. She was only a few inches shorter than me, and she could see my forehead clearly. She rubbed her thumb over it. The friction was light but powerful enough to make my heart beat quicker. “It’s starting to swell,” she said in a worried tone. Her touch was warm and soft—just the aid I needed.

“You didn’t notice when we were speaking?” I asked her.

She grinned. “I might have been as distracted as you were when you walked into the wall,” she said cryptically.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked although I had a clue.

“I think you know,” she said, giving me a knowing look. “Women notice things too.”

We exchanged smiles.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to get some ice for you?”

“I wanted to help you with the bed first and foremost,” I said.

“I won’t deny you that deed,” she said. “But I will feel guilty seeing you hurt.”

“I yield, some ice won’t hurt,” I said.

She dipped her head and summoned her maid. “Ava, please get some eternal ice. It’s for swelling.”

“Okay,” Ava said and scurried away.

I was about to tell her that she had a pretty maid, but I didn’t want her to think that I was interested in her. She’d given me Flora, for which I couldn’t be more grateful.

We entered her bedroom and sat down on the couch, waiting for Ava to come back. Aurora looked at me, and an intimate silence fell upon us. “What was the reason you came early?” she asked. “Was my daughter not feeling well?”

“Oh,” I said. “She wasn’t … She was never comfortable when we left.”

“Why?”

“She became quite worried after the assassination attempt,” I told her. “I asked her first if she wanted to leave early, but she felt a bit guilty since she mentioned that I had done so many things for her. Then I woke up in the middle of the night, and I found her crying in the living room while reading your letters.”

“Oh,” Aurora said with clear hints of worry. “I could tell she was worried before you left, but we have things under control.”

“What about Snalgnam?”

“Since he doesn’t want to show up, I will make him show up,” Aurora said, smiling as Ava came back with the ice. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Leave us for a bit,” Aurora said, wanting full privacy. She leaned forward to me, holding the ice gently to my forehead. “Is that alright?”

“It’s fine,” I said. While she leaned forward, she provided me with a view of the outer parts of her breasts. I felt a strong curiosity, and I couldn’t resist. They looked so creamy and soft. Even if Isadora had once upon a time sucked them, they looked as beautiful as they could be. Aurora took her time, wrapping a bandage around my head so the ice would be pressed against the swelling. I let her take her time, enjoying her touch and the warmth she provided. I sighed in relief, and the light headache from my blunder faded as I found myself in her presence. “There we go,” she said. “Is that alright?”

“It is,” I said, not really caring about the ice. It just felt great to be with her.

“You can continue,” she said, folding her hands on her lap. “What happened afterward?”

“I comforted her and told her firmly that we would be leaving. It’s what she wanted all along, and I couldn’t ignore her feelings. Neither could she.”

“You’re a good man,” she said, sounding relieved. “I’m grateful you’re with her. I can’t imagine it any other way.”

“I can’t imagine living without her either. There’s no one as playful and pretty as she is.”

“I know,” she said, her face softening into a smile. She gently reached for my thigh, stroking it slowly while looking into my eyes. “Thank you again for saving me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“I will bring it up many more times, so prepare yourself for it,” she said with a light chuckle.

“That’s fine. It feels equally good every time.”

“So, do you want to help me with the bed, or do you want to wait because of the ice?” she asked, bringing out a cloth and slowly drying my forehead as it was a bit wet. Those gentle touches meant the world to me. There was nothing better than having a woman tend to you.

“I can take care of it now,” I said.

“You sure?”

“Yeah,” I replied, ready to help. “Where do you want me to put the bed?”

“Can you carry it by yourself?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “I was thinking of finding Thalia to help you.”

I put on my power gauntlets and demonstrated by lifting the bed with ease and gently setting it back down. “It’s light as a feather.”

She smiled at my display of strength. “Alright then.”

I lifted it again as she guided me down the stairs. It wasn’t heavy, but it was difficult to navigate across the steps and walls without bumping into something. The halls were also a challenge. I really didn’t want to bump into any paintings, furniture or statues, for that matter. Finally, I reached a spot at the entrance of the castle, and she kindly told me to put it there. There was a brand-new bed for her. I dusted off my hands and declined her offer for a break. She helped me again, moving it up to her bedroom until I could finally lower it down.

“You didn’t get any bruises, did you?” she asked, checking my hands.

“Nothing,” I said, showing her my palms.

“I knew you would come to help,” she said with a smile. “Well, that’s all … except for one thing.” She looked me in the eyes, searching for answers to a question that had nagged at her. “Why did you kiss me that day?”

It wasn’t what I expected, but it didn’t catch me off guard either. She looked excited and relieved to finally be asking me this as if she had thought about it for quite some time. “I’m not sure … I guess I was feeling kind of bold.”

She searched my gaze for answers. “You aren’t sure?”

“It just felt like the right thing to do,” I said.

She nodded, and my answer satisfied her somewhat, but I knew there was more I could add, especially the feelings I had for her. “I’ve been thinking a lot about it, the kiss and you saving me.”

“I’ve been thinking about it too… your lips are as smooth as Isadora’s.”

She lowered her gaze, her cheeks pinkening. “You can’t mean that.”

“I do,” I said. “I know Isadora’s lips well by now.”

“A bit hard to argue with that,” she said with a twinkle in her eye. “Did you ever impregnate any older women at the Fertile Valley?”

“Yes,” I said. “But mostly younger. It felt a bit wrong to breed with mothers when they’ve already been so in the past.”

“So, it wasn’t because you didn’t find them attractive?”

“Correct,” I said. “I can’t kiss a woman I don’t find attractive.”

She flitted her eyes to me, and I saw her heartbeat quicken. “Your Highness,” a voice came from the stairs. It was one of her servants who lightly knocked on the door.

She closed her eyes and drew in a deep breath. Neither of us wanted to be interrupted during a moment like this. “I’ll come,” she said. She opened her eyes and looked at me with a faint smile. “The Pink Garden is waiting for you.”

I followed her outside, and she looked at her servant. “Give me a minute. I need to say goodbye to my daughter first.”

We went outside and found the rest of my bonded and Elara. Isadora looked curiously at my forehead. “What’s that on your forehead?”

“It’s just some ice for the swelling,” I told her and patted her back.

“Who helped you?”

“Aurora,” I said.

“That’s nice of her,” Isadora said.

Aurora patted her back. “That’s the least I can do for him,” she said and winked at me.

We went to the stables, and Aurora handed me a map of the Pink Garden. She showed me the house that would be ours. “You will also greet a woman named Lana. A tall brunette with glasses. She’s the mayor of Pink Garden and has the keys to the house. She isn’t expecting you yet, but it shouldn’t be a problem. You’ll find her at the town hall.”

I nodded. I still wished that the servant hadn’t interrupted us. I couldn’t help but wonder where our conversation would have gone. I wanted to spend more time with the queen. I was sad that we had to part for now.

Isadora embraced her mom first, holding onto her dearly after her bad dream and all her worrying. “How will we keep in touch, and when can we see each other?”

“Letters will be quick,” Aurora said. “And you’re just an hour away. Whenever you want, I’ll have dinner and pie ready for you.”

“Ok, I feel a lot better now,” Isadora said as her mother let go of her. “Remember to relax.”

“I will,” Aurora said. She aimed her gaze at Flora. “Make sure to check on the swelling.”

Flora dipped her head. “I will.”

“Darian, take care of your girls,” Aurora said with a wink. “Enjoy the privacy while you have it.”

“I will,” I said, knowing she referred to the moment her servant had disturbed us. Just like with Isadora, I wanted to stay here a little bit longer. Marcia and I mounted our horses, and Flora and Isadora hopped into the wagon. I reached for the reins and yanked them.

* * *

After an hour of riding along the Pink River, we started seeing settlements in the distance. The trees gave way to green fields with orchards. We rode on a gravel road and entered a town. We passed a sign: WELCOME TO THE PINK GARDEN.

The hedges were neatly trimmed, and there were several small parks. The lush, green leaves of the trees swayed gently in the breeze. A pleasant smell lingered in the air, a combination of fruits and flowers. Feeling curious, I glanced at the river. The water was so clear, I could see down to the bed and the several glimmering gems. It emitted a sweet scent, like a light perfume worn by the most beautiful lady. The bank was adorned with berry bushes, looking so sweet and ripe that I was dying to have a taste. We passed by many girls and women with pink hair and slightly pink skin. There were more of them here than elsewhere, and it made me smile. I sure had something to look forward to.

They were all well-raised and greeted us with friendly nods and waves. One of them glanced at me twice, probably recognizing me. I made sure to glance back at her, waving so she blushed.

Just as with the Fertile Valley, there were hardly any men around, and the women seemed to get by on their own, shearing their sheep, picking the crops and fruits, and gardening. There wasn’t much construction work being done. We spotted some abandoned buildings with signs that honored the fallen family members. It wasn’t an unusual sight throughout Anigava.

After we rode deeper into the town, I stopped a woman who was probably in her mid-thirties, dressed in a summer dress with a flower wreath on her head. She was on her knees, picking flowers and putting them in her basket. “Excuse me,” I said, and she turned to me, her eyes widening upon seeing me. “Do you know where the town hall is?”

Sinking her teeth into her lip, she nodded eagerly without saying a word. Rising to her feet, she motioned for us to follow her with a beckoning hand. She swayed her hips from side to side, providing some eye candy as I drew in the scent of her flower wreath.

She took us to the main square. In the middle was a fountain and a statue of the founder. She was fully nude, and her name was Gardenia. I tasted her name, and it was so pure and delicate. I swept my eyes over the statue. She had beautiful teardrop breasts and a toned body with just the perfect amount of flesh to grip on. Water trickled out from her womanhood, signifying her fertility.

I was about to lose myself in the beauty, finding it a bit difficult to keep up with her. She pointed at a building. “There it is,” she said.

I was glad she hadn’t lost her tongue, and I was glad that her voice was as sweet as honey. I just had good impressions of this town so far. “Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said, bowing. “Anything else?” she asked, as if desperate to give me a helping hand.

“We’re good for now. Thank you,” I said politely. I felt her eyes glued to my back as we rode there. I was used to their reactions by now, so it wasn’t anything unusual. I didn’t judge them for their desperation when the men had gone to their graves, dead in battles.

We dismounted, and I told my girls, “You can wait here.”

They nodded and started chatting about everything they could do here, looking around bemusedly. I entered the town hall and saw a maid cleaning the floor. “Is Lana here?”

Sitting on her knees, she blinked at me, looking equally as shocked to see me as the other lady, although she spoke a bit better. “Yes, do you want me to fetch her?” she offered demurely.

“Is she busy?”

She cocked her head to the side. “Aren’t you a man of importance?”

“If she’s busy, I can wait.”

“I don’t think she is,” she said. “Let me go check.”

The phrase “a man of importance” didn’t sit well with me. It was just the way I had grown up. I wasn’t a fan of status symbols or titles. Rising to her feet, she scurried away and slipped on the wet floor. She fell onto her knees, and I quickly came to her, extending my hand. “You alright?” I asked.

With an embarrassed blush creeping up on her cheeks, she nodded. “Sorry about that,” she said, her voice lower than earlier.

“It’s fine,” I said and pulled her to her feet.

“Gosh, you’re strong,” she said, looking up at me as if I were a giant.

I checked on her knees, trying to brush away some dirt. “Take your time, I’m not in a hurry.”

“Okay,” she said. She took the fall fairly well. I knew some girls who would rather hide for the rest of their lives if it happened to them.

She carefully walked away and shortly after returned with a woman whose hair was thick and brown. She was very curvy, with a perfect hourglass figure, and she wore glasses that made her look like a librarian. With porcelain skin and brown dove-like eyes, she looked at me curiously. “Hi,” she said, her voice soft and sweet.

“My name is Darian. The queen sent me here from the Fertile Valley,” I introduced myself.

Her smile widened, and her eyes lit up with the revelation. “I figured it was you when I saw you… although our queen told me you’d show up a few days later.”

“Something happened, so we changed our schedule.”

“I see,” she said and extended her hand to me. “Lana.”

“Darian,” I said politely and knew that I had come to the right place.

“You’re humble with good manners,” she noted. “I heard your conversation with Amy.”

I glanced at the shy maid who kept her hands clasped behind her back. “And nothing will ever change that,” I told them both.

“I used to believe that fame and wealth changed everyone—not anymore,” she said.

Her comment was flattering, making me like her even more.

“Is this your first time here?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “I have my three bonded with me and our belongings.”

“What’s your first impression?” she asked with curiosity.

“It’s quite beautiful, I must say, especially the river.”

“The river,” she said, crossing her arms and looking out the window. “That’s why we get so many visitors… it has a unique complexion and also taste.”

“It captivated all of us. Sadly, we haven’t had a taste yet.”

“I’ll show you your house, let you unpack your stuff, and then I want you to go have a taste.”

“For sure,” I said.

“Come with me,” she said. “Amy, you can take a break. Please, check if you have any bruises.”

Amy just nodded demurely and stood there looking at us until we left. We went outside, and Lana recognized Isadora. “Where’s Elara?”

“She’s at the castle,” Isadora said and greeted Lana with a friendly hug. “I’m here with Marcia and Flora, Darian’s bonded.”

“I recognize you, Flora,” Lana said and greeted her as well. “Weren’t you with the queen before?”

“Till she introduced me to Darian,” Flora said.

Lana turned her attention to me. “You must mean a lot to the queen with all the honors she’s bestowed upon you.”

“I think so too,” I said. She meant a lot to me as well.

Lana took us to a beautiful two-story house. It sure was a bit bigger than the house at the Fertile Valley, as if Aurora wanted to keep me here, close to the castle.

“Wow … it’s big,” Marcia said. It was as big as a horse stall, painted pink to match the town. Flora and Isadora, who had grown up with the queen and luxuries, didn’t say much. They had seen bigger homes.

“I think it’s too big,” Isadora said. “We only need a bedroom and a pregnancy room.”

“Your mother probably wants to give me something I appreciate.”

“Do you appreciate it?” Isadora asked.

“I certainly do,” I said.

“Aurora actually came here personally. She was very picky about choosing the right home,” Lana explained.

“That sure explains it,” I said, exchanging smiles with Isadora. “Come on, you’ll like it.”

“If you do,” Isadora said.

Lana gave us a tour. The living room was nice and spacious with a wooden floor so clean I could mirror myself on it. The terrace had a view of the acres of wheat fields, and we also had a lovely garden with flowers and roses. Some lambs were grazing, keeping the grass short and neat. Lana then showed us the bedrooms. Luckily, there was a spacious one on the first floor, which would be used for breeding. She took us upstairs. The upper floor had one large bedroom instead of many smaller ones. The bed was double the size of our former, and its size caught us all off guard.

“I take back my comment,” Isadora said and tried to sit on the edge of it. “I love this house.”

The dressers and wardrobes were in another room, and in front of the bed was a cozy fireplace with a fur carpet. It looked lovely. This house was all we needed.

We unpacked our stuff. I took care of all the heavy lifting while they helped put things neatly into our closet. Marcia took care of the horses, leading them to the pasture so they could rest. It didn’t take more than a couple of hours, and Lana was kind enough to help.

“You don’t have a busy day today?” I asked.

“There hasn’t been a busy day since the war,” she said.

“Is it that quiet here?”

“Difficult to be busy when half of the population is nearly gone,” she said with hints of sorrow. It was a touchy subject for all of us. “We haven’t done a census yet, but I think our population stands at five hundred.”

“More after the breeding,” Isadora said playfully and waggled her eyebrows. She knew how to cheer us up.

“Indeed,” Lana said with a smile. “Our queen mentioned that I had to temporarily outlaw the purchase of land and property. I didn’t understand why. There are hardly any people who purchase property these days. They just check if it’s empty and take it over. I’m not complaining; better that than leaving it abandoned.”

I explained to her what had happened at the Fertile Valley.

“Oh,” Lana said with a chuckle. “It all makes sense now. You should probably get some type of female disguise.”

“I’m sure Isadora will help me with that,” I said, and we shared a laugh, bringing back lovely memories. Once we were finished, we were invited to check out the river and have a taste, and afterward, Lana invited us for dinner. She gave us a warm welcome, and I truly appreciated what she did for us.

We neared the bank, and I got a better view of the crystal-clear water that shimmered so brightly it dazzled my eyes. I passed the berry bushes. The berries were so ripe they popped with the lightest touch, the juices spilling over my chin. “What kind of berries are these?” I asked. They looked like raspberries but with a lighter pink color.

“They are a crossover between raspberries and wild strawberries, cultivated by the founder.”

I plucked one from the bushes and sank my teeth into it. The juices exploded over my tongue, coating it in a slightly tangy sweetness. Taking another bite, I concluded it tasted delicious.

“Did they pass the test?” Lana asked us.

Isadora was already on her knees, stuffing her face. Marcia and Flora were right next to each other, eating them as well. “They sure did,” I said, picking another.

Lana looked honored. “The water is just as tasty.”

I neared the bank, dying for a drink after all that lifting. Dropping to my knees, I filled my hands with the sloshing water and raised it to my lips while it trickled through my fingers. I took a sip and another, my mouth greeted by sweetness. She was right. It tasted like water but as if someone had squeezed a bunch of strawberries into it. “It’s divine,” I said.

“I knew you’d like it,” Lana said. “During the day, though, there are plenty of young women bathing nude. Keep that in mind.”

As if I cared. It only made the river cleaner.

“Darian,” Isadora said playfully. I glanced at her and saw only a mischievous grin before she splashed some water at me with a giggle. The water splashed onto my face, dripping from my nose onto my tunic. I immediately splashed some back at her, making her even wetter.

“Come on, we can play later,” I told her, though I was also glad she was in such a good mood. For now, I wanted to relax.

“It was so tempting,” she said, wiping the water from her face.

“Have you tasted it yet?” I asked her.

“No,” she replied, eyeing the water. She dropped to her knees and took a sip, her eyes widening. “Wow… Why is it so sweet?”

“It’s because of the fruits growing on the bank,” Lana explained. “They add flavor to the water, so if you drink from the river farther away, it won’t taste the same.”

“Interesting,” Isadora said, cupping her hands and taking another sip. She splashed some on her face, licking her lips. Flora and Marcia also agreed that the water was delicious. Once we had quenched our thirst, we rose from the bank. I had drunk so much that I felt slightly nauseous.

“Do you want to get something to eat?” Lana asked. “The market is usually open in the mornings, and I’m not sure if you brought anything.”

“That’s kind of you,” I said, appreciating Lana’s hospitality. “You’re right. We thought of going to an inn to eat.”

“I’ve got that covered for you,” she said. We followed her back to the town hall, and several more girls and women glanced at me. I noticed three girls in their mid-twenties on the bank of the river. They were fully nude, the sun lighting up their plump bottoms and dark blonde hair. They jumped into the river with a shriek, splashing water on each other.

“Since there aren’t many men here, they usually don’t care about being nude in public,” Lana explained.

“I have no complaints,” I said, enjoying the eye candy. It wasn’t just their looks that were beautiful, but also how playful and carefree they were. They splashed water onto each other and giggled as they tried to pull each other’s legs. However, the splashing stopped when I passed by, and they looked up at me, whispering to each other, their eyes never leaving me.

“You are popular,” Isadora whispered to me, her smile widening. “Wherever you go.”

“Seems like it,” I said, taking her hand as we followed Lana.

We entered the town hall, and she summoned a chunky woman wearing an apron. “Will you cook four extra meals for our lovely guests?” Lana asked her.

She dipped her head. “With pleasure,” she said.

“Will meatloaf be okay?” Lana asked us.

We all nodded, and none of us objected. We went up to the second floor and settled down to wait. We had a perfect view of the Pink Garden, watching the girls bathing nude and ladies going out for walks. Lana took the opportunity to talk to me. “So, when are you ready to start breeding, and how will you manage it?”

I explained to her what we had done at the Fertile Valley. “Felicia was quite eager to bring girls to me, but some of them would also randomly show up.”

“Felicia, I have met her before,” Lana said. “She’s quite vigorous.”

“She is,” I said. “And she was always keen on finding girls for me.”

“It turns us on,” Lana said with a grin. “We all love to see how popular a man can be with all his lovers.”

“I see,” I said. It was something I hadn’t thought about before, but it made sense.

“I can try to find some girls for you tomorrow,” Lana said. “Or if you prefer, they can randomly show up.”

“If you can take care of it, that would be great, but I expect they’ll show up anyway,” I said.

“Indeed,” she said. She looked out the window, admiring the well-maintained parks and the clean streets. “Even if we are lacking many things, and this is a mere shadow of what it once used to be, I’m still proud of my inhabitants. They have done the best with what’s available to us, and they always smile and try to have a good time, despite the circumstances.”

“You are right,” I said, thinking it was impressive what they’d achieved. “You have done a great job as mayor.” It was a beautiful town, and I had no complaints. I looked forward to my stay here and the women needing to be bred.


Chapter 8

Aurora

Istood with my arms crossed, waiting for Snalgnam. With the help of Doragon, the angels, and our army, we had effectively blocked every path into Zinep. Snalgnam had responded meekly, promising to arrive urgently. I wrinkled my nose, a flicker of irritation crossing my face. He should have responded from the start. I despised being ignored. He should have known better than to waste our time.

Curiosity tugged at me, wondering what his excuse would be. Perhaps he was becoming deaf or blind. I shrugged. Whatever it was, it had to be a good one, and we would interrogate him thoroughly.

I stood with my advisors and Thalia, waiting patiently until a servant arrived. “Snalgnam has arrived and will be here any minute.”

I nodded, continuing to wait. It didn’t take him long, as if he wanted to resolve this urgently. That was a good sign, at least. As I saw him approaching with his servants, his silver hair caught the light, and his thin frame seemed almost fragile. His face, marked with wrinkles and scars, showed signs of distress I hadn’t seen before, not even after his defeat. Known for his calm demeanor and overconfidence, Snalgnam had always been a peculiar king. It was unusual for a defeated king to remain on the throne. Yet there he was right in front of my eyes. I had to give it to him—it was impressive. It wasn’t something I expected.

We didn’t shake hands, merely nodding our heads to each other. “Snalgnam,” I said coolly.

“Aurora,” he replied, drawing in a deep breath. I pointed to a seat, and we sat down. I was about to speak, but he quickly cleared his throat.

“Your Highness,” he began politely. “Please, what can I do for you to make you lift the siege?”

“That’s not how we start this conversation,” I said firmly. “Why did you ignore my letters?”

He ground his teeth, knowing he was guilty. While he was thinking, I added, “If it was deliberate, it’s a violation of the peace treaty.” I reached for it and pointed at the clause.

“That’s understood,” he said, clearing his throat again as if finding it difficult to speak. “But hear me out. Your accusations about the assassination attempt… To us, that was completely ridiculous. We took it as an insult when we’re already on our knees.”

“What’s so ridiculous about it when these men come from your realm?” I pointed out.

“Yes, they certainly come from Zinep, but these events have not been ordered by me,” he said firmly. “Or anyone else near the throne. We have nothing to do with these cowardly attempts.”

“If you were innocent, you should have answered me straight away. This just makes it even more suspicious.”

“I understand,” he said, nodding. “But we didn’t think of it that way. We just saw it as an insult and weren’t sure how to respond. We admitted defeat. You defeated us. There’s nothing else we could do. If we decided to do anything further, we’d just damage what’s left of us. None of us wants that. We want to live in peace.”

It sounded like he spoke from his heart, but I couldn’t set aside my suspicions. “Okay,” I said. “Can you please tell me where they come from or what their motives are?”

He looked up at me. “To spread terror,” he said. “They most likely belong to a group of elite soldiers who refused to accept defeat, fighting until there’s not a single drop of blood left in them. They hate us as much as they hate you.”

I exchanged glances with my advisors, unsure of what to say next.

“Also,” he continued, “most of these assassins don’t live in our kingdom. There’s no way they could have gotten to you without notice. They’re most likely hiding in Anigava.”

I felt a shiver down my spine. I didn’t like the thought of having enemies on my soil. “How could they even have gotten here in the first place?”

“They might have noticed you were a bit busier than usual,” he said. “I’m not sure exactly, but that seems to be the most likely scenario.”

I knew when someone was lying or telling the truth. He was no actor. However, he’d played his cards right and was still the king, unlike Fyodor. “I’ll give you all the information I have about them. You can trust me on this one, but most of them are in Anigava, not Zinep.” He looked at me long and hopeful. “Please, can you lift the siege?” he pleaded. “We’ll starve if it continues.”

“I’ll lift the siege after you’ve helped us find every one of them,” I told him firmly, “giving us all the information you have.”

He nodded, determined to help despite the hostilities between us. “You can count on us,” he said. “We just want to go back to a normal life.”

“All of us do,” I told him, and he had my sympathy with that one.

* * *

I had a lot to think about. The talk with Snalgnam was eye-opening, and I spent a lot of time consulting with my advisors. We had to plan accordingly. We needed to mobilize every guard and spy to search the entire kingdom, bringing in anyone with the slightest Zinep accent for a thorough interrogation. There was no other way around this if we were to catch these rats.

Snalgnam vowed to remain and help us as much as he could. It was touchy, and I appreciated it. Hopefully, one day we could set aside our differences and help rebuild our kingdoms. We didn’t need another war, even if some extremists in his kingdom refused to acknowledge that they’d been defeated.

I had also talked to Thalia about whether it could have been a ruse to mislead us, but she didn’t get that gut feeling either. Snalgnam knew we weren’t bluffing and that we would act if he were lying. As they couldn’t get food inside their city, they would start to starve, causing upheaval. Snalgnam already knew the defeat had been unpopular, but this could end his dynasty. He had no choice but to take this seriously.

As I got a chance to wind down, I went outside to my balcony and settled down. I drew in a deep breath as the rustling leaves calmed my mind. I looked at the chair beside me, imagining that Darian sat there. I delved deeper into my fantasy. He was bare-chested, making eye contact. We talked and talked, moving closer and closer to each other until my hand was on his chest and my lips were pressed onto his. Every time I fantasized about him, the scenes turned intimate. I wished they were real. I wished that Darian was here with me.

He’d been at the Pink Garden for a week now, and Isadora had shown up a couple of days ago. She had arrived with a genuine smile, talking about all the fun they’d had so far. She looked a lot more comfortable staying there, and she was in love with the fruits and river. I had tried to ask questions about Darian without sounding too desperate or suspicious. I hoped she wouldn’t notice that I had an obvious thing for him, but at the same time, it didn’t feel good to hide my feelings from myself or her. I didn’t want to do something behind her back.

At the same time, Thalia was right. I wanted to see Darian. I craved his touch, voice, and smell, and I had already admitted to myself that I was in love with him, and nothing could suppress my feelings for him. I had to see him. I wanted him to hold me again.

I tried to think of an excuse to see him. Now that I had encouraged him to move closer, he wasn’t far off. I could send a letter to him, and he could be here within an hour. I wasn’t sure what he was up to, maybe breeding or spending time with his loved ones. I hoped he was enjoying it there. It certainly sounded like that after what Isadora told me.

I thought of an excuse, maybe asking about his opinions on what Snalgnam had to say. Yes … That should be it. It was a small thing, but maybe he could eat dinner with me too. My heart rate suddenly rose, and I noticed the sun lowering. It would be dark within a couple of hours. I had to hurry if I wanted to see him.

I quickly went inside and reached for paper and a quill. I stared at the paper for quite some time, finding it difficult to write, knowing he would read every word. I was afraid of sounding too aroused or too desperate. I tried to keep it as formal as possible.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

I was wondering if you had time to come to me now. I have just interrogated Snalgnam about the assassination attempt, and I would love to hear your opinions. We have decided to find everyone who has a Zinep accent and resides in Anigava. I thought maybe you’d know how to locate them and how to organize them. You’ve shown more competence than any of my guards. While you’re here, we can also eat dinner together. I hope you’re doing well there and enjoying the Pink Garden and what the town has to offer. It’s personally one of my favorite towns. Lana is also a bit quieter than Felicia. I’ll ask for a little favor as well: can you bring some berries to me? We can eat them together after dinner on my balcony. They’re one of my favorites, especially with some cream. When I brought Isadora there the first time, we made some ice cream flavored with those berries. She loved them, and so did I. Also, tell her that I say hi. I hope she’s doing fine. I know she most likely is since she is with you. That’s all.

Aurora Pinkbloom

I blinked and looked at the letter. I told myself to be formal, but I noticed how quickly it turned into a personal love letter. It wasn’t my intention, but I realized it was impossible to suppress my feelings. As soon as I delved into any fantasy about him, it always took an intimate turn.

My time was limited, so I didn’t want to write another one. If I wanted to send this away and have him show up as quickly as possible, I had to send it now.

I slipped it into an envelope and hurried to my express riders who were present outside of the castle. I saw one of them happily rise as I approached him. He was slender and knew how to handle the fastest horses. I handed the envelope to him and gave him the address. “Tell him to open it as soon as possible,” I told him. “Ride there urgently.”

He nodded firmly and mounted his horse. He rode away like the wind, and my heart started melting, knowing my letter would soon be read by Darian.


Chapter 9

Darian

Iheld onto the thighs of the young woman as I pushed my erection into her wet center. There was quite a lot of flesh to hold onto. She had the perfect curves a young woman could be endowed with.

I loved this position the most, letting her lie on the elevated bed while I stooped over her with my manhood as deeply into her as possible. I had the perfect view of her sweet, virgin hole, her shifting and jiggling breasts, and her body that had been untouched for all her life. On the same bed, lay her three friends, fully nude and wet. They’d just been bred, just waiting for the final climax as I was fucking their friend. I had saved the pink one for the last. She had a stronger pink skin tone, like the berries you could find at the river. She also had violet hair that matched her eye color. She was gorgeous. I didn’t have anything against the women at the Fertile Valley, but they were a bit more peaceful here, and I dare say, a bit prettier.

I sank my fingers into her thighs and increased the pace of my thrusts, the sounds of our flesh slapping filling the room. She would be the tenth girl that I’d impregnated today. After her, I had sworn to take a break, even if it was tempting to invite another sweetheart. On the final thrust, my balls tightened, and I emptied myself the next second.

Her head slumped back, and she drew in a sigh of relief as I kept sliding my erection in and out of her walls with very little effort, making sure every drop was spilled inside her. It was the same sweet friction every time. Breeding never got old.

I pulled out from her, and the pink mist spread over her breasts and vagina, adorning her like a hidden gem. She played with her womanhood, rubbing her finger over her soaked lips. She shyly looked up at me. It seemed like she wanted to say something but didn’t know what to tell me.

I patted her thighs, running my hand over her pink skin. “So, you’re bred,” I told her.

She extended her hands to me. “Can’t we lie here for a bit?” she asked in a quiet voice.

It was tempting, and I couldn’t resist her offer. There were a couple of hours until dinner, so I had time. I lay in the middle, letting them hold onto me as I looked up at the ceiling. We talked about everything except the war. They didn’t want to mention it. Most likely their fathers or brothers had fallen, so it wasn’t an appealing topic now that their dreams of being bred had been fulfilled. They just seemed grateful that I had moved here.

“Which town do you prefer?” the pink girl asked me while draping her arm over my chest.

“I have to spend some time here before I know for certain … but so far, I love what I’ve seen here.”

“We will improve it just for your sake.”

“How will you do that?” I asked curiously.

“By spreading our legs,” they said and giggled some more.

“That’s good enough for me.”

“What about the girls?”

“I love all of you,” I said, feeling their warmth seep into my skin. I had been breeding every day since I moved here. Lana had been kind enough to take care of the scheduling. I told her how many girls I felt like breeding, and she brought them to me. She was overjoyed to have something to do. She told me that it could be a bit boring these days.

Eventually, Flora knocked on the door, and she shyly poked her head inside.

“Uhm, Lina … your mother is at the door.”

Lina, the blonde girl lying at the edge, made an annoyed face. “What does she want?”

“She needs help with a couple of things,” Flora said. “I’m sorry to interrupt. Darian, you also have an urgent letter from the queen.”

“From the queen,” the pink girl said. “That’s how special you are.”

I smiled at her words. “Maybe it’s time to get up,” I said. I would have loved to lie here a bit longer, talking about life here at the Pink Garden.

As we rose, Lina couldn’t stop complaining about her overprotective mother, and she wasn’t pleased when I led them outside and hugged them all goodbye.

“Hopefully, we’ll meet again,” Lina said.

“Smile now,” I told her. “I’m sure your mother loves you.”

“Sure,” she said in a lowered voice.

I let go of them as they walked back to their homes. I could already hear Lina’s displeased tone with her mother, who made sure to wave at me as well, even blowing me a kiss. I felt flattered as usual and made sure to blow her a kiss back.

As I stood outside, I turned my attention away from them. I saw the express rider, riding away into the distance, probably heading back to the city. Aurora only sent those letters when there was something very important. I went inside, and Flora was waiting for me. She handed me the letter, and I settled down on the couch and opened it. The first couple of sentences were very formal but as I read on, it started feeling like one of those letters I had sent to Isadora early on in our relationship. I couldn’t help but notice the similarities, making me read it over and over again. It was a short letter, but it was short and sweet.

I tried not to think too much about the love part for now. She asked me about coming there this evening, an important request that I knew I couldn’t turn down.

I looked at Isadora, who sat outside with Marcia. Rising to my feet, I went outside. “Isadora … would you like to come with me to the castle?”

“Yes,” she said, her eyes lighting up.

“Your mother wanted to discuss a thing or two with me.”

“Okay … Did she want to see me as well?”

“I think so,” I said, even though she hadn’t directly mentioned it in the letter.

“What do you mean by ‘I think so’?” she asked, looking at me funny.

“She didn’t explicitly write it in the letter, but why would she not want to see you?” I asked her.

“You have a point,” she said and jumped to her feet. “I just find it a bit odd. She usually writes letters to me too.”

“It seemed to be urgent,” I told her. “She wanted me to give her advice on how to train the guards and also search for suspects.”

“So you will help keep her safe?” she asked, sounding hopeful and not so suspicious any longer.

“Exactly,” I said. “It’s about the recent drama.”

“I see,” she said. “Your help will be useful. Her guards aren’t competent, and I hardly think they will be soon.”

“You never know,” I told her. “You can learn a lot in a short period as long as you truly want it.”

She wrinkled her nose. “But they’ll not become like you.”

“Yeah, that won’t be possible,” I said. “Marcia, Flora.” They both came to us. “We’ll take a trip to the castle. You can make dinner without us.”

“That’s fine,” Marcia said.

“Have a nice trip,” Flora said adorably. “Oh, do you want the pregnancy logs?”

“Aurora probably wants that, yes,” I said, and I was glad she always remembered those small things that we could all easily forget. She came back with it and handed it to me. “Thank you … We’ll probably be back late in the evening.”

“Okay, ride safe,” Flora said.

I went outside to the horses. Most of them were relaxing, lying on the grass and grazing. Marcia took care of them well. I exchanged glances with Isadora, who twirled her hair on her finger.

“I want to ride behind you,” Isadora said. “Holding onto you.”

“I’ll be riding fast,” I warned her, trying to intimidate her.

“I’ll just hold onto you tighter,” she said, refusing to give up.

Thunderhoof was the only horse that didn’t lie down. He stood by himself in the distance, just staring at the sky. I let out a sharp whistle, and Thunderhoof’s ears perked up. His powerful muscles rippled as he galloped towards me, his hooves pounding the soft earth. I reached out to nuzzle his nose, and Isadora joined in, gently stroking his mane.

“I would have been in tears if your horse didn’t make it,” Isadora said, perching on her tiptoes to stroke his hair.

I patted his back. “He’s strong,” I said. “He didn’t get the name Thunderhoof for nothing. It was a challenge to tame him. I owe Valeria one for bringing him to me.”

“You did it in less than a day,” Isadora reminded me.

“Indeed,” I said, and I was glad whenever she brought up some pleasant memories. “By the way, you have to help me with something.”

“What?” she asked curiously.

“Your mother wanted me to bring some berries for her,” I told her.

“Let’s pick some,” she said eagerly.

I placed my foot on the stirrup and hoisted myself up on the saddle. Isadora came up shortly after with a giggle, shifting in her seat, wrapping her arms around my waist, and holding onto me dearly. I reached for the reins and yanked them, making Thunderhoof neigh. I urged him forward, leaping over the gate. Isadora shrieked as we landed on the other side with a great thump.

“Careful,” I told her playfully. “My eardrums aren’t immortal.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, blushing so hard she had to hide her face. “I didn’t expect you to just jump over it.”

“I’ll warn you if I do something daring again,” I said. We rode to the river and dismounted. She reached for the basket, and we went down the bank, sitting on our haunches and filling the basket with berries till our fingers were smudged with juice.

“Open,” she said, and I did. She tossed a berry into my mouth, and I caught it with my teeth.

“Let me try,” I said, reaching for one and tossing it into her mouth. She caught it perfectly.

“My mother loves these berries,” she said, wiping her lips.

“We all do,” I said and rose to my feet.

Attaching the basket to the horse, we mounted Thunderhoof again.

“Now hold on tight.”

She did, tightening her grip as we made our way to the castle.

* * *

I rode quickly, and we arrived after forty minutes. The sun slipped below the trees, casting a gentle glow over the castle grounds. It was that peaceful time of the day when children went home to eat dinner and men and women rested after working hard all day. Aurora waited for us by the eastern gate of the castle, sitting by herself on a bench. With her hands folded on her lap, she looked a bit surprised to see Isadora, and maybe Isadora had been right to ask whether Aurora wanted to see her as well.

Aurora’s surprise was only matched by her stunning appearance. Draped in a golden pink dress I hadn’t seen before, she looked every bit the queen. Her face, freshly washed, glowed with a radiance that drew me in, her lips a bright pink that stirred a longing within me. Her hair, loosely curled at the ends, framed her face perfectly. It was clear she had spent considerable time enhancing her beauty, and the effort had certainly paid off.

I dismounted, and Isadora ran to her first, embracing her. “Hi, Mom.”

“Hi, sweetheart,” she said. While embracing her, Aurora glanced at me and winked as I waited for her. “How was the ride?”

“I had to hold onto him for dear life. Thunderhoof is fast.”

“Fast and strong just like Darian,” Aurora said. Isadora let go of her mother, freeing her so I could also greet her. Aurora extended her hand to me, giving me a formal handshake. Her hand was as soft as velvet, and I drew in her rosy perfume that wrapped around me in an imaginary hug. “Hi, how is it going?”

“It’s going fine,” I said, her smile infecting me with more than just happiness. “I came as soon as I saw the letter.”

“You’re loyal,” she said with a hand over her heart. She looked at her daughter, raking her fingers through her hair. “I will kindly ask you to leave us for a bit. I need to discuss something important with him.”

“Oh,” Isadora said, her smile wavering.

“Cheer up, sweetheart. You can find Elara in the meantime, and afterward, we’ll eat dinner together, okay?”

“It’s okay. It wasn’t unexpected,” she said. “He told me why you sent the letter.”

“So where’s that smile then?” Aurora asked her playfully, making her daughter smile. “That’s better.”

But I could also tell she wanted to spend some time with her mother. Isadora walked away to find Elara while I looked up at Aurora, her face softening. “Come,” she said and took me into the castle. “How’s the Pink Garden treating you?”

“Well,” I said and reached into my satchel. “Here are the pregnancy logs. I have impregnated forty girls so far.”

“Nice,” she said, her lips sliding into a grin as if the fact turned her on. “You’re being ambitious.”

“I try,” I said. “It’s not hard to satisfy them after you gave me the ability.”

“You would have satisfied women regardless,” she said. “What about the river? Have you bathed there yet?”

“Not yet, maybe when Isadora is feeling adventurous, we’ll go there.”

“And the berries, have you tasted those?” she asked, leaning forward and swiping her finger over my cheek, seeing the fresh juices. She stuck it in her mouth and sucked on her finger.

“I sure have,” I said, stiffening a little in front of her. “And I brought some for you.”

I held up the basket in front of her. Her smile widened. “That’s so sweet of you … Do you mind giving me one?”

“In your mouth?”

“Yes, please.”

I picked one for her and placed it in her mouth, feeling the sparks I had felt earlier. She sank her teeth into it, spilling some juices over her thick delicious lips. “Hmm … I love them,” she said. “They taste even better when someone has personally picked them for you.”

“I can imagine,” I said, and it felt just as good when I put the berry in her mouth, but it also felt erotic, making my manhood stir. “Do you want another?”

“Sure,” she said with a grin but looked over her shoulder in case anyone was watching. I lowered it into her mouth again, and she closed her eyes for a brief moment. “If you give me another, I’ll end up eating them all. I thought of having them after dinner.”

“You are disciplined,” I said and tried to hide the basket from her.

“Not as much as I would like to be … I wish I had more time for moments like these,” she said and sighed, knowing she had different plans for me. “But now, I need you for two things: tips on how to train the guards and ideas on how to find the assassins.”

“I have something in mind,” I told her.

“You always do,” she said softly, a voice with love and affection.

She brought me to the council chamber, and we settled down. The discussion went well, and I listened intently to what they told me. I was engaged, although I wished I could spend more time feeding her berries. I shared some advice based on my experiences in the war, where we had to seek out our enemies and uncover their hiding spots. It was an art, and it wasn’t always easy to master. I also provided tips on how to train the guards, suggesting that she recruit more veterans.

“The problem is that they were awarded so generously,” Aurora said. “I think they would rather retire.”

“It doesn’t hurt to ask,” I said. “I’m sure their loyalty plays a bigger role than leisure.”

She nodded and listened to everything I had to say, especially as I offered more ideas on where to find the Zinep rats. By the end of the discussion, we were clearly tired. It was time to eat, and she went to find Elara and Isadora, who showed up at the dining hall shortly after. They both had soil and mud smudged on their clothes, and Aurora couldn’t help but give them funny looks.

“What have you been up to?” she asked.

“We played tag,” Isadora said with a laugh.

“I can see that,” Aurora said. “I hope you aren’t hiding any bruises under your clothes.”

“We don’t,” Isadora said. “Just some dirt here and there.”

The kitchen staff brought out steaming bowls of red wine stew, the rich scent filling the room. Tender chunks of meat, carrots, and potatoes simmered in the deep, burgundy broth, creating a mouth-watering fragrance that made my stomach growl.

As soon as everyone had been served, we dug in. Aurora took a sip from her spoon, her eyes closing momentarily. “This stew is divine,” she said, her voice full of warmth. “A perfect meal after a long day.”

I nodded, the meat melting in my mouth. “The richness of the wine really enhances the meat.”

“It’s good, but I prefer pies,” Isadora said, blowing on her spoon before shoveling it into her mouth.

After we’d eaten, Aurora prepared the dessert. We received bowls filled with berries and cream. Isadora added a tablespoon of sugar to hers and ate them eagerly.

“I love them,” Isadora said with cream dripping down her cheeks.

“We all do,” Aurora said, glancing at me. “So, what do you say? Do they taste better with cream or without?”

“The cream is good,” I said, “but sometimes I like fruits and berries just as they are.”

“I get that,” Aurora replied.

“Or feeding the berries to my loved ones,” I added, making her blush.

As the last bite of dessert melted on my tongue, I glanced at the darkening sky, wondering if it was time to go. Aurora’s gentle touch on my arm pulled me back.

“Stay a bit longer,” she said. “There’s something else I want to talk about.”

“Sure,” I said, feeling curious.

“How long?” Isadora asked, her eyes wide with concern as she looked out the window. “It’s getting dark.”

I rubbed soothing circles on Isadora’s back. “Remember our midnight rides under the stars? You’ll be right behind me.”

“That sounds better,” she said. “Why stay longer? I thought you had shown my mother how to strengthen her guards?”

“We’ve touched on it,” I replied.

“And there’s more to explore,” Aurora added, her smile mirroring mine. “My advisors wanted some details on what happened that night.”

“Alright,” Isadora yielded.

Elara tugged at Isadora’s hand. “We can come up with something fun.”

“We always do,” Isadora said and rose from her seat. “Mom, let me know when it’s time for Darian to leave.”

“I will sweetheart,” Aurora said.

Isadora darted off with Elara, and the rest of the dining guests left as well. The moment they left, a stillness filled the space, heightening the intimacy of being alone with the queen.

“Even at this hour, she’s a bundle of energy,” Aurora mused.

“True,” I agreed, recalling the memories I had with her when we first met. I will never forget our date at the Flower Hills nor when she played the harp as Gabriella. There was more to her than what meets the eye. “She’s mellowed a bit since we first met.”

“It’s because you’ve tamed her,” Aurora said with a wink.

“More than once,” I reminded her, making her chuckle.

“I’m happy for both of you,” she said. “It warms my heart knowing that she’s protected and safe.”

“She has the same feelings for you,” I said. “She wasn’t feeling well after what happened.”

Her smile slowly wavered. “We’re working on it,” she told me. “Are you ready to continue what we discussed?”

I nodded. “I am.” We rose from the table, and she led me through the winding halls.

“I’m taking you to the room you stayed at,” she said. “I must just find my advisor first.” She summoned her advisor who came shortly after with her notes in her hands. We entered the bedroom we’d stayed at, and all the scenes came back to me, from waking up and discovering the dead guards to running to her bedroom and slaying the evildoers.

Aurora gestured towards the window. “Was it here you saw them first?”

“Yes,” I said. We headed to the window. The advisor was in the middle, and I pointed and told her exactly what had happened. “When I woke up, I heard muffled groans. As soon as I came to the window, I saw the bodies lying there.”

“I see,” Aurora murmured, her brow furrowing as the advisor took notes.

After a few more questions, I followed her outside. We discussed the possibilities of where they might have come from, our conversation a continuation of our earlier talk. We also went closer to Aurora’s bedroom, and I told her how I had run up there and killed them. They had already marked where the dead guards had been on the floor, taking this very seriously. She scribbled down notes and asked me some additional questions. I answered them as best I could.

Aurora glanced at her advisor. “You may leave and keep this information for tomorrow. We will discuss it further then.”

The advisor dipped her head and left us. Standing alone with the queen, the evening air cool and quiet, I faced her. “Do you mind coming to my bedroom to discuss something in private before you leave?”

“I will come with you wherever you take me.”

Her smile was warm, her eyes softening. “Come,” she said, leading me to her private chambers. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” she confided in a lowered voice.

“About what?”

“About how you saved me,” she said, her smile tender and grateful.

“It was the least I could do,” I replied.

We entered her room, and she gently closed the door behind us. Moonlight bathed the room in a silver glow, adding a touch of romance. She led me to her couch, and we sat down.

“You made me feel protected and safe,” she said. “Though I wish it hadn’t happened.”

I wasn’t sure if she meant it. Our relationship was growing more intimate, but I felt it would have happened anyway. The event had just sped things up.

“I’m just glad you’re okay,” I said softly, looking into her eyes.

“Me too,” she whispered, her hand resting on mine. “I’ve never felt this way before.”

“Neither have I,” I admitted, squeezing her hand gently. “But I’m happy we’re here now.”

She smiled, leaning closer. “So am I.” She glanced down at my thigh and gently patted it. “How’s your wound?”

I was wearing trousers, but she patted right at the bandage. “You have a good memory.”

“I’ve been thinking about it,” she said. “Has Flora changed the bandage?”

I shook my head. “I haven’t told her to.”

“You should every now and then. Will you let me?” she asked.

“With pleasure,” I said.

She took me into her bathroom, and I was greeted by so many sweet scents—her shampoos, perfumes, and makeup all blending into one sweet, feminine fragrance. “Take off your trousers and have a seat,” she said, kindly placing the seat behind me.

I unbuckled my belt and lowered my trousers to my ankles. I lowered myself onto the chair as she rummaged through a drawer, pulling out a fresh roll of bandages and some wool. The moonlight shining through the window cast a gentle glow around her, highlighting the delicate features of her face.

She dropped to her knees in front of me and slowly unwrapped the bandage until she could see the wound. “It’s been healing well,” she said and started cleaning it, her touch gentle and soft.

“I have barely noticed it, to tell the truth.”

“Not even your lovers?” she asked, flitting her eyes up to mine.

Her blue eyes were hypnotic. They were the same as Isadora’s, yet different—warmer and more sensual. “They have, but I tell them it’s fine.”

She continued cleaning, being careful and taking her time. It felt as if she was drawing this out. I didn’t mind. I felt good being in her presence. I felt a warmth that I wanted more of. She wrapped the bandage around my thigh and gently patted it. “So, I hope you’re feeling a bit better.”

“Your touch heals more than the bandage,” I told her.

Rising to her feet, she gave me a flirtatious look over her shoulder. “You know how to flatter a woman.” As she put the bandage and wool back into the drawer, she stood bent at the waist and flashed me her rear. It had the perfect heart shape, and I quickly pulled my trousers on before I became too excited. “I know more than just defending you and this kingdom.”

“I know… my daughter has told me how you’re an excellent lover,” she said. “Before you leave, I have something for you. I know my daughter said you appreciate hugs and affection more, but I found something I’d love to give you.” She took me into her living room and went into her wardrobe. She brought out a blue tunic and trousers. “I handmade them when I was sixteen years old,” she said, extending the clothes to me.

I accepted them and looked at the clothes in awe. “Isadora is sort of right,” I told her as the clothes weighed in my hands. “I’m not the biggest fan of materials, except personal gifts handmade for someone you care about.”

“Well, these clothes check all those boxes,” she said with a smile. “I obviously didn’t know you when I was sixteen, but I thought of giving them as a gift to a man… who would mean a lot to me.”

She hesitated at the end, probably unsure which words to use. I knew “mean a lot to me” could be exchanged for “a lover.” I was about to ask her about her late husband, but I wasn’t so sure after what Isadora had told me. “Are you wondering why I never gave them to my late husband?”

“Yes… But you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

“I want to,” she said. “He never really meant much to me, to keep it brief.”

I nodded. “I understand,” I said and looked at the clothes again. “This gift means a lot to me.”

“Do you want to try them?” she asked. “Don’t judge me too much. I was only sixteen then.”

I tried them on immediately. She sat down on the couch and folded her hands in her lap. I took off my tunic first, her smile widening as she saw me bare-chested. We exchanged silent glances for a moment before I slipped on the blue tunic. It was perfectly fitting, not too tight or too loose. It looked original, a slightly darker blue. I noticed an embroidered lion’s head in the middle. I tossed my hair over my shoulders. “It fits perfectly,” I said in disbelief.

“I had a clear idea of what a meaningful man would be like at a young age,” she said and winked at me.

“You sure did,” I said. “What about the lion… Do you have a thing for those?”

“Every woman wants to be protected by someone strong,” she said. “When I made the tunic, I thought of that strength, which is why I chose that symbol.”

“It’s perfect… Too many symbols can make you dizzy.”

“I agree.” She nudged the trousers to me. “Go on, please, put these on.”

I glanced at the bathroom and then back at her. My cock was starting to thicken, and there was little I could do to repress it. “Do you want some privacy?” she asked.

I waved my hand dismissively, thinking it would be a bit silly after she’d just cleaned my wound. I unbuckled my belt and pulled the trousers down to my ankles. My ever-growing bulge was clearly visible, and I couldn’t help but notice how she sneaked a glance at it. I put on the trousers she’d made. They were also a perfect fit. Her eyes swept over me. “Exactly how I imagined,” she said.

I turned to look at myself in the mirror. They weren’t just regular garments, but clothes handmade by the queen. “Stand up so I can hug you.”

She immediately stood up. I pulled her into a warm embrace, breathing in her sweet scent with a hint of musk. I gently wrapped my arms around her. “Thank you,” I murmured into her hair.

“You’re welcome,” she whispered in my ear.

We broke the hug and looked into each other’s eyes. “You look extra pretty,” I told her, the words slipping out softly.

“You didn’t notice it till now?” she asked with a chuckle.

“I noticed it immediately upon seeing you but waited till we were by ourselves,” I confessed. “You’ve always been pretty, but tonight there’s something special.”

“I wanted to look presentable for you,” she said. “That’s why I spent an extra hour in front of the mirror.”

We both sat down on her couch. I wasn’t sure where this was going yet, but I knew where I wanted it to go. “Just for me?” I asked her.

She gently placed her hand on my thigh, her touch warm and reassuring. “Yes, just for you,” she said, locking eyes with me. “There’s something I wanted to talk to you about.”

“I’m listening,” I said.

“It’s just that I have certain feelings for you,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “Feelings I haven’t felt in decades.”

My heart warmed as she spoke. I had sensed it, but hearing her say it was different, more intense. “I know.”

“You do?”

“Because I have similar feelings for you,” I admitted. “I share those feelings.”

“Oh,” she said, her gaze softening, eyes glistening. “I wondered about that since you kissed me.”

“It came from my heart,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her eyes dropped to my mouth. I leaned closer, our breaths mingling, lips inches away from a kiss that promised more than words could convey. Her full, colored lips tempted me, their sweetness and warmth drawing me in. I longed for more than a kiss, a gateway to deeper intimacy.

Suddenly, hurried footsteps echoed up the stairs, and Aurora pulled back with a sigh. “Mom!” Isadora’s voice called out, accompanied by a knock on the door.

Aurora rose, and so did I. “Yes, sweetheart, you can come in.”

Isadora entered, looking mildly disappointed. “Elara had to go to bed early since she has to wake up early in the morning,” Isadora said with a shrug. “And now I’m bored.”

“Bored late in the evening?” Aurora asked her with a grin.

“Uh-huh,” Isadora said playfully and tugged her mother’s arm. “Let’s play hide and seek.”

They both laughed. “We were just finishing up our talk,” Aurora said, winking at me. “I won’t keep him much longer.”

“Oh, okay,” Isadora said. She halted upon seeing me. “Where did you get those clothes?”

“Do you like them?” I asked her.

“Yeah, they fit you perfectly.”

“A gift from the queen,” I said and exchanged glances with Aurora.

“They look handmade,” Isadora said.

“I made them years ago,” Aurora said, stroking my back.

“For whom?” Isadora asked.

“Someone special,” her mother admitted.

“He sure is special,” Isadora said and leaned toward my chest for a hug. I kissed her forehead gently.

The moment with Aurora was cut short, but I knew there would be more opportunities. We went to the stables and found Thunderhoof. Aurora followed us, her presence like a glowing candle in the moonlight. She looked goddess-like, and I marveled at how beautiful she had made herself for me. It was a clear sign of her feelings, ones she had openly admitted. Our relationship was evolving, and I could see the path it was taking.

“Ride safe,” Aurora said, waving as we mounted the horse.

“I will,” I promised.

“Sweet dreams,” Isadora said, waving at her mother.

“You too,” Aurora replied as we rode away towards the Pink Garden.

As we rode, the pounding of hooves on the ground, Isadora pressed close to my back. “She was really beautiful today,” Isadora remarked.

“She always is,” I told her.

“But she made herself look extra pretty,” she insisted.

“That she did,” I agreed. The thought of being alone with Aurora lingered, wondering what might have happened if we had been uninterrupted. The idea of being the first to share her bed in two decades was a sensual fantasy that played on my mind. I didn’t resent Isadora for the interruption. I loved her too, but I knew I needed to find more alone time with Aurora, now that her feelings for me were clear.


Chapter 10

Darian

Standing on the doorstep, I said goodbye to the girls that I had just bred. They blew me a kiss simultaneously with a giggle and went back home. I sighed in relief, as I admired their beauties. I had yet again finished another round of breeding. It was the second round that day, and it was soon evening.

Last night, we were at the castle. I couldn’t stop thinking about the final moment with Aurora. If only Isadora wouldn’t have shown up. If only I could taste her honeyed lips again. I started feeling obsessed with Aurora. When Isadora and I came back home, I bedded Isadora. While I slid my erection inside her wet hole, I imagined it was Aurora. I fantasized that it was the queen’s long legs that I was stroking and her womanhood that I was pleasuring. I was close to whispering her name when I climaxed and filled her daughter’s hole with my cum. Even today when I bred those girls, there was one who looked similar to Aurora but younger. She had identical golden hair. She was tall with well-endowed boobs. Once I was deep inside her, I imagined it was the queen again, planting kisses along her neck. One of her friends had noticed that I had been more intimate with her and asked why. I just shrugged. “I have a thing for golden blondes.”

But it wasn’t true. I had a thing for Aurora, a fact that I had admitted to her. I wanted to see her again. I needed to see her again.

I drew in a deep breath of the musk that lingered on the first floor. I had impregnated seven girls today, but I still lusted for the woman of my dreams. Flora knocked on my back, bursting my dream bubble. “Are you alright?” she asked in a lowered voice, a bit nervous in case I wanted some alone time.

“I’m fine,” I said.

She glanced down at my hardening bulge. “I thought you just bred them.”

“I did,” I said. “I just thought of someone.”

“Someone special?”

I nodded. “You bet.”

“Okay,” she said. “I just wanted to tell you that you have a letter from the queen again.”

That sure was one hell of a coincidence. I took the letter, intrigued by what she’d written. “Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said and went to the kitchen to do some cleaning.

Upon receiving it, my heart warmed in an instant. I quickly went to my armchair. I didn’t waste a second. I opened the envelope and reached for the letter.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

I hope you’re doing fine, and I hope you had a safe journey back home. How are the clothes I gave you? I forgot to mention a little story. I told you how I’d made them because I wanted to give them to someone special, but the years went by, and I just accepted that I wouldn’t meet anyone to satisfy my needs. I had actually planned to give them to Isadora’s husband, but I completely forgot about it when I gave them to you, and only remembered it after you left. I guess it didn’t cross my mind since she’s bonded not married. I wanted to tell you that so badly last night, but I just remembered it when you disappeared from the horizon, and I couldn’t see my daughter’s blonde hair any longer.

That’s not the only reason why I write to you. I am writing to you because I was wondering if you have time to come over again and start training some of my guards. Just give them brief lectures on what you know. I think it will be beneficial. They all look up to you after all. They’re ready to start as soon as possible. They’ve taken their duties and jobs more seriously now ever since they’ve been threatened to be fired, so that’s something positive. You can let Isadora know that I feel a bit safer.

I also can’t write this to you without mentioning what we talked about before our stay got cut short. When we were about to speak to each other about our feelings. Do you mind telling me more about them? I would rather discuss this in private than write it here.

I wish you all the best in the meantime.

Aurora Pinkbloom

Her letter weighed heavily in my hands, her words swirling in my mind. My heart ached to go to her immediately, to finish what we had started last night. But I also knew Isadora needed to be told. She’d likely get suspicious when she noticed how frequently her mother was suddenly sending me letters now all of a sudden.

Isadora came inside from the terrace, waving at me. “Are you tired from breeding?”

“Not at all,” I said, patting the spot next to me on the couch. I inched over, making room for her. She plopped down with a bounce.

“What are you up to?” she asked, wrapping me in a sideways hug.

“Just finished reading a letter from your mother.”

“Another one?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes,” I replied.

“What does she want now?”

“She asked if I could come over. She needs help to train the guards.”

“Do you mind if I read the letter?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I said, handing it to her.

She smiled as she read, her eyes moving quickly over her mother’s words. She lowered the letter slowly and gave me a funny look. “I think she’s in love with you.”

“What makes you think that?” I asked, though my own heart already knew. I wanted to hear her perspective.

“The way she writes,” she said, her voice softening. “This is a love letter. I also noticed it yesterday. She spoke differently. I’ve known her all my life. She can’t hide anything from me.”

“Love letter?”

“It’s informal … And the way she wrote about the clothes and feelings.”

I nodded, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. “You’re right.”

“Do you have feelings for her too?” she asked, her gaze piercing. I stiffened, wanting to admit it but unsure of her reaction. Still, I knew I couldn’t hide from her.

“I do,” I admitted, my voice steady.

A smile softened her face. “I had a clue.”

“It doesn’t bother you, does it?” I asked, gently stroking her back.

She shook her head slowly. “No, not at all. It might be a bit odd since she’s my mother, but I want what’s best for her. Don’t you remember when I told you I wanted you to stay with her?”

“Of course I do,” I said.

“Those words came from my heart. But I think she’s had feelings for you for a very long time. She’s just insecure about it.”

“What’s there to be insecure about?”

“Her age,” Isadora said. “And the fact that you aren’t a royal. But I haven’t seen her like this with anyone else but you.”

“I see,” I said, thinking of Aurora’s unique beauty. “But she’s gorgeous.”

Isadora smiled and hugged me tighter. “I know she’s beautiful, but imaginary numbers get in her way, blinding her.”

“I see,” I said.

“I also had a feeling she wanted alone time with you last night. That’s why I asked if she wanted me to come. Also, did you do anything before I came into her bedroom? You have a new bandage, after all.”

“Well, she did help me with the bandage,” I said. “And we talked quite a bit.”

I was about to continue, but she interrupted me. “Did you kiss?” Isadora asked. “No man has kissed her in ages.”

“Not last night, but the night she thanked me for the duel, I did kiss her.”

“You did?” she asked, her eyes widening. I nodded. “So … who’s the best kisser?”

I laughed, giving her a look. “Ugh … you kiss equally as well,” I said. Their kisses were different. I loved to kiss them both equally and couldn’t say I had a favorite pair of lips.

“I’m just joking,” she said with a wink. “That explains why she was so happy then. But I wish you would have told me.”

“I never found the right moment,” I said. “I’ve wanted to kiss her for a long time, but I wasn’t sure how you’d react.”

“I can reassure you that I have nothing against it,” she said. “Why would I? You’ve been with thousands of girls already.”

“Yeah, but like you said, it’s your mom.”

“And?” Isadora asked. “If she wants to be your lover, that would make me happier. I’ve asked her before why she hasn’t taken a man yet, and I never got a good answer. I think you’re the only man who’ll ever make her happy. She has such high standards, after all.”

“Well, she’s the queen,” I said.

She smiled. “If you go to her, I won’t follow you. I think she will feel much better with some alone time with you.”

“You think so?” I asked her.

She nodded and gave me a knowing look. “I know my mother.”

“I know you do,” I said.

“How was the kiss, by the way?” she asked curiously. “Did you use your tongue?”

“There’s no kiss without tongues,” I told her with a smile. “I took the initiative and deepened it as much as possible.”

“But only then? You haven’t kissed again?”

“Well,” I said. “I was feeling a bit bold that day, but last night, we were about to kiss again before you stormed in.”

She chuckled, lowering her eyes. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I would never have done that if I knew you were busy.”

“It’s fine. We’ll probably find time later.”

“Will you let me know how your date goes when you come back?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said. I leaned towards her, our bodies inches apart. My lips gently brushed against hers, and I could feel her warm breath on my face, reminding me of her mother. As we kissed, she held me close, her arms wrapped tightly around me. It was a reassuring embrace, and I couldn’t help but feel grateful for her unwavering support. Our kiss lingered, filled with emotions and the unbreakable bond between us, and as it lingered, I thought of her mother’s lips and how good they would feel against mine.

We broke the kiss, a string of saliva stretching from her lips to mine. “Didn’t you have to take off your clothes for her to wrap that bandage around your wound?” she asked softly.

“I wore underwear.”

“Just checking,” she said with a smile. “So you have done nothing else?”

“Not yet,” I said.

“Hmm, ok. I think my mother wants to see you.”

“I think you’re right.” I rose to my feet and let Flora and Marcia know that I’d be leaving again. They all waited for me outside as I prepared Thunderhoof. “Should we leave some dinner for you?” Flora asked.

I shook my head. “Unlikely,” I said. “I’ll most likely eat there.”

“Why aren’t you going?” Flora asked Isadora.

“Because I want to spend some time with you,” Isadora said, giving her a hug.

Flora looked suspicious. “I think there might be another reason as well.”

Winking at Flora, I looked at Isadora. “Do you want to help pick some berries for her?”

“I’d love to,” she said. She jumped to her feet, and I led Thunderhoof with me as we waved goodbye to Flora and Marcia. We went down to the riverbank and started filling the basket with berries.

“It’s kind of you to think of her,” she said.

“She’s a sweet woman,” I replied.

“She is… But I didn’t even think of bringing her favorite berries to her. You did. Your feelings must be really strong for her.”

I nodded, realizing she had a point. “You’re right.”

“I know you almost as well as I know her,” she said with a smile.

“You can be foxy at times,” I told her.

“So can my mom. You’ll learn that soon,” she said with a wink.

Once the basket was full, I attached it to Thunderhoof. I embraced Isadora before parting. “Ride safe,” she said. “And tell Mom I said hi.”

“I will,” I said, pecking her forehead before letting go.

Mounting Thunderhoof, I urged him forward. I headed toward the castle, the wind whipping through my hair. I wanted to see the queen quickly, to taste her lips. Now that Isadora knew, nothing was in the way. I just had to ease Aurora into it.

* * *

As I rode toward the castle, the gate loomed larger with each hoofbeat. Aurora stood at the entrance, her golden blonde hair catching the sunlight, red lips curving into a smile that contrasted with her elegant white and purple dress. She was a beauty, impossible to miss.

I dismounted Thunderhoof and walked up to her. Her smile widened, highlighting her high cheekbones, and without a word, I fell into her embrace. She had once again taken her time to look pretty, wearing a unique dress, just the right amount of lipstick, and a touch of perfume. She was as gorgeous as yesterday and the day before that. She’d always been pretty and always would be.

Breaking the hug, she glanced at the clothes she had given me. “I’m so glad you like them,” she said, her voice warm and genuine.

“Thank you,” I replied, a smile tugging at my lips. “I love them.”

“I’m glad … Now, where’s my daughter?” she asked, glancing behind me as if she’d missed her.

I stiffened slightly. “Did you want to see her?”

“Of course, I want to see her,” she said, her tone softening. “But sometimes I want some privacy as well.”

“I think you’re speaking in riddles.”

“What I meant is, it’s a bit unusual. Like yesterday, I asked for you but she showed up; today she didn’t.”

“She wanted to be with Flora and Marcia,” I explained. “But she told me to say hi.”

“Just a simple hi is enough to warm my heart,” she said, her eyes softening as she accepted my answer.

I detached the basket from Thunderhoof and handed it to her. “Here you go, some berries for you.”

Her eyes lit up, and her smile broadened. “That’s so sweet of you.”

“You’re welcome. I picked them with Isadora before leaving.”

“Even sweeter.” She took a moment, her gaze lingering on the berries, before looking back at me. “So, you read my letter?”

“I did,” I said, feeling the weight of the unspoken words between us.

“Let’s get the boring stuff out of the way first,” she suggested. “Then maybe we can go for a walk and talk about the other things.”

“Sure,” I said. I didn’t think training was boring, but I was more interested in having an intimate discussion with her. That’s what I was really looking forward to.

“Let me take you there.”

“What exactly do you want me to teach them?” I asked.

“Mainly to be more alert during the nights, to be more observant,” she said. “To spot threats and people acting unusual. Just something brief.”

I nodded, looking skyward as the sun lowered in the sky, casting a warm glow. “How much time do I have?”

“A couple of hours, and then I thought we could eat together,” she said, her eyes glinting with anticipation. “If you want.”

“Of course, I want to,” I said, my smile mirroring hers.

“If you want to add something more, you can just return tomorrow, or if you want to sleep over here, it’s up to you.”

“We’ll figure that out later,” I replied, sharing a knowing smile. She led me to the guards gathered outside, their faces focused and attentive. Aurora introduced me, her voice carrying a note of pride as she wished me good luck. The instructor stepped aside, giving me their attention.

As I began speaking, I recounted the night I had roused myself from sleep, sharing tricks I had learned during the war. I emphasized the importance of having both short-range and long-range weapons at hand. The guards hung on every word, their expressions serious and engaged.

As we continued the instruction, the guards’ questions came fast and eager. I was glad to see that they were committed. From the corner of my eye, I saw Aurora on the third floor of the castle, trying to be discreet. Her dress fluttered as she turned to leave, but I caught a glimpse of her before she disappeared.

When the session ended, my heart quickened at the thought of seeing Aurora again. She waited for me, glowing in the same beautiful dress. “How did it go?” she asked.

“It went well,” I said, the memory of their eager faces fresh in my mind. “They were eager to learn more.”

“That’s what I told you,” she said, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. “I’m glad they’ll take their duties a bit more seriously now.”

“So am I,” I said. Training them had been fulfilling, but my thoughts were on the queen and the time we’d spend together.

“Are you hungry after all that work?” she asked, a playful glint in her eye.

“A little,” I admitted. “It was more energy-consuming than I thought.”

“How about I make you something, and we can eat, just me and you?”

My lips curved into a smile. “It’s exactly what I wanted.”

“I’m glad,” she said. “I don’t rely only on chefs; I do cook myself once in a while, a bit more when Isadora was staying with me though.”

She led me to a cozy cottage behind the castle. “This is where me and Isadora would eat when it was just me and her, or if she would have a sleepover.”

“It’s cozy,” I said as I stepped inside, the planks creaking upon my touch.

“It is,” she said. She had hung a painting of Isadora and herself in the living room. Aurora must have been ten years younger, but she looked as stunning as she did now.

“When was that?” I asked her.

“Ten years ago,” she said, her lips curving in a smile. “I looked a bit better then.”

I gave her a look. “You don’t look any different at all … Only Isadora does.”

Her smile broadened at my words. “It’s one of my favorite paintings of me and her.” She took me out to the terrace. The view of the grasslands was breathtaking, especially as it wasn’t a cloud in the sky. “Do you mind waiting here while I prepare the dinner for us?”

“Not at all.” I settled down, soaking in the scenery of rolling green hills. Aurora donned her apron, a sight that warmed my heart. “What will it be?” I asked, anticipation building.

“A surprise,” she said teasingly, her eyes twinkling, reminding me of Isadora.

“I can’t wait,” I said, my smile widening.

She disappeared into the kitchen, and shortly after, the rich and savory scent of meat wafted out. I could tell she was searing steaks, the aroma making my mouth water.

She set the table, and I was right. Steaks with fried tomatoes and a red wine sauce. It looked mouth-wateringly delicious. We sat across from each other, the intimate setting adding to the moment.

“Who usually cooks for you?” she asked, cutting her steak.

“Mostly Flora, but Isadora chimes in and helps now and then too,” I said. I also cut mine and saw a perfect pink interior.

“She’s being a good girl,” Aurora said.

“She is,” I agreed and took a bite from the tender meat. “It tastes delicious… It makes it so much more special when someone personally makes it for you.”

“I know that feeling,” Aurora said, her eyes softening. “It feels equally good for me to see someone enjoy it… What did you usually eat when you were growing up?”

“Lots of grains and dairy.”

“I see,” she said. “It must be quite different now.”

“It is,” I said, feeling the warmth of the meal and her company.

“You don’t miss any of the old dishes?” she asked me.

I chuckled and shook my head. “Not in a million years. I miss the village though, and my parents now and then as well.”

“Tell me about them,” she said, wanting to listen.

“My mother was a bit overprotective, and my father was the opposite. He gave me my first bow when I was only six years old.”

“I see… it’s your father who made you,” she said.

“Yeah… But don’t get me wrong. I loved them both equally. They carried the perfect balance.”

“That’s why a man and a woman fit like two puzzle pieces. We were made for each other and can’t live without one another,” she said, her voice carrying a wistful tone. I knew where it came from since she hadn’t been living with a man for long.

I told her some more stories about them, and she listened with interest, especially how my father had trained me from an early age. He prepared me to be strong. “What about your parents?” I asked her.

“They were lovely,” she said. “My mother could be very strict, but I think she was dealing with a couple of insecurities.”

“Why?”

“She had to behave in certain ways, but she overthought it. My father was stern and strong. As tall as you, by the way.”

“I see,” I said, remembering how Isadora had also called her mother insecure. We shared more similarities with our parents than we realized.

“But I just have good memories of them. They built an estate just for me and my brother. They named it the Sanctuary of Peace. It’s an hour’s ride away from here,” she said. “The landscape is beautiful… I’m sure Isadora must have mentioned it.”

I blinked at her. “I don’t think she has.”

“My bad, you’ve been occupying her mind then,” she said, stifling a chuckle. “We used to go there multiple times a year before the war. Elara and a couple of her friends always came with her, swimming in the lake and showering by the waterfall. My brother loves to hunt there as well.”

“What kind of game is there?”

“Plenty of bears,” she said. “Big enough for you.”

“I like a challenge,” I said. “A Sanctuary of Peace sure is needed. It can be noisy here.”

“You’re right, but it’s not just noise but politics as well… I think all of us dream of leaving somewhere, forgetting about troubles and stress.”

“You’re right… So far The Fertile Valley and the Pink Garden have been peaceful enough for me.”

“Peace with plenty of girls to warm yourself with,” she said with a wink.

“Indeed,” I said. We turned our attention back to our steaks, having forgotten about our dinner as we talked.

We dug back into the meat, vegetables, and red wine sauce. It was a delicacy, and I was so glad she had cooked for me. After we’d eaten, we delved back into the conversation.

“The clothes… I didn’t know how I forgot to tell you,” she said. “But what I wrote in the letter, they were meant for Isadora’s husband later in life.”

“I read that part,” I said. “I guess it came from your subconscious.”

She nodded, looking thoughtful. “It’s strange how the mind works sometimes, isn’t it? How we can say something without fully understanding its significance until later.”

“Absolutely,” I agreed. “Sometimes, it feels like our minds and hearts are trying to tell us something we haven’t fully processed yet.”

“Yeah … especially our hearts,” she said. “I’m feeling for something sweet, are you?”

“The berries?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Bring them,” I said. “Do you need help with the dishes?”

“No,” she said. “Relax, and I’ll take care of them.”

She took the dishes, and I glanced at her as she moved seductively around the kitchen. I tried not to gawk at her, but as I studied her heart-shaped bottom, I noticed that her dress was semi-transparent. She was wearing white panties beneath her dress, and if I wasn’t mistaken, they were slightly wet at the center. She was the perfect eye dessert, just the right amount of beautiful flesh and clothing.

She came back outside with the basket of berries. “Let’s sit on the sofa.”

I joined her on the sofa. She inched closer, her hip brushing against mine. She reached for a berry with her clean fingers. “Open,” she said, her voice flirtatious.

I opened my mouth, and she plopped the berry in. It tasted even sweeter, the juices bursting on my tongue, mingled with a touch of her femininity. I reached for a berry, eager to share the sweetness with her. “Your turn… open,” I said.

She opened her mouth with a smile, and I glimpsed her lush, pink tongue. An urge to kiss her welled up inside me. Her flirtatious gaze met mine as if she knew what I was thinking. I placed the berry into her mouth, watching as she closed her lips around it, the juices spilling over her red, full lips.

“It reminds me of when I was younger,” she said, her eyes opening slowly. “I only had girls to do this with.”

“Isadora and I do this all the time,” I replied.

“That’s lovely,” she said. “It makes me feel like a teenager again.”

We fed each other berries until our fingers were sticky, her giggles growing more frequent, especially when some juice dripped down her chin. I wiped the spills from her, and she did the same for me with a napkin. She reached for another berry and pushed it into my mouth with her finger. I sealed my lips around it, teasing her finger with my tongue and sucking lightly. She giggled again. “Give me one,” she said, her voice dripping with seduction.

I picked up a berry and pushed it into her mouth as she had done to me. She sensually sealed her thick lips around my finger, her tongue teasing until a tingle ran down my spine. Her lips were as soft as velvet and wet like ripe fruit. I didn’t want to pull my finger away. She made a wet, smacking sound before gently withdrawing.

“Shall we eat them with some cream?” she asked, her voice low.

“Sure,” I said, regretting not leaning in for a kiss. I sensed she wanted to take things slow, savoring the build-up of intimacy.

She rose and went into the kitchen. I looked at my wet finger, glistening with her saliva. I tasted it, finding it sweeter than the berries, a flavor I craved more of.

She returned with a bowl, cream, and a whisk. “I can do it for you,” I offered.

“I insist on doing it,” she said, a playful smile on her lips. “Women can be strong too.”

I nodded. “I know.” For a moment, I forgot she was the queen, thinking of her as just Aurora, Isadora’s mother.

Cradling the bowl with her left hand, she began whisking with her right. Her breasts bounced with each movement, nearly knocking the bowl from her grip. She wiped her brow and looked up at me, cheeks flushed. “This might take some time.”

“It’s okay. Take your time.”

She continued, cream splattering onto her chest and face. Her moans of effort were almost too much to bear, her fingers curling tightly around the whisk. Finally, the cream thickened, reminding me of something else entirely. Once it had a creamy consistency, we ate the berries with cream, but I preferred feeding her.

We had the perfect view of the setting sun slowly dipping behind the hills. The sky transformed into a vivid orange, then softened into a strawberry like pink. “The sunsets here are magical,” I said.

“They are,” she replied, shoveling another spoonful of cream and berries into her mouth. “I like it better when there are some clouds in the sky, and they catch the colors of the sinking sun.”

“But not when it’s too cloudy.”

“There has to be a balance… to everything in life,” she said. “We can’t just be eating sweets all the time, nor steaks for that matter.”

“You’re right,” I said as she shared her wisdom. One by one, the stars blinked into existence. She inched her hips closer to mine as it started growing a bit cooler, spreading her warm heat to me.

“Will you have time for a walk?” she asked.

“I told them I might sleep over here,” I said. “So the night is still young.”

“Perfect,” she said. We rose to our feet and walked around the southern garden. I had been here a couple of times before. It was generally empty at night. It was the perfect place to go for a walk and talk about life.

She drew in a deep breath. “About yesterday…”

“The feelings,” I helped her.

She nodded. “The feelings… what kind of feelings do you have?” she asked.

“Strong feelings for you,” I admitted. “I’ve been thinking a lot about you… ever since I first saw you at the Victory Ceremony.”

“Oh,” she said. “I’ve been thinking about you too ever since I kissed your forehead. In fact, even earlier than that.”

“Earlier?” I asked.

“I think you fought so hard that you’ve forgotten about your achievements,” she said flirtatiously. “I first heard about you when you single-handedly saved another soldier when his legs were burned.”

“Caspian,” I mouthed. I hadn’t forgotten him, and I made a mental note to visit him once I got the chance. “They told you about it?”

“They told me about everything. Generals have eyes and ears too,” she said jokingly. “You led a brigade to cross a river. You decided to fool them by going around, a daring move. As they started telling me more and more about you, I slowly started to fantasize about you, dreaming of meeting you one day. At the Victory Ceremony, my dreams didn’t just come true; you looked like no man I’d ever fantasized about. You were just… too attractive, irresistible, beautiful. Words can’t even express how I felt toward you.”

I felt deeply flattered, but I wished I had known about this then as well. “Your kiss on the forehead left me speechless too. I couldn’t believe you were willing to postpone it just for my sake.”

“It was because I had been waiting so long to see you,” she said. “I shouldn’t have been surprised that my daughter would fall for you the second she saw you, despite knowing very little about you.”

“Your arguing isn’t something I’ll forget either.”

“Try to,” she said with a chuckle.

“I will try… don’t lose sleep over it.”

“I won’t… although I can think of countless nights where I just thought about you, especially as you started becoming intimate with my daughter,” she said and paused, drawing in a deep breath as if she thought this was wrong of her. “I was glad for her sake. That her maidenhead went to someone like you. It’s every girl’s dream.”

“During the time I spent with her, I actively thought about you too, fantasizing as well.”

“You have that effect on me too… I just wasn’t sure if you’d like me.”

“I’ve told you and Isadora several times how beautiful you are,” I reassured her.

“And you mean it?” she asked, hopeful.

Now I saw the insecurity that Isadora had talked to me about before. “I do … those words come from my heart.”

She smiled. “You meant it too when you kissed me, right?”

I nodded. “We both felt it.”

“Can I … feel it again?” she asked, sounding like a horny teenager rather than the queen.

We stood in the moonlight, surrounded by cool air and the sounds of the soft wind. My right arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her closer to me. With my left hand, I traced the outline of her neck and felt her shiver in response. I leaned in and our lips met in a gentle kiss, soft and lingering. She melted into my embrace, and so did I. It was this moment I had dreamed of ever since the first time I had tasted her plump lips. Finally, it happened again. Finally, I could taste her warm breath, the sweetness of her lips and her lush tongue. She did nothing to resist me, and I felt a strong pull as she wanted this as badly as I did.

We kissed for longer than the first time with so much more passion. The entire outside world faded into irrelevance, and in the end, it was just the two of us and our tongues caressing each other. It was a magical moment, and I had never felt anything so euphoric.

As our passion continued to grow, I was seized by a sudden urge to deepen our intimacy, to be closer to her—to make love to her. Unable to resist, I slipped my hand lower, allowing my fingers to glide along the delicate skin of her back, feeling the warmth of her body beneath my fingertips. She moaned softly into my mouth, her body pressing harder against mine as her hands gripped onto my shoulders. She was about to invite me. I could feel it, but suddenly that passion vanished as she loosened her grip on my shoulders and her tongue stopped moving.

I came off her lips, and I suddenly noticed that something was wrong as we both looked at each other. Her upper lip quivered, and I saw tears welling in her eyes. She took a step away from me, as she saw someone else than me. “Aurora?” I asked her and knew something was wrong.

“I’m sorry,” she said as she released the tears that ran down her cheeks. She turned around and just ran, leaving me there speechless.

I quickly shook my head and realized I had to act. It was so unexpected, but I quickly chased after her.

I realized I had to hurry. Every tear she shed felt like a dagger to my heart. Her trail was easy to follow, and soon I spotted her on a bench, her face buried in her hands. Regret and sorrow seemed to radiate from her, pain she didn’t deserve. I slowed my steps, quietly sat beside her, and gently patted her back, waiting in silence. The moonlight caught her falling tears, making them glisten like tiny diamonds on the grass.

“I didn’t mean to run away from you,” she sniffled her voice barely a whisper.

“It’s okay,” I replied softly, hoping to ease her guilt. “I’m here when you’re ready to talk.”

I waited patiently, giving her the time she needed. Slowly, she lifted her head, revealing streaks of mascara trailing down her cheeks. I gently wiped them away with a napkin. “It’s not about you,” she murmured, her voice trembling. “I thought of Isadora… seeing her so happy with you, and I felt selfish for wanting you too.”

“You’re not taking me away from her,” I assured her.

“But doing this behind her back feels wrong,” she said, staring up at the sky.

“Isadora knows… I talked to her before I left.”

“You did?” she asked with a flicker of hope in her eyes.

“I did,” I said. “She read your letter and knew it was a love letter right away. I told her how I felt about you, and she was okay with it. She wants you to be happy and loved too. After I saved you, she even said she wanted us to be together. You know she isn’t selfish.”

“I know… but I’m her mother. I shouldn’t be doing this.”

“You should follow your heart, shouldn’t you?”

She nodded slowly.

“I told Isadora about our first kiss.”

Her tear-streaked eyes met mine. “What did she say?”

I chuckled. “She playfully asked who was the better kisser.” Her laughter mingled with mine.

“Sounds just like her.”

“She also wanted to know if we’d done anything else… I told her, not yet.”

A smile softened her lips. “Maybe I overreacted. I love her so much… and I love you too. I’ve never told a man that and meant it. I just felt caught between two people I deeply care about, and I want both.”

“I love you too, Aurora,” I said, watching her smile soften. “And Isadora loves you. She wants me to love you as much as I love her. There’s nothing strange about it.”

“Maybe you’re right,” she said. “I don’t know why I feel like a teenager again with mood swings. You just have that effect on me.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “Tomorrow, I can bring Isadora with me if it will make you more comfortable, and you can talk about it. Will that be okay?”

She nodded. “Thank you… thank you for everything.” She leaned her head against my shoulder, and I wrapped my arm around her, holding her until it felt right.

Once her tears had dried, she came with me to the stables. Before mounting the horse, I pressed a brief kiss to her lips. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sweet dreams,” she said, looking both relieved and slightly regretful.

“You too,” I replied, mounting Thunderhoof and riding away.

* * *

I arrived back in the middle of the night, the cold air biting at my skin. As I urged Thunderhoof to leap over the gate, the sudden noise made my girls jump. They were huddled around a fire, the flames crackling. I hadn’t expected them to still be awake.

“You haven’t gone to bed yet,” I said, swinging my feet off the saddle.

“You scared us,” Flora said, clutching her chest.

“Sorry,” I murmured, settling down between them as Thunderhoof went to rest. The warmth of the fire was something I really needed at a moment like this. I had been riding quickly, wanting to let Isadora know what happened as soon as possible.

“We were waiting for you,” Isadora said softly. “Just in case you came back.”

“That’s sweet of you,” I replied, a smile tugging at my lips.

Isadora’s eyes fixed on my lips, a smile spreading across her face. “That’s my mother’s lipstick.”

I sighed, recalling the night’s events. “About her,” I began, giving her a quick recap of what had happened.

Isadora’s face tightened, and she shook her head. “I don’t understand why she’s denying herself this,” she said with hints of frustration in her voice. “You told her I was okay with it?”

“I did,” I said. “But she wanted to talk to you about it first.”

“I’ll come with you tomorrow as soon as possible.”

“That’s great… She cares about you a lot. She just wants to make sure you’re truly okay with it.”

“I see,” Isadora said, her eyes softening. “Did she cry?”

“She did, but I comforted her,” I said, reaching out to squeeze her hand.

“Now I feel bad for her,” Isadora murmured, looking down.

“It will be alright,” I reassured her. “We’ll meet tomorrow and sort it out.”

“Right,” she said.

“Why don’t you give me a quick recap of what you’ve been up to?”

They did. They had eaten roasted chicken with vegetables and had also done some gardening. “There were a couple of girls knocking on the door,” Flora said. “They wanted to spread their legs for you as usual.”

“I’ll take care of them another day,” I promised.

“They’re starting to remind me of the girls at the Fertile Valley,” Flora said. “Soon they’ll be begging with gold.”

I chuckled. “I don’t doubt it,” I said, starting to feel my eyelids grow heavy. Even if my time at the castle had only been a quarter of the day, I didn’t remember much else from it. I’d never seen Aurora cry before, but I could understand why she was getting so emotional. She thought she couldn’t have me without Isadora’s approval, but it wasn’t true. When she told me how she’d been thinking of me for much longer than I imagined, I realized she’d denied herself a man for years. I felt bad for her. A woman like her shouldn’t go unloved.

“Aren’t you growing tired?” I asked my girls when they weren’t talking as much as earlier.

“A little,” they murmured.

“Do you want to go to bed?” I asked them. They nodded, and we rose to our feet and headed to our bedroom.

While Marcia and Flora were in the bathroom together, I took off my clothes with Isadora. “Can you unhook my bra?” she asked.

I went behind her back and unhooked it, freeing her beautiful breasts. But they just made me think of her mother, making me slightly hard. We took off our nether clothes simultaneously, and she smiled at my semi-hard cock. “Me or my mother?” she asked with a grin.

“Both,” I said.

We jumped into bed, and I snuggled up with Isadora. We lay there in silence for a little as we heard Flora and Marcia shower together. “I feel really bad about her,” she whispered, her head resting on my chest.

“It will be okay,” I said, stroking her hair. “I told her that I love her.”

“You did?” Isadora’s face lit up. “That means the world to me. Did she tell you she loves you too?”

“She did. She said it first,” I replied, smiling at the memory.

“How sweet,” she said with a twinkle in her eye. “That cottage is so cozy … She’s never brought a man there except her brother. You must be really special to her.”

“I know,” I said, remembering her words. “She’d been thinking of me a lot longer than I thought, before I’d even met her.”

“How?”

“The generals had told her about me.”

“I see,” she said. “But I do not want to hear anything about the war … At least not before bedtime.”

“Let’s not go there,” I said, keeping her close to me.

“You’re right … I can’t wait to get back to her, so we can sort this out. She needs you more than anything. Especially your penis,” Isadora said with a giggle.

“I can imagine,” I said, recalling how close we had come to crossing that line. Just a few more touches, and I might have ended up in her bed tonight, tasting her royal honey.

“It would mean the world to me to finally see her with a man,” Isadora said. “To see her comfortable and happy, not so stressed and tense which she can be now and then.”

“It will happen,” I said, kissing her lips.

She looked at me, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Did I get some of her lipstick on my lips?”

“You did,” I said with a smile. I was about to clean it off her, but she stopped me.

“It’s fine, you can leave it,” she said. She glanced down my waist and to my neck. She straddled my leg, pressing her wet fruit against my knee. Starting from the neck, she started trailing kisses down my body. “I’ll finish what you started,” she said in a warm husky voice.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “Ah, you’re being a good girl, Isadora. Hmm, go ahead,” I said as I saw how her lips, smudged with her mother’s lipstick, reached my rising cock, spreading it around the shaft. She opened her lips and took half of it into her mouth. I groaned in pleasure. It was exactly what I needed after a night like this, being teased by Aurora for so long. Her daughter was a great substitute during a moment like this. As Isadora wrapped her lips around my manhood, I thought of how her mother had sucked my finger. I imagined it was Aurora, taking my erection into her mouth.

I hardened to concrete in Isadora’s mouth. I thought she realized what she was doing, letting me imagine it was her beautiful mom. “Ah, Isadora, you’re wonderful.”

Coming off my erection, she looked up at me with a sly smile, her eyes glistening in the dim light of the bedroom. I could tell she knew exactly what she was doing. She continued to pleasure me, her sensuality sending waves of pleasure through my entire body.

Suddenly, I felt her hand wrap around my shaft, matching the rhythm of her mouth. It was clear that she wanted to bring me to climax, and I couldn’t deny that I wanted it too. The thought of cumming while imagining it was Aurora’s lips around my cock was almost too much to bear.

I pulled her up and pressed my lips against hers, tasting the sweetness of her mouth. Our tongues danced together as I desperately tried to hold back the wave of pleasure building within me. Her moan was hot against me. “Are you sure we kiss equally?” she asked teasingly.

“A hundred percent,” I said and pulled her lips to mine, pressing her chest against mine. I lost myself in the kiss and eventually came off her mouth. I let her lie down, and I started planting kisses down her neck and breasts. Her boobs looked slightly smaller than her mother’s. I latched my mouth onto them, dreaming again it was Aurora’s tit I was sucking on. I came off her boob with a smack, seeing it jiggle slightly and headed lower to her creamy thigh, kissing her inward so goosebumps flared across her flesh. I reached her peach. I usually would have attacked it with my mouth the way a man dying of thirst would drink from a river, but I studied it, and I couldn’t stop comparing her to Aurora, wondering what kind of treasure she hid behind her dresses.

I dipped my finger in, tasting her sweetness. Isadora’s eyes fluttered open, and she arched her back, inviting me in further. I pressed my tongue against her heat, gently lapping her, making love to her womanhood. Her hips began to buck, urging me on. I could feel her pleasure rising, the sweetness of her nectar driving me hornier and hornier.

I came off with a kiss and then mounted her missionary. I looked into her eyes, imagining again that it was her mother. I parted her wet lips with my spongy tip and slowly entered her with a soft moan.

I thrust into her, every slide into her slit pushing me closer to the edge.

“Hmm,” Isadora moaned, arching her back to meet my every thrust. Her hands held onto my back, her fingernails digging into my skin. The room was filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the wet slapping of our bodies. I could feel her tightness around me, and it was everything wanted at that moment. I leaned closer to her as I felt the climax building, kissing her neck and moving to her lips, making love to her. I kept kissing her till my testicles burst, and I flooded her interior with my seed.

Our breathing slowed, and I pulled my head back to look into her blue gems. “Hmm, Darian,” she said, her voice filled with love. “That’s what I want my mother to feel. I want you to make love to her.”

“I will,” I said, finding it erotic how she wanted me to fuck her mother.

She wrapped her arms around me. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said as I slowly pulled out from her and snuggled up to her.


Chapter 11

Aurora

Iblinked slowly, the dim light filtering through the curtains tugging me from the depths of my restless sleep. As soon as I was awake, I didn’t think of anything else besides last night’s kiss. I had melted as he’d pressed his lips to mine, a kiss that burned deeper than the first. As our bodies were entwined, his hands explored me, reaching for my privates. I had let him, and I had welcomed him. I encouraged him to go deeper. But then, a sudden vision of my daughter’s innocent face flashed before me, and I recoiled, yanked back into reality. My heart pounded as I pulled away, waking from the intoxicating dream, and fled into the cool night, not knowing where to go.

I closed my eyes. I was so embarrassed by my actions. I wanted him so badly, but I didn’t want to hurt Isadora either. Once he told me she’d been okay with it, I truly regretted running away from him. I could have woken up with him next to me instead of myself. I must have looked like an idiot.

I took a pillow and covered my eyes with it. I let out a scream, something I hadn’t done since I was a teenager. I cursed myself for letting Darian see me in tears and that wretched position. He had comforted me well though, patting my back and drying my tears. I hoped he would return today with my daughter. I had to talk to her. I couldn’t continue to lust after him unless I told her.

I was grateful Darian had talked to her, telling her about the first kiss. It was mature of him, and I should’ve spoken to Isadora about this a long time ago as well. I hoped he’d talked to her last night too, letting her know what had happened. I hoped she would take it well.

I let my mind drift back to the kiss and the moments we had shared. The cottage, the quiet dinner under the stars, feeding each other berries, our conversation that flowed like a gentle stream. I imagined escaping with him to our estate, spending weeks in solitude, just the two of us. But first, I had to ensure Isadora would be okay with it. Breaking her heart was not on the table and never would be.

A knock on the door startled me. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes as Thalia’s voice called from the hallway. “Your Highness, may I come in?”

“Yes,” I replied, rising from the bed.

Thalia entered. “I wanted to remind you about the meeting with Snalgnam regarding the assassins. They’ve captured some.”

Relief washed over me. “That’s good news.”

Thalia nodded. “I thought you’d want to know right away.”

“I’ll be there in half an hour.”

“Very well,” she said, turning to leave.

“Thalia…” I stopped her. “Last night, I told him I love him.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “You did?”

I nodded, feeling a mix of shame and hope. “I also did something I regret, but Darian assured me Isadora would understand.”

Thalia gave me a knowing smile. “I told you it was all in your head.”

“You were right,” I admitted, wishing I had listened to her sooner.

With a brief smile, she closed the door behind her. I swung my legs over the side of the bed and padded to the dresser. I chose a dress with a deep V-neck, wanting to look beautiful for Darian, to recapture the magic of last night. I dreamed of his lips on my neck, his hands exploring my body, and the way he made me feel cherished and desired. I wasn’t sure when Darian would show up. I just wanted to appear pretty for him, so he could enjoy me the way he had last night. It had flowed from my womanhood, preparing to take him inside me.

I recalled Isadora’s words and applied them to my own fantasy about him. It felt so good to be loved. I wanted to love him again and again.

After spending what felt like an eternity in front of the mirror, perfecting my appearance, I stepped outside and headed to the council chamber. My advisors were already seated, Snalgnam among them.

“We captured ten of them yesterday,” Snalgnam began. “They were hiding in a town near the border. We intercepted their messages and have clues to the whereabouts of the rest.”

I examined the evidence my advisors handed me, the weight of responsibility settling on my shoulders. “We will gradually lift the siege,” I said, my tone firm. “But not entirely, not until every last one of them is captured.”

As I shifted my focus from the complexities of my personal life to the serious political issues at hand, I felt the duality of my roles—mother and queen. It was a delicate balance, but one I had to maintain for the sake of my kingdom and my heart.

“Okay,” Snalgnam said, with clear hints of disappointment. He had to understand that I took this very seriously. “I will stay, and we will cooperate.”

I glanced at my advisors. “Have the prisoners been brought in?”

“They’re being interrogated as we speak,” one replied.

“Good. As I said, allow food supplies into Zinep, but nothing else,” I said, my gaze locking with Snalgnam’s. “I take this very seriously.”

Snalgnam nodded, the tension in his posture evident. We discussed the remaining assassins, their potential locations, and their motives. The meeting progressed smoothly, and I dismissed them once we had a plan. My mind, however, kept drifting back to Darian and Isadora.

I aimlessly walked around the castle. Should I write them a letter? No, I might appear a bit desperate. I had already made a fool out of myself when I cried like a teenager. I would just wait, but the wait was painful. I had never felt such impatience in my life. I found myself on the second floor of the castle, telling myself to read some books. But I ended up staring out the window with my hands on the sill, the air cool against my face. I was staring eastward in the direction in which Darian should come from. As soon as I saw someone riding, my heart rate rose rapidly, but then plummeted as I noticed it wasn’t Darian. It went on and on, causing a spike of hope only to come crashing down the next second.

I told myself to do something, but eventually, I ended up at the eastern castle gate. I paced back and forth, eyes scanning the road for any sign of them. Each minute felt like an eternity, my heart aching to hear Darian’s voice and see Isadora’s smile.

I peered, and a rider with a girl on his back emerged from the horizon. I stiffened, telling myself not to be too hopeful, but it was them. Isadora’s bright blonde hair fluttered in the wind as they rode on Thunderhoof. My heart leaped with joy, a smile spreading across my face. Darian halted the horse in front of me, and Isadora eagerly dismounted, nearly stumbling in her haste.

“Easy there,” I cautioned, catching her as she ran into my arms.

“I’m fine,” she laughed, hugging me tightly. “No broken legs.”

I patted her back, my worries fading. Over her shoulder, I met Darian’s gaze. He couldn’t help but smile, and so did I. Last night’s memories warmed me, and I wanted to thank him for being so quick.

“Were you waiting for us?” Isadora asked, pulling back to look at me.

“I was, but I wasn’t sure when you’d arrive.”

“We woke up and rode here immediately,” she said.

“Why?” I asked, searching her eyes.

“We have some things to talk about,” she replied, her smile reassuring.

“I guess we do,” I said softly. She noticed that I kept glancing at Darian, and she was sweet enough to make room for him. I stepped toward him, and instead of shaking his hand, I embraced him. He held me just as he had last night, his warmth seeping into me.

“It’s nice of you to come so quickly,” I murmured, patting his back.

“You’re welcome,” he said, his breath warm against my neck. “I knew you wanted to see her as soon as possible.”

“You’re right.”

“I also talked to her about last night,” he added, “but I’ll let you two continue in private.”

“I would love that,” I said, grateful for his understanding. “You might spend some time with the guards again if you wish.”

“Why not,” he said with a smile. It was difficult to let go of him. I wanted him to explore me the way he did yesterday, but I had to discuss something with my daughter first.

As we parted, I turned to Isadora, eager to finally talk. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yes. I hardly toss or turn when I’m next to him,” she said, a content smile on her lips.

“I can imagine.”

“And you?” she asked.

I nodded slowly. “Could have been better. I had a lot on my mind.”

“I know,” she said. “He told me what happened last night.”

“Yes.” We found a bench and sat down, away from prying eyes and ears. “I’m not sure where to start.”

“Start where it feels right,” she encouraged.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about him lately, even before we first met. I’ve never wanted anyone as much as I want him. I’m in love with him, but I was afraid I’d hurt you if I pursued it.”

Isadora took my hand, her eyes earnest. “Mom, there’s no need for that. I hate seeing you alone and stressed. You deserve to be happy and loved.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, my voice breaking. Isadora’s compassion always amazed me. “I know I have high standards, but he’s already yours, and I didn’t want to come between you two.”

“And?” she said gently. “He’s been with other girls before, and it never mattered.”

“It’s different when I’m your mother. I don’t want you to think I’m taking him from you.”

“You aren’t,” she insisted. “That’s nonsense. You would never do that.”

“There’s no prettier girl than you,” I said, running my fingers through her hair.

“And no prettier woman than you,” she countered.

“You’re so dear to me,” I said. “That’s why I didn’t want to come between you two.”

“And I repeat that you aren’t,” Isadora said. “You’ve been alone for so long. After I met Darian, I couldn’t understand why.”

“I wanted to spend my time raising you,” I told her. “Apart from raising you, I didn’t have much time for anything else. I’m still the queen if you haven’t forgotten.”

“I haven’t forgotten … but to me, you’ll always be my mother.”

“I know … But I’ll admit it became a bit difficult after you moved. I started having intense dreams about him, masturbating too, sometimes several times a day.”

“I don’t want you to fantasize, I want you to feel the real thing.”

I was overwhelmed by feelings. I wasn’t sure if she truly understood how sweet my daughter was and how caring. I was proud that I had raised her despite being busy as the queen.

“I told him that I love him,” I confessed.

“How did it feel?”

“Wonderful, something I haven’t felt in a long time.”

“You deserve that feeling and more,” she said. “He told me about the kiss too.”

“Yeah, he made me melt.”

“Last night, he made love to me,” she said. “I told him I wanted him to make love to you too, with the same passion and care.”

A smile tugged at my lips. “That’s so thoughtful of you.”

“You deserve it,” she said. “I’ve wanted you to feel that way since I did. You should take a couple of weeks and be with him.”

“Do you want that?” I asked.

“No, what do you want?” she said firmly, sounding more mature than ever. “I want what you want.”

I thought about it. “I do want it more than anything.”

“There you go,” she said, her smile brightening.

“A couple of weeks with him,” I mouthed. I let my fantasy loose, thinking of all the places we could go. I imagined riding with him across the country. I would ride next to him, watching his long hair flutter in the wind. He would hunt for us, and I’d cook for him. We would swim naked in the lake, just like I did when I was a teenager. At night, we would cuddle in front of the fire. He would hold me and caress me. I sighed, realizing there were so many things I had missed in life. There were so many things I’d wanted to do but never had the time for. Raising Isadora was the highlight of my life, the moments I cherished the most, but my youth slipped away too quickly.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked.

I smiled, understanding why she didn’t want much to do with politics. It was time-consuming and tiring. It wasn’t meant for everyone. “Just spending some alone time with him… There are so many things I’ve missed out on.”

“Well, it’s never too late to catch up on them,” she said.

“You’re right,” I said, thinking more deeply about it. I hadn’t realized how much I missed my youth until I saw how Darian treated Isadora. “I didn’t realize it until I read your letters and saw what you were experiencing.”

“Every moment I spend with him, it feels as if I’m in heaven,” Isadora said, her lips curving into a smile. “He’s a good man.”

“The only man I’ve been obsessed with,” I said. “I’m not sure what people will think because of the age gap.”

“And why should you care what they think?” she said, helping me while I felt troubled. “They will have their opinions anyway.”

“Maybe you’re right … It wasn’t just that he was in love with you, but his age made me a bit insecure.”

“Why exactly?”

I shrugged. “Maybe he wants younger women.”

“He likes gorgeous and caring women. Exactly who you are.”

“You sure he finds me pretty?”

Isadora rolled her eyes. “You need to stop. He’s told me a hundred times how beautiful you are.”

The words meant a lot to me.

“Mom, you’re really pretty. Stop being so harsh on yourself.”

I pulled her into a tight embrace, pressing her against my chest and burying my face in her soft hair. She leaned into me, her arms wrapping around my waist. The scent of her filled my senses and I held onto her as if she were the only thing keeping me grounded.

“Should we go and see what he’s up to?” I asked. “We can eat something together.”

“Will you go out with him now?” she asked.

“I have to deal with the assassins first,” I told her. “It might take a few days.”

“Okay,” she said, obviously not liking the answer. “I was hoping you could get some rest. There’s always something on your to-do list.”

“It’s a busy life,” I told her.

“I know,” she said. “But you’ll be a lot safer with him.”

“I’m sure of it.” I thought of the night when he’d saved me. When he came at the last second and when I thought my life was about to end. I saw him in action, defending me and risking his life for me. It felt so great when I tended to him, being on my knees for him.

“It felt great when he saved your life too, right?” she asked.

She had told me earlier how it was one of her dreams, and she was right. It did feel amazing to have a man be personally there for you. “I can’t describe my feelings that night,” I admitted. “It’s every woman’s dream… There aren’t many men like that though.”

“And there aren’t many women who deserve a man like him,” she added adorably, making me want to hug her even more dearly.

We started moving toward him. I also wanted to see him again. We reached the spot where he was teaching the guards. We remained a bit in the background, watching him display his knowledge and strength. It excited me, and it made me want to speed this up so I could have some alone time with him, just him and me. It was like a wet dream. A dream I so desperately needed.

We sat on a bench and watched him. It excited Isadora as well. “He’s handsome,” she said, her cheeks pinkening.

“I know he is,” I said. “We both noticed it as soon as we saw him.”

“I know… It was love at first sight,” she said, drinking him in.

Eventually, he finished. He was about to head back to where we’d been, but Isadora scurried to him and tugged at his arm. “We’re over here,” she said.

“So you’ve been spying on me?” he said jokingly.

“Like a little fox,” she said, taking his arm and leading him to me. “Mom wants you to eat with us.”

“With pleasure,” he said.

“Mom, why don’t we go to the cottage?” she suggested. “I can cook for you two.”

“Sure,” I said, smiling at how thoughtful she was. I rose, my eyes sweeping over him. “All their eyes were on you.”

“They listened well,” he said.

“They only listen to someone strong… If you put a weakling up there, no one would bother.”

“I can’t argue with that,” he said.

I felt giddy and in love walking next to him, especially after my conversation with my daughter where we had talked about so many feelings. I had so much I wanted to tell him, but I wanted to do it in private. It just felt a bit cozier to be alone with him. No one to judge us and no one to interrupt us except for the twittering birds. “What did you think of our cottage?” Isadora asked him.

“It was quite cozy,” he said.

“I know,” Isadora said. “I love the view, and whenever I had sleepovers, we had so much fun playing around.”

“Did you climb the hills too?”

“Many times, but in secret,” she said, dropping her voice to a whisper. “Mom told me not to go too far because of bears.”

“I think she’s hearing you,” he said with a chuckle.

I chuckled. “You have to lower your voice if you want me to call you a fox again.”

Isadora grinned.

We reached the cottage, and Isadora insisted on doing everything for us. I got a chance to sit alone with him outside, reminding us of the night when it was just the two of us. “What were you up to when I was gone?” he asked me, inching his hips closer to mine.

“Talking about you,” I told him, making eye contact. I had something on my heart that I had to say to him. “I overreacted last night.”

He put his hand on top of mine, his warmth seeping into my hand. “It’s fine,” he said. “I don’t judge you for it.”

“I know you don’t … But I just had to talk to her, and I’m glad we did before moving on further.”

“Moving on further?” he asked flirtatiously.

“Where your hands were going,” I told him, and we shared a smile. “I hope I didn’t disappoint you.”

“Your daughter made up for it,” I said with a wink.

“I hope she did,” I said as I imagined him having sex with her, making me wet and aroused. “By the way, you were right. She’s fine with it… fine that my heart is beating for you.”

“You’ve raised her well. Not many mothers out there have such a beautiful and caring girl like her.”

I thought of everything Isadora and I had been through, and it meant the world to me. “You know those words mean more to me than winning a war.”

“Family and loved ones first,” he said.

“I couldn’t have said it any better myself,” I said. “You are a loyal man. I can’t imagine where we would have been without you.”

“Those words mean the world to me too,” he told me, stroking my thigh. I was aware of his tender touch, but I wanted it closer, closer to my center and closer to my flesh.

“They are meant to,” I said as he continued to caress my thigh, making a shiver run down my spine.

“Does it feel good?” he asked me.

“It does,” I said. It didn’t only feel good, but it felt as if time was slowing. “You sure my skin is as smooth as my daughter’s?”

“I am … she inherited those traits from you,” he said, his voice soft and caring. “You are stunning, Aurora.”

His words made me melt. I wasn’t sure what to say.

“You’re so pretty. I think about you every day.”

“I feel the same way… I just let my insecurities get in the way.”

“Promise me you won’t anymore. I really want some alone time with you.”

I nodded eagerly, the anticipation making me aroused. “Do you want to go to the estate together for a couple of weeks?”

“I would more than love to,” he said.

“Then that’s settled,” I said, finding it difficult to speak since I was so excited. “I have to sort some things out with the assassins first. I’ll write to you when I have time, hopefully within a couple of days.”

He interlaced his fingers with mine, and we kept looking at each other, finding ourselves equally attractive. I wanted him to tear my dress off at that moment, making love to me on the grass. I wanted it so badly that if my daughter wasn’t here, I probably would have straddled him already. I couldn’t resist him. Again, I felt my desire rise, making room for his manhood that I so desperately wanted inside me, pleasuring my walls till he emptied his content inside—His strong seed.

Isadora punctured that bubble as she set the table. “I’m almost finished.”

“What are you preparing?” I asked her.

“Rice, beef, and mushroom stew. Flora taught me the recipe,” she said and headed back into the kitchen, the pleasant aroma already spreading outside.

“Flora has taught her well,” he said.

“I’m glad … I hope they behave in bed too.”

“Both of them do, but I wonder how an experienced woman will behave.”

“Like a dream,” I told him and noticed his bulge was growing thicker.

She returned with the dish and set the table. She poured us all a bowl, and we started eating, complimenting her skills. Isadora and I talked about a couple of memories we shared here, and Darian listened intently. We had plenty of them, and it always felt great to talk about the good old times.

After we’d eaten, we relaxed for a little while. I wished I had some berries we could feed each other, but that would have to wait.

I escorted them back to the stall. Isadora wrapped her arms around my neck and embraced me. I let my hands roam freely around her back. “Thank you for being such a sweetheart,” I told her.

“Thank you for being the best mother in the world,” she said. She wasn’t shy about pressing her young breasts against my chest. “Mom, promise me one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“When you go out with Darian, promise not to think of me. Promise to spend as many days with him as you want as your heart tells you.”

“What about—”

“No, Mom,” Isadora interrupted me. “You have kept your feelings confined for way too long.”

It dawned on me what she was talking about. “I promise … I love you, Isadora.”

“I love you too, Mom.”

She released the hug and stepped aside for Darian. As he approached, my knees weakened, a fluttering sensation rising in my chest. His gaze locked onto my lips. Despite my daughter’s presence, I found myself craving his touch after just a day together.

Darian’s lips brushed mine, a slow, deliberate caress that sent shivers down my spine. His breath, warm and inviting, mingled with mine, igniting a fire deep within me. His hand moved behind me, slipping under my dress and firmly grasping my rear. The sensation was electrifying, a perfect blend of tenderness and lust. I moaned softly, our kiss deepening as his fingers explored, each touch heightening my desire. If he hadn’t been holding me, I might have collapsed from the intensity of the moment.

When he finally pulled away, I felt an aching loss, wishing our kiss had lasted longer, wishing our moment would go on. “Let me know when you’re ready,” he murmured, his voice a husky whisper against my lips.

“I will,” I replied, my voice breathless and eager. I nodded, feeling like a love-struck teenager. Darian turned and gently patted Isadora on the back before they both mounted Thunderhoof and rode away.


Chapter 12

Darian

Iheld onto the girl’s butt cheeks as I kept sliding my manhood in and out of her. Her pussy was clinging to my manhood, pleasuring every inch of my shaft. She was the second girl for this day, her friend lying beside her waiting for us to finish. Yesterday, I had bred ten young women. Lana always made sure to bring them to me. I thought I would impregnate as many as possible as I would soon leave with the queen.

It was a couple of days ago since I’d been with her at last. It was the day I brought Isadora with me, so they could talk to each other. She had just told us that she needed to take care of a couple of things regarding the assassins, and then we could go to the estate, just me and her. I couldn’t stop thinking about it, fantasizing about our time together. I romanticized it a lot, dreaming of peeling off her clothes and getting closer to her flesh. I had wanted to be intimate with her since I saw her, and according to Isadora, she truly needed it and deserved it. I agreed with her. Aurora deserved a man.

Isadora was truly sweet for letting this relationship with her mother happen. She was right, if her mother was glad then she would be too. They wanted the best for each other, free from envy and quarrels.

Every time I had my way with Isadora, I couldn’t help but think it was her mother. It was like a forbidden fantasy that I couldn’t contain. Last night, I admitted it to her after I came deep inside her. “I have been thinking of your mother lately when we make love.”

She just smiled and wasn’t bothered by it. “I think it would be better to actually make it happen,” she said in a caring tone. “She seriously needs it.”

Her words made me kiss her more passionately and deeper. Words couldn’t describe how much I loved Isadora.

I pushed into the young woman with a loud groan, emptying myself as her vaginal canal kept fluttering around me, tightening around the shaft. I slowly pushed myself in and out, seeing my erection coming out wet and glistening. I didn’t stop till I had deposited every drop inside her.

Once the timing was right, I pulled it out completely, and Sofi sighed in relief as the cum slowly dribbled down her puffy lips.

“Was that all?” she asked as if disappointed, looking at my erection as if she would never see it again. “You won’t do me again?”

I felt bad for those who were desperate, but I had to breed as many women as possible. “You will have to give birth first,” I said, trying to sound vague. I wasn’t a fan of promising them. It hadn’t worked out well at the Fertile Valley. The pink mist spread above her womanhood.

“It’s fine,” she said and started randomly chuckling. “It feels nice to have your seed inside.”

Her friend crawled to her, kissing her cheek in an attempt to brighten her mood. “You are pregnant, cheer up,” she said, taking her hand. They had admitted they were best friends and had spent a lot of time being intimate with each other. They had joked they had abnormal needs and were also a lot hornier than the usual girls. It was their dream to be bred, so I was glad I could fulfill their wishes.

Then I saw her start kissing along her thighs till she reached her lips which were painted white. She kissed her a couple of times right on her center till she got my stringy cum all over herself. She started giggling. “My tongue won’t go anywhere,” she said. “Whenever you’re feeling horny, we’ll take care of each other.”

“You’re the best.” They gave each other a nude hug, their springy tits covered in sweat from the fucking. It was a beautiful sight seeing their breasts mash together.

We spoke for a little bit, till it was time to put on our clothes. I helped both of them, placing their breasts in the cups and pulling their wet panties up their legs.

“There you go,” I said when their privates were confined.

The girl I had bred at last looked at me wistfully. “I wish we could fuck a little bit more,” she said, pouting her lips and making herself look as demure as possible.

“I hope you won’t do anything crazy,” her friend told her, looking worried.

“Like what?”

“I don’t know … maybe sneaking into his home while he’s sleeping and sucking him off.”

She giggled. “I’ll never do that.”

“I’m just joking with you.”

I started understanding what they had talked about when they mentioned their abnormal needs.

“Did you at least like my pussy?” she asked.

“I loved it,” I said and patted her back.

As I led them out the door, their eyes met mine with a silent understanding. I wrapped my arms around each of them, feeling the warmth of their bodies as I patted their backs and pressed gentle kisses to their foreheads. They lingered in the embrace, probably wishing we could be a bit more intimate.

“Take care of yourself,” I told them.

“Oh, we will,” they said and giggled.

I gently closed the door and drew in a breath, the room still heavy with the scent of musk and sex. Their sweet fragrance lingered in the air. I turned to the living room, where Flora was scribbling notes. She looked up, a wide smile lighting up her face as she waved a letter in the air.

I sat down next to her.

“See what I got,” she said teasingly, placing the letter on my lap. “It has the royal seal.”

“Most likely from the queen,” I said, feeling my heart quicken. “Most likely from Aurora.” I had been waiting for her letter for days. The wait had felt like an eternity, my thoughts consumed by her. I wanted to meet her as soon as possible, continuing our intimacy that had started so well.

I carefully opened the envelope and slipped out the letter. As I read the first few words, I knew it was from her. Finally, I sighed to myself. It was about time. I could read her words again.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

Hi, it’s Aurora. How is it going down there? I haven’t been able to stop thinking of you at all. You’ve been running my mind nonstop. Even if I have had a lot to do, which has taken up most of my time, you always pop up in my mind. A clear sign that I’m truly in love, something I haven’t felt in decades, and something I might not have felt at all in my life. I have been dying to explore this love with you further, reaching a bit deeper. I want you to hold me again the same way you kissed me, feeling your strong hands on my flesh and your hot breath against my neck. I melted every time you kissed me. If you hadn’t held me, my knees would have grown so weak that I would have fallen. Fallen in your arms to be precise.

I haven’t only thought of myself, but also the way you treat my daughter. You treat her like a princess, and it warms my heart that she’s in safe and loving hands, I’m glad she’d made it clear that there’s room for me in your hands too, because I want to be in your embrace as well.

I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to get carried away. I will write that finally, we have managed to find all the assassins and stamped them out. I let Snalgnam go back, and I lifted the siege. He had been right that they’d been hiding here with an impressive network. You should never underestimate your enemies, but thankfully we won’t see such attempts again, and hopefully, we will continue to live in peace.

So, I’m ready to see you when you are. We can ride together to the estate and spend some quality time there. It’s what I’ve been thinking of all these days, and in the back of my mind, I knew it’s something I’ve been dreaming about for long, ever since I heard about you to be precise.

You can let Isadora know that I love her. I just want her to read that. Also, tell Marcia to be with them. She’s the only one who can fight. I think you have thought about that, but I just want to be comfortable when I’m with you, so we can focus more on ourselves, exploring how we feel and so on. I hope you feel the same. I can’t wait to see you. Kisses and hugs.

Yours truly, Aurora Pinkbloom.

Every word in that letter warmed my heart, her informal tone a breath of fresh air. I reread it a few times, savoring the euphoric feeling that washed over me. I could almost feel her presence, the memory of her embrace, her soft breath against my skin and her lips pressed to mine. I was in love with her, and if I had written a letter to her, I knew my words would carry the same tone.

I looked at Flora. “Well, you were right, it was from the queen.”

“You look super happy,” she said, looking stoked for me.

“I am,” I said. “I’ve been thinking about seeing her almost every day now.”

“I’m glad you finally get to see each other,” she said and looked at me curiously, dropping her voice. “Does it mean that you’ll leave now?”

I nodded, draping my arm over her shoulder. “I probably won’t be back for a few weeks.”

“I see,” Flora said. “Our queen needs love too. I noticed when I was her maid that she’s very affectionate. I could tell she was starved for masculine touch.”

“How could you tell?” I asked.

“Sometimes, you just can,” she said with a wink. “It’s like how Isadora became after she was intimate with you. She isn’t so keen on a bunch of tricks much longer.”

“You’re right,” I said, glancing out the window. Isadora was playing the harp for a group of rabbits, horses, and Marcia. Her melodies were heavenly, making me fall for her all over again. “That’s beautiful,” I said, exchanging glances with Flora.

“She started playing when you went to breed,” Flora said. “She’s really good with it. I remember the first time she played.”

“So do I,” I said. “Where did those rabbits come from?”

She tittered. “Nearby forest probably … I guess that’s some of her magic, attracting animals that would have otherwise run away.”

“Let’s go and listen.” We went outside and took a seat next to her, moving slowly so we didn’t scare away the rabbits. She opened her eyes and smiled in my direction, continuing to play until she finally stopped. Once she stopped, the rabbits ran away.

“Did I scare them?” I asked her, feeling a bit guilty.

“No,” she said, her voice more feminine than the instrument she played. “They always run away when I stop playing.”

“Apart from having a concert, what are you up to?” I asked.

“Not much,” she said. “I just felt like playing the harp, which I do now and then. I will always play for you when you ask.”

“You are lovely,” I said.

“Did you breed the girls?” she asked.

“Yes, they’re pregnant and happy now.”

“I’m glad,” she said. “More time for us.”

“Not quite,” I said, raising the letter so she could see it. “Your mother contacted me… She wants me to come over.”

She beamed. What I thought would be discontentment gave way to excitement. “That’s wonderful,” she said. “Finally, you can make Mom happy.”

I was glad it pleased her. “She wanted me to tell you that she loves you.”

“That’s sweet. You have to tell her that I love her too. We have said that a million times, but it means so much every time,” she said.

“I will let her know.”

“I will do better knowing that she isn’t so stressed and a bit more loved.”

“There’s no stress out in nature,” I said.

“I agree. It reminds me of when you took me on the grass. I’ll never forget when I lost my virginity.”

I reminisced over that day when it was just her and Flora. She had been so nervous over losing her maidenhead. There had been plenty of foreplay leading up to the magical moment. I remembered her expression and the way she wrapped her legs around me. She was a delicate and sweet girl. “I won’t forget that day either.”

“I don’t want you to leave, but we should be fine,” Isadora said. “I don’t want to take you away from her.”

“I find it funny since she didn’t want to take me away from you from the start.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “But I have been with you, and she has had no one in years. And she’s in love with you, so I don’t want to take you away from her at all.”

I patted her back. “That’s so caring of you,” I said.

“Can I read what she wrote?” she asked sneakily.

I handed her the letter with a smile, watching as her smile broadened upon reading it. “She’s really in love with you,” she noticed straight away. “When you get there, don’t forget to tell her that I love her too.”

“Of course I won’t,” I said.

I rose and got help from Flora and Isadora to pack some clothes. Marcia prepared the horse, saddling him. We had picked some berries the other day, and Isadora suggested giving them all to her mother since she loved them so much.

“You sure you don’t want any yourself?” I asked her.

“Maybe one,” she said. I picked one for her and brought it to her mouth. She closed her eyes as she chewed the sweet berry. “Hmm, so sweet. You should feed some to my mother.”

“I will without a doubt,” I said. “You sure you don’t want another?”

She shook her head. “Less for Mom… I want her to have as many as possible.”

I nodded, once again admiring Isadora for her love for her mom. “I will let her know,” I said and attached the basket to Thunderhoof. I turned to Marcia. “Promise to take care of the girls,” I told her. “You are the only one of them who can wield weapons.”

She nodded. “I will not disappoint you… they will be safe and sound when you return.”

“Take care of yourself too,” I said. “I want you to be safe and sound as well.”

“I will,” she said, her smile deepening. I made sure to kiss them all equally, letting them know I would be gone for weeks. Lana had given me a wistful look when I told her the other day, but she accepted it, telling me to return when it felt right and that we weren’t in a hurry to breed the girls.

Isadora lingered in my hug a bit longer. “Promise me… to love her the way you love me,” she said, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

“I promise,” I said.

“Great… I’m so happy for her. It hasn’t been fun knowing she isn’t feeling well. And take your time too. Don’t rush it because we are here by ourselves.”

“You can always send letters,” I told her.

She nodded. “We probably will send you one together, and I will write one personally for Mom.”

I smiled at her. “That sounds better,” I said, patting her back. I let go of her and mounted my horse. I rode out the gate, and they followed me onto the street. I turned around and waved at them, and they waved back. It felt difficult to leave them behind, but I had promised Isadora to enjoy my time with her mother, making sure she felt as well as possible.

I nudged Thunderhoof with my heels, and he galloped like the wind. The anticipation of a personal date with the queen felt surreal. From being rewarded by her, to taking her daughter, and now onward to her, it all happened so fast. I wondered what my parents would think if they were still alive. They must be proud. The loving relationship between Isadora and Aurora often made me think of them.

* * *

As I rode on Thunderhoof, I passed by more and more settlements till I entered the bustling city. The castle’s silhouette rose on the horizon, and the flag of Anigava fluttered proudly. My focus remained on the eastern gate where a dear woman awaited me. Aurora stood and waited, her pink dress hugging her curves, sunlight catching in her loose hair like a cascade of gold. My cock thickened at the sight of her, my desire rising. I rode up to her, and Thunderhoof reared on his hind legs. Once he came down, I dismounted and swept her into my arms. Her smile bloomed against my chest, her heartbeat a gentle rhythm. “Hi,” she murmured, her voice soft.

“The wait was worth it,” I replied with a sigh, my words barely a whisper.

She giggled like a horny teenager. “It’s only been a couple of days… but it felt longer.”

“Because of work?” I asked. I broke the hug, brushing a stray lock of hair from her face. I admired her facial aesthetics, the high cheekbones and beautiful dimples.

“No, because I wanted it to go quicker, so I could be with you,” she said, her eyes sparkling with sincerity.

I lost focus since I drowned in the depths of her blue eyes. I never wanted to come back to the surface. They mesmerized me.

“What did Isadora say?” she asked, knocking lightly on my chest to wake me up.

“She wanted me to say hi,” I replied.

“No, I meant, will she be missing you?”

“She wanted us to have this moment for ourselves, wanting me to love you like I love her,” I said.

“She’s a sweet thing, isn’t she?”

“Sweeter than honey,” I said, threading my fingers through her hair. “She also wanted me to tell you that she loves you.”

“It feels so good every time I hear it,” she said.

“I’m glad,” I said as we shared a moment of silence before turning our attention to our intimate vacation. “I already have my clothes packed. I also got some berries for you.”

“Let’s enjoy them on our way there,” she said. “It’s like a three-hour ride.”

“Not too far,” I said.

“But it’s like a different world, tranquility is the word to describe it,” she said.

“Mixed with intimacy,” I added.

“I like the sound of that,” she said. “I need to get some stuff… will you come to my bedroom?”

“Sure,” I said.

I followed her upstairs to a room bathed in soft light, her scent lingering in the air. She went to her drawer, standing bent at the waist and flashing me her heart-shaped bottom. She gathered ointments, soaps, shampoos, perfume and makeup. She gently put it in her leather bag. “I have to look pretty for you,” she said with a wink.

She caught me staring at her rear, but she didn’t care. “You are pretty regardless,” I told her.

“I’ll just grab some clothes,” she said. It didn’t take her long to choose tops, skirts, panties and dresses. She neatly put it in the leather bag.

As I watched her, she turned and smiled at me, her eyes full of love and adoration. “Are you ready?” she asked softly.

“More than ready,” I replied, my voice thick with desire.

She summoned Thalia who was here within a heartbeat. She looked elated for the queen as if finally she’d decided to listen. “As we talked about earlier, we will go now and be gone for many days.”

“It was about time,” Thalia said and dipped her head. “Enjoy your time.”

“I will,” Aurora said. “You have delegated the tasks correctly.”

“Your Highness, you can trust me. I have everything under control.”

“Just checking,” Aurora said.

Thalia flirtatiously winked at me, and I turned around with Aurora and headed back outside. I took both her bags for her, and our hands gently brushed against each other, making us exchange glances. “If I didn’t hold these bags, I would have held your hand instead.”

“I know you would,” she said. “Soon we’ll have time for ourselves. We can hold each other how much we want.”

We went outside to the sunny weather, and I attached the bags to the horse.

Once ready, we mounted our horses. Aurora’s golden-blonde steed nuzzled Thunderhoof. “I think they’re in love,” I said with a grin.

Aurora laughed. “I think they might be talking about us in a similar way.”

“I think you’re right,” I said. Our sparks were probably as clear as theirs. We exchanged glances, and I noticed a light blush creeping up her cheeks. I felt one on my own as well.

“After you,” I said. “You know the way after all.”

She nodded, and we rode along the gravel path, making our way further inland. As we rode, conversation flowed effortlessly. “I haven’t taken time off in years,” she admitted. “Not since before the war.”

“I understand why Isadora has been so worried about you,” I said.

“She had all the right reasons to be,” she said. “But sometimes I have to make sure things are running.”

“But you can’t forget about yourself and loved ones,” I pointed out.

“You are right,” she said.

As we continued down the path, we passed by fields of wildflowers and towering trees that seemed to dance with the wind. The scenery was breathtaking, and I couldn’t help but feel in awe of the world around us. “I love nature,” I said as a couple of birds flew right above us, singing songs.

“It’s a beautiful world, isn’t it?” Aurora agreed, her voice soft and her gaze lost in the horizon.

“It sure is,” I said and looked at her. My eyes fixed on her breasts bouncing under her dress. She sometimes glanced down, afraid they might spill out of her dress. She had an impressive bust after all.

“Big boobs aren’t always an advantage,” she said, giving me a look.

“They are to some,” I replied with a grin, stealing a glance at them again. Riding closer to me, she playfully hit my arm, but there was a playful sparkle in her eye. It was clear she wasn’t offended. I decided to admire her hair instead and how it fluttered behind her.

“Looks like flowing gold,” I told her.

“So do yours,” she said and sighed in relief.

“You know,” Aurora said, her voice barely above a whisper, “sometimes I feel like life is a charade.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Everything we do, every decision we make, is for appearances. Not because we truly want to do it, but because we’ve been told it’s the right thing to do. And we’re so afraid to stray from the path that’s been laid out for us.”

“That’s a heavy thought,” I replied.

“For instance, I was afraid to be judged by going out with you. I’m not any longer. Guess the last time I was as happy as now?”

I was good at guessing where the enemy was hiding, but this type of guessing wasn’t my thing. Although I started having a clue when looking at her. “Isadora’s birth?”

She pressed her thick lips to her hand and blew it to me. “I love you,” she said with a titter.

“Not difficult to guess,” I said with a wink.

We continued to ride as we talked about various topics. It was like I had known her all my life. We talked about everything there was to talk about, flirting with each other on occasions. I saw a new side of her that I hadn’t discovered. Once she wasn’t restrained by royal duties or judgment from others, she was as free-spirited as Isadora; a different woman than the queen of Anigava. I knew it was just the beginning of our relationship, and I couldn’t wait to unveil her further.

She wiped the sweat from her brow and jerked her head at a stream that cut the road in half. “Last one to the stream has to give a massage,” she said quickly.

When she had already kicked the flanks of her horse and raced past me, did I understand what she had just said. I had felt her soft hands a couple of times now, and to have them on my skin, kneading till I purred was not something I’d like to miss. I kicked the flanks of Thunderhoof, and we rode as quickly as possible. Aurora leaned forward, hellbent on reaching there first. I knew I could ride quicker, but giving her a massage would feel equally as good as being given one. I didn’t ride as quickly as I could, letting her reach it first.

She tossed her golden hair over her shoulder, winking at me. “It seems like you owe me a massage,” she said.

“I’ll happily give you one,” I said.

“For tonight,” she said with a wink. “I’m dying for a drink.” I followed her down the bank, the water glistening in the sunlight. She dipped her hands in and drank deeply. I cupped my hands into the stream and drank, feeling the cool water slide down my throat, refreshing me. She splashed some over her face, taking a good look into the reflection of the water, making sure she was as pretty as she could be.

“Don’t worry,” I told her. “You look as beautiful as can be.”

“You sure?” she asked teasingly. “You don’t think I should put on more lipstick?”

“Nah,” I said. “You’re as beautiful as a rose.”

“That’s what Isadora told me too—that you preferred natural women,” she said, her lips curving into a smile.

“I think all men do,” I said. “But if it makes you feel a bit prettier, then go ahead. There’s nothing more feminine than seeing a woman take care of herself, spending time just to be pretty.”

“Then that’s what I’ll be doing,” she said with a smile. She splashed some water over her hands, cleaning her skin. She rubbed the water over herself till she glistened. She was a gem.

We leaned back and listened to the sound of the burbling stream splashing against the rocks. It was soothing, calming us both. “Do you want me to fetch the berries?” I asked, placing my hand on her thigh.

“I would love some,” she said, licking her plump lips. “But we’ll eat them on one condition: we feed them to each other, every single one of them.”

“That’s a deal,” I said. It had been pleasant the first time I had plopped a berry into her mouth, the sparks clear as day. I rose to my feet and went to Thunderhoof. He was nuzzling Aurora’s horse, and I was right earlier—they were in love. I grabbed the basket and decided to leave them alone. I sat down next to Aurora and placed the basket between us.

She started by reaching for a berry. “Open,” she said with an adventurous tone.

She put it in my mouth, giving me a taste of her smooth fingers. The berry rolled onto my tongue, leaking juice already. I popped it with my teeth, its juices splashing over my tongue. “Even sweeter when you feed me.”

“It isn’t fun eating alone,” Aurora said.

I reached for the best-looking berry. It was riper and shinier than the rest. She opened her mouth. I managed to bump the berry into her thick lips. “Sorry… they’re so pretty they distracted me.”

She giggled. “It’s okay,” she said, and I rolled it onto her tongue. She closed her eyes. “So sweet.”

Opening her eyes, she reached for another and gently moved it closer to my lips. I opened my mouth and let her place it there, feeling the same sparks as when we’d done this earlier. We took our time, and I felt all our worries vanish, leaving just us two. There was nothing else to think of, just her and me.

“Here are two,” she said, rolling them onto my tongue and biting her lip. I sank my teeth into them simultaneously. I reached for two as well and let them roll into her mouth.

I glanced at her fingers after we were done eating. “I can clean your fingers if you wish.”

“With your tongue?” she asked teasingly.

“Yes.”

She nodded eagerly and gently placed her freshly washed fingers, smudged with fruit juices, into my mouth. I sucked on them one by one. They were soft, had a naturally sweet scent, and I wanted more of them. I came off with a smack, and she eyed my fingers. I let her suck on them one by one as well, and I felt a shiver down my spine. I didn’t want these mutual touches to end, so I eyed her lips. “What about your lips?” I suggested.

“They’re all yours,” she said. As we leaned toward each other, my heart pounded in anticipation. Our lips touched, and I savored the sweet tanginess of the juice on her lips and cheeks. My body tingled with warmth as our kiss deepened. The same warmth I had felt earlier. It was so addictive, and it made me want to go further, to reach between her legs and taste her juices there.

I pulled away from her lips, giving her room to kiss mine as well. She kissed my chin and jutted her tongue out, gently stroking my chin. Her tongue was like a soft stick of sweet candy, and with every stroke, I felt a shiver down my spine. She suddenly started giggling out of nowhere. “What’s so funny?” I asked.

“I don’t know… It just feels so adventurous,” she said. “I feel freer being here.” She looked around. “No prying eyes looking for gossip or rumors they can spread about me.”

“Yeah, it’s freedom,” I said, agreeing with every word. “We need some time off once in a while.”

“We sure do,” she said.

Once the basket was empty, we rose to our feet. “When do you want the massage?” I asked. I wanted to touch her now, especially as my cock was growing thicker with every minute spent here. I wanted to unveil her and reach her flesh.

“During the night.” She smiled and said, “I want to hear the crickets, the owls, see the stars and moonlight. There’s no better time to be touched than the night.”

“Touched … I thought you meant a massage.”

“You have to touch me during a massage,” she said with a wink, hinting at something more. “And I think you’re old enough to know what touching will lead to.”

She made me aroused already, like a painful tease. We approached our horses, and she found the sight of them to be adorable. “Wow, look at those two. They look like a newlywed couple in love,” she said, stroking her horse’s mane.

“They do,” I said, finding it charming. They kept nuzzling each other’s necks, making eye contact through the corners of their eyes. “Maybe they’ll have some babies… The strength of Thunderhoof combined with the beauty of…”

“Bella is her name,” Aurora said.

“Bella,” I repeated, tasting the name. “It’s a beautiful name.”

“I know, it was on the name list for Isadora,” she said.

“Bella doesn’t sound as beautiful as Isadora though,” I said.

“Isadora, Bella, Anya, and Alisa,” she said. “Those were the names for my daughter, and I have no regrets choosing Isadora.”

“It’s the best, in my opinion,” I said.

She looked back at our horses. “Beauty and strength… a great combination,” she said, gazing at the horses and then down at her belly. She seemed to want to say something but kept it to herself. I had a feeling it was about pregnancy and heirs. Aurora didn’t have any direct heirs to the throne. She was a young queen at forty, but her daughter didn’t want to follow the same path, and her choice had been respected, leaving a power vacuum. I wasn’t sure if Aurora had been thinking about it. She must have. I didn’t want to bring it up now, especially as we had such a good time.

We mounted our horses and continued onward to the estate. She led the way, and I kept glancing at her, admiring her hair fluttering behind her. She was breathtaking, and sometimes we glanced at each other so much we almost rode off track. As I was riding and glancing at her, she suddenly shouted, “Darian, duck!”

The branch hit me straight in the belly, and I tumbled off the horse and landed on my back with a thump. The pain shot through me, making me wince. She dismounted her horse at lightning speed, her footsteps pounding the ground as she came over to me, rolling me over. “Gosh, are you okay?” she asked, clear worry in her voice. I took her hands and she helped me sit up.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Except for the embarrassment.”

It was the second time something like this had happened. The other time I walked into a wall, which wasn’t that long ago either. I hoped she didn’t think I was a clumsy idiot, but it was hard to stay focused when she was as radiant as a rare gem and brighter than the sun. I raked my fingers through my hair.

“What about your back?” she asked, still worried, brushing some gravel away from me.

“I think I’m fine.”

“Please, lift your shirt and let me see,” she said.

I did, and she studied me. Her touch was as soft as rose petals. I sighed in relief as she kept running her fingers over my skin. “You have some bruises. I have some ointment at the estate, I can apply it on your back.”

“I thought I owed you a massage,” I said jokingly.

“I’ll give you one regardless,” she said. “It’s the thought that counts.”

“I agree,” I said. She helped me to my feet, and I felt a slight blush. “Second time… you’re so pretty I can’t concentrate.”

“I remember the brick wall too,” she said. “It’s fine… Maybe I should ride behind you instead.”

“No,” I refused. “I want you in front of me.”

“You promise to concentrate?” she asked with her hands on her hips. “I don’t want to see you fall again.”

“I’ll promise to do my best.”

“Fine,” she said with a loving smile. We mounted the horses again, and I tried to forget what had just happened, not thinking about the embarrassing fall. At least she was sympathetic, and she understood why I hadn’t seen the branch.

Riding through the valley, I did my best to stay focused, though my eyes kept drifting to her now and then.

The sun cast a warm, golden glow over the countryside as we rode on, the green fields and rolling hills stretching out before us. She rode in front of me, her hair streaming behind her like a flag in the wind, and I struggled not to let my mind wander to thoughts of her. But with each beat of my horse’s hooves, I found myself drawn back to the present moment. I didn’t want to commit another embarrassing blunder.

As we descended a hill, the estate nestled by the trees came into view. “Do you see The Sanctuary of Peace?” she asked, her voice tinged with nostalgia.

I followed her gaze to a neatly painted two-story house. It reminded me of the one at the Pink Garden but with a larger garden and pasture. Nearby, a shimmering waterfall cascaded into a lake, its surface glittering like diamonds.

“I see it,” I said, unable to hide my awe. The sight filled me with a sense of arrival. But it wasn’t just the house. It was the lush green grass, the crisp blue sky, the shimmering stream, and the orchards. It was a beautiful valley, and it would be just for the two of us.

“That’s our vacation home,” she said with a smile. “It feels great to be back.”

We rode to the pasture, the sound of the hooves pounding until we yanked the reins. We dismounted, my feet landing on the soft, wet grass. I looked around, drinking in the beauty of this landscape. The only sounds were the wind, birdsong, and the occasional rustle of wildlife. “This is stunning,” I said. “I’d rather live here than anywhere else.”

“I’m glad you like it,” she said, a smile playing on her lips. “Before I give you a tour, let me help with your back.”

“Our bags?”

“Let’s just dump them inside.”

We walked along the gravel path. There were plenty of wildflowers, and the hedges were neatly trimmed. “My servants were here and cleaned up the place,” she said. “I like it more when it’s neat and trimmed, not like a wild bush.”

She fetched the keys and led us inside. The foyer welcomed us with the cozy scent of pine. A statue of a younger Isadora greeted us in the living room. She was a little girl wearing a skirt and a top, hands clasped behind her back. She had that mischievous look on her face as if she were plotting something.

“Isn’t she beautiful?” I remarked, admiring the craftsmanship.

“She’s my cunning little darling,” Aurora said with a glint of tear in her eyes.

“It looks like she’s plotting something.”

“How to eat the apple pie without me noticing,” Aurora said and wiped the tear from her eye.

I thought it was adorable. “She must appreciate you making a statue of her.”

“She loved it more when she was younger,” Aurora said softly.

“She doesn’t like it now?” I asked.

“She still does, but it used to seem magical to her,” Aurora said. “Now she hardly pays attention to it. Only I do.”

We dropped the bags, and Aurora glanced at my leg. “How’s the wound, by the way?”

“I think it’s fine. You took care of it, after all.”

“I can check on it as well.”

“Sure,” I said, touched by her concern.

“No rush,” she said, smiling warmly. “It means a lot to me to take care of my…”

We locked eyes. “Man?” I offered with a grin.

“Yes, if that’s okay with you,” she said, blushing slightly.

“It’s more than okay,” I said, feeling warmth spread through me. She took my hand, interlacing her fingers with mine. She led me outside to the terrace.

“Take off your trousers,” she said, her voice soft and caring.

I unbuckled my belt for the third time in front of her. My arousal was evident, and she couldn’t help but smile as I fumbled for a grip. “Need a helping hand?” she asked.

I nodded. “Why not,” I said.

She went down on her knees and easily unbuckled the belt, sliding down my trousers to my ankles. Rising, she put a chair behind me so I could sit. “You’re so sweet,” I said.

“I’m trying my best,” she said and gently removed the bandage. “Wow, it’s healed so fast… just a scar now.”

“Your touch must be magical,” I said, making her cheeks pinken.

“I won’t deny that, but I also believe you’re blessed with strong blood,” she said, caressing my thigh. Her touch was enough to make me slightly hard. “I’ll get some wool to clean it a bit.” She rose, and my eyes followed her, watching her rear sway side to side. She returned, the sun lighting her up like a candle. She went down on her knees again. She cleaned the scar with some wool, her fingers soft against my skin.

“How about we go for a swim later,” she suggested.

“A swim?” I echoed, already anticipating the cool water.

“By the lake. What do you think?” she asked eagerly.

“If nudity is mandatory, then definitely,” I teased.

She laughed. “I haven’t swum nude since I was a teenager. It’ll be fun to relive those days.”

“So, is that a yes?” I teased back.

“We will swim nude,” she reassured me with a laugh, her playful tone making my arousal more noticeable. She glanced down, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Need help with those trousers?”

I nodded, trying to mask my embarrassment. “Yeah, better than before I poke a hole through my underwear.”

She giggled, her touch lingering as she pulled them up, her fingers brushing against me with deliberate slowness. We exchanged glances, and I knew that her touch was intentional. “There we go,” she murmured sweetly. “Now, lie on your back.”

I removed my tunic, went to the soft, lush grass and stretched out in front of her. She knelt beside me, her fingers tracing my back with a gentle, probing touch. She shook a bottle and filled her hand with a cream. She spread the cool ointment across my bruises, sending a soothing chill through my skin. I sighed, the relief almost immediate. Her hands moved with practiced ease, each stroke dissolving tension and pain, but her hands had another effect, making me aroused.

“I didn’t realize you were a masseuse as well,” I said, trying to ignore the rising desire within me.

She shook her head, a playful glint in her eyes. “Just a skilled hand, I suppose.”

To me, her touch was more than a skilled hand. As she continued massaging my back, I couldn’t help but feel a growing warmth between my legs. Her every touch sent a jolt of pleasure through my body, and I knew I was becoming more aroused by the second.

I turned my head to look at her, and she met my gaze with a knowing smile. For a moment, I thought I saw a hint of desire in her eyes, but she quickly averted her gaze and went back to massaging my back. She was doing more than just rubbing the ointment near my bruises, and I didn’t feel the smooth cream any longer, just her hands.

Eventually, she slowed down. “How’s that?”

“Perfect,” I replied, my voice tinged with disappointment. “The only downside is that you’ll stop touching me.”

She leaned in, her breath warm against my neck before she pressed her lips there, sending a shiver down my spine. “We got all day,” she whispered. “Now let me show you the house.”

We both rose, her presence still tingling on my skin. I put on my trousers before she noticed my semi-erect cock straining against the underwear and also my tunic. She put the ointments in the cabinet and waited for me by the door. I followed her inside. In the living room, above the fireplace, hung a painting of Isadora and Aurora. Isadora sat on Aurora’s lap in a garden. “Where’s that?” I asked her.

“It’s just outside,” she said. “If I have a painting of my daughter somewhere, I always want the painting to be done at that place.”

We went upstairs, and she showed me the spacious bathroom and also her bedroom with windows overlooking the stream and lake. Morning light would bathe the room in a serene glow, but it wasn’t only the windows that caught my eye but the fireplace and fur carpet on the floor. The king-sized bed was smaller than what I was used to, but it was perfect for just the two of us.

“What do you think of the bed?” she asked, patting the silky coverlets.

“It’s smaller than what I’ve gotten used to,” I said.

“It only means we have to cuddle up,” she said with hints of arousal in her voice.

“Hug a bit tighter.”

“You won’t have a problem with that, will you?” she asked, her voice just getting more and more teasing.

“Not at all,” I said, wondering whether she wanted to hop in a bit earlier.

“Let me cook something for you,” she said. “It will be a late lunch.”

I sighed internally, hoping we could end up under the sheets one way or another before it got dark. “Sure.”

We went downstairs together. “Can you be sweet and put my clothes in the wardrobe?”

“For sure… but don’t expect them to be as neatly folded.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “A few wrinkles won’t hurt. It’s just you and me here.”

I took her bags upstairs, the weight of them surprising me. I set the bags down and began unpacking. As I opened the drawer, I couldn’t help but think about the intimacy of handling her belongings, each item a piece of her life. The scent of her perfume lingered on her clothes, a reminder of her presence, femininity and beauty.

She already had some clothes there, but I also noticed something else—Dildos. They were nestled in the corner, slightly poking up like an erection. I picked one up, which was washed and cleaned. I wasn’t sure how long it had been there, but Isadora probably wasn’t kidding when she told me about using her mother’s toys. It was polished and made out of wood, a bit bigger than average, but it wasn’t as big as mine. As I stared at it, I realized that she must have been really sexually deprived. It wasn’t only one in there but several of them, some a bit rougher and some a bit girthier. I felt even more aroused than earlier, knowing she had slid it in and out of her. I gently put it back and started putting her clothes back.

As I unpacked her bags, I noticed the delicate lace and soft fabrics of her lingerie alongside her more casual, yet still elegant, clothing. These pieces were a far cry from her usual royal garments, and I appreciated her informal look here. It felt more personal, more real.

I moved into her bathroom. I filled the bathroom cabinets with her collection of perfumes, soaps, makeup, and shampoo. Each item was a reminder of her dedication to maintaining her femininity, something I admired greatly.

The aroma of a baking pie began to waft up to the second floor, pulling me from my thoughts and dreams about that gorgeous woman. I headed downstairs, drawn by the delicious smell. “I hope I placed everything in the right spot,” I said as I entered the kitchen.

“I’m sure you did,” she replied, smiling over her shoulder. She wore an apron and was chopping vegetables with practiced ease. I placed my hands on her hips, feeling her warmth through the fabric, and she leaned back into me, a contented sigh escaping her lips.

“What are you making?” I asked, my voice a low murmur in her ear.

“A salad for now, and in the oven, there’s a meat pie,” she said. “I love it when you touch me like that,” she added, her voice softening.

I inhaled deeply, savoring the scent of her perfume mingling with the aromas from the kitchen. I kissed her neck, leaving a wet imprint on her skin. “How long till it’s finished?”

“Ten minutes,” she said, turning her head to meet my gaze.

“I’ll wait for you outside,” I said, caressing her hips a bit more before parting with her.

I stepped outside to wait, taking in the breathtaking landscape. The vibrant greens of the grass, the clear blue sky, and the shimmering stream were beautiful, but none of it compared to her. My thoughts kept drifting back to her, to the way she moved, the sound of her voice and the tenderness of her touch. I was hungrier for her flesh than I was for something to eat.

She set the table, and as she leaned over, her breasts almost spilled out from her bra. She lifted the straps back onto her shoulders, catching me looking at her. “It happens sometimes,” she said.

“You’re making me hungrier for something else,” I told her.

She stifled a chuckle. “I’ll come with the pie in a second.”

She came back with the pie, and we settled down to eat. I took the first bite, and the flavors burst across my tongue, a mixture of minced meat, salt and spices. “It’s delicious,” I said, meaning every word.

“I’m honored,” she replied, clearly pleased.

The slice of pie vanished quickly, and she gladly filled my plate with more. “By the way,” I said, “I happened to find some toys in the drawer.”

Her cheeks flushed a delicate pink. “Oh,” she said softly.

I reached out, placing my hand over hers. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I just thought of telling you instead of pretending I didn’t see them.”

“I know,” she said, her blush deepening. “I’m glad you didn’t pretend to ignore them. It’s just that I’ve been sexually deprived for quite some time. Those toys were all I had.”

Her honesty struck a chord with me. “I understand,” I said gently. “I didn’t mean to put you on the spot.”

“I understand,” she said gently. She smiled, a mix of relief and affection in her eyes. “What about the lingerie?”

“I can’t stop thinking about how you look in them.”

“I promise you, by the end of the day, it won’t remain a mystery,” she said with a giggle.

“If only there was a way to make time go faster.”

“By enjoying every minute,” she said, gently patting my hand.

“But trust me,” she said, “I want the real thing as much as you do, no toys or imagination. Just real love.”

“I understand,” I said, glad that I could provide her with the real thing later.

“Although toys can’t replace human touch,” she said, “they work somewhat as a substitute.”

“I don’t doubt your wisdom,” I said, making her chuckle.

We continued to eat, talking about various topics until we were both satiated. She took my plate, telling me to relax while she took care of everything. She came back with the steaming apple pie, smelling as sweet as the other ones I had eaten from her. She put a slice on my plate with some whipped cream, and I waited until she’d filled her plate as well. I took a bite and savored the taste. It was heavenly in so many ways. I looked up at her, and she had some whipped cream on her lips that she sensually licked off. Putting the spoon down, she crossed her arms and leaned forward, giving me a preview of the upper parts of her breasts. “Tell me … how many sweets has my daughter been eating?”

I chuckled. “She has shown some restraint since you talked to her,” I told her truthfully. “She listens to you.”

“Just checking,” she said. “But I don’t want to think I’m depriving her. You see, she tended to eat nothing but pies for weeks straight. She was so sneaky she managed to bribe the chefs to make her pies instead of dinner. One time, we were supposed to have dessert together, and I found out that she’d snuck into the kitchen and devoured the entire cake.”

“Huh … She must have had a really sweet tooth.”

“A sweet heart as well,” she said. “I was so disappointed that she ended up crying until I accepted her apology. The following day, she tried her best to bake a cake for me.”

“That’s sweet,” I said, the story making me smile. “How was the cake?”

She stifled a chuckle. “It was edible,” she said, “but it’s the thought that matters to me, and that she can apologize and make up for her mistakes.”

“You gave birth to a gem,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, and I could tell the comment meant the world to her.

“Did you ever want more children?”

“I did … But when I noticed her father wasn’t willing to contribute, I didn’t find time to raise another,” she said with a sigh, and I could tell she wanted more children. “Another daughter or son wouldn’t hurt.”

I reached out and took her hand. “It’s not too late,” I reminded her, seeing hope returning to her face.

“You think so?” she asked, with a hint of insecurity.

I nodded. “Without a doubt, but it’s your call.”

“Sure,” she said quietly.

We finished the pie, giving us some energy. I felt an urge to just be with her, to have some fun. “So … we talked about the lake.”

“You want to go for a nude swim?” she asked with a grin.

“I sure do,” I said. I had dreamed about seeing her nude for years.

“So do I,” she said. “Let me take the dishes, do some cleaning and let’s go there together.”

Even if it was just some minor thing, the wait felt like an eternity, and I thought of finally being able to see her in her full glory. I thought of peeling off her dress, bra and panties. I started thickening by the sweet, erotic fantasy.

She placed her hands on my shoulders, waking me up from my erotic dream bubble. She pressed her lips against my neck, leaving a damp patch of her skin behind. “Come,” she said sensually, just her mere words stirring life deep inside me.

She took my hand and gladly led me to the lake. We walked barefoot, making me feel a bit younger. I held her hand firmly, throwing glances at her. “I haven’t gone for a nude swim in like decades,” she said.

“I never have when thinking about it.”

“There must have been some girls at your home village,” she said.

“Yes, I was even together with one before the war … But we didn’t have a lake nearby to swim in.”

“I see … It feels more adventurous to swim nude. Swimming nude is like having raw sex, and swimming with clothes is like wearing a sheep condom.”

I chuckled. “That’s funny.”

We finally arrived at the lake. I could see my reflection in the crystal-clear water as it gently rippled from the constant splashes of the nearby waterfall. “It’s beautiful,” I said.

“Especially at this time of the year,” she said. “The sun has warmed the lake for the entire summer.”

“If it’s too cold, we might as well just swim closer to keep the body heat,” I suggested.

She chuckled. “Let’s step in first and see.”

We stood in front of each other. I took off my tunic and gently tossed it aside. “I’m waiting,” I told her.

She giggled. “I didn’t mean to leave you hanging, but I couldn’t look away from your chiseled chest.”

She took off her dress, pulling it over her head till it cleared, leaving her there in panties and a bra. With her hand, she gently hid her wet spot. “What are you hiding there?” I asked her.

A weak blush crept on her cheeks. “It’s just reflexes … I’m not hiding anything,” she said, moving her hand away. The wet patch was thick, weighing down the garment.

When I took off my trousers, I revealed a bulge that was way harder than earlier, making her titter. “Let’s help undress our remaining clothes,” she suggested. “And let’s start with my bra … Since I already have your manly chest to look at.”

“That’s fair,” I said with a grin. I approached her, and she turned her back on me. It felt as if I was opening a treasure chest. I unhooked the hooks and let go, her bra fell to her feet. Her breasts fell free, bouncing and jiggling till they found equilibrium. She whirled around, letting me see her royal boobs in their full glory. They were bigger and rounder than Isadora’s, sagging only a couple of inches. They were capped with areolas and topped with thick suckable nipples. They were like two magnets, and I wanted to latch my mouth onto both of them, tasting the sweetness they had to offer.

I licked my lips. “They are amazing,” I said as she twirled her hair on her finger.

“You think so?” she asked. “Maybe you should inspect them first.”

I chuckled at how she was beckoning me forth, giving me a free pass. Standing so close to her that I could feel her hot breath, I carefully touched them, palming them and feeling her nipples stiffening in my hands. I flicked them side to side before I cupped her breasts against them, caressing them so softly they didn’t jiggle. I touched them with care and intimacy as if they were two of the most valuable treasures known to man. I could touch them for years, losing myself in the warm softness. I ran my hand into her cleavage, feeling the warmth of both her tits spreading to my hand. With my free hand, I sank my fingers into her left boob. I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation of them.

“They passed the test,” I said with a smile. “They are as pretty as they can be.”

“I’m glad,” she said in a husky voice. She placed her hand on my chest and gently clawed me. I let her. I had just spent minutes fondling her breasts. I felt a shiver down my spine as she came closer and closer, her breath just getting warmer, heating up.

“Hmm,” she said, losing herself in the touch. Suddenly, my bulge poked against her wet center. She stepped back, and she was so soaked that a string clung to my underwear from hers. “Can I take off your underwear?”

“Go ahead,” I said.

She dropped to her knees and curled her fingers around the garment, gently lowering it down. As she revealed my erection, inch for inch, her eyes widened and widened till she could see its full size. “Gosh,” she said. It rose to full mast, so thick it cast a shadow on her face. It wasn’t difficult to know what she was thinking, especially after she’d been talking about being sexually deprived. “Bigger than my dildos.”

“And I know how to use it well,” I told her and winked.

“No doubt after all the girls you’ve bedded,” she said. She rose to her feet. She took my hand and placed it right on top of her wet center, my cock twitched and bobbed right at her hand. She knew how to tease a man. “Take off my panties … and let’s swim.”

“With pleasure,” I said. I went to my knees, wanting to study her womanhood the same way she’d studied my erection. I curled my fingers on the waistband. I slowly slid her panties down her legs. It felt like slow motion, as I slowly revealed a shaved mound and a pink, puffy vagina, glistening like a jewel. I was greeted by a scent that reminded me of honey and pie. I was dying to latch my mouth onto her, sucking and tasting her lips. She stepped out of her panties, and her womanhood was now fully exposed, inviting and alluring. It took a couple of seconds of me admiring it to realize it was quite similar to Isadora’s, only that it had a slightly sweeter smell to it.

“You’re beautiful,” I murmured as she let me study it for a few more seconds. “Are you always shaved?”

“I told you earlier that I don’t like bushes,” she said with a wink.

“That’s right,” I said. She must be one of the most feminine women I’d ever met.

I rose to my feet. With a shy smile, she took my hand, leading us into the lake. The water was a bit cool at first, but it felt refreshing against my skin. We waded deeper, the water now reaching our waist, and she wrapped her arms around me, resting her head on my chest. It felt so natural, so right.

“How’s the water?” she asked.

“Fine as long as you warm me.”

She embraced me tighter, mashing her tits against my chest while my cock was pressed between her waist and mine. She shared her warmth with me, making me sigh in relief. “How about this?” she asked with a titter.

“That’s lovely,” I said. I was feeling adventurous, placing my hands on her bottom, roaming over her soft flesh. I sank my fingers into her plump cheeks, tracing her curves. I groaned. It felt so good to have her so intimately close to me, letting me feel every inch of her flesh. “Your bottom … It’s gorgeous.”

“Yours too,” she said, and gently slid her hands down to my cheeks, gently caressing them. “Firm and tight.” She gently started rubbing her waist a little bit, pleasuring the head of my shaft as I became more erect. My cock twitched, reaching the bottom part of her breasts.

“Oh, your skin is so smooth,” I said.

“I put a lot of time and effort into taking care of myself,” she said proudly, holding onto me dearly, making eye contact. “What a woman should do.”

“Yes,” I murmured, sliding my hands between her cracks.

“Should we swim to the waterfall?” she suggested.

I would love to just stay here and touch her, exploring her body now that no clothes were separating us. “Sure,” I said with a smile. “Although I would love to just remain here, touch you for a bit.”

“We can touch each other there,” she said. “Washing each other.”

“You’re as clean as you can be,” I said, not wanting to let go of her.

She sank her teeth into her lip. “Come on,” she said, trying to persuade me. “Don’t you want to touch this?” She wrapped her leg around mine, and I felt her vagina, hotter and wet against my thigh. She rubbed it up and down, and leaned closer to my ear, biting my earlobe. “You can touch it over there.”

“You are so seductive,” I said and knew that she had me.

“Is that a yes or a no?”

“Let’s go.”

Her lips trailed down my neck, sending shivers down my spine. She let go of me and swam away. I quickly followed her, wanting her close. We swam towards the waterfall, her long legs effortlessly propelling her through the water. I followed closely behind, admiring the elegant lines of her body as she moved. Finally, we reached the waterfall and looked up in awe at the cascading water above us.

“This is breathtaking,” I whispered, feeling a sense of wonder and arousal at the same time.

She swam up to me, took me by the hand and pulled me towards the waterfall. “Come on,” she urged, leading me under the cascading water. It was like a shower as it splashed onto my neck. The water wasn’t deep, so we could stand here and enjoy the sounds of the rushing water all around us.

I looked at her, seeing the water run down her gorgeous face and down the valley of her boobs. The water was just deep enough that it played peek-a-boo with her breasts. The droplets that clung to her glistened, and she started rubbing the water over herself.

“Do you need a helping hand?” I asked her as she let the water pour over her, the droplets glistening, her hair falling behind her, wet and pretty.

“I sure do,” she said.

I swam behind her back, my erection gently tapping her hip. I started rubbing her upper body. I started on her breasts, rubbing her cleavages and under her boobs. I moved to her shoulders, carefully cleaning her. I gently slid my hands down, reaching her hips and moved inward between her legs. I gently brushed my hand over her vagina, seeing her smile widen. I cupped her womanhood, making her grin. “Do you mind that?” I asked her as I noticed how the touch made her jolt.

“It’s just that … I haven’t felt another hand there except for my own in ages.”

“How does it feel?” I asked her, as I cupped her pussy and made sure to slide it back and forth her spongy lips.

“It feels great,” she said.

My cock hardened against her ass, rising past her cheeks and nestling inside them. I started getting painfully hard, desperately wanting to release my content into her depths. As I rubbed her more, she became wetter and warmer. She threw her head back, moaning. I thought the slight arch in her back was super sexy. I didn’t want to stop, especially when I saw what type of satisfaction the intimate touches gave her. I wanted to continuously pleasure her, making her feel as good as possible. She was an amazing woman who deserved every minute of joy.

“I love that,” she said, releasing a light-hearted giggle. “You’re touching my buttons right.”

I slowly slid in a finger, being aware of her wet walls clenching it slightly. I made a beckoning motion inside her, making her squirm. In the midst of her moans and gasps, her hips bucked against mine, grinding her firm buttocks against my hardness.

“You’re quite hard,” she said in an intimate whisper. She turned around. She reached for my erection under the water, curling her fingers at the very peak of it. She ran her hand up and down. “I don’t want to hurt your testicles too much.”

“Hmm, you have that effect on me,” I told her with a wink. I loved the sensation of her stroking me like that. She reached my erection with both hands, stroking it in a twisting motion while giving the sensitive head the most attention.

“I’ve never touched an erection that’s as hard as this,” she said. “As hard as steel.”

She let go with her left hand and used it to caress my shoulder. She started washing me as well, rubbing the water all over me while never letting go of my cock. I could tell she was becoming as aroused as I was, especially by the sound of her breathing. She gently let go of my cock but made sure to press it against her waist. Her hands roamed my body, exploring every inch, and I returned the favor, tracing her curves, memorizing the way her body felt under my touch.

She went behind me, her body pressed against mine, her arms wrapping around my waist. I could feel her breasts pressed against my back, her nipples like tiny, hard pebbles. She gave me a little back massage with her breasts before she swam in front of me, pressing herself against me again and throwing her arms around my neck.

“Having a hard time deciding?” I asked.

“Every part of you is addictive … as lovers, we should explore ourselves as much as possible.”

I raked my fingers through her hair. “I agree … That’s a perspective I haven’t thought over.”

As she pressed her body against mine, closing the gap completely, our lips met. I could feel the warmth of her soft skin against my bare chest as our tongues moved in sync. With each beat of my heart, the intensity between us grew, and I couldn’t help but lose myself in the moment.

She broke the kiss and sank her teeth into her bottom lip, her gaze filled with lust and love. She was dying to tell me something. “Can we do it on the grass?”

Those were the words I was waiting for. “Wherever you want,” I said, looking her in the eyes, leaning my forehead against hers. “I thought you would draw this out for this evening.”

“I am as horny as you are,” she said in the same whisper. “But sometimes I like to take my time … Hold my hand when we swim back.”

I did, taking her hand and holding onto it firmly as we swam back to the shore. Her hand was warm and soft in mine, and the sensation of it made me even more eager to please her. As we reached the sandy beach, we moved up to the grass. We didn’t bother with the towel. I lay down first, her body pressed against mine, our fingers still intertwined. She looked into my eyes, her gaze filled with desire and tenderness. I could see the urgency in her eyes, the need for a climax that matched my own.

She lay on top of me, our mouths closing the gap and locking once again. It didn’t last long. She came off my lips and gradually kissed down my body till she reached my erection. Curling her fingers around half of it, she flitted her eyes to mine, and she stroked it a couple of times more as if this were a dream come true.

She eyed the tip as if she hadn’t seen one in her entire life, forgetting how it was supposed to look like. She opened her mouth wide and slowly enveloped me, bringing me down the back of her throat. I sighed in relief. She looked like a goddess as she lay in front of me, her breasts gently touching my thighs. She slid it in and out, squeezing her lips together all the way. Every pump sent me to new heights of dizzying pleasure and another drop of saliva ran from her lips and down my raw shaft. I groaned and leaned my head back, grateful that she took her time, pleasuring me. It was a pleasure for her as well. I could see it in her eyes as they sparkled with joy and love. Her eyes locked on mine as she sucked me. I watched in awe as my cock disappeared into her mouth only to reappear all wet and glistening. At the base, a pool of her warm saliva was forming, reflecting her beautiful hair that was slowly drying in the sun.

She moaned while having her mouth full with my erection, enjoying the taste and sensation. She pulled her head back, squeezing her lips tightly at the very peak and came off, a string of saliva stretching from her lip to mine. She softened into a smile. “I love the taste of your penis,” she said and licked the sides of it.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “Why don’t you let me taste you for a little bit,” I said. I was curious and feeling a bit adventurous. I wanted to do everything there was to do with this beautiful woman. As I suggested licking her, she rolled to the side without hesitation, spreading her long legs wide open for me. I rolled over between her legs and moved forward to the source of her sweetness. I caressed her legs, moving inward till I reached her womanhood, all wet and sticky for me to enter. I kissed her pink center several times before I jutted my tongue out, lightly spanking her folds. I then resorted to stroking her with my tongue, taking my time as I savored her flavors.

She moaned softly, arching her back as I pleasured her with my tongue. My fingers traced the outline of her hips, while my lips caressed her sweet spot. I felt her tremble beneath me, her arousal building. I came off her with a kiss, and I slid a finger inside her, feeling her warmth and wetness. I imagined it was my cock for a second, her walls embracing me. She gasped, her hands gripping the grass. I thrust my finger in and out, her juices coating it. I sucked her clit gently before moving back to her pussy. I pressed my tongue against her slit and licked upward. She tasted so sweet and pure. I came off her, a string of her honey stretching from my lips to hers.

My cock twitched, begging to slide inside her. We exchanged glances, and we both knew what we wanted. I mounted her, spreading her legs a bit wider as I kept my erection poised at her heavenly entrance. She watched in anticipation as it was about to happen, a moment she’d dreamed of. I slowly rubbed the head against her, teasing her a little as I did with my tongue. The tip found the entrance of her sweet hole, parting her lips and gently entering her. She sighed in relief as I continuously pushed it inside her, stretching her vaginal canal with my hard girth. Her velvety walls hugged every inch of my shaft.

“Oh,” she moaned once I had bottomed out, her breath husky and deep. “This feels better than what I remembered it to feel.”

“Ah, Aurora, I love you,” I said, looking her in the eyes and thinking of everything she’d done for me, and what I had done for her.

“I love you too, Darian,” she said. “From the bottom of my heart … But please, fuck me.”

I grinned, and I slid out till barely the tip was left and thrust into her with a groan. She welcomed me, her body adjusting. Aurora’s hands reached me, gripping my hip as she helped pull me deeper. Her eyes were filled with desire and love, the perfect match to my own emotions. I watched as her breasts bounced with each movement, her skin glistening with sweat.

“Oh, Darian, deeper,” she urged me, clawing my back.

I obliged, thrusting harder and faster, my hips slapping against hers. “Like that?”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded.

I was mesmerized by this moment. It wasn’t only the sex, but the fact that I had lusted for her for so long. When making love to her daughter, I dreamed it was Aurora, her gorgeous mom, but right now, I had her right in front of me. The queen, although I didn’t view her as the queen, but simply Aurora—Isadora’s mother.

We continued to make love, both lost in the moment and each other, forgetting about anyone else in the world. Our moans and gasps of pleasure filled the warm air around us, and her hips began to move faster, matching my rhythm. I gripped her waist tightly, pulling her closer to me as we soon reached our peak.

I could feel her walls pulsing around my cock, and I knew she was about to climax. I thrust harder and faster, my heart racing alongside hers. Her body shuddered, and I could see the pleasure etched on her face as her orgasm took hold. Arching her back, she rode the wave of her climax. Meanwhile, I felt myself getting closer to my release.

As Aurora’s orgasm subsided, I continued to thrust into her. The sensations were overwhelming, and I knew I was close to losing myself in the moment. I increased my pace, my hips pounding against hers. My cock throbbed, begging for release. “I’m going to come,” I gasped, my voice hoarse from the passion that filled us.

Aurora smiled at me, her eyes filled with love and passion. “Come inside me, Darian. Fill me with your love and your seed,” she whispered, her voice low and seductive.

The words sent me over the edge, and I thrust into her one last time, feeling my orgasm wash over me like a tidal wave. My release poured into her, our bodies shaking together as we reached our peak. She let out a sigh of relief as every drop of my seed spilled inside her.

We stayed connected for a moment, our hearts racing and our breaths coming in ragged gasps. I looked down at her, the sweat glistening. I gently cupped her breasts, warmer than what I remembered them to be. She looked up at me, grateful that I had fucked her. “I feel your cum,” she said, breaking the silence. “It’s all warm and pleasant.”

I micro-fucked her till the sweet sensation subsided completely. I just felt an urge to be with her. I slowly pulled out, my erection coming out drenched. My cum slowly trickled out of her pink lips.

“I didn’t remember a man would cum so much,” she said with a giggle. She spread her pussy lips, seeing it trickle out from her hole and dripping onto the grass.

“I’m a bit younger and healthier,” I told her with a wink.

“You are,” she said. She turned to me lying on her side. She used my arm as a pillow, draping her arm over my chest. “Oh, if only that feeling could last forever. It felt so good. I felt so alive. There’s nothing better in this world than being loved.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. It was intense, all the touching, loving and caressing. I hadn’t had this good sex with any of the other girls I had been with. Aurora was a natural. She took my entire cock without any traces of pain. The way she urged me on was so sexy, and then she climaxed on top of it. I felt a sudden warmth engulf me, and I felt it strongly in my chest. Our eyes met, and I realized what I was feeling. “We’re bonding,” I murmured.

She broke out in a smile. “We are,” she said. “It was about time.”

I chuckled, feeling light-hearted. “Better late than never,” I told her

“A bit unorthodox for a queen … but I don’t feel like a queen when I’m with you.”

“What do you feel?”

“Just a woman wanting to be loved by you. I feel like Aurora. The only time I feel like Aurora is when I’m with my family or someone I deeply love, which is you.”

I brushed some hair away from her face. “So … I just want to see your pretty cheekbones a bit better.”

Her cheeks pinkened, and she looked surprised when my cock didn’t grow fully limp. “So there’s still life left in you.”

“I’m used to breeding several girls a day … So you better prepare yourself.”

She chuckled and looked around herself. “It was nice doing it outside … But it’s cozier in the bedroom.”

“Before we go to sleep,” I said, pressing my lips to hers. “It was the best sex of my life.”

It made her smile. “I have never experienced anything as powerful as that climax either … No fingers or dildos can replace an erection.”

“So, you aren’t sexually deprived any longer,” I said, raking my fingers through her drying hair.

“But I have a lot of catching up to do,” she said and tried to stifle a giggle, drawing a circle on my chest.

“I will take care of that,” I said.

“I know you will. I don’t understand how I lived for so long … I completely forgot how good that felt, and how important it is for our wellbeing.”

“Yeah … sometimes we just suppress things naturally in case of stress or war.”

“There have been times when I wasn’t dealing with either, and I still suppressed it. I think it’s more to do with my insecurities though.”

“I understand,” I said.

“My daughter was right by being worried for me,” she said. “After you took her maidenhead, she started asking why I wasn’t sexually active.”

“Why weren’t you?” I asked her.

“It’s a bit hard to be sexually active when you don’t find anyone attractive… I have high standards, maybe a bit too high, but that’s just me.”

“Nothing wrong with being ambitious,” I told her.

“You’re right… No man ever truly made me wet. I had to fantasize about the men I made up… That was until I met you. You’re the first man who made my panties soaked.”

“If only we could have made love earlier,” I said. “You’ve always been so tempting and alluring.”

“I wasn’t sure if you found me attractive, and I wasn’t sure how it would affect Isadora. But I’m glad that’s out of the way.”

“We can focus on ourselves now,” I told her.

She snuggled up to me, and we embraced for who knows how long. We were free, and we could just focus on ourselves and what we felt for each other.

“How about we make some wreaths together?” she asked, playing with my hair. “I think you’ll look good wearing one.”

“Wreaths,” I said, thinking of Isadora. “Isadora loves doing them with me.”

“I was the one who taught her,” she said with a wink.

“Then they must be good,” I said. “But keep in mind, I’m not that good at making them. Your daughter taught me recently.”

“Hey… it’s the thought that counts,” she reminded me.

We slowly sat up. I rose to my feet first and pulled her up. We didn’t bother with the clothes, and we went to a field of flowers. We sat down and started gathering them into our laps. I looked at her and the way she sat in the middle of the flowers adorning her beauty.

“It’s like a painting,” I told her. “You look absolutely stunning.”

She smiled, her eyes twinkling with appreciation. “Thank you. I feel the same about you.” She picked the flowers carefully, making sure they were as pretty and colorful as possible.

Once we’d gathered the flowers, we sat in front of each other on our knees and started weaving the flowers together, gently and delicately. She was a bit quicker than me, but she just leaned back, letting the setting sun bathe her in its golden light.

“I’m a bit embarrassed by this one,” I said, gently trying to hide it behind my hands. It didn’t look nearly as good as hers.

She placed her hand on top of mine. “No, let me see it.”

“Alright,” I said, holding it up in front of her.

“What are you talking about?” she asked, drawing in a deep breath of the floral scent. “This is beautiful,” she said.

“If you insist,” I said, feeling a bit flattered.

“Place it on my head,” she said.

I did. Leaning in front of her, I gently lowered it onto her golden blonde hair. It felt as if I were crowning her but with something more personal and special. I pulled back and admired her as butterflies fluttered around her. “Looks better than a crown.”

“Here… I’m your lover, not your queen,” she said with a wink.

“You have many roles: mother, lover, queen,” I pointed out.

“Lover and mother are the most important to me,” she said truthfully.

“I know,” I said, knowing she spoke from the heart.

She put her wreath in front of her, and it looked way more symmetrical and colorful than the one I had made for her. She gently placed it on top of my head, making me come face-to-face with her breasts. “So,” she said happily. “The icing on the cake.”

It felt so light and carefree on top of my head, reflecting how I felt at this moment, and how I felt whenever I spent time with her daughter.

“Wait,” she said suddenly, holding up a finger. She found a yellow and blue flower and gently slid it behind my ear. “That’s the icing on the cake.”

“You need one as well,” I said, looking around as I stood up.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to find you the prettiest,” I told her.

“Okay, I’m waiting,” she said with a patient smile, her eyes sparkling with appreciation. I searched the grass, my gaze flitting over the patches of flowers. The sweet flowers smelled like a blend of nectar and fruit. But I was hellbent on finding her the prettiest. I was not going to return empty-handed. Picking a random flower wasn’t an option. Aurora was unique, a rare gem.

I spotted a young rose, its petals a beautiful shade of violet. I sat on my haunches and studied it further. Drawing it to my nose, the fragrance reminded me of her: ripe, honeyed, and slightly teasing.

I returned, sat in front of her, and presented her with the rose. “This is what I found.”

Her smile widened. She rubbed the petals, seeing how thick and colorful they were. She also got some color on her fingers. “It’s beautiful… Let me smell it.”

I gently lifted it to her nose so it slightly touched her. She inhaled deeply, closing her eyes as if dreaming. “That’s amazing,” she murmured.

Carefully, I tucked the rose behind her ear. “There you go.”

“That was so sweet of you,” she said. “You always have to outdo yourself.”

I shrugged with a playful grin. “Only for you.”

She laughed softly, leaning in closer. “You know, it’s moments like these that make me fall for you even more.”

I felt a warm flush in my chest. “I just want to make you happy.”

“You do,” she said, her voice sincere and soft. She took my hand in hers, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Now, let’s enjoy this beautiful evening together.”

We sat close, hand in hand, as we watched the sun sink below the trees. “Time moves so fast,” she said with a hint of longing in her voice. “It feels like yesterday I was eighteen, with my whole life ahead of me.”

“I know what you mean,” I said. “It seems as the years go by, the quicker life flies.”

“Yeah… I wish this day with you would last forever.”

“It will… in our hearts,” I said.

She leaned her head against my shoulder and reached for my hand, her grip soft and gentle. We sat in comfortable silence, bathing in the scent of roses and flowers, enjoying the moment. After a while, she broke the silence. “Are you getting hungry?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“Let me make us something… Maybe we can eat while the sun sets.”

“That will be romantic,” I said. I rose to my feet and offered my hand to her. She smiled and accepted my hand, letting me pull her to her feet.

“Gosh, you’re strong.”

I kissed her hand. “Come on, let’s get dressed.” Our clothes lay in a pile, a reminder of our passionate moments. “Should we help each other dress?”

“I don’t want it any other way,” she said. I steadied her as she slid her panties up her legs. Then I took her bra, gently fastening it. She slipped her dress over her head, the rose still in place. She helped me with my underwear and trousers, buckling my belt and brushing the dirt off my tunic.

Hand in hand, we walked back to the estate, the sun setting behind us. She was right; time flew by, but I knew it was important to cherish every moment. They were precious, like picking flowers or making wreaths. Our swim felt adventurous, and it led to us making love on the grass. It reminded me of my first time with Isadora and how Aurora’s playful nature mirrored hers. I cherished these characteristics in women, brightening our days with their femininity and vigor.

We entered the house, and she let go of my hand. “Give me ten minutes, and I’ll join you. I’ll prepare a roast with honey-roasted vegetables,” she said.

The thought made my mouth water. I went to the terrace and sank into the plush couch. The cool breeze caressed my skin as I gazed out at the rolling green hills of the valley below. I listened to her chop vegetables, the sound surprisingly soothing as it mingled with the light wind blowing. Once the roast was in the oven, she joined me, slipping off her apron. I made room for her, and we cuddled, her scent a mix of earth and roses. I caressed her, sliding my hand from her back down to her precious bottom. We held each other in comfortable silence.

The scent of dinner grew stronger. “It smells heavenly,” I said.

She kissed my cheek. “I’ll be back.”

“Okay,” I said. “But after we eat, I want to hold you again.”

“Deal,” she said, rising to her feet. She disappeared into the kitchen and came back outside to set the table. “Would you like some pineapple juice?”

“Sure,” I replied, rarely drinking juice but unable to resist her offer.

She returned with two glasses and filled them up one by one. She spilled some over her fingers and made sure to suck them clean with a smack. Wearing oven mitts, she came back outside with the golden roast. Placing it on the table, she waved away the steam. The honey had caramelized the vegetables beautifully, and the roast was perfectly seared and topped with salt and thyme. She sliced into the meat, revealing a perfect pink interior, and served me a generous portion.

We both settled down. I sliced the pink meat and the golden carrot, shoveling it into my mouth. The sweet taste of the carrot went so well with the salty meat. “This is delicious,” I said, impressed.

“Thank you,” she replied, pleased. “I love how honey complements the vegetables and the salt.”

“And the rare meat.”

“I hate meat that’s cooked to death,” she said. “It ruins the flavor.”

“And the appealing color,” I added.

Once we were full, she looked at my glass. “Do you want some more juice?” she offered.

I nodded. She reached for the jug and gently filled up my glass. As she leaned forward, her breasts almost spilled out from her bra. She smiled as she noticed what I was looking at. “Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome. Are you finished?”

“I’m full. It was lovely, thank you.”

“Okay, I’ll bring some berries,” she said.

I took a sip, leaning back as she took the dishes and cleaned the table. She hummed a melody in the meantime. “Do you sing too?”

She blushed. “I can sing, but my voice isn’t what it used to be.”

“You have to find another excuse,” I told her. “Your voice is feminine and sweet.”

“I’ve been giving too many speeches,” she said, rubbing the table. “My voice used to be better.”

“As soon as you opened your mouth at the Victory Ceremony, I was captivated. If your voice used to be sweeter, then that’s something I can’t imagine.”

“Alright, I might sing for you,” she said. “I tried to get Isadora into singing as well, but she chose the harp instead, and then abandoned it after a couple of years.”

“She’s played for me countless times. I lose myself in her music every time.”

“She’s talented, I know,” she said. “Sometimes, she would play the harp, and I would sing. It was magical.”

“Wow,” I said, already imagining the beautiful scene of them together. “Who were the lucky audience?”

She raised her gaze to meet mine. “We just did it for us. Just me and her.”

“Even more magical,” I said, feeling goosebumps along my arm.

“Maybe one day we can give you a show,” she said with a wink.

“That’s something I would definitely look forward to.”

She came back with a basket of berries, and we both sat down with the sunset in front of us, the orange color fading to a strong violet. She reached for one and put it in my mouth, her deed sweeter than the berry. We cuddled on the sofa, feeding each other berries until our fingers and lips were sticky. It brought us closer, and I brushed her golden hair aside. “It’s so lustrous.”

She ran her fingers through my hair. “So is yours.”

Leaning forward, we kissed, savoring the sweet juices lingering on our lips. It made her taste even better, her natural sweetness combined with the juice. I made sure to trace the seam of her lips and gently swirl my tongue with hers. I pulled away and looked into her eyes. “So sweet,” I murmured close to her lips. I gently caressed her back. “I owe you a massage.”

“You do,” she said with a smile. “Want to start now?”

“Perfect before sleep,” I agreed.

“Can we do it here?” she asked. “I’d love to watch the stars in the meantime.”

“With pleasure,” I said, smiling.

I helped her undress. She pulled the dress over her head and freed her breasts again. Even if I had just seen them earlier, I still missed the sight of her gorgeous orbs. I couldn’t wait to massage them as well, running my hands up and down, especially her nipples. She slid her panties down, revealing a wet patch in the middle. I saw her vagina again which I had enjoyed earlier. “I’ll bring the oils,” she said. She went to the cabinet and while standing bent at the waist, she flashed me her gorgeous heart-shaped bottom. I wanted to penetrate her so badly again, growing hard in an instant.

“Catch,” she said playfully, and I caught the bottle perfectly.

I set it aside and looked at the couch. “Let me position it, so you can see the horizon a bit better.” She waited for me, and I lifted it closer to the garden and gently placed it back down.

“Thank you,” she said and gently lay down.

I shook the bottle, filling my hands with the massage oil. I started on her feet, gently rubbing her legs up and down, sliding my hands up her calves and to her thighs. Her flesh was smooth like a youth’s. I heard her purr, a sound as captivating as a melody. I reached the borders of her plump bottom and made my way up the buns. I lingered there for a lot longer than her legs, gently kneading in the massage oil, sinking my fingers into her flesh and enjoying the physical contact. I had a perfect view of her pink entrance. Not being able to resist, I gently flitted my fingers over her flesh, seeing her smile, feeling she was growing slightly wet.

Then I rubbed her some more, making her giggle. “A massage includes your privates too,” I whispered.

“Keep going,” she said and didn’t mind.

I rubbed her some more, spreading her honey over my fingers. I moved up to her back, gently kneading the oil into her shoulders, massaging away any tension. My fingers traced the curve of her spine and the indentation of her waist, eliciting low murmurs of satisfaction from her. Her eyes closed as she sank into the pleasure of my touch. I ran my fingers through her hair, the soft strands tickling my skin.

Once I had taken the back of her body, she turned around and flashed me her gorgeous breasts and wet womanhood. “How am I doing so far?” I asked her.

“Perfect,” she said in a hushed voice. “I love massages … But this must be the first time from a man.”

“Who massages you otherwise?”

“My maids,” she said. “They are tender but not as strong as you.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her revelation. “Well, I’m glad I can provide something different for you.”

I continued to rub the oil into her skin, my hands gliding over her soft curves. I started at her feet again, massaging her ankles and calves, sinking my fingers into her muscles, feeling the tension melt away under my touch. I made my way slowly up her legs, her skin glistening with massage oil, and I could see her breathing deepen. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan as I reached her inner thighs. Her eyes fluttered open, and she met my gaze. Our eyes locked, a connection forming between us. She parted her legs, inviting me in. I took a deep breath and touched her with my fingers, exploring her with gentle strokes and circular motions. I could feel the heat radiating from her core, and the mere brush of my fingers against her sensitive skin caused her to shiver.

Her hips bucked slightly under my touch, and she let out a soft gasp. I could feel the moisture seeping from her center, coating my fingers. I was entranced by the sight, the sound of her breathing, and the feel of her flesh under my hands. I pressed my finger gently against her opening, feeling the warmth and wetness of her desire. She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut.

“You’re so wet for me,” I whispered, my voice husky with desire.

“Yes,” she breathed, her hips bucking slightly. “After this, I want you inside me.”

I smiled, feeling a rush of arousal at her words. “So do I,” I said. I lifted my fingers to my lips, and I had a taste. Closing my eyes, I savored the taste of her nectar.

I placed my hands back on her hips and slowly moved them up to her breasts. I massaged her breasts, feeling the firmness of her nipples, as they hardened under my touch. She sighed softly, her eyes closed, lost in the pleasure.

“Do you like that?” I asked, my voice low and sensual.

“Yes,” she breathed, her hips moving in small circles, seeking more.

It felt more as if I were groping her than actually giving her a massage. She just smiled and let me. Then I finished on her upper body, gently kneading her shoulders.

“How was that?” I asked her.

“I feel so relaxed,” she said, looking at me all the time. “You massaged me so sensually … so lovingly.”

“I’m not at all experienced … I just did what felt good,” I admitted.

“But that’s how you do a proper massage,” she said.

“Then I’m glad,” I admitted.

We listened to the sound of crickets and light wind blowing. It was relaxing, but she was still as aroused as when I’d fingered her, her lubricants flowing freely from her slit. I sat down, gently caressing her thighs as I let her take her time.

“Darian … Can you carry me upstairs?”

My eyes swept over her as only the moonlight and stars lit her up, bathing her in a silver glow. Not even in my horniest dreams had I seen a nude woman like her with big boobs, flaring hips, a perfect face and golden hair. “Anything for you,” I said.

“Put me in bed and spread my legs again.”

I grinned. Her dirty talk turned me on. I gently lifted her in my arms, cradling her as she wrapped her left arm around my neck, pressing her lips to my cheek. I carefully went inside with her and up the stairs. While cradling her with my left hand, I opened the bedroom with my right. I lowered her down on the bed with her neck on top of the pillow. She gently brushed her hand over my bulge. I saw the lust in her eyes as she spread her legs.

“Aurora … I need to undress.”

“Okay … I don’t mean to sound like a horny girl, but hurry,” she said.

“A bit too late for that,” I said, infecting her with my laughter. I took off my tunic and gently hung it over the chair, and I gently took off my nether clothes till I was fully nude and my cock bobbed up and down.

“Already hard,” she said, eyeing my erection.

When I’d touched her during the massage, I had been dying to taste her again. I hopped into bed with her and crawled between her legs till I reached her wet flower. The bedroom was dimly lit by the moonlight, making it more erotic. I leaned down and pressed my tongue flat on her, licking her till I reached her clit. I started on the bottom and slowly stroked her up with my tongue, absorbing as much of her flavors as possible. She moaned as I continued to lick her lips, enjoying her pure taste. I delivered a final kiss and positioned myself between her legs. I took my erection and rubbed the head around her slit again, feeling just as heavenly as the first time. I found her hole and pushed in my shaft, lying on top of her and looking in her blue eyes as we went back to making love.

“Oh, Darian … This feels like a dream come true,” she murmured, as I stretched her.

The way her ringy pussy squeezed my cock felt like a dream as well. “You are goddess, Aurora,” I said, close to her ear. Her breasts cushioned my chest, her nipples stiffening.

As my hips began to move, her eyes widened with pleasure and her lips parted in anticipation. I let out a soft groan before slowly pulling out, teasing her tender flesh. I gradually increased the pace, growing more and more lost in the moment. Her moans grew louder, her labored breaths filling the room with the sound of our passion.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper within her, and I felt the walls of her core grip me tightly. The sensation was overwhelming, and I picked up the pace even more, my body responding to her desperate pleas for release.

I gave it to her, sliding my erection in and out while her big boobs bounced and jiggled right beneath me. She squeezed me tight, signaling that she was almost there, arching her back and meeting my thrusts. She let out a passionate moan and slumped back.

Three more strokes and my balls detonated. I looked into her blue eyes as I flooded her with my love. I sank into her warm breasts again, whispering in her ear. “Aurora … You’re gorgeous,” I said, caressing her hip as drops of cum continuously spilled inside her.

“You’re so dear to me, Darian,” she whispered back, holding onto me.

I slowly pulled my erection out of her. She cuddled up to me, drawing in a deep breath. I glanced at the window. “Should I close the curtains?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Just lie here with me. It’s nice waking up to the sunlight flooding the room.”

“You’re right,” I said softly. I played with her hair, feeling myself slowly growing tired. She looked at me curiously, as if she was keeping something inside. “Is there something you’d like to tell me?”

She nodded. “There is,” she said, lowering her gaze shyly. “I have a dilemma. Well, it’s not really a little one. I don’t have an heir. Isadora doesn’t want to, and I don’t think Elara is interested either.” Her voice trailed off, unsure of how to continue.

“Do you want a baby?” I asked her.

She blinked at me and slowly nodded. “Yes, but I’m not as fertile as I used to be.”

“Nonsense,” I said. “I can feel your fertility; you’re flowing like a river. If you want, you can use the fertility spell tomorrow.”

“That doesn’t guarantee a pregnancy though,” she said.

I lifted her chin up. “I will guarantee you a pregnancy.”

“Okay,” she said, sounding relieved. “Another child… It will feel good to be a mother again.”

“Have you missed it?” I asked, knowing she would like to have Isadora close to her.

“I have,” she admitted. “But I can’t keep Isadora confined. Not that it would be possible; she always finds a way to sneak out.”

We both chuckled. “Yeah, that would be a bit challenging,” I agreed.

“But I loved raising her. If only I hadn’t raised her as a single mom, I would love to have more children.”

“I can give them to you,” I told her. “It would be nice to raise some together.”

Her smile softened. “Do you promise to pass on your strength to them?”

“If you promise to pass on your beauty,” I said.

“Of course,” she replied, drawing in a deep breath. “I wonder what Isadora will say.”

“I’m sure she’ll love having a little sister,” I said. “She’ll definitely help with the child-rearing, perhaps gaining inspiration as well.”

“How lovely, a pregnant mom and a pregnant daughter,” she said. “Sounds like quite an adventure.”

“I agree,” I said.

“Well, I’m glad that’s out of the way. That and the love drama caused some sleepless nights,” she said.

“Tonight, we’ll both sleep deeply. Remember what you promised your daughter; let’s enjoy our time here.”

“I will,” she said, yawning. “Spoon?”

I nodded. She turned around, pressing her curved backside against my lap. I wrapped my arm around her waist and moved my hand up to caress the soft curves of her breasts. She let out a contented sigh, and so did I, as we both drifted to sleep.


Chapter 13

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes. The sunlight streamed into the room, lighting up Aurora’s hair in a mesmerizing sunny light. I gently lowered the sheets. I was erect, and my cock was nestled in the crack of her gorgeous, warm ass.

I sighed in relief and noticed a small puddle of drool on my hand. I had slept deeply, dreamt happy dreams of sunshine, flowers and nude women. We danced and sang happy songs, being in nature free from all worries. In the end, I danced with Aurora till we ended up on the grass together, covered in flowers and grass. I lay on top of her and found her intimate hole, sliding in and out of her while kissing every inch of her breasts.

I rubbed my eyes. It had been a sweet dream, and I was still hard from it. I reached for a cloth on the nightstand and gently cleaned the drool from my lips. I felt something sticky and warm over my right arm. It was currently nestling under Aurora’s arm and beautiful boobs. I glanced over her shoulder and noticed a rich puddle of drool on my arm as well.

She slowly opened her eyes, and I felt her warm breath on my arm. “Darian?” she mumbled in her morning voice.

“I’m here,” I said.

She sighed. “Sorry for the mess,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and took the cloth, cleaning her lips and my arm as well.

“Thank you,” she said.

“You’re welcome.”

“I don’t remember the last time I woke up like this,” she said.

“That’s a good sign,” I told her, glad she had slept deeply.

“Oh, it felt so good. The dreams were so joyful and sweet,” she said. “I was just with you … And at the end, my belly was swelling.”

“A child?” I guessed.

She nodded. “A baby … You were there all the time, caressing the swell and even taking me while I was pregnant.”

Her words made my cock twitch. I had never had sex with someone pregnant before. Marie had a swollen belly the last time I saw her, but it was subtle. It would turn me on when they were seven or eight months pregnant, having sex with them then, seeing and feeling something different. “I have to impregnate you first,” I told her, kissing her neck.

“You will, right?”

“Of course,” I said, taking her hand and holding it dearly.

We lay there till we felt for rising. She extended her hands to me, and I helped her to her feet. She fell into my arms, pressing her nude chest to mine. We lingered in the embrace for a little longer, and I squeezed her cheeks.

“Let’s go to the shower,” I said in a soft voice.

“I have to shave first.”

“I’ll keep you company,” I said.

We headed to the bathroom. I looked at her womanhood as she gathered her cream and razor. I arched an eyebrow. “The stubbles are barely visible,” I told her.

“I like to keep my nether region completely clean,” she said. “I wasn’t kidding when I said I don’t like bushes.”

“Do your thing,” I said. I’d never seen a woman shave before. She sat down and spread her legs wide open for me, a scent of her sweetness spreading to my nose. She gently rubbed the cream over the mound and on the borders of her lips. She slowly started shaving, taking her time. I found something erotic watching her take care of herself, and how she did it deliberately. She was such a feminine woman, the way she spent so much time enhancing her appearance. I started understanding that it wasn’t the appearance but the thought behind it. She radiated femininity whenever she looked at herself in the mirror twice or used lipstick or any other makeup.

Aurora continued to shave, occasionally glancing up at me with a shy smile. I couldn’t help but admire her confidence and the lustful thoughts that consumed my mind. “What are you thinking of?” she asked me, as she gently shaved the sides of her flower.

“How beautiful you are … Exactly how a woman should be.”

She blushed, her cheeks turning a light shade of pink. “Thank you,” she whispered, holding my gaze. I couldn’t help but return her smile, feeling a sense of warmth in my chest. “I’m almost finished.”

“Take your time,” I told her.

She did, gently shaving her womanhood. Once she was done, she rubbed the cream off and made sure she was completely bald. “Do you mind checking if I missed a spot?” she asked.

I gladly came to her, my erection wagging side to side. I gently rubbed her folds, especially the mound. “I can’t feel anything,” I told her.

“Nice,” she said. Rising, she placed her things back in the cabinet and turned around, her busty breasts jiggling. “Let’s hop in.”

We did. She turned on the shower, finding a temperature that suited us both, the steam rising from the tiles. I helped wash her vagina, rubbing off the cream and some of the little hair she’d shaven off. I gave her the shower head and gently cupped her pussy, feeling the softness of hairless womanhood. “Hmm, it feels great.”

“I’m glad you like it,” she said. “Honest question though, is hair a dealbreaker?”

“No … I can’t say I care that much … It’s just sexy seeing you take care of yourself.”

“Okay,” she said with a smile. “I don’t know … I just don’t like how it feels … It must feel better when you lick a pussy without hair too.”

“That I can’t argue with,” I said.

“The shaving turned you on too,” she noticed as my cock kept pointing at her like a sword ready to strike.

“It was a novelty,” I told her. “I have never seen a woman shave in my life.”

“I see,” she said. We helped each other, lathering ourselves in soap, letting our hands explore each other. There was so much to explore, her curves and intimate parts. I just loved to slide my hand down her hip and inward, and with my left hand, I fondled her breasts.

“Let me touch you as well,” she said. She turned around and explored me, caressing my arms and chest as water cascaded over us. She took the showerhead and rinsed off the soap, and I made sure to clean her too.

We stepped out of the shower and dried each other. I went on my knees for her, cleaning her legs and thighs. I also gave her pussy a lick, making her giggle.

When she dried me, she couldn’t resist pointing the tip at her mouth, swallowing me in and sucking me in slow, long strokes, taking me to the back of her throat. “That’s alright, Aurora,” I said, and her oral skills made my knees buckle.

Aurora chose a tight knee-length dress with a deep V-neck. She also wore a perfume with a strong, fruity scent.

After we dressed, we headed downstairs. She went to the kitchen, and I went outside, greeted by the sunny weather. Bella and Thunderhoof were riding together, side by side. They weren’t heading in any particular direction, and it made me wonder whether they’d already impregnated each other.

Aurora came outside with scrambled eggs on bread. We sat down and ate. She also caught sight of her horse, arching an eyebrow and wondering the same as I. “I wonder if Bella is expecting a pony,” she said.

Thunderhoof’s cock hardened, and suddenly he mounted her. I chuckled. “It doesn’t look like the first time,” I said.

“No, it definitely does not,” Aurora said as Thunderhoof’s load sprayed all over her rear., making us both chuckle.

“He is as well-endowed as you are.”

“Indeed,” I said. We turned our attention back to breakfast. I didn’t know why, but it felt great seeing our horses getting along.

“So,” Aurora said, “what should we do today?”

“How about we go camping?” I suggested, brushing my lips.

“Camping… Yeah, I’m definitely down for that … I can be a bit afraid of wildlife.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll protect you.”

“I know,” she said happily. “But I have an idea for a destination.”

“Tell me,” I said, knowing by the look in her eyes that it had to be a good one.

“There’s a spot not far from here that is similar to the Flower Hills, only mellower, and there are cherry trees.”

“Hmm, I’m hooked already,” I said. I couldn’t remember the last time I tasted a cherry. “How far exactly?”

“Half an hour’s ride,” she said. “There are also wild vegetables and peaches. Grouses too, if you want to shoot some.”

“We can make grouse stew for dinner,” I said.

“And gorge on fruits for lunch,” she added.

I started looking forward to this, picking fruits with her while being surrounded by flowers. “You don’t mind sleeping outside?”

“Not as long as I get to hold you. Even in my own bedroom, I wasn’t safe without you. I’m sure you would safely bring me across a war zone.”

“Let’s try not to find out,” I said.

“Agreed,” she said. “I’m not sure how to set up a tent, though.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I’ve done it countless times. It’s like second nature.”

“Then that’s settled,” she said.

While she prepared the kitchen utensils and sheets, I packed the tent. I walked over to my horse Thunderhoof, who was lying on the grass next to Bella. He nuzzled her gently, and their brown eyes met in a tender moment. It was heartwarming to see them together like that, like a cute couple.

I roused him from his lovable dream. When he saw me, he rose to his feet. I attached the bag and looked at Aurora, who was attaching her bag to Bella. The wind made her hair flutter. She wrapped her arms around Bella’s neck. “She looks happier than ever,” Aurora said, raking her fingers through her mane.

“So do you,” I pointed out.

“You’re right… I think we’ve infected these two with our love.”

“Not a bad thing to be infected by,” I said.

We mounted our horses, and I jerked my head forward. “After you,” I told her.

We started riding slowly along the gravel road as the sun continued to rise, lighting up our path. The cool breeze was gentle against my face, lightly fluttering my hair. The temperature wasn’t too hot, so we were drenched in sweat and not too cold, so we had to wear coats. It was the perfect temperature.

“Gravel road all the way?” I asked her.

She nodded. “My parents built the road,” she said. “It’s not completely wild out here.”

“I don’t mind,” I said. “Some trimming doesn’t hurt.”

“If you leave something to grow by itself, it becomes too unappealing,” she said. “Think of a child growing up without parents. It rarely has a happy ending.”

I nodded, my jaw tightening. “They’re often preyed upon.” It made me think of Marcia. She had such an unfortunate upbringing, but thankfully, she was in safe hands now, enjoying her life.

Aurora’s nose wrinkled, her expression a mix of disgust and sadness. “Prostitution and killers,” she muttered. “Life isn’t all sunshine and roses… there are dark spots too.”

“It’s easy to forget,” I said, watching a bluebird flit through the flowery trees. “But we have to cherish the good times while they’re here, right?”

“Absolutely,” she replied, her voice softening. “I’ve tried to distance myself from some of the evil practices, but it’s not always that easy.”

“You’ve done everything you could, Aurora.”

A playful glint appeared in her eyes. “Were you about to say ‘Your Highness’?”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “In this context, yes. But you’ll always be Aurora to me, my bonded.”

Her smile widened. “I’m glad. I don’t want you to call me queen in public either,” she said, her tone turning serious. “You’re above me now. I’m your woman, and I look up to you. You are the one who’ll protect and love me.”

As we rode closer, I couldn’t help but smile. We leaned in, risking a tumble for a brief kiss, both of us laughing at the spontaneity, but in the end, we pecked each other on the lips.

We rode and it didn’t take us long till we reached our destination. Ahead of us, the hills were awash with flowers and cherry trees, their colors vibrant against the clear sky. “Wow,” I breathed. “It’s like a painting.”

“Isn’t it?” Aurora’s eyes sparkled. “It’s the best time of the year. Spring is also beautiful when everything comes to life, but the turning point between summer and fall is the best.”

“I want to bring you here right before you give birth,” I said, imagining the peaceful scene. I couldn’t think of a better place, than holding her hand as she brought new life into the world. “My parents always said that a calm environment during birth helps raise a good child.”

Aurora nodded, a soft smile playing on her lips. “It’s a common belief, and I think it’s true. I gave birth to Isadora here, and she’s everything I ever wanted.”

“That explains a lot,” I said, glancing at her.

“Come,” she urged, nudging her horse forward. “I want to show you something.” She quickened her pace, leading me up a gentle slope to a large tree with thick pink leaves and clusters of cherries. At the top of the hill stood a marble statue of Aurora at twenty-one, holding a newborn Isadora. The inscription below bore Isadora’s name and birthdate.

We dismounted, and I studied the statue more closely. Aurora was wearing a royal dress, cradling Isadora in her hands.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, touched by the statue. “You put so much thought into this.”

Aurora gazed at it, her eyes misty. “I wanted her to always know how much she means to me.”

I studied the younger Aurora, noting the similarities. “She doesn’t look much different from you now,” I observed. “You look a bit calmer, but the features are the same.”

Aurora laughed softly. “My hair was blonder then.”

“I like the golden color you have now,” I said, teasing her.

She smiled, a contented sigh escaping her lips. “I appreciate whatever nature gives me.”

We looked around, the breathtaking view making it hard to believe it was real. The hills looked like gentle waves, their colors vivid and almost surreal.

Aurora guided us to the edge of the hilltop. We unpacked our belongings, spreading a blanket on the grass. Neither of us felt like sitting.

“Shall we gather some fruit?” she suggested.

“I’m starving,” I agreed.

She took the basket in one hand and my hand in the other. The cherry tree was only a stone’s throw away, with deep purple cherries dangling from the branches. “The prettiest always have to be on top,” Aurora said, shielding her eyes and gazing at the cherries.

“Hold the basket, I’ll climb up and drop them down, alright?”

She nodded eagerly. “We’ll make a good team,” she said.

I climbed up the tree, reaching for the branches and pulling myself up with ease. I passed the ripe fruits but climbed higher until I reached the best ones. Aurora looked a bit worried; it must have been at least a twenty-foot drop. “Please, be careful,” she said.

“I’ve survived taller falls than this,” I told her.

“I’m holding the basket for you,” she said.

I plucked the ripest one. “These ones are for you,” I said. I gently dropped them, and they landed perfectly in the basket. “Are they whole?”

“Juice is leaking,” she said.

“Tell me how they taste.”

She plopped them into her mouth, spitting out the pits. “They’re perfect,” she said.

I didn’t want her to stay down there and hold the basket for too long, so I tried to pick and drop them as quickly as possible. Sometimes my leg slipped, making her gasp. “I’m hanging in there,” I told her.

“Don’t give me a heart attack,” she said in her tender voice. She sounded like a different woman compared to when she’d given speeches to her kingdom. She knew about the horrors of war and the bloody part of running a kingdom, but out here, she was a loving woman. I preferred her that way but liked the fact that she had a strong side as well.

“Darian, I think that’s enough,” she said. “I want some peaches too.”

“I’m coming,” I said. I slowly climbed down until I reached the lowest branch. It was a bit trickier when my fingers were dripping with fruit juices. I jumped down the last bit, rolling and standing up. She gasped. I whirled around, smiling. “I’m fine.”

“You sure deserve a taste,” she said, holding the basket for me. I picked some cherries and popped them into my mouth. They were truly delicious, sweeter than sour.

“They’re tasty,” I said.

“They make great juice,” she said, licking her fingers.

“Not as great as pineapple,” I said.

“Oh, I’ll convince you once we get back,” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulders. She led me to the peach trees, their branches heavy and bowed with ripe fruit. The sun shone through the leaves, casting dappled shadows on the ground. She plucked a plump peach from a low-hanging branch and handed it to me, its fuzzy skin soft under my fingertips.

“It’s time for you to have the first taste,” she said with a wink.

I sank my teeth into the fruit, and a burst of summer sweetness filled my mouth. It was slightly tangy, and its flesh was tender, melting in my mouth. “Yum,” I said, taking another bite.

“One of my favorite fruits,” she said, reaching for one. She took a bite, closing her eyes. The juice dribbled down her chin as she savored the taste.

We started picking more of them. Luckily, the best peaches hung low. I helped her now and then, using my height to get the best-looking fruits, dropping them into the basket until it was brimming with peaches and cherries. We headed toward the top of a hill and sat side by side on the soft grass. The basket was right in front of us as we reached for fruit after fruit.

“I used to love making fruit salads when I was younger,” she told me. “I would mix anything I could find.”

“We used to dry the fruits we picked, apples and peaches mostly,” I said. “Although I’ve never been a fan of dried fruits.”

“Fresh is the best,” she said, sucking on her finger. “Too bad nature has a cycle. Nothing can remain fresh forever.”

“It’s why we have children,” I told her. “Seeing life prosper again.”

My comment made her lean her head against my shoulder. “I love children,” she said. “Their playfulness, their beauty, and their innocence. They’re so carefree.”

“I know… kind of how we are now,” I told her.

“Yeah… I wish more days were like this,” she said, taking my hand and holding it firmly, sticky with fruit juices.

“We should try to make time for vacations more frequently,” I told her. “We both deserve it.”

“I agree… as long as things remain calm back home,” she said.

“I hope they will,” I told her. “Otherwise, I’ll be there for you.”

“I know I can count on you,” she said, squeezing my hand.

We held the moment a little longer, just resting as the sun lowered. We watched the sky, seeing some fluffy cauliflower clouds drift by. “Looks like a horse,” she pointed out.

“Indeed,” I agreed. “The cloud behind it looks like a shield.”

“I thought more of a heart,” she said, giving me a look.

“Typical of me to think of weapons,” I said. “But you’re right, it does look like a heart.”

And it stayed as a heart for a long time, not dissolving at all. It sailed away until we couldn’t see it any longer. Instead, I saw Aurora, her presence arousing me. I draped my arm over her shoulder, getting her attention. My eyes strayed down to her breasts, and she probably knew what I wanted from her. “It’s a sweet place to be nude, don’t you think?”

“Yeah… I might agree with that.”

“I also thought about what we discussed yesterday, about the pregnancy.”

“I know,” she said, lowering her eyes. “Maybe we can wait till it gets dark. It will be a bit cozier.”

I pressed my lips to her cheek. “I’ll wait for you whenever you’re ready.”

“Otherwise, I can blow you if you want.”

“I do want that, but I’ll wait for you regardless,” I said, determined to remain disciplined.

“That’s so thoughtful of you,” she said. “There’s more to you than just strength.”

“There’s more to you than just beauty,” I said, and we leaned closer to each other. I would have loved to mate with her here and now, but I respected her choice to wait. I knew the wait and build-up would be worth it.

I eyed some birds, twittering and flying, and spotted a couple of grouses heading into the woods. “Do you want to get up?” I asked her.

She nodded. “Do you want to shoot the birds?”

“Yes, I saw them flying into the woods.”

“Okay,” she said. “I should be able to find some vegetables and herbs there.”

I rose to my feet, and she extended her hands to me. I helped her up. I felt the urge to move after sitting for so long, even though I loved being in her presence. We moved toward the woods, the dappled light falling upon us. The leaves were so thick that they weighed the branches down.

“I see some carrots,” she said with a smile and pointed.

“You have keen eyes,” I said, spotting the carrot greens sticking out from the soil. “While you pick some vegetables, I’ll go hunt the birds.”

“Don’t go too far,” she said with a hint of worry in her voice.

“Not out of earshot,” I told her. “Shout for me and I’ll be back before you can even blink.”

“Okay,” she said, her eyes softening.

I let go of her and selected the quiver and bow, which materialized in my hands.

I crept through the woods, my footsteps silent on the soft forest floor. The dappled sunlight filtered through the leaves, creating shifting patterns on the ground. I kept my senses alert, listening for any rustling or bird calls that might give away the grouses’ location.

After a few minutes, I heard a soft cooing sound coming from a dense thicket. I slowly approached, nocking an arrow and drawing back the bowstring. As I peered through the foliage, I spotted two plump grouses pecking at the ground, unaware of my presence. They were chunky and delicious-looking, and as I gazed at them, my stomach rumbled, imagining dishes of their gamey flesh. Fruits were tasty but never fully satisfied me.

I took aim, exhaled slowly, and released the arrow. It flew, striking the first grouse cleanly. The second bird startled and began to take flight, but I was quicker. My second arrow found its mark before it could escape, and it fell with a loud thump.

I moved to the first grouse, pulling the arrow out of its neck and tossing it aside. It was slightly bloody, but I didn’t mind. I went for the second one, pulling the arrow out of its chest. I grabbed them both by the wings. They would do for now.

I made my way back, following my footsteps until I saw Aurora sitting on her knees, pulling some herbs from the soil. It felt like she lit up the woods more than the sun. She raised her gaze to me, her dark blonde hair framing her face, her blue eyes as clear and deep as the sea.

“Found something?” she asked.

I held up the birds. “Sure did.”

“That was quick,” she said, smiling at the catch.

“I’ve done it several times before,” I told her. “Although tomorrow, I’d like to find something bigger.”

“Maybe I can come with you,” she said. “But I’ll just stay behind your back.”

“Whatever makes you comfortable,” I said. I leaned over her basket and noticed it was almost full of tubers and herbs. The smell reminded me of a delicious stew. “I’m just growing hungry by looking at it.”

“So am I,” she said, rising to her feet. “Shall we go back? Get a fire going and get cozy before the sun drops too far?”

“Sure,” I said. The thought of sitting with her around a fire, eating together and talking, was tempting.

We headed back and were greeted by the sight of Thunderhoof and Bella grazing side by side. It was cute seeing them together, making both Aurora and me smile.

While she prepared the fire, I skinned the grouses. Once the fire flickered, she gathered water for the pot and gently placed it over the flames. She started preparing the vegetables as I added the meat. It boiled in front of us, the fire licking the sides of the pot. The scent of wild ingredients made my mouth water and my stomach rumble.

When it was finished, she poured me a bowl. I cradled it in my hands, the warmth seeping into my skin. I stirred the spoon around the slightly yellowish broth. I lifted it to my lips and sipped it first. The savory broth warmed my throat as I swallowed. The rich flavors of the grouse melded perfectly with the earthy vegetables and aromatic herbs. I took another spoonful, this time with a chunk of tender meat.

“This is delicious,” I said, looking at Aurora appreciatively.

She beamed at me, her eyes twinkling in the firelight. “I’m glad you like it.” She took a sip from her bowl, closing her eyes in contentment. “Mmm, it tastes even better out here in the open air.”

“And with a loved one,” I added with a smile.

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, savoring the stew and the peaceful atmosphere. The sun began to dip lower on the horizon, painting the sky in brilliant shades of orange and pink. A cool breeze rustled through the trees, carrying the scent of wildflowers and pine.

Aurora set her empty bowl aside and inched her hips closer to me, resting her head on my shoulder. “This is perfect,” she murmured. “I wish we could stay out here forever.”

I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. “We can always come back,” I said softly. “Whenever we need an escape.”

She nodded, nuzzling into my neck. “I’d like that.”

I glanced down at her hips, feeling a strong desire. “It’s not usual for me to go an entire day without mating,” I told her.

We exchanged glances, and I could tell she wanted it as badly as I did, but her smile wavered, and I saw hints of insecurity return to her face.

“What’s the matter?” I asked, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“I am just a bit nervous… that’s why I postponed it,” she admitted.

“Why are you nervous?” I asked gently, wanting to be there for her.

“I’m not a teenager any longer… What if I don’t become pregnant?” she asked. “I’m afraid I’ve missed my window.”

“That’s nonsense,” I said, realizing it was the reason she had been cautious earlier. Unlike yesterday, today wouldn’t be just for the sake of sex; she wanted a baby, and I wanted to give her one. “Aurora, last night you were as wet as a ripe fruit. You are very fertile.”

“Thalia told me the same, but I’m just a bit scared. It’s that fear, that what if, which is lingering in the back of my mind.”

I’d never imagined her to be scared, but even the most powerful woman in the world had her fears. “I understand where you’re coming from,” I told her. “But I’ve impregnated hundreds of women already, so I’m sure it won’t be an issue.”

“Hundreds of girls, sure, but how many older women?” she asked, looking at me curiously.

“I’ve definitely impregnated women over thirty,” I said. “But not that many, since most of them had already been pregnant to begin with.”

“I understand,” she said with a shrug. “I don’t know what I’m thinking. I’ll sleep with you anyway… I’m just worried my chance slipped away. I really want children again—raising them during peaceful times, and with a man like you.”

“I won’t fail you,” I told her firmly. “I didn’t fail you during the war, I didn’t fail you when I protected you, and I won’t fail to get you pregnant.”

“You’re so confident,” she said with a smile.

“I am,” I replied, taking her hand and holding it gently. “It’s almost time to go to bed. Use the fertility spell, and you’ll see a pink mist shortly after. I promise you will.”

I comforted her until she felt better. “Let me take care of the dishes first.”

“I’ll be waiting for you,” I said.

She seemed more eager than before, and I was glad to see her optimism returning. I watched as she quickly took care of the dishes. I set up the tent in the meantime, and once I was finished, she patted my back. “Let’s watch the sunset,” she said.

We sat by the fire, listening to it crackle as it slowly burned down to embers. The sky gradually turned shades of orange and pink, the sun silently dipping below the horizon. The flowers caught the fading light, making the sunset and landscape even more magical. Aurora nestled against me, and I wrapped an arm around her. We watched until the very end when the stars winked into existence.

“This is beautiful,” she murmured.

“It really is,” I agreed. “And it’s even better with you here.”

She looked up at me, her eyes reflecting the last rays of sunlight. “You always know what to say.”

“I mean every word,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“I’m getting in the mood,” she admitted.

“It’s the best way to end the day,” I told her.

“To feel your warm seed inside me.”

“And to fertilize you,” I added, making her smile.

“That too,” she said. She took a deep breath and cast the Fertility Spell. Then she sought my lips and kissed me, putting everything into it, as if everything was at stake.

I returned her kiss passionately, pulling her closer to me. My hands roamed over her body, feeling her curves through the fabric of her dress. She moaned softly against my lips, her fingers tangling in my hair. There was nothing more than I loved having her plump lips against mine, so soft and tender.

Pulling away from my lips, she rose to her feet. I followed her, not being able to let go of that beauty. She pulled the dress over her head, reminding me that I had to undress as well. By the time I had taken off my tunic, her breasts were already free and her panties were by her ankles. I reached for my belt, a bit difficult to see in the moonlight and embers. She gave me a helping hand, unbuckling my belt while her breath was hot against my face. She slid down my trousers and also my underwear. I kicked them aside, leaving me room to fondle her breasts. Her smile widened as I explored her chest. I stood so close to her when my cock suddenly hardened, it got stuck right in her wet vagina, throbbing against it.

I looked around. “Outside?”

“Uh-huh,” she answered in a husky voice. She sounded so horny that she just wanted me inside her again. I laid her down gently on the grass, hovering over her.

“Is that okay?” I asked her, making sure she was lying on a soft spot.

She nodded eagerly. “The only rock is the one in front of me,” she said, looking at my erection that was poised at her entrance.

I chuckled and spread her legs a little, seeing her pussy in its full glory, so wet it reflected the light of the stars. I glanced up at her face, admiring her facial aesthetics. “You’re so beautiful,” I murmured, tracing my fingers along her jawline.

She smiled up at me, her cheeks flushed. “Make love to me, Darian,” she breathed. “Make me a mother again.”

I didn’t need any further encouragement. I kissed her deeply one more time before coming off her. I didn’t guide my erection inside her with my hands. I just pushed my hips forward, the head gently rubbing against her lips, finding the entrance on its own. Then I pushed my hips further, sinking into her till I bottomed out.

She gasped as I stretched her, seeing the hope and love in her eyes. I kept thrusting into her as my desire rose. She wrapped her arms and legs around me desperately, wanting my seed so badly. I felt it too how her pussy contracted, making the pleasure intense.

She looked into my eyes, looking as desperate as earlier while she sucked her bottom lip. “Give it to me,” she said after her moaning. “Please, make me a mother.”

I heard her desperate plea, and fucker her harder, sliding in and out in less than a second. Her walls were so tight they massaged the sensitive head on every stroke, and after a few more grunts, my hips bucked and I reached the peak, flooding her with my seed, she’d pleaded for. Her eyes rolled to the back of her skull as she felt my cum.

She threw her head back, breathing deeply. She looked at me, her heart pounding rapidly. The wait must have felt like an eternity, as she looked around for the sign of pregnancy. She didn’t say a word, just breathing and looking around as if something was missing, but suddenly from nowhere, the pink mist spread from her womanhood, so thick I could barely see the joy on her face.

She wrapped her arms around my back and yanked me back to her chest in an intimate hug. She radiated happiness like no other woman, holding onto me dearly while pressing me against her warm boobs. “Oh, Darian, I love you from the bottom of my heart.”

“I love you too, Aurora,” I said.

She broke the hug, revealing tears of happiness in her eyes. “I can’t believe you did it … I can’t believe I’ll be a mother again.”

I was so happy for her, glad to see her joy, and glad that I had done something for her. I had seen so many happy and grateful girls after I’d bred them, but it felt something different seeing Aurora smile like that—since she was a woman I dearly loved.

I lay there and embraced her, basking in her glowing happiness.

“I can’t speak,” she said as I felt her hot tears on my shoulders.

I pulled out my erection from her hole, and I lay beside her, drying the tears on her beautiful cheeks. “We’ll raise some beautiful children together,” I promised, taking her hand.

“I know,” she said, turning to me. “My mind is racing with thoughts… I remembered the first time I became pregnant and the joy I felt… But this time feels better in every way. I was just so unsure of whether I could still bear a child.”

“You can, and you will now,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair.

She took a deep breath, and we watched the stars for a little while, holding hands.

“Darian?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“Can you carry me into the tent?” she asked, snuggling up to me. “It’s getting cooler.”

I didn’t hesitate. I stood up and cradled her in my arms with ease. I carried her into the tent and gently lowered her down. I grabbed the sheets from the corner, lay down beside her, and pulled them over us. She snuggled up to me as closely as possible, draping her arm over my chest and wrapping her leg over mine. “I love you, Darian.”

“I love you too, Aurora,” I said, leaning into her, keeping her warm as we drifted into a deep sleep.


Chapter 14

Darian

We rode side by side, on our way to the city. It had been two weeks I’d never forget. From the day I had sex with her to last night. We had never been bored, and we had enjoyed every second of our holiday.

After I impregnated her, she became more excited and more optimistic. She hadn’t been stressed at all. She told me that a man’s seed made a woman more optimistic and happier. I didn’t doubt it. I’d seen the evidence myself among all the girls I’d bred.

Isadora had sent her a couple of letters. Both Aurora and I had read them side by side, but we hadn’t told her about the pregnancy yet. Aurora wanted to reveal it to her daughter once we got there.

There had been certain nights when she’d worn lingerie for me, making her just sexier than she already was. I loved it when she took her time, enhancing her appearance just for my sake.

We exchanged glances, and she plucked an apple from a tree. “Catch,” she said, tossing it to me. She was full of life and energy, renewed strength that I knew Isadora would notice right away. She’d be happy for her, glad that her mother was finally feeling okay. I took a bite of the apple, and it was sweeter than it looked. My senses heightened, and the happiness around me only made the taste better.

I devoured it and tossed the stem aside. “What do you think Isadora’s reaction will be?” she asked.

“She’ll be happy, both for herself and for you,” I said, almost certain of it.

“I can’t wait to tell her,” she said. “Not just about having a little sibling, but everything we did.”

“So many stories we could write a book about them,” I said.

“I’ll start writing as soon as I have time,” she said with a wink.

We neared the city, passing settlements and tradesmen along the way. They immediately recognized the queen and made room for her. What used to feel informal didn’t feel that way anymore. It wasn’t until we entered the city that she truly started to feel like a queen again. It was something I’d forgotten. When I spent time with her, she was Aurora, Isadora’s mother and now my lover. I didn’t think of her as the queen any longer even if she was.

She rode closer to me for security. “I feel safer with you than with my guards,” she said.

“I’m all the protection you need,” I replied, letting her come closer. We rode up to the castle, and the guards stepped aside. We dismounted, and I looked around, feeling a bit strange to be back here again. “You were right… Time moves fast.”

“It does,” she admitted. “Especially joyful times… But at least now I have something to look forward to.”

“We both do,” I told her. She looked at the guards. “Have you seen Thalia?”

“She’s in the garden, discussing something with another mage,” he said with a friendly nod.

“Come on,” Aurora said, taking my hand and hurrying toward her. We made our way through the winding castle and found her with a younger girl. “Thalia?”

Thalia looked up, momentarily distracted from her conversation. Her smile widened when she saw us, though she wasn’t quite prepared for the hug that Aurora gave her anyway. “Hi,” Aurora said.

“Hi there,” Thalia replied, gently returning the embrace. “Hmm, yes, I know what you two have been up to.”

They broke the hug, and Aurora beamed. “Not too hard to figure out.”

“Judging by how happy you are,” Thalia said.

“Well… I really should’ve listened to you from the start,” Aurora admitted. “I’m pregnant now.”

“Congratulations,” Thalia said, giving her another hug. “I told you you were fertile… And I told you Darian found you attractive.”

“I know,” Aurora said with a contented sigh. “I just wanted to tell you… I haven’t felt this way in ages.”

“You need to let your daughter know as soon as possible too,” Thalia reminded her.

“I’ll write to her and tell her to come,” Aurora said. “I have a feeling she’ll want to see Darian as well.”

“You do that… Will we have dinner together?” Thalia asked.

“For sure,” Aurora said, glancing at me. “Let’s go to my room.” She led me there, holding my hand. It was clear she was my bonded now. It was unorthodox, but she had learned not to care, not to worry about her insecurities—something I had reassured her about earlier when we were alone.

I followed her into the room and sat next to her as she began writing. “I’m trying to keep it brief,” Aurora said, quill in hand. “But I’m struggling. I have so many thoughts in my mind.”

“Just write what feels right,” I told her.

“I’m trying,” Aurora said, and she started writing. Once she finished, she slipped the letter into an envelope. “I hope that will do.” She summoned an express rider and handed over the letter. “Deliver it to her as quickly as possible.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” he said and bowed meekly.

In the meantime, we sat side by side on the balcony, facing the eastern entrance. Isadora should be here in three hours. It would take a while, but our conversation flowed freely as we waited. We talked a lot about her, her characteristics and her sweet heart. Aurora wondered if her baby would be like me or her.

I gently patted her belly. “Like a mixture of both … Best of both worlds.”

“I like the sound of that,” Aurora said.

Eventually, we spotted her riding with Flora and Marcia. “They’re all starving to see you,” Aurora said with a smile.

“I’ve been missing them too,” I said, feeling relieved as I watched them ride toward us. We headed outside to greet them, almost stumbling on our way as we tried to hurry. They dismounted quickly, and Isadora ran to her mother, holding her tightly.

“Hi, Mom,” she said as they lost themselves in the hug, swaying slightly from side to side.

“Hi, sweetheart,” Aurora replied.

“You look a thousand times happier,” she observed.

“It’s because I am,” Aurora replied. “I had the time of my life.”

“You have to tell me everything,” she insisted.

“Oh, we have a lot to tell you,” Aurora said with a smile.

Meanwhile, I embraced Marcia and Flora, kissing their cheeks and welcoming them back. They’d both been missing me, and I was grateful to see them both in one piece. Then it was Isadora’s turn to hug me, warm from her mother’s embrace. “You’re the best man in the world… for taking care of my mom,” she said.

“You are the sweetest girl,” I told her, “with the most caring mother in the world.”

“Are you two bonded now?” she asked.

“We are… and your mom has another surprise for you,” I said.

Isadora’s eyes darted to her mother. “What is it?” she asked eagerly, as she always did when someone mentioned a secret.

“Well… I’m pregnant,” Aurora revealed.

Isadora gasped. “Really?”

We both nodded.

“Wow… So I’ll have a little sister?”

“Or brother,” Aurora said with a wink.

We took a little walk, talking about what we did. But Isadora wanted to skip right to the spicy bits. “So … when did you have sex?”

Aurora chuckled. “The first day,” she said.

“Where?” she continued to ask.

Aurora told her and told her about her feelings. After we’d gone swimming, and how it felt to be loved after so long. She told her how I had massaged her and how I had fucked her. I could tell my bonded started feeling aroused, as Aurora gave them explicit details of our intimate moments. It turned me on as well, being reminded of how good Aurora’s womanhood felt.

We talked about everything we’d done—the camping trips, exploring new places, making love under the open sky, and the way we held each other afterward. It felt like we could go on forever, sharing those moments. Isadora smiled at her mother, a genuine look of happiness on her face. “Mom… you look like a completely new woman.”

Aurora smiled back, her voice full of warmth. “I feel like one. I’m so glad you let me share him.”

“Anything for you,” Isadora said, her tone serious but loving.

I let out a deep breath, feeling relieved that everything had finally worked out.

Dinner was a comfortable affair, with everyone gathered around the table. Aurora announced her pregnancy, and the room filled with congratulations. Her brother looked surprised but was genuinely happy for her, and Elara looked overjoyed to have a new cousin.

After the meal, I was ready to head to bed with Aurora, as we had grown used to doing. But tonight, things were different.

Aurora turned to Isadora with a soft smile. “Isadora, why don’t you have him tonight? I’ve had him all to myself for weeks.”

Isadora looked a little hesitant, but her desire was clear. “Are you sure?”

Aurora nodded. “I am. I’ve never been more satisfied in my life after spending weeks with him.”

Isadora glanced at me, a mix of anticipation and gratitude in her eyes. Aurora watched us both, clearly content.

“Okay,” Isadora said. “But before he leaves tomorrow … He should have sex with you too because otherwise, we’ll have him for months.”

Aurora chuckled. “That’s fine, or what do you say, Darian?”

“I’ll be there tomorrow in your bedroom,” I said. Even after having bedded her for weeks straight, there was something magically attractive about her that I couldn’t resist. I went up to her, cupped her face in my hands and pressed my lips to hers, feeling the softness and tenderness in her plump lips. “Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” she said softly, and we parted for now.

I patted my girls on the back. They didn’t look as tired as I did, but I would try my best to stay awake for their sake. “Which room are we sleeping in?” I asked them.

“Our good old guestroom,” Flora said. “I’ve already prepared it, cleaning the floor and adding fresh sheets to the bed.”

“Nice,” I said. There was nothing better than sleeping in a fresh bed.

“You look tired,” Flora pointed out with hints of concern.

“It’s late … I used to go to bed early when I was with Aurora.”

“I see,” Flora said, and her gaze softened.

“Not too late for sex, right?” Isadora asked.

“Not at all,” I said, patting her on the back. I glanced at Marcia, making sure she was with us as we headed to our guestroom. “Did you protect them?”

Marcia shook her head. “We’ve just had fun,” she said. “I think things are starting to settle down now.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said, but I shared her opinion. The assassins were gone, and there hadn’t been any attempt when I was alone with Aurora. There were no threats on the horizon. This peace felt great, and it wasn’t something I took for granted.

I opened the door and whisked them inside. As soon as I closed it, Isadora was onto me, throwing her arms around my neck. “How was it?”

“How was what?” I asked her. She must have been holding something inside if she waited for this moment to hug me like that, her tits pressed against my neck.

“To be with my mother, silly,” she said playfully.

“I told you all about it during the dining table,” I said, patting her back.

“I want to hear more … But first I must say you’re our lifesaver. I’ve never seen her look so happy in years, and it means the world to me.”

“She’s a wonderful woman and you know it,” I said, squeezing her in the hug as if I were hugging Aurora.

“Of course I do. I’m just so grateful to finally see her smile. It was painful seeing her stressed all the time.”

“I can imagine,” I said. It hurt seeing your family members in pain, so I shared her concern.

“And another sibling on top of it,” she said, joy returning to her voice. “I can’t wait till she gives birth. I’ve always wanted a sister, but Mom never had the time to raise another child.”

“She will now,” I said and patted her back. “Let us undress. I just want to hop in bed.”

“We can talk there,” Isadora said.

“Of course,” I said. We started undressing, slipping off our clothes till we were fully nude. I had missed the sight of their bodies. Flora’s red hair and big boobs, Isadora’s light blonde hair and beautiful teardrops, and Marcia’s brown, glossy hair and porcelain skin. They were my unique roses.

We hopped into bed, I heard all of them giggling as they cuddled up to me and warmed my sides. Flora and Marcia crawled down to my legs. Flora wrapped her lips around my erection, taking turns sucking me with Marcia while Isadora remained with me. She draped her arm over my chest.

“Tell me, did you like her boobs?”

“They’re amazing,” I said, trying to stay focused as Flora and Marcia passed my erection from mouth to mouth.

“They’re bigger than mine,” she said matter-of-factly.

“It’s not just the size of them but how soft and comfortable they are.”

“I know … I wish I had her breasts.”

“You are as pretty as her,” I told her, raking my fingers through her hair. “I don’t want any other boobs on you than the ones you have.”

“Squeeze them,” she said teasingly.

I did, making her smile.

“What about her lips?” she asked as I let go of her tit. “Is she a good kisser?”

I chuckled and wondered how many such intimate questions she’d ask. “She’s an excellent kisser.”

“Can I learn something from her?”

“We can all learn something from each other,” I said, my hips bucking as Flora came off with a loud pop, licking the sides as Marcia stuck the tip into her mouth.

“And her … pussy?”

“It reminded me a bit of yours,” I said. “Symmetrical, tight, pink but very sweet.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I’m glad you find her pretty … I just wanted to know. It turns me on that you made love to her.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said with a shrug. “It’s just hot.” She pressed her lips to mine.

“Your mother is hot,” I reminded her.

“I know,” she said. “I know she gets a lot of attention, but most guys are intimidated by her. I’ve never seen anyone make her feel like you do, and I’m so grateful. She deserves someone to warm her bed too.”

I found it adorable how much they cared for each other, and I raked my fingers through her hair.

“Tonight, we’ll take care of you though,” she said. “You can just lean back and we’ll ride you one by one.”

I reached down to her pussy, and was greeted by her wetness. She wasn’t joking when she mentioned being turned on. “I’ll wait for you,” I said and sighed in relief, letting Isadora crawl down to Marcia and Flora, wanting a taste of my manhood as well.

I just let my head slump back, enjoying the rest of the night.


Afterword

Thanks for reading The Sacred Seed 3 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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