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The Sacred Seed

After a devastating war wipes out most of the male population, Queen Aurora seeks one of the most heroic soldiers—Darian Sunblade.

She wants him to repopulate the kingdom—a request he cannot resist.

To help him in his journey, she gives him the Sacred Seed—A rare ability that enhances a man’s virility.

But all isn’t well.

Caught in the midst of a royal drama, he becomes entangled as both the queen and her daughter fall for him.


Chapter 1

Darian

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

“A minute,” I shouted.

“It’s okay,” the cute girl said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh,” she said, nodding.

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

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

“The scars will probably be there forever though.”

“A lovely souvenir,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“Nope,” she said. “Do you?”

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

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

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

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

I chuckled. “You are her favorite maid.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that alright?” she asked me.

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

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

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

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

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

“So do you,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded eagerly. “Let’s go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. “She’s a stunner.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“God damn this is good,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I see,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It will be an honor,” I said.

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

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

“Alright,” I said and leaned back.

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

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

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

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

Her cheeks pinked. “You too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I see,” I said.

“Do you have any siblings of your own?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You too, Thalia,” I said.

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

“Wow,” I muttered under my breath.

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

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

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

“Vulnerable?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I will,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I sure do,” I said.

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

“Why?” I asked.

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

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

“Why?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I chuckled.

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

“I think you’re funny,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It was divine,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you want the rest?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We’ll see,” I told Isadora.

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

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

“Scars, but don’t worry about them.”

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

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

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

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

“You too.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head. “Nope.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

Darian

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mom … I can’t be here for ten days.”

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

“Will you remain?” I asked her.

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

“From the war?” she asked.

I nodded.

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

“I’d love to,” I said.

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

“A bit hard not to,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How do they defy gravity?”

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

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

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

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

“Go on,” she urged me on.

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

“You’re so gorgeous,” I whispered.

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

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

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

“How did you end up becoming a mage?”

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

“And how did the queen find you?”

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

“I see,” I said. “She has keen eyes.”

“She’s very wise,” Thalia said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure … Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

“Sleep well?” Flora asked as always.

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

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

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

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

“We will make a perfect team.”

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

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

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

“Alright, let’s go,” I said.

She took my hand and led me through the castle.


Chapter 3

Aurora

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because of your talent,” I reminded her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How’s it going?” I asked her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why does that even matter?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good luck,” he told me.

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

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

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

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

“Have you seen Isadora?” she asked.

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

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

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

“Okay,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you for trying,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go away,” she said quietly.

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

“You hurt me,” she said.

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

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

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

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

“Fine,” she said and stepped aside.

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

“I did,” she admitted.

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

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

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

“You already told me,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I hear you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fine,” she said.

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

“Goodnight, Mom.”


Chapter 4

Darian

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

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

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

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

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

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

“An honor?” I said.

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

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

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

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

“What task?” he asked, leaning forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Difficult?”

“Emotional?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I pointed at the grouses.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It isn’t cold?” she asked.

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

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

“It sure is,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But I do want to,” she said.

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

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

“They’re gorgeous,” I said.

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

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

She shyly nodded. “Yeah,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

She nodded.

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

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

“I know.”

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

“You think so?” I asked her.

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

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

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

“You hide your emotions well.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We are bonding,” she said in disbelief.

“We are,” I said, holding onto her.

“Are you bonded with anyone else?”

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

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

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


Chapter 5

Darian

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

“You’ve been here before?”

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

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

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

“We’ll help,” I reassured her.

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

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

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

“Yes, that’s me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“With pleasure,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Darian,” I said.

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

“I was indeed,” I said, nodding.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I sure do,” Felicia said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What a pleasant surprise,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re sensitive, aren’t you?”

“A little,” she said.

“Let’s hop onto bed,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re welcome,” I told her.

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

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

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

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

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

“Bring in the next girl,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said, smiling.

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

“What’s that?” Marie asked.

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Were they talking too much?” she asked.

“You bet,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She chuckled. “So you claim.”

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

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

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

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

“Did you say goodbye when you left?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Here you go,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

“I hope you’ll enjoy them,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who knows,” I said.

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

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


Chapter 6

Aurora

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I rose from my seat. “Where is he?”

“Follow me,” he said, swallowing hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kevin raised his hand. “I did.”

“Where and how?”

He cleared his throat. “We were outside eating and discussing an iron ore deal we wanted to secure with the dragons. A minute before I left him, I heard someone scream and shout. I ran back and found Erik and two guards lying on the streets. I called for help while I tried catching up with the suspect but he was already gone.”

“A restaurant within the city?” I asked him.

“Yes,” Kevin said. “The guards tried to defend him but ended up dead in the process.”

“We’ll have to reward their families. My generosity has no limits in this case. They saved my brother’s life.” I glanced at the border guards. “How do you know that you saw the assassin?”

One of them cleared his throat. “A suspicious man was making his way out of the gate. He had the same physical description but was dressed in a different clothing.”

“And he escaped?” I cut him off, narrowing my eyes on them.

They lowered their heads. “We hadn’t heard about the assassination attempt yet,” one of them excused himself.

It was always easy to blame someone when something had gone astray, but I knew we already had a terrible male shortage, and at the same time the war had recently ended. We weren’t prepared for this, which was a major flaw.

“Your Highness,” Kevin said and laid the dagger on the table. Dried blood caked the steel. A mixture of my brother’s and my guards’ blood. “The guards managed to seize his dagger before becoming too weak.”

I leaned over the dagger and studied it. It was gray like storm clouds gathering on the horizon, but what set this steel apart from others were the pitch-black webs that crisscrossed the surface. “That’s Dusk Steel,” I said. “Only Zinep has access to those mines.”

“You’re right,” Kevin said. “But we shouldn’t jump to conclusions. We have also recovered many of their weapons from the war. Zinep’s ability to wage war is completely off the table. I don’t see why any one of them would even dare to attempt to assassin your brother.”

“Many of them survived,” Thalia said and spoke at last. “There are many of them that are resentful toward the capitulation. They might resort to terrorism.”

I wrinkled my nose and leaned toward that as well. This was the last thing I needed when dealing with the family drama and dilemma with marriage. “The biggest mistake was that he fled,” I said. “They’ve spotted a weakness, and since this attempt was partly successful, they’ll do so again. We have to be on guard.” I narrowed my eyes on the border guards. “We cannot let such a thing happen again.”

Both of them nodded, swallowing hard. “We won’t let it happen,” they said.

“You’ll tell me what resources you need, and I’ll give them to you,” I said firmly.

“Understood, Your Highness.”

They all nodded. I dismissed some of them and rubbed my temples. Thalia, Kevin and my guard were left. “One thing I’m thinking of is Darian. He currently holds The Sacred Seed. If this is a plot to weaken or terrorize us, they’ll surely try to go after him as well.”

“How would they know that he has it?” Thalia asked.

“Not so difficult to know if they knew where my brother was,” I said. “Darian was also the most praised soldier. If they want revenge, they might as well go after him. I have to write to him to be on guard.”

They nodded.

“This meeting has been dismissed,” I said, knowing I needed a timeout. They left, and I was left by myself, rubbing my temples some more and trying to figure out how to take it from there. I had to speak with my daughter regarding the letter to Selppin, and I also had to see Erik again. My mind was yet again racing.

* * *

“You can come in,” the nurse said and welcomed us inside. I was with Elara and Isadora. Elara went up to her father first, and her eyes welled when she saw him lying there with a wound on his abdomen.

“Dad?” she asked.

“Elara,” he said and brushed his knuckles on her cheek. “Nice to see you.”

“Gosh, what happened?” she asked, covering her mouth.

“Some coward sucker-knifed me and ran away,” he said and coughed into his elbow. He looked weak. I assumed it was the drugs coming off.

“Why would anyone do that?” she asked. “I’m going to cry.”

“Don’t cry,” he told her and cleared his throat. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine to me,” she said and caressed his forehead. “And you’re cold.”

“I’ll reassure you that I’ll be up and running soon.”

“You still didn’t answer me why someone would want to do this to you.”

“It’s because I don’t know,” he answered her truthfully. “It might have been a maniac, or it might have been someone who simply doesn’t like me. It’s futile to think about it for now.”

Isadora walked up to her uncle. “Hi,” she said shyly.

“Hi,” Erik told her. “How’s your day been?”

“Certainly better than yours,” she said, making him chuckle.

“Your humor is what I need in a moment like this.”

Isadora returned the smile, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I’m just glad you’re okay,” she said softly.

“How’s the nurses been treating you?” I asked him.

“Excellent, no punishment needed,” he said, flashing me a smile.

He knew me so well. “Fine,” I said. “It wasn’t like I was looking forward to punishing someone.”

“Sure thing, sister,” he said and became informal now that it was only us here.

“I mean it,” I said with a smile and lightly punched his shoulder.

“Certainly not with that punch.”

I rolled my eyes. “I just wanted to check on you before going to bed,” I said. “I’ll be here tomorrow too.”

“That will be lovely,” he said.

“I’ll stay here for longer,” Elara said.

“Maybe you can read me a bedtime story to get your father to sleep,” Erik said.

Elara laughed away the tears. “Maybe,” she said. He made us all smile. I leaned down to kiss his forehead. Isadora did the same. We wished Elara and Erik goodnight, and I went out with my daughter.

“I thought dying men would be over by now,” Isadora said as an eerie feeling hung over us.

“It will never be over,” I told her. “It’s a part of life.”

“I guess.”

“Can I have a word with you before you go to bed?”

“Sure,” she said and looked at me suspiciously. “What is it?”

I had to teach her a thing or two about patience. “Come, darling,” I said and took her to my room.

I placed a chair in front of the desk and patted it. She plopped down and pushed her blonde hair behind her ears. I always seized her attention when I wanted to talk. “I received this letter from the king of Selppin.” I nudged it to her.

She reached for it and raised it to her eyes. She read it quietly for herself, and judging by her expression, she didn’t like what she read.

“Mom …” She wasn’t sure how to finish her sentence. We hadn’t spoken about this since a week back.

“I’m listening to you and I always will. What’s on your heart?”

“I’m not sure,” she said and put the letter back onto the table.

“I’m not a fan of middlemen,” I told her. “If you want to write something, you’re free to do so.”

“Give me time to think about it,” she said, which was a better answer than I’d hoped for.

“Do you want me to write something vague and postpone it for another day?”

“You can do that,” she said with a shrug and didn’t seem interested in ever meeting Eldric again.

“I will,” I said. “What have you been up to this week?” I thought it was a bit strange we had a major brawl regarding Darian, and now that he was gone, she suddenly didn’t seem to care. Or she was keeping secrets which I knew every nineteen-year-old did.

“Playing with Elara,” she said.

“Thalia told me that you’ve been reading more, delving into some basic spells.”

“That too,” she said and kept a poker face.

“And also typography,” I said.

“Geeze, Mom, are you sending spies on me?” she said with hints of a joke.

I gave her a look. “You are a free woman,” I told her. “But you’re still my daughter. Maybe we should leave our quarrels aside and do something together?”

“Sure,” she said. “If you can teach me to spy then that would be lovely.”

I chuckled. “I’ll teach you to be the best spy in the world.”

“Okay,” she said quietly.

I didn’t think there was much more to be said. It saddened me a little that she’d grown up too quickly. If it hadn’t been for the bloody conflict with Zinep, we might have had more quality time together, but there wasn’t much I could do about now. Isadora wasn’t my baby girl any longer but a full-grown woman.

“It was just the letter I wanted to show you,” I said. “You can go to bed now.”

“Okay … Mom, is it okay if I can sleep over at Charlotte sometime this week?”

“Sure,” I told her. Charlotte was Kevin’s niece and my daughter’s childhood friend. She lived in the Serenity Shore which was only an hour away from the castle. They hadn’t spoken to each other in a while to my knowledge. “But you have to bring guards with you.”

“I will,” she said.

I rose and escorted her out.

“A hug?” I asked her.

She hesitated but turned around, a smile curving her lips. She opened her arms and fell into mine. I caressed her back. Love washed over me. Isadora may be a young woman, but at this moment, she felt like my little girl again.

“Mom,” she said, breaking the hug to look up to me.

“Yes, darling?” I said and loved it whenever I could do something for her.

“Your lipstick and makeup … Can you teach me how to apply some?”

“Of course,” I told her, wondering what made her want some now all of a sudden. “But you’re pretty without makeup.”

“So are you … but you look extra pretty with it.”

“Come to me tomorrow after lunch,” I told her.

“Okay.”

“Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” she said and I watched as she walked down the stairs, her blonde hair glowing.

I went back to my desk and plopped down. I dipped the quill in the ink and wrote a draft first, carefully choosing my words and making sure to be vague. I wrote that we had a lot of things to take care of because of the restoration process, and we would have to wait a month to discuss the marriage. I wished his family well as usual.

I reread it, knowing this would be a complicated month. “This will do for now,” I said and put it in the envelope.


Chapter 7

Darian

The situation was tense. We were taking cover in a trench and had left our horses behind. It felt like I hadn’t seen the sun and sky in years. Dark billowing clouds loomed directly above us, and the smog from explosives and magic wasn’t a pleasant sight either.

We were on our way to storm a stronghold. The challenge would be that it sat on a hill and was occupied by archers. There was a complicated trench network there, but if we succeeded in occupying it, it would be a strategic position.

Our commander had been informed that they were short of short-range weapons. If we could gain a bridgehead on top, we could successfully lead more men up. We were first in line, and there was another squad behind us.

The squad behind us consisted of archers and would give us cover while we would run up with swords.

Our commander spat out the toothpick and signaled to the squad behind us. “It’s time to go,” he said.

Our mage cast a smoke spell that spread over the hill. The smoke didn’t rise too high, so our arches could see the enemy. Once it was time to run, it was time to run. There was no time for fear or doubt.

We ran through the dense smoke. The ground was muddy, and it splattered all over our feet. Above our heads, arrows whistled back and forth. We raised our shields in front of us, and we kept hearing the dull thud of flint against wood as our enemies fired blindfolded into the mist while at the same time trying to fire back at our other squad.

“Almost there,” our commander shouted and urged us on. It was a tough uphill battle, but we marched on. I could see the first line of defense on top of the hill, which was multiple sandbags.

Archers hid behind those bags. They shouted to each other and became overwhelmed by the number of arrows raining down on them. They slowly retreated. We jumped over the sacks and quickly hopped into the trenches, running quickly to the enemy and trying to stab everyone we could see.

I plunged my sword into three of them, spilling their blood and guts all over the trenches. They cried out in their language.

“Hold your ground,” our commander told us as we took positions.

I spat, holding onto my shield and sword for dear life as I waited for his next call.

He felt the ground. “More are coming,” he said.

He was just about to call for the squad behind us, but then we heard their commander shout. “Ambush!”

“Cover me,” our commander said as he retreated to the sacks. He tried to peer through the fading smoke. “Shit, they’re getting attacked. This plan is fucked.”

At the same time, we heard the ground drumming even louder. He quickly turned to the other side of the hill. “They’re sending reinforcements,” our commander said.

One of our soldiers, Caspian, suddenly got hit by a flame arrow, the fire spreading across both his legs rapidly. With a loud groan, he face-planted behind me.

I quickly grabbed a blanket and helped him put out the fire. I wrinkled my nose. The stench of burnt flesh was horrible. He writhed in pain, squirming and crying out. Incoming arrows flew toward us, and I lifted my shield and shielded myself from the attack. I was about to ask if he could walk but noticed that most of his legs were gone.

“We have to bail,” our commander said. “Retreat!”

“I can’t leave him,” I said.

“Darian, we don’t have time!” the commander told me.

I took cover and wanted to fight on by myself. “They’re expecting us to flee. We should stay.”

“If I say we leave we leave,” he said firmly.

I looked him in the eyes, my blood boiling. He blinked first, whirled around and left with the rest of the soldiers. “Fuck him,” I cursed under my breath. I unselected my sword and selected my bow and quiver. I sent arrow after arrow at the incoming enemies, halting their advance as they fell before my eyes.

“Hang in there,” I told Caspian and kept firing arrows till the coast was clear.

“Ugh,” he squirmed in pain, his face pale as milk. “Darian … leave me.”

I didn’t listen to him. Adrenaline surged through me. They fired a fire arrow at me which hit the shield. It was laced with magic, which made it burn quicker and stronger than regular fire. I knew it could be used both ways. I threw it back at them like a boomerang, which was followed by several loud shrieks.

“If only that fucker would have stayed,” I told myself and fumed because of his cowardice. I held off their attacks by myself, and the smoke was slowly clearing behind me.

“Darian!” the commander from the other squad shouted. “Are you there?”

“They’re retreating!” I shouted at him. “I need help.”

I heard them come up to me slowly. “Are you left here by yourself?”

“Caspian too,” I said and jerked my head at him. “Where’s our commander?”

He jerked his head at the dead man lying on the hill. “He and the rest of them got killed while descending the slope. They walked right into the trap. We managed to ward them off somewhat. Why did you stay?”

“Because they didn’t suspect us to stay,” I said firmly. “We held a better defensive position, which was obvious for those with a brain.”

He looked at me in awe. “You’re one hell of a man,” he said and patted my shoulder.

“Where are the medics?” I asked and brushed off his praise.

“Right behind me.”

Caspian threw up, and the sight of his brunt legs was disturbing. He most likely needed to amputate them and would end up in a wheelchair for the rest of his life …

* * *

I snapped awake. It was another dream. I glanced out to the window, and the stars were shining. Flora was lying nude in front of me, and my cock was nestled into the crack of her ass.

I carefully tried to pull it out. It was covered in pussy juice and dried semen. I had bedded so many women, yet I couldn’t sleep through a single night. I tried my hardest to be as quiet as I could be. I didn’t want to wake her up, knowing I would feel bad if I did so.

“Darian?” she asked in her morning voice, making me curse myself.

“I’m sorry,” I told her. It wasn’t the first time I woke her up like this.

“Sorry for what?” she asked as if it didn’t make any sense.

“For waking you up,” I said.

“Why do you keep waking up?” she asked.

“I’ve told you,” I said.

“You shouldn’t wake up like that,” she said and turned around, so she came face to face with me.

“I’m fine,” I said and liked that she was thinking of me.

“You don’t look fine to me,” she said. “We’re bonded … I love you after all. Your pain is mine.”

“I’m not sure what to do about it.”

“I can give you a massage before bedtime. Maybe that’ll help.”

“We can give it a shot.”

“Promise you’ll let me?” she said.

“I promise,” I said. “I just need to splash some water on my face. You can stay here.”

“Okay,” she said.

I left and went to the bathroom. I splashed some cold water over my face, washing some of that sweat away. The dreams had gotten better as I started sleeping with more women, but they still haunted me. I thought of Caspian. I hoped he was still alive. After that incident, he couldn’t fight any longer and had to go home to be taken care of by his family. I visited him a year ago. He was in a wheelchair, but he was so happy when he saw me. To this day, I wanted to rip the commander’s heart to pieces. But he was dead, and I still lived. Those in power who didn’t listen to someone under their rank because they deemed them inferior were some of the worst.

I dried my face, went back to the bedroom and lay back down. Flora insisted on facing me, snuggling up to me and sharing her body heat. We quickly fell asleep while holding onto each other.

* * *

I moaned as I slid in and out of the young woman who lay in front of me. She was a lovely brunette with a matching eye color. Her skin was fair and pretty. She was a bit on the shorter side, but her compact ass and round tits made up for it. Her pussy was drenched, making me question if she had poured a gallon of lube inside her womanhood, but she was just super horny. She breathed rapidly, her nipples razor sharp. She must have been the horniest girl I’d bedded so far.

Her vagina contracted as I plunged in my cock. I let out the final grunt. “Ah,” I said and emptied myself inside her, pushing out every drop as her vagina squeezed my shaft.

At the age of twenty-two, Sara was a man-famished girl and the fourth girl I had fucked this morning. “Oh, it’s so hot and creamy,” she said and looked down in disbelief as I pulled out from her love hole.

“It sure is,” I said and looked at her beautiful slit as my cum oozed out. She smiled up to me, and her womanhood glowed pink, signaling that the pregnancy was successful.

We talked for a little bit. She was curious how it was to bed so many women. “It’s nice,” I told her. “Not just the act but getting to know you.”

“How many women have you impregnated so far?” she asked curiously.

“More than a hundred,” I said. “Soon you’ll all be pregnant.”

She tittered. “We sure need it.”

“I know,” I said and winked. I helped her put on her clothes and led her outside. I embraced her, kissed her fair cheeks and said goodbye.

Flora was in the kitchen preparing lunch for me. I came behind her and placed my hands on her hips. Even if I’d bedded four women already, seeing Flora’s shapes made me lust for her. “What’s on the menu?”

“Sandwiches and scrambled eggs,” she said. “Oh, while you were fucking, you received two letters. Both of them have the royal stamp.”

“I’ll read them later,” I said. Letting go of her, I went outside and had a seat.

She set the table for us, humming a beautiful melody while doing so. She set a plate with scrambled eggs, butter and a basket of fresh slices of bread on the table. The scrambled eggs were topped with freshly chopped herbs like chives and parsley.

I waited for her to have a seat before starting. She hung the apron on the knob and joined me. “This looks heavenly,” I said.

She laid her hand on her heart. “I’m honored. Let’s dig in.”

I reached for a slice of fresh bread and smeared butter on top. It melted into a golden puddle, and I put the scrambled eggs on top. I took a bite, and it was soft, creamy and made with love.

Flora looked at me, probably wondering what I thought of her culinary arts. “Did it hit the spot?” she asked me.

I took another bite and licked my lips, pushing some more eggs into my mouth. “It sure did. It’s delicious,” I answered her.

Flora smiled brightly. “I’m glad,” she said, taking a bite herself, nibbling on her bread like a little bird. “I prefer it when it’s not too salty.”

“I love salt,” I said and sprinkled some on top.

“Do you have any plans for later?” she asked me.

I mulled it over. I’d already impregnated four girls today, and we had time to do something later if she wanted to. “Well,” I answered her, “maybe we can explore the fertile valley a bit better.”

“Like a picnic?” she suggested.

“A picnic would be lovely,” I said. I looked across the rolling hills and the mysterious mountainsides. This valley was unique, fertile and stunningly beautiful. When I looked at the top, I wondered how the view would be. I was hooked. I wanted to go there and explore. “Maybe we can go on top of the mountainsides,” I suggested.

“That would be lovely,” Flora answered. “I’m a bit afraid of heights, so I’ll be close to you all the time.”

“Of course, I’ll hold your hand tight,” I reassured her, smiling softly. We finished the little meal, brushing our lips with a napkin and sipping some water.

“So, what should we bring for our lovely picnic?” she asked optimistically.

“I would love something sweet,” I said.

Someone knocked on the door. “I’ll go and check,” I said and I quickly went to open it. Wearing a pink beautiful dress that hugged her curves perfectly, Marie stood there with a basket of strawberries in her hands.

“Hi,” she said, her cheeks pinkening like two berries. “I just picked these and wondered if you perhaps wanted some.”

My lips curved into a smile, and I accepted the basket from her. I looked at the strawberries. They were ruby red and gleamed in the sunlight. I was certain they were as delicious as they looked. “You came right on time … Flora and I are about to go out on a picnic and we needed something sweet.”

“Oh,” she said, the pink color on her cheeks deepening. “Hopefully, you’ll like them.”

“They look mouth-wateringly delicious, thank you,” I told her.

“A kiss?” she adorably asked.

I felt my cheeks warm as I leaned in, our foreheads touching gently before I pressed my lips against hers. Her cheeks flushed even deeper. I pulled my head back and raked my fingers through her hair. “How’s the other girls?”

“They’re fine … They can’t stop talking about you though.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Do you like my strawberries?”

“I love them, but I love your lips even more.”

“Prince charming,” she chuckled. “I have like tons of them, so just holler when you want some. Or I’ll come and give them to you.”

“Either way works,” I said.

Waving at me, she turned around and went back to her home, her blonde hair fluttering in the wind.

I didn’t close the door immediately, admiring her beautiful looks. To think that more girls like her hadn’t become pregnant yet. I sure had many more months to look forward to. I closed the door and went to Flora. “Check what Marie gave me.”

Flora turned around and craned her neck over the basket. “Strawberries, perfect,” she said, licking her lips. “She was right on time.”

I put the basket aside and gave Flora a hug. She couldn’t resist an embrace. Right after I’d kissed Marie, I wanted more femininity. Flora looked so pretty in her dress with a deep V-neck, showing off a delicious cleavage. With my right hand, I stroked Flora’s butt cheek, and with my left I moved up, raking my fingers through her hair. I wanted to take her, hoping we could find a suitable, private place under the open sky.

“Are you in the mood to cuddle?” she asked, looking honored as my hands explored her.

“I am,” I admitted. “But outside. The weather is too nice to stay here.”

“I agree,” she said.

I let go of her. I took the basket of strawberries, and she took the basket of blankets. Going outside, we were greeted by the strong sunshine, only a couple of clouds were in the sky, slowly sailing away. We passed by several horses and carriages making their way on the cobbled streets. The passengers greeted us with waves and nods.

I saw Felicia from a distance talking to a lady. As soon as she saw me, she waved her hand at me. “How’s it going?” she greeted me.

“It’s all good,” I answered her. “We’re going out for a little picnic.”

“Enjoy your day,” Felicia said, kissing her hand and blowing it to us.

We continued along the street. I passed by several women I had impregnated. They all blushed simply by me just looking at them, and I waved, greeting them with friendly nods. I had come to the point where I had bred so many that I didn’t remember them all. They were all gorgeous, and there were still many more women I had to impregnate. I was up for it. With the help of The Sacred Seed and my lust, nothing would be in my way.

We followed a narrow, rocky path that diverged from the Fertile Valley and wound up the slopes of the surrounding mountains. “Are you growing tired?” I asked her, surprised by her stamina.

“Uh-uh,” she said and flirtatiously winked at me. “I think you’re growing tired.”

“Dream on,” I said and loved hearing the sound of her voice. “What were you up to when you were younger?”

“When I was younger,” Flora said, stopping to look at the sky for a little before walking again. “I loved to tend to animals. Horses, dogs, birds, you name it. I once found an abandoned puppy and had to fight with my parents to let me keep it.”

“That’s cute,” I said.

“The puppy was the cutest,” she said.

I chuckled. “I meant that you fought to keep it.”

“That too,” she said, her cheeks turning rosy.

“How did you end up as the queen’s maid?” I asked her.

“Well, our queen sees more than what we think. I worked first as a veterinarian, taking care of wounded horses during the first year of the war. The queen met me during a visit and praised me for my effort. Then she asked me if I wanted to become her maid instead, which was an offer I couldn’t resist. Tending to animals and humans are interchangeable.”

“You have always been a sweet thing,” I told her, “in fact, you remind me a bit of my mother.”

She looked at me with hints of interest. “How was your mother?”

I thought of my mother, and scenes of her flashed by. There were so many of them, and I could say so many positive things about her. “I can start with the fact that she was the opposite of my father. She was very demure and caring. She was a nurse, after all, so she had to be.”

“Oh, I see, every caring woman is a nurse,” she said with a giggle.

“Or a maid,” I corrected her.

“Or that,” she admitted, as a blush crept up on her cheeks. “I remember when we were at their graves, and you told me about her death … It sounded awful.”

“It was awful,” I answered her, and it stung my heart. “She never really wanted me to join the war.”

“How did she end up taking care of the wounded soldiers?” Flora asked.

“After my father died, she felt that it was her duty,” I said. “But my mother was always careful, a bit overprotective. She was terrified of me becoming hurt. My father encouraged me to be courageous, and he was the perfect example himself. He was always upfront with people and was never afraid to confront anyone. I looked up to him more than anyone else.”

“Sometimes there must be a balance between sweetness and power. I can imagine that your mother balanced it out,” she said.

“You know my family well already,” I said.

“I know you and you are a testament to your parents’ balance,” she replied, her eyes softening with affection. “You carry both her love and your father’s strength within you.”

I smiled, touched by her words. “Thank you for seeing that in me,” I said, reaching out to gently brush her cheek. “And thank you for being by my side, helping me find my balance.”

“You’re welcome,” she said sweetly. “Can you tell me any more stories about your father or mother? I love hearing them.”

“Sure,” I said. “My father taught me archery when I was like six years old. The first gift he gave me was a bow and arrow. My father used to tell me that I wouldn’t be allowed to eat until I had hit the targets he set up.”

“Oh, that’s nice,” Flora said. “He sounded very firm and dedicated.”

“Oh, he was,” I answered her. “He was the definition of a man. I didn’t always like to train so hard, but that was because I didn’t understand the importance of it. This world is fickle. There are no guarantees. If someone stronger than you wants to invade you and take what you love and possess, they will do so. We have to be strong if we want to survive and thrive. We are the survivors of a bloody war, and I thank my father every day for what he did to me and what he taught me.”

“I’ve never thought about it in that way, but you’re right. We need strong men. But I guess it’s a bit difficult for me as a woman to understand.”

“You’re right,” I told her. “My mother didn’t understand it either. She was the one who looked at my hands twice. She saw the bruises from when I pulled the bowstring all the time. She went to my father and told him to be a bit more careful, but my father shook his head. He said, ‘You don’t understand.’ He told her we need to be strong in a world like this,” I said.

“Did they ever fight?” she asked me.

“They fought like any other mother and father,” I said, “but not so much.”

“My parents didn’t fight much either,” Flora said. “But I didn’t have a father like yours. My mother sounds a bit more like your mother.”

“I think that might be a reason I love you,” I told her.

We stopped for a little. “And I love you too,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. “For all that you are, and all that you’ve overcome.”

I reached out to gently cup her face in my hands. “I’m grateful to have you,” I said. “Together, we can weather any storm.”

She leaned in closer, pressing her lips against mine in a tender kiss. We broke the kiss and looked each other in the eyes. Our bond was strong.

As we continued our ascent up the slope, our path came to an abrupt halt at a towering boulder. Its massive form loomed over us, blocking our path. There was a steep drop on both sides, so there was no other way around. The only option was to climb the boulder, which seemed impossible since it was too smooth.

“I could have sworn there was another way around it,” Flora said as she poked her head out to the side. She shied back as she looked at the drop. “I’m not going to fall down there.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and put the basket down. I went up to the boulder, selected my power gauntlets as they materialized on my hands. I glanced over my shoulder. “Step back,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said submissively, her eyes sweeping over me.

I went down on my haunches, and I grabbed the boulder and lifted it, gravel and dirt trailed down from it as I balanced it in my hands. I looked at the drop that led down to the hills away from any settlement.

With a grunt, I heaved the large boulder off my back and sent it tumbling down the steep drop. It crashed into the dense underbrush below, sending leaves and twigs flying in all directions. I dusted off my hands and grabbed the basket. The power gauntlets took a lot of mana, but it wasn’t a problem after all that breeding. She looked at me with her mouth wide open.

“What kind of gauntlets are those?” she asked.

“Power gauntlets. A rare item that I inherited from my father,” I said.

The sun beat down on us as we continued up the steep mountain path, our boots crunching over rocks and brush. Finally, we reached the top and caught our breath, taking in the breathtaking view of the sprawling valley below. We could see tiny figures moving around in the bustling market, and we heard the murmur of negotiations from here.

We continued till we found a suitable place. “How about here?” I asked Flora.

“Perfect,” she said. She laid down the blanket, and we plopped down, side-by-side. We placed the basket of strawberries in front of us, and we exchanged glances.

“Ladies first,” I told her. I grabbed the strawberry and guided it to her mouth. She opened and took a bite, chewing the pink flesh till juices dribbled down her chin. Smacking her lips, she closed her eyes.

“That’s delicious,” she said. “They’re even better than the last ones she gave us.”

“Let me have some,” I told her. She reached for one and raised the strawberry to my lips.

“Open,” she said.

I opened, and she placed the strawberry in my mouth. I took a bite, and I agreed with her. It had a perfect mixture of sourness and sweetness. I swallowed and licked the sweet juice from my lips. “You’re right … These are way better.”

We continued to feed each other until there was only juice left in the basket. I leaned back, letting the sun shine upon us. I glanced at her and saw all the clothes she was wearing, hiding her beautiful body. The only eye candy that was not concealed was her rare auburn hair.

“Should we sunbathe?” I suggested, tugging at her dress.

“I think you just want to see me nude,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look.

I shrugged. “It feels liberating now and then,” I told her. “The first thing we did when coming back from a mission was to take off our armor.”

“Well, our mission was a picnic, so I guess we can undress,” she said with hints of a joke. First, we made sure that no one was around here. Then we peeled our clothes off. She insisted on folding them and putting them in a basket. My gaze softened upon seeing her bare skin, her youthful and shapely figure that I’d longed for. I sighed in relief as we both lay side by side, letting the sun caress our skin. She played with my hair, and I played with hers. I picked up a flower and slid it behind her ear. She found one for me as well, sliding it behind my ear. I loved cuddling with her in bed, but it felt so much better under the open sky. She drew a circle on top of my chest, making me melt.

“I can’t wait to give you a massage,” she said and continued to draw figure eights on my pec. “I don’t think it’s fair that you can’t sleep through the night.”

“I can tell you that ever since you started taking care of me, the dreams haven’t been as unpleasant as they were before. They’re still about battles, and they’re still horrible, but I sort of wake up when there is a pause, sort of a happy ending, if that makes sense.”

She smiled upon hearing those words. “I’m glad that I’m able to do something for you,” she said. “It means the world to me when I take care of someone as revered and strong as you … By the way, can I see the scars?”

I turned around even if I didn’t want to. I wanted to have her in front of me. I wanted to look into her eyes and to touch and explore her.

“Yeah, your wounds are healing quickly,” she said as she prodded around, her touch as light as a feather. “It must be from The Sacred Seed Ability.”

“You’re mistaken,” I said and turned around. “It was all you.”

She shyly lowered her gaze. “You’re so sweet.”

“You’re mistaken,” I said and caressed her skin, reaching her smooth ass. “There’s no sweeter thing than you.”

I saw a twinkle in her eyes, and she rolled on top of me, pressing her nude body against mine. Both my hands settled on her ass as we pressed our lips together. My cock throbbed harder as I felt a strong desire to take her, pushing a part of me inside her.

I rolled her over and suddenly, I was over her. I came off her lips, planted kisses down her neck and made my way down to her impressive bust. I kissed right on her nipple, opening my mouth and sucking it like a babe. She arched her back, tittering. I came off with a smack and continued my descent till I reached her promised land. I tasted her, sipped on her juices and nibbled on her sweet lips.

“It tickles,” she said and started pressing her legs together.

I climbed on top of her, spread her legs and aimed my erection right at her love hole. I slid in and worked my way inside her as her pussy constricted. I didn’t mind the struggle. It would help me finish quicker. I continued to fuck her, reaching deeper and deeper inside her squishy depths. I felt her warm breath on my neck. I kissed her sweet flesh again, and she wrapped her arms around my back, clawing my back as we were both steadily reaching the climax.

“I love you,” she said, her words coming out hurriedly.

“I love you too,” I said, thrusting my hips into her while she wrapped her legs around me. A couple of butterflies fluttered around us, and I quickly grew sweaty as the hot sun was right above us. After a couple of more thrusts, I was at the peak. My balls burst, and I flooded her hole with fresh cum. Her pussy tightened, helping me to squeeze out the cum into her love hole. My breathing slowed, and I looked into her eyes as I resorted to micro-fucking her. She still held onto me, refusing to let go.

“Hmm, that was hot,” she said, sinking her teeth into her lips.

“Yeah,” I said and felt a bit numb after that climax.

I slowly pulled out from her slick heat, but she reached for my cock before it grew too soft and stroked me some more, squeezing out cum over her pussy. “I just want to see the color,” she said, admiring the healthy pearly seed. “I feel so good after every time you dump it inside me.”

“So do I,” I said, watching as she slowly kept working my erection. She let go, and we resorted to lying side by side, all the while my cum kept dribbling out from her slit.

* * *

I embraced a tall, dark blonde-haired woman. She was the same height as I, but a year younger. The sun was steadily lowering behind her, making her glow like gold. “Thank you,” she said and dipped her head. She was the eighth lady I’d impregnated today. If it hadn’t been for the hike with Flora earlier, I could’ve easily gone for twelve.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

She turned around and walked away. She glanced over her shoulder and flirtatiously winked at me before exiting the gate. I closed the door and went inside. Flora was in the kitchen wearing an apron, preparing dinner for us. “How was she?” she asked as she stirred the beef stroganoff.

“Tight,” I said and decided to keep a long story short.

She stifled a chuckle. “She’s tall though.”

“Yeah, she’s a very elegant woman. When’s dinner ready?”

“Give me twenty minutes,” she said. “Should we sit outside?”

“Definitely,” I replied with a smile, moving closer to wrap my arms around her waist. “I’ll set the table while you finish up here.”

Flora leaned back into my embrace, her warmth radiating against me. “Thanks,” she murmured, tilting her head to press a gentle kiss to my cheek. As the sun began to dip below the horizon, I laid out the silverware and plates on the table outside. The smell of the beef stroganoff wafted through the air, making my stomach growl.

When she was finished, we settled down, and she smiled as she filled my plate with a generous portion of the creamy, savory dish. The tender beef, creamy sauce and mushrooms blended perfectly together. We both dug in eagerly, enjoying each bite till we were satisfied.

We talked for a little till I realized I’d forgotten something.

“I just forgot something,” I said and rose.

“What’s that?” she asked while drying her lips.

“The letters,” I said.

“Oh,” she said with hints of interest. “Why don’t you read them?”

“Is that okay for you?”

“Of course,” she said.

“Give me a second to grab them.” I should’ve opened them earlier, but I wouldn’t be able to write back and send them till tomorrow anyway. I plopped down and randomly started with one, carefully opening the envelope. It had the royal stamp on it and at the top, it said From Queen Aurora Pinkbloom followed by Dear Darian Sunblade.

“It’s from the queen,” I said, exchanging glances with Flora. I started reading. She congratulated me for having impregnated hundreds of women, and she was glad that I had reached that milestone. She wished me good luck in my endeavor and also wanted to invite me for dinner sometime in the future. In the end, I read slower. It was about an assassination attempt on her brother.

“Well, there sure is a lot to unpack here,” I said and scratched my neck.

“I’m all ears,” she said and leaned forward.

“First of all, she congratulated me for the hundredth impregnation. She also wants to invite us for dinner when we have time, but in the end, she writes about an assassination attempt on her brother, telling me to be careful.”

“On her brother?” she said and looked uncomfortable.

“That’s right,” I said and lowered the letter onto the table.

“Why would anyone hurt him?” she asked.

If she didn’t know, then I certainly didn’t. “You know that family better than I do,” I said. “They wrote they found Dusk Steel, which is the steel Zinep uses. But they must be suicidal if it’s the king who’s behind this attack.”

“Why?”

“Because we still have enough force to destroy them, which they don’t have. The territories that they had to concede were very strategic. There’s no chance in hell they’ll succeed.”

“I guess it will make me sleep a bit better tonight,” she said and didn’t sound as uncomfortable as earlier.

“You have nothing to fear,” I told her. I reached for the other envelope and opened it. As soon as I read the first line, I knew who it was from.

“Dear Darian Sunblade,” I mouthed quietly to myself as I started reading internally. I’m writing to you from my bedroom. Please, excuse my poor handwriting. I’ve recently taken up the practice again. I’ve been thinking a lot about you. I hope you and Flora had a safe journey to the Fertile Valley. I think you two look adorable together. How have the horses behaved? I gave you three of our best ones. The chestnut stallion is a beast. It can ride quicker than a shooting star and is as strong as … you. I’m not sure how to write that I’m giggling, but I did when I wrote that. I haven’t written a draft, so this letter might be a bit clumsy. I’m just letting my feelings out since I’ve been keeping them confined since you left.

My mother wasn’t that happy that I flirted with you, and I think you noticed. I’m a full-grown woman, and she isn’t my guardian any longer. She can get on my nerves now and then. Yesterday, I had a dream about you. I was in captivity, and you came and rescued me. When I woke up, I hugged the pillow, dreaming it was you. I wish you were here, so I could hug you again. I’ve told myself to be patient since I know my mother wants to see you again, so we’ll definitely meet sometime in the future. Of course, only if you want.

When you called me sweet, did you mean it? I’ve had so many guys call me all these things but they haven’t even bothered listening to me. They treat me like a doll. I don’t like it. Do you remember when I told you that I sometimes wished I was a peasant? I mean it. Or at least partly. I suppose it goes the other way. A peasant probably dreams of being a princess. I’m just rambling on. Do you enjoy the Fertile Valley? I think it’s one of our most beautiful regions after The Pink Shore. Sadly, they closed the stadium. They used to have some interesting entertainment, everything from dances to competition. It looks like I’m rambling again.

I’m writing this with butterflies in my stomach, so I hope I’m not sounding too dumb. Please let me know. I’ll finish this letter now, but I could write for ages just for you.

Yours truly, Isadora Pinkbloom.

I lowered the letter and blinked out. I couldn’t speak. The letter was just too sweet, and I was overwhelmed with feelings.

“Darian, are you there?” Flora asked, waving at me.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s a love letter from Isadora.”

“Oh, how sweet,” Flora said, her cheeks pinkening.

“Yeah … I don’t know why but I get this feeling she’s doing this behind her mother’s back.”

“She’s done a lot behind her mother’s back before,” Flora said. “But she isn’t a child any longer.”

“I know … I mean, she’s really cute and foxy if that makes sense.”

Flora chuckled. “She’s a cunning fox, even more so than her mother.”

“Well, what I’m afraid of is that I’ll ruin the relationship with her mother,” I said. “I have a feeling I’ll end up between their drama.”

“I see,” Flora said. “Aurora is an understanding queen and a very understanding mother. I don’t think she’ll be mad at you simply for staying in touch with her daughter.”

“I hope you’re right since I want to write to her back. I mean, I would be a jerk if I didn’t.”

“I agree,” Flora said. “You should write back.”

“What about her engagement?” I asked. “This letter has love written all over it.”

“It can be called off,” Flora said and leaned forward. “Eldric is a big turn-off compared to you. I’ll tell you something, they never really got along until the war broke out. From my observation, they acted out of desperation.”

“We all did,” I reminded. “Well, it isn’t relevant now. I’ll write back to her immediately.”

“Okay, I’ll take the dishes and wait for you,” she said.

Going inside, I sat down at the desk. I reached for paper, quill and ink. I read the letter again and thought about what to write. It didn’t take long for me to start writing since I listened to my heart.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

Your handwriting is not poor at all. I understood every word that you wrote. You sure are a talented girl to have learned so quickly. Flora and I had a safe journey, thank you for caring about us, and I do agree that we do look cute together, but that’s because of Flora. I don’t consider myself cute. We stopped by my childhood home and placed flowers on my parents’ grave. It was touchy seeing some of my old relatives again, and they welcomed us with open arms. The horses you provided us with are some of the best horses. The chestnut stallion never rests. Even now as I look out to the pasture, he’s the only one standing while the other two are resting. Whether he’s stronger than me is up to debate.

You might be giggly, but I’ll admit I feel warm when writing to you, and I don’t think it’s healthy to keep feelings confined. I’m not sure what’s going on between your mother and you, but I can reassure you that deep inside she loves you. My mother was also overprotective. If it hadn’t been for my father, I’m not sure if I would be able to live my life to the fullest. But I’m not resentful toward her because of it. I understand where she came from. I’m her only offspring after all, and your mother only has you.

Your dream warms my heart. I wish I could hug you too. If your mother wants to see me, I’ll be there for her in a heartbeat. That’s how much I revere her. If we didn’t have her as a queen, we might not have been alive to see this day.

When I called you sweet, I meant it. I mean every word I say. I remember you telling me that you wanted to be a peasant, but I have to come clean to you. I have a hard time taking you seriously if you haven’t been a peasant.

I enjoy it here a lot, and I agree, it’s stunningly beautiful. Flora and I hiked earlier to the mountainsides, which provided us with a beautiful view. You aren’t sounding dumb at all. You’re sounding sweet.

I read it again and wondered whether I should write something more, but I thought the ending was perfect, especially since she asked if I truly meant it by calling her sweet.

Yours truly, Darian Sunblade.


Chapter 8

Darian

Igripped the reins tightly as I rode onto the field. The wind whipped against my face, and the hooves pounded against the grass. We were about to break through the enemy lines, spilling more blood and pushing them farther away from our kingdom. I reached for my bow and arrows. I nocked one to the bowstring, pulling it to my shoulder. I let go and sent the arrow directly at the enemy. It struck him right in the chest, making him gasp. Letting go of the reins, he tumbled off like a sack of wheat.

I rode on, continuing the hunt. I quickly snatched another arrow. In a heartbeat, I had already pulled the arrow back, aiming. I fired, striking the horse. I selected my sword and plunged it into the enemy’s belly, hearing him gasp before he fell to his doom. A thick smog suddenly fell upon the battlefield. I spat. These were cheap tricks they used when they were retreating. I couldn’t see that well and realized I was way too deep into the enemy lines. I stopped, whirled around and kicked the flanks of the horse.

“Faster!” I shouted.

But then, something sharp hit my back. I fell forward. I reached for the horse’s neck with my left hand and held on for dear life as I continued to ride.

“Help!” I tried to shout for help, but my voice was weak. I looked down and saw the point of an arrowhead protruding out from my belly. I had to get back to safety. A couple of my fellow soldiers saw what happened and quickly covered me as I rode back to safety.

My eyes flickered; I felt weak. Blood dribbled down my back and waist. I was about to faint. The nurses quickly helped me off the horse and helped me into the tent. I muttered something incomprehensible, and my vision steadily became blurrier. In the end, I fainted.

When I woke up, I rubbed my eyes. I was still breathing. The nurses had sewn my wound, and the pain was gone. I looked at them as if they were goddesses. I reached for each of their hands and kissed them.

“I’m glad you’re here,” I said, my comment making them blush, but they waved their hands dismissively and bowed down to me.

“You’re welcome,” one of the ladies replied, drawing in a deep breath. She was probably grateful to see me alive.

“How bad’s the wound?” I asked her.

“It was bad,” she replied, caressing my forehead, “but we have taken care of it.”

“How long have I been sleeping?”

“A day,” she replied.

I nodded and was grateful for the nurses. They reminded me of my mother as well, and when I looked at them, I saw Mom and knew what she went through. Her profession was heroic, and I would never ignore its importance.

They gave me some water, and I drank eagerly. I slowly recovered my strength and glanced out of the window. I wanted to get back to the battlefield. I wanted to fight on. A little scratch wouldn’t stop me. As the nurse saw where I was looking, she gently told me to rest for now.

“The lieutenants will come, and they want to have a word with you,” she said in her soothing voice. “You deserve some rest.”

“Okay,” I said. I leaned back and waited. It was painful. I was not the one who preferred to idle. I wanted to get back to the war; I wanted to contribute. I wanted to fight on. It felt bad to sit and do nothing.

I waited, and the wait was as painful as I imagined it to be. I couldn’t stop thinking of the battles. Eventually, the two lieutenants came. They greeted me with honorable handshakes and flattered me for my courage. They gave me the good news first. Our attack had been successful, and we’d pushed the enemy all the way to The Great River, and they’d also crossed it, retreating even further. They told me about our next offensive. We needed to cross the river. The task would be one of the most difficult yet. The dragons were busy on another front. A squad of angels could assist us, but there would hardly be enough to make a difference. The angels were also our allies. They weren’t as numerous, so they couldn’t send as many to war.

They told me that they wanted me to lead a squad. I listened to every word, and I knew The Great River well. It separated Anigava from Zinep. I was confident; I had a better plan than theirs, but I couldn’t do anything with just a handful of men.

“You want to give me a squad?” I said and looked them in their eyes. “After everything I’ve done?” My voice was serious, especially as I added the last sentence.

The lieutenants exchanged glances, and my answer caught them off guard. One of them swallowed hard before replying, “What do you suggest is reasonable?”

I cleared my throat. “Give me a brigade,” I told them firmly and went straight to the point. “I will lead our men over with little casualties, and I will secure our position over the river, guaranteed.”

They exchanged glances again. My confidence had partly won them over. “Tell me about your plan, and we will consider it,” they said.

I cleared my throat and said, “We will camp in front of the enemy and build bridges and build up a big enough force to fool them that we intend to cross at that spot. Zinep’s forces will believe that all of our troops are stationed there. But me and a smaller unit will take another path. The river is shallower farther up north. Some of us will sneak there and cross the river. We’ll sneak through the forest and end up in the enemy’s rear. While we are there, we will start a giant fire, signaling that we will attack them, and the main brigade, at the same time, will place down the bridges and cross. They will be met with confusion while we’re attacking them from a vulnerable place while at the same time attacking them with our main force.”

They listened to every word, and I knew my confidence had captivated them.

“We trust you, Darian,” one of the lieutenants said. “The men are yours.”

* * *

I woke up in the middle of the night, remembering every scene of the dream. Flora lay right in front of me, fully nude and fully beautiful. The moonlight lit up her auburn hair, and the light spilled over her sweet skin. I was fully erect, my cock nestled into the crack of her wonderful ass. I couldn’t resist the temptation to nuzzle my face into her silky hair as I held onto her hips. Even if she’d started giving me late-night massages, the interrupted sleep persisted, but I didn’t mind waking up to my nude, beautiful girl. In the moonlight, I could see the curve of her breasts, its gentle rise and fall with her breath. Not being able to resist, I stroked her boobs, running my hands up and down her soft orbs. Eventually, I pulled my hand back. Even if she was hard to resist, I didn’t want to wake her up. I just loved holding onto her, especially after waking up from these dreams.

I accepted that they would come and go. There wasn’t much I could do about them for now, but I hoped with time, they would fade away, and what would be left would only be the memory of the war. I could control them and play the scenes whenever I wanted to.

I decided to take a walk. Before leaving her, I leaned in, her warm, floral perfume filled my nose, and the softness of her skin against mine sent shivers down my spine. She sure was addictive. I kissed her neck and freed my cock from her warm ass.

I carefully made my way out of the bed. I put on my clothes and pulled the sheets up to her chin. I was about to leave her, but I couldn’t resist another kiss on her forehead. “Just going out for a little bit,” I murmured and hoped my whisper would reach her dreams.

I went outside and stuffed my hands in my pockets. Despite it being the peak of summer, there was a slight chill in the air. The sky was clear, and each star blinked in the night. I walked along the cobbled street, letting my mind wander freely. It didn’t take long till I started hearing someone playing an instrument. It sounded delicate and skillful, and the mysterious melody had already seized my curiosity. I continued to the source of the music and arrived in front of a little cottage. It was old. The paint was peeling off the sides. The window was broken, and the rusty gate hung open. I heard that it was a girl, and she was humming a beautiful melody as she played her instrument. I didn’t know much about instruments, so I didn’t know exactly what she was playing, but I was so intrigued that I wanted to find out.

I pushed the gate open. I made my way behind the cottage and to the garden, and there I saw a beautiful pink haired girl. She was holding what I believed to be a harp, and she stopped playing, a smile curving her lips. She put the harp aside and looked at me with a welcoming look.

I shook my head and realized I should’ve knocked first, but her music had captivated me at first, and now her beautiful looks mesmerized me. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just heard someone playing the most beautiful melody that I ever heard in my life. I wanted to see who was playing. I didn’t mean to disturb you or anything.”

She reached out to pat my arm, her smile brightening instead of fading. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice soothing and reassuring. It was clear that she wasn’t bothered by the situation at all. “You might as well accuse me of disturbing you with my melodies.”

“Your melodies are anything but disturbing,” I said, laughing.

She studied my face with her eyes narrowed. “Shouldn’t you be asleep?”

“I should be,” I replied. “But I find it a bit difficult to sleep nowadays.”

“So do I,” she said with a sigh.

“Do you mind some company during this lonely night?”

“Not at all,” she said, patting the wood log next to her.

I sat down. We didn’t speak at first. She reached for her harp and started playing again. It was so soothing; it calmed my mind and relaxed my heart. There wasn’t a worry in my mind as she kept playing. I watched her small fingers dance across the strings. She was an artist.

After she played the melody, she opened her eyes. “You owe me an explanation,” she said flirtatiously. “Why do you have trouble sleeping?”

“I think that’s fair,” I said. “Because you just played one of the most heavenly melodies to me.”

She giggled. “Gotcha.”

“Well,” I said, “it’s because of war trauma. I was a soldier, mostly in the frontline and witnessed every horrible thing you can witness. Even if it’s over, the war still haunts me.”

She looked at me with interest. “My father was also in the war,” she said, “but he died, unfortunately.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I told her and patted her hand. “Both my parents died as well.”

“I’m sorry,” she said and sympathized with my loss. “Where are you from?”

I told her the name of my village, and she told me hers.

“I think I’ve heard about you before. Are you here to take care of the repopulation?” she asked.

“Yes, I am,” I said. It seemed impossible to go anywhere without someone recognizing me. “What about you? How did you end up here?”

“This place was so hard hit; the property prices here plummeted, so I used most of my savings to buy this poor little cottage. Otherwise, I spend most of my time touring around, playing music on the streets. It’s tough these days since I have to help my mother and sister too.”

Surprised, I looked at her. Her words didn’t make much sense to me. “I would pay gold to hear you play for me,” I told her, making a pink color spread on her cheeks.

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said. “Most people like my music, but it’s just tough if that makes sense.”

I nodded and agreed with every word. “What’s your name?”

“Gabriella. And yours?”

“Darian,” I said, my words making her eyes light up again.

“Now, I know who you are,” she said. “You were given a special honor by the queen, is that correct?”

“That’s correct,” I said.

“How was it like meeting her?”

“An honor,” I said. “She’s stunning in every way imaginable.”

“Stunning?” she asked. “Do you find her pretty?”

“Pretty, gorgeous, beautiful … I can use every colorful word to describe her.”

“But she’s like forty,” she said, finding it interesting I found her attractive.

“So?” I said. “She looks like a goddess.”

“I see,” she said. “I guess there are a lot of attractive older women as well.”

“It sure is,” I said. “Do you always play music during the night?”

“Not always, but I’m also dealing with sleepless nights now and then,” she said with a sigh, “but it’s just because I think too much. When you’re lonely, you think a lot more. And I don’t have many to speak with since I’m mostly playing music. I’m a dreamer, in other words.”

“You’re also a talented musician,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said.

My eyelids started growing heavy, but I didn’t want to be rude, making her think that she was boring. “Do you know what,” I said, “come over tomorrow and play some music. I’ll generously pay you.”

A smile spread across her face. “At what time do you want me to be there?” she asked.

“After lunch,” I said, “because I am usually busy with breeding during the day.”

She tried to stifle a giggle at those words. “I understand,” she said. “I won’t disturb you then … A goodbye hug for now?”

I couldn’t resist a hug. We rose to our feet, and she fell into my arms, burying her head into my shoulder. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly and feeling the beat of her heart. “Sweet dreams,” she said when we broke the hug.

“You too,” I said.

She reached for her harp and started playing again as I slowly made my way back home. I didn’t want to leave her at all. I craved to have her next to me and to get to know her better. She was mysterious for now, and I wanted to reveal those mysteries.

As I made my way back, the music she was playing slowly faded. I slowed down, listening as much as I could till I reached back home. I carefully took off my clothes inside the bedroom, and Flora slowly opened her eyes. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just had to take a walk because I couldn’t fall asleep.”

“That’s fine,” she said, smiling sweetly.

I lay next to her, spooning her from the back and pulling her body closer to mine. I fell asleep.


Chapter 9

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes. Flora’s breasts were pressed against my right arm, and she squeezed my right hand. “Are you awake now?” Flora asked me.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “I’m sorry for waking you up last night.”

“It’s okay,” she reassured me.

“You’re so sweet,” I said, fondling her breasts a little bit.

“How was your walk?” she asked.

“Not bad, I met another girl who’s recently moved into a cottage,” I said.

“In the middle of the night?” she asked as if it didn’t make much sense.

“Yes,” I said. “She said that she also found it difficult to fall asleep now and then.”

“I see,” she said. “I guess there are many of us dealing with trauma these days.”

“You’re correct. I invited her over to play the harp for us after lunch.”

“How kind of you,” she said and turned around. A smile played on her face, and I pushed her auburn hair behind her ears, so I could see her better. “Is she pretty?”

“She sure is,” I said. “She has pink hair and purple mesmerizing eyes. She wore some makeup that just enhanced her beauty.” I stroked her ass and reached for her wet fruit. I didn’t only think of Gabriella but Isadora as well. I had reread her letter several times. It was the day after yesterday I’d sent her my letter, so hopefully I should get an answer in the coming days.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked.

“Isadora,” I said. “Her letter still warms my heart.”

“You can’t wait for another?” she asked, searching my gaze.

“It was just so cute the way she wrote it, but again I hope it won’t cause any trouble with her mother.”

“They’re quarreling either way,” Flora said. “They aren’t known for always getting along, but all of their disputes and quarrels always end up with hugs, kisses and apologies at the end.”

“That makes me smile,” I said. It sounded like typical family love.

Flora and I made our way out of the bed. We put on our clothes, and Flora started cooking for me.

She cracked eggs into a bowl and whisked them. She added chopped chives, diced tomatoes, shredded cheese and bacon bits. She poured the contents onto a hot pan and folded it into an omelet. The aroma of a delicious omelet filled the kitchen. It was one of her traditional breakfasts, and I loved it equally as much as everything else she cooked for me. We settled down, and I took the first bite of the creamy omelet. “It just gets better and better,” I flattered her.

“Thank you,” she said and took a bite. “I sometimes try to experiment with a little bit more of this or that.”

“I prefer it with lots of bacon,” I said. I was in love with the salty, fatty taste.

After we’d eaten, I dabbed a napkin to my lips. “You have five girls coming soon,” she said. “Do you think you can handle them before lunch?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said and gave her a look. “When has that ever been a problem?” I had already impregnated a hundred and fifty women. I sometimes did more than ten and sometimes a little bit less. Yesterday, I went for twelve women. Some of these ladies were getting impatient, begging me to fuck them. I had never felt such a high sex drive as well, so I welcomed them inside as they eagerly spread their beautiful legs for me. Most of the women here were at their peak of fertility. I enjoyed some older women now and then, especially when I wanted to see some bigger hips and breasts. Although there were some well-endowed young women here as well.

“You said we’ll have a guest over,” she reminded me.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “But it won’t take longer than two hours to have my way with them. I can do two at once.”

“Okay,” she said.

After Flora had taken the dishes, they knocked on the door. I rose and made my way there. “Hi,” a redhead said and waved her hand to me. I spoke to her yesterday when I told her that their turn would be tomorrow morning.

“Welcome,” I said, smiling at their figures and shapes. I welcomed them all inside. Flora showed them where to put their clothes and where they could rest. She also offered them something to drink. I looked at the redhead and also the brunette. The redhead’s name was Sasha, and the brunette’s name was Lydia. Sasha was a bit shorter than Lydia, and Lydia was taller. Sasha was a bit more talkative and eager to get going.

Sasha took my hand, stroking it intimately. “Can you take us to the bedroom?”

“I will,” I said. I flitted my eyes to Lydia. “Do you want to come with us, so we can do it together?”

Lydia happily nodded. “If that’s okay?” she asked us both.

“Of course,” Sasha said, her eyes lighting up. Sasha took Lydia’s hands. “We’ll have so much fun.”

I brought them with me to the impregnation room while their friends waited on the terrace.

I closed the door, and I studied them a bit better in peace. They were both slim and youthful-looking. From what I remembered yesterday, they had both just turned twenty and had grown up together. They didn’t live far from my farmhouse, so that was how we’d bumped into them. It was difficult to walk anywhere in the Fertile Valley without having a horny woman asking me when it was her turn. I had to tell them that I was doing my best and that their turn would eventually come.

Sasha wore a red skirt and a matching crop top, showcasing her toned tummy. The red clothing reminded me of Thalia, but then I remembered that she’d been an adult entertainer. “I love the red color,” I told her.

“Thank you,” Sasha said and twirled around, so her red hair fluttered. “It matches my hair.”

Lydia wore a white flowery skirt and a white top. She looked a bit shy as I drank her in. “Undress each other,” I told them, so we could start. “We can’t do this with our clothes on.”

“Okay,” they said and faced each other.

While they peeled each other’s clothes off, I took off my tunic and trousers. They unhooked their bra, which fell to the pile of clothes. Once they were fully nude, I gawked at them. Sasha’s breasts were round and full while Lydia’s were like the perfect teardrops. They were both recently shaved and right above their wet slits were just country miles of smooth flesh leading up to their tits. They both stared at my erection with clear hints of lust in their eyes.

I pulled them into both my arms, and I squeezed their butts simultaneously. They exchanged shy glances. “We’ve never been with a man before,” Lydia said, who seemed a bit shyer than Sasha.

“That’s fine,” I said. “Have you done a three-way kiss with the girls?”

“That we have,” Sasha said and nodded with her friend.

All three of us leaned in closer until our lips met. Our tongues danced together, exploring and intertwining. As we continued to kiss, their bodies pressed against mine, their breasts pushing and rubbing against each other. I felt a rush of ecstasy as I was sandwiched between these two gorgeous women, my fingers running through their hair and over their curves. It was a moment of bliss, and I never wanted it to end.

They reached my cock at the same time, stroking me lovingly. They wanted to get down, and so did I.

“It’s so hard,” Sasha said, drawing a circle on the tip. Lydia reached for the bottom of the shaft, competing for space. Sasha tried pulling it toward her hole while Lydia tugged at me in her direction.

I patted both their backs. “Let’s jump onto bed,” I said and didn’t want them to start a tug of war. We hopped onto the bed and made our way up to the pillows. They lingered at my legs, eyeing my erection as if they were cock-famished.

“What should we do with it?” Lydia asked.

“Take turns sucking me,” I said and leaned back as the impregnation process started. Sasha opened her mouth and pushed the tip of my cock inside her wet mouth. Closing her eyes as if she were dreaming, she bobbed her head back and forth. She came off with a gasp, licking her lips. Then it was Lydia’s turn who pushed her hair behind her ears and opened her mouth, trying to replicate her friend’s sucking. Her mouth enveloped me, the wet heat of her tongue teasing every inch. She pushed it deeper down her mouth until I could feel her gagging and my entire length was coated in her sweet saliva. She didn’t stop, determined to take me as deep as possible, even if it made her lips stretch and strain. She gagged, came off with a gasp and passed it onto Sasha.

“How far can you take it?” Lydia asked.

“Let’s see,” Sasha said. She opened her mouth and swallowed half of my meat. As I entered the back of her throat, she gagged like mad, covering my entire cock in her pearly spit. She pulled her head back while sealing her lips tightly. She came off with a reversed kiss but made sure to lick the crown of my erection, enjoying the taste of me. “Gosh, it’s so thick.”

“You sucked well,” Lydia said and couldn’t wait to slide my length into her mouth. While Lydia worshipfully licked my cock, Sasha crawled up to me. She reached my chin, so I faced her. She pressed her lips to mine while I could feel the softness of her breasts pressing against my chest. I couldn’t think of anything better than to tongue-kiss this beautiful girl while another was sucking me off. I caressed her smooth flesh and reached into her ass crack.

“Sit on top,” I said in a murmur.

Sasha followed my order without hesitation. She climbed on top of my face and lowered her pink, delicious fruit onto my mouth. I spread her butt cheeks, so she could come closer to my mouth. I lapped her lips, swiping my tongue back and forth till her honey spilled all over my face. She tasted sweeter than a fruit, and I pulled her closer to me. She started moaning, swiveling her hips over my face as her pleasure intensified and at the same time, I felt something hot, wet and tight envelope my cock. I realized it was Lydia trying to push my joystick into her sweet hole. I could feel her muscles tensing as she slowly engulfed me, inch by inch.

“Gosh, it’s a monster,” she said, struggling to push it inside her tight hole.

Sasha leaned forward but made sure her pussy was right over my mouth. She started licking and kissing the sides of Lydia’s pussy, loosening her up, so she could take me to her uncharted territory. “I can’t take it any deeper,” Lydia said but happily started riding me.

Sasha came off my face, which she had left drenched. My eyes settled on Lydia, who was bouncing on my lap, her breasts jiggling with each movement. Lydia smiled as if she were in heaven.

“Both of you, sit,” I said as the climax was building. I wanted to take them both before finishing it off. They lined up on all fours, their asses gleaming like the full moon. They inched their hips closer to each other till they touched. I started with Sasha, going between her legs and rubbing the head of my cock along her fertile folds. I pushed inside the head and then slid deeper and deeper. She gasped as I entered her. I held onto her ass while I pounded her hard. She moaned for every fuck, and when I pulled out, the climax was imminent. Then I went for Lydia, and since she’d already had me inside her, it was a bit easier to push it inside her, fucking her till our flesh smacked.

I moved back and forth between the two women, my hands gripping their hips tightly as I felt my arousal building for each fuck. As I reached my climax, my body grew hot and tense, and I released myself inside Sasha’s vagina, coloring it white and creamy. I quickly pulled out, shooting some of my pearly semen over Lydia’s back before I stuffed my erection into her pussy, shooting the remainder of my load inside her.

I sighed in relief as her walls hugged my shaft. They exchanged glances and kissed each other while I did everything to milk that heavenly climax. “How was that?” I asked them as I pulled out of Lydia, my cock coming out wet and sticky.

“I feel satiated,” Sasha said. “Your cream is so filling.”

“Me too,” Lydia said. They both cuddled up to me, and we talked for a little. Their vaginas glowed pink, and they’d successfully become pregnant.

I kissed them both on their lips. “Bring in Lida,” I told them. “She’s up next.”

They simultaneously pressed their lips to my cheeks and rose to their feet. My eyes lingered on them till they went outside and brought in the next girl.

* * *

With a loud grunt, I pushed all the way into Freya’s interior. It was the fifth climax of this day, and one of the most powerful ones yet. My body jolted as I let out a guttural groan. It felt like an explosion, starting at the crown of my cock and the aftershock coursed through me. I kept filling her womb with my seed, pumping out every drop. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of being taken by a man.

“Oh, it’s so nice,” she said as I slowly micro-fucked her.

I pulled out my erection, which was soaked. Cum dribbled out from her hole like a beautiful creampie. We caught our breaths, and I gave her a towel. I sure needed one as well. It was hot in here, and I sweated a lot after having fucked them hard.

“Oh, thank you,” she said, honored. She parted her pussy lips with her fingers and the pink glow spread like a mist. I drew in a deep breath and the scent reminded me of peaches.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Don’t you get tired from doing this all day long?” she asked, pushing her dark blonde hair behind her ears. When she smiled, her dimples deepened.

“Not at all,” I said, drinking in her beautiful nude body. “I’m in it for the long haul.”

She chuckled. “I bet. But I’m still surprised by your quick recovery. I’ve heard a man doesn’t want sex till at least a couple of hours afterward. You impregnated all five of us within an hour, I think.”

“It’s called being in good health,” I said, winking at her.

“I see that,” she said. I helped put her clothes back on. I placed her boobs in the cups and hooked the bra. I pulled her wet panties back onto her legs, admiring her fruit for the last time. I probably won’t see it till at least next year. “Any ideas on what to name her?” she asked.

“How do you know it will be a she?” I asked her.

“It’s usually a she,” she said with a smile.

“Arianna,” I said and it rolled right out of my tongue, and I loved the sound of it.

“That’s a sweet name,” she said, agreeing with me.

I opened the door, and the rest of her friends were waiting outside. At the doorstep, I hugged them all goodbye. I loved being surrounded by so many beautiful women, and they made sure to give me worshipful kisses, saying how grateful they were for being bred.

I closed the door, and it was time for a timeout. I sat down on the armchair, and Flora gave me a gentle shoulder massage. As her delicate fingers kneaded out the knots, she asked me, “How was the breeding?”

“Nice as usual,” I said and purred in response to her touch.

“You got a new letter,” she said.

I turned around so quickly that I caught her off guard. “From whom?”

She giggled. “From whom do you think?”

“Isadora?”

She slowly nodded. “It has the royal stamp, so it’s either from her or the queen.”

“Bring it,” I said.

She reached behind her back. “I already got it,” she said and placed it on my lap.

“I will wash the sheets in the meantime,” she said.

“That sure’s needed,” I said. They were soaked with sweat, musk and pussy juice. I opened the letter, which felt like slow motion. If it was from Isadora then it was surprisingly quick. I didn’t expect anything from her until at least tomorrow. Rereading the first letter she’d sent me was addictive. I wasn’t sure why it felt so good to read her letter, but it just did.

I recognized her handwriting straight away, and I melted upon reading the first line. “Dear Darian,” I said, the line made me smile, and I continued on to read it.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

I’m relieved that you can understand my handwriting. You’ve no idea how insecure I was when I wrote my first letter to you. I don’t think I’m a quick learner, but if I decide to do something, I can be stubborn. Right now, I want to learn how to write, and my motivation is that I can stay in touch with you. I wish you could have stayed in the city of Anigava a bit longer, but I understand the importance of the task my mother assigned you. We could have ridden together, gone for walks or played hide and seek. I hope you’re not too old for games.

You are one hundred percent cute. One hundred percent brave. And one hundred percent strong. If it doesn’t make sense, it’s because I’m writing with even more butterflies in my chest than earlier.

I need to give you a heads-up. The chestnut stallion has a thing for breeding as well, so I would be careful with providing him with mates, otherwise they’re just going to end up pregnant.

Can you describe the warmth you’re feeling? To me, it feels like love, but I don’t have much experience with it. My mom used to tell me that love could happen at first glance or that it could develop over time. I felt something very strong when I saw you for the first time, but I’m not sure if you’re feeling the same. Now though my mother tells me that I just met you and have to wait. It’s annoying, but I’ll keep in mind what you wrote. I know she loves me, but she also loves our kingdom. I’m not sure which one is most important to her though.

I find your loyalty to my mother … Very attractive. It’s a bit hard to explain as I write this. But if you would be there for her in a heartbeat, I assume you find her attractive, and you somehow might find me attractive. Does that make sense to you?

You wrote to me that you’re an only child. Do you also sometimes wish you had siblings to play with? Luckily, I have Elara, but I would love to have a brother or another sister. But it is what it is.

I know you mean every word you say. You take action, and I find that so attractive. But do you mean I’m sweet as honey or just cute? Either way, it warms my heart that you meant it.

I’m not sure what I meant with the peasant comment. I just sometimes wish my life was a bit different. I wish I could have come with you and Flora on that hike. I would love to go on an adventure, but sometimes I feel stuck inside these walls. If I go too far outside the kingdom, my mother wants me to bring guards with me. You’re the only guard I need. You’re strong enough to carry the world on one shoulder and me on the other.

Yours truly, Isadora Pinkbloom.

The ending warmed my heart. It must have been the loveliest thing I’d read in my life. I reread the last sentence several times. It made me chuckle, and it gave me butterflies. I didn’t waste any time. I reached for a paper, ink and quill.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

I was surprised when I received the letter from you. I didn’t expect it to come so quickly. I’ve reread your first letter numerous times. Every time I read it, it warms my heart, and the letter you sent me now did so as well.

I’ve been thinking a lot of you lately, wondering what you’re up to. I also regret that I didn’t spend more time in the city with you before leaving. I’m not sure about hide and seek, but to ride with you would be lovely. Eventually, I’ll come for a visit.

You’re the first girl who’s ever called me cute. I’ve been called strong and brave but not cute. Every word you write to me makes sense, and I noticed that your handwriting is improving.

Well, I’m not going to lie. It does feel like love, and you shouldn’t doubt your mother’s wisdom regarding relationships. She’s right. Sometimes it does happen at first glance and sometimes it takes time to develop. The very first time I saw you, I couldn’t look away, and I couldn’t stop thinking of you. That rarely happens in my life, and I felt something very strong. It wasn’t just your beauty but something else I can’t point out exactly. You caught my eye, plain and simple, and once I saw you, I didn’t want to look away.

You can’t compare a kingdom with a human being. You are different. She loves you and the kingdom uniquely, but I don’t believe there’s a human out there she loves more than you.

It’s because your mother is truly attractive in every sense possible. She’s a strong, beautiful woman, and without her, we might have not been alive. I’ll do anything for her. And you sure have inherited her beauty.

I was supposed to have siblings, but three of them died when they were young because of diseases. I’m the only survivor. I had plenty of friends to play with, so I’ve never thought too much of having siblings. Although, I know my parents would have loved to have more children.

Sweet as honey or just cute? I mean both.

You’re still young. I’m sure we’ll find an opportunity to do something together. You won’t need to bring guards either. You’ll be safe with me … right on top of my shoulder.

I reread the last line and thought it was the perfect ending.

Yours truly, Darian Sunblade.

I put the letter down and slipped it into the envelope, licking the glue. I turned my attention to Isadora’s letter. Lifting it to my eyes, I reread it, and every sentence warmed my heart. I was glad she had written back to me so quickly; it made me suspect it had been her priority. I thought over the line where she wished we spent more time together. I nodded in agreement, wishing we had taken the opportunity to do something together while I was there. I knew I would return, and hopefully, we would find time to either ride together or go out for a walk.

“Flora?” I asked her.

“I’m outside,” she said.

I stepped out to the terrace, and she was in the process of hanging the sheets. “I’ll go send this letter.”

“Of utmost importance,” she said with a friendly smile.

“Since she was so quick,” I said. “I owe her one.”

I headed outside and went to the post office. It was right next to the town hall. A couple of tradeswomen sitting in a carriage looked at me. “Look, there’s our breeder,” the young woman said, kissing her hand and blowing it to me.

“When is it our turn?” her friend asked me.

“Soon,” I said.

“Will you kiss us back?” the other one asked flirtatiously.

I kissed my hand and blew it to her. They had a giggle fit as they rode on. Some of the girls here were desperate. I entered the post office, and I saw another woman who I hadn’t seen earlier. “Hello,” I said. “I have a letter to Anigava.”

“Darian?” she said, her eyes sparkling.

“Yup,” I said and wrote down the name and address.

“You impregnated my daughter the other day,” she said as if it meant the world to her.

I studied her turquoise hair and matching eyes. “Valeria?”

“You have keen eyes,” she said with a hand over her heart.

“Nah,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s just you who aren’t aging.”

She blushed like a tulip. “You are just as charming as they say.”

I chuckled, not sure how to respond to that. “Well, thank you. It was nice meeting you.”

“The pleasure is all mine,” the post lady said with a small bow.

I handed her the letter and also an ounce of silver. It didn’t cost so much, but I was feeling good today. “Keep the change.”

“You’re a blessing,” she said.

As I walked out of the post office, I couldn’t help but think about Isadora’s words. The fact that she wished we had spent more time together during my visit made me feel guilty. But at least we had agreed to make an effort to spend time together when I returned.

I made my way back to our house, where Flora was finishing up hanging the sheets on the clothesline. “Did you send your letter?” She asked with a smile.

“Yep,” I replied, joining her on the terrace. “The post lady recognized me. I bred her daughter recently.”

“I bet she was into you too,” Flora said with a wink.

“Who knew that being a breeder would make me so popular among the ladies?”

Flora laughed. “Well, you are quite desirable.”

I rolled my eyes playfully. “Please don’t add fuel to their fire.”

“It’s not my fault you’re handsome and charming,” Flora teased. “Plus being a revered war veteran on top of it. You have yourself to blame for adding fuel to our fire.”

“I yield,” I said with a smile.

“I’m getting way ahead,” she said and sat down with me. “Who sent you the letter?”

“Who do you think?”

“Isadora?”

“You nailed it,” I said. “She wrote me the sweetest letter.”

“How cute,” Flora said and smiled. “Was it a love letter?”

“Of course,” I said, “but it was even better than the last one.”

“I think she’s developing strong feelings for you,” Flora said.

“It seems like it,” I said. “I’m not of royal blood though, there must be other attractive guys at Anigava.”

“There are,” she said, “but not many of them are appealing, and not many of them are as attractive as you are.”

“Right,” I said. I hadn’t seen many guys there, to tell the truth. There was also the male shortage that I was currently working on.

Flora’s soft hands glided across my shoulders, kneading out the knots and leaving me purring. She leaned in close, pressing her lips to my neck and each kiss sent a shiver down my spine. She was the embodiment of femininity. “Should I make something to eat before Gabriella comes?”

“Sure,” I said even if I could let her massage me for the rest of my life. “What will you make?”

“Avocado burgers,” she said. As Flora donned an apron and started on the burgers, the scent of sizzling burger patties filled the air. I still couldn’t get Isadora’s words out of my head while at the same time, I thought of Gabriella’s music.

Flora plated the avocado burgers, and we dug in. They were warm, savory, creamy and filled with flavors. “These are divine,” I said.

“Glad you like them,” she replied and nibbled on her burger.

After I’d devoured three of them, I looked skyward and started thinking again.

“What are you thinking of?” Flora asked, which she usually did whenever I was lost in thought.

“Gabriella and Isadora. I don’t know why, but I can’t stop thinking of them.”

“It’s obvious you have feelings for them.”

“I know,” I said, “but I’ve just met them.”

“And?” Flora said, “You just met me, after all.”

We exchanged smiles. “Although I’ve been closer to you for the past weeks.”

“True,” Flora said, taking another bite. When we were finished, she took the dishes and then we waited for Gabriella to show up.

“Is it okay if I go and check on her?”

“Sure,” Flora said. “We have some strawberries from Marie we can eat with her.”

“That will be lovely.”

As I pushed open the door, a wave of warm air and sunshine hit my face. The cobblestone street glistened in the sunlight as I made my way to Gabriella’s small cottage. Once I came there, I was again reminded of her poor living conditions, and it was even more evident in the daytime than it was last night. I thought she deserved better. When I was about to open the rusty gate, she swung open the door with a joyful smile on her face. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug.

“Hi,” she said, her voice filled with happiness.

“Hi,” I replied. It must have been one of the warmest embraces of my life. I was hit with the scent of freshly bloomed flowers, wondering if she’d recently picked some.

She broke the hug to look at me, and I saw her pretty smile again, her purple eyes, her pink, beautiful hair that flowed down her back. She had painted her lips red and wore some additional makeup. She was gorgeous, even more beautiful in daylight than in moonlight.

“Wow,” I said. “You’re more stunning than what I remembered you to be.”

She giggled. “Thank you,” she said.

“I came over since I was afraid that you’d forgotten our date,” I said.

“Oh,” Gabriella said, “how sweet of you. I didn’t forget it. I was picking some flowers I wanted to give to my sick mother later, but I’m ready to come now.”

I took her hand and led her back to my home. “Flora is waiting for you,” I said.

“Is she one of your lovers?” Gabriella asked with hints of curiosity.

“We are bonded,” I told her.

Gabriella’s lips curved in a smile. “Oh, she must be a beautiful woman if she has won the heart of such a strong man like you,” Gabriella said.

“You’re right,” I said. “She’s a sweetheart.”

I opened the gate, and her mouth opened at the farmhouse. “So you live here … When I passed by this house, my jaw dropped. It looks so spacious and luxurious.”

“There’s plenty of room for you,” I said and made her feel welcome. I took her inside, and we made our way out to the terrace. Flora jumped to her feet when she saw Gabriella. I introduced them to each other. “Gabriella, this is Flora. Flora, Gabriella.”

Gabriella didn’t shake hands but opened her arms to give Flora a bear hug. They fell into each other’s arms, so their tits collided and mashed. The women were quite intimate these days. Most of them had to be while waiting for a man to take them.

“Wow,” Flora said, and her eyes swept over Gabriella. “You look stunning.”

Gabriella wore a white silky dress with some patches. Gabriella’s eyes swept over Flora as well. “You also look stunning,” Gabriella said. “Your hair color is one of the rarest.”

Flora blushed, her cheeks matching the color of her hair. “Thank you … I appreciate compliments.”

“We all do,” Gabriella said.

“Do you like strawberries?” Flora asked her.

Gabriella shook her head. “I don’t like them—I love them.”

“Wait here,” Flora said.

I took Gabriella’s hand and sat down with her.

Flora arrived with a basket of strawberries and placed it on the table. “Do you want some cream?” Flora offered her.

“That’s the best combo,” Gabriella said, her smile just widening.

We made her feel welcome as Flora came over with three bowls and a cup of cream. Flora sliced the strawberries for us, and Gabriella started talking about our night yesterday. “I hope you slept well,” Gabriella said.

“After I went to bed, I did,” I said. “I couldn’t stop thinking of you, though.”

“That’s cute,” Gabriella said. “I couldn’t stop thinking of you either. In fact, I spent the entire morning practicing the harp. I don’t want to do anything foolish while I play for you.”

“Oh,” I said and smiled at her. “The melody you played yesterday was so hypnotic.”

“When I play, I just let go and play … kind of like a child. I have taken notes of a couple of my melodies, but most of them I’m just playing what my heart tells me to play.”

“It makes it even more beautiful,” I said.

As we bit into the strawberries, they burst with a sweet juice that mixed perfectly with the cream. Marie sure had the most delicious strawberries in her garden.

Gabriella wiped the pink juices from her chin which trickled down her dress and her cleavage. I glanced at her chest, and her breasts looked young and beautiful like a freshly grown fruit.

We spoke a bit more about various subjects. Gabriella was curious how I had met Flora. Her eyes widened when Flora told her that she’d been the queen’s maid. “You must know a lot of people in Anigava,” Gabriella said, hinting that she wanted to hear some gossip.

Flora shook her head. “Not really. We weren’t allowed to gossip, and I took my job seriously. That’s how I ended up becoming one of the queen’s most favorite maids after all.”

“But how did you end up with Darian?” Gabriella asked, intrigued.

Flora and I exchanged glances, and I gave her the honor to explain it to Gabriella. “Well,” Flora said, “the queen wanted Darian to have the best maid to take care of him. He was wounded and tired after the war, so I had the honor to tend to him.”

“I appreciate everything she’s done for me,” I said. Flora and I shared a smile. It had been easy to fall in love with her, especially after everything she’d done for me: her kind deeds and love.

“That’s so cute,” Gabriella said. “It’s something out of a romance … You two are like characters from a novel, destined to be together.”

I chuckled, feeling a warmth spread through me at Gabriella’s words. “I suppose,” I admitted. “But it’s real, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Flora reached me, intertwining her fingers with mine. “Me neither,” she said softly, her smile radiant. “And there’s room for more.”

Gabriella lowered her eyes, and it seemed that she didn’t want to move too quickly. Gabriella told her about her past and how she fell in love with music at a young age. “My father gave me the flute when I was like six years old. I can barely remember it, but I played it till I was ten along with the piano. After that, I fell in love with the harp.”

“My father gave me weapons when I was around that age,” I said.

Gabriella stifled a chuckle. “Explains your strength.”

“Explains your musical talent.”

“Touché,” she said. “But all is not well. My mother is currently sick, and my little sister is only sixteen years old. It’s difficult to take care of Mom since I don’t make that much playing music. It’s not only the medicine that’s costly but food too.”

I admired how she was taking care of her family, but she deserved better, especially from what I heard yesterday.

“I also have a sister,” Flora said. “She taught me cooking.”

“That’s lovely,” Gabriella said. “How’s the impregnation going?”

“It’s going fine,” I said. “I’ve bred more than two hundred women. It’s a bit overwhelming. A lot of women want to throw themselves at my feet. I can impregnate three or four women at the same time, but it’s a bit difficult to do more than that.”

“Three or four?” Gabriella asked as if I were an alien.

“Yes,” I said.

“You must have impressive endurance,” Gabriella said, admiring me.

“When the ladies are as beautiful as they are, it’s not like I can’t resist,” I told her.

“It goes the other way,” Gabriella reminded me.

“I know,” I said and chuckled.

We became curious about her musical skills after we’d chatted and eaten strawberries. “Show us what you got,” I said. “Share some of your lovely tunes that you played yesterday.”

“Will do.” Gabriella took the harp from her back and smiled as she ran her finger on the strings. The melody was soft and heavenly. She closed her eyes, and it was like foreplay as her fingers slowly ran down the strings. Again, I felt the hypnotism, her music captivating me. She curled her hand around the harp and played with her free hand. She lost herself in the music, and she started playing for real, letting go of the foreplay.

Flora inched her hips closer to mine and leaned back as we listened to the music. It was so beautiful. It was so different from what I heard yesterday. Last night, the music had been calm and serene, blending in with the night. Now it was vigorous and vivid like children playing in the daytime.

She opened her eyes and looked around as her fingers danced across the strings. The notes mingled perfectly with the sunny weather.

When she was done, she opened her eyes and looked at us. She was passionate, and she loved what she was doing. We gave her a standing ovation. “Thank you,” Gabriella said, bowing down.

Flora handed her a rose. “Wow, that was so pretty.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Gabriella said and smelled the rose.

“That was magical,” I said, “did you come up with that on the spot?”

Gabriella nodded. “I looked around and drew in the scenery, and somehow it just inspired me.”

“That’s so poetic,” I said.

“I like to write too,” Gabriella said, “It’s something different from music but still in the same category. But sometimes the music of nature is the best—the wheat rustling, the wind blowing, the birds twittering, and sometimes sprinkling some tunes on top of it is the absolute best combination.”

I realized what she was talking about. “It was exactly what you did right now.”

“Can you play another?” Flora asked.

“Of course,” Gabriella said. “That’s what I’m here for.” Gabriella drew in a deep breath, and she gently started playing again. It was exactly where she left off from the last melody, reminding me of an endless river. I heard the birds singing in the background, and I heard the wind blowing. Gabriella’s melody blended perfectly with everything around us. Again, it was magical. It wasn’t just the music, but her looks. I wanted her to become my second bonded girl. She would integrate well in this household.

When she was finished, we gave her another standing ovation. Gabriella put the harp aside and bowed down to us. “Thank you, thank you,” she said, honored.

“I have never heard something as beautiful as that in my life,” Flora said.

“I agree,” I said.

“I’m glad you liked it,” Gabriella said. “That’s why I love playing for other people, hearing them say nice things.”

“Are you growing hungry?” Flora asked her.

“A little,” Gabriella said.

“Do you want to eat dinner with us?” Flora asked.

“That would be nice … Do you need a helping hand?”

“That would be so much fun,” Flora said, her eyes widening. “Darian doesn’t like cooking.”

“It’s not my cup of tea,” I said and looked at Gabriella. “Make sure you put on an apron. You don’t want to spill on that beautiful dress.”

“We have plenty,” Flora said, taking Gabriella’s hand and leading her into the kitchen. While they were cooking dinner, I kept thinking of Gabriella’s music. The music made me think of so many things, and eventually, it made me think of Isadora. I wondered what she was up to. I wondered if she was still practicing to write, and I wondered if she was thinking about me.

Flora and Gabriella moved about in the kitchen, their laughter filling the air as they gathered ingredients for the stew. They chopped vegetables and cut the meat, dumping everything in the pot. They couldn’t stop talking to each other, and I was glad they got along.

Finally, after what seemed like hours of laughter and chatter, the stew was ready. They set the table, and we sat around the table as the sun dipped lower. The day sure had passed quickly.

“What do you think?” Flora asked, nudging me with her elbow.

I tasted it again. The meat was so tender it melted in my mouth. “It’s delicious,” I said.

“I’m glad you like it,” she said. “It was made with laughter and love.”

“Laughter?”

Flora nodded. “Yep, laughter. You know, they say food tastes better when it’s made with love? Well, I think laughter adds a special flavor too.”

“I think you’re onto something there,” I said, savoring another bite of the tender meat. “Your laughter must be the secret ingredient.”

When we were finished, the ladies took the dishes. Then we settled down, enjoying the evening. We convinced Gabriella to play another song for us before leaving, and this time she did something unique. She used a magic spell to lift her harp, and the harp hovered over the fire. With her hands, she played an invisible harp, and I flitted my eyes back and forth between the harp and her fingers. The harp was playing while her fingers moved. I was flabbergasted, and so was Flora. I’d seen a lot of magic, especially on the battlefield, but hadn’t seen much when it was used for entertainment. The mages at the victory ceremony were a magical moment, but having Gabriella perform in front of us was equally as magical.

And then she made the harp flow back to her hands, and she continued, lighter and lighter, till the song was finally over.

We applauded her again.

“That was amazing,” I said.

“Thank you,” Gabriella said. “I would love to stay longer. I had the time of my life, but I don’t want to miss the carriage. It’s leaving soon.”

“It’s okay,” I told Gabriella. “Family is important.”

“I hope we can do something when I get back though,” she said.

“Of course,” I said. “Personally, I can’t wait.”

“Me neither,” Flora said and gave Gabriella an intimate hug at the doorstep. “It was so fun cooking with you.”

“I know,” Gabriella said. “It’s not fun being alone in the kitchen.”

“We should make something sweet when you come back.”

“Something with strawberries,” Gabriella added.

As I stood on the threshold, I retrieved several pounds of gold from my bag. I placed them gently into Gabriella’s open palm, watching as her eyes widened in surprise. “Don’t you think this is a bit too generous?” Gabriella asked.

I closed her hands around the gold, knowing it was the least I could do for her. “It isn’t. The music meant more to me. I’m ripping you off in other words,” I said jokingly.

Gabriella just smiled, “Thank you,” she said. “I have had a hard time buying medicine for my mother. It’s difficult to make ends meet.”

“I’m glad I could help. Get something for yourself as well, and please, take care of your mother. Mothers hold the dearest place in our hearts.”

Gabriella’s lips slid into a smile. “I know,” she said. She opened her arms and enveloped me in a hug. As we lingered in the hug, I felt her breasts mash against my chest. My hands roamed freely over her back. She was so warm and so delicate. I didn’t want her to leave.

Breaking the hug, she reluctantly went outside. She turned around at the last second. “I’ll be back in a couple of days,” she said. “When I come back, will you still have time to do something?”

“Of course,” I said. “I spend most of my days breeding, but I will still have time for you.”

“Okay,” Gabriella said, waving at me.

“Have a safe trip.”

“Thanks,” she said and turned around, hurrying back to her cottage, so she would make the carriage.

Flora and I sat outside and looked at all the stars in the sky. Flora played with my hair for a moment.

“Gosh, that was one beautiful girl,” she said.

“She’s stunning. I know,” I said.

“I wish she could have slept over,” Flora said.

“She will eventually,” I said, leaning back and resting.

“Can we watch the stars for a little before going to sleep?”

“Sure,” I said and softly pulled her closer to me. We aimed our gazes skyward while holding onto each other. She brought a blanket as it started growing cooler. The noises outside slowly died as it was getting late. I didn’t mind. It was such a beautiful moment stargazing with her.

“You aren’t falling asleep?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Nope,” she said. “The stars are so mysterious … kind of like you know and then.”

I chuckled. “If you say so.”

We talked for a little bit more. It was a couple of hours ago since Gabriella had left, and I hoped she had a safe journey. I was looking forward to sleeping with Flora. I always did. Despite having impregnated several girls a day, I wanted my lover at the end of the day.

“Can I massage you before bedtime?” she asked, a smile spreading on her lips.

“Of course,” I said. “Your touch is divine.”

“Has it helped your sleep?”

I still had dreams about the war, but I craved her seductive touch nonetheless. “It doesn’t matter. I love the way you touch me.”

Suddenly, I heard some strange noises, which were followed by someone shouting.

“Help! Help!”

My eyes suddenly widened when I understood it was urgent.

“It sounds like the mayor,” Flora said, an alarm spreading to her as well.

“Wait here,” I said. I quickly ran outside. Flora was right. By the town hall, there were two hooded men armed with bows and arrows. They were in the process of breaking the windows. One of them smashed the window with a sledgehammer and tried to get in while the other one covered him.

“Help!” Felicia shouted again.

I quickly selected my quiver and bow. Quickly, I fired at the one trying to enter through the window. I struck him right in the back, and he fell forward with a loud gasp. The other assassin suddenly turned around. Facing me, he lifted his shield. My arrows struck the shield in the middle. I fired at him harder, seeing him wobble. He jumped aside, ran toward his horse and jumped on top. I aimed again and let go. The arrow whistled in the air, but he rode so quickly that he dodged it. I was about to load my bow again, but smoke rose behind him as he cast a spell. I coughed and would not give up without a proper fight.

Flora ran toward me, shaking like a leaf. I took her hands and told her firmly, “Please go check on Felicia … she’s somewhere inside.”

“Oh God, what happened?” she said.

“Assassins.”

I whistled, and the chestnut stallion jumped over the gate and rode to me. As he reached me, he reared up on his hind legs, eager to be ridden. I quickly swung my leg over his back and mounted him. With a gentle kick of my heels, we sped toward the assassin, his hooves pounding like drums. We rode through the smoke, not letting it intimidate us. It gave me flashbacks from when I was in the war and skilfully navigated through the dense smoke, which was one of the most common spells used in the war. It wasn’t difficult. I’d done this several times before. I tightly gripped the reins. The chestnut stallion rode quicker. We leaped over jagged rocks and traversed through the hills. The wind whipped through my hair and adrenaline surged.

When we rode past the smoke, I saw the dust rising behind the riding assassin. He had gotten far, but I knew I could catch up to him. As we came closer to our target, I reached behind my back and fetched an arrow. Its smooth feathers tickled my palm as I nocked it onto my bowstring. Squinting through one eye, I aimed in the dim moonlight. As I drew back the string, memories of the bloody war flooded my mind, steadying my nerves. I fired the arrow. The assassin turned around, raising the shield. The shot was so powerful that I heard the dull thud of flint against wood despite the drumming hooves. I fired again, and he again defended himself, the arrow striking in the middle of the shield.

I cursed as he took an abrupt turn, jumping over the stream. I urged my horse forward, the stream not deterring me. I jumped and landed on the other side with a great splash. We galloped forward. He glanced over his shoulder, and I saw fear spreading over his face. I reached for another arrow, nocking it onto the string. I pulled it as hard as I could, fired and struck him right in the leg. He grunted, and the arrow pierced through his flesh and wounded his horse. The horse neighed and rode slower. I unselected the bow and arrow and quickly selected my sword that materialized in my hand. I curled my fingers around the hilt. In a flash second, I realized how much I’d missed it. I caught up on him, and panic spread on his pale face. He extended his hand to me and cast a push spell. I quickly rode to the right, feeling the force flying past me.

He shouted something in an incomprehensible language; however, it became clear that he hailed from Zinep. I recognized those words, but soon he wouldn’t speak anymore. I was closing in on him as his horse grew tired, blood dribbling down his thigh. When the timing was right, I drove my sword deep into his back. He gasped, and then I yanked it out, pulling out a spray of blood with me. He toppled off the horse and landed with a great thump.

The horse continued to ride on but wouldn’t get far with that wound. I pulled the reins, but the horse reared on his hind legs right over the assassin, showing dominance. Once his hooves hit the ground, I looked at the groaning, dying man. I dismounted and slowly walked up to him. While I stooped over him, he drew his last breath. I spat to the side. He was skilled. I would give him that. I glanced at the stream and considered dumping him somewhere. But then I thought that the queen probably wanted to see the body. I remembered she had written there was an assassination attempt on her brother and had warned me to be careful. She could sometimes predict things incredibly well.

My horse came to me and gave me a nudge with her nose. I patted his head. “I’m fine,” I said. He pointed his nose at the dead man. “He’s dead, but I need to bring him back.” The chestnut stallion neighed. It sure was life in him. “Give me a second,” I said.

I removed the assassin’s trousers and used them to bandage his wound, ensuring that my horse wouldn’t be stained with blood. With some effort, I hoisted the lifeless body onto my horse’s back and secured it so it wouldn’t fall. Mounting the chestnut stallion, I quietly rode back to the Fertile Valley.

The guards, Felicia and Flora surrounded the dead assassin whom I’d killed earlier. When they saw me riding, Flora quickly ran to me. “Oh my gosh,” she said. “Are you ok?”

“I’m fine,” I said. “How’s Felicia?”

“She’s fine,” Flora said with clear hints of distress. “I can’t believe they tried to kill her.”

“Me neither,” I said, wondering if this was the calm before the storm.

I dismounted and Felicia quickly ran to me and threw her arms around my neck. “Oh thank goodness, thank you, Darian,” she said.

“Are you all right?” I asked her and patted her back, breaking the hug, so I could look into her eyes.

“Thanks to you, I am,” she said, gratefulness shining in her eyes. “Did you get the other one?”

I nodded my head at the chestnut stallion. “He’s right there,” I said. I motioned them to come with me. I tied the dead assassin off the horse and then dumped him next to his friend. We shared a silent moment.

“Do you have an idea where they’re from?” Felicia asked me.

I nodded slowly. “I recognized a few words when he shouted. I’m pretty certain it was Zinep’s dialect.”

Felicia’s face darkened, which spread to the guards. “This might be the beginning of something,” she said.

“We don’t know yet,” I said and doubted it. “It’ll be ridiculous of them to start a new conflict. These might just be surviving soldiers that are resentful that they are defeated.”

Felicia nodded and listened to my words. “I hope you’re right.”

I looked at the guards, noticing they were all women. “They didn’t hurt any of you?” I asked them.

They shook their heads. One of the guards cleared her throat. “I spotted them breaking through the gate of our town. I awoke the rest of the guards as quickly as possible. Unfortunately, they did manage to kill some of our guards. I fear they would have gotten more of us if it hadn’t been for you.”

“I know they were skilled,” I said. “One of them made an impressive jump over a stream while dodging my arrows with ease. He also used magic spells.”

Felicia smiled at my direction and I was glad to see her smile. “Skilled?” she said playfully. “They’re dead. You are skilled.”

Her smile was infectious. “I am more skilled,” I said, “but these assassins had experience in warfare. That’s clear as day.”

Felicia obviously didn’t like speaking positively about them, but I had been taught to never underestimate our enemies. “Either way, I have to send them to the queen.”

“Can you take care of that by yourself?”

She nodded. “If you can help me carry the bodies away from the middle of the street.”

“Will do,” I said and selected my power gauntlets, piling them up on my hands and dumping them inside the town hall. Felicia told her servants to find body bags for them.

“We’ll try to go to bed now,” I told Felicia and exchanged glances with Flora who looked tired as well.

“That’s fine … Another hug?”

I couldn’t resist her, opening my arms and hugging her dearly. She held the hug longer than I expected, whispering a thank you as she appreciated what I had done. “You’re welcome,” I said and patted her back.

I took Flora’s hand as we went back home with our chestnut stallion on our heels. The night was eerily quiet. The encounter with the assassins had left a lingering tension in the air.

As we walked through the dimly lit streets, Flora suddenly stopped and turned to me, her eyes searching mine for answers. “Do you think they were acting alone?” she asked softly.

“It’s hard to say,” I replied honestly. “Although I’m leaning toward it being just a random act of revenge.”

Flora nodded. “What do you think their end goal is? Why target Felicia and our town?”

I sighed heavily. “Terrorism … They are bitter that they’ve been defeated.”

“What a bunch of cowards,” she said.

“Indeed,” I said. I opened the gate and let the horse ride to the pasture. I opened the door for Flora, and we both stepped inside. “Let’s try to get some sleep, okay?”

“Do you still want a massage?” she asked. “I’m going to find it difficult to sleep after all, and I think you deserve one.”

“Alright,” I yielded and couldn’t resist one.

Flora guided me to the massage table and gestured for me to lie down. I took off my clothes till I was fully nude. She disappeared briefly, returning with a small bottle of scented oil in her hand. “This should help you relax,” she said softly as she poured oil onto her hands, rubbing them together before placing her hands on my shoulders.

As her skilled fingers worked knots and tension out of my muscles, I couldn’t help but let out a sigh. Flora’s touch was gentle yet firm, easing away the stress of the night’s events.

I closed my eyes, letting myself drift into the moment, feeling the soothing sensation of her hands moving across my back. The scent of the oil filled the air, calming my senses and allowing me to finally start to unwind.

After what felt like an eternity in paradise, Flora’s hands stilled, and she leaned in close to whisper in my ear, “How do you feel now?”

I opened my eyes and purred. “That’s lovely, thank you,” I said.

“Do you think we can have sex?” she asked shyly. “You really turned me on.”

I turned to her and saw the arousal in her eyes. I could understand why she wanted closeness and intimacy now. “Because of that lovely massage, I owe you one,” I said. I extended my hand to her. “Help me up, and let’s go upstairs.”

Flora took my hand with a playful smile and helped me up from the massage table. We made our way upstairs to our bedroom, the tension from the night gradually melting away with each step. Once inside, I closed the door behind us, enveloping us in a sense of privacy and intimacy.

Without a word, Flora closed the distance between us, her hands reaching for my skin as she pulled me into a deep and warm kiss. The events of the night had stirred something primal within us, a need for closeness in the face of danger.

While I was fully nude, my cock pressed against her clothing, and while I kissed her, I wanted to come closer to her, skin-to-skin. I tugged at her dress, and we broke the kiss. She pulled the dress over her head and dumped it onto the floor, quickly unhooking her bra so it fell to her feet. We moved closer to the bed, and I fell on top of it. I pulled down her panties, sliding them down her legs till I exposed her dripping slit.

Lying on top of her, I entered her. She’d never been this wet before, and desire shined in her eyes as I thrust myself into her. She wrapped her legs and arms around me, holding onto me dearly as I kept rapidly fucking her. Her breathing deepened as her breasts bounced right below me. And after a couple of more thrusts, I emptied myself inside her. Her pussy tightened around my length, and she released a moan as she slumped back.

“Oh thank you,” she said in a lowered voice.

“Goodnight,” I told her, and she wished me goodnight back. I lay down next to her and pulled her body closer to mine, drifting off to sleep after such a long night.


Chapter 10

Aurora

Iopened the envelope and the letter fell out onto the desk. I drew in a deep breath when I saw the stamp. It was from Selppin. I reached for it and slowly read it. King Fyodor gave his condolences for the assassination attempt and wrote that we would always have his support. He also wrote that his son, Eldric, wanted to see Isadora. I swallowed hard and continued to read. I noticed the impatient tone and knew I couldn’t write something vague back. I had to give them a direct answer. Either Isadora wanted to see him or she didn’t. I couldn’t play around this one. I had to talk with her and that as soon as possible.

We had recently been doing some makeup together, and we had a blast doing so. It reminded me of when she was young, and we would spend more time together.

I could tell that she enjoyed every second of it since she became so playful. I found it cute that she wanted me to teach her to be more elegant, but she still walked around the castle without any makeup. It made me a bit suspicious, but I was glad we were getting along because the past weeks had been ugly. I also noticed that she seemed happier for one reason or another. I wasn’t sure why, but she seemed to be in love, but I didn’t know who. I found it hard to believe it was Eldric when she didn’t want to stay in touch with him.

She had also just gotten home from Charlotte, telling me briefly how much fun they had. I was glad she got in touch with her childhood friends, although I had been a bit nervous about letting her go there. At the same time, I was dealing with a dilemma that she was an adult. I couldn’t really forbid her to go anywhere.

Eric was healing from his wound, and he was up and running. We had made some arrangements regarding the guards, and I was grateful it only led to a wound and nothing more severe. They wouldn’t get away with something like that again, and if there would be a next time, we would get them.

I put the letter aside. I rose from my chair and made my way to Isadora’s room. We had planned to do some makeup together this morning as well. I knocked on her door and slowly opened it, peeking inside as she was sitting in front of her desk with a quill in her hand. She quickly dipped it back into the ink and moved a blank sheet of paper aside, so I couldn’t see it.

“What are you doing?” I asked her. Her eyes widened, and I noticed the gentle rise and fall of her chest, very noticeable under the fabric of her blue dress.

“Mom, you should knock before storming in,” she said with annoyance in her voice.

“I didn’t storm in,” I said and was about to laugh at her response.

“Yes, you did,” she said firmly.

“You were so caught up in whatever you were doing that you didn’t even hear me.”

“You could have at least knocked.”

“I did,” I said, giving her a look. I realized it was futile to argue back and forth. “I just stopped by to remind you that it’s makeup time. If you’re still interested.”

“I am,” she said, her eyes lighting up.

A smile slid on my lips. “Meet me in my bedroom, okay?” I said.

“Okay, just give me a minute.”

“Sure, darling,” I said, slowly closing the door.

I went back to my room and couldn’t stop thinking about how strange she acted. She was writing something, but I didn’t see any reason why she would hide that. I shrugged and told myself it wasn’t my business, but as a mother, I was curious what she was up to. I wanted her best after all. I went into my bathroom in the meantime and prepared the different kinds of makeup. She came up shortly after, scurrying into my bedroom and swinging open the bathroom door.

I asked her playfully. “Aren’t you supposed to knock before you storm in?”

She gave me a look.

“I’m just joking,” I said. “Come in and I will show you.”

I took her to the mirror. She looked pretty, with her high cheekbones, button nose and light blonde hair that cascaded down her small shoulders. She was gifted. A beautiful rare gem. There were hardly any girls out there with her looks.

Not giving herself attention, she looked at me. “I think you’re pretty,” she said.

I turned to her and kissed her right on her forehead. She knew what I was thinking when I checked her out. “You’re so precious,” I told her.

“You are,” she said, and she turned her attention to the makeup. “What should we start with now?”

“Like last time, start off with lipstick,” I instructed her. We practiced a few times until she got it right. She reached for the lipstick and coated her lips in a ruby-red color. Then she puckered her lips and I observed them closely.

“You can put some more,” I told her.

She looked at herself in the mirror. She grabbed the lipstick again and smeared it over her lips. “How about now?” she asked and kissed the air with a loud smack.

If we were in a completely dark room, her lips would light up like a rose. “That’s better,” I told her.

Then I went for eyeliner. “Go ahead,” I said and nudged it to her.

I watched as she carefully traced a thin line along her eyelids, her concentration evident in the furrow of her brows. When she was finished, she glanced at me for approval, and I nodded with a smile, impressed by her precision. The eyeliner added definition to her eyes, intensifying the shape and color of her beautiful sapphire eyes. “You did that well,” I told her.

“Why’s eyeliner important?” she asked and glanced at herself in the mirror.

“It makes your eyes stand out … And the eyes are the first thing a guy notices.”

“I think they look at my boobs more,” she said, making me laugh.

“They sure look at your boobs, but the eyes come first.”

“If there is anything I would like to change about my body then it would be my breasts. I wished I inherited yours,” she said, turning and looking at my rack.

I patted her back. “There’s nothing wrong with yours,” I told her. “Should we move onto mascara?”

She nodded eagerly as she reached for it. “Can you give me a helping hand?”

I took the mascara from her hand and showed her how to apply it, guiding her as she carefully brushed the dark liquid onto her lashes. With each stroke, her eyes seemed to brighten even more, framed by long, thick lashes that enhanced their natural beauty. When we were finished, she blinked a few times and then turned to me with a smile. “What do you think?”

“You look stunning.”

Isadora beamed. “They look so much fuller and more defined.”

“That’s what mascara is for, sweetheart,” I told her.

We moved on to the foundation, which I had told her last time was useless when you had such baby-smooth skin as her, but she still insisted we try it out. After the foundation, she added powder. She looked at herself but didn’t like it that much. “This is the third time, and I’m still not into this look.”

“It’s insanity to try the same thing over and over again and expect a different result,” I told her. “The problem is that your skin is too flawless. You don’t need to do anything with the cheeks except for the blush.”

“You’re right,” she said and splashed some water on her face to remove the foundation.

“Let’s skip the foundation and move straight to the blush,” I suggested, handing her a rosy shade. Isadora smiled and began to lightly dust the color onto her cheeks, a natural flush appearing as she blended it in.

As she finished applying the blush, she turned to me with a hopeful look in her eyes. “How does this look?”

“You look gorgeous,” I assured her, admiring how the blush brought out a healthy glow in her cheeks.

“I noticed now that you use foundation,” she said and watched my cheeks. “But your skin is still smooth.”

“But not as smooth as yours,” I reminded her.

“Can I see?” she asked.

I splashed some water onto my face and carefully removed the foundation and powder. She perched on her tiptoes to touch my cheeks. “You’re a terrible liar.”

I chuckled, but she made me feel better about myself. “There’s a difference,” I insisted.

“Only in your head,” she said. “Jokes aside, you’re beautiful regardless.”

I gave her a sideways hug.

“Why do you feel the need to wear makeup?” she asked me.

“It’s just a routine,” I explained. “I believe that embracing femininity is important, and enhancing one’s appearance can be empowering. As the ruler of this kingdom, I must make an impact and be heard by all.” I patted her back. “You still haven’t told me why you suddenly wanted to apply makeup.” I watched her carefully, but she kept her poker face well.

“I just want to follow your footsteps,” she said with a simple shrug. “I also think it was a lovely thing we can do together. We haven’t spent quality time together for a while.”

Her answer satisfied me, and I loved spending this time with her just as much as she did. “You’re right,” I said. I gave her some more tips and advice, which she tried out. She giggled as I turned her into an unrecognizable girl, and time flew as I had fun with her.

I also showed her some new outfits. She eagerly wanted to try them out, and I left her alone in the bathroom for a little. She slipped into the clothing and came out wearing the pink-red dress that hugged her curves perfectly. She looked like a perfect princess and twirled around on her foot, her hair fluttering.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

“I think it’s a bit too tight,” she said.

“I think it looks pretty on you,” I said and disagreed with her.

“Do you have a size larger?”

I went into the wardrobe and found one. “Try this.”

She reached for it and went inside the bathroom again. When she came out, she looked just as stunning as a second ago, but the dress didn’t hug her curves as well as the other one did. “That’s better.”

“Do you want to wear it later?” I asked her.

“Maybe,” she said. “But now I’ll change back to my original outfit.”

“Alright,” I said. “When you come out, I want to talk to you about something.”

Isadora didn’t close the door but opened it again, giving me a look. “About what?” she asked.

“You can change your outfit, and when you come back outside, we can talk about it,” I said.

“Can’t you tell me what it is?” she asked again.

“We have all the time in the world,” I told her.

“Is it something serious?” she persisted.

“I will tell you when you come back,” I told her firmly.

“Fine,” she said, closing the door.

Whenever I told her that we needed to talk, she wanted to know exactly what it was. She probably thought it was about her, and she wondered if she had done something bad. I waited for her at the desk with the letter from Fyodor in front of her seat.

She dressed quickly so that she forgot to brush her hair. Swinging the door open, she hurried to me. She plopped down and looked at me. “So, what is it?”

“You forgot to brush your hair,” I teased her.

“Mom, just tell me,” she said and placed her hands on her hips.

“The letter,” I told her and nudged it to her, “read it.”

She reached for it and read it, but the enthusiasm slowly faded as she realized what it was. She slowly lowered the letter back onto the table. “I guess I can go and say hi,” she said.

Her answer surprised me. “Are you sure?” I asked her and arched my eyebrow.

She nodded. “Why not?” she said.

I studied her expression, brushing some of her tangled hair. “You don’t look very enthusiastic,” I pointed out.

“Well, we had fun together in the past.”

I was about to ask her about the marriage, but suddenly, someone knocked on the door. “Your Highness,” one of my servants said. “I have urgent news for you.”

I pushed the letter away and rose from my seat, “come in,” I said.

He opened the door and stepped inside. “We have gotten news of a failed assassination attempt. Felicia wrote this letter, explaining everything that happened.”

I felt my palms grow sweaty and a slight anger rose within me. I took the letter from the guard, and while standing, I slowly read line for line. It happened in the middle of the night. Two assassins had come to the town hall and tried to break in. They killed several guards but were looking for Felicia. Darian had stepped in and without his help more would’ve died, possibly Felicia as well.

Darian hadn’t only single-handedly killed them both, he rode out in the middle of the night, hunting down one of them who tried to escape and killing him. When I read that line, I was overwhelmed by feelings. Even if I tried to suppress it, I’d been thinking of him now and then. It wasn’t appropriate for me to be thinking of someone as young and handsome as him. The age gap and the fact that he wasn’t a royal made us incompatible. But I couldn’t help but feel aroused about his actions.

“Not even my guards could stop them,” I said quietly to myself. “But he single-handedly stopped them both.”

“Who?” Isadora asked and tugged at my dress. “Mom, can I read?”

“Isadora, wait.” I looked at the servant. “Prepare a meeting. I want to see Thalia, Eric and my other servants,” I told him. He nodded and left me.

“Is Darian okay?” my daughter asked.

I turned to her and I saw tears welling in her eyes. “He is fine,” I said. “Please. I need to discuss this in peace, we can talk more during dinner.”

“Mom I’m crying,” she said, the tears rolling down her cheeks, smudging the makeup.

“He’s fine and he’s alive,” I said and wondered where her sudden emotions came from.

“Can I read the letter?” she asked with hints of desperation. I gave her the letter, and she quickly read it. I watched as she read it, noticing her heart rate increase. It was clear to me that she still had feelings for him, but I also sensed that this wasn’t the first time she had read a letter from him.

“Why does someone want to kill Felicia?” she asked.

“I don’t know yet,” I told her. “But please leave me for a moment. I must first write a letter back to Felicia. Then I have to talk about this. I’ll see you at dinner, is that ok?” I took a napkin and dried her cheeks.

“It’s fine,” she said.

It was painful every time I saw her in tears. “You sure?”

She nodded. “I was just worried.”

“You read it yourself. He’s alive,” I reminded her.

She nodded and went outside.

I sat back down at the table. I grabbed a sheet of paper, but before I could write, I played so many scenes in my head when I saw Darian in action. I repeated to myself that my guards couldn’t stop them, but he could. I hadn’t felt so aroused in years. I felt something warm drip in my panties … And it felt great.

I glanced at my bedroom. I hadn’t masturbated in years. Would it … hurt? I shook my head. What am I doing? I thought to myself. This wasn’t a moment to be thinking of this. I quickly grabbed the quill and started writing.


Chapter 11

Darian

As I stood at the edge of the Great River, I could hear the enemy’s jeers and taunts from across the water. My brigade, covered in sweat and dirt, worked behind me, chopping down trees and constructing bridges for our supposed crossing. The sound of axes and hammers echoed through the air, and fires crackled behind us, fooling them that we were concentrating most of our forces here. Even if it appeared as though the majority of our group was present, I would soon lead hundreds of them to the north where we could wade through the shallow waters and surprise their camp from behind.

I was optimistic and could already taste victory. I knew we would succeed. In front of us, they were concentrating more and more forces which consisted mostly of archers and mages. We kept pretending that we would need the entire brigade to cross here.

I went back to our camp, so I wasn’t within the enemy’s view. Our spies returned. I sent them out yesterday to make sure the coast was clear. They bowed down to me. “We crossed the river and managed to find a suitable path leading to their rear. We didn’t spot anyone or detect anything unusual.”

I nodded and had a word with the commander who would be left here. I told him when he would see the fire to attack.

“Got it,” he said with a firm nod.

I motioned some of the men with me, and we started our journey north. On our way there, I still sent the spies ahead of us to make sure the enemy wasn’t there. The sky began to darken as evening approached, and it started to rain. We trudged through the muddy path, our boots seeping with water and our clothes sticking to our skin. We weren’t discouraged. Most of my soldiers had heard about my actions. They couldn’t wait for me to lead them to glory. I was honored, but I promised the two lieutenants that I wouldn’t fail. We would succeed with few casualties. As the rain kept pouring, it provided us with great camouflage in case there was someone on the other side watching us.

“It’s here,” the spy said as we made our way closer to the river. “It might be a bit deeper now that it’s raining.”

I shrugged. “We’ll just swim,” I said and studied the water as the spy pointed out the best path.

“It’s time to cross,” I told my soldiers.

As we stood at the edge of the river, we could see the path on the other side that we had to reach. One by one, we entered the water, holding our bags and tents above our heads to keep them dry. The cold water rushed against our skin, making us shiver as we swam toward the other side. Many of them gasped as they waded into the water, but all of us safely reached the other side.

We took a moment to rest before we moved deeper into the forest. We found a clearing and pitched camp. Even if we were soaked to the bone, we didn’t light a fire. We sat side by side, sharing body heat to warm ourselves. We ate only dried foods, and we felt a strong sense of brotherhood as we discussed our coming battle tomorrow. We were all impatiently waiting, discussing how we would plunge our swords into their backs. I remembered clearly well how they’d jeered at us on the other side, motivating us to get revenge.

The following morning, we continued, trudging through the wilderness. The spies were always ahead of us, making sure that the coast was clear. As the sun was rising on this cloudy day, we were slowly reaching them, and we reached a higher ground where we could see the river. “Time to get the fire going,” I told my soldiers. We scoured the forest floor for any dry twigs and branches. We gathered them in our arms and created several piles, arranging them carefully. With the help of magic, we ignited the smallest twigs and watched as the flames grew higher and brighter, eventually engulfing the entire pile. It was challenging because the wood was wet, but once it flickered toward the sky, we saw that our brigade started to move. They began placing down the bridges, blowing the horn and shouting war cries.

“It’s time to move,” I said and pointed at our enemy.

We ran toward them, firing at them with fire arrows first and then drawing our swords to finish them off. I killed several of them as we caught them completely off guard. The confusion arose, and the soldiers were in complete disarray. Suddenly, they turned around as they were prepared to stop the crossing and attack our brigade before they placed the bridges down, but now they were caught in the middle and the confusion led to a bloodbath.

In the end, we had very few casualties while our soldiers safely made it over the river. We rejoiced. The lieutenants met me again, and they promoted me and looked at me in awe. “This has been one of our best offensives so far,” he told me and bowed down. “Well done, Darian.”

I bowed down to him as well. “Thank you,” I told him, “thank you for trusting me.”

* * *

I slowly opened my eyes, and for once, it was light outside and the sun streamed into our room. Flora was already awake, stroking my thigh. She was facing me, and the sheets were right under her breasts, hiding her nipples.

“Did you wake up tonight?” she asked me, anticipating my answer.

I shook my head. “I still dreamed about the war, but it was one of the best moments.”

“Do you mind telling me?” she asked.

I told her what led to the lieutenants trusting me. Then I told her about the offensive, how it was pouring and how we pitched camp in the wilderness. When I told her about the attack, she raised her hand. “Okay, that part you don’t have to tell.”

“Sorry,” I said. “But we had little to no casualties.”

“That sounds so daring,” she said, “I’m not sure if I would ever be brave enough to attempt something like that.”

I shrugged. “In war, you’ll do anything to destroy your enemy.”

“I understand,” she said. “But so many things can always go wrong.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I said, but it wasn’t something you could be thinking during an offensive, and in the end, we had succeeded after all.

“I’m just glad you managed to sleep through the night,” she said, caressing my thigh.

“So am I,” I said.

“Do you think it’s because of my late-night massages?” she asked. She gave me those every night, and they were so relaxing.

“They certainly have helped … along with everything else you’ve done.”

She beamed. “You’re so sweet.”

The assassination attempt had happened a couple of days ago. Life had mostly returned to normal. Felicia spoke to me more and more, and I could tell that she was in love with me. I understood why. If it hadn’t been for me, she might’ve been dead. I’d so far impregnated more than two hundred women, and there were still more to be impregnated. It was something I would do with pleasure.

“Should we go downstairs?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. I could let her touch me like that for far longer. We put on our clothes and made our way downstairs. I noticed that outside of our home, three girls were waiting. I turned to Flora. “Weren’t they supposed to come after breakfast?”

“I think you just slept a bit long today,” she said. “We should’ve eaten probably an hour ago.”

“Is it okay if I take care of the breeding before we eat?”

“That’s fine,” she said. “I’ll wait for you here and keep the girls company.”

I opened the door. One of them had turquoise hair, and the other two had pink hair that went so well on their fair skin. They quickly jumped to their feet.

“Come in,” I said.

They eagerly opened the gate and skipped to me, their breasts bouncing inside the bra. I was in the mood and couldn’t wait to start breeding with the girls. They were between nineteen and twenty-one, at the peak of their fertility. I gestured to the pink-haired girl to step forward. “You are lucky number one.”

She blushed, her cheeks matching the color of her hair. “Nice,” she whispered, her gaze never leaving mine.

I took her hand and led her into the impregnation room. She was a head shorter than me, and her complexion had a subtle rosy color. “What’s your name?”

“Pinky,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger.

“That’s a sweet name,” I said. “Is the other pink lady named Pinky Number Two?”

She chuckled. “No, her name is Rosy.”

I approached her, running my fingers over the silk of her dress. She giggled as I took my time, but I finally slid a hand beneath the fabric, gently cupping her breast. Her nipple hardened immediately, a response I found intoxicating.

“You are so beautiful,” I murmured, leaning close to brush my lips against hers. It was a soft kiss, and I could feel the heat of her desire inside her panties.

She leaned into me as she pressed her lips to mine. Her kiss was hungry and horny. She wanted more, and so did I. I wanted to tear her clothes off as my cock hardened to full mast.

“Let me take off my clothes,” she said desperately. She pulled away, undoing the ties of her dress and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before me in nothing but her wet panties, the lace barely concealing her curves. I took off my clothes till I was fully nude, my erection bobbing up and down. She gave my length all her attention. I gently guided her to the bed, and she climbed onto it first, spreading her legs and welcoming me inside her.

I wasted no time and joined her on the bed. Before I climbed on top of her, I made sure to taste her. I leaned into her pussy, which had the sweetest and pinkest color I had ever seen. “Oh, fuck,” she groaned as my tongue plunged into her depths. My fingers spread her wet folds apart, caressing her sensitive skin as I ate her. She tasted like a dream, her arousal making her taste even sweeter. Her moans and gasps fueled my lust, and soon, I could feel her climax building.

Just as she was about to reach the big O, I withdrew my tongue and moved up her body. “Please,” she begged, her eyes pleading for an orgasm.

“Please what?” I whispered, my breath tickling her ear. “Do you want my cock inside you?”

She nodded, her eyes wide with lust. I positioned myself at her entrance, my throbbing erection poised to enter her. With one swift thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, and a moan escaped her lips, “Oh.”

I pulled out and pushed in again, feeling her slick folds caress me as I continuously thrust into her. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room along with our hurried breathing. “Oh, that feels so good,” she said. “Oh, you’re so big.”

Her hips began to rise to meet my every thrust, her nails digging into my back as the pleasure intensified between us. She let out a low growl, her eyes fixing on mine. I could tell she was close to the edge, and I wanted to push her over.

I increased the tempo, my muscles straining as her heat tightened around my cock. Her moans grew louder, the room now filled with the sounds of our lovemaking.

Finally, I could hold back no longer. With one final, powerful thrust, I released into her depths, my seed spilling deep inside her. She cried out, her body convulsing around me as she too reached the peak of her orgasm. “Oh, gosh,” she said as her eyes rolled to the back of her skull.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” I said. “Damn, you have the sweetest vagina in the world.” I brushed some of her pink hair away from her breasts, admiring her rosy nipples.

“My friends tell me the same, but Rosy also has a similar slit.”

I wanted to be with Pinky a bit longer, burying my face between her cleavage and sucking her nipples. I was still deeply entrenched inside her, and she enjoyed every minute. Pinky loved the attention and spread her legs wider for me. “You’re too addictive,” I told her and nibbled on her ear.

“I’m honored you find me pretty,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.

While I sucked and licked her breasts, I hardened inside her, and I also used The Sacred Seed, recovering from the climax. I kissed her cheek. “It’s time to bring in the other girls.”

* * *

I led the three girls outside. I was slightly sweaty after having my way with all three of them. Pinky sure was a girl I would love to enjoy later. She was the main star of the girls. Before they left, they demanded a hug. I embraced them all, and they were still warm from the intimate moment. “Thank you for breeding us,” Pinky said.

“You are welcome,” I told them. “Take care of yourself.”

“We will,” they said, and then they went back to their homes, honored that they had been bred.

I went to Flora and sat outside with her. There was a basket of strawberries on the table.

“Marie stopped by while you were breeding them,” she said. “Rosy and Marina tasted some.”

“That makes sense because Rosy’s lips tasted so sweet,” I said. “I thought it was just her natural flavor.”

“I understand. Gosh, pink hair is gorgeous,” Flora said.

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“Do you want some?” she asked and nudged the basket to me.

“I guess we can have this instead of breakfast,” I agreed and plopped one into my mouth.

“I’ll get the bowls and cream,” she said.

Flora came back with two bowls and a cup of cream. She sliced the strawberries for me and poured cream over them. We started eating, and the strawberries were sweet as usual, and I loved every bite.

Flora ate too, spilling some thick cream that mingled with the pink juice. She quickly grabbed a napkin and cleaned her neck before it would trickle down too far. “These are delicious,” she said.

“They just grow sweeter and sweeter,” I agreed.

“Oh, by the way,” Flora said, her eyes widening. “There are letters for you. Both have the royal stamp.”

“One must be from the queen,” I said and suspected the other was from Isadora.

“She must have gotten the news of what happened, so she’s probably thanking you,” she said.

As I finished the strawberries, I became curious about the letters. “Do you mind if I open one?”

She shook her head. “I’m also curious,” she said.

I reached for one and opened it. It was from Aurora. She thanked me for defending Felicia and killing the assassins. When I read the first part of her letter, I noticed how informal it was. “It’s so informal,” I said. “It’s as if she’s written it from the bottom of her heart.”

“I guess it isn’t only her daughter who’s falling for you.”

We exchanged grins before I continued reading. “She writes that her guards hadn’t managed to catch the assassins, but how I had single-handedly killed them both. She appreciates what I have done and writes that she owes me one. She asks if we could come and follow Felicia since she’s a bit fearful after the assassination attempt. Aurora wants to discuss something in private and also wants to have dinner … Which she’s asked about before, come to think of it.” I lowered the letter and looked at Flora. “Should we go?”

Her eyes lit up as she remembered something. “What about Gabriella?”

I mulled it over. “If she hasn’t returned by tomorrow, we’ll leave a note at her mailbox.”

“I hope everything is ok with her mother,” Flora added.

“So do I,” I said, remembering how she’d told us that she was sick.

“I can’t wait to see the queen again, especially her daughter. Both of them run my mind constantly,” I confessed.

“I’m certain they constantly think of you too,” Flora said.

“Judging by their letters, I think you’re right. I read Isadora’s letters every day after all,” I admitted. I eyed the other letter and almost knew it was from Isadora. I opened it, and I was right.

Dear Darian Sunblade,

I just heard that Felicia survived an assassination attempt because of you. I was spending time with my mother when all of a sudden one of her servants came and told us this. My mother whispered your name, and I panicked. I even cried. I just managed to dry my tears. I became so emotional, fearing something had happened to you. Finally, Mom let me read what Felicia wrote, and I can’t stop thinking of your heroic deeds. That was so brave of you. Felicia is a good friend of my mother, and my mom is also grateful. She’s currently discussing something with her advisers. Although I could tell when she got the news that she appreciated what you’d done.

Well now that’s out of the way, the first thing I did when I got your last letter was to write back to you. I was actually supposed to play with Elara, but I postponed it just so I could write this letter. I also reread your letters several times. They warm my heart too. Last night, I reread both of your letters till the candle went out, and even when I went to bed, I couldn’t stop thinking of you. I hope I’m not sounding desperate or anything. I imagined how we rode together till the sunset. We slept together under the open sky. I made a flower wreath for you which I thought looked cute on you. You also cooked for us. I can’t cook at all. I’m not sure if you know. I assume Flora will take care of that for you.

Do you possibly know when you’ll come for a visit? I think Mom wants to see you now, but I’m not sure.

I’m glad my handwriting is improving, and I can reassure you that you are cute, but also strong and brave. You’re everything a girl could possibly want from a man.

I feel all warm and fuzzy inside. I can’t describe it in words. I’ve never felt anything like this. I guess that’s what love is. The very first time I saw you, I couldn’t look away either, and I’ve been constantly thinking about you to this day. I just want to draw a big heart with your and my name on this paper. I want to hug you really bad. Am I sounding desperate to you? I’m just trying to let out what I’m feeling.

I never really thought that I can’t compare the kingdom to a human, but I guess you’re right. I love my mother too, but sometimes I wish she could spend more time with me. It makes me proud that you find her attractive. I know she’s strong and elegant. I can admit that I have inherited her looks but certainly not her strength.

I’m sorry to hear about your parents’ loss, but it makes sense that you’re the only survivor. You sure have gone through a lot. I understand now why my mother wants you to repopulate our most important regions. How many women have you impregnated so far?

I hope we can meet soon too. I’m getting impatient, and I’m getting tired of hugging my pillow. I want to hug you and kiss you and just be with you. Well, for now, I will dream of you carrying me on top of your shoulder.

Yours truly, Isadora Pinkbloom.

“Another love letter from Isadora,” I said and it warmed my heart.

“Something romantic?” Flora asked.

“They are all romantic,” I said. “She also asked when I’ll come.”

“She must’ve been thinking of you a lot.”

“I’ve been thinking a lot about her so that’s fair,” I replied.

“I wonder what will happen with Eldric,” Flora said, voicing her concern.

I shrugged and didn’t want to think of any more drama. “That’s up to Isadora,” I said.

“You’re right,” she said.

While Flora took the dishes, I started writing back to Isadora and Aurora. I started with Isadora.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

Yes, there was an assassination attempt recently, but there’s no need to cry, we are all fine at the moment. The assassins got what they deserved. I’m glad your mother appreciated my actions. Assassinators are the biggest cowards in my opinion.

You are not sounding desperate at all. I think it’s better to be open about things. I’ve imagined us two riding together many times before and also camping outside. It wouldn’t be fair that you only make a flower wreath for me but nothing for you. I think we will look better if we all wear one. I’ve never made one, so you have to teach me. I know how to cook, but Flora insists on doing it. I’m not complaining. Her sister is a chef who’s taught her, and I’m in love with her culinary arts.

Regarding when I’ll come for a visit, I know that now. Your mother has asked me to come, and she also wanted me to go with Felicia. I think she’s a bit scared after what happened, so I’ll gladly come with her. The day after tomorrow, we’ll start our journey, and we should be there the day after tomorrow.

Your handwriting is better than mine. You have all the right reasons to be proud of yourself. You’re everything a man could want from a girl. I love your playfulness, your femininity and your beauty. I can’t wait to see you again. I have never felt this longing and excitement to see someone. We can draw that heart together.

I suppose I have been through a lot. It’s just a part of life. Life is always full of ups and downs. However, having weathered one storm will leave you well-prepared for the next.

I’ll soon reach two hundred pregnancies, but there are still thousands of women here waiting, so I’ll probably be here for a lot longer than I anticipated.

Well, when I come, you don’t have to hug your pillow any longer. I can’t wait to see you either.

Yours truly, Darian Sunblade.

I reread her letter a couple of times, her words warming me. Then I answered Aurora. I let her know that I’d gladly escort Felicia back to the city of Anigava. I also wrote that we would most likely leave the day after tomorrow, so she should get this letter before we go.

When I was finished with the letters, I put them into the envelopes. “Flora, I’ll go post the letters.”

“I’ll wait for you,” she said.

We hadn’t planned something special today, so it would most likely be a full breeding day. When I opened the door, Felicia was right at my doorstep, making me jump.

“Sorry,” Felicia said, blushing. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I was just about to knock. I didn’t realize you would come.”

“It’s fine,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “I just got a letter from the queen.”

“I also got one,” Felicia said. “So will you come with me?”

I nodded. “I’ve already written back to her that we’ll leave the day after tomorrow,” I explained.

“Oh thank goodness,” Felicia said with her hands over her heart. “I’m not so sure if I would dare go there by myself.”

“I’ll come with you,” I reassured her, her smile infecting me.

“Oh, thank you,” Felicia said, falling into my arms.

I embraced her warmly, and with every hug she gave me, it felt more and more intimate. “We can hug a bit later too,” I told her, “but I have to post these letters before the post office closes.”

“OK, that’s fine. I can come with you,” Felicia said.

“Sure,” I said as we started toward the post office.

“Is everything going fine with the breeding?” she asked.

“I did three this morning even if I woke up a bit late,” I said.

“Oh, that’s nice,” Felicia said, “now everyone knows that you’re here, I see more and more girls moving here from other villages, and the price of housing has increased.”

“So, they’re just moving in here because of me?” I asked her.

“That’s primarily the reason and a good enough reason,” she chuckled.

“I guess so,” I agreed.

As we approached the post office, I could sense her hand nervously holding mine, a sign that she was grateful for my company today.

Inside the post office, I handed the sealed letters to the postwoman, who was busy sorting out the mail. She gave a friendly nod before I moved back to the counter, carefully checking that everything was in order before I left.

Felicia turned to me, a smile playing on her lips. “So, can I hug you now?” she asked me.

I turned to her, opened my arms, and she fell right into them. Her soft breasts pressed against my chest as I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. She planted kisses on my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

Her voice was filled with gratitude as she thanked me. “I can’t express how much I appreciate what you did,” she said. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “It was the least I could do.”

“No,” Felicia said, shaking her head. “It was something, and it meant a lot. I’ve always dreamed of having another man save me, and you did just that.” She broke the hug, her eyes filled with love.

“I just did what I could do,” I told her again.

Felicia took a step back, her gaze never leaving mine. “But you did more than you realize,” she insisted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not even the queen’s guards managed to stop the assassins.”

I suspected she was prolonging the moment, so she could spend more time with me. “It wasn’t difficult killing them, that’s all.”

“I can’t wait to travel with you,” Felicia said. “I’ll feel so much safer with you.”

“You will be safe,” I said. “I can’t wait to see the queen again.”

“I know she feels the same about you,” she said. She couldn’t resist another kiss, and the touch of her smooth lips against mine sent a warm sensation coursing through me. She hugged me again, mashing her breasts against my chest. “Take care of yourself. I just wanted to bother you this morning to say thank you. And if you want something,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, “I’ll be there for you anytime … on my knees.”

I understood what she was saying. “I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. “But I’m quite busy with that kind of stuff.”

“I already know,” Felicia said, “you have a lot of women vying for your attention, but I’m a bit more experienced. Keep that in mind.”

“I will,” I said.

We broke the hug, and she waved at me on her way back to the town hall.

I walked back home and rested with Flora. She touched my lips, seeing traces of lipstick. “Did the postwoman kiss you?”

I shook my head. “It was Felicia. She wanted to say thank you for yesterday.”

“Oh,” Flora said, and it caught her interest. “So, you have another lover now?”

I chuckled. “It seems like it,” I said.

Flora laughed too. “Soon, the entire world will want a piece of you.”

“We’ll see,” I said but didn’t doubt her words.

I thought about our coming journey to Anigava, and I also thought about Caspian, a friend I hadn’t seen in a while. I told Flora. “On our way back, I want to take a detour to see an old friend of mine. I hope that’s okay for you.”

“Of course that’s okay,” she said and curled her arm around mine. “I think it’s nice that you aren’t forgetting your friends. I, on the contrary, have not been in touch with some of mine.”

“We can take another detour if you wish,” I told her, raking my fingers through her auburn hair.

Her cheeks pinked. “But most of them live near the city, so I might find time to say hi.”

“It’s up to you,” I said. “Sleep on it.”

“I will,” she said and patted my thigh. “Are you going to do some more breeding?”

“I think so,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “If I remember correctly, one of the girls should be here soon.”

She remembered correctly. I heard someone shyly knock on the door. I rose and made my way to the foyer to open it. I was greeted by a cute girl who was shorter than me. She was dressed in a mini skirt and a top and wore her brown hair loose. Her face was peppered with freckles, and she had hazel eyes on top of it. “Come in,” I said, welcoming her inside and preparing to impregnate her.


Chapter 12

Darian

It was early in the morning, and Gabriella hadn’t shown up yet. We had no choice but to leave. I hoped her mother was doing okay. Gabriella sure had her reasons to stay with her mother for longer. I made my way to her cottage. The sun slowly crept up behind the hills. A gentle breeze carried the scent of grass through the quiet neighborhood. Most of the inhabitants were asleep for now. I slipped the letter into her mailbox, letting her know that we would be gone for the coming days.

Our carriage was being pulled by the chestnut stallion and our two other horses. Felicia’s carriage was pulled by four horses. Her carriage was a bit bigger than ours. Flora was already seated and waved at me. I jumped inside and reached for the reins.

“So, it’s time to ride,” I said, looking over to Felicia and giving her a thumbs up. Felicia nodded happily, and we started riding, beginning our journey back to Anigava.

The road stretched out before us, winding through lush green forests and open meadows. The sound of the horses’ hooves echoed in the quiet morning air as we made our way back to Anigava. Flora and I chatted about our time in The Fertile Valley, reminiscing about the women we’d met so far.

As we rode, the sun climbed higher in the sky, casting a warm, golden light over the landscape. Birds chirped in the trees, and a sense of peace settled over me.

It was quiet, beautiful and quite different compared to the night when I had to chase an assassin. Flora and I didn’t only talk about our time at the Fertile Valley, we also discussed what we would do when we would come back to the city of Anigava.

“Do you know what the queen wants to discuss?” I asked Flora.

She slowly shook her head. “It can be difficult to read her now and then,” Flora said, “but I believe she might want to give you a gift of some sort for what you did for Felicia.”

“I see,” I said. “I wonder how Isadora is doing. I’ve been thinking of her constantly.”

Flora smiled in my direction. “Well, she’s in love. She wants a piece of you.”

“I hope there won’t be any drama with her mother,” I said. “I was almost caught in the middle of one of their fights when I had dinner with them.”

“What happened?” Flora asked.

“Isadora had changed the names on the table, so I sat next to her. Aurora wanted me to sit next to Thalia originally since on the following night she passed The Sacred Seed onto me.”

Flora tittered. “Sounds like typical Isadora behavior … But that’s just how she is.”

The journey was bumpy, but we took breaks by the stream to refresh ourselves with water, dry food and fruit. As the sun began to descend, we decided it was time to stop for the night and set up camp. Hopping out of the carriage, all of us stretched our arms and legs.

“I dislike sitting for so long,” Felicia said. “Finally, I can move around a bit.”

“I agree,” I said. I didn’t like sitting for too long either. It just gave me back pain.

Felicia and Flora started on our dinner, bringing out a pot and vegetables. Felicia’s guards filled the pot with water while Felicia and Flora peeled the vegetables and prepared the fire. I noticed there was no meat, something I badly wanted.

“If you guys give me an hour, I can try to find some animals,” I told them.

Felicia gave me a worried look. “Please don’t go too far,” she said.

I gave her a reassuring smile. “I’ll be here within a heartbeat if you shout for me. I won’t be out of earshot.”

“Okay,” Felicia said, her gaze softening.

I set off into the surrounding woods in search of animals. The forest was alive with the soft rustling of leaves and the gentle chirping of birds as I moved silently through the underbrush.

After some time, I finally spotted a doe grazing peacefully in a small clearing. I tried to get closer, but I could already tell it was getting suspicious of my presence. I selected my quiver that materialized over my back and also the bow that materialized in my hands. Taking a deep breath, I notched an arrow onto my bowstring, drawing it back with ease. With a steady hand, I released the arrow, watching as it flew and struck the doe. It collapsed with a thud and was unable to escape. I quickly approached it, crouching down beside my prey. Hunting always brought me such satisfaction. I pulled the arrow out, seeing blood trickling out of the wound. I lifted the doe to my shoulders and made my way back to our camp.

The pot was already boiling, and their eyes widened at my kill. “I thought you would hunt grouses,” Flora said.

“That won’t be enough to feed us,” I said.

“Does are quick and hard to catch,” Felicia said. “I rarely see them at the market.”

I selected a knife and started flaying it. “But this little fella wasn’t fast enough,” I said, pulling the skin off.

Felicia’s eyes widened, and she lost focus on peeling the vegetables. “I’ve never seen anyone flay an animal by himself.”

I gave her a grin. “It’s not that difficult,” I said. “You just have to pull at the right spots.”

“But aren’t the smaller animals harder to flay?” Felicia asked.

“They are,” I agreed with her, “but it still isn’t that difficult. My father taught me this when I was 10 years old.”

“So, you’ve always been hunting,” Felicia said, admiring me.

“He gave me a bow and arrow when I was six,” I said. “So yes, I kind of always have. After all, where I lived, we didn’t have the pasture for ruminant animals. We had to go get it or be stuck with vegetables.”

She looked at me with admiration. “You’ve always been strong,” she said. I couldn’t help but notice the twinkle in her eyes and the slight blush on her cheeks as she began to develop feelings for me. I knew she was falling in love.

I finished skinning the animal and quickly butchered it, cutting the meat into cubes. It would be a meaty stew, but our lunch and breakfast had been late, so we would eat a lot of dinner instead. I dumped the meat into the stew, and we sat around it as it boiled.

I looked at Felicia and asked her, “How did you end up as the mayor of the Fertile Valley?”

“First, I was born in the Fertile Valley,” Felicia said, “and I was raised in the cleanest household in the entire town. I was also known for keeping things nice and tidy, and I ran a little cleaning business that had the best reputation. During a journey here, the queen spotted me, and she offered me to become the mayor after our former mayor died.”

“Interesting,” I said. “I expected your parents to be involved in politics somehow.”

She shook her head. “That’s what I love about our kingdom. There is no discrimination and we can become whatever we want.”

“Except for Isadora who wants to become a peasant,” I said. It just slipped out of my mouth.

“She’s said that to her mother before during their quarrels,” Flora noted and blinked at me.

“She told me the same,” I said.

“Do you want to bond with Isadora?” Felicia asked with clear hints of interest.

“Well, she’s beautiful unlike any other girl I’ve seen,” I said, “but I’m not so sure if her mother would be into it.”

“I think her mother would appreciate her being bonded to someone as strong as you. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if our queen even has a thing for you too, but her daughter is engaged with Eldric, and calling off an engagement can lead to distrust,” Felicia said.

“I know,” I said. “But if that’s the case, then I don’t understand why she sends me so many letters.”

“Isadora is known to do things behind her mother’s back,” Felicia said. “She’s in that rebellious phase.”

“We’ve all been there,” Flora chimed in with a chuckle.

“You have a point,” I said. When the doe stew was ready, Flora filled up our bowls. We sat side by side in unity and started eating. It was delicious. Cooking out in nature always felt special to me. I enjoyed it way more than sitting inside my house. It was so much purer being outside under the open sky and sleeping shortly after. I’d always enjoyed that kind of lifestyle more. We all agreed that it was a delicious stew, and we ate till the pot was empty.

After we’d eaten, it became quiet and dark with only the crackling fire and the occasional hoot of an owl breaking the silence. I helped set up the tents. I would sleep with Flora, and Felicia would sleep with her guards, but we made sure the tents were as close to each other as possible. It was Felicia who suggested it. She wanted me to hear if she needed help, and I reassured her countless times that I would be there for her within a heartbeat.

“So, I guess it’s time to say goodnight,” Felicia said, dressed in her purple nightgown that was a size too small for her. She couldn’t resist a hug, and she fell into my arms. I kissed her tanned flesh, pushing away her brown hair so I could reach her neck a bit better.

“Goodnight,” I told her.

“Goodnight,” she said sweetly and tightened the embrace before letting go. She also embraced Flora, telling her goodnight before she went into her tent with her guards. Flora and I started undressing each other, and soon we were lying under the blankets, our bodies warm against the cool night air. Flora rested her head on my chest, her soft breaths creating a soothing rhythm. I stared up at the tent, lost in my thoughts.

“After breeding so many women for so many days straight, do you enjoy this break?” she asked me.

“I do … sometimes you need a timeout.” I turned and looked at her. “Do you want to?”

“I respect your break,” she said and pointed at the neighboring tent. “And I prefer privacy while doing it.”

“I understand,” I said as we slowly fell into a deep slumber.


chapter 13

Darian

Idreamed I was at the victory ceremony. The queen stood on the podium and praised my skill and talent. After the victory ceremony, the queen beckoned me. “Follow me to my private room,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love. “I want to speak to you privately.”

I felt something stirring inside my pants as I heard her soft, alluring words. I followed her, admiring her precious ass that swayed back and forth inside her royal dress. She was the most beautiful lady I’ve ever seen in my life, and I wanted her. I wanted her badly. I wondered what she would do to me. I wondered why she wanted to speak to me in private. She whisked me inside and closed the door. Her eyes swept over me. “Hmm, you’re so young and handsome,” she said. She breathed heavily, her chest rising and falling. She licked her thick lips seductively, her gaze never leaving mine. I suddenly realized that she was about to seduce me, and my heart pounded in my chest with anticipation.

As she moved closer to me, I could smell her sweet perfume mingled with musk, which intoxicated my senses. She reached out and lightly touched my face, her fingers lingering on my cheek. She leaned in closer, her warm breath against my face.

Suddenly, she whispered in my ear. “I want you,” she said. “I crave your touch, your passion. You make me weak, make me fall to my knees in awe of your achievements.” She brought her lips to mine, and her kiss made my knees grow weak. I could taste the sweetness of her lips, like nectar from flowers. Her tongue danced with mine, and it left me breathless and trembling. She broke the kiss, her eyes never leaving mine. Slowly, she unbuttoned her dress, revealing a corset underneath. Her skin was fair and luminous and appeared even more glowing in the soft moonlight that flooded the room. I watched, captivated, as her fingers moved, deftly unlacing the corset and letting it fall to the floor. She was now completely nude, her body a work of art. Her eyes locked onto mine once more. I stood in awe, my heart pounding in my chest, my body trembling with anticipation. I knew what was to come, and I welcomed it with open arms.

She knelt before me, her hands reaching for my trousers. She deftly unbuckled them and slid them down, exposing my erection that towered over her face.

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with desire, and whispered, “I want to pleasure you … give you something that you deserve.”

With that, she took me in her mouth, her lips enveloping me with a warmth that sent shivers down my spine. I watched in awe as she bobbed her head, her head moving up and down with increasing intensity. Her tongue swirled around me, exploring every inch of me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

I reached down, running my fingers through her dark blonde hair, feeling the softness of her locks as she continued to pleasure me. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of arousal and awe that left me breathless. I could feel myself growing closer to the edge, the tension building with each movement of her head.

Finally, I couldn’t hold anything in. I groaned, my body tensing as I was about to climax. She didn’t stop but continued to suck me, her eyes locked on mine as I came, our gazes never breaking.

* * *

My eyes popped open, and right in front of me was Felicia with my cock stuffed in her mouth. While keeping her eyes closed, she kept sucking the cum out of my cock. I held my breath, realizing she didn’t know that I was awake. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched her skilled mouth move up and down my erect member. She was a master at her craft.

Slowly, I reached out and gently grabbed her shoulders, causing her to open her eyes and look up at me. My wet cock slipped out of her mouth, and her eyes widened in embarrassment.

“Oh,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” I asked, confused.

“I shouldn’t have woken you up like this,” she said.

“Felicia, it’s fine. You don’t have to apologize,” I told her.

“But you should be sleeping,” she said, “and I should’ve asked for permission before sticking it into my mouth.”

“I promise you that I’m okay,” I told her. It had been so properly executed that I felt great, and the dream was like the cherry on top. It was a dream I would remember for the rest of my life, and I couldn’t get the images of the queen sucking me out of my head. I wondered if it would ever come true.

“All right,” Felicia said, lowering her eyes. “Will you let me explain why I did it?”

“I’m all ears,” I said and patted her hand.

“I’ve been man-famished for all these years, and then you come along, and you’re so handsome and brave. As soon as I saw you, I wanted you, but I couldn’t restrain myself. After you saved my life, it became impossible. I masturbated to you the following night, and I dreamed of you taking me. Now that you were sleeping next to me in the tent, I woke up from a wet dream where you made me climax. I told myself to just come in and look at you nude, but then I saw your beautiful erection. I told myself just to have a taste, but then I noticed how big and strong it was. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t resist.”

I understood where she was coming from. It wasn’t easy being a woman in this part of the world, especially after a devastating war where most men had been wiped out. “I sympathize with you,” I told her. “I know where you’re coming from, but what you did felt quite good. Nothing to be embarrassed over, and you don’t have to apologize,” I told her firmly.

“Okay, thanks for making me feel a bit better,” she said.

I smiled at her and patted her arm. “Do you want to stay here or do you want to go back to your tent?” I asked her.

“I think I will go back … I don’t want to wake up Flora as well,” she said, swallowing the last drops of semen and taking a last glance at my sword. She crawled out of the tent. I threw my head back and basked in the pleasure of her actions, and I felt so damn good. It was a perfect way to wake up. It was absurd that she apologized. There was no need for it, especially since she executed the job so perfectly. As I thought about her heavenly head, Flora tossed and turned. Opening her eyes, she glanced at my penis and then at my eyes. She put the puzzle pieces together.

“Oh, was someone here?” she asked and waggled her eyebrows.

“You guessed right,” I said. “Felicia came inside. I don’t blame her for it. I understand she’s in a desperate situation.”

“You’re right,” Flora said and yawned, “Did she at least do a good job?

“She did,” I told her, “but it wasn’t only the job … I had an intense dream featuring the queen.”

She searched my eyes, and yet again, she put the puzzle pieces together. “So Felicia sucked you,” she said, her lips sliding into a grin. “And it made you dream of the queen giving you a head.”

“You nailed it,” I said and chuckled. “But it was such an intense dream. I have never felt anything like it.”

“How was the climax?” she asked, wanting to dig deeper into my heavenly dream.

“One of the most intense climaxes I’ve ever experienced.”

“So, you should be mad at Felicia for waking you up,” Flora said and giggled.

I shook my head and laughed with her. “Without Felicia, I wouldn’t have experienced it in the first place.”

“What about dreams involving the war?” she asked, looking at me with hints of concern.

I shook my head. “There were no such dreams tonight,” I said. “My sleep is improving.”

“I’m glad,” she said. “You deserve to sleep through the night and wake up in the morning to a beautiful girl taking care of you,” Flora said.

I cuddled with her for a little bit longer. Eventually, we put on our clothes and went outside. We were greeted by the warm sunshine, the sun steadily climbing over the hills. The sun cast its golden glow over this untouched land. We were only eight hours away from the city of Anigava, and I couldn’t wait to reach the queen, especially after that dream. We packed up the tents and placed them into the carriage.

Before leaving, we had a little snack, and then I noticed that Felicia was still a bit withdrawn. I decided to speak to her again, placing my hand on her shoulder. “Felicia, you don’t have to be embarrassed,” I told her firmly.

“Ok, I will try,” Felicia said and lowered her eyes. “Will you forgive me?”

“I was never mad at you in the first place. I don’t know where you have gotten that from,” I said.

“OK,” Felicia said. “I think I’m just shaming myself for acting without restraint. I’ve always been disciplined, but sometimes our desires and needs are just too strong to ignore.”

“I agree with every word,” I told her. “You shouldn’t ignore your needs.”

“Thank you for being so sweet,” she said. “And thank you for being there for us. I’m not sure where this kingdom would’ve been without you.”

I smiled at her kind words. “Come on,” I said. “Let’s make our way back to Anigava.”

We jumped into our carriages and continued our journey to the city. As we traveled, we passed by small villages and friendly farmers selling their wares along the roadside. We took a break at a restaurant and had something to eat, and then continued our journey until the castle rose before us. It stood tall and proud, its turrets reaching toward the sky. I pulled the reins and slowed down, my eyes widening at the great castle. I hadn’t been here in a couple of weeks, but it was breathtakingly beautiful. We noticed one of the guards waving at us.

“Darian?” he asked.

“That’s me,” I said.

He nodded. “Wait here. We’ll tell the queen.”

I exchanged glances with Flora as the guard hurried into the castle. “Have you missed this place?” I asked Flora.

“It’s so noisy,” she said with a shrug, “so maybe not so much.”

“I know, it’s very different from the Fertile Valley.”

Eventually, one of the queen’s servants came and escorted us deeper into the city of Anigava till we reached the gates of the castle. Then, I saw the queen, the most beautiful woman in the known world. She was dressed in an elegant blue dress, and she wore her dark blonde hair in loose curls. Her lips were painted with red lipstick, and she smiled upon seeing us. But her eyes were intense as she looked at me, a gaze that reminded me of the dream. I hoped I wasn’t dreaming, but I knew I wasn’t when I heard the sound of her voice.

“Darian, it’s a pleasure to meet you again,” she said, her voice as soft as an angel’s.

“It’s an honor, Your Highness,” I said, bowing down for her.

“There are so many things I would like to tell you, but I assume you’re hungry after such a long journey.”

“We are,” I said.

“Let me greet your honorable bonded, Flora, and also Felicia, and then I can take you up to the dining hall,” she said.

“As you wish,” I said. I made room for Flora and Felicia. Aurora asked how they’d been.

Flora said, “It’s a dream come true. I love spending every moment with Darian.”

The queen’s lips slid into a smile. “I have no doubts about that.”

Flora handed her the impregnation logs. “Here you go. He has bred three hundred women so far,” Flora said.

I noticed a strong desire in Aurora’s eyes. “Wow,” she said. “That’s surprisingly quick. You deserve to take a break now and then.”

“Flora and I have taken numerous breaks,” I said as we exchanged smiles.

“You should give some love to Flora too,” the queen said.

“I’ve got all the love I could possibly dream of,” Flora said. She was right, I hadn’t forgotten her, and I knew I had the stamina to take care of her sexually as well. Then she turned her attention to Felicia, embracing her. “I’m so glad to see you alive,” Aurora said, patting Felicia’s back.

Felicia said, “Thanks to Darian.” While they hugged, Aurora opened her eyes and gave me a wink. That wink meant the world to me.

I looked around, curious where Isadora was. I had written to her that I would arrive here today, but I didn’t see her anywhere. I suspected she might be playing with Elara. I wanted to ask but decided to wait.

The queen escorted us into the castle. Eventually, I met Thalia. She beamed upon seeing me, and I gave her a warm hug as well. Our time together was still fresh in my memory. She opened her arms and pressed me against her massive bust. She was the most well-endowed woman in this kingdom.

“Good to see you again,” Thalia said.

“I’ve missed you too,” I said. Drawing in a deep breath, I picked up a sweet scent of Jasmine.

She broke the hug to look into my eyes. “How have you been?”

“I’ve been fine,” I answered. “And you?”

“There’s been a lot to do because of the grave assassination attempts, but the queen wants to discuss it later. For now, we just want to make sure that you enjoy your stay.”

The queen took us to the dining hall, and we all settled down. Yet again, I was surprised. I couldn’t see Isadora anywhere, and my patience was wearing thin. I realized how addictive she was. I looked at my name, and then I looked at the queen. “I hope the name’s right,” I said.

“Don’t worry about it,” Aurora said and chuckled. “My daughter is on her way to Selppin and will meet Prince Eldric.”

I tried to smile, but inside, my heart sank. I thought it was weird, especially after all those love letters she sent me. It sounded so suspicious. The words in the letters were real and came from her heart. I found it hard to believe that she wanted to be with that prince, especially after what Flora had told me. I tried not to think about it too much. Maybe Isadora was hiding something from her mother. I wasn’t sure, but I swallowed my disappointment and accepted that I wouldn’t see her for now.

“She might show up later,” Flora whispered, patting my thigh. She noticed the disappointment in my eyes even if I tried to wear a smile.

Eric was also present at the table. I exchanged glances with him. “How is your wound?” I asked him.

“It’s healing,” he said and didn’t seem hurt to me.

“I was worried when I received the news. It’s not pleasant hearing about assassination attempts,” I said.

“I agree with you,” Eric said. “It was also a failure on our side. We should’ve stopped him.”

“I’m sure you would’ve stopped him,” Aurora chimed in, nodding her head in my direction.

“I’ll do whatever you assign me to do,” I said, meaning every word of what I said.

“For now, breeding is more important,” Aurora said. “A severe male shortage has been more difficult to deal with than I previously thought. We’re having trouble rebuilding a lot of things, but we are making the best of the situation.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I said.

As we continued our conversation, the aroma of a perfectly cooked beef Wellington wafted through the air, drawing our attention to the dinner that had been prepared for us.

Aurora nodded to the waitresses, giving them the signal to start serving us. They placed the plates before each of us. I picked up my fork and knife, cutting into the flaky pastry. The first bite was delicious. The beef was rare and juicy, just what I loved.

Elara sipped some water and ate slower than all of us. She looked nervous.

“What have you been up to today?” I asked.

“Not much … I wish Isadora was here,” Elara said and lowered her eyes for one reason or another.

“I understand,” I said. “A break now and then doesn’t hurt.”

“You’re right,” Elara said. “But she always comes up with ideas.”

“I’m sure she does,” I said, remembering her tricks last dinner.

After the beef wellington, they served us crème brûlée, and it was delicious. I told them how life was going in the Fertile Valley, and they listened to every word. “It’s one of the most beautiful regions,” Aurora said.

“I love it too. The women there are quite clingy for all the right reasons,” I said.

After we had eaten, Aurora wanted a word with me. “I will give you a gift for having protected Felicia,” she said. “I hope you’ll keep them close to your eagle medal.”

“I sure will,” I said and felt honored whenever she wanted to give me something.

Aurora reached into her pocket and pulled out a small velvet pouch. She handed it to me, a gleam of satisfaction in her eyes. I opened it slowly, not knowing what to expect. Inside the pouch were two blue medals intricately designed with a hand symbolling loyalty. I gasped in surprise, realizing the significance of what she had just given me.

“Thank you, Your Highness,” I said. “I will treasure these with my life.”

Aurora smiled warmly at me. “You have proven yourself time and time again, and it is only fitting that you are honored in this way. Wear them proudly, for they symbolize not only your bravery but also your dedication to our kingdom.” She pressed her lips to my forehead. “Thank you, thank you for being loyal to us.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Now,” she said, her voice a whisper. “Please tell your bonded that I would like to speak with you alone in my bedroom.”

I realized it was serious. I looked at Flora, she gave me a brief nod. “I’ll wait for you,” Flora said.

I followed Aurora. I felt a strong déjà vu. It was exactly how I dreamed, the queen taking me to her private bedroom. I wondered if it would turn out the same way as it did in the dream. It would disappoint me if it didn’t. I felt something stir in my trousers as I stepped inside.

“Thalia, close the door,” Aurora said. She did, and I stepped in with the queen. She escorted me to the sofa, and we both had a seat. She crossed her legs, the slits on the dress falling so she flashed her beautiful thighs.

“It’s about the assassination attempts,” she started. “We are sure that these men come from Zinep, but we aren’t sure about their motives. Do you perhaps know?”

I looked at her long and hard and mulled it over. This wasn’t how I expected it, but it was fine. “I’m not sure,” I said. “It’s difficult to say, but if it’s from the king of Zinep. It would be suicidal.”

Aurora nodded. “I know. And that’s why I want to ask you, are you prepared to fight again? If it will be needed.” She looked at me long and hard, waiting for my response.

“I’m ready for anything,” I told her firmly. “If they decide to push it, we need to go further and crush them. We are controlling the strategic positions. There’s no way that they will get out of this.” Her gaze melted. I also picked up a musky scent. I believed she was getting turned on.

“I’m glad to hear your dedication,” Aurora said. “That’s all I wanted to ask. I know that your actions speak louder than words.”

I nodded, taking a moment to admire her beauty.

“How many days do you want to stay here?” she asked.

“Haven’t thought about it yet,” I answered. “Maybe a week or so … It depends upon when Felicia wants to return.”

“Well regarding Felicia. I can send some more guards with her, so you don’t have to go when she goes.”

“I see,” I said. “Well then, I suppose it doesn’t matter.”

She smiled. “I’m glad you enjoy it here. You can stay as long as you want.”

“It’s nice to see something different than the Fertile Valley. Although I prefer nature.”

“I understand,” she said. “I prefer the opposite, but sometimes we need to see green plants and sunshine.”

“You’re right.”

“You have a private bedroom for now. If you’re tired, I can take you there and you can rest with Flora.”

“That’ll be lovely,” I said.

We rose to our feet. Although she hadn’t gone down on me, it was still magical to sit with her face-to-face in complete privacy. Her voice was so pure and captivating, and her facial aesthetics were perfect. I still held onto the belief that the dream was a sign of some sort and would be realized in the future.

As I walked behind her, her bottom swayed inside her silky dress. She opened the door, and Thalia was there and chatted with Flora.

“So, I won’t keep your bonded lover to myself any longer,” Aurora told Flora. “He is all yours now.”

“I’ve been Darian starved,” Flora said jokingly.

“We’ve all been,” Thalia chimed in, eyeing me with lust. The gaze in her eyes ignited memories of our time together. It was my first intimate moment after the war, and she reminded me of how good it felt.

The queen gladly escorted us to our private bedroom. It was a generous bedroom with a balcony view of the great garden. It was getting dark and Thalia lit some candles for us.

“Thank you,” I told her.

“It was the least I could do,” she said.

“So, do you like it?” Aurora asked us.

Both of us nodded. “This is all we need.”

“I’m glad,” Aurora said. “Enjoy your medals. You deserve them.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Sleep well,” Thalia told us.

“We will,” I said.

Thalia kissed her hand and blew it to me. My eyes widened as I noticed an incoming pair of flying lips softly landing on my right cheek. The lips smacked wetly, and it felt just like a kiss. “Thanks,” I said, feeling a euphoric warmth spreading.

“You’re welcome,” she said and waved at me before closing the door.

Flora and I sat down and got some rest. Flora took my hand and looked me in the eyes. “Was your dream fulfilled?”

I chuckled. “Not really, but I’m grateful for any private moment spent with her,” I said.

“So what did you guys talk about?” Flora asked curiously.

“We talked about the assassins, and she specifically asked me if I was prepared to go to war again.”

Flora’s face darkened. “That’s the type of subject I hope to avoid.”

“I know,” I said. “But I’m ready for whatever she assigns me to. I’m ready to protect this kingdom again, but I’m pretty certain it won’t come to that.”

“Who do you think was behind it?” Flora asked.

“I think a terror group of some sort. I don’t think it’s the king of Zinep, but some sore losers.”

“Can we change subjects?” she asked, looking a bit fearful.

“Whatever you want to talk about,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze.

“I can’t fathom how beautiful the queen is.”

“I know,” I said. “I also find her highly attractive.”

“You don’t find her too old?”

I shook my head, but I understood why she believed that. Most of the women I had impregnated so far were between twenty and twenty-five, although I did come across a beautiful mature woman now and then. “She doesn’t look that much different from her daughter. Aurora is more beautiful than any other girl I’ve bred at the Fertile Valley. Age doesn’t matter to me. She’s definitely pretty.”

“I agree she’s pretty,” she said. “But I’ve just seen you going for young women.”

“That’s because they’re first in line.”

“I guess you got a point,” she said. “Do you want me to massage you before you go to bed?” Flora suggested and patted my thigh. “It seems to help your dreams after all.”

“That will be lovely,” I said.

“I can see if I find a table somewhere,” she said and started looking around. She finally found a massage table. She set it up, and I undressed till I was fully nude. I climbed on top, lying face down on the table.

“I have some oils in my bag,” Flora said. She went to her bag and fished up a bottle of oil. She filled her hands and started gently massaging me. I sighed in relief.

The warm oil felt soothing on my skin as Flora’s skilled hands kneaded away the tension that had built up within me. Her touch was gentle yet firm. I closed my eyes, letting myself fully surrender to her lovely touch.

As Flora continued her massage, I couldn’t help but let my mind wander back to the conversation with Aurora. I also thought of her daughter, hoping I would remain here long enough to see her again.

Flora’s touch moved from my back to my shoulders, then down to my lower back and legs. Each stroke seemed to erase any worries or doubts that lingered within me. After what felt like an eternity of relaxation, Flora’s hands finally came to a halt. “How do you feel?” she asked, close to my ear.

“So good,” I mumbled.

“Turn around and let me do the front.”

As I turned over, Flora’s eyes locked with mine, a soft smile playing on her lips. She poured more oil into her hands and resumed her massage on my chest, her touch sending shivers down my spine. The warmth of her hands and the scent of the oil filled the room.

I couldn’t help but admire Flora’s beauty as she leaned over me, her skilled fingers tracing patterns on my skin. She worked on my abdomen, causing a tingling sensation to spread throughout my body.

Flora’s hands moved lower, inching towards my thighs. She finished the massage, kneading my thighs and legs with her delicate touch. “So, are you relaxed?” she asked in a whisper.

“If you continue, I’ll fall asleep.”

She chuckled. “Should we hop into bed?”

I nodded, and she extended her hands to me. She helped me to my feet.

“It’s been a long day,” she yawned and peeled off her clothes till she was nude.

“Tell me about it,” I said. The bedroom we entered had a king-sized bed with smooth and shimmering golden coverlets. The moment we both lay down, it felt like sinking into a cloud. I wrapped my arm around her as I nestled closer, my hand gently brushing against her breast. My leg intertwined with hers, and I buried my face in her soft hair.

“Goodnight,” I told her.

“Goodnight,” she said and smiled as we slowly drifted to sleep.


Chapter 14

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes as the sunlight streamed into the bedroom. My erection was nestled into the crack of her ass. I think I knew what I had dreamed of. If I remembered correctly, it was right before the capitulation of Zinep, but it was vague. I remembered that day as if it were yesterday when we could finally sigh a breath of relief and unselect our weapons. At the same time, it was a horror show when you thought of the pile of bodies and dead men, making me grateful that I was lying here.

“Are you awake?” I asked, seeing her hand move.

“Yeah,” she replied, turning around and flicking her eyes to mine. “Did you dream of something sweet?”

“Sort of,” I said. “I believe it was when Zinep capitulated, but it was vague. Ever since I started sleeping with you, I sleep way better.”

“Wasn’t that a glorious moment?”

I shook my head. “It was a relief, but it was still horrible when thinking of everyone who’d fallen.”

“Yeah, you’re right. I wasn’t there, so I obviously don’t know.”

Instead of thinking of the war, I thought of Isadora. “It’s strange. I didn’t remember to talk to you about it last night. But why would Isadora have gone to Selppin? It doesn’t make any sense to me.”

“Are you sure she’s there, though?” she asked.

“Her mother said so,” I replied.

“Don’t forget she’s very cunning,” Flora said.

“You’re right,” I said. “After those letters, I looked forward to seeing her.”

“I understand,” Flora said. “How long do you plan to stay here for?”

“Aurora asked me yesterday, and I thought of leaving when Felicia wanted to leave.”

“I’m with you regardless,” she said, which made me smile.

“I need a vacation from all that breeding.”

Flora chuckled. “You sure deserve it.”

We rose from the bed and put on our clothes. We stepped out onto the balcony and basked in the rays of the rising sun, watching as the kingdom came to life. The streets below began to bustle with people starting their day, and the stands at the marketplace gradually filled with tradesmen eager to sell their freshest products to early customers. I put my hands on the railing and leaned out. I admired what man could build, but I preferred the valleys and untouched nature over this.

I turned around and went to the table, starting to feel hungry. “Will you cook?” I asked her.

“I can if you want to, but the queen has that covered for us,” Flora said. “They will come with breakfast for us when we want.”

“Are you hungry?”

“I was just about to ask you the same,” she said, and we exchanged smiles. “I’ll let them know.”

She went and told the servants to serve us while I went back to the balcony, looking around and drinking in the beauty of this kingdom.

Flora returned shortly after. “They’ll be here in a minute with omelets.”

“Nice,” I said and motioned her to me. She positioned her hands on the railing, and I held her tightly from behind, my body pressed against hers. The sun warmed my skin as we stood on the balcony, and I could feel her warmth through the thin fabric of our clothes. Flora leaned back into me, her neck exposed. I kissed her several times till she giggled. She sounded like a twittering bird.

“How about a morning kiss?” I asked her.

Flora tilted her head slightly, her lips curving into a playful smile. “A morning kiss sounds like a lovely idea,” she whispered, turning around to face me. The sunlight made her auburn hair glow. As our faces drew closer, a gentle breeze rustled through the balcony, carrying with it the sweet scent of blooming flowers. Our lips met in a soft tender kiss. I cupped her neck while I tasted her sweet tongue and lips. With my other hand, I cupped her ass, squeezing her soft flesh.

I broke the kiss when I heard someone knocking.

“We’ll continue later,” I told her.

“Sure,” she said.

We went back inside. “You can come in,” I told her.

The waitress set the table for us and behind her was a female guard. The female guard held onto a thick rug and gently laid it on the floor. “A gift for you,” she said, bowed down and left the room with the waitress. I exchanged glances with Flora who looked equally as bewildered as I did. I approached the rug and carefully unfurled it until I revealed a blonde girl lying upon it. It wasn’t only her bright, blonde, tousled hair that caught my eye, but also her sapphire eyes and slim, fit body. My jaw dropped as I realized it was Isadora.

She jumped to her feet and threw her arms around my neck, giving me an intimate hug. I wrapped my arms around her back. My heart melted as I held onto her. I was just filled with love and satisfaction as I felt her heartbeat against mine, and the young breasts pressed against my chest.

I broke the hug, and I slowly came to my senses and looked at the rug. Then I thought about her mother, saying that her daughter should’ve been somewhere else. I became confused for a second.

“Hi,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

“I didn’t expect to see you. I didn’t know you were here,” I said, searching her eyes.

“I’m sorry it had to be this way, but there was no other way around it,” she explained.

I saw sorrow in her eyes, and I felt bad for her. “Why are you hiding? Your mother said you should’ve been at Selppin with Eldric.”

She lowered her eyes. “It’s because of my mother,” she whispered. “She doesn’t listen to me.”

“Are you sure?” I asked her. I didn’t know her mother as well as she did, but from what I had known about Aurora, she wasn’t a tyrant. She was strong and beautiful but not a dictator.

“I told her before that I don’t want to be with Eldric, but she kind of ignored it,” she said. “I told her I would go to make her happy, but I don’t want to see him again. I knew you would come. I sent Fyodor a letter telling him I was sick, while I hid here and paid the guards to smuggle me here.”

I blinked. “You truly are a fox,” I said.

She giggled at first and then hugged me again. “You don’t think I’m a bad person?” she asked.

“No,” I said and shook my head. I knew there were always two sides to the story, but I really didn’t want to be involved in the drama. “Listen. I sympathize with you, but at the same time, your mother is the queen.”

“I know,” she said. “I hope I’m not putting you in a difficult spot.”

“No, it’s fine,” I told her, and felt a bit insecure about where this relationship was going. “Do you want something to eat?”

She smiled. “Of course … But excuse my hair. I’ve been hiding in that rug for hours.”

“It’s you that I want to see,” I said. “Your beauty is just the cherry on top.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said, and I could tell the comment meant a lot to her.

Flora stood there completely frozen and surprised. Finally, we had a seat. “I’m glad it worked out at the end,” Flora said.

“What do you mean?” Isadora asked.

“Darian was a bit upset at the table yesterday,” Flora said, and we exchanged glances.

“Why?” Isadora asked.

“I expected to see you, especially after all those letters. When I heard you weren’t there, I was kind of disappointed.”

“I’m sorry,” Isadora replied and fidgeted.

“It’s fine. You’re here now, and that’s what matters.”

“How’s it like being here again?” Isadora asked as we dug into the creamy omelet.

“It feels a lot better now that you are here,” I said. “But it’s nice to see the castle again.”

“How’s the Fertile Valley now?” Isadora asked.

“There are hardly any men around,” I told her. “But apart from that, it’s a very calm and beautiful place.”

We chatted for a bit while finishing the breakfast. After we’d eaten, we went to the sofa, and I sat between Flora and Isadora.

“You have no idea how much I was sweating when I wrote the first letter to you,” Isadora said. “I was like I don’t wanna sound too stupid, but I want you to know how I’m feeling. I probably sat there for several hours, and I couldn’t decide what to write, but when I wrote, it all just happened so naturally.”

“It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever read,” I said. “I reread those letters every night.”

She moved her hands to her heart. “I also do that … Till the candles go out.”

“Except for reading and writing, what else have you been up to?”

“Well, I’ve been with Elara a lot. We have been playing games together, but right when you left, I missed you and I’ve been thinking about you nonstop. I just want to spend time with you.”

I took her hand. It was so soft and delicate. It felt so similar to the queen’s. “What do you have in mind?”

“I thought maybe we could ride together, but I have to wear a disguise, unfortunately.”

This wasn’t how I had envisioned it, but I needed to make the best out of the situation. “By the way, where are you sleeping?” I asked her.

“Elara … she’s my friend, so I trust her,” I said.

“Maybe we can have a picnic as well,” Flora suggested. “It’s nice weather, after all.”

All of us agreed. Flora started preparing the picnic basket while I sat with Isadora. We talked about various things. The conversation flowed naturally. She didn’t wear any makeup, and she was still so beautiful and pure. She showed me the dress that she needed to wear. It was the veil, so she could cover her hair and eyes. She went into the bedroom and came out shortly after. She twirled around on her foot, looking as gorgeous as she could be.

“You look mysterious,” I said, thinking she looked sexy in a veil.

“For now,” she said. “I’m not a fan of clothes. Especially luxurious clothes.”

“Well, rags don’t cost much,” I told her.

“For another day,” she said with a smile.

Flora returned with the basket. “So,” she said. “I have a basket of fruits. We’re good to go.” She narrowed her eyes on Isadora. “But I’m not so sure about you. Even with that veil, how would you get out of here?”

Isadora smiled. “I got that covered. Go find the same guard and tell her to come back. She should either be somewhere in the kitchen or Elara should know.”

Flora nodded. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

I exchanged smiles with Isadora. “You got this all figured out, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and embraced me, pressing her young breasts to my chest. “Do you want to dance?”

“If you show me, but I’ve never danced before,” I told her.

“With pleasure.” Isadora took my hands and led me to the center of the room.

She guided me through the dance. Her body moved with such sensuality that I couldn’t help but feel a desire for her.

“How’s it going?” she asked, holding onto my hands as she guided my movements. I tried my best to keep up with her feet, but it was difficult.

“I’m trying my best,” I said.

“It’s better to dance with music … It automatically puts you in the mood.”

“Just being with you puts me in the mood,” I told her, and we shared a smile. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her mesmerizing eyes. At that moment, it felt as though it was just the two of us in the room.

Flora knocked on the door, and we stopped dancing. I caught my breath. “Was it really that tough?” Isadora asked playfully.

“It’s harder than it looks,” I said, but it was just her beauty that was distractive.

Flora opened the door and whisked inside the guard who’d carried Isadora earlier. She had the rug in her hand. “Princess, it’s time to be rolled up again.”

Isadora nodded as the guard rolled out the rug. I was surprised the guard didn’t look worried about getting caught. If she could be bought then who else could? Giggling, Isadora waved at me before the guard rolled her up in the rug.

“You should take the rug to our carriage first,” I told her. “It should be on the western side of the castle.”

“Got it,” the guard said, turning around and exiting the room.

We let them go first, so it didn’t seem suspicious. I exchanged glances with Flora. “I’m not surprised,” she said with a titter. “She has done more cunning tricks than that.”

“I have no reason to doubt you,” I said. “But I fear that it might affect my relationship with her mother negatively.”

Flora shook her head. “You shouldn’t worry about that. Aurora knows her daughter, and she’ll trust you regardless.”

“I hope you’re right,” I said, fearing the worst.

“It’s not like you’re doing something behind her back,” Flora said.

“Thanks for making me feel better,” I said.

“That’s what lovers are for,” she said, glad that she could help. I was pleased she was supportive of me finding multiple lovers.

When we’d waited long enough, we went outside. Flora, who knew this castle better than me, guided me through the halls. We passed by several guards and servants, nodding their heads to me. Life sure had changed, going from a commoner to a respected man in this kingdom.

We walked out of the castle’s towering gates, the warm rays of the sun beating down on us. The colorful gardens bloomed around us, filling the air with the sweet scent of flowers. The cobblestone path led us to the western gate, where we could see rolling hills and a crystal-clear lake in the distance. It was a perfect day for an adventure outside the castle walls.

We went across the bridge and made our way to the stable. The guard had already prepared our carriage and three horses. She leaned into the rug and said in a lowered voice, “He’s here now.”

“Okay, you can leave now,” Isadora said. The rug was placed horizontally on the seat.

“How do you want it?” I asked Isadora.

“I can lie on your lap,” she said.

“Prepare for a bumpy ride,” I told her. I lifted the rug, so she giggled.

“You’re so strong,” she said.

She didn’t weigh much, but I wasn’t going to disagree with her. Flora and I sat down, and we laid the rug with Isadora right on our lap. I glanced at Flora. “Do you know any discreet places?”

Flora nodded. “Trust me with this one,” she said and took the reins.

“Where?” Isadora asked her.

“You’ll see and you won’t be disappointed.”

Flora gently guided the horses forward, the carriage rolling smoothly along the cobblestone path. As we left the castle behind, the familiar sights of the kingdom soon gave way to lush greenery and towering trees. The air was filled with the sweet fragrance of wildflowers as we journeyed deeper into the forest.

The sun cast a warm golden glow over the landscape. Birds chirped overhead, and a gentle breeze ruffled our hair as we passed babbling brooks and meandering streams. Isadora peered out from under the rug, her eyes alight with curiosity and excitement. She leaned back against us, her body relaxed and at ease in our embrace as the carriage bumped gently along the uneven terrain.

As we ventured further, we passed by other travelers on horseback and carriages, each one nodding respectfully at us as we rode by. Some were merchants with their goods strapped tightly to their horses, while others seemed to be adventurers like ourselves.

Flora expertly navigated the twisting paths, guiding the horses with a steady hand as we made our way through dense forests and entered hilly terrain. “Here,” Flora said and jerked her head at the hills. “The Flower Hills … Now we just need to find a hilltop for ourselves.”

We spotted some other people on the other hilltops, but they were so far away that they could hardly spot Isadora, and especially not in the veil. “That one would be perfect,” I said, pointing at a nearby hill adorned with flowers and butterflies. I lifted the rug and stepped out of the carriage.

“Carry me to the top of the hill,” Isadora said, her voice muffled by the rug.

“Sure thing,” I said while Flora let the horses free to graze.

We went up the hill and once we were on top, I said, “So, I’ll roll you out now.” I gently placed the rug onto the grass and rolled her out. She giggled and rose to her feet, stretching her arms and legs. She removed the veil and let out a breath.

“Freedom,” she said and twirled on her foot. “As far away from the castle as possible.”

We looked around and drank in the beauty of this land. There were patches of flowers everywhere, adorning the hills. The butterflies fluttered around and bees went to the flowers to get some honey. It was a beautiful place, especially at the peak of summer.

“It reminds me a little bit of the Fertile Valley,” I said.

“These are called the Flower Hills,” Flora explained. “It’s a popular place for picnics. I’m just glad we found a hill available. Sometimes it can be difficult to find a spot.”

“You’ve been here before?” I asked Isadora.

“Countless times,” she said, drawing in a deep breath and letting go. “My mother and father took me here for the first time when I was seven. It’s one of my oldest memories.”

“It must be a special place.”

“Well, dah,” she said playfully. “Look at all the colorful hills.”

“So many flowers,” I said.

Isadora gasped. “We need to make wreaths.”

“Oh yeah,” I said and remembered what she’d written in that letter. It was something she had wanted to do earlier, so of course I was up for it.

The three of us moved away from the rug and sat on our knees in front of the flowers. “So, we should make one for each other,” Isadora said gleefully.

“The ones I’ll make will suck though,” I said. “I’ve never even made a wreath in my life.”

“Don’t say that,” Flora said. “It’s the thought that counts.”

“She’s right,” Isadora said and reached for some flowers. “See here, I’ll teach you.”

Isadora carefully picked a mix of flowers, each with a unique shape and color. She showed me how to intertwine the stems, weaving them together till the wreath was finished. “Voila, easy peasy,” she said, holding onto the wreath. She placed it on top of my head, and the deed itself was the best part of that wreath.

“Thank you,” I said and I turned to both of them. “How do I look?”

“Fabulous,” Isadora said.

Flora tittered. “What she said … Give me a sec, and I’ll be finished with mine.”

Flora selected way more flowers than Isadora and strung together a necklace of flowers. Instead of putting it on my head, she hung it over my neck. “Voila,” she said and chuckled with Isadora.

“What a pleasant surprise,” I said, winking at Flora and checking out the beautiful flower necklace.

“It’s the same process, but you just pick more flowers,” Flora explained.

I turned to Flora and exchanged glances with Isadora. “Alright, should we make one for her?”

“Okay,” Isadora said eagerly.

“I make one for the head since that seems less complicated,” I told her.

“That’s fine,” Isadora said.

Under Isadora’s guidance, I began to mimic her movements, the wreath slowly taking shape as I focused on the task at hand. I wanted it to become as pretty as possible, showing Flora that I cared for her. The air was filled with the sweet aroma of the flowers around us, and the sun bathed us in a golden light. I couldn’t think of a better place to be than here. Finally, the wreath took shape. I looked at it, and it didn’t turn out as badly as I had thought it would, even if Isadora helped me the most.

“Without your help, it certainly wouldn’t have turned out like this,” I told Isadora.

“No, you did that yourself,” Isadora insisted.

“Fine,” I said with a giggle and placed the wreath on top of Flora’s head.

With pinkening cheeks, she bowed down. “Thank you, thank you,” she said. “I agree it was lovely. You did well for your first wreath.”

“So you claim,” I said with a chuckle. I drew in a deep breath and enjoyed the sweet flower scent. Isadora took her time, making sure it would turn out as well as possible. When she was finished, she went behind Flora’s back and hung the flower necklace over her back.

“Wow,” Flora said and looked at her necklace, checking out the flowers. “You sure know how to make wreaths.”

Isadora’s cheeks pinked. “I’ve been doing those a lot … I love flowers.”

“All girls do,” I corrected her.

“All guys do too,” she insisted. “Admit it.”

“If flowers are synonyms with pretty girls then yeah.”

Isadora rolled her eyes with a laugh. Flora and I started on the wreaths for Isadora. We reached for the flowers and started making them. My wreath for Isadora turned out similar to the one I had given to Flora, and it made me proud that I had somewhat succeeded. I placed it on top of Isadora’s head, whose cheeks pinked even more.

“You are naturally talented,” Isadora said and bowed down.

I drank in her beauty. The wreath went so well on her bright blonde hair, the distinct colors of the flowers blended with her blonde locks. I couldn’t help but stare in awe at her natural beauty enhanced by the flowers. “You look so well with a wreath on,” I told her.

“I agree,” Flora said. “You were made for flowers.”

“Everyone looks great with wreaths on,” Isadora said. “Even horses do …” She glanced at the chestnut stallion who was resting with the two other horses. “How have they been by the way?”

“The chestnut stallion is fast as hell,” I said. “Without it, the night with Felicia could have had a much more serious outcome.”

“Do you mind telling me what you did?” Isadora asked. “When I first got the news, I was about to have a panic attack.”

“It was exactly what I wrote to you,” I told her. “Flora and I were just about to go to bed, but then we heard someone shout, and then I took care of the assassins.”

Isadora looked slightly disappointed. “You aren’t the best storyteller,” she said, making us both laugh.

“I don’t think it’s appropriate to discuss such a story while we are relaxing and having a good time,” I pointed out with a smile.

“Maybe you’re right,” Isadora said. “But that’s so brave of you that you rode after him yourself. My mother was so into you after that, berating the guards for not catching the evildoer, but you managed it all by yourself.”

I shrugged. “It wasn’t much,” I said.

“I thought it was something,” Flora said and exchanged glances with me. I also remembered after that night how she wanted to be taken hard. It was something I did with pleasure.

“It’s so hot,” Isadora said and gave me a look.

“Yeah, it sure is,” I said.

“Maybe you should take your shirt off,” Isadora said.

“Alright,” I said. I took off my wreath and gently laid it aside along with the flower necklace. Then I took off my shirt. She asked for it after all.

“Wow,” Isadora said, her eyes twinkling. “What a body … what’s that on your back?”

“Scars that have healed surprisingly quickly because of Flora,” I said.

“I hope you’re okay,” Isadora said with hints of sympathy as she poked around. “I can’t imagine how your back looked earlier.”

“I’m fine,” I reassured her.

“Alright then, should we eat something?” Isadora asked. “I’m growing thirsty and hungry.”

Flora gladly brought out the fruits, and we started with a pineapple. “Should we eat one at a time?” she asked us. We nodded. I rarely ate pineapples, but since I was also growing thirsty, I badly wanted some. Flora sliced it perfectly into rings and cut the skin off and the hard chunk in the middle.

Isadora playfully told me. “Raise your finger,” she said.

I did and she slid the ring onto my finger. “There’s your marriage ring,” she said and laughed, which spread to all of us.

I took a bite out of it. “It’s a damn tasty marriage ring,” I said.

“Well, if it tastes half as good as it looks, then I’d say we’ve found the secret to a happy marriage,” Isadora said.

Laughing, we ate till the juices spilled over us. I noticed that Isadora ate a bit quicker than Flora and me, and she wasn’t shy about spilling over her clothes. “If this was a couple of years ago and mom was here, she would have sent me to my room to clean myself,” Isadora said.

“I have some napkins if you want,” Flora said and was about to reach into the basket.

Isadora shook her head and removed the wreath and flower necklace. “I thought maybe Darian could help … I don’t know anything that cleans better than lips and tongue.”

I looked at Isadora’s tempting lips, and I had wanted to taste them ever since I saw them. I leaned forward to her, anticipating the kiss. She twirled her hair on her finger, inviting me forward. I stared at the pineapple juice that trickled down her neck, and I pressed my lips onto her flesh. I sucked all the juice until I was left with only her skin, which tasted even sweeter than the pineapple itself. I traced my tongue along her neck, savoring the sweet tang of her skin. When I reached her lips, they were soft and plump, just like I had imagined. As our mouths met, it felt like an electric shock ran through my body. It was our first kiss, and it was everything I hoped for and more.

I pulled my head back, and her eyes swam with lust and love. We didn’t know what to say to each other for a moment, but I knew deep inside that I wanted that playful girl more than anything. “Maybe we can eat some more fruits, and you can clean me again,” Isadora suggested demurely.

Flora happily sliced a mango for us, giving us one each. “They look so golden,” Flora said.

“Slice one into a coin,” Isadora said.

Flora did and handed it to Isadora, who then handed it to me. “This is a bribe … You will smuggle me back to the castle.”

I chuckled and shoved it into my mouth. “I probably need more than this,” I told her.

“Open,” Isadora said. I did, and she placed another mango coin into my mouth.

“That’s better,” I said, chewing the sweet mango.

She giggled and ate till she spilled more juices over herself. Then it was my turn to lean in and kiss her again. I started on her neck, licking and sucking the mango juices till she let out a giggle. After I’d sucked the juices from her skin, I picked up the scent of her arousal, smelling sweeter than honey. If I only could spend some more time with her in peace, I could perhaps unveil her even further. I moved up to her lips and finally, we kissed once again, and it felt just as magical as the first kiss.

“So,” I told her, opening my eyes. “Now you’re clean.”

“I see you have spilled some juice too,” Isadora said, pointing at my neck. “Let me help you.” I couldn’t resist her, and she started on my neck, planting kisses all over me. Every kiss sent a shiver down my spine. I leaned back and enjoyed her smooth, royal lips on my flesh till they hit my lips. I was intoxicated by her beauty and femininity.

After we’d eaten, we lay down. I was in the middle, and they both cuddled up to me. We just sat and watched the clouds sail by. It was a moment of peace, and there was no to-do list as we rested side by side.

“Look at that one,” Isadora said and pointed at a funny-looking cloud. “It looks like a dragon.”

“I think it looks like a horse,” I said.

“Dragons do look like horses,” she said and buried her head into my shoulder. “Doesn’t it hurt when you lay on your scars?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I barely notice them any longer.”

“Okay,” Isadora said and searched for more funny-looking clouds.

As we lay there in the grass, the warmth of the sun enveloping us, I felt a sense of contentment. Isadora’s head on my shoulder, Flora’s hand intertwined with mine – it was a moment of pure bliss that I never wanted to end.

“That one looks like a castle,” Flora said.

“I can’t see,” I said.

She placed her hand sticky with fruit juices on my chin and turned it toward the cloud. “I see,” I said.

“It does look like a castle,” Isadora added. “A castle where we could have endless adventures and never have to worry about anything again.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her dreamy expression. She had a way of turning even the simplest moments into something magical. “I prefer this hilltop,” I said, turning to Isadora.

“If we build a cottage on top of it,” Isadora said.

I pecked her lips. “Sure thing,” I said.

“I have to go pee,” Flora said, tugging at my arm.

“You can take cover behind the horses,” I said. “We won’t go anywhere.”

“We might go somewhere,” Isadora said with a naughty grin.

“Okay,” Flora said, rising and heading down the hill.

“She has nice hair,” Isadora said.

“So do you,” I said. “Now, where are you taking me?”

She grabbed me and rolled me over. “Down the hill!”

Suddenly, we both rolled down the hill. I did everything I could do to make sure I didn’t crush her when I rolled over her, but she just laughed.

We tumbled down the hill, our laughter echoing through the open meadow. Isadora’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she clung to me, our bodies gaining momentum as we rolled. The world spun around us, but I felt so carefree and so many years younger. I yielded and didn’t want this sensation to go anywhere.

As we finally came to a stop at the bottom of the hill, we lay there breathless, still giggling like children. Isadora’s hair fanned out around her face. She had flowers and grass all over her.

I took a flower from her hair and slid it behind her ear. She took one from my hair and slid it behind my ear. “There you go,” she said.

I had never seen anyone as happy as her, and the joy infected me. I had never felt anything like it in my life either. I wanted to play and do so many things with her. “How are we supposed to get back up?” I asked her.

“You’ll carry me, dah,” she insisted and touched my arms and shoulders, hinting that she was fond of them. “On top of your shoulders.”

“As you wish,” I said.

“But let’s kiss some more,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. She desperately held onto me, and I didn’t reply. I leaned in closer, feeling her warm breath mingle with mine. Our lips met and the world seemed to fade away. She straddled me, her body pressed against mine, deepening the kiss.

Breaking the kiss, we hugged for a little. I never wanted to let her go. I didn’t think of the situation with her mother at all. I just wanted to hold onto her as tightly as possible and for as long as possible. I wanted nothing to break this embrace, and I would make sure nothing would either.

She broke the hug, and I patted the spot next to her since she was still straddling my legs. When she was off me, I sat down in a lowered position. “Alright, jump onto my shoulders.”

“Let me see how strong you are,” she said and climbed on top, pressing her bottom against my neck. I swore I felt a wet patch in the middle, and I welcomed it with open arms. She could sit there for as long as she wanted.

I drew in a deep breath, marching my way up. It was nothing. I had walked up steeper slopes in harsher conditions. Eventually, we reached Flora who was waiting for us. “Look how tall I am,” Isadora said playfully.

I gently lowered her down. “Not any longer,” I said as she hopped off. I noticed she tried to cross her legs as if she was hiding her arousal.

We looked toward the sun which was steadily sinking. I sighed. “This day passed way too quickly,” I said as we would soon eat dinner.

“It’s always like that when you have fun,” Flora said.

“Yeah,” Isadora said. “Thank goodness there’ll be a day tomorrow too.”

I looked at her and as I thought of the dinner with her mother, I wondered what she would do. “What will you eat for dinner?”

“Elara will sneak in some food to my room,” she said with a shrug.

I tried to smile, but I was reminded of the weird situation, that kiss and the fun I had with her sure made up for it. “So, are you ready to hit the rug?”

She nodded but opened her arms to Flora and embraced her. “I don’t think we’ll see each other till tomorrow.”

“You’re right,” Flora said, holding onto her dearly. When they were done hugging, Isadora turned to me and opened her arms. I embraced her warmly, holding onto her as I knew this would be a day I would never forget.

* * *

I dabbed the towel to Flora’s skin, drying her. We’d just taken a hot shower together. Seeing her nude had awakened a desire inside me, but we didn’t take a shower because we were horny, but since we’d recently been covered in flowers and grass.

“There you go,” I said and handed her the towel.

She went down on her knees, in a perfect position to give me a head. She started on my feet and moved up my legs. She eyed my semi-erect cock several times, and I could tell she considered it. She moved the towel up to it and started drying it.

“I wouldn’t have ignored it if we weren’t invited for dinner,” she said with a titter.

“It’s okay,” I said. “We have to restrain ourselves now and then.”

“Not like when we had fun with Isadora,” she added with a giggle.

“Yeah,” I said. I was a bit nervous eating with the queen. I wasn’t sure why, but it felt like I had done something behind her back. I also felt bad for Aurora that she believed her daughter was somewhere else. I understood that Isadora was put in a difficult situation because of the engagement that she regretted. According to her, her mother didn’t listen to her, but I found it hard to believe.

Flora hung the towel on the bar. She blow-dried my hair with her hand, and then she brushed it. “It’s grown quite long,” she said. “Let me know if you want me to cut it.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I love to wear my hair long.”

“Me too,” she said. “I think it looks great on a man… but only a strong one like you.” She giggled.

When she was finished with my hair, she fixed hers. I went outside and put on my clothes in the meantime. I let her take her time, and when we were both ready, we headed to the royal dining hall.

We met Aurora, Erik, Elara, Thalia and some of the top advisers. Aurora beamed upon seeing me. She formally shook my hand, and I held it a bit weaker than earlier, which made her look twice at me.

“Long day?” she asked.

“Sort of,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. She wore a floral perfume, which made her smell like a rose.

“It’s nice to wind down in the evenings,” she said.

“I agree,” I said.

We took a seat and waited for the dinner, which would be beef and mushroom pie.

“How did you spend your day?” Aurora asked us and gave us all the attention.

“We had a picnic at the Flower Hills,” I said and exchanged smiles with Flora.

“The Flower Hills,” Aurora said. “I haven’t been there in a while, but they are always full of people.”

“Luckily, we found a spot,” Flora said. “Ate some fruits, made some wreaths and had plenty of fun.”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying your stay,” Aurora said. “There’s a lot to do in our kingdom, so many beautiful places.”

“Yeah,” I said. Thalia looked at me a bit suspiciously for some reason, or maybe I was getting paranoid. It wasn’t like me getting nervous, going out in daring warzones never made me nervous, but it was something different sitting here.

They served us beef and mushroom pie, and we turned most of our attention to the food as we started eating. We talked to each other occasionally in between the bites. The pie was delicious, and I enjoyed every bite.

After we’d eaten the beef and mushroom pie, they served us a dessert. It was a blueberry pie topped with whipped cream.

When we were done, we sat for a little bit longer and talked. They were curious how life was going at the Fertile Valley, and I answered them accordingly. I told them about Gabriella and Marie and the rest of the girls who I’d impregnated.

Elara was about to sneak outside with a plate filled with food. Erik caught her and asked her. “Elara, what are you doing?”

Elara stopped like a deer caught off guard. “I have to go … I’ll come back.”

“Why are you hiding a portion of food behind your back?” Erik asked funnily, not as if he suspected anything.

“I found some stray animals I want to feed,” she said, her face flushing.

Erik shrugged. “Alright, come back because I want to spend time with you.”

“Okay,” Elara said and walked off.

I couldn’t help but notice that Thalia looked at her suspiciously as well, but I tried to forget it.

After we were finished, Aurora gladly escorted us back to our room. “I think you look adorable together,” she flattered us. “Why didn’t you bring Gabriella?”

“She had to take a trip to her mother. Hopefully, we’ll see her again when we return.”

“I see,” Aurora said, smiling. “Sleep well.”

“We will,” I reassured her. After she’d closed the door, I let go of a sigh.

“Am I imagining things or were they suspicious of something?”

“I think you just looked a bit nervous, which is not like you,” Flora pointed out.

I sat down with her. “I guess you’re right,” I said. “Elara looked like a deer when her father caught her.”

“She did,” Flora said and chuckled. “I wonder how long she’ll keep that stray animal in her bedroom.”

“Don’t call her that,” I said and exchanged smiles with her.

“You know I’m joking,” Flora said.

“I do,” I said and realized I couldn’t stop thinking of Isadora at all. “I hope we’ll see each other soon.”

“Tomorrow probably,” Flora said, “rolled out on a rug.”

I laughed. “She’s creative,” I said and admired her for it.

“She sure is,” Flora said and cuddled up to me. She tugged at my shirt, hinting she wanted to jump into bed. “Can we hop into bed?”

I pecked her lips. “Sure … I’m growing tired.”

“Not too tired for sex?” she asked, just to make sure.

I chuckled. “Not at all … I’m still hard from the shower.”

“Nice,” she said and threw her arms around my neck, pressing her lips to mine.


Chapter 15

Aurora

Islowly opened my eyes as the sunlight streamed into the bedroom, filling it with light. I drew in a deep breath and reminisced over the dream. I had dreamed of seeing Darian fight. The dream wasn’t hazy but clear as day. First, I saw him in combat, which was followed by me rewarding him, kissing his forehead and gifting him The Sacred Seed. He smiled up at me, and I almost melted upon seeing his confidence. Then I saw him saving Felicia, and suddenly, he stood in front of me again. This time, I didn’t kiss his forehead but right on his lips.

I knew I was wet, but I refused to touch myself. It was tempting, and it was difficult to resist. I kept telling myself that it wasn’t appropriate. I had tried to think of excuses so I could talk with him, just any topic. I wanted to see him and his youthful beauty and strength. Despite having gone through so many years of combat, he looked young and healthy to be twenty-six years old. He was gifted in every sense possible.

I shook my head and tried to think of someone else. My mind started drifting to my daughter. I hoped she was doing okay. I wondered if she played any games with Eldric like they did before. I hoped they would rekindle that love. I couldn’t imagine the problems she would create by calling off that engagement. Eldric wasn’t bad looking after all. He might not be tough and strong, but Isadora chose him after all.

I slowly rose from the bed and entered my bathroom. As I stood in front of the mirror, I ran my hands over my full breasts, noticing how they maintained their perky shape despite my advancing age and how full they were. If there was someone I wanted, then I had to get him now before I lost too much of my beauty. It was something I had thought about before. Maybe Darian found me attractive, and maybe he dreamed the same dreams as I did. I studied myself in the mirror, running my fingers through my undamaged hair and examining my glowing skin. It was still healthy-looking, but I knew it would look way better once I applied makeup.

Again, I tried not to think of Darian. As I applied the makeup, I thought about the time I spent with my daughter recently. Hopefully, she would soon be married. We wouldn’t be able to spend as much quality time with each other, something I would miss, but I couldn’t keep her here for the rest of my life either. She was a grown woman, and she had to be let out of her cage despite how unruly she had been in the past.

I brushed my hair, making sure I looked well before putting on my dress. I went outside and asked my servant, “Any letters?”

“You have one from Fyodor,” she said and handed it to me.

I took it. “Thank you,” I said. I was curious what it was about. I thought it was just a letter about what my daughter and Eldric had been up to. I hoped she had behaved well. I sat down at my desk and opened it. I grabbed the letter and read the first line. I couldn’t read it any further. My eyes focused on the first two sentences. “I hope your daughter is doing well and that she will quickly recover from her illness. We wish her a speedy recovery …”

I blinked at it several times while my heart rate slowly rose. I reread it to make sure I hadn’t missed or misunderstood anything. I gently laid the letter down on the desk, closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath.

Reluctantly, I reached for the letter again. Fyodor mentioned that he wanted to come for a visit the following week to discuss trade regarding metals. Eldric would also come. But the rest of the letter wasn’t that important to me. I could not stop thinking of that first line. I put it back onto the table and started rubbing my temples. It dawned on me that she never went and that she lied to me.

“That cunning fox,” I whispered to myself. I felt a mixture of anger and grief rise within me. I didn’t want to let it out on her, but at that moment, it felt like I didn’t have a choice. She had gone too far, and if Fyodor would ever find out about this, it might be equally as bad as calling off the engagement.

I tried to think of why she would do this, and then it all made sense. Darian was here now. It should’ve been obvious. I had to find her. She must have slept with Elara, and I thought over yesterday how she smuggled food into her room. Elara didn’t have any stray animals in her room but a cunning fox.

Rising from my chair, I hurried to Elara’s bedroom. I knocked on her door in a not-so-gentle tone. She slowly approached the door and gently opened it, looking at me fearfully as if she knew why I was there.

I drew in a deep breath. “Where is she?”

She lowered her eyes. “Aurora, I’m so sorry.”

“Please, just tell me where she is,” I said.

She fidgeted, and she didn’t do well under pressure that was for certain. “Who’s she?” she squeaked.

“My daughter.”

“She just went to Darian,” she said, her face flushing. “I’m so sorry.”

“Elara, you have nothing to do with this,” I told her and felt bad seeing her trembling. I turned around and hurried to the room he was staying at. I drew in another deep breath and knocked. I heard someone walk up to the door.

“Hi, who is it?” Flora asked.

“Aurora, please open.”

It took a couple of seconds before Flora opened the door, and she wore a similar expression as Elara. “Where is she?” I asked her in a cold voice.

Flora glanced at the corner of the room, and she started shaking like a leaf. Flora just meekly stepped aside. I strode inside and saw Isadora standing there, looking at me with her flushed cheeks.

I placed my hands on my hips. “I thought you said you would go to Eldric,” I confronted her.

“I told him I was sick,” she said in a lowered voice.

“You don’t look sick to me,” I said, and my eyes swept over her. I saw a veil slung over the chair, and she also wore a white dress that covered her more than necessary. It was a perfect disguise.

She shrugged. “I feel better now.”

“I just received a letter from Fyodor, wishing you to get well again.”

“That’s kind,” she said, avoiding eye contact.

“Isadora, look at me when I speak to you,” I said. “You are taking it too far with these kinds of tricks.”

“What tricks?” she asked and took a defensive position. “What if I don’t want to see him?”

“Why did you agree to visit him then?”

She shrugged. “Because you couldn’t let it go.”

“Let go of what?”

“That I’m a grown woman and want to make my own choices.”

“This isn’t what this is about,” I told her. “You don’t lie to the person that you are engaged with and then spend time with someone else instead.”

“There’s nothing wrong about changing one’s mind,” she said as tears slowly started welling in her eyes.

“Isadora, you lied to me and have put me in a very difficult spot,” she said.

“It serves you right since you didn’t even want to listen to me!” she said and raised her voice.

I ground my teeth. “That you stand there and try to defend yourself after this is beyond me. If they find out about this, then this will be the end of our partnership.”

“That’s fine for me,” she said, and she let the tears stream down her cheeks. “I want nothing to do with your stupid politics, and I want nothing to do with you ever again!”

She turned away from me and stormed out of the room, shouldering into me. Darian and Flora both remained motionless, appearing uneasy. I realized that I should’ve taken this conversation somewhere else. I went outside and found the nearest couch to sit on. My eyes were on the floor, and I could clearly see my daughter’s tear trails all over it. It wasn’t only the tears that hurt me, but also her words. They were worse than knives. I lowered my face in my hands, and Darian and Flora eventually came out.

Darian sat down next to me. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier.”

“Oh, Darian, no,” I told him and raised my gaze. “You have nothing to do with this. I’m sorry you had to witness our drama. I apologize on behalf of my daughter. I wanted you to get some rest and not end up in this situation.”

“I should have told you,” he told me firmly and wanted to take responsibility.

“When did she come to you?” I asked him, realizing he would be open to telling me.

“Yesterday,” he said. “I was confused when I first saw her. She was smuggled into my room rolled up in a rug. She was also with us on that picnic.”

“Smuggled in a rug,” I said to myself and a light smile tugged at the corners of my lips. That was my daughter. She had all kinds of ideas, which made me proud of her.

“Yeah,” he said and tried to stifle a laugh. “I don’t want any distrust between us. I feel honored after everything you’ve done for me and the gifts and all. I feel bad about this, I truly do.”

I placed my hand on his thigh, caressing him gently. He was so strong, and I wanted more of him at that moment. I sure needed a manly figure to contain my daughter. “Listen, my daughter is a very pretty girl. I don’t judge you for not telling me yesterday that she did something that she shouldn’t have been doing. It’s not your fault. I get that you have feelings for each other, and I know that you’re a man we can trust. I owe you an apology for that drama.”

He yielded. “Well, I accept your apology. I don’t judge either of you because of this.”

“Thank you,” I said. “I have to talk to her.”

“Good luck,” he wished me.

“Thank you,” I said and turned to Flora before leaving. “Please, both of you, do not tell anyone about what just happened. I really don’t want anyone to know about this.”

“We’ll keep that in mind,” Flora said.

“Thank you.” I rose to my feet and noticed Thalia standing in the corner. “Has anyone heard?”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so … You should worry about your daughter for now.”

“Thank you,” I told her. “We can’t let this drama spread to any ears outside of this castle.”

I hurried to my daughter’s bedroom and tugged at the door handle. It was locked as usual, and the tears led right into her room. “Isadora, can you please open?”

She sniveled. “I don’t want to ever speak to you again. Just go away.”

“Isadora please, just open.”

“You chose this kingdom over me. You listen to Anigava more than me. What’s there to talk about?”

I had never heard her so heartbroken before. “That’s absurd and you know that’s not true … Isadora?“ I tried for many more minutes, but she didn’t answer. She refused to open.

I gave up for now and would try again later. I decided to go to Elara, and I knocked on her door. She opened it and looked just as nervous as earlier. “Hi.”

“Hi … you aren’t mad at me?” she asked.

“No,” I told her firmly. “While she was with you, did she eat?”

She nodded. “But she hasn’t eaten breakfast to my knowledge.”

“Okay, thank you,” I said. I could tell she was equally as embarrassed for this as Darian. I wasn’t sure how to tell them that they had nothing to do with this. I told the chef to make an apple pie. I didn’t go anywhere but stood and waited till he was finished.

“Here you go,” he said and handed it to me with some whipped cream. I carefully went to her bedroom.

“Isadora, I brought you some pie. Can you open, so we can talk about this?” Just as I expected, she didn’t talk to me. I sighed. I lowered the pie onto the floor. “Okay, I put it next to your door instead.”

As usual, I went to the stairs and waited, but this time, she didn’t open the door. Elara walked up the stairs behind me, giving me a questionable look. “Can you please try to talk to her?”

“Sure, I was about to,” she said. Elara went up to Isadora’s door and knocked. “Isadora?” Elara leaned her ear closer to the door, and her face darkened a little. She walked over to me. “Uhm … She will only open the door when you aren’t looking.”

I ground my teeth. That was a nice way of saying it. “Alright, I’ll go.”

“Okay,” Elara said.

I went back to my bedroom and took a little timeout on my balcony, gazing out across the kingdom. Those words and actions hurt me. They really did, but this time, they seemed harsher. At the same time, I couldn’t let her believe that this was fine. It wasn’t acceptable behavior. I thought if there was something different that I could’ve done. I had told her to think about calling off the engagement. I hadn’t forbidden her to do so. I also thought about when I had asked her if she wanted to go. It should’ve been obvious that she didn’t want to. I regretted even bringing that up now and wanted to tell her. She certainly must have had plenty of time to think about the engagement for now, and if she wanted to call it off, then I had no other choice. If I could admit I had done something wrong then she should as well.

I called for Thalia who showed up quickly. “Can you please give me a shoulder massage,” I said. “I have to wind down.”

She nodded and used her strong hands to release the tension in my shoulders. “Did you talk to your daughter?” she asked.

“She didn’t want to talk to me. I just need to relax since I need to answer Fyodor as well.”

“Your Highness, you deserve a long break. You have been constantly taking care of business,” Thalia said with hints of worry in her voice.

“Thank you for your concern,” I told her. “I have to sort out these issues first.”

“I understand,” she said and continuously worked on my shoulders till I was fully relaxed.

A servant knocked on my door. “Come in.”

“Your Highness, Darian and Flora want a word with you.”

“Let them in.”

They both stepped inside. “We just wanted you to know that we’ll be leaving,” Darian told me. “Felicia wanted to leave too, and she asked if I could come with her.”

“Okay,” I said, knowing they wanted to go after they’d witnessed the fight. I had told Felicia yesterday that she could bring more guards, so Darian could stay as long as he wanted to. “Have a safe journey.”

“Thank you,” Darian said, dipped his head and went with Flora.

It didn’t make me feel any better. “Massage?” Thalia asked me.

“Sure … A little bit longer please.”


Chapter 16

Darian

It had been a tough journey so far. We had left the city of Anigava a couple of hours ago. I kept thinking of the drama between Aurora and Isadora. At the same time, I also thought of the sweet moment I had with Aurora’s daughter. Our time together on the Flower Hills was so carefree and joyful. I melted when I kissed her, and we had so much fun making the flower wreaths. It was a memory I would never forget, and I just wished the stay had ended differently. The drama had been ugly, and I felt so bad when I witnessed them hurling insults at each other.

I rubbed my temples, and Flora patted my back and took my hand, holding onto it dearly. “Are you still thinking of Aurora and Isadora?” she asked.

I nodded. “I just hope the queen will trust me after what happened,” I said.

“Why would she not trust you?” she asked. “You served her. You risked your own life to protect us.”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. Flora had a point after all. “I just regret that I didn’t tell her from the start.”

Flora held my hand firmer. “What about Isadora? Do you think she would have liked it that you told her mother?”

I mulled it over, and she continued before I could answer her. “The kiss, the flower wreath and the fun we had … Didn’t you want that?”

“I know what you’re saying,” I agreed with Flora. “It was an impossible situation. It just felt so good to spend time with her daughter, but at the same time, I realize that I have strong feelings for her mother as well. I also want her to trust me.”

“Darian, she does,” Flora told me. “She said it herself.”

We spoke in a lowered voice since we had promised Aurora not to tell anyone. It was the least we could do. The medals Aurora had given me were important to me. Flora was right. Aurora appreciated what I had done for her and our kingdom. “I’m not sure what to say,” I said. “I just hope they get together.”

“They always get together at last,” she replied and held my hand firmer. “We all have our ups and downs in life.”

“Right,” I said as we continued to ride. The journey was peaceful, and we passed by hills of grass and forest. Occasionally, we passed by tradesmen or travelers. The wind tousled our hair as we sat close together, finding comfort in each other’s presence. Flora’s warm touch was comforting, and I found myself grateful for her support.

I had talked to Felicia earlier, and she had said it was okay that we parted midway. I wanted to see Caspian and hopefully get my mind on something else.

We came to a fork in the road, and I had to separate from Felicia for now. She pulled the reins and waved at us. “Is it here?” she asked me.

I nodded. “We’ll part ways for now.”

“That’s fine,” she said. I could tell she wanted more than that, perhaps to blow me again. I still couldn’t understand how she was embarrassed. Without her heavenly head, I wouldn’t have dreamed about the queen. “I hope you’ll come back quickly so we can feel safe.”

“I’ll most likely be back sometime tomorrow because we will stay at an inn,” I told her.

“That’s okay,” Felicia said. “Have fun.”

“We will,” I said.

Felicia bid us farewell with a gentle smile. I watched her disappear into the distance. I took the other road, and I continued to ride with Flora to Caspian’s village.

It didn’t take long till I recognized this part of the world. The road was paved with benches and neatly trimmed hedges. It was a nicer neighborhood and a great place for retirement and rest. There weren’t many who lived here. The village itself surrounded a lake, and Caspian’s house was right by the water. He’d bought the home here after he had been rewarded. I hadn’t been here for two years. It was right after he’d been healed, and I had made sure to safely return him to his family.

We rolled up to his two-story house, which was recently painted white. I could see the lake in the background with some fishermen on the other side. It sure was a beautiful place to live in. A woman watered some flowers by the entrance. She was modestly dressed and was young enough to be his wife. After a closer look, I recognized her. Her name was Johanna, and she was one of his childhood friends. I wondered if they’d either married or become bonded. She looked up at me as both Flora and I dismounted. She dropped the water can, and her hands fled to her mouth.

“Oh my gosh,” she said. She quickly swung open the door and hurried inside to the living room. “Caspian! Caspian!” she shouted.

“What is it?” he asked, and I recognized his voice immediately.

She pushed him out, and there I saw him. Despite sitting in a wheelchair, he hadn’t lost his muscles. He was short and stocky. His hair was a bit thin, but still dark blonde and colorful. He beamed upon seeing me and seeing his smile meant the world to me. He started laughing. Johnna opened the gates, and we strode inside. I gave him a hug while he was still in the wheelchair. He laughed and infected me with his joy.

“Oh, Darian!” he said. “I’m so glad to see you again.”

“I’m so glad to see you too, Caspian,” I told him. As I pulled away from the embrace, I searched his face for a reaction. His eyes lit up with joy and a wide grin spread across his face.

“How’s life been treating you?” he asked me. “Found anyone special yet?”

I introduced him to Flora. “This is my woman. She was originally the queen’s maid, but she tended to me after the war. We have been bonded for a couple of weeks now.”

“Congratulations,” Caspian said. “I married my childhood friend who I know you’ve met before. She’s been taking care of me ever since we moved here.”

“Life is treating you well,” I said, and that clearly was the case when seeing his smile.

“It sure does,” he said. “Come, let’s sit outside. Are you hungry?”

“We are,” I said and patted my belly. “It’s been a long journey after all.”

“Johanna, go to the kitchen and make some pan-fried fish.”

“Okay,” Johanna said submissively and went into the kitchen.

I pushed Caspian out to the terrace. “Where’s your spot?”

“Right at the table,” he said.

I looked around at their backyard. The newly trimmed hedges lined the edge of the lawn which was freshly mowed and smelling of wet grass. There were patches of flowers and roses, and a small coop filled with clucking chickens caught my eye. And tucked away at the back of their property, rows of vegetables grew in neat rows. Also, the view of the lake was stunning, the water shimmering. “This is a nice property,” I said.

“I fell in love as soon as I saw it,” he said and let out a sigh. “My wife loves it too. She’s mostly gardening when she isn’t taking care of me.”

“I can see that,” I said and sat down in front of him, motioning Flora to also take a seat.

“I heard some rumors,” he started and looked at me with excitement. “I heard that you have been assigned an important task by the queen.”

“Those are no rumors,” I said. “The queen assigned me to breed up the Fertile Valley.”

“Oh, my,” Caspian said. He looked at me in awe and wonder. “You sure deserve it after everything you did. It’s obvious to the queen to spread your blood.”

“Yeah,” I said and felt flattered by his words.

“When did you start and how far have you gotten?” he asked, leaning forward.

“A couple of weeks ago,” I said. “I’ve done more than hundreds of women so far.”

“Nice,” he said, giving me a grin.

“It’s quite a lot of work. There are so many women who want to be taken care of. It can be a bit overwhelming.”

“I’ve no doubt about that,” Caspian noted. “I see it in this village too. Hardly any men around, and hardly any survivors from the war.”

“We made it,” I said and patted his back. We shared a smile and talked about memories, especially before he became wounded. We had so much to talk about, and it was so joyful to delve into the memories. Not all of them were pleasant, especially as we reached the day he was wounded. I couldn’t help but grimace as we talked about the commander who’d led us that day. I cursed him and couldn’t understand why he wanted to abandon Caspian.

“Relax,” Caspian said and patted my arm. “You’ve no idea how much I appreciated it when you rescued me.”

“It was the least I could do.”

“And besides, he’s dead,” Caspian said, carefree.

“Right. But there was no point in abandoning our position anyway.”

“That’s because you’re intelligent,” he said, “and creative. I’m not sure how some of those commanders reach their positions.”

“I think every army has its problems,” I said.

“Although in that war we had been the most competent,” Caspian said.

“But I still think we could have aimed for better.”

“Right,” Caspian said. “It’s important to never become comfortable.”

“The first words my father taught me,” I said and agreed with his patriotic words.

We talked a little bit more and eventually Johanna came over with something to eat. She’d made a mushroom stew with meat and some vegetables. We dug in, and it tasted so fresh. They told us that all the ingredients came from this village. They weren’t a fan of importing stuff. Johanna and Flora got along well together. Johanna had been a maid, who also tended to the wounded soldiers afterward. When she found out that Caspian had been badly hurt, she demanded to take care of him, and they fell in love shortly after. They’d been separated for years despite knowing each other since childhood. I thought it was cute. A true love story. The choice to marry her had been obvious.

Caspian patted her belly. “There’ll be a little fella joining our household soon.

“Congratulations,” I said and was glad for his sake. “It’s important that someone as strong as you will continue to live too.”

“I appreciate your words,” Caspian said.

After we’d eaten, Johanna took the dishes and Flora gladly helped her. Suddenly, a bow materialized in Caspian’s hand along with an arrow. “I have to choose arrows individually when I sit in the wheelchair,” he said with a wink. He showed me his bow.

“Wow, do you still shoot with this thing?” I asked him and checked it out. It was the one he’d used during the war. It showed signs of wear and tear, but it was still fully functional.

“Every day,” he said proudly. I noticed then that he’d set up several targets in his backyard. “I love that thing. I would rather be without legs than my arms.”

“I see that,” I said and handed him back his bow. He cradled it in his arms like a baby. “I haven’t had time to practice so much lately. I’ve mostly been resting since the war ended.”

Casper said, “When I got back, I didn’t do much else besides resting too. But then I wanted to move again.” He sighed. “It was a bit painful, not being able to walk, but I have grieved and gotten over it.”

“I’m glad,” I said and patted his back, letting him know I would be there for him. Although my actions had spoken for themselves. I didn’t know how it was to be in his shoes. It must be difficult. I couldn’t imagine a life without being able to walk.

“The most important thing is that I’m alive,” Caspian said and was grateful to still be breathing. “There are worse things out there.”

“If you lose your mind or brain, then there’s nothing left of you,” I said. “You’re no better than a vegetable.”

“That’s right,” he said and stroked his bow.

“Do you guys want some dessert?” Johanna asked.

“Sure,” Caspian said and dematerialized his bow. “But afterward, I would like to shoot.”

They served us some ice cream topped with fruit. They used honey as a sweetener, and it was cold, creamy and delicious. After we’d eaten, Caspian grinned in my direction. “Are you down for a little battle?”

“You know I am,” I said and felt the joy and nostalgia of shooting with him. We both selected our bows.

He jerked his head at the target on the tree. “Let’s start with that one.” With steady hands, he carefully nocked the arrow to his bow. He pulled back with ease and released. A sharp whistle cut through the air as the arrow hit dead center in the target.

I whistled softly to myself. “Damn impressive,” I told him. He’d always been a good archer, and I was surprised he still got it despite being bound to his wheelchair.

I placed the arrow against the bowstring and drew it back, my muscles tensing as I aimed at the target. With one eye closed, I focused on my mark and released the string. The arrow whizzed through the air, hitting the bullseye as it landed beside Caspian’s.

We kept shooting at his targets and had a blast doing so. I started catching up on him and firing closer to the targets. Eventually, we moved to the swords, and he selected his while I selected mine. “Haven’t had someone to practice swordsmanship with for a while,” he said.

“Let’s do this,” I said, and selected my sword. I was careful while he sat there. He parried my blows, and I parried his. The clangs rose in the air as the sun steadily lowered. In the end, we were both tired and sat and talked. It had been a lovely day, but we had to get moving before it became too dark.

“It was lovely to have you here,” Caspian said, his eyes shining with gratitude.

“It’s been a pleasure,” I said. “I’m glad to see you doing well.”

“And it’s an honor to personally know someone like you,” Caspian said. “You’re famous for all the right reasons.”

“I’ll be back,” I said. “It’s only half a day’s ride here.”

“Thank you for remembering him,” Johanna said and massaged his shoulders. “There’re so many that forget about the veterans, especially the terribly wounded.”

I listened to her words. They were true. Once someone was wounded, they were quickly abandoned. I didn’t have the heart for it, and I would never forget when I saw him lying there while a vicious fire consumed both of his legs.

“I’ll never abandon anyone,” I told them both. “We’ll be friends forever.”

I made sure to give him a brotherly hug. Flora and Johanna embraced each other as well. “Take care of your man,” Johanna said.

“You too,” Flora said.

We jumped into the carriage and rode away. I couldn’t stop smiling.

“You look so different compared to when we first entered this village,” she noted.

“Of course,” I said. “I haven’t seen him in a year. I’m so glad to see him doing well.”

“I’m surprised by his positivity. He lost both of his legs after all,” she said.

“He’s always been like that,” I said. “He always sees the bright side of things.”

As we continued along the road, we searched for the first and best inn. We found it and led the horses into the stall. We went inside, had a late-night snack and listened to some music that they played. I thought of Gabriella at that moment, hoping she was doing okay. I also hoped we would see her when we returned. There were very few men here, and most of them looked either old or they were wounded. Some of the women here, especially the waitresses, tried to flirt with me. She placed both her elbows on the table and leaned forward, so I came face to face with her cleavage. “There’s more to see under my dress if you want to spend the night together.”

“I’m good,” I said.

She kissed her hand and blew it to me. It wasn’t that she wasn’t attractive, but I was tired and I had Flora for tonight. After we’d rested, we went into our room. We took off our clothes, and seeing her nude flesh did something to my brain. “Your body is addictive,” I said and studied how her lustrous auburn hair cascaded down her fair body. She came up to me. She tried to maintain eye contact, but I looked at her breasts instead.

She massaged my shoulders till I purred. “How about a massage before bedtime?”

“I would love that,” I said.

She guided me to lie down on the bed, her delicate hands working on my tired muscles. The tension slowly melted away under her touch, and I closed my eyes, being grateful to have that woman. I just loved the way she voluntarily wanted to massage me and tend to me. She was an angel.

As Flora’s hands moved lower, tracing soothing patterns along my back, she awakened a desire inside. I turned over to face her, my gaze locking with hers. Without a word, Flora leaned in and kissed me right on the lips. She couldn’t resist and slowly lay on top of me, her soft body pressed against mine. My hands roamed over her silky skin as if it were the first time I had ever touched her. We didn’t break the kiss, tasting each other’s tongue and lips.

My hands continued to roam Flora’s body, tracing patterns on her skin that aroused her. Her eyes were closed, and a soft sigh escaped her lips as my fingers found their way between her legs. She was as dripping as a fruit.

Flora moaned softly, her head thrown back in pleasure as my fingers teased and caressed her. “Darian,” she whispered, her voice barely audible above the sounds of our lovemaking. “More, please. I need more.”

“For that lovely massage,” I murmured. “I’ll give it to you”

I rolled on top of her and guided my cock to the entrance of her love hole. I slipped in the head and slid inside her velvety walls, her pussy embracing me along the way.

As my hips thrust, I watched Flora’s eyes widen with each thrust. Her breaths became faster and deeper as her body arched towards me. Her auburn hair fanned out around her face, and sweat glistened upon her flawless skin and cheeks peppered with freckles.

As the bed kept creaking and squeaking, she was about to reach her climax. With a shudder, she wrapped her legs around my hips, pulling me deeper within her. As we continued to move against each other, Flora’s moans filled the room, mingling with the sounds of our bodies slapping together. I watched as her eyes closed, her mouth forming a silent “O”. I felt the warmth of her orgasm envelop me, and it sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body. I kept on fucking her, and seeing her climax made me speed up the thrusts.

I felt her walls tighten around me. With one last powerful thrust, I came deep inside her, filling her wet, warm vagina with my rich seed. I collapsed onto her, catching my breath. I kissed her neck and pulled out my softening cock.

“Oh, that was so nice,” she said, shivering with pleasure.

She backed her ass against my crotch, and I nestled the tip into her crack. “Sweet dreams,” I told her, reaching for her boob.

“You too,” she said sweetly.


Chapter 17

Darian

Iwoke up with Flora in front of me. My arm was nestled under her breasts like usual, and her breath was warm against my hand. We arrived at the Fertile Valley the day after yesterday. The breeding went on as normal, but I still missed Gabriella who hadn’t shown up yet, and especially Isadora, who I thought of constantly.

I yawned and caressed Flora’s fine cheeks, her skin as smooth as velvet. She opened her eyes and turned around, beaming. “Good morning,” she said in her morning voice.

I pushed some auburn hair away from her face and behind her ears, so I could see her nude body a bit better, which was a work of art. “Good morning,” I said, drinking her in. My eyes stopped at her natural cleavage and her pink nipples.

“Sleep well?” she asked.

I nodded. “Ever since you started massaging me, I sleep through the night.”

“Any pleasant dreams?” she asked.

I nodded again. “You, me, Isadora and Gabriella flying on a cloud.”

She chuckled. “I miss both of them … You still haven’t received any letters from Isadora, have you?”

I shook my head. “Nope,” I said, which felt just as bad to say. I sure had missed her too, and I couldn’t stop thinking of the day I spent with her. I couldn’t remember the last time I had so much fun with someone.

“Maybe she just needs a break from her mother,” Flora said. “The fight was nasty after all.”

“I think so too,” I said. “I thought about writing to her. It was so awkward to leave without saying goodbye.”

“That’s a great idea,” Flora said. “I’m sure she’ll appreciate it.”

“What about her mother though?” I asked.

Flora mulled it over. “I don’t see why that will be a problem. Just write that you wish Isadora well. It doesn’t have to be a love letter intending to seduce her.”

I nodded. “I’ll write it later.”

We both rose from bed and put on our clothes. We went downstairs, and I went outside to the terrace. Flora had started gardening, planting some vegetables. We had also bought some chickens that would give us eggs. It was quite peaceful, and she had been inspired by how Caspian and Johanna lived.

We ate an omelet for breakfast and sat next to each other afterward. She leaned her head onto my shoulder. “Do you have any breeding planned for today?” she asked me.

“Not what I know,” I said. “They’ll probably show up anyway like they always do. Should we go somewhere later, a picnic or something?”

She nodded eagerly. “I would love to … How about the stadium?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “I have never been there.”

“I think it would be nice,” Flora said. Suddenly, someone knocked on the door, and I already knew it was someone who wanted to be bred.

“I think I might be a bit busy now,” I told her.

“That’s fine,” Flora said with a smile. “I’ll take care of some gardening.”

I went to the door and opened it. On the doorstep was a middle-aged woman who was attractive by all means. Behind her, stood a young woman, who I believed to be her daughter, next to a cow.

“Hi,” the woman said and introduced herself with a smile. She was a brunette and wore a dress with a deep V-neck, showing off her natural cleavage. “I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

“Not at all,” I said and already had a clue where this was going.

“I have a daughter who’s recently turned eighteen … and she really wants to be with a man. I can give you our dairy cow in exchange for you breeding with her.”

These women were getting desperate. “That wouldn’t be fair,” I said. “None of the other women have given me such expensive gifts for breeding. One girl comes with strawberries now and then, but it isn’t transactional. She just wants to give them to me.”

“But we run a dairy farm, so we have plenty of cows, so we are willing to give it to you as a gift,” she said and cleverly chose her words.

“Alright,” I said and agreed to her offer. “Is that your daughter over there?”

She nodded, proudly smiling at her sweetheart. “She’s a bit shy, but she really wants you.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’ll take care of her.”

“Now?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I got time.”

“Okay, that’s great,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “Emily, you can come.”

The girl named Emily came over with the cow. She didn’t say anything, shyly looking up at me as if it were a dream come true. “You can just leave it here. My bonded will take care of it.”

“Okay,” the mother said and pressed her lips to her daughter’s cheek. “Behave well now.”

The comment made her blush. I didn’t know they were so desperate and were becoming so impatient that they were willing to give away some of their properties just so I could breed them. I took Emily’s soft hand. She had thick brown hair that ran down her back, and she had some freckles on her face. She looked very young, and she followed me without hesitation.

I closed the door. “Hold on,” I told her. “Flora, we’ve been given a dairy cow. Can you bring it to the garden?”

“Really?” Flora asked and came to the foyer.

“A little gift from this lovely girl,” I said.

“Hi,” Flora said and gave her a pleasant smile.

“Hi,” Emily said, her voice sounding pure and sweet.

“That’s so generous of you,” Flora said.

“She’s a little sweetheart,” I said, making Emily blush. “Give us a moment,” I told Flora and took Emily’s hand, leading her into the pregnancy room.

I closed the door behind us, enveloping Emily and me in privacy.

Facing her, I could see the nervous anticipation in her doe-like eyes. She fidgeted with the hem of her dress. “Are you alright?” I asked her.

“Yeah,” she said nervously. “I’m a bit shy … I didn’t think you would want me so quickly.”

“Your innocence is irresistible,” I told her. Stepping closer, I gently cupped her chin, tilting her face up to meet mine. Leaning down, I captured her lips with mine. Her response was hesitant at first, but soon she yielded, her hands finding their way to my chest. I deepened the kiss, savoring the sweetness of her innocence. I could easily tell that she’d never kissed before, but I guided her with my tongue and lips.

Breaking the kiss, I looked into her hazel eyes. She sank her teeth into her lips. I began to undress her top and bra, slowly revealing the untouched beauty that lay beneath the fabric. Once her bra popped free, I cupped her round, fertile breasts, feeling her nipples stiffen in my hands. Her skin was soft, smooth and unexplored. Emily’s breath quickened as my fingers trailed down her body till I reached her wetness.

Pulling my hand back, I lowered her onto the sheets as the scent of female arousal spread in the room. I lifted the skirt of her dress, revealing white panties that matched her fair skin. I pulled down her skirt, and slowly drew her panties down her legs, leaving her completely naked before me.

Kneeling before her, I ran my hands over her thighs, feeling the warmth of her desire and the beat of her heart that quickened at my touch. I gently spread her legs, revealing her flower that begged to be touched. I pressed a soft kiss to her inner thigh, making her shiver, and then I ran my fingers over her intimate area. She moaned softly, her eyes locked onto mine. I could see the desire in her eyes.

Sliding my fingers inside her, I felt the wet heat of her arousal, the slick evidence of her desire for me. She gasped, her hips bucking slightly at the penetration. I moved my fingers in and out, enjoying the slick sounds of her wetness, her moans growing louder with each thrust. I could sense her body beginning to respond to my touch, her muscles clenching around my fingers as if they were eager to welcome me inside, but first, I leaned down to taste her. As my tongue swept over her sensitive flesh, her moans grew louder, her hips bucking wildly beneath me. She was as sweet and wet as a ripe fruit.

After having licked and tasted her, I rose and aligned my erection with her vagina. I slid inside her slowly, her muscles tightening around me, gripping me like a hug.

Emily’s eyes widened, and her breath deepened as she felt me fill her. She let out a soft cry of pleasure as I began to move inside her, my thrusts deep and slow. She clawed at the sheets, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me closer.

I leaned down to kiss her sweet neck. As I continued to fuck her, my rhythm growing faster and more intense, I touched her breasts, tweaking her nipples, heightening her pleasure. Emily’s moans grew louder, her body arching up to meet each thrust.

I slid my hand down to her clit, rubbing it in circles, sending her pleasure soaring.

As her climax approached, I could feel her body tense, her moans reaching higher. I knew this was the moment I had been waiting for. I thrust harder, my hips pounding into her, driving her pleasure higher and higher until she finally groaned with her release.

Her orgasm washed over me as I would soon be there as well. A couple of more thrusts and my testicles tightened and then released. I pushed all the way into her depths and flooded her womb with my seed with a mighty groan. I slowly pulled in and out, milking the orgasm and pleasuring the sensitive head some more.

“That was intense,” she said and finally opened her eyes.

“Yeah,” I said and pulled out my cock. The pink mist spread from her pussy, showing off the fact that she’d been properly bred.

“Oh, my mother will be so proud of me,” she said and squeezed her sweat-covered boobs.

“She has all the right reasons to be,” I told her. We cuddled up for a little while and talked to each other. She opened up and didn’t seem so shy any longer after she’d gotten her first cock. She talked about how she’d been living on a farm for most of her life. She was a fan of drawing and just spending time with animals. She was one of the few girls who didn’t ask about what I’d been through. Instead, she just wanted to know more about me, which I found cute.

“My mother always told me not to be shy and it doesn’t hurt to ask,” she said. “But I didn’t dare ask to be bred. Instead, I ended up masturbating a lot and walking by here now and then. Although you were gone for a few days.”

“I was in the city for a couple of days,” I said.

“I see,” Emily said. “I couldn’t stop thinking of you. I’ve always wanted a baby, and my mother wants to be a grandmother too.”

“How many babies do you want?”

“Uhm … the more the better,” she said shyly.

“Once you’ve given birth,” I told her. “Come back to me, and I’ll help you again.”

“Thank you,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.

After the breeding, I received mana that could be used for The Sacred Seed ability, but it wasn’t always needed. Only if I went on a breeding marathon and did more than ten a day. I wanted to spend some time with Flora, so it would be a quiet day.

Eventually, we rose from the bed. I lifted her to her feet and helped her put on her clothes. We met Flora outside who’d already taken the cow to the pasture. “She’s one of the best dairy cows we have,” Emily said and patted her. “Please take care of her.”

“We will,” Flora said with a friendly smile.

I escorted Emily outside. “Do you live close to here?” I asked her.

“Not close but not far either,” she said.

“I see,” I said. She turned to me and twirled her brown hair on her finger. She had been a lovely virgin, and it had felt amazing to breed her. I opened my arms and gave her a goodbye hug for now. She pressed her body against mine, and she was still warm from the mating session as she buried her face into my shoulder.

“Take care of you and your mother.”

“I will,” she said with a smile. “If you need any help with the cow, just get in touch.”

“Of course, we will,” I said. “Come back to me when you want your second child.”

“Thank you for thinking of me,” she said.

She turned around and sauntered back to her farm. The wind whipped her hair, and she looked like a stunning, innocent flower. I stood and admired her for as long as I could see her. The weather was perfect, with bright sunshine and not a cloud in sight. I was just about to go inside, but then I caught sight of another girl making her way toward me. I shaded my eyes and noticed it was Marie, but this time, she wasn’t only holding onto a basket, but it appeared to be a cake or a pie in her left hand and the basket in her right.

Her hair fluttered behind her as she skipped to me. “Hi!” she said, beaming.

“What’s going on?”

“Not much … except for that I decided to bake you a cake,” she said and held it in front of me. It was a strawberry shortcake, which looked mouth-wateringly delicious. It was topped with cream and ruby-red strawberries adorned with beads of juice.

“Wow,” I said.

“And I also have the usual basket of strawberries,” she said.

“Why don’t you come inside, so we can eat it together,” I suggested.

“I would love to,” she said and beamed. “But afterward, I have to help Mom with something.”

I welcomed her inside. Her dark blonde hair flowed down her back in loose curls. She drew in a deep breath and turned around to look at me with her pink eyes. “Have you been breeding recently?”

I chuckled. “You have a good sense of smell,” I flattered her.

“Your house always smells feminine, but this time I picked up something unusual.”

“They gave us a dairy cow as a gift,” I told her. “It’s outside on the terrace at the moment.” I walked outside, and Flora was with the cow, taking it around as it grazed. “Marie is here with a cake.”

Flora waved at her. “What kind of cake?”

Marie showed her. “It’s a strawberry shortcake.”

Flora came up to Marie and craned her neck over the sweet dessert. “Wow, let me brew some tea.”

Marie set it on the table, and we both settled down. “How was the journey to the city?”

“It was fine,” I said. I talked about our picnic there and the medals that the queen gave me. I didn’t tell her about Isadora for obvious reasons. I told her about Caspian who was grateful to see me again.

“That’s nice to think of old friends,” Marie said, her gaze softening.

“What about yours?” I asked her. Ever since I had bred them, I hadn’t seen them together. I mostly saw Marie by herself.

Marie tried to smile but there was something that weighed her smile down. “We try to get along now and then, but we have our fights like any other neighbors.”

“Sorry about that,” I said. “You looked so cute together.”

“Oh,” Marie said and chuckled. “I think … It was because of you. We told ourselves before going, to not fight at all. It was so nice of Felicia to let us go first.”

“Felicia is a good woman,” I said and thought back to when she’d gone down on me. I wished she could surprise me like that once again. “Any signs of the pregnancy yet?”

“Except for some morning sickness, not really,” Marie said and patted her belly. “My mother bought me some medicine for the sickness, so I’m doing well. Sofia felt bad yesterday but I saw her up and running when I baked the cake.”

“I hope she’ll do well. I also hope your parents will help you once your belly starts to swell.”

“Of course,” Marie said. “We got that all sorted out.”

Flora came out with some tea, and we indulged in the cake. It was soft, spongy, sweet and juicy. It must have been one of the best cakes I’d ever eaten in my life, and I savored every bite. Her sweet strawberries went so well with the rest of the cake, and the cream was so fatty and delicious.

“I hope you enjoyed it,” Marie said, her cheeks pinkening to strawberries.

“It’s lovely,” I told her after we’d finished each piece.

“I’m so grateful for this little moment. I wasn’t planning on eating with you. I have to help my mother. I’m sorry,” Marie excused herself.

“That’s fine,” Flora said. “Family is important.”

“I agree,” Marie said.

I led her out to the door, and I made sure to embrace her. “We appreciate every basket you bring to us,” I told her.

“I’m glad … that’s the point. I love giving, especially to someone who appreciates it,” Marie said.

“We truly do,” I said and kissed her lips, which almost made her faint. I held onto her dearly as her legs grew weak.

“Maybe … we could still sleep with each other while I’m pregnant,” she suggested in a lowered voice.

It sounded exotic to have sex with a girl who had a nice swelling. “I wouldn’t be against it,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said. “Let me know when you want me.”

“I will … Goodbye.”

“Goodbye,” she said and waved at me. She turned around and skipped home, her hair fluttering behind her. As I was about to turn, I noticed a carriage at the entrance of the Fertile Valley, and I recognized that pink hair color. She poked her head out, and her purple eyes lit up. I stiffened and moved toward it as the passengers jumped out. It was Gabriella, and I felt elated upon seeing her again.

“Gabriella?” I asked her.

“Hi,” she said and happily ran to me and threw her arms around my neck. It felt so different from the first time I’d hugged her. It felt like she’d wanted to see me for a long time. She wasn’t shy about mashing her breasts against my chest, and I held her dearly.

“Where have you been?” I asked her. “I thought you would be back days ago.”

“It was about my mother,” she said in her enchanting voice. “She’s not feeling well, so I had to stay a bit longer. I’m sorry.”

I broke the hug to look into her purple eyes. “It’s alright. Family comes first.”

“Have you been thinking of me?” she asked.

“Almost every day,” I said.

“That’s so sweet,” she said. “I’ve been thinking of you too.”

“We just had some cake, there’s something left if you want some.”

“I would love some,” she said.

I brought her inside. “Flora, Gabriella is back,” I told her.

“Hi,” Flora said. “Finally, you are here.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Gabriella said. “My mother is a bit sick, so I had to stay with her a bit longer.”

“Don’t worry,” Flora said and waved her hand dismissively. “We forgive you.”

We settled down with her and kept her company while she ate the cake. We told her what we’d been up to, and she told us what she’d been up to. She kept it brief with her mother, hinting that she perhaps didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t mind. I was just glad to see her. Now it was just Isadora left, and I hoped to get in touch with her sooner than later.

“Flora and I were planning to go to the stadium before it gets too dark, perhaps eat something there as well. Do you want to come with us?”

“Of course, I do,” she said. “When I was gone, I couldn’t stop thinking of either of you. It was super nice to play music for you.”

“The melody was magical,” I told her. “But first, I have to write a letter to someone.”

“To someone special?” Gabriella asked.

I nodded. “Exactly,” I said. I rose from my chair, and Flora kept her company in the meantime. I went to the desk and plopped down. I thought over what to write. I couldn’t think of much. I just wanted to tell her that I wished she was doing alright.

Dear Isadora Pinkbloom,

I just arrived back at the Fertile Valley. I hope you are doing alright. I regret not saying goodbye when we left. It felt a bit awkward afterward, but I wasn’t sure how to tell you after the incident with your mother. I hope you will make peace with each other. There might have been a misunderstanding between you. I just want to let you know that I will never forget that day I spent with you. I have never had so much fun in my life. I wish every day was like that. You surprised me. I didn’t think I would see you at first, but when I saw you, I felt a joy unlike any other. I’m sorry it had to end the way it did, but please, talk to your mom. She’s a good woman, queen and a mother.

Yours Truly, Darian Sunblade.

I reread it a couple of times. I thought it was short, but I couldn’t think of anything else to write. I laid it aside in case I wanted to read it later. I regretted that I didn’t send a letter to her earlier. It wasn’t kind of me to just leave without telling her goodbye. I should have told her before leaving the city, but then I also had the dilemma of her mother. There wasn’t any easy way out of that situation. At least, I did the right thing now.

“Are you girls ready?” I asked them. They were both in the kitchen, and they had already packed the basket.

“We’re ready,” they said with strawberry juices over their lips and cheeks.

“Looks like someone has had a head start,” I told them with hints of a joke.

“I couldn’t resist,” Flora said as they dried each other’s cheeks.

We went outside to the sunny weather, and I went in the middle. We passed by many ladies and young women I had impregnated, and they all greeted me with winks or waves. I smiled upon seeing them.

We talked with Gabriella, and the conversations just flowed on. It was as if we’d known her for a long time, and it was a good omen. I looked at her dress, which was patched up and ragged, hinting at her poor living standards.

“We can find you a nicer dress if you want,” I told her.

“Only if it comes from your heart,” Gabriella said.

“I have no idea how a dress is supposed to come from my heart,” I said and chuckled at the idea.

“Like a gift,” Gabriella said. “But I don’t mind wearing these.”

“Really?” I asked.

She nodded. “We must be grateful for what we have, shouldn’t we?”

“I guess you have a point,” I said and admired her wisdom. I wasn’t born with a silver spoon exactly, but you got used to luxuries.

“But if you want to give me something special, it’s the thought that matters and I will be grateful for anything.”

“I’m glad to hear,” I said. “Do you still have your harp with you?”

“Always,” she said. “Do you want me to play for you?”

“We would love to,” I said. “Last time was so magical. We enjoyed every minute.”

“I’m honored,” she said.

The streets were becoming increasingly crowded as people hurriedly rushed back and forth, so it probably wasn’t the ideal time of day to be out and about. The stadium was at the other end of the town, and luckily, there weren’t many there. We noticed some teenagers on the other side, and there was also someone reading a bit farther up the rows. There were tufts of grass growing between the seats, and some of them were broken. The center of the stadium was covered in grass, and there were flowers growing here and there.

I said, “It’s a lot bigger than I thought.”

“It was more spectacular before,” Gabriella said. “When it wasn’t abandoned.”

“I can imagine,” I said silently to myself as I imagined all the types of games and ceremonies that had been held here. We found a nice place to have a seat. It was so much quieter and more peaceful here as we heard the birds twittering and chirping. We were all sweaty and thirsty after such a long walk. “Should we eat?”

They both nodded eagerly. Flora placed the basket of strawberries on my lap. “There you go.”

Gabriella playfully took one. “Let’s feed each other,” she suggested and raised it to my lips playfully. “You are lucky number one, open.”

She seemed playful all of a sudden. I opened my mouth and she gently laid it on top of my tongue. I sank my teeth into it and the pink juices exploded into my mouth. “That’s so tasty,” I said and swallowed.

Flora reached for another. “Open, my turn to feed you,” she said, Gabriella’s playfulness infecting her.

I opened, and she happily put it in my mouth. I took another bite, letting the juices spill over my chin. “Which one of you want first?”

“Guests first,” Flora said and nodded at Gabriella.

I took a strawberry and gently put it in Gabriella’s mouth. She took a bite and the pink juice trickled down her neck. It reminded me of when I ate fruits together with Isadora on the Flower Hills. It was something so erotic eating fruits with girls. Gabriella closed her eyes and didn’t mind that juice trickled down her breasts. “They’re perfect,” she said and licked her lips.

“Marie has the best strawberries,” I said, reaching for one and popping it into Flora’s mouth, who ate with her eyes closed.

“I think it would be better if we give you half a strawberry and we take the rest … We’ll feed you like a king,” Gabriella suggested.

I chuckled at her fantasy. “Go for it,” I said. “But you take the first bite.”

“Why?” Gabriella said, leaning closer to me.

“I want to taste your delicious lips too.”

Gabriella beamed. “That’s fine for me.” She started, taking a bite of the berry and placed the rest on my tongue. It tasted even better after having been in her mouth. They continuously fed me, and it did indeed make me feel like a king being fed by these two beautiful girls.

“Okay, here’s the last one,” Gabriella said, taking a bite first before putting it into my mouth.

After swallowing, I eyed her chest and neck. I took a napkin from the basket. “Here, you sure need it.”

Gabriella grinned mischievously. “It’s a bit difficult to see my own neck … It will be better if you clean me.”

“Did you spill on purpose?” I confronted her playfully.

“They were so tasty that I forgot to eat properly,” she answered in an equally playful manner.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and carefully cleaned her. I started at the entrance of her cleavage.

“You can go a bit lower,” she said and encouraged me to take a step further.

“Alright,” I said and reached deeper between her creamy breasts. She sank her teeth into her lips. “Clean enough for you?”

She nodded. “But take my neck too.” I dabbed it around till she was clean. Then I turned to Flora and made sure to clean her as well.

“You owe me a song or two,” I told Gabriella, leaning back.

“That’s fair,” she said and selected the harp that materialized in her hand.

Flora sat next to Gabriella, so Gabriella was in the middle. We couldn’t wait for her to play the harp. Gabriella began to strum the strings gently. When she was ready, she closed her eyes and her fingers gently brushed over the strings. A romantic and enchanting melody filled the air. I closed my eyes and let the music wash over me, feeling the connection and love between us deepening with every note. It was a similar melody that had pulled me toward her that night. Her fingers danced across the strings and the melody blended so well with the rest of the scenery. It was perfect. I inched my hips closer to hers and then curiously looked around as she continued to play. Eventually, she stopped and opened her purple eyes.

“What did you guys think?” she asked and pushed her pink hair behind her ears.

“Amazing,” Flora and I said in unison.

“You’re so talented,” Flora said.

“Thank you, thank you,” Gabriella said and kissed her harp. “I have an idea,” Gabriella said, beaming. “How about I play the harp, and you dance?”

I exchanged glances with Flora. “I’m up for it if you are,” Flora said with a twinkle in her eye.

“You’ll have to guide me through every move,” I said and thought, why not give it a try? It reminded me of when I danced with Isadora before going out on our date, and I wanted to try again. “But we certainly can’t do it here.”

“Come with me,” Gabriella said eagerly and led us down to the stadium. We walked down from the seating and reached the center.

Flora took my hands. “Don’t be nervous.”

“I won’t,” I said.

We waited for Gabriella, and she took her time as she started playing for us.

“I’m waiting for your lead,” I told Flora.

“Think of it as an extended hug,” Flora said. She placed her arms around my shoulders, letting them hang loosely around my neck while I put my hand on her hips, wrapping them around her lower back. She rested her head on my chest, and I felt warm as we slowly swayed side to side in sync with the music. She stepped on my foot and giggled. “My bad,” she said.

“I thought you had done this before,” I flirted with her.

“I have but your chiseled chest is distractive,” she said and excused herself.

I moved my hands to her rear, and she looked up at me as we continuously swayed. I started getting a hang of it, and I took the lead. We came closer to each other, so I felt the beat of her heart, and her warm breath as we kept moving to the sound of Gabriella’s music. The world faded away as it was just the three of us. I wasn’t sure how long we gently danced. Gabriella eventually slowed down the music and finally, she stopped. Flora leaned her head against my chest, and I held onto her.

“You looked so pretty,” Gabriella said.

“Why don’t you show us your moves?” I asked.

“Uhm,” Gabriella said and mulled it over. “I … I’m out of practice. Maybe some other day.”

“It’s fine,” I told her. I reached for a blue flower and slid it behind her ear. “You deserve one for your heavenly music.”

She picked two flowers and slid them behind my and Flora’s ears. “You deserve one too for those moves.”

“Sorry for stepping on your toe,” Flora said with a light blush.

“Relax,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “I barely even felt it.”

“We need to do that again,” Flora said. “Maybe when it’s night, and it’s just the three of us … in front of a cozy fire.”

“Now you’re putting me in the mood,” Gabriella said and twirled around.

“No one’s stopping you,” I told her.

“I just need some time,” she said.

“I wonder how it was before,” Flora said and looked around. “Think of seeing the rows filled and the games that would be hosted.”

“I’ve been to a couple,” Gabriella said. “They were spectacular. The energy and atmosphere were awesome.”

“What did you see?” I asked her.

“One time it was a concert. Another was a magic show. I liked the concert better,” she admitted.

“Next time you should be on the stage,” I told her.

“We’ll see,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. She strung a couple of flowers together till she made a wristband and gently slipped it on my wrist. “There you go.”

I kissed her forehead. “Thank you,” I said, looking at it. It made me think of Isadora again. She couldn’t stop running through my mind.

The sun began its descent, signaling that the day was coming to an end. It would take some time for it to set completely, but by the time we would be back, it would likely be time for dinner.

“Should we go back?” I suggested.

They both nodded. While Flora took the basket, I held both their hands. Gabriella gave my hand a squeeze, and she leaned her head against my shoulder for a bit. “You looked slightly upset earlier,” she said. “Did anything happen?”

“Sort of,” I said. “We were recently in the city, and we had to leave abruptly.”

“Why?” Gabriella asked.

“Something with the queen and her daughter,” I said and didn’t want to go into details. “And we used to write letters to each other, but I haven’t received any.”

“Oh,” Gabriella said. “That’s nice. I love letters. They are more personal and intimate.”

“We all do,” I said. “I hope she’ll respond, and I hope she’ll make peace with her mother.”

“I’ve also heard that they fight a lot,” Gabriella said.

“Tell us about it,” Flora said. “Although the last one was ugly.”

We continued to talk back and forth, and as usual, we got along well. We passed by several women who recognized me. “You’re a superstar,” Gabriella whispered with a grin.

“Nah,” I said.

“How about a super-breeder?” Gabriella added, making us all laugh.

As we entered our neighborhood, I wanted to invite Gabriella to our home. “Do you want something to eat?” I asked her. “You can eat dinner with us.”

“That would be lovely,” Gabriella said. “But after that, I have to go home and take care of something. I’ll come over tomorrow in the morning.”

“That’s fine,” I said, understanding she wanted to take her time.

Gabriella helped Flora with the dinner. While they were in the kitchen, I sat outside. I looked at the flower wristband. It was a small gift, but it meant the world to me.

I inhaled deeply, the savory aroma of the pot roast filling the air and making my stomach rumble. Flora and Gabriella bustled around the kitchen, their laughter mingling with the clinking of pots and pans. I thought of Gabriella’s music, wondering how it would be if she played for us every day.

Soon, Flora and Gabriella emerged from the kitchen. “We’re ready,” Flora said with a proud smile.

“Did you have fun cooking?” I asked them, seeing how much they had spilled over their clothes.

“A lot,” Gabriella said and scooped up some sauce from her dress and shoved it in her mouth. “We were behaving like children.”

Flora chuckled. “There’s nothing wrong with reliving the glory days.”

“You got away with a lot more as a child,” Gabriella said wistfully. “I’m no fan of responsibilities.”

“I disagree,” I said. “I never liked being a child. Being in control feels so much better.”

“If I were controlled by you, I wouldn’t mind,” Gabriella added.

“You’ll be playing that harp every waking hour,” I said.

“I’m up for a challenge,” she said, pouting her lips and kissing in my direction.

We turned our attention back to our meal. The meat fell off the bone as I touched it with the fork. It was perfectly seasoned. They’d cut the vegetables into cubes and poured honey and salt over them. The flavors exploded on my tongue.

“You sure make a good cooking team,” I said. “This is the second time you’ve cooked something divine.”

“And hopefully it won’t be the last,” Flora said invitingly.

“I hope not,” Gabriella said. “I feel so free being with you two.”

“I’m glad you enjoy it here,” I said. “You’re free to sleep over if you wish.”

Gabriella blushed similarly as when I asked her to dance. “Tomorrow I want to, but I have to sort something out in my cottage.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

Gabriella was sweet enough to clean the table even if we told her she didn’t have to. It already felt like she was a part of this household. When she was about to leave, we escorted her out. Flora hugged her goodnight. “See you tomorrow,” Flora said.

“Sweet dreams,” Gabriella said.

“I’ll happily walk with you to your cottage,” I said.

“Thank you,” Gabriella said. “I was about to ask since I get nervous during the night.”

I put on my shoes, took her hand and led her outside. Her hand was soft and smooth yet familiar. I couldn’t figure out when I’d touched such a smooth hand at last. “Your skin is like velvet,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “I hope playing the harp won’t mess them up.”

“I don’t notice anything,” I said. Our path was lit up by the moon, the stars and Gabriella’s hair. She glowed. “The only thing I notice now is that I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll be back in the morning,” Gabriella said, turning to me and smiling brightly.

I held her hand firmer as I took her to her cottage. I opened the gate and escorted her to her doorstep. She threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips to mine. My heart rate rose so suddenly while my hands settled on her hips. I lingered in the kiss for who knows how long, letting the rest of the world fade away.

I came off her lips, and she tasted sweeter than a cherry. “Sweet dreams,” she said.

“You too,” I said, turning and going back to Flora.


Chapter 18

Aurora

Iwoke up from a shallow sleep. For the past three days, I had woken up with a feeling that something wasn’t quite right. It was three days ago I had spoken to my daughter, and I had counted every day. The silence was slowly killing me. I couldn’t write a letter. I didn’t have an appetite. I couldn’t focus, and I felt handicapped. I had postponed everything. I just wanted to talk to her, hear her sweet voice again, but she didn’t want to. She had never ignored me for this long before.

I couldn’t stop thinking of things I should’ve done differently. I wanted to let her know that I was sorry, but I also wanted an apology from her. She couldn’t use her young age as an excuse any longer. We could have both handled it differently, and I hoped she would realize it as well.

I didn’t lie in my bed for long, rising and putting on my dress. I had skipped makeup for the past three days. I just didn’t see the point for some reason till I’d talked to her.

I had indirect contact with Isadora through Elara who went to her every day. She usually brought her the usual pie, but Elara still told me that Isadora didn’t want to see me.

Yesterday, I had told Elara to tell Isadora that I was sorry and we could talk about it.

I went to Elara’s bedroom, knocking. “Elara, are you there?”

“Uhm, yeah,” she said, sounding nervous.

I slowly opened the door, and she paced back and forth but suddenly stopped in the middle of the room. She looked as if she was on the verge of having a panic attack. “Gosh, what’s going on?”

“I don’t know,” she said, stuttering.

“Have you talked to Isadora about what I told you yesterday?”

Her face flushed. “Uhm … she doesn’t open,” she said.

I blinked at her. “Were you there this morning?”

She nodded.

“Did you tell her to open?”

She nodded and chewed her lips. “Something is wrong. The door is locked and she didn’t answer.”

“I’ll be back,” I told her. I went to Isadora’s bedroom and knocked. “Isadora, are you there?” I waited and the seconds felt like an eternity. I couldn’t hear anything, not even her breathing. My heart rate started slowly rising, and I started putting the puzzle pieces together as to why Elara looked the way she did. I tried again, knocking and saying her name. I leaned my ear closer to the door. The only thing I felt was the cool morning breeze coming from the window. I told myself not to get paranoid, but it was getting difficult. “Sweetheart, if you don’t answer me, I’ll have to break in.” No one answered. I quickly fetched Thalia. Something told me I had very little time to lose. She was in the library, reading books about magic.

I tapped her shoulder and gently whispered. “I need your help.”

She shut the book with a snap and followed me. “What’s going on?”

“She doesn’t open,” I told her as we approached my daughter’s bedroom. “She didn’t open for Elara this morning either, which is the first time. I tried calling for her, but she didn’t answer.”

Thalia leaned her ear against the door. A magic mist appeared from her ear. She used a spell that could make her listen better. “There’s no one breathing inside there,” she said.

I drew in a deep breath. What I feared might have happened. I knocked again. “This is my last warning,” I said. “If you don’t answer, I’ll break in.”

I was met with silence, and I stepped aside. “Do your thing,” I told Thalia.

Thalia nodded and stepped back. With a flick of her wrist, she summoned swirling, glowing energy into her hands. She aimed at the door and released it with a powerful thrust. The impact sent the door flying across the room, shattering it into pieces that scattered across the floor like splinters. Her body trembled from the force as she caught her breath.

“Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said.

We stepped inside and looked around. I couldn’t see her anywhere, and her window was flung open. For some reason, I didn’t check the obvious while Thalia did so. I checked the bathroom, her wardrobe and under her bed. Sighing, I went beside Thalia and leaned out the window. I closed my eyes firmly.

“So she’s fled,” I said silently to myself. Reality hit me like a ton of bricks. “Or possibly been kidnapped.”

“Kidnapped?” Thalia said. “Let’s not jump to conclusions … That’s something you always tell me.”

“When it’s your own and only daughter … It’s a different situation.” I breathed deeply, and I knew Thalia was right. Depending upon when she went, she couldn’t be too far away.

Erik came inside, looking at us and the broken door with an arched eyebrow. “I heard a loud bang,” he said. “What’s going on?”

“My daughter is gone,” I said. I had to act quickly. She spent time with Elara last, and the way Elara was about to have a breakdown told me she knew something we didn’t. “I have to speak with your daughter.”

He didn’t say a word, looking as shocked as we were. “I’ll come with you,” he said.

We quickly made our way to Elara’s bedroom. We knocked and opened shortly after. She was still pacing back and forth in the middle of the room. She froze, and she looked just as nervous as earlier.

“We broke in,” I told her and delivered her the grave news. “She wasn’t there.”

Elara’s knees grew weak and it seemed like she was about to collapse. “Elara, please explain to us what’s going on,” Erik said. “This is very serious.”

“You spoke with her last,” I added.

Elara moved to the bed, slumped down and buried her head in her hands. She was on the verge of crying. “I’m sorry …”

“Elara, please tell us,” Erik said, taking a seat next to her and patting her back.

“I didn’t know … I didn’t think she was serious. She talked about escaping a couple of days ago. She told me not to tell you.”

I felt relieved since the kidnapping scenario wasn’t likely but still a possibility. Isadora had never done something like this before. “Escaping where?” Erik asked her.

“I don’t know,” Elara said with a hopeless shrug as tears started dribbling down her cheeks. “I didn’t ask since I didn’t take her seriously. She told me she was sick of everything. She’s always talked about her peasant dream, and she just wanted to be gone. I’ve no idea where she wanted to go. She just wanted to go.”

“You should have told us a couple of days ago when she first mentioned this,” Erik said. “This is not looking good. Even if the roads out there are secure, we have enemies that don’t like us. If someone captures her, it will be ugly.”

My brother was right, and I felt the fears creeping up on me again.

“Please, don’t be mad at me,” Elara said. “I’ve told you everything I know.”

“Thalia, summon Kevin,” I told her. Kevin was a general, and he hailed from the Serenity Shore. His niece was one of Isadora’s childhood friends, and she had slept over there recently. She must know something. Thalia nodded and quickly brought him to me. I stood and waited, and the seconds felt like an eternity.

“Do you want to sit?” Elara asked.

I smiled at her which sure was needed. It was cute of her to offer me a seat. “I’m fine for now. Thank you.”

Erik talked to her in the meantime. “It’s alright, as long as you have told us everything you know.”

“I have … You aren’t mad at me?”

“No,” he said. “I’ll never be mad at you, but I’m disappointed that you didn’t talk to us before.”

Elara sighed. “It’s difficult … Isadora is my cousin and closest friend. I didn’t want to do anything behind her back.”

“I understand … If one of your friends is about to go down a cliff, you save them and tell them to stop. You don’t let them go.”

“You’re right,” Elara said.

I heard his firm footsteps. Kevin strode in dressed in his uniform. He wore his ginger hair loose. He was sixty years old and as tall as I. He’d earned his spot through merits, and he was the most loyal general and also the most competent. “Your Highness,” he said, bowing down and raising his gaze to meet mine. “What can I do for you?”

“My daughter is missing. Ride out to the Serenity Shore and ask your niece, Charlotte, if she possibly knows where my daughter is. Isadora was with her on a sleepover recently.”

“Understood.” He nodded. “I’ll be back as soon as possible.”

“Thank you,” I said. I always liked how he spoke. He was concise, firm and always went straight to the point.

Erik and I left, realizing there was no point in making Elara feel worse about herself. “Come, let’s go. We have a lot of things to discuss.”

I didn’t think it was fair for Elara to be punished in any way. She should have told us, but at the same time, she was Isadora’s friend. I understood where she was coming from. I brought with me a couple of my trusted advisers and sat down with them. I explained to them what had just taken place, and they all just shook their heads, their faces darkening.

“She must have bribed the guards,” one of them said. “There’s no way she could have fled without anyone noticing.”

“Isadora’s guards must be dismissed immediately,” I said. “They shouldn’t be taking bribes.”

They nodded and agreed with me. “Your Highness,” Thalia said. “Don’t forget Darian.”

My lips curved in a smile for a brief moment. She was right. Isadora had spent a lot of time with him when he came over, and it was then this debacle started. I hadn’t thought of it till now since I didn’t want to blame him in any way. “I’ll wait till Kevin returns to decide what to do with Darian. If Charlotte knows something then I would like to keep him out of this,” I said. I had let him witness way too many embarrassing moments of both me and my daughter. I would rather keep him away from all this drama.

“Should we seek help from the dragons and angels?” Erik asked.

“Let’s wait,” I told him. “I don’t want the word that she’s been missing to travel too far, especially when we just had to deal with the assassins.” It was something which made me shudder.

I couldn’t find much else to talk about. I didn’t have an appetite either so I skipped breakfast and lunch. I waited for Kevin to arrive, constantly glancing at the clock. I dismissed my advisers and Erik for now. Only Thalia was left, and she patiently waited with me. I paced the room back and forth for a little and went outside to the balcony.

Finally, I saw him riding. He dismounted his horse and took her into the stable. He quickly ran inside the castle. I hoped he had good news with him. Once I saw his face, I thought otherwise. He looked distressed.

“Your Highness,” he said and dipped his head to me. “I’m sorry … Charlotte doesn’t have a clue, and besides, your daughter was not there with her recently. She told me that she hadn’t seen Isadora in more than a year.”

My face suddenly darkened. I closed my eyes firmly. “Thank you,” I said. I turned around to the window and placed my hands on the sill, looking around. I just prayed Darian knew where she would be. “Can you please ride to the Fertile Valley and see Darian?” I asked him. “I have to get someone there as quickly as possible.”

Kevin nodded. “Anything for you, Your Highness,” he said.

“Ask him if he knows anything. If he doesn’t, ask him if he can help look for her.”

“I will,” he said. He nodded and went off.

Clouded with worry, I aimlessly stared out the window. “Please, don’t do this to me. Come back wherever you are.”


Chapter 19

Darian

Ipushed into her depths and spilled my seed into the pink-haired girl. I had fallen in love with that pink hair color, and many of them had a rosy complexion that I thought was stunning. Her eyes rolled to the back of her skull as soon as I filled her with my cream. She was a little bit short but incredibly curvy. She had the perfect hourglass figure and had just turned twenty. She’d told me before the breeding that this was the best birthday gift she could be given.

“Thank you,” she said as if it were a dream.

“You’re welcome,” I said. She was the third girl I’d bred this morning, and it felt equally as sweet every time. I pulled out my erection, dragging a river of cum with me.

She shyly looked down. “I didn’t mean to spill.”

“Don’t worry about it. Flora will clean the sheets,” I said. I helped her to her feet as the pink glow spread around her intimate region.

“A couple of months ago, we were afraid there wouldn’t be any men left,” she said and looked up to me with her doe eyes. “You have no idea how relieved I am.”

“I understand,” I said. It was something I hadn’t thought of before when all I knew was dead men and brutal war. The women here had suffered just as much. They just wanted companionship and someone to take care of them.

“We’ve sort of felt abandoned,” she said. “But not any longer … I’ll soon have a little baby to take care of.”

I leaned in and kissed her cheek. “Promise to be a good mother,” I told her.

“I will,” she said. “Once I’ve given birth, do you mind spending time with me too?”

“Without a doubt,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said and demurely dipped her head.

I helped her put on her clothes. I took her with me outside, giving her a hug like usual. “Goodbye for now,” I told her. “Take care of yourself.”

“You too,” she said, smiling from ear to ear.

I closed the door and went to Flora. It was still morning. Yesterday, we’d been with Gabriella, and I couldn’t wait to do something with her today too. “What are you thinking of?” Flora asked me.

“Many things,” I said. “I can’t wait for Isadora to answer, but I’m also trying to figure out something we can do with Gabriella.”

“There are many things,” Flora said and gave some suggestions. “We can bake something. We can go to the market. We can play some games.”

“You’re right,” I said. I thought it was a bit odd that she didn’t want to sleep over yesterday. “Is she a girl who wants to take it slowly?”

“Seems like it,” Flora said. “Nothing wrong with it though. We didn’t fuck on the first date either.”

“I suppose you’re right,” I said. Someone knocked on the door. Flora and I exchanged smiles. I rose and opened the door. Gabriella stood there in a white silky dress and wore her pink hair long and loose. As the sun rose behind her, it cast its glowing light on her. I opened my arms and pulled her in a hug.

“Sleep well?” I asked her.

“Wonderfully,” she said. “Although I thought about you, so it took some time to get to sleep.”

I held onto her, pressing her chest against mine. I broke the hug and planted a wet kiss on her cheek. “Come in,” I said and invited her inside. I led her outside and Flora rose and greeted her with a hug as well.

“We were discussing what we could do together,” I told her.

“Will you be busy breeding today?” Gabriella asked.

“I’m free to breed how many girls I want,” I told her. “If I want to spend time with you then I’ll spend time with you.”

“I was thinking … Maybe we could ride somewhere,” she said.

“That would be fun,” Flora said, her eyes widening.

“I know … But only on one condition,” Gabriella said and tugged at my shirt. “I want to sit behind you—We ride together.”

I would love to have her arms wrapped around my waist. “That’s a deal,” I told her.

“Have you seen our horses?” Flora asked.

“From a distance but not close up,” she said, eyeing them.

“Come,” I said, taking her hand and leading her out to our pasture. The chestnut stallion rose upon seeing her and galloped to her. I was prepared for him to be shy or cautious, but he immediately liked her. Gabriella hugged him and stroked his mane.

“You’re a natural with horses,” I told her.

“Kind of,” she said. She let the horse lick her till she giggled. “But I still want to ride behind you.”

“Shall we go?” Gabriella asked.

I was about to say yes, but I suddenly heard hooves drumming toward us. The horse came to a halt right outside our home, and I was curious who it was. “A second,” I said. I went inside and someone knocked.

I swung the door open, and my eyes widened in surprise. Right in front of me stood Kevin, one of the generals of Anigava.

“It’s good to see you again, Darian,” he said. He stood and his ginger hair fluttered in the light breeze. He was wearing his armor and six of his guards stood behind him.

I nodded. I knew there was no fun and games ahead of me when the queen had sent him to me. “It’s good to see you too,” I said and stood with my back straight, letting him know that I was ready for anything.

“Isadora, the queen’s daughter has been missing. I was urgently sent here to deliver these grave tidings to you. The queen wants to know if you know anything.”

“The last I heard from her was when I was there,” I said, puzzled. “I sent her a letter yesterday, but it will hardly get to her if she isn’t there.”

Kevin nodded. “Well, the queen is preparing a search. She asks if you’re willing to help.”

I nodded. “I will, that’s not something I have to think over.”

“I will give you a couple of men who you’ll lead.”

“Give me a couple of minutes. I have to let my women know that I’ll be gone.”

“I’ll be at the town hall in the meantime,” he said, turning around.

I felt nostalgic upon seeing him again, but my heart sank upon hearing his words. I was worried, but I would do anything I could to find her.

I went inside again, and Flora and Gabriella had heard his words. “I’ll have to leave you here for a couple of days,” I told them both.

Flora lowered her eyes. “I understand … I hope she’s alright.”

“So do I,” I said.

Gabriella didn’t look much different. I sure had looked forward to riding with her. “How long till you come back?” she asked in a lowered voice.

“I’m not sure, but one thing is for certain I’ll do anything I can to find her,” I said firmly.

“Do you want me to prepare the horse and some food?” Flora asked.

“Sure,” I said. I also went to my desk and rolled up the letters. I had to show them to the queen. Even if they were personal, there might be some clues in them where she might be.

Once the chestnut stallion was ready, Flora gave me a hug. “Do you know how many days you’ll be gone?” she asked with sorrow in her voice.

“I’m sorry. I don’t,” I told her. “It will take how long it will take. The queen definitely wants to see me since she knows that Isadora was with me earlier.”

“I understand,” Flora said.

Then I turned to Gabriella. “Sorry our date got cut short,” I said and embraced her.

“That’s fine,” Gabriella said and wrapped her arms around me.

“We’ll finish what we started when I come back,” I promised her.

“I can’t wait,” she said, smiling. “The princess must mean a lot to you.”

“Yeah … Both her and her mother.”

“Her mother?” she asked, breaking the hug to look at me.

“She’s a goddess in my eyes … I’ll do anything for her.”

Gabriella smiled but tried to suppress it. “I understand … I’ll wait for you either way.”

I press my lips to hers and Flora’s. “Take care of yourselves when I’m gone.”

“We will,” Flora said. I mounted my horse and rode outside. Kevin chatted with Felicia whose face darkened. He mounted his horse and met up with me. As we rode together, I waved at Gabriella and Flora as long as I could see them.

“What happened?” I asked him as the hooves pounded on the ground.

“We don’t know,” Kevin said. “One day she was gone, and she hasn’t left a trace. Elara didn’t know anything either other than that Isadora had spoken about fleeing. My niece, Charlotte, didn’t know either and hadn’t seen her for a year. This despite Isadora having told her mother that she would stay with her.”

“But where could she have fled?” I asked him.

“We suspected that she’d gone to you,” he said. “But that doesn’t seem to be the case any longer. She might have been kidnapped. She might have gone somewhere else. She might have gotten kidnapped on the way here, so we’ve also sent out more riders in this direction.”

I swallowed hard and knew I was in it for the long haul. “I can’t imagine how the queen is feeling.”

“She’s holding up for now,” he said. “But she’s worried, and she has all the right reasons for it.”

I nodded, tightened my hands around the reins and rode on.


Chapter 20

Darian

Iwiped the sweat from my brow as I dismounted the chestnut stallion. It had been a tough week. I had led the guys over the entire vicinity of the kingdom. We had gone through every town and village on our way, but we hadn’t found a trace of her. It looked dark, and I hated coming back empty-handed. I wanted to find her and that badly. Not only because I wanted to see the queen smile and be proud of me, but I wanted to see Isadora again as well. That gorgeous girl.

I didn’t have to tell Kevin anything. He knew by my expression that I hadn’t found her. We met him at the stall. He was wearing his military uniform, his ginger hair fluttering in the wind. He patted my back. “Get some rest,” he told me. “You look exhausted.”

I acknowledged his words, and I knew they were true. “We managed to search through every town and village you had assigned me to, but we couldn’t find a trace of her.”

“You’ve done a good job,” Kevin said, proud of me. “We’ll find her even if we have to search through every inch of this world.”

Kevin was always determined. Once he had a goal, he would never give up. He had organized the search team as if he’d organized an army. He had also taken spies to Zinep and the rest of the neighboring kingdoms.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Also … the queen wanted a word with you.”

“I’ll find her.” I dismissed the guys who were waiting for my order. “Let’s meet in a few days.” They nodded. They looked just as tired as I did, but they still followed orders and were just as determined as I remembered them to be. It felt great to be back with the boys, but I would rather go into war than try to find the daughter of the queen. We didn’t know whether she was alive or not. It was something I thought of too. If she had been kidnapped or possibly killed.

I went into the castle and was greeted by Thalia. She wore her traditional tight, red, purple dress, looking magical on her tanned flesh and voluptuous figure. A scarce smile tugged at the corners of her lips, but it was weak. It felt like the entire kingdom was in a bleak state. “It’s good to see you again,” Thalia said.

“Yeah … I wish I came back with good news though,” I said.

“We all do,” she said and led me up to the queen’s room.

Thalia knocked carefully on the door. “Your Highness, Darian has returned.”

“Come in,” she said, her voice weak. It was unusual to hear her speak like that. Her voice was usually sonorous yet feminine. Thalia opened the door and lingered behind. With her shoulders slumped, Aurora sat on the sofa with a tower of crumpled tissue papers beside her. Tear tracks lined her cheeks, and she looked devastated, to say the least. It was tough seeing her like that.

“Kevin told me that you had excelled in the search,” she said and a light smile spread on her lips.

“I want to find her for you,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said and drew in a deep breath. “Please, take a break for a couple of days and come back. If there’s someone who deserves a break then it’s you.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. “Either way, resting will be difficult knowing that you’re hurt.”

She raised her gaze. “Darian … I’m not hurt—I’m heartbroken.”

“I’m so sorry,” I said, her words felt like a punch in my gut.

“I just want to let her know that I love her. No one in this world means more to me than her. This is the worst fear in my life,” she said, reaching for another tissue paper and drying her nose.

“I understand,” I said and stiffened.

“Please, Flora is probably missing you. Spend some time with her, a couple of days, and you can come back. I hope I’ll have some positive news.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” I said. I wanted to be there for her a bit longer, but I could tell she just wanted to tell me to get some rest. It didn’t look like she wanted anyone to see her in that state. I respected her, exited her room and gently closed the door. Thalia escorted me back to the stalls.

“I’ve never seen her like that in my entire life,” Thalia said, the sorrow infecting her.

“Even if it was just a couple of words … that was tough,” I admitted.

Thalia nodded. “This is the toughest moment in her life,” she said. “She won’t become better till she’s seen her, and who knows how long that will take.”

“You’re right,” I said.

“Take a couple of days off now.”

“I will try,” I said as we descended the stairs. “But it will be difficult.”

“Maybe we’ll find her when you come back,” she said, trying to show some optimism.

“I hope,” I said. We’d searched everywhere and hadn’t found her. The longer it went on, the slimmer the odds of finding her. I was getting skeptical that she’d fled by herself. Someone must have kidnapped her. It couldn’t be a coincidence that there had been two assassination attempts and now all of a sudden her daughter had disappeared, yet then there was the drama that happened before her disappearance. It sure was a mess, and it made my head spin when thinking about it.

Thalia was kind enough to escort me to the stall. Before parting, she opened her arms to me. “I have to get back to the queen in case she wants something.”

“That’s alright,” I said. I fell into her arms. Whenever she hugged me, it felt like she covered every inch of me because she was so curvy and voluptuous.

“You’ve done a great job. We all appreciate it, especially the queen,” she reminded me, planting a kiss right on my forehead.

“Thank you,” I said, smelling her jasmine perfume which she always wore.

She broke the hug, her eyes sweeping over me as if she wanted another night for ourselves. “I’ll be thinking of you … Ride safe.”

“Thanks,” I said. As she strode off back to the castle, I watched her ass sway inside her dress. I made my way back to the stall. Kevin was still there talking with some of the commanders.

“The queen also wanted me to take a couple of days off,” I told him. “I’ll be riding back to the Fertile Valley.”

“I predicted her words,” he said. “I told her all about your effort.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. “But something is seriously wrong.”

“There’s a lot of things that aren’t right,” Kevin said. “Aurora told me what happened before their fight, so it would make sense for Isadora to go to you, but she wasn’t there when I arrived. I’m fearing she might have been kidnapped on the way.”

My face darkened, and I realized that finding any kind of relaxation would be a major challenge. “That’s what I’ve been thinking too,” I said, which just made me feel bad because I had an indirect finger in this.

“You are not to blame, Darian,” he said firmly. “Don’t even dare to think that.”

“Alright,” I said.

“Go now,” he said. “I’ll be waiting for you in a couple of days.”

“Right, good luck,” I told him. I mounted my chestnut stallion and rode away.

* * *

I rode up to the Fertile Valley. The sun started lowering, and it was currently evening. I had left the castle yesterday evening and set up camp in the wilderness. I spotted Gabriella and Flora out in the garden. They were on their knees, planting something and getting along.

As soon as they heard the sounds of the hooves, they jumped to their feet. They ran to the gate and swung it open.

“Darian,” they said in unison.

I dismounted and approached them. When they saw my face, they knew something was wrong. “Hi,” I said and opened my arms for both of them, pulling them in a three-way hug. They embraced me hard, holding onto me so tight that I found it difficult to breathe. I’d missed them both, and they provided me with temporary comfort as we shared our body heat.

Flora broke the hug to look at me. “You didn’t find her.”

I shook my head. “We’ve searched all over Anigava,” I said with a sigh.

“Gosh, it doesn’t look like you’ve slept for days,” Flora said with hints of worry in her voice.

“I haven’t either,” I told them.

“I’m sorry,” Gabriella said quietly.

“It’s fine,” I said. “The queen told me to rest for a couple of days.”

“Do you want something to eat?” Flora asked.

“Sure,” I said even if I didn’t have the strongest appetite.

“How about a chicken sandwich?” Flora suggested.

“That will be lovely,” I said.

Gabriella and Flora went to the kitchen and started cooking for me. When they were finished, they sat down with me. The chicken sandwich turned out golden and crispy. They had added avocado, some sour cream and cheese to the chicken that melted over the bread and lettuce. The bread itself was fried in butter. It looked so delicious that I got my appetite back and started eating. After the first bite, I looked at them. “What about you two?”

“We just ate an hour ago,” Flora said. “How was it?”

“I love it,” I said and took another large bite. “So, what have you two been up to?” I asked them and dried my lips.

“Mostly gardening,” Flora said. “And a whole lot of talking.”

“But we have been thinking a lot of you,” Gabriella said and patted my back. “I’m glad you’re here.”

“She’s right,” Flora said and leaned her head onto my shoulder. “It wasn’t easy being left here alone.”

“I’m sorry,” I said and ate some more. “It hasn’t been easy for any of us.”

I finished the sandwich in no time and sipped some water. “Do you want another?” Flora asked me.

“I’m good,” I said. “I haven’t had the best appetite to tell the truth.”

“You’re thinner,” Gabriella said quietly as she checked on me, her hand searching my waist.

“Yeah … we’ve been searching nonstop,” I said and leaned back.

“Gosh, I feel so bad,” Flora said. “The news reached this town a couple of days ago. We’re all worried.”

“The entire kingdom is worried,” I said.

“Did you speak to the queen?” Gabriella asked, fidgeting.

“I did,” I said. “She is devastated. I never imagined that I would see her like that.”

“What do you mean?” Gabriella asked.

“She’s been crying for days straight. She can’t sleep either. If Isadora would have fled, she most likely would have come to me,” I said. “We all agreed on this, but since she isn’t here. The most likely scenario is that she’s gotten kidnapped.”

“Gosh, you’re right,” Flora said and raised her hand to her mouth.

“Why would someone want to kidnap her?” Gabriella asked.

“They can demand quite a high ransom, or they might just want revenge,” I said with a shrug. There were an endless amount of possibilities.

“Did the queen say anything specific?” Gabriella asked.

“Regarding?” I asked.

“Isadora,” Gabriella said quietly.

“One thing that sticks out to me,” I said and drew in a deep breath. It was difficult for me to even say this. “I told her that I was sorry she was hurt, and she replied, ‘I’m not hurt—I’m heartbroken.’ She told me how much she loved her daughter, and that this was her worst fear in her life.”

A hot drop fell right on my arm. I looked at Flora, whose eyes were sad yet dry. Then I looked at Gabriella whose eyes welled with hot tears. I draped my arm around her shoulders. “Are you alright?”

She trembled like a leaf and tears just streamed down her face. I changed seats, so she sat in the middle. I knew it must be tough on her since she was dealing with a sick mother. We comforted her while she slowly buried her head in her hands. She raised her eyes to mine, and my eyes widened as I slowly realized who I was looking at. Noticing now that she was wearing lenses, I reached to her eyes and removed them, revealing her unique sapphire eyes. As she cried, the makeup trickled down her face, and when I pulled my head back, I saw the magic, pink ink from her hair slowly fading and making room for the angel blonde color.

“Isadora?” I said, dropping my jaw.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, in her original voice. After she’d shown her face, she buried her head in her hands again. I exchanged glances with Flora, who looked equally as astonished as I did. I looked around myself, knowing if the word got out what she had done, it would create a big scandal and put Aurora in an even more difficult position.

“Let’s go inside, okay?” I told her.

Isadora swallowed hard, and I curled my arm around hers together with Flora. We led her inside, and she sat down. I made sure to close every window and pull together every curtain. I sat down next to her and showed her comfort.

“Oh, please, forgive me,” she said and burst out in tears.

Flora took a napkin and dabbed it on her cheeks. She had to use numerous napkins since she’d used so much makeup. “Isadora, it’s okay,” she said and tried everything to show her comfort. “We’re here for you.”

I felt a weird relief. She wasn’t kidnapped but safe, yet it felt wrong to sigh a breath of relief when she was crying so heavily. “Take your time,” I told her.

She did and spilled her tears all over her dress. “I don’t know what I was thinking … I just wanted to escape. I didn’t think it would lead to this. I didn’t mean to hurt my mother like that.”

“I hear you,” I said. “But let’s do the right thing and go back.”

“After what I’ve done?” she said, looking at me with her tear-stained eyes. “I don’t even think you’ll like me after this.”

“That’s nonsense,” I said.

“I’m not sure what I was thinking,” she said and sniveled. “When we were at the Flower Hills, I’d never been so happy in my life. I became so angry when my mother spoiled it all. I was hoping they would forget about me. I wanted to reveal it to you when the time was right. I realize how stupid this was. Of course, they would be looking for me. Of course, you would be searching for me too. I just felt so desperate.”

“I understand that you’re in a difficult situation in regards to the engagement and being the princess of Anigava. I promise we will sort it out,” I told her. “But there are many out there who are looking for you. Your mother is constantly thinking of you. She loves you. We should go immediately.”

“She’s going to be so mad,” she said.

“She won’t,” I said. “Just tell me what you just told me and she’ll forgive you. If you want, I can talk with her first when we get there.”

“I didn’t mean to make her heartbroken,” she said and Flora helped her dry her eyes.

“I understand,” I told her. “Come on, let’s do the right thing. No one except for your mother has to know about the disguise and that you ran off to me.”

“You had a pretty damn good disguise,” Flora chimed in. “They’ll hardly see you on our way.”

“Alright,” she said and sniffled. “My makeup is in the cottage though. I can wear the lenses, but I don’t want to color my hair again. It can damage the hair follicle.”

“I’ll prepare the carriage. Flora, go get her makeup and find some clothes that will hide her well.”

Flora nodded and patted her back. “Can you wait here?”

Isadora nodded.

I went outside and prepared the carriage. This sure was an unexpected night. I was shocked it was her all along. She sure was cunning, and it turned me on. I knew it wasn’t the right moment to be thinking of that though. After she’d spent time with her mother, I knew she would come back to me.

I fastened our three horses to the carriage. I went back inside and came back at the same moment Flora returned. “I found your makeup kit and also a ragged dress with a veil,” she said. “I hope that’s enough.”

“It will be plenty,” Isadora said. “Give me a moment in the bathroom.”

“Okay,” Flora said. “I’ll pack some food in the meantime.” I helped Flora, bringing some roasted nuts, fruits and wheat with us. We also packed a tent, knowing we couldn’t sleep in an inn with Isadora. We patiently waited for her, and she came outside, wearing a ragged dress and veil. She wore her lenses, but it seemed like she had skipped the makeup.

“Do you think this is enough?” she asked. “I don’t want to wear makeup.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “As long as your hair is covered.” I had parked the carriage so that it was right next to the gate. The sun was setting, but it wasn’t completely dark yet. Isadora hopped in first followed by us two. I sat in the middle and reached for the reins. We started riding, and I felt relieved knowing we would soon be there. The queen’s pain worsened for every second that passed, and I tried to hurry.

We were quiet for the most part. Isadora leaned her head on my shoulder. I was glad she wasn’t crying any longer. “Where did you learn to play the harp?” I asked her, trying to start a conversation.

“When I was young,” she said. “That wasn’t the character Gabriella speaking but me. It was one of my favorite instruments. I still play now and then, but not as much as I used to.”

“Did it get boring?” I asked her.

“No,” she said. “There are just so many other things you can do in life.”

“It was magical, especially the first night.”

She chuckled lightly, but it was the most joyful sound I’d heard that day. “I played that song on purpose.”

“Was there anything special with that song?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s a hypnotic song that attracts men. I knew you were waking up during the night, so I waited for you.”

She had it all figured out. “What did you do with your voice?” I asked her.

“It’s a magic spell,” she said. “After you left, I spent most of my days practicing it. It’s not that difficult once you get a hang of it.”

“There’s a lot to learn about our world,” I said.

“Yeah, there is,” she agreed and curled her arm around mine.

“How did you first get here?” I asked her. “Your mother must have asked for you then too.”

“I told her I would sleep over with Charlotte. It’s Kevin’s niece and a childhood friend of mine,” she admitted.

“Did you plan to flee then too?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I had planned to use the disguise to come now and then. As soon as you left, I just wanted to be with you. I dreamed about you constantly … I still do.” She ended with a smile.

I looked at her and she looked so cute. “The letters weren’t enough?” I asked and caressed her shoulders.

She smiled. “They were something,” she admitted. “But it’s something different sitting next to you.”

“What about your last letter? From what I remember, I received it right before seeing you.”

“I slipped it into your mailbox,” she said with pinkening cheeks.

I patted her back, and I lent her my shoulder. “It will be alright,” I promised her as we rode on.

When it turned to dusk, we pitched a tent. We sat by a fire and ate some bread and cheese. We talked about the time spent together, forgetting about Gabriella and seeing her as Isadora. We had fun together both with her and the character she’d played, and I couldn’t wait to spend time with her again after she’d talked to her mother and the kingdom could return from the search.

The fire was slowly being reduced to embers. I looked at Isadora who stared aimlessly into the fire. “What are you thinking of?” I asked her.

“My mother,” she said, as if she dreaded tomorrow.

“She’ll be happy to see you,” I told her, draping my arm over her shoulders.

“I hope so,” she said.

“I promise she will,” I told her and caressed her shoulder. “Should we go to bed?”

Both Flora and Isadora nodded. We crept into the tent. Flora peeled off her clothes till she was fully nude, but I left my underwear on. Isadora undressed too. If it hadn’t been so dimly lit, I could have easily seen her breasts. I didn’t think it was appropriate to ogle at them in a moment like this.

They both snuggled up to me, but Flora left more room for Isadora. She draped her arm over my chest, and I could see her bright smile in this dim darkness. I felt her breasts on my chest too. It was tempting to have a peek. She hadn’t taken off her panties as she wrapped her leg around mine.

“Goodnight,” I wished them both.

“Goodnight,” they wished me back.


Chapter 21

Aurora

Isat on the couch and stared at the painting of my daughter. She was ten years old then, and it was just before her rebellious phase. I remembered it as if it were yesterday when she was a child and we always got along. We did everything together, from dressing to gardening. I taught her how to ride a horse and some basic cooking. I cursed the war and all the time it had consumed, but we had no other choice.

I hadn’t done much else the past days than thinking of her, reminiscing over the time we got along. I was patiently waiting for good news, but so far it was crickets. Kevin talked about new places to search, and Thalia gave some suggestions too. The truth was that the longer it went on, the more difficult it would be to find her. I had cried for so many days that it felt like there were no tears left. I started to think that she must have gotten kidnapped, which was the worst fear of my life.

Fyodor had been here the other day. He was surprised to hear about the disappearance and had promised to search for her. I was grateful for everything. I told him I wouldn’t discuss anything till I’d seen her again, and he understood, and so did Eldric.

Doragon had also pledged his assistance. Kevin, who had arranged spies and sent them to Zinep had come back and told me that they were surprised by her disappearance. He thought it was unlikely they had a finger in it. He still hadn’t found out who was behind the assassination attempts, and the thought of them possibly being involved made me cringe.

I sighed and looked at the painting, wishing it would come alive. Someone knocked on my door, and it was one of my servants. “Your Highness, Darian is back and has requested to speak to you in private,” she said.

“Regarding?” I asked and searched her face.

“He didn’t say,” she explained. “He stubbornly said he needed to speak to you in private.”

That was strange. He should’ve taken a couple of days’ rest. I didn’t expect him to be here so quickly. “Tell him to come,” I told her. She nodded curtly and closed the door. I rose to my feet and started pacing the room. I didn’t want him to see me in this miserable state, just sitting on the couch and not doing anything. I went to the balcony in the meantime. It was a cloudy day. It felt as if I hadn’t seen the sun in years. I also noticed the bleak outlook across my kingdom. Everyone knew that Isadora was gone. Many of them had helped searching, knowing what kind of reward there would be for finding her.

Darian knocked on the door. “You may come in,” I said and stepped toward the door, greeting him with a friendly nod.

He gently closed the door and came up to me. He drew in a deep breath. “I know where she is.”

My eyes widened at his words. It was those words I had dreamed of the past days. I thought it was too good to be true. “What?” I asked and searched his face.

“I know where your daughter is,” he said patiently in a low voice.

He said it again. Darian was a man I could trust and there was no reason for him to pull my leg. “Where is she?”

“Will you let me explain what happened first?” he asked. “It was her request.”

“Sure,” I said, my heart rate accelerating.

“Well, if you remember that I told you about a girl named Gabriella, it was Isadora all along. She wore a disguise and bought a cottage right next to my house. It was a pretty damn good disguise since none of us could see it was her. She also played her character well. The day after yesterday, when I returned, Gabriella broke down in tears when I told her about your reaction. Isadora revealed it was her.”

“Oh gosh,” I said, feeling the biggest relief in my life.

“I talked her into getting here as soon as possible. She felt bad after I told her how heartbroken you were, but she wanted to make sure that you wouldn’t be mad at her. That’s why she wanted me to speak to you before she comes.”

“I’m not mad at all,” I said. I couldn’t hold back the surge of happiness that washed over me, causing tears to well up in my eyes at the same time. I placed my hands on his shoulders and then pulled him in a hug. “Oh please, bring her to me.”

“I will,” he said. “We haven’t told anyone about this since I feared it might cause a big scandal.”

“Thank you,” I said, letting go of him since I wanted to see my daughter so badly.

He turned around and headed outside. It felt like the world stood still till he returned with her. She was dressed in a ragged dress, and she wore a veil, covering her face. Her eyes welled up upon seeing me, and she ran into my arms. I caught her in a hug.

“Mom, I’m sorry,” she said, burying her face in my shoulder.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding onto her for dear life. “I forgive you, sweetheart,” I said and felt a euphoria that surpassed any I had experienced before.

“I feel so bad for everything,” she said and sniveled. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“I didn’t mean to hurt you either,” I told her. “I should’ve acted differently. It’s not just your fault.”

I could feel the warmth of her body and hear her soft sobs as we clung to each other tightly. The moment felt like it could last forever, and I never wanted to let go of her embrace. I gave her some time to dry her eyes, and I was so glad to see her again, her pretty face and hear her gorgeous voice.

She recovered from her tears and smiled upon seeing me. “You sure you aren’t mad?”

“Do I look mad?” I said. “I’m overjoyed to see you. You mean the world to me. Come.” I took her hand and led her to the couch. We both sat down. “Darian told me briefly about your disguise … how in the world did you manage to pull this off?”

She lowered her eyes and smiled briefly. “Well, I used your makeup lessons to accomplish the disguise. I also used some magic spells that I had practiced earlier. It wasn’t that difficult. Also when I told you I’d be sleeping over at Charlotte, I went to him instead and bought a cottage there.”

I laughed as she told me. It was a mixture of relief and hearing about her sophisticated plans.

“Why are you laughing?” she asked with a smile.

“I swear, if you were to be a general, you’d conquer the world with your endless tricks … I’m proud of you, that’s all. There’s more to you than a beautiful girl.”

“Thank you,” she said.

“But there was a major flaw in your plan. I’ll never abandon you. We searched through the entire kingdom just to find you, and I had no plans of ever giving up on you.”

“I know … I’m not sure what I was thinking either. I just felt so desperate. I just wanted to escape.”

“I hear you. I wanted to tell you something before you left,” I told her. “I’ve thought about this every day. It was wrong of me to ask you whether you wanted to be with Eldric when you clearly said no. I should’ve listened when you said you wanted to call off the engagement instead of giving you time and hoping you would change your mind. You have my deepest apology.”

“I’m sorry I lied to you,” she said. “But I just didn’t want to disappoint you.”

“You haven’t disappointed me at all. I’m proud of you. There are no girls out there who are as smart and bright as you.”

We spent a moment hugging each other. It felt unbelievably good to let that out. I sighed in relief, finally being able to say what I had wanted to tell her since the day we fought.

“Will you come with me?” I asked her, taking her hand.

“Where?” she asked.

“To my desk for a moment,” I said.

“Okay,” she said and happily came with me. We both sat down, and I reached for a paper.

“Do you want to call off the engagement?” I asked her directly. She surely had enough time to think of it by now.

“I do.”

I nodded. “I’ll send him a letter. But there’ll be consequences.”

“If he’s so insecure about it, then I definitely know I made the right decision.”

Her words made me open my eyes in surprise. She wasn’t a little girl any longer. “I agree with you,” I said. “But most importantly, you’re more important to me than an ally.”

“You’re the best mother in this world,” she said and hugged me again.

“You’re everything I could want in this world,” I told her. I started writing the letter I should’ve written a long time ago, clearly stating that the marriage would be called off. I slipped it into the envelope, and it felt so good to be done with it. “Do you think we can spend a couple of days together, just you and me?”

“I would love to,” she said happily.

“I’m glad … I’m not the only one who’s missed you,” I said and raked my fingers through her hair. “Elara wants to see you too.”

She nodded. “I’ll just say something to Darian first.”

“That’s fine, can you please bring him over after you’ve had a word with him?”

“Sure,” she said. We both rose, and she gave me another hug. With her around, there would never be a shortage of hugs. “I love you, Mom.”

“I love you too, Isadora,” I told her and kissed her forehead.

I let her go. She opened the door and Darian was waiting outside. “Hi,” she said, sounding happier than ever. “I talked to her.”

“I’m happy for you,” he said, looking her in the eyes.

“I’ll spend some time with my mother first before I can come for a visit,” she said.

“That’s fine … your mother sure deserves some quality time with you,” he told her.

“But we can write to each other in the meantime,” she said.

“Of course, we will,” he said.

“A kiss?” My daughter didn’t seem to care that I stood here in the background. I just watched as Darian leaned into her and pressed his lips to hers, tongue-kissing her. He cupped her cheeks to deepen the kiss, and my daughter’s legs turned weak. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding before me.

He broke the kiss and they spent a minute or two looking at each other. Isadora looked madly in love, and I knew she made the right decision to call off the marriage. “I have to speak to … everyone who’s looked for me. My mother wanted a word with you.”

“Okay,” he said and glanced at me. “I’ll talk to her.”

It made me aroused seeing him kiss her like that. She deserved that kiss, and she deserved such a man like him. He entered the room, and he smiled upon seeing me. I must have looked like a mess earlier, so I was glad I was presentable.

I opened my arms to him and pulled him in a hug. My feelings for him just deepened. I wanted an excuse to hold his young flesh. “Thank you … Thank you for everything.” As I embraced him, I felt his bulge hardening against me. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt an erection, but it felt so hard and nice. It was something which had been missing in my life.

Breaking the hug, he dipped his head. “You’re welcome,” he said, looking me in the eyes.

“That’s all I wanted to say,” I said. His eyes sparkled with love. It was clear as the day he had strong feelings for my daughter, and I knew she would be safe with him.

He nodded. “I’ll return to the Fertile Valley.”

“That’s okay … I’ll be waiting for the pregnancy logs.”

He flashed me a smile. “Goodbye for now … If there’s anything, I’ll be here for you in a heartbeat.”

His words made me blush. “I know … your actions speak for themselves.”

He nodded briefly and turned around, leaving my room. When he was gone, I couldn’t help but think of his erection as I had him pressed against me. He’d just kissed my daughter, but I felt it thickening as I held onto him. I watched him on the way, and I even went out to the balcony, waiting for him to get to the stalls. At that moment, the clouds dispersed and light flooded this world. It was no coincidence but a clear omen.

He came out with Flora, and his hair glowed like gold. I understood why my daughter was so madly in love with him, and I wanted her to feel that love as much as possible. It was nothing I ever wanted to take away from her. I sighed in relief as the letter was written. I also had to let everyone know that she’d been found. I just wasn’t sure what to say. I summoned Thalia, who was here in a heartbeat.

“She’s been found,” I told her.

Thalia’s lips tugged into a smile. “I think you meant to say that Darian found her.”

I chuckled. “Yeah … can you please tell my servants to let everyone know the search is off.”

“I will handle that for you immediately.”

“Thank you,” I said. “After that, let’s get something to eat.”

“Sure,” she said, smiling now that it was out of the way.

* * *

Isadora knocked on my door. She was dressed in her purple nightgown, and she glowed like a full moon. “Hi, I just wanted to say goodnight.”

It was thoughtful of her, and it warmed my heart. “Did you talk to Elara?”

She nodded. “I still feel bad for the harm I caused.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “You had your reasons. Don’t beat yourself up over it.”

“I will try … Tomorrow, could we go for a walk together?” she asked.

“Of course, darling,” I said. I opened my arms and pulled her in a hug. “Sleep well. Both of us need it.”

She leaned into me and lingered in my arms. I felt her young breasts being mashed against mine, and her sweet breath against my neck. “Goodnight,” she said.

“Goodnight,” I said, looking at her as she left. I beckoned Thalia. “The engagement is called off,” I told her.

“You did the right thing,” Thalia told me. “But there will be repercussions.”

“Then so be it,” I said. I had learned from my mistakes, and Isadora was right. If they were so insecure about this, then Eldric didn’t deserve to marry my daughter. Although it wasn’t the reason why I wanted to talk to her. I couldn’t get Darian’s bulge out of my head. I just felt I needed a moment for myself, especially after what I’d just gone through. “Can you do me a favor?”

“Anything for you,” she said.

“Tell me … Tell me how it was when you passed on the ability to Darian.”

She tried to suppress a grin. “Explicitly?”

“Yes.”

“It was intimate. He’s even more handsome nude than clothed. His cock became erect in an instant. I sucked him for a little bit, and it was the best-tasting cock of my life. I climbed on top and rode him till he came inside. His cum was warm and creamy, and it was a sensation like no other. Upon waking up, he was fully erect with his erection poised right at my ass. I’m still hoping that we can be intimate for another day.”

I closed my eyes, and it was exactly what I needed. “You can go, goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Your Highness,” she said and left me alone.

Wasting no time, I undressed and jumped under the sheets. This time I didn’t debate myself. I took one hand and slid it down between my legs. I could feel my wet slit, and my heart began to race. My mind was filled with the memory of Darian’s muscular body, his warm, inviting eyes and his hard-on. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to enter a world of fantasy, where Darian was my lover and the one to bring me my climax.

As I began to touch myself deeper, my free hand reached out and grabbed the quilt, tightly gripping it as I thrust my hips into the imagined embrace of Darian. My breathing became heavier, and I could feel my arousal building each time I slid in my finger. I was moistening like never before. My nails dug into the quilt, my legs trembled, and the sheer force of my desire took me over the edge. As my climax hit me, I moaned out his name, my body arching in pleasure. I came hard, the sensations washing over me. I felt every nerve ending in my body light up, and I reveled in the ecstasy of it all. Amid my climax, I imagined Darian’s hands all over my body, touching me in places no one else had. I imagined how he filled me with healthy, rich cum and kissed my neck. After he’d pulled out, we snuggled.

I opened my eyes and drew in a deep breath. I slumped down in relief. “I sure needed that,” I told myself and let myself drift off to sleep.


The Sacred Seed 2

After Princess Isadora calls off her engagement to Eldric, his father, Fyodor, seeks revenge.

When his assassination attempt on Darian fails, Queen Aurora swiftly retaliates.

Fearing the consequences of his actions, Fyodor proposes a duel between Darian and Eldric to settle the dispute.

Despite his commitment to repopulating the Fertile Valley, Darian accepts the duel. He knows that Isadora will find no peace until Eldric is defeated. And as their love deepens, Darian vows to protect her at all costs.


Chapter 1

Aurora

My daughter leaned forward to pick a rose from the soil, the sun shining upon her. Her blonde hair glowed so brightly that it dazzled my eyes. It was a cloudless day, and the birds spread their wings and twittered about. We were in the royal garden, taking a walk together, our last walk before she would move in with Darian.

She sprang up to her feet, her ripe breasts jiggling inside her blue, silky dress. She perched on her tiptoes and slid the stem behind my ear. “There you go,” she said playfully. She plucked one for herself and slid it behind her ear as well.

I drew in a deep breath of the flowery fragrance. I loved flowers, and I knew she did too. “You’ve always had a keen eye for beautiful things,” I said, smiling at her playfulness. She made me miss my youth when it was all fun and games and no politics.

“I agree,” she said with a titter. “And the most beautiful thing in this garden is you.”

I chuckled. “Till you find a mirror and see yourself.”

Darian would come tomorrow. It had been two weeks since he’d tongue-kissed my daughter and left. I’d spent every day with Isadora. We’d taken a trip to the Flower Hills and had a little picnic. We rode together and watched a concert. We had also visited the Serenity Shore where she had met Charlotte, her childhood friend.

After the most devastating week of my life, when I thought I wouldn’t see Isadora again, I was grateful for every day that I spent with her. Darian had been exceptionally clever at hiding what happened. When the search had been called off, there were all kinds of rumors of a royal drama, but none had guessed what had happened.

We headed toward the lake, and there was no one there. Isadora turned to me, fidgeting a little.

“Is it Darian you’re thinking of?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Do you think he’s forgiven me?”

“Of course,” I told her. “He kissed you before he left.” I stopped to look in her sapphire eyes. I was mesmerized by her beauty. “Let’s leave it behind. Okay?”

“I’ll try,” she said with a sigh, regret still hanging over her. It pained me to see her beat herself up over it. Although I sensed she had grown up now and wouldn’t dare to try something like that again. “I wish I’d realized my mistake sooner.”

“Look at the flowers,” I told her and pointed away from the lake. “Some are fully grown and some are budding. We all grow and learn things at different paces.”

A smile blossomed on her face. “I guess you’re right,” she said and sighed a breath of relief. “We’ve been sending letters to each other in the meantime.”

“I know,” I said.

“How?”

“You received one on Monday and one on Friday,” I told her.

Now it was Isadora’s turn to halt, narrowing her eyes on me. “So you have been spying on me.”

I chuckled. “You shouldn’t have turned down my spying classes … Although I hardly think you’ll need them. You’re a good enough spy yourself.”

“Mom, have you been spying or not?”

“I haven’t,” I told her.

“How did you know I received those letters?”

I chuckled. “By your mood. You danced, played the harp and you sang like a bird. You were the definition of being in love.”

Her cheeks pinked. “Oh,” she said and placed her finger on her chin. “I didn’t think you would notice.”

“You were as noticeable as a blooming rose,” I told her.

She sighed. “I’m a bit nervous. I’ve never been in a relationship with a guy before … Any tips on how to make him like me?”

“You are overthinking it,” I told her. But I understood why she was concerned and a bit insecure. All the girls were, especially when they were going out with someone like Darian. It wasn’t only her that got turned on, but me as well. He excelled in everything he’d done, and his loyalty was unbreakable. He was the definition of a man. I tried to suppress my fantasies, knowing my daughter was madly in love with him. I didn’t want to take the love away from her. I wanted her to have it all.

“Mom,” Isadora said, waking me up from my dream bubble.

“I was just thinking,” I said, my lips softening to a smile.

“Of a man?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

“All women do,” I said and wanted to move on before she continued her investigation. “Femininity … That’s everything a guy wants from you. The most important aspect of a woman.”

“Do I have it?” Isadora asked.

“In abundance,” I said, patting her back.

“Anything else?”

“Loyalty and be there for him when he wants you,” I told her. “Once you’ll meet him, it’ll be natural. You don’t have to overthink anything. Do you see those swans?” We neared the lake. I pointed at the swans flirting. They bobbed their heads up and down while facing each other. While swimming closer, they entwined their necks together and formed a heart shape.

“That’s so cute,” Isadora said, her gaze melting.

“Right, they don’t need books and lessons for love, and neither do humans,” I told her.

“Maybe you’re right,” Isadora said as it dawned on her.

We walked around the lake, sharing memories. We had enough to talk about for the rest of the day. “I remember when Elara and I had our first camping trip here,” she said.

“You must have had so much fun.”

She nodded. “We always have fun together. By the way, she’s been sad lately.”

“Of course. It’s because you’re moving.”

“But I’m not that far from the city,” Isadora said.

“It doesn’t matter. She’ll miss you,” I told her. “She’s been spending almost every day with you since you were young.”

“I understand … I’ll miss her too,” Isadora said wistfully. “Maybe one day she can join us.”

“Maybe,” I told her and patted her back. “You’ll still find time for each other. And you’ll certainly find some new friends over there.”

“I already have Flora. She’s super sweet.”

“She’s the best maid in this kingdom,” I said.

We spotted two birds mating, and Isadora giggled, looking up at me. “Does sex hurt?”

“No, not at all. Maybe at the beginning, but you’ll quickly get used to it. And once you have, there’s no going back. You’ll want him again and again.”

“I see,” she said. “Mom, are you okay with me losing my maidenhead before marriage?”

We sat down on a bench, and I patted her thigh. I always loved it whenever she would ask me questions, and I could be there for her as a mother. “Of course, sweetie. We talked about this before. If you don’t want to be married and want to be bonded instead, it’s up to you.” We had left our indifferences aside. I would never attempt to indirectly influence her choice, and besides, her getting closer to Darian would make him close to us as a family. It was something I wanted deep inside, but I tried to keep quiet about it. I knew it sounded selfish, but it wasn’t like I could resist him. I was grateful my daughter had called off the marriage. I would rather have Darian close to me than Eldric. Eldric wasn’t unattractive, but there was something special with Darian.

Isadora leaned her head on my shoulder, and I draped my arm around her. We kept this moment for ourselves. She was my only daughter, and I loved her to death. I kissed her cheek, making a smile blossom on her beautiful face. She kissed my cheek in return, making my heart tingle. Elara wasn’t the only woman who would miss her. “I’ll miss you, that’s for sure,” I said, rubbing her shoulder.

“We’ll send letters to each other,” Isadora said while looking up at me. “I won’t be completely gone.”

“I know … you’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” she said and embraced me from the side, pressing her breasts against me.

“I love you too,” I said and embraced her back.

Eventually, we rose back to our feet and headed back to the castle. Isadora had promised to spend time with Elara, and I didn’t want to hog her for myself.

I went back to my chamber and greeted Thalia with a nod. She wore her purple, red dress as always, and her dark hair cascaded down her curvy figure. With a jaw-dropping cleavage, her bust strained against her dress. Her boobs made girls green with envy, but the reason why I envied her was because she’d been intimate with Darian, something I constantly thought of. I still remembered word for word when she’d vividly told me about their intimate moment. I masturbated more frequently but none topped the first time I did it. Deep inside, I wanted more than just fingers. I wanted his real thing, but it was just a dream for now.

“How was the walk?” she asked me with a friendly nod.

“It was all flowers and sunshine,” I told her.

“And roses,” she said.

I chuckled and had forgotten about the rose Isadora had slid behind my ear. I decided to leave it there for now. “Any letters?”

“Indeed,” she said, her voice not as optimistic as a second ago. “One from Selppin … King Fyodor.”

My face darkened. Sucking in a deep breath, I nodded to myself. “It was to be expected,” I said. “I’m just surprised it took so long.”

“He might have taken days to write it,” Thalia said with a shrug. “Although I also have a feeling that dark words are written there.”

“Bring me the letter,” I told her.

“It’s already on your desk, Your Highness.”

I nodded and approached it. I took a seat and looked at the stamp of Selppin, my heart rate slowly increasing. I slowly opened it and slipped out the letter. I read the first line, Dear Aurora Pinkbloom.

It wasn’t as clearly written as the other letters he’d sent me. I drew in a deep breath as my eyes scanned the text. I clearly saw the angry tone. It took a hostile turn immediately, questioning why the marriage was called off. He also wrote that his son Eldric had looked forward to this marriage the most and that he was in love. Eldric wasn’t heartbroken, but angry. Fyodor had to spend time taming him. He also wanted to know if it was negotiable if they could spoil Isadora with gifts. I chuckled at that one. I wished them good luck trying to bribe a girl who wanted to live like a peasant. They clearly didn’t know her at all. There was one line that made my blood boil. In case Isadora changed her mind, they would forgive her.

I let out a heated breath. “Forgive her,” I said and narrowed my eyes at that line. It provoked me. Who were they to write such a thing? I remembered when Isadora had pointed out their insecurities, and she was right all along. They weren’t the greatest kingdom, and they always had to compensate one way or another for always having to rely on allies. But they were excellent in trade and had more blacksmiths and mines than us. They were important to us since most of our weapons were made there. There was nothing in the letter about the weapon deal we were going to discuss, which didn’t help my provocation.

“Thalia, you may come.” I beckoned her to me. “I’ve never felt so provoked by reading a letter.”

She pointed at the letter. “May I?”

I nudged it to her, needing a little break from those wicked words. She lifted it to her eyes and read from line to line. Her expression soured as well, and I was glad that I wasn’t the only one. She slowly lowered it back to the table. “Forgive her,” she said quietly to herself, tasting the strange words.

“That was the part that made my blood boil too.”

“Why would she change her mind?” Thalia asked. “They sound desperate.”

“They want to save their faces from their insecurities,” I said. “I knew it would lead to this.”

“I have a feeling this will be the beginning of a new conflict,” Thalia said, raising her gaze to the window.

“So do I,” I said. They were defenseless against us, but not so if they decided to join someone else. After the war, I wanted to do anything I could to avoid another conflict, but a marriage was not on the table in any shape or form. Isadora had made that perfectly clear. “I’ll write back to him, saying we can discuss this in person. I have to firmly let him know that my daughter’s heart is already taken.”

“That will be the best solution … But we should also look over possibilities in case they want to leave our friendship.”

“You’re right,” I said, nodding to myself as I prepared to write to him back.


Chapter 2

Darian

Igripped the leather reins tightly as the carriage bounced and rattled over the rough gravel road. My muscles strained to keep control as the horses pulled us along. We passed by more and more settlements as we were slowly drawing closer to the city.

Flora sat right beside me, leaning her head onto my shoulder. She wore a heavenly perfume that always drew me to her and her tender touch. She smiled every time she noticed that I wanted a piece of her. “We’re almost there now,” she said.

I nodded. “I can’t wait to see her again,” I said. It had been two weeks since I had seen Isadora. She wanted a little break and to spend some time with her mother. I still felt the sweetness from her honeyed lips. She had been running through my mind, her cunning tricks, her beauty and her vivid imagination. I truly loved her, and I couldn’t wait for her to join us and to become my second bonded girl.

The repopulation continued as usual. I had impregnated more than five hundred women so far. They were all on their knees for me, trying out different tricks just so they could be bred. It had become a bit overwhelming to get to know so many women, but I had a duty to take care of them. I had promised Aurora and had accepted this important quest with honor. I couldn’t disappoint her.

I looked forward to seeing the queen again. The last time I’d seen her, she’d been heartbroken. It hadn’t been a pretty sight, although the relief when I came back with Isadora was heartwarming.

Isadora and I had sent letters to each other. She had written what she’d been up to, spending most of her time with her mother.

“I hope they have made peace,” I told Flora.

“Who?” Flora asked, tugging at my arm a little.

I looked down at her and raked my fingers through her lustrous, auburn hair. She was gorgeous and all mine. I appreciated everything she had done for me so far, from scheduling the pregnancies to massaging me during the nights. She took care of me like no other woman out there.

“The queen and the princess,” I said.

“They certainly have,” she said, her lips curving in a smile. “I’m just glad it didn’t become a scandal, and that it had a happy ending. I love happy endings.”

“We all do,” I said and kissed her forehead. I sighed in relief. The war was still fresh in my memory, and I thought about it now and then. Luckily, I didn’t wake up in the middle of the night as frequently as earlier, but I still thought about it now and then. I tried to get the ugly images out of my head, but it was difficult. Except for the royal drama, it had been peaceful the past weeks. I didn’t take it for granted, aware that hostilities could erupt without warning. It was something Flora also reminded me of, to enjoy this time as much as possible.

The castle emerged from behind the city. The turrets rose to the sky, penetrating through the thick layer of clouds. The flag fluttered in the wind as the people bustled in and out of the great city. Anigava was a sight to behold. It always amazed me to see what man could build, but I did prefer small towns over cities. It was just what I was used to.

When there was more traffic, we rode slower, passing by stressed tradesmen and merchants. We entered the cobbled road and neared the castle. The guards recognized us and guided us to the stable while another notified Aurora.

We jumped off the carriage and stretched our arms and legs. “It feels great to be back here again,” I said. I heard constant chatter of bargaining voices at the Bazaar, the clopping of horses pulling carts and the joyful laughter of children playing tag. The city’s warm energy enveloped us.

“Especially when everything’s turned back to normal,” Flora said and looked around.

Dressed in her blue, golden royal dress, Queen Aurora stepped out of the castle and approached us. She wore her blonde hair loose, and she’d painted her heart-shaped lips red and pretty. Every time I saw her, the outside world faded, allowing me only to concentrate on her heavenly beauty.

She formally extended her hand to me, and I accepted it with pleasure, feeling the softness and firmness of her flesh. “Darian, it’s a pleasure to see you,” she said and bowed lightly to me.

“You too, Your Highness,” I said. I kissed her hand, making a subtle red color appear on her cheeks. “How’s your daughter?”

“She’s in her own world … excited to see you in other words,” Aurora said with a twinkle in her eye, revealing that she was happy for her daughter.

“I’m glad to see her too,” I said. “I hope there haven’t been any petty fights.”

“It will be your job to tame her.”

I chuckled. “I’ll try my best.”

“Jokes aside, we haven’t even had a skirmish. Although one thing is clear,” Aurora said as she led us inside the castle. “She’s yours. She loves you to death and nothing will change that.”

“It was love at first glance.”

“I suspected so,” Aurora said. “She just took a bath and is getting dressed now. You should see her run toward you at any second.”

“I’m prepared,” I said and waited patiently.

Aurora turned to Flora, one of her former maids. “How’s it going?”

“It’s all sunshine and roses,” Flora said, beaming. “I love my life.”

“I’m glad, you deserve that love.”

Flora quickly reached inside her bag. “Here are the pregnancy logs.” She handed them over to Aurora who eagerly took them.

“I’m curious about this,” Aurora said and raised the documents to her eyes, which widened shortly after. “Gosh, five hundred pregnancies … At the current pace, you’ll have repopulated the entire Fertile Valley at the end of this year.”

“Something like that,” I said, scratching my neck.

“I shouldn’t be surprised,” Aurora said, lowering the papers from her eyes.

“Not a difficult task when they’re all over me.”

“I understand where the young ladies are coming from,” she said, her eyes intimately sweeping over me. “But you have to get some rest too.”

“Of course,” I said. “I tell them that every time, but they still line up in front of my door almost every morning.”

“They’re in a desperate state. The war is still fresh in their memories and the uncertainty of ever seeing a man again.”

“You’re right,” I said, and the young women at the Fertile Valley had my sympathy.

“How about The Sacred Seed,” she said, lowering her voice. “Has it come to great use?”

“You bet,” I said, exchanging grins with her. “It’s not just the sex drive that amazes me but how easily I can recover and restart the process.”

“I know,” Aurora said, her voice sounding huskier. “It’s arguably the most powerful ability. I’m glad that such a strong man like you knows how to wield it.”

After having bedded more than five hundred young women, I knew when someone was turned on. When I looked at Aurora, I sensed the same. The way she looked at me … Her eyes didn’t lie, and neither did her honeyed scent. I wondered what she was thinking of. I certainly thought of how attractive she was. Her curves were magical, and so was her facial aesthetics. I was pulled toward her the same way that I was pulled toward her daughter, but I wasn’t sure how Isadora would feel about this.

At that moment, I heard her scurrying feet which descended from the staircase. She was dressed in a similar dress as her mother, leaving her patched-up Gabriella dress behind. Her blonde hair fluttered behind her as she ran toward me. She jumped into my arms, throwing her arms around my neck and hugging me dearly. My heart melted as I embraced her warm flesh, feeling her young breasts pressed against my chest. It felt so damn good to embrace her.

I drew in her natural, sweet body odor and also the scent of pineapples and pears. She had recently taken a bath, and her skin still radiated plenty of warmth as I held onto her. I let my hands roam freely along her back, searching every dip and curve. It sure felt great that I would soon bring such a beautiful girl with me back home.

“Hi,” Isadora said, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes. Having the same sapphire eyes as her mother, she was glowing with health and happiness.

“Hi,” I said, studying her button nose and high cheekbones. Her facial aesthetics looked as if sculpted by the gods. She didn’t wear any makeup, and her royal beauty dazzled me. Her dress had a V-neck, showing off her beautiful cleavage that I wanted to see more of. I tried my hardest not to ogle at her too much, especially as her mother was in the background, watching us carefully.

“I’ve been thinking of you every day,” Isadora said.

“You’ve been running my mind too,” I told her truthfully, feeling the warm beat of her heart. It felt so much better to hold onto her than writing letters to each other or dreaming about her. Nothing could replace physical flesh.

“Yesterday, I dreamed about you defending me,” she said, beaming. “I can tell more later. Otherwise, I’m afraid I’ll keep you here till next week.”

I chuckled. “That must be one hell of a dream.”

“It started from when I woke up and lasted till I went to sleep,” she said adorably. “A daydream, not a sleep dream. But I dreamt about you regardless.”

I pressed my lips to her forehead and felt her warm flesh again, extra hot from the bath. “That’s so cute.”

“I just took a bath,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger. “I’ve also been packing some stuff. But I won’t bring a lot of things, just some clothes, books and toys.”

“It’s all good,” I said. “We have plenty of space in the carriage.”

Aurora patted her daughter on the back. “How about we go and get something to eat, enjoy a meal in unity before you move for your first time.”

“We thought of eating lunch together before we leave,” Isadora said.

“That’s fine,” I said. “Flora and I sure are hungry.”

Aurora led us to the dining hall where I met Erik, Elara, Thalia and some of the queen’s trusted staff and advisors. Thalia brushed off my hand and couldn’t resist embracing me. I softened in her arms. Being one of the most voluptuous women of Anigava, she covered every inch of my flesh. But the best part of that woman was her full breasts that she generously mashed against my chest, making my cock stir. Her embrace reminded me of when we were intimate, and she passed on The Sacred Seed to me. Breaking the hug, she gave me a knowing look. “Are you hanging in there or are they throwing themselves at your feet?”

I chuckled. “No such thing … yet,” I said. I wouldn’t be surprised if it would happen sooner than later.

“Let’s not give them any ideas,” Flora said with a chuckle.

I greeted Elara who looked a bit sadder than usual. She tried to straighten her upper lip, but I could clearly tell that something weighed her down. “Are you alright?”

“Kind of,” she said with a sigh, fidgeting. “uhm, is there any chance you might move closer to the city?”

“Not for now,” I said and exchanged glances with Aurora. “There are still plenty of women needing to be bred.”

“Well at the speed he’s repopulating the town,” Aurora said and patted Elara’s back. “It won’t be long till the job’s done.”

“Any chance you will move closer to the city after that?” Elara asked hopefully.

“We’ll see,” I said. “But one thing at a time.”

“Okay,” she said curtly. Isadora was quickly there for her, kissing her cheek and making her smile again.

I looked at the dining table and studied the names. Suspiciously, I looked at Isadora till she giggled. “Now, you sit next to me,” she said.

“No tricks?” I joked with her.

“No … for now,” she said, making us laugh.

Taking a seat, we were served a lobster omelet along with some freshly baked bread. It was perfectly folded and golden, and nestled inside were red pieces of lobster. I slathered butter on top of the warm bread that melted and formed a little golden puddle. I gently laid the omelet over and took a bite. The tender lobster meat was briny and sweet, and it went perfectly with the eggs. It must have been one of the most delicious omelets I’d eaten, and it reminded me of what we’d eaten at the Victory Ceremony.

While eating, we caught up with each other. Erik had fully healed from the assassination attempt, and since I dealt with the assassins from the second attempt, no one else had bothered them. Thankfully, the kingdom was at peace. Aurora talked about the rebuilding process of some of the badly hit regions that had been on the frontline. It had been a challenge finding builders and resources, but they were working on it. I was glad life was slowly moving back toward the good old days.

Flora and I told them what we’d been up to at the Fertile Valley, and how life was going there. The inhabitants were lovely and kind, but I hoped one day the stadium would be rebuilt. “I hope so too,” Aurora said. “It was one of the most beautiful projects ever built, hosting so many shows and entertainment.”

“I remember when you took me there,” Isadora said.

“Ah yes, when you slipped from my embrace and snuck all the way to the other side,” Aurora said, sharing a laugh.

“I was just playing hide and seek with Elara,” Isadora said.

“Looking for you was like trying to find a needle in a haystack,” Elara said but smiled at the lovely memory.

“What’s going on there nowadays?” Aurora asked and took a sip of her drink.

“There are mostly teenagers there, enjoying the sun or playing games,” I said.

“Kind of what I suspected … What about Felicia, how’s she doing?”

“She’s fine, but she has a lot of work to do,” I said. When she mentioned Felicia, I remembered when she woke me up with a heavenly blow job. It had triggered my wet dream about Aurora. I wished she would surprise me again one way or another.

When we were finished, all of them made sure to say goodbye to Isadora for now, wishing her health and happiness. It felt a bit strange. They’d probably expected a major wedding with celebrations, but Aurora ensured this would turn out exactly as her daughter wanted. She had made no announcements to the kingdom that Isadora would move. If her daughter didn’t want to be a part of the kingdom’s politics then it was her choice.

I helped Isadora put her stuff into the carriage in the meantime.

When it was time for her to say goodbye to her mother, they embraced each other dearly, locking their arms around each other. I was distracted as I saw their bodies pressed tightly together. They were so similar to each other yet different.

“Don’t forget the letters,” Aurora told her daughter, patting her back.

“Not in a million years,” Isadora said.

“Enjoy your time,” Aurora said. “Your youth is precious, savor every second.”

“I will. Thank you for being supportive,” Isadora said.

“You are in safe hands,” she said and pressed her lips to her daughter’s cheek, leaving a lipstick kiss mark behind.

After their intimate embrace, Isadora turned to Elara whose gaze lingered onto the ground. It took some time for her to raise her eyes, but Isadora made sure to lift her chin before hugging her. “Elara, we’ll still see each other. This isn’t the end.”

“I know,” Elara said as she gladly embraced her cousin. “But we won’t spend as much time together as we used to.”

“The upcoming time will just be more special,” Isadora pointed out, making Elara beam.

“I guess you’re right,” she said with a sigh and glanced over Isadora’s shoulders. Our eyes met. I noticed Elara was shy, but her eyes didn’t lie as they lingered on me for a couple of seconds longer. “You’ll write letters to me too?”

“Of course,” Isadora said. “Every week, without fail.”

Elara’s eyes brightened, and she gave a small nod. “I’ll hold you to that,” she said with a hint of a playful challenge in her voice.

Breaking the embrace, Isadora squeezed her hand gently. “We’re just a letter away. And remember, when we do see each other, it will be even more meaningful. A new chapter in our lives.”

Elara wiped a small tear from the corner of her eyes. “A new chapter,” she said, smiling through her tears. “I like the sound of that.”

They parted, and Isadora jumped into the carriage. I reached for the reins, but I glanced at Isadora first before starting our journey toward the Fertile Valley. “Have you said everything you want to say?”

She nodded. “Yes … I have.”

With a firm pull of the reins, I urged my horses forward. The steady rhythm of hooves echoed off the cobblestone road as Isadora waved goodbye to her family. They grew smaller and smaller until they were out of sight.

Isadora turned back with a sigh. “It feels heavy,” she said.

I draped my arm over her shoulders. “It’s not that far,” I said.

“I know … but it’ll still be different. I don’t think Elara took it well.”

“I could see it as well. At least she was smiling before parting.”

“Just on the outside,” Isadora said. “Yesterday, she was a bit off.”

“Write her letters,” I told her. “Such a long friendship is valuable. You won’t find many of those around.”

“You’re right,” she said and looked up at me. I got the impression that she was holding something in, waiting till it was just the three of us. “Uhm, I don’t really think I got time to apologize.”

“What?” I asked, not sure what she was talking about.

“From what happened,” she said quietly.

“You did,” I reminded her, holding onto her dearly. “I accepted your apology.”

“But I felt really bad about it,” she said.

“We’ve all been in a desperate position,” I told her. “Don’t get me started on what I witnessed during the war.”

“I guess you have a point …. Flora, do you forgive me?”

“If you play the harp for us later,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

Isadora giggled. “That’s a deal.”

“We are your biggest fans,” I told her and pressed my lips right onto her cheeks. My eyes widened as I felt a taste foreign to her, yet it was divine. I pulled my head back. Seeing the lipstick mark, I realized I had kissed her right at the spot her mother had kissed her. It made me warm and fuzzy inside.

“What?” Isadora asked and studied my lips. She touched them and then touched her cheek. “Oh, is it my mother’s lipstick?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I didn’t mean to kiss you there.”

She giggled. “That counts as a kiss on her lips.”

“Sure thing,” I said, but I couldn’t disagree with her, and truth be told, I didn’t want to either.

She rummaged in her back for a mirror and lifted it to herself, checking her out. “That’s some thick lips,” Isadora said with hints of admiration.

“A lovely souvenir,” Flora chimed in.

“She should have given some to both of you too,” Isadora said playfully.

“I wouldn’t mind that,” I mouthed, although it wasn’t intentional to say it out loud.

“Did you say something?” Isadora asked, nudging me with her elbow.

“I think you heard me,” I told her, rubbing her back.

“I’m envious of my mother’s flawless skin,” Isadora said. “I don’t understand why she bothers with makeup.”

“Maybe she wants to appear as attractive as possible for the kingdom,” I said.

“It’s no maybe,” Isadora said. “It’s exactly what she told me. But she is attractive, so I don’t understand.”

“It’s the icing on the cake,” Flora said. “I remember when I used to tend to her. She wanted that extra touch.”

“Do you want us to wear makeup?” Isadora asked me.

“I want both of your hearts, nothing more,” I said. Both Flora and Isadora leaned their heads onto my shoulders. I felt a warmth unlike any other as I had them both close to me. It felt great sitting in the middle between two beautiful girls, especially the princess who’d fallen right into my hand.

If someone a couple of months ago would have told me that the princess was about to become my bonded and that I would be gifted The Sacred Seed to repopulate Anigava, I wouldn’t have believed it in a million years. It felt far-fetched, but here I was. I promised myself to protect this life at all costs.

* * *

We were still on the gravel road as the sun started lowering in the sky. We talked about various topics. It felt so natural to speak with those two as if I’d lived with them my entire life. It had been a long day, but now it was time to get some rest.

“We can go off the road here and set up camp by the hills,” I suggested. None of them disagreed, especially as their bellies started growling.

As we rode towards the rolling hills, I loosened my grip on the reins and let my horse find its own pace. We reached a peaceful clearing surrounded by tall green grass that swayed in the gentle breeze. The only sounds were the soft rustling of the grass and the cheerful songs of birds perched on nearby trees.

They jumped off the carriage, and so did I. We stretched our arms and legs. “It feels great to get moving after sitting for so long,” Flora said.

“I agree,” I said.

“Let me know if you need a massage to loosen up,” Flora suggested.

“Thank you, but let’s eat first,” I said. I realized we weren’t far from where we’d set up camp last time.

Aurora had packed our bags with meat, vegetables and also an apple pie. Flora and Isadora dropped to their knees and started on the stew. They got along well, chopping the vegetables side by side. I helped them chop up the meat, keeping them company. Flora also went searching for some wild herbs that she added to the stew.

We sat around the boiling pot, waiting for it to simmer. I tugged at my shirt, even though it was getting cooler, it had been a warm day. I took it off, and Flora folded it for me.

Isadora touched my abs and shoulders, smiling like a horny teen. “You sure look fitter than last time,” she noted.

“It’s all that mating,” I joked with her.

“I think so too,” Flora said.

“How does it feel?” Isadora asked quietly.

“It’s the best feeling in the world,” Flora agreed. “Especially when you’re being taken by someone you love.”

“I’m still a virgin,” she said.

“I have a feeling you won’t be for much longer,” Flora said, easily predicting the future.

I patted Isadora’s back. “Let’s eat.”

“Okay,” she said.

We sat under the open sky and enjoyed the meat and vegetable stew. We ate in front of the flickering flames as it slowly darkened and the stars started twinkling in the sky. Isadora raised her spoon to her mouth, blowing on it and having a taste. “It feels so much more special eating outside,” Flora said.

“It feels like freedom,” Isadora said.

“I agree,” I said. “It’s something different being surrounded by nature and sharing a meal among loved ones.” It wasn’t just the experience, but I swore the stew turned out even more delicious compared to eating in a room. I blew on my spoon and raised it to my lips. The meat was fatty, tender and had a nutty taste to it. The vegetables absorbed the flavors of the meat and the freshly picked herbs from Flora, resulting in a harmonious blend of all the ingredients. We kept refilling our bowls till we were full.

We set down our empty bowls, feeling content and satisfied from the warm stew. Looking up at the clear night sky, we took a moment to admire the twinkling stars above us.

“We aren’t done yet,” Isadora said and reached into her bag. “Ta-da!” She held up a golden apple pie sprinkled with cinnamon. “Let’s slice it into three slices.”

“You seriously have to take a bigger slice than I,” I said and patted my tummy. I studied the pie, and it intimidated me. I had eaten so much of the delicious stew there was barely any room left for that sweet-looking pie.

“I promise you’ll change your mind after you taste it,” she said.

“Let’s see,” I said.

She gave us all an equal slice. Flora happily dug in, closing her eyes as she sucked on her spoon. “The cinnamon, sugar and apples are divine,” she said. “Your chefs sure know how to prepare a pie.”

“I know,” Isadora said and licked the sweet trails from her spoon. “But I promised myself to tone down my pie eating after I moved.”

I agreed with Flora that the pie was delicious, and even if I was full, I still managed to eat more than I believed.

When we were finished, Flora and Isadora washed the plates for me and packed our bags. I went to the horses in the meantime. They were currently resting. I stroked their manes and made sure they weren’t injured. I turned my head, scanning the dark clearing as I heard the chirping of crickets and owls hooting. Yawning, I knew it was soon time to get some sleep. I went back to them. Having just finished packing the bags, they sat around the fire.

Joining them, I patted Isadora’s back. “You promised to tell me about your dreams earlier.”

“That’s right,” she said, her eyes widening. “There’s been so many, but all of them follow the same story arc. I’m in danger and you save me. The last one, I was captured by four creeps that kept drooling over my maidenhead. You were there in a heartbeat for me, slaying them and taking me to safety.”

It made me smile. My father used to tell me plenty of such fables. I assumed it was every girl’s dream. “That’s cute,” I said. “But if anything like that happens, it won’t be a dream. I’ll be there for you in an instant.”

“I know,” she said and wrapped her arm around me. “The first time I saw you at the Victory Ceremony, I felt it as well. I had never seen someone like you and then I heard about everything you had done. You’d been the most heroic soldier during the war after all.”

“I also remember when you asked for stories.”

“Can you share some?” she asked eagerly.

I looked over to Flora who also excitedly nodded. “I would love to hear some stories before bedtime.”

I told them what had happened to Caspian. When I was abandoned by my commander, I had to defend Caspian by myself while we were under fire.

“Wow,” Isadora said. “You risked your life for him?”

“I did,” I told her.

“Is he alright?”

“His legs got amputated, so he’s in a wheelchair, but he was fine the last time I visited him.”

“Surprisingly positive,” Flora chimed in.

“Any more?” Isadora asked and cuddled up to me.

I told them about when I’d been trusted with a brigade and had led them over a river. I also told them about when we were nearing the end of the war, and we did our final push into Zinep’s land before they capitulated. It had been a glorious feeling seeing them drop their weapons, knowing that the bloodiest war in our history had finally come to an end, and most importantly, we had been the victors.

“I can’t imagine how our world would have looked like if it hadn’t been for you,” Isadora said. As I gazed into her wide, sapphire eyes, I couldn’t help but notice the spark of adoration in them. It was as if she was seeing me for the first time and falling in love all over again.

“It wasn’t just me,” I told her, running my hand down her arm.

“You were the bravest. It’s not up to debate,” Isadora said stubbornly. “We wouldn’t have won without you.”

I just smiled and held onto her. Yet again, I thought of how good it felt to be alive, even if it had come at a heavy price. “Have you always been so brave?” Isadora asked.

“My father taught me to be courageous from an early age,” I told her. I told her about my upbringing and how my father had raised me. I had told Flora about it before, but she listened as if she heard it for the first time. “My father taught me archery when I was like six years old. The first gift he gave me was a bow and arrow. My father used to tell me that I wouldn’t be allowed to eat until I had hit the targets he set up.” I told them how my father had trained me hard and taught me the importance of being strong. I went on about the differences between my mother and father, and how they balanced out the relationship.

“Wow,” Isadora said. “He sounds … kind of like you.”

I just smiled. I missed him dearly, but the most important part was that I had gotten revenge.

“Do you miss him?” Isadora asked in a quiet voice.

“Of course, I do,” I said.

“Why aren’t you crying?”

“I’ve already cried for him,” I said and pressed my lips to her cheeks. I found her adorable.

“I’m sorry he didn’t make it.”

“You’re wrong, he did make it,” I told her. “I’m his predecessor … And he will soon have more than a thousand grandchildren.”

Isadora blinked, and her face softened into a smile. “That number makes me feel tingly.”

“Tingly?” I asked.

“Aroused, don’t you mean?” Flora flirted with Isadora.

“Or maybe that,” Isadora said, her cheeks reddening. However, she decided to change the subject. “Everything feels so good. This freedom. I love my mother and Anigava, but I never felt like that life was for me.”

“What life is for you?” I asked her, listening to her intently.

“A life with you,” she said, beaming.

“You can have that life and still be a princess,” I reminded her.

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. “The princess part comes with a lot of baggage. You come with love. It’s a big difference.”

“Sleep on it,” I told her and patted her shoulder.

After the fire had been reduced to embers, we decided to go to bed. I set up the tent in the meantime as they undressed. I tried to concentrate on the tent while they kept giggling and peeling off their clothes. Once the tent was pitched, I turned around. Both of them were topless, but they wore panties. Flora’s bust was perky and topped with pink nipples. I had seen her bust several times by now, so I was more interested in Isadora’s. I had briefly seen them when I took her back to the city two weeks ago. I turned to the princess, seeing her nude, porcelain flesh. Her breasts were also perky, but her pink nipples were thick and suckable.

She gravitated toward me, and I cupped her young breasts. Her skin was smooth as rose petals and as addictive as the sweetest nectar. “Do you like them?” Isadora asked proudly.

“I love them,” I said, feeling her nipples stiffen by my touch. I slid my hand down her back and to her panties. I turned my attention back to her lips, gently lifting her chin. Craving a tongue kiss, I leaned forward and touched my lips to hers. Her lips were soft and tender, tasting like a blend of sweetness and passion. Palming her ass, I slid my tongue into her mouth, and I melted, her breath hot and husky against my face.

For a few moments, we stood there, our bodies pressed close, our tongues exploring each other’s mouths, our breaths mingling. My hand continued to cup Isadora’s firm ass, and I could feel her warmth and desire through her panties. Our kiss deepened, and I knew that I wanted her more than anything.

As we pulled apart, Isadora looked at me with eyes filled with lust and longing, and I saw the reflection of my desires in her gaze. I knew that I had to have her, that I had to claim her as my own.

“Come, let’s get some sleep,” I told them. We crawled into the tent, and I lay in the middle, my cock hardening as they both snuggled up closer to me. I turned to Isadora who fidgeted.

“Uhm, I have to pee, can you follow me outside?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier,” she said. “I was just too busy thinking of …”

“Of?” I asked, searching her face.

“You,” she said, releasing a laugh, but behind that laugh a blush crept up on her cheeks. “That kiss … kind of numbed me.”

“It’s fine,” I told her. I helped her up to her feet and took her with me outside. She walked a couple of feet away from me but well within eyesight. She slid down her panties to her ankles and squatted down to do her business. I watched her, captivated by her vulnerability and innocence. Her smooth skin and the sight of her pee hitting the ground made me aroused. I peered and as the stars and moon shined upon her, I saw her sexy slit for the first time in my life. I wasn’t disappointed. It was clean, shaven and had a sweet pink color. I was dying to taste her virgin womanhood. She threw a sideways glance at me, catching me staring at her. Her golden arch slowed to a trickle, and she squeezed out her last drops.

“Can you pull my panties up?” she asked me innocently.

“With pleasure.” I went behind her, studying her firm, beautiful ass for a moment. As I bent down, my cock rubbed against her young, royal bottom, and I hadn’t felt such sweet friction in a while. I slid her panties up, noticing that there was a wet patch in the middle, but it certainly didn’t come from her urine but from her arousal.

The sight of her nude sent a thrill down my spine. She looked up at me with a goofy grin, then down at my hardened bulge. Her eyes widened, and she blushed again.

“You’re hard,” she whispered, taking a step closer to me.

“Yes, I am,” I admitted, my voice low and husky. “You have that effect on me.”

“Really?” she asked, her voice hopeful.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “You know you’re pretty.”

“Can I see it in the tent?”

Nodding, I took her with me back to the tent. She snuggled up to me, and I caught the scent of her sweet urine and her honey, a mixture that turned me on. She was about to reach for my bulge hidden under my underwear, but she hesitated. “Do you usually have … ” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Sex during the night?”

Isadora nodded. “Yes,” she said.

“We do,” I said. “Do you want to?”

“I do, but I’m afraid I’ll do something clumsy.”

“There’s no such thing,” I told her. I wondered why she was so insecure about this. “Every virgin I’ve bedded at the Fertile Valley has had no experiences. It’s the man who takes care of the fucking, not the opposite.”

“My mom told me the same, but I’m not sure why I’m making a big deal out of this.”

“How about we start slowly?” I said and caressed her fine ass. “You can start off by touching and sucking it.”

“Sucking?” she asked with an impending grin.

“I’ll help,” Flora said and came to Isadora’s rescue.

“Okay, if we do it together. I’m down,” Isadora said with a giggle.

I turned around, and Isadora crawled down to my underwear. She slowly reached for the waistband and started rolling down my garment. Once my erection cleared, it snapped back up and struck my waist with a smack. Her hands flew to her mouth. “Wow … That’s big,” she said and made Flora giggle.

“How do you know if it’s big if you’ve never seen one before?” I asked her, watching her closely.

“Because I have tried my mother’s dildos … I didn’t mean to say that loud,” Isadora said and dropped her face into her hands.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, and my cock thickened even further upon hearing about her mother’s stash and her daughter’s sexual adventure.

“You aren’t the only one who’s done something like that,” Flora told Isadora with a wink.

Isadora raised her face from her hands. Turning her attention back to my manhood, she poked it, making it bob back and forth. Then she curled her fingers around half of my girth.

“It’s hard as a sword,” she said. As soon as she tried to wrap her hand around it, I felt an intense sensation. The princess’s hand was touching my most intimate part, and the warmth from her fingers radiated to me. She gently stroked me up and down. She was fond of the purple tip, giving it extra attention.

She flitted her eyes to Flora. “Can you show me?”

Flora nodded happily, slithering down to my erection. “It’s not complicated, just stick it in your mouth and bob your head up and down. And most importantly, watch your teeth.” Flora opened and wrapped her lips around the head, sucking me down her tight throat and lingering there. Her lips stretched, and she pulled her head back till she came off me. Leaving my erection drenched, she generously passed it to Isadora.

Isadora wrapped both her hands around the bottom of the shaft. “Alright, here goes,” she said and braced herself for her first cock.

As she lowered her head and took me into her mouth, I felt a rush of pleasure and love. This was her first time, and yet she was taking me with such confidence and determination.

I watched as her lips stretched around my girth and then heard a soft gagging sound. She pulled back, coughing slightly.

“Are you okay?” I asked with hints of concern.

“Yeah, just a little surprised,” Isadora admitted, her cheeks blushing bright red.

“That’s normal,” Flora reassured her. “Just take your time and go slow.”

Isadora nodded. “It was tastier than I thought.”

“Just wait till you suck the cum out of him,” Flora said, encouraging Isadora.

With renewed determination, Isadora opened her mouth and pushed my erection back into her royal mouth. She started bobbing her head slowly up and down, taking me in deeper with each pass. I could feel the warmth of her mouth, the wetness of her saliva, and the sensation of her tongue gently probing as she sucked and slid along my length.

“This feels amazing,” I murmured, unable to contain my pleasure.

She looked up at me, her eyes shining with love and excitement. She came off me for a brief second, a string of saliva stretching from the tip to her lips. “Does it?” she asked, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips.

“Yes,” I whispered. “You’re doing great.”

“I’m doing this for you,” she said and stuck her tongue out to swirl it around the tip.

As she continued to pleasure me, I reached down and gently caressed her face. “You’re beautiful,” I whispered. I didn’t only admire her flawless face, but also her breasts that kept brushing against my waist. For every brush, her thick nipples stiffened. I couldn’t resist, reaching for her boobs and giving them a squeeze. It had been every man’s dream to win the heart of the princess, and she was in my hands now. The feeling was empowering.

Her face glowed, her cheeks flushed with a mix of pride and desire. Isadora’s eyes never left mine, her focus solely on pleasing me.

My cock, already hard as a rock, began to twitch and throb as Isadora’s skilled mouth engulfed it. She was a natural, her movements smooth and eager. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was the dildo experience that had prepared her for this moment, or if it was simply her innate sexual prowess. And it also made me wonder if she’d inherited it from her gorgeous mother.

Either way, I was grateful to be the recipient of her eager mouth.

I felt my orgasm building, the pleasure intensifying with each stroke of her tongue and each bob of her head. My grip on her face tightened, her eyes never breaking away from mine as she continued to pleasure me. It was a sight to behold, her beauty, her passion, her devotion—all of it focused on giving me pleasure.

My cock twitched one last time, throbbing in her mouth. I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m going to cum,” I warned, my voice strained with tension.

Isadora eagerly quickened her pace, her lips sliding up and down my shaft with increased enthusiasm. I could feel the pleasure building, the sensation of her mouth and tongue overwhelming me. I was going to cum into the princess’ mouth.

“Oh, Isadora,” I groaned, my body trembling with the force of my arousal.

I moaned loudly, my back arching as my climax hit me like a tidal wave. My cock jerked and pulsed, spurting hot cum into her mouth. Her eyes widened, she gagged slightly, but she didn’t pull back. She swallowed drop after drop, but eventually, she had to come off while cum still seeped from the tip. Luckily, Flora was already prepared, leaning over my erection and sucking in the last drops, so we didn’t spill anything.

My eyes landed on the princess. It wouldn’t surprise me if it had been every man’s fantasy in the world. Princess Isadora was known for her beauty, but she’d chosen me, and it was clear as the day that she wanted to do more than just a blowjob.

Her cheeks were flushed, her expression one of triumph and satisfaction. “Did you like it?” she asked adorably, waiting patiently for my answer.

I chuckled. “I loved every second,” I said and beckoned her to me. “Come, let’s cuddle. Flora, you too.”

She came off my softening cock with a pop and lay down next to me. “Isadora, how much did you practice with your mother’s dildos?”

Her cheeks flushed. “Only a little.”

“You don’t have to tell me,” I said, draping my arms around both of them. “Either way, you’re a natural.”

“Can you touch my chest?” Isadora asked.

I did, pressing my hand toward her chest, feeling her heartbeat. “It’s beating for you,” she said. “When I was insecure, I just wanted to be liked. That’s all. I want you to feel as pleased as possible.”

“I did,” I told her. “It was intense.”

She draped her arm over my chest. “I’m glad.”

“I’m growing tired,” I said with a yawn.

“Let’s kiss his cheeks simultaneously,” Flora said. “Before we fall asleep.”

“One, two, three,” Isadora said with a giggle, and they both pressed their wet lips to my cheeks at the same time.

“Good night to both of you,” I said and sighed in relief.

“Good night,” they said.


Chapter 3

Darian

Acouple of days ago, I had buried my mother, but now, we were riding toward victory. Mourning her death was painful, but her burial inspired me to keep going.

We had broken through their final lines of defense, and it was now just an open plain all the way to the city of Zinep.

It was a cloudy night without a single star in the sky, but none of us wanted to rest. On the horizon, we spotted Doragon and the rest of his dragons, flapping their great wings and concentrating themselves over the castle. Behind them were some of our angels. It made me smile. They’d won the battle, and now we were slowly surrounding the roads of the city, putting it under siege.

There was nothing they could do. They either raised the white flag or we would raze the city to the ground. The siege engines and weapons were behind us, ready to be used.

We saw the highest flag at the castle slowly being lowered. It felt as if time stood still as we waited for it. The years of pain and death had felt like an eternity, and once we saw the white flag being hoisted, it felt like the biggest relief. It was over, and we had won.

We blew the horn and Zinep’s officials strode out with their heads bent, preparing to discuss the peace terms with Aurora. All the death, destruction, and waste left in our wake ensured that the peace terms would be harsh on them, and they knew it.

We were then told to return, and it felt like a relief. I met Flora who started to tend to me, and then for the first time in years, I felt the feminine touch, stirring something inside me. She undressed and jumped on top of me, riding me till I woke up.

* * *

I opened my eyes, and my erection was nestled in Isadora’s ass crack that was covered with her panties. I caressed the curve of her bottom as the sunlight streamed into the tent. I reminisced over last night’s blowjob where she’d sucked me like a pro.

“Sleep well?” Isadora asked me.

“Yeah,” I said. In the dream, Flora hadn’t ridden me quickly enough to make me climax again. The scenes when we’d marched toward Zinep were almost identical to what had happened. It wasn’t unpleasant, unlike the start of the war, and I had also slept through the night.

“You sure?” Flora asked, who lay behind me and stroked my hip, her breath warm and sweet against my neck.

“It was about when Zinep capitulated. You took care of me shortly after.”

“That’s cute,” Flora said.

“It was almost identical to what had happened, except you rode me on the first date.”

“That was something I wanted though,” Flora said with a chuckle.

“So did I,” I said. After the war, I was starved of feminine flesh. Thankfully, the queen had provided me with one of the prettiest maids. And now, it had come to this. I was caught between two beautiful girls, with thousands more I needed to impregnate.

I kissed Isadora’s neck. “What did you dream of?”

She turned around, glancing down at my hard-on and wrapping her hand around it. “You as usual … You saved me again, and when you found me, we had sex.”

I glanced down and noticed a wetter spot on her panties than usual. “Did you have a wet dream?”

She nodded broadly. “I did.”

I leaned toward her cheek and planted a kiss. There were still some traces of her mother’s lipstick on her cheek. “You’ll soon have the real thing.”

“I can’t wait. It felt so nice to suck you.”

“Yeah,” I said and had enjoyed every second of yesterday’s blowjob.

We pillow-talked for a little before it was time to rise. We stepped outside, put on our clothes and enjoyed the early morning sunshine. The horses were already up and munching grass. They joined us shortly after, and Isadora embraced them all.

“They’re so cute,” she said and raked her fingers through their hair.

“They are,” I said. We packed the tent and put everything back. We also fastened the horses to the carriage as we prepared to make our way back to the Fertile Valley.

* * *

The Fertile Valley was now within eyesight. I rubbed my eyes and peered ahead. “Is it me, or do I see more women than usual?”

“Didn’t Felicia mention something about more women moving in here after you arrived?” Flora said.

“She did,” I said. That was true, but I hoped it wouldn’t become problematic. We rode up to our home and dismounted.

“It feels good to be back here again,” Isadora said as we jumped off the carriage.

“It sure does,” I said. I noticed a basket of strawberries on our doorstep. It was Marie as usual who came over with those. Small deeds like those always made me smile. We led the horses to our stalls, and we helped Isadora move her stuff into our home. She didn’t have much, just some clothes and toys.

Flora went over my daily routine and the breeding schedule. I already had four girls coming over soon, and it was about time. Having slept so close to Isadora earlier had raised my libido. I wanted some pussy more than anything.

Isadora giggled as Flora told her how many girls I slept with in a day. “That’s a lot of mating.”

“It is,” Flora said and smiled in my direction. “When you suck him in the evenings, you can taste all the different girls that have been riding him.”

“I can imagine,” Isadora said.

“When the girls come, I always make sure to keep them company while they wait, but sometimes he wants them all at once.”

“Today, I can take them at the same time,” I said. “After that, we can have another picnic somewhere.”

Isadora beamed. “Where do you want to go?”

“We’ll find somewhere nice,” I said and couldn’t wait to relax with those two. We had so much fun at the Flower Hills and also when we went to the stadium together.

Someone knocked on the door, and I could already guess it was one horny girl or another who wanted to be bred. I rose to my feet and swung the door open. I was right. Right at the doorstep stood four girls, twirling their hair on their fingers, their lips sliding into grins.

“Hi, we saw that you had returned,” the tallest one said. “Do you have time to impregnate us, or do you want to rest?”

“Come in,” I said. They were the ones who would be bred today.

Isadora and Flora came and kindly greeted them as well. They were all young stunners in their early twenties. The tallest had long, dark blonde hair. Two of them had chestnut hair but were a couple of inches shorter, and the fourth was the shortest with red hair and freckles. The tallest one did all the speaking, the rest of them seemed a bit shy, but it was normal for the young girls. They usually opened up after I had entered them.

“I’ll have my way with them all at once,” I told Flora and Isadora.

Flora dipped her head and took Isadora back to the terrace. “Have fun and enjoy,” Flora said to both me and the girls.

“Come,” I said and led them into the pregnancy room. They gave Isadora more attention than Flora, probably recognizing her.

The tallest girl introduced herself to me first. “I’m Samantha,” she said and extended her soft hand to me. I kissed it, making her giggle.

“Lovely to meet you,” I said. “I’m Darian.”

“All of us know,” she said with a light-hearted chuckle. Then she pointed at the two girls with chestnut hair when she realized they were too demure to say anything. “Lucy and Lily, and the red-haired is Fiery.”

“Fiery, that’s a nice name,” I said.

She blushed and kept playing with her hair. She just nodded, too shy to say anything.

“That’s what they all say,” Samantha said. They told me how they didn’t live that far from the town hall. I recognized Samantha from earlier but not the other three girls even if they’d seen me plenty of times before. That was how it usually went. They always had an eye on me, but I couldn’t remember them all.

We talked for a little bit, getting to know each other. They were all twenty, and they had grown up together. They were studying to become nurses, and in their spare time, they loved horseback riding.

“We were elated when we saw you,” Samantha said with a giggle. “Felicia told us to be patient since you could have been there longer.”

“Yeah, I had to sort something out with the queen,” I said. “It didn’t take that long.”

They looked at me with clear hints of interest, their eyes sweeping over me. “So you’re that popular,” Samantha said.

“I guess you could say that,” I said. I studied her perky boobs, wondering how they’d look without their confines.

“Was that the princess?” Lucy asked in a quiet voice.

“Yes,” I said. “She lives with me now.”

They exchanged glances and giggled. “He must be really popular,” Lily said.

“He must be when he’s breeding the entire town,” Samantha said. “How does it feel?”

I tugged at Samantha’s top. “If you want to know, we have to get these clothes off.”

I rose and took off my tunic. They giggled like a bunch of teenagers as they helped each other by taking off garment after garment. Once I was fully nude, they found it difficult to concentrate since my erection was so thick and long, bobbing up and down.

I gravitated toward Samantha’s nude flesh at first. She was fit and sculpted to perfection. I grabbed her firm ass and slid my hand through her crack till I felt her dripping fruit. She yielded to my hands as I kissed her sweet lips. My cock thickened between us, and I felt a lust unlike any other.

“Horseback riding keeps you fit, doesn’t it?” I asked her.

She nodded. “It does, but now I want to be ridden by you.”

“Lie down,” I said. “All of you.”

Samantha lay down on the bed together with her friends in a missionary position. She spread her legs for me, welcoming me inside her intimate region. I aimed the head at her sopping lips, rubbed it around and covered it in her nectar. Grabbing her legs, I pushed into her virgin heat, stretching her canal. Despite being tall and well-endowed, she was tight to the point I had to thrust her several times to reach deeper into her heat. She threw her head back as if she were dreaming, her walls covering my cock in her juices till the point it felt like a bath.

Sinking my fingers into her thighs, I thrust into her harder and harder till our flesh smacked. I was so aroused by having these four gorgeous girls just waiting for me to breed them that the climax was right around the corner, especially as her tight walls kept pleasuring the head.

I pushed all the way in with a grunt and spilled my seed into her velvety interior. I let my cock remain there for a few seconds as I caught my breath. She looked at me in disbelief as I slowly pulled out my erection from her pink hole. A pink mist spread over her.

“Geeze,” she said, looking surprised at the sensation and the feeling.

“How did it feel?” Lucy asked curiously who was next in line.

“I can’t describe it in words,” Samantha said with her eyes closed. Opening her eyes, she looked at me and whispered, “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said as she slumped down. I felt another relief as I gained mana from successfully having bred Samantha. I selected The Sacred Seed, feeling a little shaken before my libido turned back to normal.

I turned my attention to Lucy, who lay next to Samantha with her legs spread. She looked at me in disbelief as my cock hardened again. “How?” she asked in a shy voice.

“Well endowed,” I said with a wink.

“No kidding,” she said with a giggle. Her pussy lips were slightly thicker, and I restarted the process of covering her wetness over my knob. She sank her teeth into her lips, waiting for it to happen. I parted her lips with the head and pushed into her heat. She was as tight as Samantha, but there was a slightly different feeling as I penetrated her. Her walls seemed to pulsate and quiver around my cock, milking it for every drop of pleasure. I adjusted my position and began to thrust, matching the rhythm she was seeking. I could feel her tightness gripping my cock tighter with each thrust, making me want to continue even more.

Lucy moaned softly, her eyes never leaving mine. There was a sense of vulnerability in her, but also a wild desire that matched my own. She seemed to be biting her lip to keep her from screaming in pleasure.

Leaning down to her, I kissed her mouth, our tongues entwining. My hands roamed over her body, caressing her curves and exploring her jiggling, perky boobs. As I increased my pace, her moans grew louder, her body writhing beneath me in pleasure and bliss. I felt her nails dig into my back, urging me on as she surrendered to the pleasure. “Harder,” she begged.

Her pleasure was becoming my own, each gasp and moan fueling my desires. I couldn’t resist any longer. I thrust deeper. “Do it,” Lucy panted, her eyes staring into mine. “Fill me up.”

And with that, I thrust into her one last time, sending waves of pleasure coursing through us both. My seed spilled into her tight depths, and her walls milked me dry. I shivered with pleasure, and that was one of the most magical things with The Sacred Seed—every climax felt as strong as the first one. It was as if you started all over again, and you hadn’t orgasmed the first time.

The pink mist spread from her vagina as my seed trickled out from her. “I feel so content,” she said while her eyes rolled to the back of her skull.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” Samantha said, lying on the side and watching as the breeding continued.

Lucy opened her eyes. “Another kiss, please?”

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, letting our tongues dance and tangle together. I came off her lips as saliva strung from her mouth to mine. I patted her nude thigh. “Your friends are waiting,” I told her.

“Alright,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

I selected The Sacred Seed again, feeling that wonderful shock as I recovered at record speed. My cock thickened once again, and Lily smiled as it was her time to be bred. I spread her thighs and rubbed my fingers over her folds. I leaned down to taste her, laying my tongue flat against her warm, sticky heat. I licked and tasted her delicious sweets till she started squirming. While my tongue danced across her vagina, my hands continued to roam over her body, feeling the softness of her skin, the curve of her hips, the rise of her breasts. I knew I had to take it slow with her; she was more delicate, more sensitive than the others.

I came off with a kiss in the middle, seeing goosebumps flaring across her arms. With my erection poised at the entrance, I slid into her depths. “Are you ready?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes,” she husked, her eyes locked with mine as I began to thrust. “Fill me up.”

Her walls tightened around me, lubricating my cock as I gently increased my pace. Her moans were soft but filled the room with desire.

“Harder,” Lily murmured, her eyes fluttering as she begged for more.

I thrust deeper, filling her completely, and her walls tightened even more around me. I could feel a tightness that was different from Lucy’s, an almost electric sensation that spread throughout my body. She was ready for me, and it was time to give it to her. My thrusts became harder and faster, filling her with each stroke. Her moans grew louder, her body arching beneath me. Her hands were gripping my back, pulling me closer, urging me on.

“Oh,” she moaned as I felt her reach the peak. I was right behind her, every stroke of her velvety walls pushing me closer and closer to the edge. In the end, I let out a powerful groan as I filled her with my seed, the room filled with the sound of our heavy breathing and the slick, wet sounds of our bodies connecting. I felt the waves of pleasure wash over me as Lily’s walls milked me dry.

Looking down at her, I saw the satisfaction on her face as she felt my seed pumping into her. “I never thought I’d feel this good,” she whispered, her eyes shining with gratitude and desire.

I pulled out my erection, dragging a river of cum with me. “It’s like an eternal river,” she said as the pink mist spread.

“He’s a true breeder,” Lucy joked, making them giggle.

I turned my attention to Fiery, whose cheeks blushed. “Hi,” she said shyly.

“Are you ready?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly but didn’t say anything.

Yet again, I selected The Sacred Seed, feeling my libido returning at full force. I became erect within a second, my cock throbbing hard as I aimed it at her pink hole like a missile. I spread her legs and saw a neatly trimmed patch of red hair over her gorgeous pussy. It was just a straight, wet line that was impossible to resist. I leaned forward to have a taste. I licked gently at her clit, feeling her body respond to my gentle touch. I could hear her moaning softly, and her hips started to move instinctively. I knew that she was getting aroused by my touch. As I continued to lick and tease her narrow slit, I felt her juices flowing, coating my tongue. She tasted wonderful, sweet and salty.

“You’re amazing,” she murmured and her eyes aimed at my throbbing shaft.

I just smiled and mounted her. My manhood was covered with three different juices, and now I plunged into the fourth. Even if Fiery was the shortest, she was a bit looser, and I managed to sink into her depths on the first plunge.

She squeezed her boobs as she reveled in the sensation.

I moved my hips, driving myself deeper into her, feeling her muscles stretch and accommodate me. I leaned down to kiss her, tasting the mixture of our saliva and her excited breath. She moaned into my mouth, whispering my name as I continuously slid in and out of her. It didn’t take long for me to reach the peak. It wasn’t just The Sacred Seed that helped me but every time I had a novel mate in front of me, it raised my sex drive and urged me on, pushing myself into her virgin depths and flooding her with my strong, healthy cum.

She arched her back as I bottomed out, my cock twitching inside her. “Oh, yes,” she moaned, her eyes wide with surprise and pleasure as I filled her. I thrust into her a couple of times more, enjoying how good it felt to mate and making sure every drop fell into her womb.

I sighed in relief, as I pulled out from her love hole. My eyes then landed on the window as I thought I heard someone, and outside, I saw Isadora peeking at us. She blushed, waved her hand and ran away with a giggle.

I chuckled and didn’t mind. “Did I do something?” Fiery asked.

“Nah, we just had a fox looking at us,” I said as my semen ran out from her beautiful hole. The pink mist spread, and she’d also been bred along with her three friends.

It felt good to be back here and take care of these horny virgins like usual. I couldn’t come up with anything better to do in life than this, and I thanked Aurora internally for having assigned me this task.

They talked about their feelings and sensations, and they all came to the conclusion that there was nothing better than having a strong man inside them. I agreed with them. “For me, there’s nothing better than being inside a woman.”

“We were made for each other,” Samantha said, still lying fully nude on the pregnancy bed. “I can’t believe you have impregnated more than five hundred women on this bed.”

“We are a part of history,” Lucy said, making them all laugh.

“You are,” I said. They rose to their feet, cum dribbling down the insides of their legs. It was time for them to put on their clothes, and I admired their nude bodies. They didn’t only glow from the pink mist, but they glowed with optimism and health. In nine months, a child would be born. It was every woman’s dream, especially after the recent turbulent years.

After we’d put on our clothes, I led them to the doorstep. I embraced them one after another, pressing my lips to theirs and patting their backs. “Take care,” I told them.

“We will,” Samantha said, standing tall and glowing among her beautiful friends.

“You too,” Fiery said in a lowered voice.

I waved at them as they happily skipped back. I went inside and Isadora and Flora were already in the kitchen cooking lunch for us. “You smell like a woman,” Isadora said, looking more excited than usual.

“He always does,” Flora said and covered her mouth with a giggle.

I raked my fingers through Isadora’s hair. “What did you look at earlier?”

“I was just out with the horses and happened to see you,” she said with an impending grin.

“Yeah right,” I said.

“It’s true,” she said. “But then I heard how you guys were moaning and all the flesh smacking, and I became curious. I want to be prepared when you take my maidenhead.”

“Did you take any notes too?” I asked jokingly.

“Mental ones,” she said and tapped her forehead. “They didn’t do much else except for spreading their legs.”

“Exactly,” I said and gave her a funny look. “No need to complicate things.”

“It looked quite intimate and deep,” she said and twirled her hair on her finger.

“That’s exactly what it feels like,” Flora said. “Once you’ve had him inside you, you’ll be hooked.”

I went outside and had a seat, waiting for them to return with the food. They were making omelets with some bacon and freshly baked bread. The sun rose to its peak, covering the Fertile Valley in a golden light. I leaned back and relaxed, and it felt great to be able to live like this. I didn’t take this peace for granted after all.

They put the basket of freshly baked bread onto the table and also the omelets and bacon.

Once we were all seated, I buttered my bread, added crispy bacon strips, and topped it with an omelet. “How does this compare to the lobster omelet?” Isadora asked.

“It’s better,” I told her and tasted the creamy cheese, tomatoes and ham. “Everything’s better when it’s cooked by loved ones.”

“That’s cute,” Isadora said, her cheeks pinkening.

We dug in and talked about various topics. Isadora was curious about the breeding. “I’ve heard it can take hours or days for a man to recover,” she said, looking at me with clear hints of admiration. “How did you recover so quickly?”

I exchanged glances with Flora. “Well, your mother gifted me one of the Sacred Abilities.”

“Really?” she asked, looking bemused. “The Sacred Seed?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I’ve heard about them,” she said, intrigued. “I didn’t even know she possessed it.”

“Well, we have to keep it quiet,” I reminded her.

“Sure … But won’t that be difficult when you’ve become not only a famous soldier but a famous breeder as well.”

I knew she had a point, and I wasn’t sure what her mother had in mind. “You’re right, but your mom told me to keep it discreet.”

“I understand,” Isadora said. “My mom is wise, so I’ll listen to her.”

“She’s more than wise,” I said and gave her a look.

“You tell me then,” she said, her lips sliding into a grin.

“I’ve already told you what I think of her,” I said, reminding her that I opened up when she was in her disguise.

“You can say it again,” she said. “I know she’s beautiful.”

“She is,” I admitted, making her smile proudly. “And you have inherited that beauty.”

“Not everything,” she murmured.

“I disagree,” I told her.

“If you say so,” she said demurely as we continued to eat.

After we’d eaten, someone knocked on the door, and I looked at Flora. “Are there any more girls waiting to be bred?” I asked her.

“Not what I know of,” she said. “But as usual, there might be some desperate women trying to get ahead of others.”

I rose from my seat and made my way to the door. I opened it, and it was Felicia. She wore her brown hair loose, signifying the fertile soil. With a deep V-neck, her dress reached her thighs and was tight enough to show off her toned body.

She opened her arms, and I pulled her in a hug. “Hi, welcome back!”

“Thank you,” I said, stiffening as she pressed her body into mine as intimately as possible.

“Am I catching you at a bad time?” Felicia asked.

“Not at all,” I told her. “We’ve just eaten, so you’re free to come.”

“Thank goodness,” she said with a hand over her heart. “Because I’m in a bit of a dilemma. The entire town is.”

It sounded dire. I escorted her outside, and she greeted Flora like usual, but her eyes widened at Isadora. “Isadora?” she asked and embraced her.

“Hi, Felicia,” Isadora said.

“It all makes sense,” Felicia said, breaking the hug to look the princess in the eyes. “Of course, you would move in with the hottest guy in Anigava.”

Isadora giggled. “Something like that.”

“I see. I won’t be annoying and meddle,” she said and waved her hand dismissively. “I just have to discuss some serious matters before I leave you alone.”

“That’s fine,” Flora said. “We’ll take the dishes in the meantime.” Flora and Isadora took the dishes, leaving us in privacy.

“So, what’s going on?” I asked and saw a troubled look behind that smile.

“Well, a lot of things,” she said with a sigh. “There has been a significant increase in the number of women relocating here … An unprecedented move. I know I talked to you about this before, but they keep pouring in. It’s getting unbearable for the locals and yesterday, there were clashes that could have taken a bloody turn if the guards didn’t stop them.”

I nodded. “I noticed there were more women when we returned.”

“Yes, you saw it right. They’re buying up all the land. Wealthy families and widows are moving en masse. Come, I promise you if we go outside, you can see one family after another coming here.” I followed her, and she was right. Right at the entrance of the town, we spotted a mother in a carriage with three of her fertile daughters. The carriage was filled with furniture, so they were definitely relocating here.

“Huh,” I said and scratched my neck. “And why are they coming here?”

Felicia gave me a funny look. “Have you woken up yet? Because of you. The word has spread all over Anigava that you are here to breed them. They want to be first in line by moving here.”

I nodded slowly to myself. She had told me before, but since I came from a humble background, it felt slightly surreal at first. “I see,” I said. I realized her dilemma. This wasn’t a city, and since it was a valley, the space was limited. The entire Kingdom couldn’t move here. “Yeah, this will be problematic.”

“You see?” she said with hints of concern in her voice. “This has caught us all off guard, and I’m not sure what to do.”

I took her back to the terrace, and I mulled it over. “There should be laws that prohibit them from buying land here. That should solve it.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Although, it’s going to piss off a lot of wealthy families.”

“I don’t see any other solution to that problem,” I said. “But you should propose this to Aurora as soon as possible. Otherwise, this entire town will soon be overpopulated.”

“And the children you have endowed them with aren’t even included,” she pointed out.

I nodded. “What about the other regions, are some of them getting depopulated?”

“Not from what I’ve heard, but since it’s mostly wealthy families buying land here, they’re getting poorer, and that also isn’t any good.”

“I see,” I said and realized it was a messy situation.

Felicia sighed. “Well, that’s all. I’ll have to write to Queen Aurora as soon as possible. Thanks for coming up with a viable solution.”

“Hey, any time,” I said and was glad I could help.

“Otherwise, is everything good around here?” she asked with hints of interest.

“Yeah, I just bred four girls this morning.”

“I saw them. They couldn’t stop talking about your size … Neither could I after the first time I saw it.”

I chuckled and wasn’t sure how to respond to that.

Felicia moved closer to me. “If you ever want to be pleased, I’m here for you,” she said in a lowered voice, intoxicated by love.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said and thought of when she’d blown me when I was asleep.

We rose to our feet, and I made sure to hug her goodbye.

She pouted her lips, and I kissed her before she left, making a pink color spread on her cheeks. “Take care of your lovers.”

“I will,” I said.

She flirtatiously winked at me and sauntered off to the town hall. I went back to Isadora and Flora. “So, they’re coming all over the kingdom just to be bred by you?” Isadora asked, her eyes wide.

“It shouldn’t come as a surprise,” Flora said. “It was bound to happen.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Hopefully, they’ll sort it out as quickly as possible. We can’t have a bunch of locals fighting here. And all the women needing to be bred here is overwhelming as it is.”

“You’re right,” Flora said and patted my thigh. “How about a break?”

“That sure is needed,” I said.

“We packed the basket for our picnic. We’re ready to go when you are,” Flora said.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said and exchanged glances with Isadora.

“Felicia looked to be in love with you,” Isadora pointed out.

“Ever since he saved her from the assassins,” Flora pointed out.

“I see,” Isadora said. “It’s been my dream to be saved by you too.”

I took her hand and helped her to her feet. “It’s best to prevent any trouble from happening in the first place.”

“I guess that’s true,” Isadora said.

“So, should all three of us share the same horse?” I asked them.

“He’s strong, but that’s too much,” Isadora said and stroked his mane. “We can take turns. One will ride with you on our way there and the other on our way back.”

Flora agreed.

“Flora, you’re lucky number one,” Isadora said.

“Okay,” Flora said and gladly mounted the chestnut stallion with me.

As Flora sat behind me, she wrapped her arms around my waist. I caught a whiff of her floral perfume as the wind whipped her auburn hair. “Hold on tight,” I said. “I have a feeling Isadora will ride fast.”

Isadora chuckled as she mounted the horse. While sitting on top, she hugged the horse’s neck. “Nothing wrong with a little adventure.”

“Shall we jump over the gate?” I asked her.

“After you,” Isadora said, seizing the reins.

I twisted my neck and pecked Flora’s lips. “Are you ready?”

She tightened her grip around me. “Uh-huh.”

I kicked my heels onto the horse and urged him forward. He jumped right over the gate, and we landed perfectly on the other side. Flora shrieked during the jump and ended up laughing while we were on the other side. “Sorry, didn’t mean to shatter your eardrums.”

“You know, your voice is so pretty that it doesn’t sound like screaming but more like singing.”

She tittered. “You’re a master at flattering your ladies.”

We turned to Isadora, and she charged toward the gate. She jumped over with a shriek and landed on the other side, her hair fanned out all over her. “That’s so much fun!”

“Let’s ride,” I said as we continued out of the town. On our way out, we spotted another family moving here. They were all young and fertile women, wearing classy clothes and jewelry. They gave me more attention than usual, pointing and turning toward me.

“Gosh, they’re just pouring in,” Flora said, sounding concerned.

“Yeah, I hope Aurora hears about this as soon as possible,” I said. “I’m afraid this will start a bunch of conflicts.”

“I hope not,” Flora said. “This town is so peaceful.”

“You’re right,” I said, and it would pain me to see it descend into chaos. We tried not to think of it as we rode on, side by side. I threw several glances at Isadora, seeing her long, blonde hair rippling behind her like a beautiful flag. She looked so young and alive on top of that horse, riding right next to me, bouncing up and down. Her breasts jiggled inside her bra, seizing my attention as I fixated on them. The sight of her springy, bouncy boobs mesmerized me. I believed she noticed what I was looking at.

“Careful, so you don’t ride into a tree,” Isadora said playfully.

“Your beauty is distracting me,” I told her.

“So is yours,” she said, blowing me a kiss.

“I want a real one when we dismount,” I told her, but I still felt my chest tingle when she blew that kiss.

“You’ll have it,” she promised me.

“Careful so you don’t fall into the water,” I reminded her.

“Should we jump over the stream?” she asked mischievously.

“At the same time,” I told her. I looked back at Flora who tightened her grip around me.

“Okay, I’m ready when you are,” Isadora said, aiming her gaze ahead.

We urged our horses toward the stream, and we leaped over the burbling water. I felt a surge of adrenaline as we were in mid-air, droplets rising to our ankles. Landing on the other side, I caught my breath. Flora and I chuckled as she held onto me tighter.

“Gosh, that’s so much fun,” Isadora said, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“I agree,” I said. “You got skills.”

“I’ve had plenty of spare time to ride at home,” Isadora said with a wink. “But rarely by myself. This is like a brand new feeling.” She glowed with health and happiness, and I was glad she was no longer in the city’s confines but doing something her heart told her to.

“How does it feel?”

“Freedom and I love it,” Isadora said, riding closer to me. The horses neighed. The weather was stunning with only a couple of white cauliflower clouds passing by the sun. The sun wasn’t too hot, but it wasn’t too cold either. We went off-road and toward the rolling hills. We stopped on top and looked around, watching where the meandering stream was running.

“Do you know where it will take us?” Flora asked, inching her hips closer to me, so I felt her tits mash against my back.

“Not sure,” I said, leaning forward and peering. “I’m not that familiar with these parts of Anigava, but hey, let’s explore and see where it leads.”

We rode along the winding path following the stream, the horses picking up a steady pace as they sensed our excitement. The surrounding greenery and the sweet, earthy scent of the nearby forest filled our noses, and we reveled in the peace and tranquility of the countryside.

As we reached the top of another hill, a breathtaking sight appeared before us. A serene lake glimmered in the sunlight, surrounded by green meadows and trees. We marveled at the beauty of the place, and for a moment, all our thoughts seemed to fade away.

We saw several strawberry bushes and also apple trees with the reddest and shiniest apples I’d ever seen. “This is like a hidden gem,” I said as we dismounted from the horses.

“No kidding,” Isadora said, her eyes shiny as she studied the beautiful lake. I faced her and brushed her hair with my fingers. It was fanned out all over her, and a bit tousled.

“Do I look like a savage?” she asked.

I chuckled. “No … More like a fox.”

She blew me a flirtatious raspberry. “Your hair is also messy. Let me brush it with my fingers.”

She stood behind me and tried to reach me. “Ugh, you’re too tall.”

“We can stand on the rock while we brush it,” Flora suggested.

I honestly didn’t care about my hair, and I had a feeling it would be unkempt at the end of the day anyway. They climbed onto the rock, so they could reach me better.

“That’s better,” Isadora said as I felt both their fingers rake through my hair. I purred. I wasn’t sure why but it felt incredibly good having their soft, smooth fingers run over my scalp.

“How long are you going to brush it?” I asked them as they took their time.

“Till it’s pretty,” Isadora said.

Eventually, they jumped down from the rock to look at me. “Way better,” they both agreed.

I just shrugged. “Oh my gosh, those apples look delicious,” Flora said and pointed at the apple tree just standing there with an abundance of red, shiny apples.

“Let’s get some,” I said, licking my lips. We approached it. The reddest ones were hanging at the highest branches, and my girls gazed at them, and then they turned their attention to me. “Both of you stand right under those apples.” I pointed at the fat and red ones.

“What are you planning on doing?” Isadora asked me as they went into position.

“Wait for it,” I said and selected my bow and quiver. The quiver materialized over my back and the bow in my hands.

Puzzled, Isadora arched an eyebrow. “Are you going to shoot the apples?” she asked.

I held up my finger. “Hold on.” I set the arrow against the bowstring and pulled back, feeling the tension in my arms and shoulders. My eyes narrowed as I focused on my target. I released the string and watched as the arrow soared through the air, flying over the stems and severing them. The fruits fell right into their hands.

Flora wasn’t that surprised to see my archery skills, but Isadora’s jaw dropped. “Wow, that was so cool. I can’t believe you did that.”

“He’s incredible,” Flora echoed, looking at me. “What will you eat?”

I aimed at the tree again, loading the bow and letting go. The apple fell, and I quickly caught it in my left hand. I dematerialized my bow and quiver. “The same as you,” I said playfully.

We took a bite, the crisp skin of the apple broke under my teeth and sweet juice burst onto my tongue. I savored the taste, letting the juice dribble down my lips and chin. I saw the expression on both of them as their eyes widened as well, feasting on the delicious fruit flesh.

“I swear, this is the best apple I’ve ever eaten,” Isadora said and bit off another mouthful.

“It’s perfect,” Flora said, licking her lips.

I devoured mine quickly and licked my fingers one by one. “The best fruits are always hidden in places like these.”

“This lake is a rare gem,” Isadora said.

After we’d tried the apples, we turned our attention to the berry bushes. There were plenty of them filled with wild strawberries. We sat down on our haunches and filled our basket, deciding to eat together on the blanket. We tasted a couple here and there in the process. We couldn’t resist when they were so sweet.

“So tasty,” Isadora said and licked her fingers one by one.

My hand bumped into hers. We looked each other in the eyes and felt sparks. I took one of the berries and raised it to her lips. “Open.”

Isadora did, and I plopped it into her mouth. “Nice,” she said and reached for one and moved it to my lips. “Your turn.”

I opened as she gently tossed it into my mouth. As soon as I sank my teeth into it, the juices burst over my tongue, reveling in the sweet taste. “Heavenly,” I said.

Once the basket was half full, we took it with us to the blanket and settled down.

We sat as close to each other as possible and reached for berry after berry. We ate so much till our fingers and lips were painted red. “I think it’s time for you to clean my lips again,” Isadora said with a smile, turning to me.

I crooked my finger, and she eagerly came to me, pouting her lips. I pressed my lips to hers, absorbing her sweet juice. I snaked my tongue out and made sure to lick her lips. At the same time, she sneakily snaked out hers till they intertwined.

Smiling, I pulled my head back. Isadora sank her teeth into her lips. “Are my lips clean?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

“They are,” I said and turned to Flora. I crooked my finger, and she demurely came over. I pressed my lips to hers, cupping her neck to deepen the kiss.

I came off her lips, and I left her with a smile glued on her face. “How about we go for a little swim?” I asked.

“Nude?” Isadora asked, her eyes widening.

“What, are you going to swim with your clothes on?” I asked her.

Isadora turned to Flora. “Shall we undress each other?” Flora nodded eagerly as we all rose to our feet. While I took off my tunic, Flora and Isadora were right behind me, taking off their dresses till they were left in only bras. Then they moved their hands behind their backs and unhooked their bras till their breasts spilled free. My gaze softened at the sight of their beautiful fruits sitting high and ripe on top of their chests.

“Your nipples are pretty,” Flora said and reached Isadora’s thick nipples to flick them side to side.

“You think so?” she asked.

Flora nodded eagerly, but they turned to me when I stood there bare-chested. “What a chest,” Isadora said, and I could clearly see she was becoming aroused.

“Get your panties off,” I told them.

“When you have taken off your trousers,” Isadora said.

I pulled the belt off the loops and slid down my underwear. My cock was semi-hard. They slid down their panties till they stood there fully nude. I fixed my eyes on Isadora’s royal slit. She twirled her hair on her finger as I studied her. I draped my arm over their shoulders. “Let’s get wet.”

“Let’s run on the count of three,” Isadora said.

Standing in the middle, I took their hands. Isadora counted to three, and we ran and hopped into the lake. The water was cool and refreshing, and we played and splashed around, our laughter echoing off the surrounding hills.

Isadora suggested playing tag, and I had to start. I swam after them, diving under the clear water and seeing their young bodies. I touched Flora on her ass, and she swam after Isadora, tagging her.

Isadora laughed and swam towards me, and she reached out and touched me, giggling as we played. The sun shone down on us, and our bodies glistened with water droplets. After a couple of rounds, we met in the middle, uniting for a three-way kiss.

Our lips met, combining our tastes of sweet fruit and fresh water. We held each other tightly, feeling the warmth of the sun on our skin. Flora wrapped her arms around Isadora, and Isadora wrapped her arms around me. It was a moment of pure bliss, with nothing but love and affection between us.

After the kiss, I reached down to cup Isadora’s sacred region, making her grin. “You’re wet,” I noted.

“I’m in the water, dah,” she said playfully.

I shook my head. “Honey has a different consistency than water.”

She reached for my shaft. “And you are hardening.”

“For you,” I said and turned to Flora. “Do you mind leaving us for a moment while I take the princess’ maidenhead?”

“Not at all,” Flora said with a smile, happy for Isadora’s sake. “I’ll pick some apples in the meantime and prepare something to eat afterward.”

Isadora threw her arms around my neck. “Do you want to have sex now?”

I nodded, palming her ass. “It’s about time,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said submissively, feeling her wetness expanding. “It’s been a dream of mine to lose it outside.”

“Are bedrooms too boring for you?”

“Not adventurous enough,” she said with a twinkle in her eyes.

While she held onto me and wrapped her legs around me, I waded back to shore. My cock rose to full mast and pushed against her slit. I took her with me to the grass, gently laying her down. Droplets adorned her gorgeous flesh, clinging to her skin and glistening like diamonds. Her hair was as wet as her pussy, and my eyes trailed down to her perky breasts topped with her thick nipples. I leaned forward and latched my mouth onto her young, sweet boob, sucking on her nipple like a babe. She arched her back and let out a joyous shriek.

I came off with a smack, looking her in the eyes. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” she said. “It just tickled.”

I attacked her other boob, sucking in her nipple while I reached for the other. She was so pure. I came off her sweet tit and my eyes trailed down her pink, symmetric slit. Her nectar was as fresh as it could get. I went back to her breasts and kissed all the way down till I reached her thigh. Then I changed course, kissing inward, tasting her royal pussy juice till I reached her fresh slit that smelled like a garden of roses. I laid my tongue flat on her womanhood and licked her to her clit. She squirmed and let out a moan. I kissed her lips as if worshiping them. I pulled her lips apart with my fingers, which had turned slick from the nectar that flowed freely from her. While parting her lips, I pressed my tongue deeper into her love hole, tasting her honeyed flavors. Licking her made me rock hard, and I came off her pussy, climbing on top of her with my cock poised at her entrance. We looked each other in the eyes, and I drank her in. She was every man’s dream. Every man in Anigava wanted this sweet princess, but she fell for me, landing right into my embrace.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked in a husky voice.

“How you chose me from all the men out there,” I told her, rubbing my knuckles on her cheeks.

“You are the only man in my world,” she said, her voice filled with unbreakable love. “I’m yours and forever will be.”

I pushed my cock to her fresh hole. Her sweet walls molded around me, welcoming me inside. I pushed in deeper, slowly savoring each inch until I was fully embedded inside her. Our eyes locked, our souls intertwining with every thrust. “Better than your mother’s dildos?” I asked her playfully before it would become too pleasurable.

She giggled as if she were in heaven. “Way better,” she said, wrapping her arms around my back.

I slid in and out of her, enjoying every time her slick heat stroked against my hard shaft.

Our bodies moved in perfect sync, longing for one another. The sun continued to shine down on us, warming our skin as our lovemaking intensified. Butterflies fluttered around us, adorning this heavenly moment. I took it slow, wanting this moment to last forever.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, still buried deep within her. She smiled up at me, her eyes filled with love and desire.

“So are you,” she breathed, her voice hitching slightly as I increased my pace.

I found a rhythm that pleased us both. I could feel her heartbeat, her passion, her love for me pulsating through her sweet walls. Further into our lovemaking, they tightened, pleasuring every inch of my hard shaft. I quickened the pace, thrusting in and out of her. She let out a shivering breath, her teeth sinking into her perfect lips. She arched her back and moaned in pleasure. Her sweet walls contracted around my cock, and I felt her climax as she slumped down. Her release fueled my own desire, and I thrust deeper and harder while my eyes swept over her beautiful figure, her breasts jiggling for every thrust.

I pushed all the way to the hilt and let out a powerful groan as I flooded her with my cum, marking her territory mine and burying her virginity in my seed. Catching my breath, I looked into her eyes as I slowly slid in and out of her, milking this heavenly climax.

“I feel your semen,” she said with a giggle. “It feels like you’ve flooded me.”

“It’s because I have … You aren’t a virgin any longer.”

Our eyes locked and a grin spread on her lips. “I want to do that again and again,” she said, laying her hand on my heart.

“You’ll have it,” I told her, brushing her hair which was fanned out over the grass. A butterfly landed right on her boob and then fluttered away. I slowly pulled out, seeing my cum seeping out from her drenched love hole.

She patted the spot next to her. “Let’s watch the clouds.”

I lay down next to her, and she draped her arm over my chest. I felt a strong glow in my chest and felt it in hers as well.

“We are bonding,” I pointed out.

She held onto me tighter. “I know … It was about time.”

I sighed in relief. Isadora was my girl now.

“Flora?” she said. “Come join us … nudity is mandatory.”

She happily came over, her fingers sticky with fruit and berry juices. She undressed in front of us, and she lay next to me. “You’re a woman now,” Flora congratulated her.

Isadora giggled. “I want his penis inside me again.”

“We all do,” Flora said. “And there’ll be plenty of time later.”

We turned our gazes to the sky, watching the clouds and enjoying this lovely moment.

“Do you see any funny clouds?” I asked them. I felt content and surrounded by their warmth as they snuggled close to me on the soft, green grass.

They let their gazes wander till they finally spotted something. “I do,” Isadora said and pointed at a funny-looking cloud. “It looks like a horse.”

I peered till I finally saw what she was looking at. “It seems it has five legs,” I said carefully.

Isadora giggled. “No, it’s his penis, duh.”

Her response made us all laugh. “Great catch,” I said and continued to search among the clouds, but Flora was quicker than me.

“Look there,” she said. “It looks like a tree … with roots extending into the soil of the sky.”

“I guess any clouds can become anything,” I said.

“They do,” Isadora said. “They can take any shape or form—it’s all up to our imagination. That’s what Mom told me when I was little.”

I couldn’t doubt her mother’s wisdom. “You’re right,” I said, agreeing with her words.

Isadora nudged me with her elbow, so she seized my attention. “Do you see anything?”

“A beautiful girl,” I said.

“The clouds, silly,” she said.

It was difficult to turn my attention away from either of them. I peered at the clouds, and I saw an unusual one sailing past the sun. “That looks like a harp,” I pointed out. Then I turned to Isadora, my eyes widening. “Come to think of it, you owe us some songs.”

“Because I’m happy, I’ll gladly play for both of you … Just a few more seconds lying here.”

“As you wish,” As they snuggled against me, their warm skin pressed against mine, I wrapped my arms around their shoulders and pulled them in tightly. A sense of comfort washed over me as I let out a sigh of relief.

There was no better position to be in than this. I enjoyed every second, especially after having just taken the maidenhead of the girl of my dreams.

Eventually, we rose. I turned in a slow circle, taking in the peaceful surroundings. The lake’s crystal-clear waters reflected the rays of the sun. Not a single person could be seen along its shore or anywhere else. The glimmering and shimmering ripples on the water’s surface calmed my soul as I took a deep breath of fresh air. It felt great to be out here. I looked back at my two girls, drinking in their shapes and assets.

“Should we still be nude?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances and nodded eagerly.

“But it would be fun if we covered ourselves with flower petals,” Isadora suggested.

“How did you come up with that?” I asked her.

“My mother has plenty of erotic art, and I saw a beautiful painting of a woman covered in flower petals. She was also outside by a lake.”

“How are we supposed to make them stick?” Flora asked, covering her breasts with both her hands.

I went closer to Flora, seeing her tempting, big boobs. She uncovered them with her hands, and I gently cupped her wet pussy, feeling the auburn hair she had above her slit. “How about this?” I said and rubbed her honey around.

“Do you think it will work?” she asked while her lips slid into a grin, enjoying my strong touch.

I got some on my fingers and then gently applied some onto her areolas. I leaned down and picked a flower, gently gluing the petals to her tits. “It sticks surprisingly well,” I noted.

“Ta-da!” Isadora said. “I’m also still wet, so there’s plenty more where that comes from.”

“Let’s use each other’s,” Flora said with a giggle.

While they sat down, I helped them find flowers with the largest petals. They were already reaching into their flowers, picking their nectars and rubbing them over their breasts. I was about to become hard again as their bodies gleamed with their juices.

“I feel sticky,” Isadora said.

“You are sticky,” Flora said and gently put petals around her areolas. “Should I cover the nipples?”

Isadora turned to me, twirling her hair on her finger. “What do you think?”

“They blend so well with the petals,” I said. Her boobs looked like two flowers. “Let them be.”

Isadora helped Flora till her breasts had also turned into two roses. Flora looked down to check her breasts out. “Are they okay?”

“They’re perfect,” I told her. I reached toward their sacred regions, fingering them a little. “You should cover up here as well. It’s the spot that distracts me the most.”

Isadora leaned closer to Flora and gently glued the petals in a circle. Eventually, Flora’s pussy looked like a flower. Isadora leaned back and placed her hands behind her, spreading her legs for Flora who also helped adorning her sexy slit.

“You both look super tempting,” I told them as my eyes flitted from one to the other. They shook their bodies, making their tits jiggle. None of the petals fell off them, erotically hiding their tits. I was still fully nude, and they looked at my erection as I gave them a throb of approval.

Isadora made her harp materialize in her hand, and Flora inched her hips closer to mine. Isadora’s long blonde hair cascaded down her back, framing her delicate features. The daylight and flowers highlighted the innocence and sensuality of her pose, making her resemble an erotic painting of a young virgin, especially as she held onto her harp.

She played with the strings, and I felt a flashback from when she had dressed up as Gabriella. She gently started playing, her fingers dancing across the strings. The music was enchanting, filling the air with its melodious tunes. Flora closed her eyes, surrendering to the magical music. I felt a mix of emotions—excitement, desire, and a deep love for my two beautiful girls.

Her melodies took me back to when I first heard her play during my sleepless nights. It didn’t matter which form she took, Isadora was always a gem. Her melody made me think of a bird being released from its cage. It uplifted all of us.

I glanced at Isadora, and we held our gaze for a moment. She continued to play, her harp covering her nude body. I couldn’t help but admire her, her body adorned with beautiful petals, the harp now a part of Isadora’s nude frame, and the notes of freedom spreading from the instrument. I wanted nothing more than to be with both of these remarkable girls.

She slowed down, letting the music slowly fade till we could hear the twittering birds again. Flora and I rose to our feet and applauded her. Isadora bowed down to us. “That was amazing,” I told her.

“Thank you, thank you,” she said, beaming.

“It was so lovely,” Flora said. “I tasted freedom when you played.”

“Because I feel so free,” Isadora said. “It’s the best feeling in the world. My music is always affected by my mood.”

“You told us that before,” I said and started understanding the meaning behind those words.

“You have an excellent memory,” Isadora said.

“No, it’s you who’s outstanding.”

She dematerialized the harp and fell into my arms, pressing her nude body covered with flowers and Flora’s honey to mine. “You’re so sweet,” Isadora said.

My hands settled on her butt cheeks, giving them a squeeze of affection. We settled down, talking for a little before deciding to leave. It was getting late, and we started growing hungry.

“I’ll leave the flower petals on,” Isadora said as she eyed her clothes.

“That’s fine,” I said. I helped pull her panties up her sweet legs and the rest of her clothes.

“Blah,” she said with a giggle. “I want to be nude.”

I brushed her hair with my fingers, admiring her stunning beauty. “Plenty of time for that in bed.”

“Will we have sex later too?” Isadora asked, locking her arms around me.

I pressed my lips to hers. “We sure will,” I said. She gave me a titty-mashing hug before I turned to Flora and helped her to put on her clothes.

We mounted our horses, and it was now Isadora’s turn to sit behind me. She held onto me tightly, her crisp breath against my neck. “Hold on tight,” I told her.

“I’ll never let go of you,” she said with a sweet giggle as we rode back home.


Chapter 4

Aurora

Iwalked in my garden to get some fresh air. I was just done with a meeting regarding our food supply and the reconstruction of a couple of towns that had been demolished during the war. It had lasted longer than I predicted, and now I had to clear my head.

I drew in a deep breath, and it did feel a bit empty since my daughter had left. I was glad for her sake, that she had moved in with the love of her life, but I couldn’t lie to myself—I certainly missed her.

It had felt quiet in the castle lately. She was always up to some fun here and there, and I couldn’t discipline her when she’d done something naughty.

I wondered if she’d lost her maidenhead yet. Darian was attracted to her, without a doubt, and they were both at the peak of their fertility, so sex would be in both of their minds. It made me slightly envious, but I reminded myself that my daughter also had to live her life and discover the joy and pleasure of lovemaking.

As I walked around the garden, I thought of everything we used to do here, especially when she was younger. There were so many memories, and I hoped she would create as many memories as possible as she was about to enter a new phase in her life.

Later, Fyodor would pay me a visit. It was a meeting I didn’t look forward to. After the last letter he sent me, he wasn’t a man I would like to see again, but I had to let him know about the situation. He couldn’t beg for my daughter like a wimp, and she was taken, so there was nothing to discuss regarding her.

I sauntered back inside the castle as the sun steadily rose over the sky. Thalia was there waiting for me, smiling in my direction. “How was the walk?” she asked me.

“Impossible to clear my mind,” I told her. “I keep thinking of Isadora.”

“I understand, maybe reading some letters will help. You have two of them,” she said. “I think one of them is from her.”

My eyes widened. “I want to read them immediately.”

I hurried up to my private room, and Thalia quickly returned with them. I looked at them both. One was from Felicia and the other had my name scribbled down and the royal stamp. I recognized my daughter’s handwriting. It looked so dear to me, making my heart warm.

Thalia left me alone, and I opened the letter and slipped it out. Her handwriting sure had improved, but I still recognized it was from her especially as she greeted me informally.

Hi Mom,

This will be my first letter to you, yay! I hope you’re doing fine. I have like a million things to tell you. The journey here was safe. We pitched a tent outside and ate stew. Thank you for the apple pie. It was delicious, and don’t worry. I didn’t only eat the pie. I promise you that I’ll try to tone down on my pie-eating. When it was time to go to bed, Darian saw my boobs, and I think he liked them. They are not as big as yours though. But they made him excited, so they served their purpose. Anyway, I saw his hard penis, and he let me touch it. It is really big, no kidding. I’m a bit intimidated by it. Flora showed me how to suck him. I was a bit afraid to screw up, but he told me I was a natural. He finished in my mouth, and I swallowed most of it, making me feel warm and happy. I don’t know why. I think maybe because I’m so in love with him that when I see him happy and pleased, it makes me happy and pleased if that makes sense.

The following day, we returned to the Fertile Valley. Flora and I get along so well together. She’s really a sweetheart, and I look up to her so much. She really knows how to take care of a man and knows when to step aside. I do have a thing or two to learn from her. I can understand why she was your favorite maid.

The Fertile Valley is so pretty, but currently, there’s been an influx of wealthy women. Guess why? They all want Darian. No joke. The word has spread that a handsome, strong breeder is here and now everyone wants to move here. Apparently, they even had a fight. I shudder. I don’t like thinking of fights.

On the same day, yesterday from the time I’m writing this, Darian, Flora and I had a little picnic. We found a beautiful lake surrounded by apple trees and berry bushes. Darian shot the stem of two apples, so they fell right into my and Flora’s hands. He’s really skilled.

We had a swim, without our clothes of course, and one thing led to another, and I’m not a virgin any longer. I’ve never felt anything so intense and lovely in my life. He made love to me, and we are now bonded. I can’t be any happier than this. I’m not sure why but when he filled me with his white, warm seed, I felt uplifted as if he’d taken me to heaven. There are so many words to describe it, but I can’t, and I’ve never been so aroused in my life. My vagina became a warm puddle. I have never been so proud in my life, and it felt so amazing seeing him climax. Just with the sucking part, I was a bit nervous before the sex, but you were right. He was in charge, and he took care of me completely. I just lay there and spread my legs. I’m not sure if he’s bigger than average, but he did fill me up quite a bit to the point it was a bit painful. I tried to hide my pain as much as possible. I didn’t want him to see it. It went a bit better during the night when he took me again, but still, his size is enormous.

I can’t believe how many women he beds in a day, and they’re all lined up for him. They come here in groups and sometimes individually. I hear constant moans and groans coming from the pregnancy room, and it always turns me on. I feel like someone has cast a perpetual wet spell on me. No kidding.

I’ve never felt such a sensation in my life. After being with him … I feel tamed. I just want to be there for him, love him and make sure he’s loved. I’m in love.

So, sorry for that ramble. I just had to let that out to you. How are you doing? Do you have anything new to tell? I hope you aren’t burdened with boring work. You deserve to see the sunshine too. Please tell me, I would love to hear as much as possible. Even if I’ve been having a lovely time here, I do miss you, and I always will.

I Love you, Mom.

I took a tissue and dabbed it on my eyes. But after I cleaned one teardrop, another trickled down.

Euphoria washed over me, beginning at the top of my head and crashing over my shoulders. Goose bumps spread from my neck down my body. I was so proud of her, and it meant the world to me that she was happy.

I crumpled the paper and read it again. Her words made my heart warm and fuzzy. I couldn’t help but cry happy tears for her. The tamed part made me laugh. That sure was needed for a girl like her, and Darian sure was the right man for the job.

“So you aren’t a virgin any longer,” I said quietly to myself, and a smile broke out on my face. I tried to imagine the scene of Darian having sex with her, seeing him have his way with my daughter. The way she described his penis aroused and excited me. I didn’t suppress it. It felt so good. I played a scene in my head where he slid it in and out of her love hole. They were on the grass, surrounded by butterflies and flowers. It looked so adventurous and reminded me of my youth. It wasn’t something I would dare to do now at my age, but it didn’t surprise me that she’d chosen that spot to lose her virginity.

I took a look at the painting of her hanging on the wall. She truly was a woman now. Not just any kind of woman but one who could attract the most handsome man of our kingdom. I smiled for her sake. She deserved him without a doubt.

I reached for a paper and felt the urge to write back to her immediately, especially while the butterflies were still in my chest.

Hi, Isadora

I’m glad you made it there in one piece, and I’m glad you had a safe journey. It will be smart of you to tone it down on the apple pies. You are beautiful, and you don’t want to add on unwanted weight. Also, remember to brush your teeth. It’s better to eat fruits and berries instead. Especially now in the summer. Did you help Flora to cook the stew? I know you and Elara have plenty of fun whenever you cook or bake something.

I’m pretty sure he loves your boobs. They are symmetrical and full, and your cleavage is quite alluring. Don’t compare them to mine or any others. You are unique and pretty. Also, guys aren’t that picky, as long as they aren’t mosquito bites.

The first time I saw a hard penis, I was also a bit intimidated, but when I learned that’s how a man becomes aroused, I became flattered. It was probably your well-endowed chest that turned him on and made him hard. It doesn’t come as a surprise that Darian is well-endowed. But without me seeing it, I can’t tell whether it’s bigger than average or not.

I’m sure Flora taught you well, and as a girl, you need to stop being insecure about pleasing a man. They aren’t that picky. Even if you wrap your lips around his erection, it will still feel good for him. You just have to make sure to watch your teeth, plenty of kisses don’t hurt either. I bet he was so aroused, so you didn’t need to suck him that much to make him orgasm. Cum makes a woman happy. It’s the seed of life and something we all crave, but at the same time, seeing the man you love being pleased is infectious, so it’s a combination of both.

I know Flora is a sweetheart. Tell her that I say hi. Darian deserves her too, and I regret nothing of releasing her from my service.

It doesn’t come as a surprise that so many have moved in there, and so many of the women are on their knees for him. But you are his bonded and not some random girl he wants to breed with. He wants your heart and love, keep that in mind when you hear him impregnating all those women.

I’m not going to lie after I read your letter. I cried. I’m so happy for you, and your outdoor adventure made me think of my own youth. Your adventurous side always makes me smile and enjoy your young adulthood while it lasts.

You’ll get used to his size, and it will feel even better. I promise you. Congratulations on being bonded.

I told you it wasn’t complicated. It’s a biological act after all. Just lie there and let Darian take care of you. That’s all that’s needed. You’re now officially a woman and not a virgin. I also know how it feels to be aroused and in love. There’s no better feeling in this world. The sex is just the cherry on top. The best part is everything that leads up to it. You’ll learn that soon enough.

I’m fine. I miss you too, more than I could imagine, but don’t think too much of me. I want you to enjoy your life as much as possible. I just got back from a little walk in the garden. I couldn’t stop thinking of all the memories of us two together. Time sure flies, and it felt like yesterday you were dressing up as animals in the garden, trying to lure them to you.

I’m burdened with work and politics as usual. Someone has to rule this kingdom, without rulers we wouldn’t be able to live in peace. It’s a fickle world. Darian sure knows all about that. It’s not always roses and sunshine.

Isadora, I love you from the bottom of my heart. There’s not been a single day without me thinking of you.

Much love, your mother.

I sighed in relief, and it felt so much better to let that out. I sat there for who knows how long. I wasn’t in a rush. Fyodor would be here later, so I took the time to think of Isadora, who was now tamed. It made me chuckle again.

I turned my attention to the other letter. I opened it, deciding to get it out of the way.

Dear Aurora Pinkbloom

Your Highness,

I write to you with great urgency to request a prohibition on non-residents purchasing land in the Fertile Valley. We are facing an unprecedented crisis where wealthy young women are moving here in large numbers, driving up property prices and making it unaffordable for the local residents. Additionally, they are buying up all available land.

You may wonder why this influx is occurring. Word has spread across Anigava that Darian, a strong war veteran assigned the task of breeding, resides here. These women are fervently drawn to him, causing significant disruption. This situation has not only created tension among local young women who await their turn to be with Darian but also among the elders who struggle to afford their basic needs.

Recently, we have had to intervene to prevent fights at the market and around various properties. Immediate action is essential.

Your prompt attention to this matter is greatly appreciated.

Respectfully, Felicia.

I swallowed hard at that one. Isadora had mentioned the same thing, but I had been busy enjoying her letter. This was a mistake on my end. This should’ve easily been predicted. I felt bad for the women who had to wait to be bred, but we didn’t have much of a choice since most of the men were gone, and we needed the strongest to breed. I had to pass those laws as soon as possible.

I rose from my feet and met Thalia outside. “I see a mixture of happiness and worry,” she noted.

“I’m not exactly worried,” I told her. “But Felicia just informed me that there’s a massive influx of wealthy women to the Fertile Valley, causing hostilities in the region. They’re all there for Darian.”

“Who could have imagined,” Thalia said with a chuckle.

“I don’t blame them too much,” I said. “But they have to wait for their turn.”

“Honestly, if I were in their situation, I would have done something similar.”

“We all would, but there would be no stability,” I said. “Before speaking to Fyodor, we have to pass laws prohibiting non-residents from buying land there.”

“Understood,” she said.

* * *

I watched the sun slowly lowering in the sky. After we’d passed the laws, I hadn’t done much. I had written back to Felicia, letting her know that it would take time till it would come into effect, but that she kindly had to tell those wealthy women that they could stay but not move there.

One of my servants greeted me. “Your Highness, Fyodor is here.”

I nodded. It was him I was waiting for. I made my way down the stairs to the entrance of the castle. I wasn’t looking forward to this, but I knew it had to be done. After I read how happy Isadora was, I didn’t want her to ever be sent on some political mission, or to encourage her to marry someone for the sake of politics.

I came just in time when Fyodor dismounted from his horse. He came alone, and I couldn’t see his son anywhere behind him. He was a head shorter than I, and in his fifties, yet lack of sleep had made his eyelids droopy and saggy, and age had made his hair silver and thin. He wore a surcoat, and embroidered upon were patterns of gold. The royal crest emblazoned upon his chest, shimmering with precious gemstones. His leather boots clacked against the tiles, raising him a couple of inches.

He lacked Everything Darian had. I couldn’t stop comparing him to every man I saw, which I knew was another sign that I loved him. “Welcome, Fyodor,” I formally greeted him with a handshake, feeling how wrinkly his skin was.

He dipped his head. “Thank you,” he said.

“Do you travel alone?” I asked him. This must have been the first time I saw him without his son. It was common for royals to let the princes follow, so they could be taught about politics and how to conduct themselves.

“Yes. It will be a short visit. I just want to discuss something privately.”

I nodded. “Come with me,” I said. I brought him inside the castle, and I offered him something to drink and eat, but he kindly refused.

He glanced at his servants and beckoned only one of them. “Come with me. The rest of you may stay for now,” he told them.

I understood now that he wanted to talk in complete privacy, and I knew it had to do with my daughter. I took him with me to a vacant room and had a seat at the table.

He drew in a deep breath with clear hints of distress. “So, why did she call it off?” he asked and went straight to the point. “My son … and the rest of my family did not take it lightly.”

“Isadora changed her mind,” I told him truthfully.

“There must have been something that made her change her mind,” he said and wanted to dig deeper. One of his servants, who I suspected to be a negotiator, started taking notes.

“I think she accepted his proposal out of desperation. It was a tough time.”

He watched me closely as I spoke to him. “It sure was a tough time, but I’ve seen them spend time with each other plenty of times. They were both flirting with each other, and there were sparks.”

“They did spend a lot of time with each other before, but they were merely friends.”

He wrinkled his nose, obviously disagreeing. “I saw more than friendship.”

I wanted to tell him that he was growing old, but I tried to keep the hostilities to a minimum. Although he’d already provoked me earlier with the forgive her comment in the letter. “We can go back and forth, we won’t get anywhere. She’s made up her mind. This was her decision. Calling off engagements and divorces happen.”

“Usually not by the girl,” he reminded me.

“It isn’t usual for a queen to rule a kingdom, yet here I am,” I said, and he hit a nerve with his words. “Isadora is more to me than a girl.”

“The trust in you and Anigava will greatly be reduced when more will learn about this.”

“I have thought about this thoroughly,” I told him firmly. “But there are some things I can’t do. Telling my daughter to do something she doesn’t want to is one of them. The consequences of what happens next are irrelevant to me.”

His lips pressed into a firm line. This clearly wasn’t going in the direction he’d hoped it would.

“Look, I’m willing to do anything to make this marriage happen,” he said. “Anything. What do you want?”

I blinked at him, and he didn’t look like a king any longer but a beggar. I was flabbergasted he couldn’t let it go. “There’s nothing that will make that marriage happen. It’s called off,” I said firmly.

“When I said anything, I meant territories, our industries or our mines.”

“And when I said there’s nothing that will make that marriage happen, I meant it.”

He drew in a deep breath and looked to the side. He nudged his negotiator with his elbow. He cleared his throat and pushed his glasses up his nose. He was scrawny, short and just unappealing.

“One of our mines that is on the border to Anigava,” he started. “We’ve spent decades building and expanding it. We’re willing to hand it over to you, not only the mines but the territories and workers themselves.”

I frowned at him, and it intimidated him. “If you continue to ask the same thing over and over again. We’re going to have a very short discussion. I won’t repeat myself again. There’s nothing that will make her change her mind, and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

Fyodor held up his hand, gesturing to his negotiator to keep it quiet. “You sure someone hasn’t swayed her over?”

“Why’s that relevant?”

He shrugged but didn’t respond.

“I think you’re misunderstanding a vital point. First of all, from the start, I encouraged her to marry your son. I didn’t discourage her at all. I don’t want anything. I’m not marrying anyone. She is. She is old enough to make her own decisions. When she was gone, she left because we had a brawl over the engagement.”

“Why haven’t you told me that before?” Fyodor asked, arching an eyebrow.

“I didn’t think about it,” I said. “But I’m sincere when I tell you that I haven’t encouraged her to call off the marriage. I did the opposite.”

“Has she found someone else by any chance?” he asked and started growing suspicious. “Any other man she’s fallen in love with?”

“Maybe she has,” I told him coldly.

“Is she here now?” he asked.

“Fyodor … let it go.”

He nodded, furrows creasing his brow. “You wanted to discuss the swords and iron deal, correct?”

I nodded, watching him carefully. “Yes,” I said.

“There won’t be any,” he said. “You’ll buy at market rates but the sales will be limited. Also, we won’t renew the lease at the southern hills. After next month, the guards and your soldiers will have to return.”

I knew the iron was crucial for rebuilding a couple of the towns, so this was the thanks we got after having protected them for all these years. “It is what it is,” I said, and I knew this was the beginning of the end of our relationship.

He looked me in the eyes. “All that can change if she changes her mind.”

“My daughter’s heart is not for sale … It’s time for you to leave,” I told him formally, even if I wanted to throw him out. I had warned him a minute ago that our conversation would be short if he tried asking that again.

He nodded and didn’t say a word. He got to his feet with his negotiator and made his way out. I didn’t escort him or tell him goodbye. In fact, I didn’t want to see him again.


Chapter 5

Darian

Islowly opened my eyes as the sunlight filtered through the window. Flora’s and Isadora’s legs were wrapped around mine, their sweet peaches pressed against my legs. Every morning, I woke up with their arms draped over my chest; I sighed in relief. It felt so good. It was a couple of days ago that I had taken Isadora’s maidenhead, and finishing inside her had felt incredibly good. On that day, it wasn’t just the climax but everything that had led up to it. She was so playful and full of ideas that every day with her was a new adventure.

I still thought about it now and then—how every inhabitant of Anigava dreamed of her, but she was all mine. We were bonded, and we made love to each other every day and would continue to do so. I turned to the left and saw Flora’s auburn hair fanned out across her pillow and shoulders, erotically veiling her nude breasts. I turned right and saw Isadora’s blonde hair spilling over her, with her boobs pressed against my arm. They were both gorgeous, and I loved them both.

Isadora slowly opened her eyes, stretching her arms and legs. As always, she started her morning by drawing circles on my chest. “Are you awake?” she asked in her adorable morning voice.

I nodded and stroked her shoulder as she cuddled up to me. “I’m all ears.”

“I sleep so deeply… Ever since I slept with you the first time.”

“I noticed the same when I started sleeping with Flora,” I told her, pecking her forehead and making a smile blossom on her face.

“But I mean really deep,” she said. “And all my dreams are about you.”

It made me smile sweetly. I usually dreamed of her and Flora, but yesterday, I’d dreamed of her mother, the queen. I didn’t want to tell Isadora about it, not sure what she would think of me. But for every day I spent with Isadora, the more I thought about her mother. It was difficult not to when Aurora was well-endowed and looked like a goddess. I’d also been busy breeding all these young virgins; I craved someone more mature now and then. I hadn’t seen a more beautiful woman than Aurora, and I didn’t think she existed.

“I dreamed about you too.”

“What did we do?” she asked, seizing my attention. She lightly started rubbing her slit on my leg. She was warm and wet as usual, spreading her honey over my leg till goosebumps spread over my flesh.

“We were outside goofing around till I took you on the grass.”

“I prefer being intimate outside than inside,” she admitted. “Being outside feels more adventurous and liberating.”

“I know,” I said. She’d told me about it before, and I agreed with her. It was much rawer, and the experience felt much stronger. Her blonde hair went so well with the flowers and emerald grass.

Flora opened her eyes and rubbed them. It was random who woke up first, but they both agreed that they slept way deeper than earlier, and so did I. The more women in my bed, the better I slept.

I made sure to peck Flora’s forehead and brush her auburn hair away from her face. I wanted to see her freckles which were like the icing on the cake. “Good morning,” she said and broke out in a smile. “Any plans for today?”

“Not yet,” I said. I hadn’t done much else except for thinking of Isadora and her mother. “The usual breeding.”

“Maybe we can go out for a picnic or something,” she suggested. “It’s getting really warm lately.”

“I know,” I said and agreed with her. “I just hope Felicia has gotten the quarreling under control.”

It was no joke. Lately, there have been more fights than usual. The locals resented the newcomers. I hoped Aurora had passed the laws and also made sure the rest of the kingdom knew about them. It was hard to deny travelers access, especially after they’d come so far. The influx of women was noticeable. We had been at the market yesterday and the prices sure had increased. Not only that, but we spotted more women than usual, making it overcrowded.

We decided to put on our clothes. It was always a treat to look at their nude bodies before they covered them up in clothes. It was like art combined with eye candy. Once we were fully clothed, we headed downstairs. “Are you growing hungry?” Flora asked me.

“I am,” I said.

“How about pancakes?” she suggested.

“Go for it,” I said. I wasn’t picky when it came to eating, but I sure loved their pancakes. Settling down outside while they were in the kitchen, I looked around the garden. Isadora had planted plenty of flowers and used some sort of magic to help them grow. There were currently several patches of roses and some flowers budding. The horses didn’t do much, just aimlessly looking around while their tails swished side to side. Our dairy cow grazed as usual. Flora had also planted some additional vegetables and herbs.

As soon as Isadora and Flora started on the pancakes, they giggled and had plenty of fun. I glanced over my shoulder, and luckily, they both wore an apron, so they didn’t spill over their dresses.

Isadora nudged Flora with her elbow. “Did you feel extra aroused when moving in with him?” she asked her.

Flora nodded with a chuckle. “I don’t think a single hour passes without me thinking of being intimate with him.”

“I feel the same. I’ve never been so horny in my life.”

“He’s also constantly aroused,” Flora said as she cracked the eggs into a bowl.

“It doesn’t help either to see how popular he is,” Isadora said. “And also all these women he sleeps with.”

“Yeah, your mother assigned him to this task for a good reason,” Flora said. “There’s no man that can take his spot.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “It just feels so good to be in love with him. I can’t get enough of him.”

“Neither can I,” she said, and they shared a smile. The pancakes sizzled in the pan, and the scent wafted outside.

Flora set the table. “We’re almost done,” she said. As she was slightly bent at the waist, her breasts almost fell out of her dress.

“Relax,” I told her. “I’m not in a hurry.”

She sauntered back into the kitchen. They fried the bacon and prepared a bowl of syrup. They came outside with the pancakes, and we settled down. I loaded up my plate with pancakes and bacon. I lightly drizzled some syrup on top and dug in, savoring the sweet and salty taste.

“Was it alright?” Isadora asked.

“Perfect,” I said after swallowing a bite.

She beamed and high-fived Flora. “We rule,” she said, making us chuckle.

We continued to eat and talk about various topics. We talked about what we’d done the past days, from taking small trips to just enjoying it here. We also wanted to go back to the stadium sometime in the future. Except for the breeding, we tried to take a day at a time.

After we’d eaten, someone knocked on the door, and I exchanged glances with Flora and Isadora. “Are you expecting someone?”

“Are you trying to be funny?” Flora said with a grin.

I shrugged. “You never know.”

“I’m ninety-nine percent sure there’s a horny woman or horny women outside,” Isadora added.

“I didn’t know we’d invited someone for this morning though,” I said.

“But they show up regardless,” Flora said with a wink.

She was right. It happened now and then that some wet, young women came over or a mother with their shy daughters. They sometimes wanted to give me gifts in exchange for being bred. I’d explained to them that it wasn’t necessary and that they would eventually become pregnant with me regardless if it happened now or within a year.

I rose to my feet and made my way to the door. I opened it and saw a woman with two girls, who I suspected to be her daughters.

The mother looked fairly young with an impressive bust and a wrinkle-free face. She wore her strawberry-blonde hair in a ponytail. She was taller than her daughters who were endowed with rare pink hair. I hadn’t bred any of those in days. I flitted my eyes back to the woman, and I realized I recognized her from somewhere.

“Hi, Darian,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

My eyes swept over her again, checking out her curvy figure, breasts and face. I studied her oval-shaped face and her upturned nose. I knew I had seen her before, especially by the way she greeted me. “I have met you before, haven’t I?”

“Come on, Darian, don’t you recognize me and my daughters?” she asked flirtatiously. “Am I growing too old for you?”

I broke out in a smile when I noticed who it was. It was Valeria, a dear friend of my mother.

“Valeria,” I said, my eyes widening.

“A hug, or do you only want young women these days?” she joked again.

“No such thing,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. “It’s just that I haven’t seen you since the times of peace.”

I pulled her in a hug, and she was a head shorter than me. She was as warm as I remembered her to be, and while she embraced me, memories of her and my mother flooded my mind, making me even warmer.

She broke the hug, and I looked at her again. “You look the same as last time I saw you,” I said as she hadn’t aged a bit.

“Thank you,” she said. “You look a lot different though … In a good way. You’ve become a man now. Not only a man but our hero.”

I smiled at her kind words. “Is that Zorina and Thalindra?”

Valeria stepped aside and made room for her twin daughters. “Didn’t you recognize them?”

I shook my head. “Not at first,” I said. The last time I’d seen them, they were in their youths and were just about to blossom. Now, they were ripe with hips almost as curvy as their mother’s and breasts almost as full and round as Valeria’s. They looked at me a bit shyly.

Valeria proudly patted her daughters. “They are full-grown women now and no longer children. They turned eighteen a month ago. Come on, don’t be shy, hug him.”

I had to beckon them to me. They hesitantly approached, their eyes wide with a mix of shyness and curiosity. I couldn’t help but notice the resemblance between Valeria and her daughters, both sporting the same captivating pink hair. As one girl stepped closer to hug me, the other reached out and tentatively touched my chest, seemingly in awe of the changes my body had undergone.

“It’s okay, you can touch me,” I reassured them, my heart warming at their demure affection.

“You two remember Darian from when you were younger, don’t you?” Valeria said and cut in.

“We do,” Zorina said, her blush growing stronger by her mother’s tone.

With a smile, I pulled them both into a tight embrace, feeling the warmth of their bodies and the softness of their skin against mine. Their miniskirts brushed against my legs as we held each other tightly, and I could feel the pressure of their bosoms against my chest as we deepened our hug.

I pulled my head back, my eyes bouncing from beauty to beauty. Their skin was as smooth as silk, and even if their mother was in the background, I gently let my hands trail down to their bottoms. I reminded myself when they were young and playful. They’d grown into beautiful women, making me want to unveil them even further. “What have you been up to during all these years?”

“Not much,” Thalindra said curtly.

“There hasn’t really been much to do until recently,” Zorina said. “We’re just glad you’re alive.”

“And doing well,” Thalindra said.

“We heard about what happened to your mother,” Valeria said as I let go of her daughters. “I’m sorry. When we visited your village, we laid flowers on her grave.”

“I appreciate it,” I said. Valeria had met my mother through work. Despite coming from two different villages, they visited each other frequently. During the war, they were put in two different districts. If I remembered correctly, Valeria’s favorite hobby was horseback riding. She also had a successful side gig where she tamed wild horses and sold them to the military.

“We were hoping to see you there, but we were told about your merits and where you were now, so we decided to move here.”

“I see,” I said. “There have been a couple of fights recently, and a lot of women have moved here lately.”

“Because of you?” she guessed, giving me a kinky look.

I nodded. “You nailed it,” I said. “We don’t have to stand here. Come in and let’s talk on the terrace.”

“Thank you,” she said and stepped inside with her two demure daughters.

I thought it was lovely to spend some time with her, especially as I hadn’t seen her in a while. I took them outside, showing them around. “What a beautiful garden,” Valeria said and looked around.

“My two girls do everything here,” I said. “It’s not me who’s planted the flowers or trimmed the bushes.”

“He’s too busy breeding,” Isadora chimed in.

“I can imagine,” Valeria said as we had a seat. “How did you end up with the princess?”

I exchanged glances with Isadora. “I love him, that’s all,” Isadora said, wrapping her arms around me and giving me a hug.

Then I told her how we met, and I made sure to keep the drama to a minimum.

“That’s an amazing love story,” Valeria said, her eyes twinkling.

“I know,” Isadora said proudly.

“Just listening to it makes me all warm,” she said and looked skyward at the hot sun.

“Do you want some strawberries?” Flora offered her. “Or something to drink?”

“Both would be lovely,” Valeria said and looked at her daughters who nodded eagerly. Flora rose and returned shortly after with bowls of strawberries, a jar of juice and cups. “Darian has this sweet lover, who he’s already impregnated. She always comes over with her delicious strawberries.”

“There’s more than one of them,” Isadora added. “Some of them can be desperate too.”

“I can imagine,” Valeria said. With a mischievous smirk, she reached up and slowly popped free two buttons on her blouse, revealing more of her delicious cleavage. I couldn’t help but sneak glances at her as she playfully teased me with her gaze, knowing exactly what effect she was having on me. “This is your life, eh? A revered war veteran, honored by the queen and given one of the most honorable quests in our history. And now you’re bonded with her daughter, one of the most beautiful girls in the entire kingdom.”

I nodded. I had never thought about it in that way, but she was right. Life was different and for the better. “Yes,” I said and nodded. “You summed it up perfectly.”

“Your mother would have been proud of you,” she said and looked at me with admiration. “It was so tragic it had to happen at the end of the conflict.”

“It is what it is,” I said and had already mourned for both my parents. “I have mourned, but they’ll leave plenty of descendants.”

“No doubt about that,” she said. “You don’t miss your home village?”

I slowly shook my head. “There is nothing left there,” I admitted. “Maybe if my parents were still alive, I’d have taken a trip or two there.”

“I see,” she said.

“By the way, did your husband make it?” I asked her.

She slowly shook her head. “He died early on in the conflict. There’s a severe male shortage at the moment.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said. “I know all about it.” Even here in the Fertile Valley, to see another man was rare, and they were usually young or old.

“It makes you so much more attractive that you survived,” Valeria said with hints of desire in her voice.

“Mom?” Zorina said and nudged her mother with her elbow. She and her sister looked a bit embarrassed by the way their mother spoke to me.

“I’m sorry, darlings, you may speak to him too. Don’t be shy. He doesn’t bite.” Valeria reached for a strawberry, taking a bite so the pink juices burst over her tongue.

It was obvious her daughters weren’t going to start the conversation as they exchanged shy glances. “How’s the strawberries?” I asked them, seeing they had juice spills over their chins and necks.

“Super sweet,” they both agreed.

“Kind of like both of you,” I said, making them both giggle. “I remember when both of you baked a strawberry cake for our visit. It was divine.”

“Thank you,” Thalindra said. “It was like the first time we’d ever baked.”

“You did a good job,” I told them and turned to Valeria. “How did you manage to move here? They have been against newcomers lately.”

“Well, my husband left quite a decent inheritance, and on top of that, I’ve made a lot of money from the horse trade, so money hasn’t been an issue,” she told me. I should’ve guessed, judging by the clean clothes they were wearing. “But we have faced some discrimination, and we did notice tensions here yesterday.”

“They’re about to make it illegal for non-residents to purchase property here,” I told her.

“We got here just in time then,” she said, and her lips curved in a smile. “What are your thoughts on this?”

I scratched my neck. “Honestly, it’s a bit overwhelming, but I’ll survive. I know you, so it’s a bit different.”

“Thank you,” she said. “Well, we came here for a reason. My daughters might be a bit shy, but they begged me to move here.”

“Mom?” Zorina said and tugged her mother’s arm.

“But you did,” she reminded her.

“You don’t have to tell him everything,” she said, a blush creeping up on her and her sister’s cheek.

I started putting the puzzle pieces together. “You want to be bred?” I guessed and looked at both Thalinda and Zorina, who both slowly nodded.

At that moment, someone knocked. I exchanged glances with Flora. “I can get it,” she said. I already had an idea that there were more girls waiting for me outside. She opened it and started talking with the girls. “A minute.” She came back to me. “Uhm, there are like three of them outside.”

“Tell them that I’m busy and that they can either return in the evening or tomorrow morning.”

“Okay,” Flora said demurely and went back.

“You’re very popular,” Valeria noted with a grin. “You don’t mind taking care of my darlings now?”

Shaking my head, I didn’t have to think twice about it. “Not at all,” I said. “You were my mom’s best friend, and I only have positive memories with you and your daughters.” There was more to that woman than memories. She was tall and gorgeous, and during my young adulthood, I’d fantasized about her now and then. I didn’t want to tell her that now, but I believed she’d noticed it, both now and earlier.

“So is that a yes?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said and turned to her daughters whose cheeks pinked.

“I want to give you a hug for being so kind,” Valeria said.

We rose from our seats, and Valeria fell into my arms and generously pressed her bust against my chest. I melted in her arms and wondered if her daughters were equally as warm. I looked at them both, like ripe fruits ready to be enjoyed. “Do you want to come with me?” I asked them. Zorina and Thalindra nodded eagerly and rose to their feet. “Isadora and Flora will keep you company in the meantime,” I told Valeria.

“That’s okay,” she said, looking proudly at her gorgeous daughters who would soon lose their virginities. “Be good girls now.”

“Yes, Mom,” they said and blushed.

I led them into the pregnancy room and gently closed the door. “You were a lot shyer than I remember you to be.”

They exchanged glances. “No, I think it’s you who’s a lot more handsome than what we remember,” Zorina said with a smirk.

“That and our mother can embarrass us now and then,” Thalindra said.

“She loves both of you,” I told them.

“I know she loves us, but ugh, she has to give us a break once in a while,” Zorina said and pushed her pink hair behind her ears.

I took my shirt off and revealed my body which they both ogled at. “Which one of you go first?”

“Zorina,” Thalindra said, who sat on top of the bed, watching us eagerly.

I took Zorina’s hands and pulled her closer to me. She laid her hand flat on my chest, and I looked into her purple eyes. “Your eyes are just as beautiful as I remember them to be.”

“Thank you,” she said demurely. I pulled her into a kiss, my tongue tracing the seam of her smooth lips till I slipped it inside her honeyed mouth. My cock thickened suddenly, as I felt a desire to tear her clothes off and push my love inside her. I came off her lips and tugged at her top. She pulled it over her head and quickly unhooked her bra till her breasts spilled free. They were a work of art, porcelain, symmetric and bouncy. I cupped them both and massaged her wonderful flesh.

We fell onto the bed. I took off my trousers while she slid her skirt and panties down her leg.

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with anticipation and desire. I knew I had to be gentle, to make this a moment she would remember. Before looking at her peach, I slowly began to kiss my way down her body, trailing my lips along her smooth skin.

Her body trembled under my touch as I neared her honeyed region. I kissed the insides of her thighs, teasing her as I drew closer. Savoring the softness of her skin, I moved my lips up one thigh and down the other, before finally resting them on her pink center. I pulled my head back and admired her crisp, clean and wet slit with beads of fresh nectar clinging to her lips. I punctured a droplet with my tongue.

Her hands clenched tight in the sheets as my tongue sought out every hidden crevice, every unique fold of her body’s intimate landscape. She was wet and ready for me, yet I took my time to savor everything she had to offer.

The taste of her was intoxicating, a heady blend of musk and sweetness that I could not get enough of. I latched onto her clit, sucking it gently and swirling my tongue around it.

I felt her body arch off the bed as a gasped moan escaped from her lips. “Oh,” she whispered, her fingers threading through my hair, holding me to her.

I came off her intimate region with a soft kiss. I sat up and aimed my hardon at her little virgin hole. She looked at it in awe, probably questioning if a man was supposed to be so well-endowed.

“Are you ready?” I asked, my voice strained with lust. She nodded, a determined look in her eyes. I could see the eagerness and curiosity—a desire to know what it felt like, to experience the sensation of being bred.

Slowly, tenderly, I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed inwards just a little. She gasped sharply, her fingers tightening around the sheets as her body strained to accommodate me. I held myself still, giving her time to adjust before I moved any further.

“You okay?” I murmured softly, studying her face for signs of discomfort. She nodded after a moment, a smile on her lips. Encouraged by her response, I pressed further, sliding deeper into her warmth.

She let out another gasp, but this one was different—filled with pleasure instead of pain. My heart pounded in my chest at the incredible sensation of her tight heat enveloping me from all sides.

Slow and steady, I continued to move my hips, inch by inch bringing myself fully inside her.

With each thrust, I delved deeper into her, exploring the hidden treasure of her body. Her warmth enveloped me, sending waves of pleasure coursing through my veins. I could feel her muscles gripping and releasing me, encouraging me to lose control.

“Oh, Darian,” she said, spreading her legs wide open for me.

Her words encouraged me to fuck her harder and faster. While I kept thrusting into her, I reached toward her breasts and squeezed them, feeling her nipples stiffening to pebbles. Since she was so tight, it didn’t take many thrusts for me to reach the edge.

I pushed in a final time into her sweet hole and emptied myself with a loud groan. Her legs tightened around me in a warm embrace, pushing me deeper inside her as I spilled out every drop. She threw her head back, and I let go of her bouncy breasts.

I slowly pulled out, and the pink mist appeared shortly after. “What’s that?” she asked, her voice still husky.

“You’ve been bred,” I told her.

“Oh, that felt amazing,” she said.

I stared at her pussy, and my semen leaked out of her like a pearlescent river. Seeing where I was looking, she got her eyes on my cum and ran her own fingers through it. She held up her sticky fingers and then stuck them into her mouth.

“I have to give something to your twin too,” I told her.

Zorina looked over her shoulder. “Sorry, sis,” she said with a giggle.

“Was it painful?” Thalindra asked as she slowly came over. I hadn’t even noticed it, but she was already fully nude. She must have undressed while I was having my way with her sister. I selected The Sacred Seed and felt my libido return to full force.

“The first thrusts hurt a little,” she said. “But afterward, I was in heaven.”

Thalindra didn’t look skeptical any longer, but she looked at my erection intimidatingly. “Is it supposed to be so big?” she asked.

Her question caught me off guard, and I wasn’t sure how to answer her. “I’ll admit I’m bigger than average,” I said. I started by kissing her first. Her lips were identical to her twin sister’s mouth, smooth and sweet. I pulled my head back and pushed her gorgeous pink hair behind her ears. Her lips slid into a grin as she spread her legs. I reached for her bouncy boobs, squeezing them before kissing them both. I made my way down till I reached her slit, licking and sucking her flesh. I became so turned on that I quickly mounted her, slowly pushing my erection inside her tight walls. She let out a long and slow moan, and I started fucking her. Groaning and grunting for every fuck, I climaxed in no time and spilled my seed into Thalindra. I let out a gasp of relief as I kept squeezing out my rich cum.

“Oh, I feel so much happier,” Thalindra said. Her eyes were glued onto my erection as I pulled it out. It came out dripping wet from both her and Zorina’s juices. The pink mist spread across the room, and she smiled, exchanging glances with Zorina.

Zorina gave her a nude hug from behind. “We’ll soon be mothers.”

“I know,” she said, elated.

We chatted for a bit while getting dressed. When I opened the door, Valeria was still sitting outside with Flora and Isadora. She rose to her feet and gave her daughters a three-way hug.

“How did it go?” she asked them.

“Fine,” they both said.

“We’re pregnant now,” Zorina said.

Valeria gave both of them a wet kiss on their foreheads, ruffling their hair. “I’m proud of both of you.” She let go of them and gave me a wink. She moved her hands to her heart, pressing them between her impressive cleavage. “Darian, thank you so much. You and your family mean the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “Since you’ve moved here, we might as well see each other now and then.”

“You’re right,” she said. “Now, I won’t bug you any longer. You probably have more girls waiting for you outside.”

“Yeah,” I said and glanced out the window. I blinked at them. There were at least six of them. “No kidding.”

“Flora and Isadora have been busy answering the door all the time,” Valeria said with a giggle.

“It happens,” I said. I hugged Valeria and her daughters goodbye, wishing them health and happiness. Right at the doorstep, the young women rose to their feet. They wore as little and tight clothing as possible, hugging their gorgeous curves and big boobs. This wasn’t a quest. This was heaven.

* * *

Standing on the doorstep, I waved at the six beauties. They looked relieved and content, having been fully satisfied. As they walked back up to the main road, my eyes lingered on them until they disappeared into the crowd.

I gently closed the door, and a wonderful feminine scent lingered. Each of them had worn a different perfume. They were childhood friends who had grown up in the same neighborhood.

Having been with eight girls in such a short time, I needed to relax. Flora was outside gardening, and she turned to me as I stepped out. “I hope the bed didn’t break,” she joked.

“Were we that loud?” I asked.

She was on her knees, wearing a flowery dress with her hair loose. She looked like a traditional gem. She pushed her hair behind her ears and gave me a look. “Not loud, but it seemed to go on for an hour, and the bed squeaked like mad.”

An hour sounded about right since breeding one of them took about ten minutes. “Did you write them down in the logs?”

She nodded. “You can count on me.”

“Where’s Isadora?” I asked, looking around.

“Behind you,” she said.

I turned and saw Isadora with a letter, quill, and ink. “Who are you writing to?” I asked, taking a seat next to her.

“My mother,” she said, smiling brightly. “She wrote back to me, and it felt so good.”

“I can imagine,” I said. “It felt good when we wrote letters to each other.”

“See?” she said happily. “I don’t know why, but letters are special.”

“They are personal. You can sit in peace and think carefully about what you want to say,” I said, raking my fingers through her hair.

“You’re right,” she said, inching her hips closer to mine. “I’ve been writing for half an hour now. It was a bit difficult when I heard you with all those girls.”

“Sorry about that,” I said, chuckling. “I know a couple of the girls moaned loudly.”

“It wasn’t just that, but you turned me on,” she admitted, flashing me her precious smile.

“I’ll take care of your arousal later … How far have you gotten?”

“I’m almost done. Do you want to read her letter?” she asked, preparing to hand it to me.

“I don’t have to read your mother’s letter. She wrote that to you, not to me.”

“Okay,” she agreed.

“You have a special relationship, don’t you?”

“Of course, I’m her only daughter,” she said, sighing. “I feel bad for her right now.”

“Why?”

“She writes that she’s burdened with work,” she said. “I don’t think it’s fair. And she’s also been celibate for so long. Now that I know how good it feels to be with a man, I don’t understand her decision.”

I didn’t understand why she was single either. I suspected she wanted to devote all her time to the kingdom and her daughter.

“That she’s been single for so long is a mystery to me and many others.”

She fluttered her sapphire eyes at me and placed her hand on my thigh. “Especially if you find her attractive.”

“I think a lot of men do,” I told her.

“But you’re the one who matters the most,” she said.

When she told me that, she earned a kiss from me. It was impossible to resist when she could be so cute at times. I pressed my lips to hers, making a blush blossom on her cheeks.

“I think she’s a bit insecure about her age,” Isadora admitted. “Although it’s just a number.”

“I agree with you completely,” I said. “Women age differently, and she hasn’t lost any of her beauty… only gained.”

“If you told her that, it would mean the world to her,” she said.

“If that’s the case, I’ll tell her when I get a chance,” I said.

“Can I write it to her?”

“Sure,” I said, stroking her shoulder.

She quickly scribbled down some notes.

“Regarding her being busy,” I told her, “she’s the queen. She has a lot to do.”

“From yours and anyone else’s perspective, that’s true, but to me, she’s my mother first and foremost.”

“You’re right,” I said, realizing how she was thinking. “But it doesn’t change the fact that she’ll be busy.”

“I know,” Isadora said with a sigh. “But now that we’re in times of peace, I just hoped that she could wind down a bit, but apparently not.”

The bond between them was strong. “A lot of properties and land got destroyed. It’s going to take a lot of time and resources to rebuild everything.”

“I wish we had a magic wand that could fix these issues.”

“Darian’s wand can fix our most important issue,” Flora chimed in, making us laugh. She rose to her feet and joined us. She took a seat next to me, bringing her scent of flowers and soil with her. She smelled as pleasant as a rose. “Maybe you can suggest some relaxation exercises for her,” Flora told Isadora. “I’m sure Thalia is willing to help.”

“Not a bad idea,” she said. “I just have to say something. If I was in a similar position, she would be there for me within a heartbeat.”

I saw how it troubled her, and it affected me as well. “I’ll give you some time to finish your letter, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, smiling.


Chapter 6

Aurora

Ipaced my room, trying to think of solutions to our growing problems. I had come to grips with the fact that our relationship with Selppin could not be saved. I didn’t want to save it either—at least not while Fyodor ruled.

It was difficult to build mines while facing a demographic problem, and gathering enough resources to rebuild the destroyed towns was equally challenging. During our last meeting, the mask had come off, and I knew all our ties would soon be severed. At the same time, they wouldn’t survive long on their own either.

My servant knocked on the door. “You may come in,” I told her.

She opened the door and strode over with two letters in her hand. “Your Highness, I have two letters for you. Both come from the Fertile Valley.”

When I heard the name of that town, my eyes lit up. It felt like a little relief since I knew who they were from. One was certainly from Isadora, one of the few lights left during these troubled times. I took the letters from her, a smile curving my lips. “Thank you,” I said, eager to get my mind on something else.

She left me alone, and I went to my seat. I settled down and examined both letters. When I saw Isadora’s handwriting, euphoria washed over me. My mind became flooded with so many images of her. I didn’t only think of the time we’d spent together, but also the time she was spending with Darian. They’d probably had sex plenty of times by now unless he was super busy with the breeding. They’d slept together many nights by now, cuddling up till the moon was shining. As I fantasized, it looked so romantic, seeing them hold and kiss each other. I remembered that feeling when I just discovered love. The entire world felt like a field of flowers and butterflies. I missed that feeling.

I opened Isadora’s letter and slipped it out.

Hi Mom,

I have toned it down on the apple pies … but I’ve been eating more strawberry cakes instead. Sorry. I eat plenty of fruits and berries, and we’re always up to something. There’s this girl here named Marie who has the most delicious strawberries. She comes over every now and then, either with a basket of strawberries or a cake. Darian has obviously bred her, that’s how they met.

Don’t worry about my teeth. I brush them every night. They are still white and shiny.

Yes, I helped Flora prepare the stew. We had fun too, but she sure knows how to cook. Her sister works at a restaurant and has taught her plenty. I don’t know why, but it feels so special to make something for him. I love doing things for him. It makes my heart tingle.

I laughed when I read about mosquito bites. Thankfully, I don’t have those. I think he likes my boobs too. He always squeezes and touches them. It turns me on to have his strong hands on me. I love it when he holds both my legs and pushes himself inside me. I can’t think of any better feeling in this world, and then when he finishes, but that’s another topic.

I think he’s really big … who knows maybe one day you’ll see him. I also feel flattered whenever he wants to have his way with me. I want to be there for him forever. Flora is also teaching me proper bed etiquette. She gave me a tip of pushing my tongue in front of my teeth, so his penis slides a bit better. I think he noticed my teeth a bit the first time I sucked him. He’s aroused all the time, or that’s what it feels like. Today, he’s already bedded eight girls, no kidding. They show up all the time. There were a couple of times he wanted to spend time with me and Flora, and he had to tell the girls to show up another time. I understand their desperation since there are hardly any men around here.

I didn’t think of his cum as the seed of life, but you’re right. And I’ve also noticed how uplifted I become every time he either finishes inside my vagina or my mouth. Honestly, I prefer to swallow it. But it’s up to him how he wants it. He’s the man after all.

I told Flora that you said hi, and she became so happy. She hopes you’re doing fine. She misses massaging you. We massage Darian instead, and he loves it.

I do know Flora and I hold a special place in his heart, but still, the demand for him is enormous. Just as I wrote earlier, he’s already bedded eight women, and there are so many of them in this town. He goes out for a walk and all of them vie for his attention. I wouldn’t be surprised if they started to fight over him, although they have started fighting for land in this town.

If I had been there, I would have loved to dry your tears. You’ve always dried mine after all.

I’m already starting to get used to his penis. Yesterday, when we went to bed, I tried sticking in my finger, but it didn’t feel that satisfactory. But earlier, it did. I can still masturbate with my finger, but I have to touch myself a bit more. Now, I want something thicker, something that matches his size.

Please, don’t call me a woman. I still feel like a girl more than anything. I agree it’s what leads up to the sex that is the best. I love to hug and kiss him equally as much as being taken, and then afterward when we can cuddle. It all feels so good.

There’s something I would like to know about you. Earlier, I didn’t truly know how it felt to love a man and be loved, but now that I know. I want more and more. I want it to last forever, and I don’t want to go back to a time when it was absent. It makes me think of you. How have you been celibate for so long? Don’t you also want to have sex and be loved by another man?

As your daughter, I have to tell you what I think. I feel bad for you. You deserve love too. I hope it’s nothing to do with your age. Do you know what Darian told me? He said that you haven’t lost any of your beauty. He finds you attractive, and he’s the most handsome guy in our world. He’s more than handsome, brave, powerful and wise. I can go on, but you get what I’m saying. If he wants you then there must be other men who want you as well. I know we’ve never spoken about this, but I want you to be happy too.

Isn’t there any way you can cut down on all those meetings? Take some time off? You tell me to enjoy my life, but do you enjoy yours? I know it’s not all roses and sunshine, but we can try to have as much of it as possible, don’t you think?

I love you too from the bottom of my heart, and I think about you every day.

I love you, Isadora.

I put the letter down and reached for a tissue. I thought I wouldn’t cry again after reading one of her letters, but I couldn’t hold back my tears, especially at the end. I didn’t want her to feel bad for me, but I understood her perspective. To her, I was her mother, not the queen. It didn’t matter what I said; she wouldn’t see it differently, and I preferred it that way. I wanted to be her mother first and foremost.

I reread the line about Darian and what he’d told her about me not having lost my beauty. It felt quite good. I had masturbated to him many times by now, just wishing he’d make love to me. The reason why I hadn’t remarried was because I didn’t find many guys attractive. Darian was the first guy in years who had actually made me wet and made me want to get off. If Isadora hadn’t fallen in love with him, then I would. I knew the age difference would probably cause a scandal, but I wasn’t sure if I cared. My daughter was right. It didn’t feel good to be celibate, but I had been so for so long that I didn’t remember how well it felt to have a man inside me, but I knew it was missing from my life.

I dried my eyes again and crumpled the tissue. I reached for a paper and quill and started writing to her.

Dear Isadora

I’ll have to ask you to tone it down on the strawberry cakes as well. They are just as sweet as apple pie. If you eat strawberries first, I promise that you won’t crave cake as much. To have it now and then is okay, I just hope you aren’t eating a cake a day.

I know everything about Flora’s culinary skills. It’s not just cooking something for someone that makes you feel great but gifts as well. It feels great to give something to someone you love, especially when you’ve made it personally, or just doing something together. That’s how I’ve felt every time we’ve spent some quality time with each other. It’s those little things that are the most meaningful.

Actions speak louder than words. If he’s all over your boobs, it means he’s really into them.

You are his girl now, so you should be there for each other. I know he’s willing to risk his life for you. He risked his life for this kingdom after all. A man goes through a lot, but he needs relaxation and love as much as we women do.

For your oral skills, you can also try slowing down. Most of the time, it’s just for foreplay, so the longer it lasts the better. I know he’s aroused all the time. He’s young, but he’s also endowed with The Sacred Seed. I have a feeling he’s told you that already, if not, keep in mind that we should keep quiet about it. It was a family secret that we possessed one of the three rare abilities.

Eight girls … That’s impressive. I’ve told him before that five a day is plenty, but it’s up to him how many young women he wants to bed. They sure are desperate, but you have to keep in mind that our male-to-female ratio is already skewed to begin with, and then we entered the war that wiped most of them out. He loves you two the most. I’m glad it turns you on that he’s sleeping with so many and you aren’t feeling any envy. Just be patient, and he’ll make love to you too.

I’m glad you’re getting used to his penis. A finger, object or anything else can’t compare to an erect penis. Isadora, you’ll always be my little sweetheart. You’re still a girl. Calling someone a woman or a man after losing his or her virginity is just poetic if that makes sense.

Tell Flora that I miss her massages. Her hands are so soft, and she has a really tender heart.

And I have to write now too that I miss you. You warm my heart when you write that you want to dry my tears. I cried after I read this letter too. It’s complicated to answer your question. I just haven’t found any man that I find attractive. I might have high standards but that’s just me. If I don’t find him attractive, there isn’t much I can do. As you’ve learned recently, you need to be aroused to be with another man. I do know what sex and lovemaking feel like, and honestly, I miss it immensely. Maybe one day I’ll meet someone who can push my buttons right but for now, I’ll sleep by myself.

Isadora, please, do not feel bad for me. You’re all the love I need in this world, and I’m fine. Darian is an attractive man, but he’s yours for now, and I want you to have him.

I’m your mother first and foremost and not the queen of this kingdom. I have a duty to take care of in addition to being your mother. It will be very difficult to deal with some issues that we’re facing now, but I’ll try. It means a lot that you’re thinking of me, and that you care for me. Despite our years of quarreling, especially after you hit puberty, raising and loving you have been the best moments of my life, and I’ve enjoyed every single day. I’m so proud of how creative and beautiful you’ve turned out, and despite dealing with some issues now, I’m happy. I will always be happy to see and hear that you’re doing well.

You listen to me and I’ll listen to you. I’ll try to take some time off. I promise you … If you’ll promise me to cut down on cakes.

I love you too, Isadora.

I sighed in relief after writing that letter. It felt like a climax. There were certain places where I wasn’t sure how to continue writing. When she brought up that she’d fingered herself, and then asked whether I missed lovemaking, I also wanted to write that I had started masturbating recently. I didn’t think it was appropriate though, and she would certainly ask me to whom.

Thinking of Darian made me wet. He had an effect on me that no man had had in years. I loved reading her letters, not only because they were from my daughter, but also because she mentioned Darian so many times. It made me fantasize about him, and it was a slippery slope. A shiver ran down my spine and then I moistened.

I shook my head. I had to wait till I went to bed regarding that. It was lovely of her to think of me, and it was fair. If I told her to tone it down on sweets, I should hold my promise to tone it down on politics. I had to make the best out of the situation even if we were dealing with Selppin right now.

Eight women in less than half a day … Even with the sacred Seed, it was an impressive amount. I could picture how they lined up for him, all waiting to be bred. Suddenly, I saw myself in that line, but I wanted more than just a quick in and out. I wanted to be loved, the same way my daughter described it.

I slipped the letter into the envelope and reached for the other one. It was from Felicia, luckily, the word had spread fast that the laws had been passed, stopping the inflow of women. I was glad that was out of the way.

I rose to my feet and met Thalia outside. “Any news from Fyodor?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Not yet.”

“What about our spies?” I asked. After our meeting with Fyodor, I had ordered them to focus on Selppin and their elite. They could not be trusted at the moment, and I had a feeling they were plotting something. They couldn’t fight us fairly, and they knew this themselves. The only opportunity left was to play dirty.

“I haven’t heard anything from them either,” Thalia said, shaking her head. She looked at me long and thoughtfully. “You look tense.”

I sighed. I couldn’t hide it and wasn’t sure why I even tried. “Difficult not be … I also promised my daughter to relax.”

“Well, I’m not your mother, but some relaxation wouldn’t hurt.”

“Any ideas?” I asked her and thought she had a point.

“How about a warm bath and a massage by your maids … I can send the letters for you in the meantime.”

“Alright,” I said and made a decision to have a relaxation session. I gave her the letters, and I made my way to my maids. I had five of them working for me personally, but for now, I chose three of them. They were as well raised and tender as Flora, but Flora had that little extra that made her stand out from the crowd.

Wearing a knee-length dress and their hair tied in a bun, Ava, Eve and Ivy were delicate and young. With the smoothest skin and softest touch, they didn’t wear any makeup. Their ripe breasts strained against their dresses, showing off the fact that they were at the peak of their fertility.

“Please, prepare a bath for me. Afterward, I want a massage,” I told them.

The maids nodded, gladly rose to their feet and made their way to my bathtub situated by the window. I had a perfect view over the garden where I could listen to the birds and rustling leaves in peace. I closed my eyes and listened to the water hitting the bathtub. It was already feeling more relaxed. I didn’t remember the last time I had taken a bath. Sadly, it must have been more than a year ago. Isadora was right. I sure needed to have some time for myself.

Opening my eyes, I looked at the painting of my daughter. My lips softened into a smile. “I’m doing this for you, darling,” I said. I was certain I could hear her voice, telling me that I should do this for myself. I agreed with her somewhat. I didn’t want stress to do more damage to me than aging already had.

The three maids strode toward me. The one in the middle, Ava, dipped her head. “The bath is ready for you, Your Highness.”

“Please, leave me some privacy. I’ll call for you if I need anything else.”

They smiled in return, their innocence warming me. I walked toward the bath. Light streamed in from the floor-to-ceiling windows. The light bounced from the trees and garden, making it emerald and golden. I turned toward the mirror and pulled the dress over my head. I gently laid it aside, checking out my breasts and shapes. Then I unhooked the hooks of my bra, and my boobs spilled free. I squeezed them together. They were still soft, although when I was younger they sat a bit higher up my chest.

I ran my hand over my stiffening nipples, thinking of all the compliments I had received because of them. I knew they turned heads, and I wasn’t complaining. I let go of them, and they jiggled till they found equilibrium. I slid down my panties and gently laid them on top of my dress. I had a neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair right over my mound, and I ran my fingers over my slit, feeling it moister than usual.

I hadn’t been wet in years, but all that changed after I masturbated to Darian for the first time. The first forbidden night had triggered thoughts of sex and intimacy, especially since my daughter now lived with him. My mind was consumed with images of them together, adding to the complexity and intensity of my feelings towards him.

Shaking my head and trying to think of something else, I turned my attention to the frothy, pear and rose-scented bubbles filling the bathtub. Carefully stepping in, I slowly sank into the warm water, letting it envelop me like a warm hug. I drew in a deep breath, feeling the scent of pears and roses tingling my nostrils. It was my favorite soap. My maids knew me well.

I looked out the window, seeing the royal garden and all the trees. The trees stretched tall and proud, their leaves rustling in the gentle breeze. A sense of tranquility washed over me as I drank in the natural beauty outside. The view was stunning and peaceful, exactly what I needed. I tried to slow down my breath. I wasn’t sure why, but it had been easier to wind down when we were at war than now.

My eyes trailed away from the trees and to my breasts. My nipples were slowly hardening as I let my mind wander. I thought of Darian as usual. I told myself just to dream about how he looked, but I slowly started to think of him being intimate with me. I wasn’t sincere when I wrote to Isadora that I hadn’t met a man who attracted me, but there wasn’t much I could do about it since Darian was hers.

I submerged my hand in the warm, soothing water and trailed my fingers down my body until they reached my most intimate area. I gently stroked over my trimmed pubic hair before reaching my sensitive flesh, causing a tingling sensation throughout my body.

I wondered if he would find me attractive. I wondered if I could make him hard. In my dreams, he was stone-hard and pushed himself inside me, and it felt so nice. Maybe it was that which was missing from my life. Maybe that was the reason why I felt so stressed out.

As I allowed my mind to drift further into the realm of fantasy, I closed my eyes and let the warm water wash over me. I imagined Darian’s strong hands exploring my body, his touch sending shivers down my spine. His deep voice, filled with lust and desire, whispered sweet words in my ear, driving me wild with desire. I could feel his erection pressing against me, the hardness of it.

Not being able to resist, I tried to touch myself a bit more, I stuck in a finger and did a beckoning motion inside my vagina. It felt so nice, especially as images of him flashed by. I reached in a bit deeper while gently brushing over my clit. I let out a long, slow moan, wondering whether I should continue. It would be difficult in a bath, as the water sloshed around the edges. I was certain the maids would figure out what I was up to. I slowed down and aborted before I became too horny.

I gently leaned back and relaxed for now. “I’ll save it for bedtime,” I told myself.

After I’d lain here for long enough, I called for the maids. “Ava, a towel, please,” I told her.

They were here within a heartbeat. Ivy placed a new towel next to the bathtub, and Eve had a towel in her hand. Ava looked at me, keeping it professional instead of staring at my dripping breasts. Although there was nothing wrong with hers, which sat high and firm on top of her chest.

“Hold me while I step out,” I told Ava.

She gladly did, and I gently got my feet on the towel. Then she gave me the towel, so I could dry myself. “Please, drain the bathtub and prepare the massage table for me.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” Ava said.

I dried myself, rubbing the towel over me till there was not a single droplet clinging to my nude flesh. I wrapped the towel around my hair, and then I wrapped another one around my waist.

They led me to the massage table, which Eve and Ivy had prepared. I gently lay down, and they reached for the oils. “If I fall asleep, please, just leave me.”

“We will, Your Highness,” Ava said as she shook the oil bottle.

“How’s your mother doing?” I asked Ava.

“Excellent,” Ava said with a smile. “Your generous gifts help us out.”

“How about yours, Eve and Ivy?”

“My mom is doing well. Thank you,” Eve said with a smile.

“My mother too,” Ivy said.

“You deserve the world,” I told them. They had done so much for me and deserved the gifts. I only regretted that I hadn’t given them more.

Filling their hands with oil, they started their magic, running their young hands all over me.

It was a moment of peace as the girls massaged away the stress and tension from my body. Their touch was gentle yet firm, their fingers deft as they effortlessly glided over my skin.

I closed my eyes and allowed myself to relax, and my worries melted away like the residue of my bath. I could hear the faint sound of water dripping from the bathtub and the soft murmurs of the girls, their voices lulling me into a state of total relaxation.

“Do you want me to massage your breasts too?” Ava kindly asked.

I nodded. “Every part except for my privates.”

Ava reached my breasts and gently massaged them. I loved having her soft hands on me. After she’d massaged my breasts, she moved to my shoulders while Ivy and Eve continued their gentle strokes at my legs, their fingers exploring every curve of my body with a tenderness that made me feel completely at ease.

Their touch was so smooth and addictive that I easily slid into a peaceful trance. I sighed in relief, and I wanted this sensation to last forever. I purred, and eventually, I became so relaxed, that my eyelids grew heavier and heavier.

* * *

I was at the Victory Ceremony, and Darian caught my eye. He looked so different. There was just something with him that made it difficult to look away, and I noticed I wasn’t the only one. Even my daughter checked him out. I knew how my daughter looked when she was aroused, and there was definitely something more she wanted than mere visuals.

I knew all about Darian’s merits, but this was the first time I saw him. I had already gotten a clue from all his achievements that he was a handsome man, but I didn’t expect him to have such an intimate effect on me.

I started my speech, speaking to my kingdom and praising us for our victory. Then we started eating, and Isadora bombarded me with questions about the mysterious man. I told her to relax several times.

“Mom, can I sit next to him?”

“Wait, sweetheart.”

“How long?”

“I don’t know for now. Please, relax,” I told her patiently, wondering if she would make this into another scandal. Eventually, I pacified her.

The ceremony continued and then came the part I was looking for. It was time to deliver the medals and tell our kingdom what our heroes had gone through to earn their honors. Even if I appreciated the war veterans, none of them had come close to Darian’s achievements, and I felt an internal relief as it was time to give him the medals that he deserved.

He walked up to me with a straight back and undeniable confidence. His eyes swept over me, and I felt overwhelmed that someone like him found me attractive.

I drank him in, taking note of his shoulder-length dark blonde hair and hazel eyes. His strong jawline made him look a bit older than twenty-six. I stiffened slightly, realizing I hadn’t found anyone attractive in years until now. I handed him the medal and kissed his forehead. After that kiss, I knew I wanted more.

It didn’t take long for me to notice how much my daughter was into him. She was young and didn’t guard her emotions like I did. I repeatedly told her to relax, and that I wanted a word with him by myself. I gently closed the door and suddenly it was just me and Darian alone in a room.

“Darian,” I said, his name tasting so strong. He was taller than me even when I wore high heels, and I looked him in his eyes and at his smooth lips. “Thank you for everything … you deserve a proper reward.”

He took my hand and gave it a kiss. “What do you have in mind?”

I dropped to my knees and pulled the belt off his trousers. I was on my knees for him, not like a queen, but how a woman should be there for a man. I pulled down his underwear and revealed his big erection, towering over me. A man hadn’t made me horny in ages, but now I felt the arousal returning to me at full glory. I wanted to be there for him, and I felt insanely in love. I wrapped my lips around his girth and bobbed my head forward, sucking him down to the depths of my throat. I heard him let out a long moan, and it urged me forward, taking his girth deeper down my throat.

He cupped my neck, helping me feed him his beautiful cock, but eventually, he pulled out. “Let’s go to bed,” he murmured.

My lips slid into a grin, and all of a sudden we were both nude. He was reaching and grabbing for my breasts, kissing and licking them till saliva trails were all over them. They gleamed in the candlelight, and my back arched as his lips finally hit my pussy. I lifted my pelvis as it was starting to get steamy, and as I peeked down and saw his throbbing cock, I begged him to stick it inside. He looked me in the eyes as he came off my womanhood, his cock poised right at my entrance. Inch for inch, he slowly pushed it in and I welcomed him inside with love.

* * *

I woke up with a jolt, squirting all over the towel. My hand fled to my thumping chest, and I let my head slump down in relief. “Gosh that felt so good,” I told myself as my eyes rolled to the back of my skull.

“Aurora, Your Highness?” Thalia said, knocking on the door.

My eyes popped open. I recognized her voice, and she would never disturb me like this if it wasn’t urgent. “What is it?” I asked her.

“We need to talk as soon as possible,” she said, her voice edged with urgency.

“Fuck,” I cursed, which I rarely did. I swung my feet off the massage table. “Ava?”

“We are here,” they said from outside the room.

“Please, bring me some new clothes … and a towel,” I said. I didn’t have time to hide my climax or arousal. I wanted to speak with Thalia since it sounded dire. Ava was quick, and she sniffed a little, probably picking up the scent of my orgasm. I tried not to dwell on it and accepted it for what it was. That girl probably masturbated too.

I put on my clothes as they took the towels and my worn dress to the laundry room. I brushed my hair for a minute or two before I met up with Thalia outside. She looked distressed at first but then looked at me questionably. “I hope I didn’t catch you at a bad time,” she said.

I waved my hand dismissively. “I fell asleep after they massaged me, but I’m awake now.”

“I know. They said you didn’t want to be disturbed, so I only knocked after hearing you wake up.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve told you before if something is urgent don’t hesitate to wake me up.”

“It’s the spies from Selppin, they came back … They’re preparing to assassinate Darian,” she revealed.

My face darkened as she told me the grave news, and I looked at her face for a moment, which was dead serious. How everything could switch so suddenly, from a heavenly climax to my blood boiling.

I let out a breath. “I need to speak to them now. I want more details and bring Erik and Kevin as well.”

She dipped her head. “There’s plenty of time to spray some perfume … Just saying.”

“Right,” I said. I turned around and saw that Ava had already acted. She came with a bottle of perfume and sprayed mostly on my nether region but some on my chest.

“It’s gone now,” Ava said adorably. She sure was a girl I could trust.

“Thank you,” I said. I hurried to the council chamber. The spies were already seated, and I greeted them with formal handshakes. They didn’t look optimistic either. The news was grim, and they probably knew where this would lead to. This was an act of war, and I swore they wouldn’t get away with it.

My advisors, Kevin, Erik and Thalia quickly returned. “Have a seat,” I told them, my voice filled with distress. I nodded my head at the spies, letting them go first. “Tell us what you know.”

One of them cleared his throat. “After your first initial meeting with Fyodor, he grew suspicious. We didn’t learn about this till recently since they were paranoid about keeping it a secret. They found out that Isadora was with Darian, and they found out that he’s at the Fertile Valley. They’re plotting an assassination attempt on him. They want him dead, and they will not let go of your daughter. Eldric is still enraged, and he’s prepared to do anything to get his way—even ruining our relationship.”

“His way will lead to the destruction of his father’s kingdom,” I declared, astounded by his foolishness. “What else do you know about this assassination attempt?”

“Not much for now. They’ve been very quiet about this. If a tongue hadn’t been on the loose, we wouldn’t have known.”

I nodded and realized I had to act quickly. “We can’t sit here and waste any time,” I said and looked at Kevin. “Bring riders with you and quickly ride to the Fertile Valley, let Felicia and Darian know about this immediately.”

Kevin dipped his head and rose, quickly leaving. I asked the spies the same questions over and over again, but they didn’t know anything more which annoyed me. “Do you think Selppin was behind those earlier ones too?”

“Hardly,” they said. “This is all about Eldric and the marriage … We still don’t know where those other assassins came from.”

“I see,” I said. “This meeting has ended.”

Only Thalia remained after the rest of them left, and I was back at it again, pacing back and forth. “When Kevin returns, it’s time to prepare for war,” I told her. “Fyodor won’t get away with this.”

“I agree,” Thalia said. “But let’s hope the assassins get caught for now. We have to interrogate them first for proof. They can just deny this.”

“You’re right,” I said. It wasn’t like me to think impulsively. He was the love of my daughter. It would break her to pieces if something happened to him. I couldn’t let anything happen. I closed my eyes, praying Kevin would get there first.


Chapter 7

Darian

Putting Eliza’s ankles on my shoulders, I wrapped my arms around her legs as I thrust deeper into her love hole. Fully nude, her best friend, Ida, lay next to her, watching as my big cock stretched her friend’s vaginal canal. I had just fucked Ida, and I saw cum stains on her pink pussy lips. I drove all the way to the hilt and detonated, flooding Eliza’s young, warm womb with my seed. She slumped back, letting me fuck her some more till every drop was inside her. They were both lovely brunettes, and I had been so turned on the second I saw them. They showed up a couple of days ago and asked to come at this time.

I pulled out my erection and felt the pleasurable jolt after every breeding. A pink mist spread over her vagina, and Ida pressed her lips to Eliza’s cheeks. “Congratulations,” she said and wrapped her arms around her in a nude hug. Their bodies were still sweaty and glowing. They were twenty-two years old, and both of them were bookworms. They had seen me with Flora and Gabriella when we were at the Stadium, and they had thought about me ever since.

“What should we name her?” Eliza said, flicking her eyes to me.

“Whatever you want,” I said, stroking their nude thighs as my cock softened.

She pouted her lips. “What about Saria … it’s a character in a novel I’m reading.”

“It’s not a bad name,” I admitted.

Eliza beamed, and her friend Ida also opened up, asking me about childrearing and names. It was lovely talking to them both. I always enjoyed getting to know the girls after having bred them.

Eventually, it was time to rise. I helped them to their feet and helped them put on their clothes. I escorted them outside, and I gave them both a hug. They generously kissed my cheeks several times.

“If we see each other at the stadium,” Eliza said. “Let’s have some fun together before our babies start growing.”

“I’m down,” I told her, letting my fingers rake through her brown, glossy hair. We said goodbye, and they skipped home, no longer as innocent as when they arrived. I turned around, and Flora wrote down their names.

“We should probably soon send the logs again,” Flora said.

I wrapped my left arm around her, pecking her cheek. “We should.”

“You’re so warm,” Flora said as she leaned closer to me. “You’re glowing after you breed.”

“You know that intimacy makes you warm.”

“I do,” she said and massaged my waist. “Are you growing hungry?”

“A little,” I said. We had eaten lunch a couple of hours ago, so we would soon eat dinner.

“Isadora and I want to make a stew for you.”

“That will be lovely … where’s my other sweetheart?”

“Outside with the horses,” Flora said. “We also discussed something earlier.”

“What’s that?”

“We both wanted a threesome … You’ve been fucking us individually lately. We want you both at once.”

I wondered why I hadn’t thought of it before. So far, I had only taken them one after another, depending on how I felt. “We’ll see later today,” I said. “I thought of chopping some wood in the meantime.”

“That’s fine,” Flora said. “The stew will take some time.”

We went outside. For once, it was cloudy. We didn’t really need wood for now, but I wanted to do some exercise outside instead of having sex all day long. I met up with Isadora who walked around with her horse. We shared a smile. “What’s going on?”

“Not much,” she said. “How was the sex?”

“Good as always.”

“Are you hungry?” she asked, looking forward to preparing something for me.

“I am. Flora is waiting for you in the kitchen.”

Isadora set her horse free. “What will you do in the meantime?”

“Fell a tree and get some firewood. It might rain later,” I said and looked skyward at the thick, gray clouds.

“Okay … I’ll try not to peek too much,” she said with a giggle and joined up with Flora.

I got outside and walked away from the pasture. I selected the axe in my right hand and approached one of the trees that looked a bit thicker than usual. I reckoned it would keep us warm for more than a month. I tossed the axe up and down and noticed how light it felt in my right hand. I hadn’t used it in a while, but I’d never forget when my father first taught me to wield an axe at a young age.

I swung the axe with ease and cut the first notch in the tree. The tree was already wobbling, and I was surprised by the deep cut I’d inflicted upon the tree. I swung the axe again, driving the head of the axe deeper into the tree. After a couple of minutes, I penetrated one-third of the way through the trunk. I switched sides, remembering that I had to cut a foot above the first notch. I repeated the process, alternating between straight and diagonal chops.

After ten minutes of constantly swinging my axe against the tree, I wiped my brow and the tree cracked. I gave it a slight push and it came crashing down onto the grass with a loud thump. I tossed the haft up and down in my hand, and sweat broke out on my forehead and palms.

I went on with the process of limbing it. Some of the branches were so big that they required another notch, but I faced the challenge till more sweat broke out over my back. I took off my shirt which was so sweaty it clung to my back. I was about to tear it in half. I hung my shirt on a knob and went back to limbing the remaining branches till more sweat dripped and my muscles were throbbing.

Flora opened the window. “Do you need a towel?” She sounded more excited than usual, and I’d felt as if her eyes had been on my back all the while I’d felled the tree. Isadora’s head popped up beside her, smiling at me.

“Sure,” I said and wiped my brow while holding onto the axe. I heard her running up to the bathroom, and she descended the stairs equally as quickly and scurried outside. She handed me the towel and checked out my muscles.

“We messed up a couple of things, so the stew will be delayed,” she said demurely.

“It will take some time to buck this beast,” I said and wiped my brow.

“Okay,” she said and turned around and scurried back inside. I watched her back and believed she’d spilled some water right between her legs. I hoped she didn’t find it hard to concentrate while I went to work. As soon as she came back inside, I heard how she giggled with Isadora.

I cut off the last limb and took a little break looking up at the cloudy sky. I turned my attention back to the tree and started chopping a v-notch into it at the bottom of the tree. I grunted for every cut, and the wood chips spilled all over the grass.

I finally chopped up the first part of it and went right into splitting it up into firewood. It started getting cooler as I gathered more and more firewood. At the same time, the steam started rising out from the window, and my mouth watered when the delicious scent spread outside and reached my nostrils. Now it was my turn to keep on glancing at those two, wondering what type of ingredients they’d used besides laughter. I couldn’t say I had paid much attention when we were at the market and they went on their shopping spree, although we tried to grow most of our food ourselves.

“Darian,” Isadora said and leaned out the window while I dropped another pile of firewood aside.

I wiped my brow, my veins throbbing visibly beneath my skin. “Yeah?”

“In a couple of minutes it’s ready,” she said, her voice sweetened with lust.

“I’ll come,” I said and unselected the axe. I entered the door and immediately upon entering, Flora and Isadora snapped their eyes up to mine.

“I hope you don’t mind that I’m shirtless,” I said.

“Nope,” Flora said and bit her lip.

“Never will be,” Isadora said, looking equally as aroused.

They were clothed in an apron. Flora stirred the ladle in the pot, and Isadora set the table. Isadora took out the tray of newly baked bread from the oven. Flora also placed the pot on the table on our terrace, the steam billowing.

“It will need a couple of minutes to cool.” Flora then placed her hand intimately on my shoulder. “And so do you.” Isadora went to the bread and started slicing them and that was when I caught a musky scent. I saw a glimpse of her soaked panties which were visible through her blue gown, and it was dripping along the insides of her thighs.

“What did you mess up during the cooking process?” I asked them. “This looks divine.”

Isadora’s and Flora’s smiles were plastered on their faces. “Well,” Flora said and put her finger on her chin. “I happened to enjoy the nice view.”

“Me too,” Isadora said.

“Nice view of what? It’s cloudy.”

“Cloudy weather can be nice to watch now and then too,” Flora said and a blush started creeping up on her cheeks.

“You sure it wasn’t something else you were watching?”

“Uh-uh,” she said and shook her head. “Okay, maybe I was watching you for a bit.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “I’m just joking with you. Let’s eat.”

They filled my bowl for me. The stew had a creamy brown color to it with a thick sauce. Cubes of meat and vegetables floated about. Blowing on my spoon, I shoved it into my mouth. It was delicious as always.

Isadora nudged me with her elbow. “What did it taste like?”

“Divine,” I told her, making both of them smile. We continued to eat and talk about various topics. It didn’t take long till the bread and stew were gone from the table.

They took the dishes and cleaned the table. The rain started pattering outside. It didn’t come as a surprise. The sky had been cloudy for a while and there hadn’t been any rain for a while. “Should we light up the fireplace and rest on the couch?” I suggested.

Isadora and Flora nodded eagerly. “That will be romantic,” Flora said.

I rose to my feet and stretched my arms and legs. They looked up at me while sitting. “Can you carry me inside?” Isadora asked, her eyes twinkling.

Flora also didn’t move, smiling as she was probably thinking of the same idea. “Me too,” she said.

“Both of you, jump into my arms,” I told them. They chuckled, and Flora and Isadora jumped into my arms. I caught them in a tight hug, their small bodies nearly knocking me off balance. But I managed to steady myself by taking a step back and bracing my feet firmly on the ground.

“Aren’t you struggling?” Isadora asked flirtatiously.

“Not at all,” I replied with a grin, squeezing them tighter. “I could hold you both forever.”

Flora laughed. “I knew you’d say that.”

“And I mean it,” I said, planting a kiss on each of their foreheads.

Isadora leaned in closer, her voice soft. “We should do this more often … You carrying us around. You remember what I wrote to you in my letter?”

“I’ll never forget your lovely words,” I said, feeling the warmth of their affection. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

I carried them with me inside. While holding onto them, they both played with my hair. I gently lowered them onto the couch, and I went to the fireplace. I dumped the newly chopped wood inside, and then I used a basic fire spell to light it up. The fire licked the wood, making it crackle and illuminating the room.

I settled myself on the couch, sandwiched between the two of them. My arms wrapped around their shoulders, and they leaned into me, seeking warmth. I couldn’t help but wonder where this trio would lead us as we cuddled together.

“Flora told me something earlier,” I told Isadora. Her hair was so bright blonde that it lit up the room along with the fire, but her light was stronger.

“Yeah, and what’s that?” Isadora asked, her smile widening.

“She mentioned—” Someone knocked on the door, and I arched an eyebrow. A sudden clap of thunder rattled the windows, and it made me wonder if the women were so desperate to get bred that they came at such an odd hour.

“Who can that be?” I said.

“I’m ninety percent sure there’s a wet woman outside,” Flora said and rolled her eyes.

“Certainly in this weather,” I said, making her chuckle.

“That wasn’t what I meant,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look.

“Relax,” I told her. “Give me a sec.” I rose to my feet and saw a tall woman at the doorstep. I believed that I recognized her from somewhere, but since it was so dark, it was a bit difficult to see. I opened the door, seeing a soaked woman with her head bent. She was tall, only a few inches shorter than me. I hadn’t seen someone as tall as her since I’d been with the queen. The rain streamed down her face, soaking her brunette hair. She had porcelain skin, which was as flawless as it could be. She was slim but her curves were fairly visible. I drank her in but then my eyes landed on hers. As the rain pattered down, a bolt of lightning illuminated her tear-streaked face. Her trembling hands gripped onto each other as she struggled to hold back sobs.

“What’s going on?” I asked her, trying to think where I’d seen her before.

“I’m sorry,” she said and raised her gaze to me. “Am I … bothering you?”

I raised an eyebrow. Despite her captivating, emerald eyes, she had a thick accent. “Where are you from?”

“Selppin,” she revealed.

I recognized her accent now. I wanted to know what she wanted to talk about, but the way she looked, something was off. I was about to welcome her inside, but then I thought of Isadora. I wasn’t sure if she wanted to see someone from there. “Give me a sec, okay?”

She nodded. It didn’t feel right to close the door on her while it was raining. I went back to the living room, and they’d both heard our conversation. I focused my attention on Isadora. “Are you okay with this?”

Isadora shrugged. “Why wouldn’t I be? I don’t think everyone there’s mean or anything.”

I turned to Flora, and she shrugged as well. “If I were you, I wouldn’t let her stand there.”

I went back and opened the door, and she was still standing, wet and cold. I welcomed her inside, and Flora quickly grabbed her some towels.

“Thank you,” she said and tried to dry herself.

Right when she came into the living room, I noticed a hidden dagger behind her back. I quickly selected my quiver and bow and loaded it within seconds. Flora and Isadora gasped, and the girl jumped. All of a sudden there was an arrow pointing right at her heart, and if she would try something foolish, I’d let go immediately.

I narrowed my eyes on her. “A young girl carrying a weapon … You better unselect it, and you better explain yourself.”

She showed me her arms, her heart beating visibly in her chest. “I was about to,” she said, shaking with fear. She reached for it, and I saw that it wasn’t any type of steel but the rarest Selppin had to offer. Most of our weapons were bought from their kingdom for a good reason. She unselected it and looked at me.

“You may sit,” I said and loosened the grip on my bow. She sat down. Now I was getting suspicious. “There are hardly many girls out there that can wield a dagger like that,” I told her. “Your kingdom didn’t train females to be soldiers after all.”

She drew in a deep breath. “I’ll explain,” she said, swallowing hard. “But please, lower your bow.”

“I’ll warn you again not to test me,” I told her and aimed the bow at the floor but still kept my hand lingering on the arrow.

“I’m not a soldier,” she said, shivering as she tried to dry herself. “I’m an assassin.”

I blinked at her, and I arched my eyebrow again. Questions flooded my mind, and I couldn’t figure out what was going on. “You’re an assassin that admits that you’re an assassin?” I asked and wondered if this was some sort of ruse, but at the same time, her accent was unmistakably from Selppin, and that dagger was rare. “You must be one of the worst assassins I’ve met in my life.”

She chuckled. “I might be able to agree with that after I’ve told you everything.” She didn’t look at my bow and arrow any longer, but she tried to maintain eye contact.

“The way you’ve scared my girls tells me they don’t want to sleep any time soon. So we got all night,” I told her. “Whatever you do, don’t try something foolish.”

She shook her head. “I might have already done something foolish, but I didn’t have much of a choice.”

“Get to the point,” I told her firmly. “So far, I can’t say I like you.”

“Understood,” she said, and her gaze left me. “I belong to a secret assassination squad controlled and run by the highest officials of Selppin. My name is Marcia.”

“I’ve never heard of such a thing,” I said and watched her closely. “Selppin and Anigava are close after all.”

“Not any longer,” she said, and she looked at Isadora and then back at me. “When the engagement got called off, our rulers in Selppin didn’t only vow to never have anything to do with Anigava again … They wanted you dead.”

I slowly started putting the puzzle pieces together. This should’ve been predictable, but I wondered why I hadn’t received this info earlier. Maybe Aurora was also caught off guard by how quickly they’d acted and how they’d gone behind our backs. “Continue,” I said and listened attentively.

“Canceling the engagement caused anger, as I said. Eldric was enraged and threw a temper tantrum. We did anything to find out what had happened. They learned that Isadora had moved in with you, finding out that she was with a non-royal, made them only angrier.”

“Non-royal,” Isadora spat back and I saw her heart racing. “Do you know what he went through?”

I held up my hand, gesturing to her to calm down. “She’s telling it from their perspectives,” I told her. “Relax and let her talk.”

Isadora crossed her arms. I knew this was a sensitive topic for her—it was the same thing she’d gone through with her mother.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to offend you,” Marcia said. “As time went on, I learned more about Darian, and so did Selppin. They heard how you’d defended Felicia before, so they didn’t want to send out traditional assassins to do the job, but they chose me from the secret squad, which would only be used in emergencies. What makes our squad unique is that we’re only composed of women, not any kind of women, but women who are so pretty you’d never guess we have the heart to kill someone. I was supposed to seduce you, one way or another, and I was supposed to stick that dagger in you when the timing was right.”

I nodded slowly. “Yet you didn’t.”

“I arrived here a week ago,” she said and looked at me with hints of affection in her eyes. “You were described with contempt by the royal family of Selppin, but none of it was true. I think they knew about it since they were fearful of choosing a traditional assassination method. As soon as I saw you, I saw something different. I felt something I had never felt in my life. I saw all the women you are mating with and how strong and popular you are among the ladies. No man has ever had that effect on me, and I knew that I couldn’t carry on the task. I couldn’t kill you even if I’ve been trained to do so since I was a child.”

“You were an orphan, weren’t you?”

She nodded as her eyes welled up. “That’s where we usually end up, doing the dirty work, ending up as cold-blooded assassins or prostitutes. You might think I’m weak, but I’ve killed political opponents before. But you, I simply couldn’t. We get handpicked because of our beauty, so we can fool men and then stab them behind their backs. It’s a vicious but effective method. After all, you can’t be mad at a girl, or you can’t hurt one. And you would never suspect me for being an assassin.”

“I understand,” I said. I considered it a dishonorable move, picking vulnerable girls to do the dirty job for them, but I realized she didn’t have any say in this. She’d been used as a pawn, but she’d been brave enough to resist her order.

“One of the reasons I was crying,” she said and dried her eyes. “I know I can’t go back. I’m afraid some of my friends will get hurt. I don’t have any family, but they’ll surely go after what I have. But I don’t want you to pity me. I just want you to forgive me.”

She stood up and slowly went down on her knees. Her dagger materialized in her hand, and she gently laid it down by my feet. She kneeled in front of me. To kneel and place your weapon in front of your feet, was a gesture of surrender, and I knew she was sincere. It was how the king of Zinep had surrendered, which had been one of the first times I’d witnessed it.

“If you accept my forgiveness,” she said meekly. “Take my dagger … It’s yours.”

I reached for it. It was cold and wet in my hands, but it was of superb quality. The hilt was carved with swirling patterns and studded with tiny emeralds that glinted in the dim light. The blade itself was a flawless, polished steel that caught the light. As I held it, I marveled at Selppin’s craftsmanship. The weight was perfectly balanced, and the edge was razor-sharp.

I already had a couple of daggers in my inventory but not something of this quality. I admired it for a couple of more seconds before I unselected it, claiming it as mine. I took her hand and pulled her back to her feet. “I forgive you,” I said, looking her in the eyes. “But I’m not sure how to take it from here.”

“Neither am I,” she admitted, and tears welled in her eyes.

“Do you want something to drink?” Flora asked.

“If you have something warm,” Marcia said.

“I’ll brew some tea for you,” she said.

Isadora had also calmed down. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to raise my voice at you.”

“It’s fine,” Marcia said. “I should’ve been clearer, it wasn’t my words.”

“It’s okay,” Isadora said. “I had a friend who was also an orphan … She ended up taking her life.”

“I’m sorry about that,” Marcia said. “If I didn’t look decent, I probably would have done something similar. It’s not fun being used. It’s not fun killing either.”

“I agree with your last part,” I said. “It’s a tragedy when thinking of all the blood that’s been spilled for the sake of politics.”

Flora returned with Marcia’s tea, and she took a sip. I knew for certain it would be a sleepless night now. I had to get in touch with Aurora and that as soon as possible. I also thought about the consequences. Their attempt to assassin me had failed completely, but we would never let this go. I feared the consequences of their foolish actions and where they might lead us.

I was about to say something, but then I heard hooves outside. I still held onto my bow and arrow, and I glanced at Marcia. “Are you sure there’s no one from Selppin following you?”

The sounds of the hooves frightened her, and she had to lower her mug. “Not what I am aware of.”

“Isadora and Flora, stay where you are,” I told them sternly and held onto my bow and arrow firmly. I peered outside and saw eight riders. They wore the armor of Anigava, and one of them was Kevin. “You can relax,” I told them. “They’re our guys.”

“Who?” Isadora asked.

“Kevin and his entourage,” I said. I opened the door while they were dismounting. Dirt and mud caked their legs as they hurried to me, thunder rolling in the sky.

“Darian, it’s a pleasure to see you again,” Kevin said. “We rode here as quickly as we could. Yesterday, we received information about a plot to have you killed.”

“You got here just in time,” I told him.

He stiffened. “Did you catch them?”

“It’s a her,” I revealed. “And I didn’t catch her, she defected to me.”

He sighed a breath of relief. “Understood.”

“I’m currently talking to her. But it’s a bit tight in there.”

“It’s okay, we wanted to talk to Felicia as well. You can bring her with you.”

“I will,” I said. I went inside again, and Marcia was still sipping her tea. “Marcia, come with me. I have to talk about your future with the rest of them for a moment.” She lowered her gaze. I took her hands and helped her up to her feet. I gently lifted her chin, so I could make eye contact. “After what you did today … I’ll make sure no one will lift a finger against you. You’ll be safe.”

“Thank you … A hug?”

I let her fall into my arms. Something told me she was starved out of flesh, and even if she was wet, I let her linger in my arms for as long as necessary. I broke the hug, and her face softened in a smile. “Come, I want to get some sleep as well. Isadora and Flora, stay here in the meantime.”

Isadora was about to object but closed her mouth. “Please, don’t be long,” she said and didn’t sound comfortable about this situation, neither was I for that matter. I knew the consequences would be dire for Selppin.

“I’ll try to be as concise as possible,” I told her. I took Marcia’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “Come, let’s talk to them.”

We went outside while the storm raged on. It was pouring and soaked us within seconds. We made our way to the town hall, and we reached inside and were greeted by the others. They were all standing and talking, probably realizing that we had to be quick.

Felicia looked fearful but was grateful to see me in one piece. “Oh gosh, Darian, I’m so glad you’re okay. They told me Selppin wanted you dead.”

I nodded and caught her in a hug as well. She fearfully wrapped her arms around me, holding onto me dearly. “But they failed miserably,” I said and introduced them to Marcia. I explained everything she’d told me. They all listened, and even if Marcia was a bit embarrassed, she chimed in now and then to answer their questions.

“That was brave of you,” Kevin admitted. “We’re bigger and stronger than Selppin, you’ll be safe with Queen Aurora … I have to ask you to come with us and explain to her what has happened.”

“I understand,” she said with hints of hope in her voice.

“And I’d like to leave as soon as possible,” Kevin said. “We don’t have much time to lose.”

Marcia agreed. The discussion was brief. There wasn’t much to be said.

“Before you go,” I told Kevin. “Make sure you let the queen know that Marcia is innocent. I don’t want anything to happen to her.”

“You can count on me,” he said and dipped his head.

They mounted their horses, and Marcia came riding back on hers. Felicia and I stood under the overhang of the building as the puddles kept growing from all the rain. Marcia turned to Felicia before leaving. “You can give away my property to someone who needs it more,” she said.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” she said with a friendly tone. “Ride safe.”

“Thank you,” she said and waved at me. I saw a twinkle in her eye, and I waved back, wondering when I’d see her again. She rode away with Kevin and his entourage, disappearing down the hill.

Felicia drew in a deep breath and threw her arms around me. “I just want to hug you.”

I welcomed her into my arms and patted her back.

“I’m not surprised that she defected … All women want something from you.”

I just smiled at her speech. “I suppose,” I said. “But I’m prepared for whatever our queen has in mind.”

“I know,” she said and looked at my lips, hinting that she was intimacy-famished. I pressed my lips to hers. “Thank you,” she said.

“I don’t mind standing here with you, but I told my girls to be quick,” I told her.

“That’s fine. I have to get inside too. It’s pouring,” she said with a smile. “Sweet dreams in the meantime.”

“You too,” I said, letting her go. I returned to my home, and they were still cuddled up in the living room.

“How did it go?” Isadora asked.

“They’ll take her to the queen for further interrogation,” I said and sat down between them. Isadora curled her arm around mine, and I looked at her funnily. “I’m soaked to the bone.”

“I don’t care. I just want to hold you,” she said and leaned her head onto my shoulder. “I hate them. I regret every minute I’ve spent with them.”

I patted her shoulder and knew clearly who they were in this context. “Don’t worry about it. We’ll solve it one way or another.”

“He’s really insecure about himself.”

“Who?”

“The prince of Selppin,” she said. “He’s not confident like you.”

“It doesn’t come as a surprise,” I said and pushed her hair behind her ears. “You aren’t upset, are you?”

“No, I’m fine,” she said.

“Should we try to get some sleep?” I asked them. The threesome would have to wait for another day. For now, I just wanted some rest. They both nodded. I rose first. “Jump into my arms, I’ll carry you both upstairs.”

That made them smile, and it sure was needed. They jumped into my arms, and I palmed their asses as I made my way up to our bedroom.


Chapter 8

Aurora

Yet again, I paced back and forth in my room. I had only slept a couple of hours, but those hours were shallow. It felt as if I hadn’t slept a minute. Darian kept running through my mind. I knew he was strong enough to thwart any vicious attempt to have him killed. He’d done so in the past and could do so again. Even though fear lingered in the back of my mind, I had little faith in their plot. Instead, I feared what would happen next.

I first needed more proof about this assassination attempt. I wasn’t sure when Kevin would return. I hoped he would be here as soon as possible. I sighed. There was nothing positive about this situation, and it was another storm on the horizon that we had to weather.

I didn’t have much of an appetite either. I had told them to hold off any meetings till they’d returned. We were soon supposed to eat dinner, but that had to wait for now. I could hardly eat anything while I was this stressed.

One of my servants knocked on the door. “Your Highness,” she said. “Kevin has returned.”

“That was quick,” I said. I felt both relieved and suspicious. I had learned by the sounds of their voices whether it was something dire or not. I couldn’t detect anything in her voice.

“Yes, they rode here with very few breaks. They want to speak as soon as possible,” she said.

I nodded, knowing Kevin had urgent news if he wanted to speak with me right away. I descended the stairs to the first floor of the castle and greeted him at the western entrance. His boots and legs were covered with dirt as he dismissed his entourage. As I approached him, my gaze was drawn to the tall girl standing next to him. She had cascading waves of chocolate brown hair that framed her flawless face and porcelain skin. Her dress hugged her toned figure, highlighting her high and firm breasts. She was the type of girl who would easily turn heads, but what she was doing here was a complete mystery to me.

“Your Highness,” he said and bowed his head to me. “I have a couple of things I need to tell you.”

I nodded. “If you want to change clothes, you may do so … Including the girl.”

He nodded. “She’s from Selppin, I’ll explain more when I’ve returned.”

“Can she be trusted?” I asked before letting him go. The revelation caught me off guard, and something was off with that girl.

“She can, Your Highness,” he said firmly, and I had no reason not to trust him. I called for Ava and Ivy, and they were here within a heartbeat. “Please, find some clothes for that young lady and bring her to me when you’re done.”

Ava and Ivy dipped their heads. “Come,” Ava said kindly, taking the girl’s hand.

I went and had a seat in the meantime, waiting for them to return. That girl sure was beautiful but also mysterious. I wondered what she was doing here. She must have had a hand in whatever information they had gathered, and it must have been significant since they had returned so quickly.

As I waited, the seconds felt like an eternity. I stared at the wall and tried to calm myself with some deep breathing, remembering my daughter’s words and my own. I had promised her to relax after all, and I wanted to keep my promise.

Kevin returned first with Thalia, Erik and some of my advisors on his heels. “I would suggest that Marcia, the girl from Selppin, sits closest to you,” Kevin suggested.

“Understood,” I said and they changed seats so I was closest to her. “She’ll be back soon.”

Marcia returned in a skirt and also a blouse, hiding her assets a bit better. Even if it was a formal meeting, that girl had nothing to be ashamed of with her height and beauty. I motioned her to have a seat where I pointed, which she did demurely.

“When we returned, we discovered that the assassin was already there,” Kevin said and nodded his head at Marcia. “She defected and was already at Darian’s house when we arrived. I think it will be better to let her speak to you and tell her what she told us. But Darian wanted you to know that she’s completely innocent.”

I couldn’t help thinking of how absurd it was that an assassin was supposed to be innocent, but I hadn’t heard everything yet and most importantly, Darian said she was innocent. His words weighed more than anyone else’s. “Marcia,” I said and nodded at her. “You may speak.”

She cleared her throat, and even if all eyes were on her, and despite her youth, she didn’t look nervous. “Yes … As you can hear from my accent, I’m from Selppin… Do you want some backstory of my life, or should I just get straight to the point?”

“If you feel it to be necessary, tell me what you want,” I said. I was curious about her origins. The more I knew about her the better.

“Okay,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “I’m an orphan and was groomed from a young age to be a part of a secret assassination squad run by the royal family of Selppin.”

I nodded slowly to myself. “The Deadly Viper.”

“Yes,” she said, her eyes widening. “So you’ve heard.”

“I hear a lot more than you and Selppin think,” I told her. She didn’t know about our spies, but she had to gain my trust before I would even consider telling her.

“Well, after the engagement was called off, Eldric became livid. He became so angry even his parents found it difficult to tame him. They swore vengeance, and they did everything they could to find out what had happened. Eventually, they found out that Isadora had moved with Darian to the Fertile Valley, and they quickly came to the conclusion that they wanted him dead.”

“And why do they want him dead?” I asked her coldly. I felt emotions rising, but I tried my hardest not to say something too rash even if her words angered me. My anger wasn’t directed at her but at our enemies.

“Because of envy first and foremost,” Marcia explained. “They heard about his achievements, and they were impressed even if they tried not to be. Second, they want your daughter.”

“My daughter is in love and bonded with Darian,” I told her firmly. “In what way will killing the love of her life make her want them?”

Marcia lowered her gaze. “I can’t answer that … This wasn’t my decision.”

“I get that,” I said, cutting her off. “I was just wondering if you knew any more about their dishonorable motive.”

She slowly shook her head. “I’m sorry, Your Highness. I don’t know. I’ve been trained to follow orders not to question them.”

“Continue,” I said, resting my elbows on the table and using my hands to support my chin.

“Well, they’d also heard about the failed assassination attempts, so they didn’t want to send out traditional assassins, but they went to our squad and chose me instead. I was sent to the Fertile Valley, and I was hellbent to finish the job. But my plans were spoiled when I saw him for the first time, not just his confidence but how many women he bedded. The sight of him did something to me no man has ever done. It didn’t take me long to realize … I couldn’t do it.”

I recognized what she was saying. Darian was an irresistible man, and he also did something to me that no man could do. I could see where she was coming from especially if she was coming from a harsh, lonely upbringing without love.

There was a silence before she started speaking again. “I was there for a couple of days longer. I thought of fleeing and seeking refuge somewhere, but I wasn’t sure how to sustain myself. In the end, I mustered my courage and told him. I was afraid of his reaction, most of the men I’ve known have been cruel, but the way he sympathized with me just made me fall for him more. It was the complete opposite of what I’d expected.”

I nodded, and now we knew for a fact that they’d tried to assassinate him. She was exactly what we needed in a moment like this. “Marcia,” I told her. “You’re one of us now, and you won’t be harmed or have to worry about sustaining yourself. What you did was brave, and I admire you for it.”

“Thank you,” she said. The corners of her mouth turned up, revealing a set of pearly white teeth. Her whole face lit up, her eyes crinkling at the edges and cheeks dimpling. She was already gorgeous but looked so much more beautiful when she smiled. “I just hope you don’t get the wrong idea of me. I never chose this.”

“I know that our world can be cruel at times. Orphans either become broken prostitutes or assassins. When I look at you, I see neither but a beautiful girl. Despite the odds, you’ve done well.”

“Thank you,” she said and a light blush spread on her porcelain cheeks. “Your words mean the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. “But you’re the only proof we have of this assassination attempt. I’ll have to let Selppin know.”

Marcia looked at me fearfully. “Please don’t tell them that I defected … My friends will get hurt.”

“I already thought of that. I’ll say you got captured,” I told her. “Don’t worry about it. Get some rest for now. I’ll call if I need anything else from you.”

“Thank you, Your Highness,” she said.

I rose to my feet and escorted her outside. I called for Ava and Ivy who were here in an instant. “Please, find this girl two maids, make sure she’s comfortable and well-fed.”

Ava and Ivy smiled at Marcia and led her deeper into the castle. I returned and had a seat. “This is an act of war,” I told them. “I don’t want to act too rashly, but there’s no chance I’ll let this side.”

They all agreed.

“We should close the borders and ban anyone from Selppin entering Anigava,” Erik said. “We can’t trust them any longer till the royal family is gone.”

“You’re right, but it’s not Selppin that’s rotten. Their people don’t have any hatred for us like Zinep does,” I said. “We need to get rid of their monarchy. Overthrow them one way or another.”

“We can demand that they step down if not we’ll put their kingdom under siege,” Kevin suggested.

I nodded. “Bring the ambassador of Selppin, and we’ll have a word with him,” I said.


Chapter 9

Darian

Ilooked down as my raw cock slid in and out of her sweet hole. She was on all fours, her body arched in a provocative pose, and the sound of our flesh slapping filled the room, merging with our grunts and moans. I couldn’t resist reaching out to grab onto her perfectly sculpted buttocks as I built up towards my climax.

Pushing all the way in, I jolted and emptied myself, filling her velvety warmth with as much cum as possible. Her smiling friends lay next to her, watching the action. I’d already filled them a moment ago, my cum crusting on their pink lips.

I pulled out my erection, dragging out a river of semen with me. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as my girth slid along her walls for the final time. A smile softened on her face, and the warm pink mist spread around her. The women gave each other a congratulatory hug, pressing their nude, steamy bodies against each other. “We’re pregnant!” they rejoiced. “Thank you so much!”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I thought it was cute that they always had to thank me after I bred them. To them, it had been a lifelong dream. The lack of men made them constantly think of a man, and I was glad I could provide what they truly desired.

Last night, Marcia showed up in the rainy weather and caught us all off guard. It had taken a while for Flora and Isadora to fall asleep, and Isadora woke me up in the middle of the night because she wanted to talk. I was there for her and refused to fall asleep till she was content. She was upset and tried to blame herself. I told her that she had nothing to do with this.

Even in the morning, I could tell she wasn’t herself. I wanted to speak to her after I said goodbye to the young women I’d just knocked up. I helped them put on their clothes as we chatted about various topics. I was getting better at dressing women than myself. I put their boobs in the cups and hooked the hooks. I went down on my haunches, so I came face to face with her gorgeous full moon. I slid the panties and skirt up her legs, kissing her neck. There were so many girls I’d bred by now that I couldn’t remember them all. These here were a bit older in the mid to late twenties. Their breasts were a bit bigger. Before taking their clothes off, they told me that they’d given up hope that they’d ever manage to conceive. There was still an abundance of youngsters left. I just liked some variety now and then.

“When we heard that you arrived,” the girl with sunny blonde hair said. “We were elated.”

“Maybe there was light at the end of that tunnel,” her friend said.

“We weren’t sure though since all these women started flooding our town, and there are so many young girls too, and many of them turn eighteen every day, so even a year from now, there’ll still be more girls you can breed with,” the sunny blonde said with hints of worry.

“I know,” I said. “Our queen has spoken about other regions that have been badly affected too. I might have to breed there as well.”

“I understand,” the third girl said with chestnut hair. “I understand why she wants your strong blood to be spread as far as possible.”

“That’s a no-brainer,” the sunny blonde chimed in. “But it’s still overwhelming to think about.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of responsibility. “It is, but we all have our roles to play. I’ll repopulate our kingdom with pleasure.”

The chestnut-haired girl reached out and squeezed my hand. “We’ll support you, no matter where you go.”

“Thank you,” I said, appreciating the women’s affection.

I opened the door and led them outside. As usual, I hugged them all goodbye in a three-way hug. They were lovely and warm, and I felt a strong scent of musk and roses as I kissed their soft cheeks. I let go of them and looked as they walked off to the center of the town, their hair glowing. I closed the door, and Flora was next to me and took notes.

“It smells extra musky … They must have been sweeter.”

“Riper,” I corrected her. “They were around the same age as I.”

“Right … Hard to believe you’re twenty-six,” she said and stifled a chuckle. “You’re too much of a man.”

I chuckled. “I hope you remember their names.”

“Breeding so many you don’t even remember their names?” she asked flirtatiously.

“Something like that,” I said.

“Don’t worry, I’ve already written down their IDs. You’re good.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “How’s Isadora?”

“I don’t think she’s feeling well,” she said with hints of concern, glancing over her shoulder. “She’s reading outside. I tried to talk to her, but she was a bit moody.” She placed the pen on the table.

“Have you written down everything?”

“Yes … The sixth hundred and fifth impregnation.”

“Come, let’s keep her company,” I said. I curled my arm around Flora and took her outside. Isadora sat by herself with a book on her lap, reading in the shade. It was usually me who sat in the middle, but now it would be Isadora’s turn as we sat beside her. “What are you reading?”

“Just a children’s story,” she said. She shut the book and put it on the table. She looked up at me, her sapphire eyes glinting. “You aren’t angry that I woke you up in the middle of the night?”

“I’ll never be angry at you,” I told her. “And you had all the right reasons. Last night was unexpected.”

“I know,” she said with a sigh. “There are so many things that I regret. I don’t know where to begin.”

“Just what I told you when you woke me up,” I said. I curled my arm around her shoulder. “You have nothing to do with this. It’s them who are the bad guys, not you.”

“Yeah … but I shouldn’t have accepted the proposal. I never liked him, but everything was so bleak back then.”

“I get it,” I told her. “It was a time when the future was uncertain. They should sympathize with your decision instead of seeking revenge.”

She looked up to me again, her eyes sweeping over me. “I can’t believe someone wants to hurt you. It makes my heart hurt just to think of it.”

“There are always men who want to hurt other men,” I told her. It was nothing new under the sun; it had always been that way.

“I think it’s stupid,” she said.

“There are a lot of stupid people out there,” I agreed with her.

“They are not only stupid, but jealous of you,” she said. “They want to be you but they never will. So the only solution for them is to get rid of you. It’s pathetic.”

“It sure is,” I said. “Relax, I won’t be going anywhere.”

She leaned in close, her arm sliding around my waist as she squeezed me tightly. Her chest pressed against my side, reminding me of the softness of her body. “I know,” she murmured into my ear.

“I can’t believe they sent other girls to do this,” Flora added while I held onto Isadora.

“It’s a dishonorable act,” I said.

“From dishonorable people,” Isadora said. She broke the hug to look at me. “I think Marcia is in love with you.”

“She deserves all the love in the world,” I said and felt bad for Marcia. “Maybe if they’d chosen someone else they could have done some damage.”

“Not a chance,” Isadora said firmly. “They stand no chance against you. Do you know what I told my mother earlier? That you could save the entire kingdom by yourself.”

I knew I was strong, but that was something out of fiction. “We’ll see,” I said, chuckling at her funny imagination.

Someone knocked on the door. “I can get it,” Flora suggested. She was so sweet. She knew we were cuddled up in a comfortable position and offered to take it for us. She returned shortly after with a letter and handed it to Isadora. “For you.”

“Oh, it’s from Mom,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “Can I read it?”

“Of course,” I told her. “I’ll wait here in the meantime with Flora.”

Isadora sprang to her feet and ran inside. Plopping down next to me, Flora inched her hips closer to mine. “I have a feeling Aurora wants to talk to me,” I told her.

“Are you thinking of taking a visit?” she asked me.

I nodded. “After lunch, what do you say?”

“I would love to,” she said with a smile. “Is it just Aurora or someone else?”

“What do you have in mind?” I asked, searching her face.

“I don’t know … Maybe you’re thinking of Marcia.”

“Maybe I am,” I said. I would be lying if I hadn’t thought of her. Her innocence and her harsh upbringing made me feel bad for her. She deserved a future as well.

“I see,” she said with a smile. “Nothing wrong with it.”

We continued to talk about various things, and Isadora sat by herself and wrote the letter back to her mother. When she was done, she came outside again. “Was it easier to reply this time than last?” I asked Isadora.

“A lot easier,” she said and nodded.

“Do you want to take a trip to the city? We haven’t been there in a while, and I have a feeling your mother wants to see us.”

Isadora gasped. “I was about to suggest the same thing.”

“Let’s leave after we’ve eaten,” I said with a smile.

* * *

“Wait here,” I told them. While they were packing and preparing our carriage, I went to the town hall to let Felicia know we’d be leaving. I saw her in the window, and she jumped to her feet and ran toward the door. The door flung open with such force that I stumbled backward, almost losing my balance. Wearing her brown hair loose and a dress with a V-neck, she bounced towards me, grinning from ear to ear. “Hi there!” she exclaimed, reaching out to hug me.

“Hi,” I said. I accepted her hug, wrapping my arms around her for a moment. She broke the hug, and I noticed her dress had slits on each side that reached up to her hips, revealing her tanned flesh.

“Wow, look at those clothes,” I told her, studying her shapes and curves.

“You like them?” she asked with a smile and twirled around.

“They’re gorgeous,” I told her.

“What’s on your heart?” she asked. “Do you want a blowjob?”

I chuckled at how explicit she could be at times. “We’re actually leaving for Anigava. I just want you to tell the girls I’ll be gone for a couple of days.”

“I won’t lie, that disappointed me,” she said with a sigh. She dropped her voice to a whisper. “Most of them here are on a lunch break … I can still suck you off if you don’t mind.”

“If it’ll be quick—”

She took my hand and whisked me into the town hall and up the second floor. She took me into what I thought was the council chamber. “What, here?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, being so horny she could hardly contain herself. She didn’t even lock the door nor close the blinds. I could still see houses in the distance and some ladies through the window. There were mostly women in this town, so I didn’t care. Suddenly, she was on her knees. She pulled the belt out of the loops and pulled down my trousers. She pulled down my underwear till she’d freed my joystick. She curled her hands around my erection as if it were a treasure.

“Finally,” she said and started swirling her tongue around the tip till a drop of her saliva ran down the shaft. She delivered worshiping kisses from the base all the way to the tip. She looked cock-famished, and it probably was about time she got a bone to suck on. “I’ve dreamed about you since the first time I sucked you.” She wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking till her lips hollowed out. “I’ll suck you so hard that hopefully, you’ll dream sweet dreams later.”

I moaned. A couple of dreams with the queen wouldn’t hurt. She didn’t take her time but sucked me deep and wet. I cupped her neck, my knees buckling. When she noticed that I was feeling good, she simply smirked, her eyes gleaming. I felt her tongue slowly work its way around the underside of my shaft, then all the way down to the root. Swallowing me, she sucked hard, as if trying to pull my seed out of me. I had to grab her by the hair to keep from collapsing.

“Geeze, you’re quick,” I said, watching her head bob back and forth quickly. She gagged and slobbered for every bob, and I grabbed the back of her head as she sucked the climax right out of me.

Gasping in pleasure, I watched my pearlescent cum squirt across her tongue before her lips sealed on the head and she sucked hard. “Geeze, Felicia,” I said.

She drank every drop and came off with a pop. “Better than the first?” she asked and waggled her eyebrows.

“Yeah,” I said. It was quicker but also more intense. The sucking sure was better, but the first time, I had woken up with a wet dream, and it was a dream I’d never forget.

She cleaned my cock with her lips and tongue and pulled up my underwear and trousers. She threw her arms around my neck and pushed her bust to my chest. “Don’t tell the other ladies in this building that I sucked you. They’ll get jealous, and it’s not appropriate.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said.

She let go and took me outside. Outside, I made sure to hug her. “Thank you for the amazing job,” I said.

Her lips curved in a smile, proud that she’d pleased me. “I’m glad you liked it … don’t be shy to come over. There are plenty of vacant rooms where we can do a lot more than that.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. It turned me on how they were all over me. The way they fought for my time and erection. I had the stamina to please them all, and deep inside, I wanted it to. I made my way to the carriage. Isadora and Flora poked their heads to the side, waiting for me.

“What took so long?” Isadora asked.

I jumped inside, taking a seat in the middle. “She had to say bye the proper way,” I told her cryptically.

Isadora and Flora exchanged glances. “I think she sucked him,” Flora said with a laugh.

“Oh … Duh,” Isadora said and laughed.

It warmed my heart to hear her pretty laughter. I took the reins and yanked them, the hooves clacking against the cobbles as we rode out of town.

“Did she suck you well?” Isadora asked.

“I lasted one minute,” I said. “She knows what she’s doing.”

“I see … Maybe she can teach me a thing or two,” Isadora said.

“Well, her doors are open,” I said. I let them lean their heads onto my shoulders. We had some nuts to snack on, a box of fruits and a jar of juice. It would be a long journey, and we hadn’t been there in a while. The town was getting smaller behind us as the carriage rumbled along the uneven roads. Isadora was sitting next to me, her head tilted towards me, her eyes glistening with curiosity and amusement.

“Are you looking forward to seeing your mother?” I asked her.

“I find it cute you refer to her as my mother instead of the queen,” she pointed out.

“She’ll always be the queen in my eyes,” I told her. “But she’s your mother after all.”

“She wrote that to me,” she said, “that I didn’t understand that she was also the queen. She’s right.”

“What was the context?” I asked her.

“I wrote to my mother telling her that she should relax now and then too,” she said. “Don’t be too caught up in politics. I love her and I don’t want her to hurt herself.”

“I do remember you telling me that when you wrote the last letter to her,” I said. “But it will be even more difficult now.”

“That’s what I am fearing,” she said with a sigh, curling her arm around mine.

“You aren’t to blame,” I told her firmly.

“How do you know I was thinking that?” she asked me with a funny look.

“I love you, and I know you well,” I said.

“Alright,” she yielded. “But it’s difficult to explain … Have you ever regretted something in your life?”

“Of course,” I told her. “We all have regrets.”

We continued to ride. We took a little fruit break now and then and stretched our arms and legs. We found some fruit and berry trees on our way, replenishing our boxes as we continued to ride along the rolling hills. The horses neighed on occasion, and birds passed us, twittering.

After a while, the sun started to lower, casting long shadows on the fields we passed. “Should we set up camp?” I asked them.

They both nodded.

Riding off the road, I rode toward a spot not far from the stream. We climbed off the carriage, setting the horses free. While they started preparing dinner for us, I pitched the tent. I turned in a slow circle, taking in the untouched beauty of nature surrounding us. The gravel road stretched out behind us, a thin line connecting us to civilization. The sound of rushing water filled the air as we listened to the nearby stream and the birds singing their melodies above. It was a moment of peace.

Isadora and Flora were on their knees, cutting vegetables and chopping up the meat. They got along so well together, it was almost as if they were siblings. I approached them and said, “It feels like you’ve known each other since birth.”

Flora chuckled. “We haven’t, but I knew her mother before, and they have similar characteristics.”

“Like what?” Isadora asked curiously.

“You’re both cunning,” Flora said.

“I can imagine,” I said, making them chuckle.

“The stew needs to simmer for half an hour,” Flora said. “Should we do something fun in the meantime?”

“Sure,” I said, and we all turned to the stream. “A swim wouldn’t hurt.”

They were both down for the idea and started undressing. I took off my clothes as well, and we headed down to the stream. I dipped my toes in, and the water was surprisingly warm. I cupped my hands into the water and had a sip.

“Darian,” Isadora said.

I turned to her, and she splashed water at me with a giggle. “Take this!” I said and splashed water back at her.

“Let’s jump in,” she suggested.

We stepped into the clear stream, testing its depth with our feet. The cool water rose slowly, reaching our chests as we waded further in. Its temperature was slightly cool, enveloping us in a refreshing embrace. They gravitated toward me, their breasts playing peek-a-boo with the water.

As we stayed in the water, I took a moment to enjoy the sight before me. Isadora and Flora, two stunning women, both covered in water droplets, their hair plastered to their heads, their faces alight with joy. I felt grateful for this chance to escape the world’s troubles and just be with them.

I became aroused when seeing them nude in nature, but as usual, I wanted to save it for later. “Brrr,” Flora said and shivered. “It’s getting cold.”

They came closer to me, and we tried to share our body heat. “Is this better?” I asked her.

“A little,” she said.

Isadora then wrapped her arms around me, and Flora hugged me from the other side. It was a simple but comforting gesture, reminding me of the bonds we shared. “It’s getting chilly,” Isadora said.

“Should we go to the fire and warm ourselves?”

They nodded. As we stepped out of the stream, we wrapped ourselves in the towels they had brought. We settled down by the fire. Isadora and Flora looked over the simmering pot. The smell of the stew filled the air, making our mouths water.

When it was done, they poured a bowl for me, and we started eating. I blew on the spoon and shoved it into my mouth. When we ate outside, everything tasted so much better. I closed my lips around the spoon and enjoyed every taste and flavor.

“It tastes so much better outside,” I said.

“It’s almost like it heightens the senses,” Isadora said and shoved spoonful after spoonful in her mouth.

I agreed with her as I soaked a slice of bread into the sauce and had a bite of it as well. We finished it in no time as the sun was about to set. We sat and leaned back, our eyes fixed on the ever-darkening sky. As the sun set, the stars blinked into existence, twinkling and winking at us. The beauty of the stars was mesmerizing.

“When shall we have the threesome?” Isadora asked and tugged at my towel. “First, it’s getting cold and I want your body heat. Second, I want to know what it feels like when you bed one woman after another.”

“Don’t you want to see the sunset?” I asked her.

“I do,” she said and pulled down her towel an inch, revealing her nipples. “But I want to be nude and have some fun before we go back to the city.”

“We’ll have plenty of fun later,” I said and pulled up her towel an inch.

She stuck her tongue out and pulled the towel down again. “My nipples need some fresh air too.”

The droplets still clung to her beautiful tits. I admired the sight of her fresh little fruits. She noticed I glanced at them, and she made sure to shake her body, to make her boobs jiggle. I was relieved to see her playful side emerge, rather than her dwelling on something that was not her fault.

“Did you bring the letters with you?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and nodded broadly. “I thought it would be nice if we could read the letters together. It must be more special than reading them by ourselves.”

“I see,” I said. “Don’t worry if you want some quality time with her. I can be with Flora in the meantime.”

“And Marcia I suppose,” Isadora said with a wink.

“If she wants to,” I said.

“She’s so in love with you that she defected,” Isadora said with a laugh. “Hello, wake up.”

I patted her back, making her breasts jiggle. “I am awake.”

We continued to watch till the sun was gone and every star twinkled into existence. It was time to rise, and as we rose, we unwrapped the towels and put them aside. I turned to Flora. Her long, lustrous auburn hair framed her hourglass figure. Her auburn pubic hair was like the cherry on top. I was glad we could take his moment for ourselves. I had a feeling the coming months could be turbulent.

I took their hands and led them into the tent. We had it open, letting the silver moonlight stream inside. It was the only light we had for now, but it was enough.

“I’ve never done this before,” Flora said submissively.

“We can start with a three-way kiss,” I suggested.

They gravitated toward me, and I palmed their asses, squeezing their soft flesh as our lips met at the center. We slipped our tongues out while I slid my hand back and forth between their precious cracks, reaching for their fruits. I came off their lips and I went and kissed Flora’s breasts, sucking her nipples and licking her boobs. Then I aimed my mouth at Isadora, sucking her tit till she giggled.

I kissed my way down her young body and smooth flesh till I reached her intimate region. I parted her pussy lips when I reached her sweet pink center. I pressed my tongue onto her, savoring her sweet scent.

I came off her with a smack. “Sit on me while Flora sucks me,” I said, which they obeyed immediately.

I lay down, and Isadora adjusted her firm ass over my face, gently lowering her precious pussy onto my mouth. When my tongue hit her pussy lips, Flora’s mouth engulfed my cock. All of a sudden, we were in perfect sync, and their moans rose simultaneously.

The strong pressure of Flora’s mouth around my erection made my cock twitch with pleasure. I had to hold back from thrusting into her mouth, as I wanted everything to last longer.

Isadora’s pussy tasted sweet, and I reveled in the way she trembled as I licked and sucked on her. Sinking my fingers into her firm bottom, I could feel her wetness spreading, and I knew she was getting more and more aroused.

I slipped two fingers inside her, feeling her walls tighten around them.

Flora’s lips wrapped around my shaft, and I could feel the wet warmth of her mouth enveloping me. The feeling was euphoric, and I knew I had to savor every moment.

As I thrust into Flora’s mouth, Isadora’s hips started to rock against my face, matching my rhythm. I wanted more, and after having licked Isadora till she was dripping, I moved her ass from my face. Her eyes were swimming with love and lust. “What now?” she asked, teasingly spreading her legs.

“You know what’s next,” I said as Flora came off my erection. I drew a circle on her womanhood.

“Draw that circle with your penis instead,” she begged.

I crawled between her legs and fulfilled her wish, seeing her squirm as I took the head of the shaft and rubbed it around her wetness. I parted her lips with the tip and slowly but surely pushed inside her. Her smile widened as her vagina stretched. She was still a tight little princess, but she’d gotten used to my size.

As I slowly thrust into her, I brushed her hair aside, and Isadora exchanged glances with Flora. “Let me moisten your pussy,” Isadora said.

“Okay,” Flora said gladly and straddled Isadora’s face. When I saw Isadora lick her, it turned me on so much that I was about to blow it all.

As I moved in and out, I watched Isadora lick and suck on Flora’s clit, her fingers digging into Flora’s hips. Isadora’s eyes were filled with passion as she pleasured my lover, and her devotion was clear. As I thrust, I felt my own desire building, my erection growing harder with each stroke. My eyes met Flora’s, and I saw the same hunger and need reflected in her gaze. I wanted her as well. And the way she kept glancing at my cock, I knew she wanted it too.

“Flora, lie down onto Isadora, so I can fuck you both.”

I leaned back, giving Flora room. She straddled Isadora’s legs and looked her in the eyes. “Do you want to kiss?” Flora asked.

Isadora nodded eagerly and their lips touched. I pulled out of Isadora’s hole, moved my erection up an inch and pushed into Flora. As I entered her, I disrupted the kiss as she moaned. “Oh, he’s so hard and thick,” Flora said and went back to kissing Isadora’s neck.

Isadora moaned softly, her hands gripping Flora’s hips as my cock slid in and out of her. Their kiss became more passionate, their tongues darting in and out of each other’s mouths. I could see the love and desire in their faces, and it made my heart swell with happiness. It also turned me on, so I continuously alternated between both of their sopping holes till I couldn’t hold back anything. I finished first in Isadora’s tight vagina, making her gasp as my cum drenched her hole. I pulled out, shot some over Flora’s bottom before stuffing it inside her.

I caught my breath and slowly pulled out from Flora. They rolled off each other and made room for me in the middle. I slumped down with a sigh. They were good girls and did some additional cleaning around my erection, running their tongues up and till my cum and their juices were gone.

“We should do this more often,” Isadora said and cuddled up to me. “More girls, more intense.”

“I agree,” I said. It felt better to have an intimate moment in a group rather than individually. I turned to Flora whose lips curved in a smile.

“Isadora is an amazing kisser,” she said with a smile.

“You are,” Isadora said.

“And you both are amazing girls,” I praised them, feeling a surge of affection for these two beautiful, passionate girls. This was something I sure needed, knowing very well that the future was uncertain. I didn’t want to bring up the dire facts now during such a happy moment, but it didn’t change our situation.

They pressed their lips to my cheeks simultaneously and draped their arms over my chest. We wished each other goodnight and slowly fell asleep.


Chapter 10

Aurora

Ilay on my massage table as my maids worked their magic. Yet again I had chosen Ava, Eve and Izy. At the moment, I had no better maids than them. I sure needed this moment for myself. I realized now that even if we found ourselves in difficult times, my brain didn’t function properly when I was stressed. I had to thank my daughter for looking over my shoulder and making sure I took the right path in life.

I sighed in relief as I felt Ava’s soft hands run over my shoulders. “How’s Marcia?” I asked her.

“She’s fine,” Ava answered softly. “She’s a bit shy. I think she’s gone through a lot.”

“She has,” I said. I wasn’t sure if they knew she’d been an assassin, but it didn’t matter for now. That was what I loved about Ava and the rest of them. They didn’t stick their noses where they didn’t belong. They minded their own business. It wasn’t always easy finding girls like that since they were so prone to gossip and drama.

When the massage was finished, they came over with my clothes. “Thank you, the massage was lovely.”

“You’re welcome,” they said in unison and bowed down.

I put on my bra and slid my panties up my long legs. I donned my royal dress with a modest V-neck and slits on the sides. I glanced out the window and was greeted by a bright ray of sunshine peeking through fluffy white clouds. A gentle breeze rustled the leaves on the trees, making them dance in a peaceful rhythm. It looked like it was going to be a beautiful day. The ambassador of Selppin should return with an answer to our demands. I wasn’t expecting much since I knew it would be dire regardless.

“Are you feeling tense?” Ava asked kindly. Even if she was finished with the massage, she thought of me regardless. She didn’t only have a tender touch but a tender heart. She was a rare, warm beauty.

“A little, but that type of tenseness won’t go away with just a massage,” I told her, my lips curving in a smile. “For now, I feel as relaxed as I can be.”

“I’m glad,” she said and dipped her head.

“Give me some time for myself,” I told her.

“As you wish,” she said and strode out with her friends.

I closed my eyes and imagined I was in a meadow. I let the sounds of chirping birds, rustling leaves, and running water flow over me. The sun warmed my skin, and I felt a sense of peace wash over me as I focused on the beauty of nature around me.

I thought of my daughter too, wondering what she was up to. I hoped she didn’t have to think of anything more than household chores. It might be dull, but it was better than having to think of a hundred different things at once.

I thought of Darian. I regretted I hadn’t told Kevin to bring him as well. I wanted him here, just any excuse to see him, but this wasn’t a little excuse. He had been involved in the recent events after all.

Shortly after, someone knocked on my door. “Who is it?”

“Thalia,” she said. “Darian, your daughter and Flora have paid us a visit.”

My eyes lit up. I had just thought about her. To be fair, I thought of her constantly. I rose and opened the door. “Where are they?” I asked. I felt uplifted. I hadn’t seen my daughter in weeks, and I craved to hug her and see her smile again, especially now that she wasn’t a virgin any longer.

“They are dismounting at the moment. I caught them while I was out on a walk,” she said.

I hurried down the stairs and got there just in time when I saw them entering the castle. “Mom!” Isadora said joyfully. Her eyes lit up and a wide smile spread across her face. She dashed towards me and wrapped her arms around my neck, squeezing me tightly. I could feel the warmth of her breath on my cheek and her familiar sweet scent. We hadn’t been apart for this long in years, and as I hugged her back, I felt all the emotions of missing her flood over me. I melted in her arms, realizing how much I’d missed her.

“Oh, Isadora,’ I said, letting my hand run down her back and up again to her beautiful hair.

I held her close, our chests pressed together, and I could feel the steady rhythm of her heart. Each beat seemed to radiate love. A wave of euphoria washed over me, causing my legs to tremble with warmth and joy. “How’s it going?”

“I’m so happy to see you,” she said, breaking the hug. We looked each other in the eyes, her sapphire gems twinkling. Even if I hadn’t seen her for two weeks, she looked more mature than last time. She was a grown woman now after all and someone’s bonded.

“I’m so glad to see you too … What a pleasant surprise,” I said.

“It was Darian’s idea,” she said. “He thought it was a good idea to come after what happened … Have you heard?”

I nodded. “I received dreadful news …. I can’t think of them now that you stand here. You’re too bright, lighting up all the gloom in this world.”

“You do,” she said stubbornly, her eyes sweeping over me. “Do you want to say hi to Darian?”

“Of course I do,” I said.

She stepped aside, and I saw Darian stride toward me with Flora on his side. My lips curved in a smile, and I felt that effect he had on me that no man had. I felt excited to see him, a tingling sensation in my chest. My arousal started to trickle down from my womanhood. I was proud that I had given birth to a daughter that he wanted to bond with. I reached out my hand to him, and he accepted it. His handshake was firm and strong, making me melt.

“I’m glad to see you, Your Highness.” He kissed my hand, and I tried to suppress the impending blush. If that kiss was only on my lips. It would have been a kiss to die for.

“Darian, it’s a pleasure,” I said. “You came right in time … I just thought of sending you a letter, asking you to come.”

“I can imagine after what had recently taken place,” he said.

I looked over to Flora who beamed upon seeing me. She handed me the pregnancy logs. “Thank you. You’re a good girl.”

“Isadora helps out too.”

I exchanged glances with my daughter. “I try,” Isadora said with a grin.

I turned my attention back to Darian. “How’s my daughter treating you?”

“Like a king,” he said, making Isadora chuckle.

“That’s fair since you treat me like a princess.”

My temperature spiked when I saw how Isadora drowned in love. The way she looked at him, I could easily imagine the drops trickling down to her panties.

“Where’s Marcia?” he asked. “Is she taken care of?”

I grinned and understood there was another reason he wanted to come. “Kevin told me what you wanted to tell me. We haven’t lifted a finger against her, and she’s being treated like a princess. Don’t worry. She’s been given a room not far from the guest room you slept in.”

“I’ll see if I can find her,” he said and took Flora’s hand.

“Darian … Today we can sleep in my bedroom,” Isadora said.

“Sure,” Darian said.

“Is it okay if I snatch my daughter from you for an hour or so?” I asked him.

“Of course,” he said and patted Isadora’s back. “We talked about this earlier.”

“A kiss?” Isadora asked as she perched on her tiptoes. They held the kiss for a couple of seconds, enough to arouse me even more.

“See you,” he said. They walked off as the servants helped them find Marcia, leaving me alone with my daughter.

“What should we do?” I asked.

“A walk in the garden,” she suggested.

“Come,” I said and thought it was a lovely idea.

I noticed she was holding something in her hand, an envelope. “What do you have in your hand?”

“It’s my letter to you,” she said happily. “I thought maybe I could read it to you out loud since I’m here.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” I said. “I would love to … Every time I read your letters, I was crying.”

“Why were you crying?”

“Because your words meant so much to me,” I told her. “I appreciate that you are thinking of me.”

“Of course, I’m thinking about you,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “You’re my mother. I want you to be happy too.”

“There’s nothing that can make me happier than seeing you,” I said, taking her hand and giving it a squeeze of affection.

We exited the castle and headed toward the garden. “Is Elara here?”

“She’s with a friend,” I told her. “She’ll be back for dinner.”

“Nice,” she said, beaming. “Did you take some time off to relax?”

I nodded. “My maids have massaged me more frequently, and it has helped. But as you know, there’s been some unexpected events recently.”

She sighed and dropped her gaze. “I know … Mom, do you think I’m to blame for all this?”

I halted and looked at her. “What are you saying?”

“I don’t know … I just regret so many things,” she said with her eyes on the ground. “I shouldn’t have accepted it in the first place, and now they’re trying to kill him.”

I pushed her hair behind her ears. “We’ve already spoken about this, Darling. You have nothing to do with this. You don’t kill someone because you call off a marriage or divorce someone. They should know that.”

“You’re right, I suppose,” she said. “Forget that I asked, but I’ve been a bit upset lately because of all this.”

“I’m not going to allow you to beat yourself up over this,” I said and patted her back. “Let it go.”

“I’ll try,” she said with a smile.

“What about cakes and pies?” I asked her, trying to steer the conversation away from the recent drama. “Have you toned down your sweets intake?”

Her lips slid into an impending grin, and she was about to giggle. “A little,” she said.

I patted her back. “Come on, Isadora. You promised me.”

“I try, but this girl named Marie keeps showing up with all these cakes. There are so many girls there who are on their knees for him.”

“I know,” I said. I could also be on my knees for him. I found him so attractive that I craved to kneel for him. “What about you … Have you also been on your knees for him?”

“More than I can count,” she said with pinkening cheeks.

I was glad we could openly speak about this. Not every parent has this open relationship with their children. “And does he enjoy it?”

She nodded eagerly. “I think so … But you were right. He doesn’t seem to be that picky, so I was insecure for no reason. He does most of the job, and when he does, it feels so good.”

“I can imagine,” I said and briefly dreamed of having him inside me, but I quickly suppressed those dreams, knowing it was inappropriate here and now. “What about children, have you thought of that too?”

“Eh,” she said and looked away. Now she was becoming a bit shy. “Not really. I want to, but not for now. Maybe in a couple of years … How old were you when you got pregnant?”

“Twenty-one,” I told her. “But when I was nineteen, I didn’t think of children either, but a year later it all just switched so suddenly. Enjoy your youth while it lasts.”

“That too, but I want to remain attractive to him first and foremost,” she said. “I can’t believe how he has the stamina to mate with all those girls, and in addition, he loves me and Flora during the evening.”

I was about to say something, perhaps steering the conversation away to something else. She was making me wet when she told me about Darian in that way.

“Like yesterday,” she said and continued her speech. “He bred three girls in the morning, then when we left, Felicia went down on him in the town hall, and then I had my first threesome with Flora before sleep.”

“Oh,” I said, trying my hardest to hide my arousal. But she sure was making it difficult for me. I thought of perhaps letting go. Deep inside, I wanted to ask a couple of more questions, perhaps get some more lovely images I could masturbate to later. When I realized what she had said, I stopped for a moment. “Wait, in the town hall?”

“Apparently,” she said. “He was about to tell Felicia that we were leaving, and she took him inside, and they were there for a couple of minutes before he and Felicia came outside. It wasn’t difficult to tell what went on there since Felicia had the widest grin I’d ever seen.”

“Huh,” I said. “She has to be careful. The women who work there won’t like that.”

“I suppose,” she said with a shrug. “But I thought he’d be numb by night, but he still wants me.”

“Well, you have yourself to blame,” I told her. “You’re so attractive that he can’t stop thinking of you.”

“I’m glad … He turns me on too.”

We neared a bench, and it was here we’d been a couple of weeks ago. “Can I read my letter to you?”

“Of course,” I said. It felt like a breath of fresh air as all politics just faded, and it was just me and my daughter left in this world.

She looked at me with her curious eyes. “Do you want to open it?”

“Sure,” I said. “But you’ll read it for me.”

“Okay,” she said and handed it to me.

I opened it, and it took a bit longer than necessary. My fingers were a bit jittery. “Do you also have butterflies?” she asked me.

“A little,” I said, she infected me with her grin. Finally, I opened it and slipped out the letter. I felt a similar sensation as the other times I’d open one of her envelopes. I handed it to her, and couldn’t wait to hear what she’d written.

“Hi Mom,” she said with a deep smile, glancing at me as she read. I gently caressed her thigh, letting her take her time. “I’m trying my best to tone it down on the sweets, but it’s becoming more challenging than I thought. Don’t worry, I’m not eating a cake a day, but more like every other day.

“I agree. I love spending time with loved ones. I love massaging Darian too, seeing happiness is the best feeling in the world. That’s how I’ve always felt when I spend time with you too. I wished we had spent more time with each other instead of quarreling. When I think back at some of those moments, there could be some stupid things that I wished I could let go of.

“I know that I’m Darian’s girl, and I’m there for him when he needs me, but sometimes I feel like what I do isn’t adequate. I just want to do something more. I guess it’s just me who’s so in love with him. What do you think? He’s all over my boobs and to be fair, I’m all over his chest. He looks amazing shirtless.

“He told me about The Sacred Seed. You’ve done a great job at keeping it a secret, and I’ve also tried to suck him slower. One night, I sucked him so slowly, he kept pushing his penis into my mouth, begging to go quicker. I think I really got to him.

“I think he wants more than five a day, and at the same time, they truly are desperate. I understand where they’re coming from. If I was one of them, I wouldn’t have acted any differently. In fact, I would probably sneak into his home just to hug him. I’m not feeling any envy at all. I’m just glad he’s chosen me to be his bonded, and that I’m special to him. He sure is special to me, and lovemaking is the best feeling in the world.

“I no longer feel the pain as I used to, so I have gotten used to it completely. In fact, I crave him. I told Flora that you miss her and her soft hands, and she became so happy.

“You should have high standards because you’re a gorgeous woman. You have many men to choose from. I find it hard to believe you haven’t found anyone. It doesn’t sound right to me that you’re sleeping by yourself. I sleep a lot better since being intimate with Darian. I’m not feeling bad for you, but I want you to be happy. I get that you’re also the queen of this kingdom, or maybe I don’t. To me, you’ll always be my mother first and foremost, and I’ve enjoyed being with you since I was a child. Mom, I miss you too, and I hope we can see each other as soon as possible, just taking a walk together or just talking about random things.

“I’ll try my best to cut down on cakes. I promise. I love you too, Mom.”

She lowered the letter from her face, and my eyes welled up again. I pulled her close. My arms wrapped around her waist, my cheek pressed against hers as I held her in a warm embrace. “Oh, that was lovely,” I told her, feeling my emotions rise.

“It took a long time to write it,” she admitted while holding onto me.

There were so many emotions, I wasn’t sure where to begin. The sections of Darian had aroused me, and then she went back and told me how much she loved me. Then I felt the affection of being her mother. It was like the best of both worlds, just pure euphoria. “I sure needed to hear that,” I said. “It warmed my heart.”

“It warmed mine too,” she said while lingering in my embrace.

I kissed her forehead, breaking the hug to look into her eyes. “Do you want me to talk about it now?”

She mulled it over. “Just one thing … Do you think what I do is enough for him?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” I told her. “I already told you before, don’t be so insecure. I know he’s hot and all that, but you don’t have to overthink it. Just with sex, just relax and he’ll take care of you.”

She gave me a look. “Mom, you called him hot.”

“Yeah … He is.”

“So you do find him attractive,” she said.

“I’ve told you before,” I said and ruffled her hair.

She was about to say something more but didn’t. Instead, she reached into her pocket and took a tissue. She dabbed it on my cheeks, drying my tears. I chuckled in joy.

“You’re so precious,” I said.

“You are,” she said and leaned her head against my shoulder. We sat there and enjoyed the moment for a little bit longer. Eventually, we rose and went for a longer walk. We talked about memories, and we could go on for an eternity.

We reached a spot where we could see the western entrance. The ambassador with a couple of men from Selppin dismounted. I wasn’t smiling as deeply as earlier.

“Are those from Selppin?” she asked me, her look souring.

“They are,” I said and patted her back. “I was waiting for them earlier till you showed up. Can you please leave me alone for a couple of hours? We can spend time later.”

She nodded, pacified and understanding. “That’s fine,” she said.

Her words and tone surprised me. I was prepared to argue that she had to leave me alone but not this time. “Really?”

“Yeah,” she said, cocking her head to the side. “Always when Darian wants some time for himself, I step aside.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, smiling briefly. “Just a hug before you leave.”

She gladly fell into my arms, and I embraced her and let go of her. “Good luck,” she told me.”

“Thank you,” I said, which was something I sure needed. I entered the castle and found Thalia looking around.

“Your Highness, the ambassador has returned.”

“I saw him outside,” I said. “Bring my advisors.”

“They’re already present,” she said with a nod.

I was grateful that my daughter and Darian had shown up, so I could clear my mind and relax before diving back into politics. I was prepared for anything. If they wanted war then we would give it to them.

The ambassador strode in, and I greeted him formally with a nod. I didn’t want to shake his hands for now, and he understood. I led them into a room where my advisors were already seated.

I wanted to get straight to the point. “So, tell me how Fyodor has responded,” I said firmly.

The ambassador wiped his sweaty brow. He was an overweight man with silver hair and wrinkles all over his face. His negotiators didn’t look any more appealing for that matter. “Fyodor denies any involvement in any assassination attempt, by him and the rest of his kingdom. He insists that there’s been a misunderstanding. He wants to make it clear to you that we have no interest in killing a commoner.”

I scowled and should’ve suspected we were going in that direction. His words provoked me, and the way he called Darian for a commoner was disrespectful. “We are one hundred percent sure he’s behind it,” I said coldly. “His denial doesn’t mean anything to us.”

“I’m the messenger,” he said calmly. “These are his words.”

“And his words are rotten,” I said as he shrank under my gaze. “Go on.”

“He’d like to make you an offer instead since he feels deeply wounded by these accusations. He wants to arrange a duel. Eldric against Darian.”

I closed my eyes and sucked in a deep breath. I wasn’t sure how to respond to his madness, and I was surprised he would stoop so low.

“It’s a peaceful solution,” he added.

“We didn’t draw first blood,” I reminded him. “He did.”

“As far as I know, Darian still lives and no blood has been drawn yet,” he said and wiped his sweaty forehead with a handkerchief.

“It’s because his pathetic attempt failed.”

“And he swears that he isn’t guilty. Innocent till proven guilty.”

“And his so-called innocence is meaningless to us.”

He looked over to one of his negotiators and nudged him with his elbow. He cleared his throat and took over. “We know that you’re stronger than us … But how many more men should perish in war?” he said. “You will barely have any men left. If Eldric and Darian can settle this dispute through peaceful means, then that will be a preferred solution. You may be able to flatten our kingdom to ruins, but no one wants to see this kind of suffering happening again.”

I listened to his words, and I exchanged glances with Thalia. She looked equally as thoughtful as I did. “I have to discuss this with my associates. Secondly, it’s up to Darian whether he wants to agree on this or not.”

“We have all weekend, Your Highness,” he said and dipped his head.

I dismissed them and looked at Thalia. “What do you think?”

“It doesn’t surprise me that he denies involvement in the attempt, so he shields himself from your demands.”

“You’re right,” I said. “But his denial means nothing to us, and you know that.”

“I do,” she said. “But their offer might even be preferred for us. I have met both Darian and Eldric. I don’t even have to think twice about who the winner will be, and at the same time, it will provide an opportunity to overthrow their insecure family.”

“You’re missing an important point,” I told her. “I don’t want to throw him into danger after what he’s done. And I know my daughter won’t like this either. She’s already blaming herself for all this drama. Selppin won’t fight fair, mark my words.”

“We should summon Darian and speak to him,” Thalia said. “It’s pointless without his opinion.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Let’s find him. The rest of you can remain till we talk with the ambassador again.” They nodded briefly as we headed off to search for him. He was outside with Isadora, Flora and Marcia. They were just sitting and talking on wood logs, enjoying their time. I approached them, and Darian saw me first and was followed by the rest of them.

“Are you done?” Isadora asked me eagerly.

“Not yet, sweetheart,” I said and fixed my eyes on Darian. “I’ll have to borrow your bonded for an hour or two.”

“That’s fine,” Isadora said, understanding.

“I’ll be back,” he told his girls as he rose to his feet.

I waited, looking at Isadora, preparing to argue again, but she didn’t. “What?” Isadora asked, looking at me funny.

“Nothing,” I said. “Should we eat dinner together?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “Will there be apple pie for dessert?”

I chuckled. “Sure thing,” I said, and she made me smile. I exchanged glances with Darian, and I took him with me to the castle with Thalia beside him. “What have you done to my daughter?”

“What?”

“I was prepared to argue with her,” I said. “She gets curious and foxy whenever I want to discuss something in private.”

“I tamed her,” he said with a chuckle.

“Good enough answer for me,” I said, and he infected me with his laughter. I remembered how she’d written in one of her letters that she did feel tamed. I owed him a thank you. “I’ll give you some background info before asking you this. When we found out about the assassination attempt, we demanded Fyodor to step down or that we would put his kingdom under siege. His ambassador returned today and Fyodor denied involvement in the assassination attempt. Instead, he gave us, or you, an offer to face Eldric in a duel. Personally, I don’t like this at all, and I’m still willing to mobilize our troops. I don’t take his provocations lightly.”

He listened to my words and took his time to respond. “The more I hear about that family, the more I despise them. If I can get my hands on them myself, then I want to. I want it so badly that I can taste it.” His voice made me melt, and he sounded like a true warrior. All those hundreds of women hadn’t made him soft at all. He was still razor-sharp and stiff.

I stopped and looked him in the eyes. He held my gaze, and the firm look in his eyes made my knees grow weak. He was everything a man should be. “Are you sure?”

“Your Highness, what he did was despicable. Not only does he not want to admit to his actions but resorts to cheap lies on top of it. We can’t let this slide. And you know that. These are your words after all.”

My lips curved in a smile as he remembered my words. “During the calls to arms,” I said. “The speech before we sent you to the frontline.”

“I don’t fear anyone. If they want a duel, I’ll accept it with pleasure,” he said while I listened intently to his words. “We’re already having trouble rebuilding the kingdom.”

“Mark my words, they won’t fight fairly,” I told him. His confidence had won me over, but I had to remind him of a couple of things. “I know you’ll crush Eldric in an honest battle, but when they have stooped so low, I hardly think they’ll fight fair.”

“I’ve fought dishonest enemies for five years. I have the experience.”

“Right …”

“I’ll come with you and tell it to him directly,” he said without a trace of fear.

Exactly what a man would do. I brought him with me and summoned the ambassador again. Since the conversation was brief, we took it while standing. Darian did all the talking. “You may tell Eldric that I accept the duel,” he told him firmly.

“Fyodor don’t you mean?” he stuttered and shrank under Darian’s gaze. I couldn’t help but think how he’d just called him a commoner.

Darian frowned. “If he wants to be part of it, I’ll fight him too.”

He swallowed hard. “Uhm, no it’s only Eldric.”

“Then you tell Eldric,” Darian said.

“Before the duel, you’ll have to meet at the border to make this official,” he said.

“I’ll be there tomorrow at noon.”

“Okay,” he said without making eye contact. “Anything you’d like to add?”

“No,” he told him.

The ambassador dipped his head and rose with his negotiators. He left without looking at me or Darian. I looked at Darian, and he looked at me. “How are you feeling?” I asked him.

“He could at least make some eye contact,” he said, making my lips slide into a smile.

“You shouldn’t expect much from weaklings,” I told him.

“You’re right,” he said and we exchanged glances. I wasn’t sure what to say, and it felt kind of awkward. I was dying to have a conversation with him about something.

“I’ll return to Isadora,” he said, looking me in the eyes.

He spoke with confidence. I smiled, glad that he thought of her. “That’s okay,” I said. “We’ll see each other during dinner.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” he said.

I leaned against the doorframe as I saw him stride out. I cursed myself for not being able to find a topic to speak about. Maybe he didn’t want to. Maybe he just wanted to get back my daughter’s honey. I wasn’t sure what to think of this duel, but he decided for himself.

Dinner was a couple of hours away, and I wasn’t sure how to spend my time now. Earlier, I’d been dwelling upon these problems, but they were sort of solved now with the exception of the duel. We also had to make sure Fyodor would actually leave. He had already stooped low and could stoop lower.

Thalia placed her hands on my shoulders, making me jump. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“I didn’t know you were still here.”

“You have all the right reasons to go and relax for a moment. It’s been a long day.”

My lips softened into a smile. “You’re right,” I said. “I’ll go fetch my maids and we’ll see each other for dinner.”

* * *

Lying on the massage table, I purred as their young fingers worked the tight knots out of my shoulders and muscles. It felt amazing as my maids rubbed oil over my body and gently massaged me. The soothing rhythm of their hands melted away my stress, leaving me relaxed. I could feel the tension easing from my body, replaced by a warm, comforting sensation. They made me forget the worries of the kingdom for a while.

I sighed in relief. “Oh, girls, that’s lovely,” I said while I looked out the window, seeing the sun dip lower. I had taken a bath earlier, and it sure had been tempting to touch myself. I hadn’t even expected him to come in the first place. It was a pleasant surprise even if I would have summoned him later. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise that he accepted such a duel. He was fearless, and he had the experiences. Just the thought of seeing him fight for my daughter turned me on. I tried not to think of Selppin. I just thought of all the pleasant things in life, like the walk with my daughter, the letter she’d written me and read out loud. She’d given it to me, and I wanted to write to her back later and read it out loud to her before bedtime.

Someone knocked on the door. “Mom?” I heard Isadora’s voice.

“Give me a towel and tell her to come. You may take a break,” I said. Her voice sounded sullen. It worried me, and I hoped nothing bad had happened. I wrapped the towel under my breasts, and they went to the door and welcomed Isadora inside. Her face had darkened, but her eyes lit up upon seeing me.

She quickly walked toward me and studied me as I stood there with a towel. “Have you been showering?” she asked.

“A bath first then a massage,” I said.

“I’m not disturbing you?”

“No,” I said firmly and patted her back. “You’re my priority. You’ll never disturb me. Do you want to talk about something?”

She nodded, and I took her with me to the balcony. We sat down on the plush chairs and enjoyed the sunny weather and the sounds of rustling leaves. “Darian told me why you wanted to see him,” she said, her voice weighed down by gloom. “Why do they have to take it this far?”

“It’s a good question,” I said and looked skyward. “Some men don’t know what a no means. They think they can force two puzzle pieces that don’t fit with brute force. In the end, you just ruin them both.”

“I agree,” she said and sniveled. “I don’t want Darian to go. I just want him next to me.”

I smiled. “I understand, darling. But I didn’t encourage him to go. It was his decision. But don’t worry, Darian is strong and you know that.”

“I know,” she said. “But how can they suggest such a thing? I thought duels were a part of the past. I thought they’d at least apologize for trying to kill him.”

She was right, there hadn’t been one in decades. Even when I grew up they weren’t that common. The world was mostly at peace then, but duels saved blood instead of sending entire kingdoms to war. “I agree with you,” I said and patted her back. “Just give Darian time to train again, and he’ll be fine. I promise you.”

She sighed. “I guess,” she said. “I just wished we could be left alone.”

“You will be after Darian’s slain him,” I told her.

“But it still makes me nervous,” she said. “This must be held at a neutral place. I would never trust them.”

“We’ve already thought of that. We haven’t discussed where it will be yet, but it certainly won’t be near Selppin.”

Isadora leaned her head against my shoulders for a little, and I held her. “Are you growing hungry?” I asked her.

She nodded and a smile curved her lips. “You talk so softly now.”

“Because I listened to your advice about relaxing,” I told her.

“And the man part?” she asked, looking up at me with her round, curious eyes.

“Uhm … One thing at a time.”

“That’s fine,” she said and hugged me back. “I love seeing you healthy and glowing.”

“That’s how I love seeing you too,” I said and pressed my lips to her cheeks. “Have you spoken to Elara yet?”

“She hasn’t returned yet,” she said. “Erik said she’ll be back anytime soon. I have like a million things to tell her.”

I stifled a chuckle. “I can imagine … Why don’t you go fetch Darian and the rest of his girls for me? We can meet at the dining hall.”

“Girls, don’t you mean Flora?”

“What about Marcia?” I asked her, searching her face.

“Yeah,” she said with a chuckle. “He likes her too.”

“It’s not difficult to see that,” I said. We both rose to our feet. She hurried off to her friends, and I found some clothes to wear. I stood in front of my wardrobe, and my eyes swept over the clothes. I wanted to wear something nice for Darian, but I didn’t want something too sexy so it was inappropriate, but I still wanted him to notice me.

I chose a knee-length pencil dress that wasn’t too tight. It was pink, and golden and had a modest V-neck. It would do for now. I sprayed some perfume on me, and I went into the bathroom to apply some makeup. I swiped lipstick over my lips till they were red and full.

Next, I reached for a tube of mascara and coated my dark blonde lashes, layering them until they framed my eyes. Turning my attention to my complexion, I picked up a fluffy brush and swept a light dusting of powder over my skin, giving it a soft glow that caught the light just right. I tried not to overdo it. It was just a dinner and nothing more special.

I walked into the dining hall, and Elara stood at the doorway. “Have you heard?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly. “Where is she?”

“I asked her to fetch Darian and Flora for me. She should be here any second,” I replied, glancing around.

As Isadora came up the stairs, Elara’s face lit up. They rushed toward each other and embraced warmly, fitting together perfectly as they held each other.

“I’m so happy to see you again,” Isadora said.

Elara pulled back slightly, her eyes shining with excitement. “I missed you so much! Tell me everything. How have you been? What’s new?”

Isadora laughed, her joy infectious. “So much has happened in these two weeks. I can’t wait to fill you in on all the details.”

Falling into each other’s arms again, they embraced each other till Darian, Flora and Marcia came along. We took a seat, and we kept the duel out of the conversation.

As we settled into our seats, the scent of roasted lamb and vegetables wafted through the air. The servants brought out steaming plates of lamb roast, perfectly cooked with a crispy exterior and a pink interior. The roasted vegetables glistened with a golden glaze.

Before filling my plate with food, I glanced at Darian and noticed that his eyes were on my breasts. He tried to look away briefly, and I tried my hardest not to smile. He was sitting close to Marcia and Isadora, and Isadora sat next to Elara. They went on a talking spree, and Isadora recounted her adventures over the past two weeks, her voice vivid as she described the places she had seen and the people she had met. Elara listened intently, hanging in there.

“Congratulations on being bonded,” she said, happy for her sake. Although I could tell she wanted some too.

We enjoyed the roast and the company. It felt nice to be able to take this moment for ourselves and have dinner in peace while forgetting about the daily stress that had plagued us recently.

I managed to talk to Darian now and then too. It wasn’t difficult to notice how he was the most popular person at this table.

After dinner, we were served apple pie, and to my and Elara’s surprise, Isadora chose a smaller piece than I. “This counts as trying,” she said with a wink.

“Now and then doesn’t hurt,” I told her. “As long as you aren’t eating it every day.”

“What happened to you?” Elara asked with a giggle. “I thought you would take the entire pie and run away.”

Isadora giggled. “I promised my mother to eat less pie.”

“I see,” Elara said, grinning. “More for me.”

It had been joyful to spend this evening together. The sun would soon set, and we would soon go to sleep. Before they left, I made sure to borrow Darian for a sec. “I’ll want to talk to him for a minute,” I told Isadora.

“That’s fine, I have a lot of catching up to do with Elara … Can I come later and say goodnight?”

“Of course, Darling,” I said.

She went off with Elara and the rest of the girls till only Darian was left. I always felt extra intimate and warm when it was just him and I. He made sure to look me in the eyes and not at my breasts, although I didn’t mind a little bit of both. “How’s the dinner?”

“Lovely,” he said with a smile. “It feels good to get my mind on something else.”

“You took the words out of my mouth,” I said. “This won’t take long. I just want to let you know if you want, you can take a break from breeding. I think the duel might be a bit more important.”

He shook his head. “I can handle both, but I’ll breed fewer women,” he said.

I nodded. It was also an excuse so he could be here. I wanted him here … as close to me as possible. “I respect your choice. So will you return to the Fertile Valley?”

“Yes, after I’ve faced Eldric and accepted it,” he said. “Marcia will come with us.”

My lips curved in a smile. That man could have any woman he wanted. “I see,” I said. “For now, sleep well. Tomorrow, my cohorts will show you the way to the border.”

He nodded, and I could tell from his eyes that he wanted to see Eldric right away. “You too,” he said, his lips curving in a smile. “Sweet dreams.”

It was informal, but it made me smile. He was with my daughter, so I wanted less formalities, so to speak. While Isadora was gone, I decided to reread her letter and write back to her. I wanted to read it out loud to her as well while she was here. I reread her letter, and it made my temperature spike. It was so lovely, her words warming my soul.

I took a quill, paper and ink and started writing. It all flowed so well. It felt a bit different knowing that she was here, but it just made it feel a bit more special. When I was done, I reread it and was satisfied. It hadn’t taken me longer than an hour.

Eventually, she knocked on the door. “Mom, can I come in?”

“Yes, sweetheart,” I told her. She opened the door and peeked first before stepping inside. She was dressed in her nightgown, her hair damp yet scented with roses. She was newly showered and looked sparkling clean. “What have you been up to?”

“Talking with Elara,” she said. “And you?”

“I just wrote my letter to you,” I told her.

“Will you read it out loud?”

I nodded. “Come, let’s sit on the couch,” I said.

We settled down and made ourselves comfy. I looked at the letter and then looked at her. “I admire your courage. It’s a bit different reading it out loud.”

“I told you,” she said and tried to peek at it. “Read it out loud before I turn into a fox and read it myself.”

I laughed till tears welled up in my eyes. “I know for a fact those aren’t empty threats … Give me a second.” I took a deep breath and lifted the letter to my eyes. “Hi Isadora,” I said, and her face softened into a smile. “I’m glad you’re cutting back on sweets. If something is challenging, take it one step at a time. There’s no point in rushing. Slow and steady wins the race. I don’t like bringing up the war, but our enemy often rushed into our well-prepared lines. Sometimes you have to take a deep breath and be patient, just like you’ve told me.

“Don’t fight the past. Use that energy to rebuild the future. If you regret something, learn from it to overcome future obstacles. That way, you won’t beat yourself up, you’ll have less anxiety, and you’ll be more productive. It’s impossible to live without regrets because we all make mistakes and will continue to do so. I’m not perfect either, but I’ve learned to recognize what works and what doesn’t. You have the same traits. You’re intelligent too.”

“What you do for Darian is adequate, but I understand how you feel. Part of it is insecurity, and part of it is pure love. There’s nothing wrong with the love part, but insecurity is a problem. You can tell the difference between the two when you just want to be there for him versus wanting to be noticed by him. Listen to your heart.

“When you suck him and he pushes his penis into your mouth, it means that you’re doing the job properly. Just as I wrote above, you have nothing to be insecure over. He loves you from the bottom of his heart. Otherwise, he wouldn’t risk his life for you. Actions speak louder than words. You can tell anyone that you love her, but without action to back it up, it’s void.

“The Sacred Seed enhances a man’s virility, which explains why he wants to bed so many women. At the same time, the women here are in a desperate situation, fearing they’ll never conceive. To them, Darian is not only a hero for protecting the kingdom in war but also because he’s strong enough to father children.

“Regarding my high standards, you’re forgetting one thing about men: many are intimidated by women in high positions. When I see a man who’s intimidated by me, it’s an instant turn-off. I simply don’t want him. Right now, I’ve never been so happy. Spending time with you means as much to me as spending time with any man. You have no reason to feel bad for me. Despite the difficult times, I wouldn’t wish for any other life or any other daughter than you. Anytime you want to take a walk with me, I’ll be there, and we’ll go hand in hand until the sun sets. I love you, Isadora.”

I lowered the letter, and now it was my daughter’s turn to shed happy tears in front of me. She launched herself into a sideways hug, her body pressed against mine, and I could feel the softness of her young breasts against my own. “That’s so sweet,” she said in a soft voice.

I took a tissue and dried her eyes. “Every word came from my heart.”

“Do you think I’m intelligent?” she asked, looking up at me.

“I do,” I affirmed. “There’s more to you than just beauty.” I ran my fingers through her blonde hair.

“Thank you… You know, there was a time when everyone mistook me for my beauty. I felt like they only talked to me because I was the princess. Darian was the first man who talked to me, Isadora, not just the princess of Anigava.”

“I understand,” I said, patting her back. We had discussed this before, and I empathized with her concern. “I know where you’re coming from.”

We held each other for a little longer, savoring the moment. She was my only daughter, and it made me cling to her a bit tighter than usual, but I was relieved she didn’t seem to mind. “You’re not falling asleep, are you?” I asked.

“No,” she replied. “But I probably should get going … Darian mentioned he has to wake up early tomorrow.”

“That’s right,” I nodded. “He’s traveling to the border. He should be back tomorrow afternoon.”

She sighed. “It is what it is.”

“Remember what I said about regrets. I’m sure those words will guide you on your journey.”

“I think so too… There were so many great pieces of advice.”

“It’s because I want the best for you.”

She gave me one final hug for the night. As we stood up, I slipped the letter into an envelope and handed it to her. Watching her leave, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of envy knowing Darian would be with her while I slept alone. “Good night.”

She paused, catching my eye. “Why do you look sad?”

“I’m not,” I assured her with a wry smile.

“Okay …” she said, eyeing me suspiciously. “Anyway, Sweet dreams.”

“You too,” I replied, closing the door behind her. It was true, I wasn’t sad, but there was a hint of envy lingering, something I didn’t want to acknowledge.

It was time to go to bed. The darkness had settled outside, with stars shimmering in the night sky. It had been a day filled not only with headaches and surprises but also with arousal. It began when Isadora read that letter to me, and since then, I couldn’t stop fantasizing about Darian. His firm voice and confidence made my knees weak.

I took off my clothes and gently crawled under the sheets. I reached the seam of my panties and slipped my hand inside. I slid my fingers past my pubic hair and reached the wet spot in the middle. Closing my eyes, I touched around, noticing that I was unusually wet. I couldn’t believe I’d walked around with a puddle for most of the day. This was what I looked forward to every time I went to bed—masturbating and fantasizing about Darian. I drew a circle, getting into the mood. I slipped in a finger and fingered myself. It was getting warmer and warmer. With my left hand, I squeezed my breasts, my nipples so sharp they could cut a paper.

I thrust my fingers in and out, soft and steady, imagining Darian’s touch, his lips on my skin and breath on my neck. I pinched my nipples, feeling the pleasure course through my body. My arousal grew stronger with each stroke, and I could feel my heart pounding against my chest. I moaned softly, the sound echoing in the darkness of my room.

“Ah, Darian,” I whispered his name as I dived deeper into my forbidden fantasy.

As I continued to touch myself, I could feel the familiar sensation building within me. My breathing became heavier, and I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of his strong touch. He was there with me, his arms around me, holding me close, and his lips softly whispering promises of pleasure. I want you, Aurora. I swore I heard his voice. I swore I felt his erection sliding in and out. I lifted my pelvis and fingered myself a bit quicker, finding the perfect rhythm. I was getting there, reaching the peak. I didn’t bother stifling my moans. I just let go, and the orgasm washed over me like a tidal wave, sending shivers through my entire being. “Oh, Darian,” I said at the very peak before I came down from my high.

As the waves subsided, I lay there, catching my breath, and feeling a mix of satisfaction and guilt. I looked into a dark room and quickly pulled my hand out of my sticky panties. “Gosh, that was intense,” I said. But deep inside, I knew the real thing would even be better.


Chapter 11

Darian

Irode on top of my chestnut stallion, following the riders who guided me in the right path. We were making our way to the borders of Selppin. It was a four-hour-long ride. I had woken up extra early, which had been difficult when being sandwiched between two girls.

Last night, I had skipped any sexual activity. I had slept in Isadora’s bedroom, and She and Elara had shown me all her stuff and shared their memories. It was lovely, and I felt bad having to interrupt to say I needed to sleep early.

I had gotten along well with Marcia. Yesterday I could see her in the daylight, and she looked so much more attractive without her sorrow. I had asked her if she wanted to come with me, and she’d happily said yes. It wasn’t difficult to see that she had a thing for me, and I had always been intrigued by girls who could fight. There weren’t many of them around, and she had promised to show me.

“We aren’t far now,” one of them said as we rode ahead.

I nodded. The lush green pastures gradually gave way to rocky terrain, the once fertile land becoming increasingly barren and rugged. We were reaching no man’s land, with the jagged rocks and sparse vegetation signaling our approach to the borders of Selppin. The air grew hotter, and the sense of desolation deepened. It was different compared to a blooming meadow, but I knew there was no beautiful flower waiting for me on the horizon.

We arrived at the border. I saw dust rising in the distance. It was Eldric with his own cohort emerging from the horizon, riding toward us. He yanked the reins and came to a halt. Dressed in a purple and white tunic, he dismounted. His brown hair was cut short, and a scabbard hung from his trousers. Even in high-heeled boots, he was still a couple of inches shorter than me. He looked to be in his early twenties, a few years younger than I was, but I hadn’t bothered to ask. I couldn’t have cared less.

I looked at him for a second before dismounting. My entourage came with me, and we went up to the line separating Anigava from Selppin. Standing a couple of feet away from each other, we looked each other in the eyes for a second. I saw anger and envy, a mixture that would hardly help in his situation.

“A commoner, eh?” he spat spitefully. “Why don’t you stick to whores?”

His voice was young but nasty. Even if his balls had dropped, it didn’t sound deep at all. Behind that twinkle in his eye, I could see the bitch in him. “I accept the duel,” I said coldly and ignored his worthless words.

“I also accept the duel,” he told me with hints of anger. It probably annoyed him that I hadn’t taken the bait and responded to his wretched attempt at an insult.

There was nothing more to say, so I turned around and went back to my horse.

* * *

I rode back toward the castle as quickly as possible, dust rising behind me as hooves pounded the ground. I wanted to see the queen as soon as possible. Reaching the cobbled road, I passed merchants and tradesmen. Wiping a drop of sweat from my brow, I noted the sun was at its peak. It was mid-summer, and each day was growing hotter.

Eldric had left a sour taste in my mouth. On my way there, I didn’t care about his appearance or demeanor. After everything I’d been through, I would never fear a boyish prince and his family, who had tried to kill me in such a dishonorable way. I felt an intense yearning to plunge my sword into his guts and ensure we never had to deal with his insecure, wretched relatives again.

I didn’t take being called a commoner as an insult. I would never want to change my life or be born with a silver spoon in my mouth. I wanted my own children to be strong and well-trained. There was nothing about Eldric that I feared. All I saw was a soft, insecure man trying to display toughness through a mask, but I knew that mask would eventually come off.

As the castle appeared on the horizon, I spotted Aurora first, standing by the entrance and waiting for me. Seeing her made me smile. I thought back to yesterday when we’d eaten together. I couldn’t help but glance at her bust, and she’d caught me looking. I knew it wasn’t appropriate, but I always felt something strong in her presence. She had also been beautifully dressed, wearing a pencil dress that hugged her figure and bosom.

I had also spoken a lot to Marcia. I was glad she was feeling better, and I was glad she accepted my proposal to come with us. It didn’t surprise me that she was a skilled swordswoman. She’d used my sword and her thrusts and slashes had caught me off guard. I knew then that I wanted to spar with her. It felt like everything was falling into place.

The horse’s legs lifted off the ground, hooves flailing through the air. I gripped the saddle horn tight and landed on the ground in front of the queen. Her lips slowly slid into a smile, and I dismounted to face her.

“I accepted the duel, Your Highness,” I said and dipped my head.

She wore a similar knee-length pencil dress as yesterday, hugging her curves and giving me a glimpse of her seductive cleavage and big breasts. Wearing her dark blonde hair loose, she’d painted her lips ruby red and powdered her cheeks, looking like a rare gem. She nodded, acknowledging my words. “It’s on then,” she said, her voice soft yet firm.

I remembered when she’d spoken at the victory ceremony and I had thought her voice to be sonorous and godly. Nothing had changed. Her voice was still captivating and enchanting. “I advise you to find a stronger horse,” she said. “We have plenty.”

“I appreciate the offer,” I told her. “But I’ll let my mother’s friend help me. She knows how to tame wild horses.”

“You take this seriously, don’t you,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

“I do,” I told her and decided to flatter her by recalling words from her speech. “I’ll never forget your speech, never underestimate our enemies.”

“I knew we would win, but still, we had to be on guard. The spies will still be present, gathering as much info for your advantage.”

“I appreciate it,” I said and dipped my head. “I’ll bring Marcia with me.”

“My daughter told me,” she said. “But it doesn’t come as a surprise.”

I smiled at that one. “She needs a sword so I can spar with her. Do you mind finding something for her?”

“With pleasure,” she said with a hand over her heart. “Come with me.”

We tried to find her. The queen walked gracefully, her hair fluttering behind her. Her hair and body emitted a scent of roses that pulled me toward her like bees to honey. “We’ll negotiate a time and place for the duel … Traditionally, it should be due one month after the agreement.”

“That’s fine for me,” I said. “Place doesn’t matter, as long as it’s not near their borders.”

“I’ve already thought of that,” she said. We found Marcia sitting alone by the stream. I knew she preferred solitude, but seeing her like that felt different. I had talked to her yesterday, but the conversation didn’t always flow. I didn’t blame her for the lack of social skills; she’d been trained to assassinate since she was a young girl not to dress up and go to parties.

“Marcia,” Aurora said and greeted her.

Marcia rose to her feet, smiling upon seeing the queen. “Hi,” she greeted her. Then she noticed me and twirled her glossy brown hair on her finger. “Sleep well?”

I nodded. “But it would have been better with you in bed.”

She blushed. “Give me a couple of days.”

“No worries,” I said.

“Are you looking for a sword?” Aurora said, letting us have our lovely conversation first.

“I am,” she said softly. “Darian wanted me to spar with him.”

“Come with me,” she said to both of us.

I walked side by side with Marcia while the queen was in front of us, her hair swaying side to side, reaching the curves of her hips. “How did it go?” Marcia asked me, smiling so her dimples deepened.

She was dressed in a skirt and a top, her shoulders slender and pretty, and her breasts round enough to strain a little against her top.

“As good as it could go,” I said with a shrug. “Although the encounter with him makes me want to face him as soon as possible. You can interpret it however you want.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I know he is cocky,” she said. “Spoiled as well.”

“Along with the rest of his family,” I noted.

“I thought all royal families were like that until I met Aurora,” she said.

Aurora glanced over her shoulders, giving her a smile.

“There’s a reason she’s ruling the most powerful kingdom,” I said. I took her hand and gave it a squeeze.

“I know,” she said. “But this mission was the first time I got to leave Selppin. It’s easy to believe my … prior rulers were the same as yours when I’d never dealt with anyone else.”

“I get where you’re coming from,” I said.

Aurora guided us into the castle and a guarded inventory. She led us to the swords that were all stacked on leaning shelves, glinting and shimmering. “You’re free to choose.”

Marcia’s eyes widened. “Wow … This is Dragon’s Steel from the small mines of the Dragon Roost Islands,” she said.

“You have an excellent knowledge of weapons,” I flattered her. There was only one of those mines since that type of iron ore was rare. There weren’t many of those swords since the resources were so scarce. Yet the iron was perfect for someone like Marcia. It was light yet durable and sharp.

“I do,” she said. “I know nothing about washing clothes or cooking, but weapons? I know a lot about those.” She reached for a sword that was sharp but not too heavy for her. It was a wise choice since she lacked the muscles to wield a heavier one. Wrapping her fingers around the hilt, she raised the sword and executed a diagonal cut followed by a horizontal one. I stepped back, arching an eyebrow. This was the second time I’d seen her, and she was clearly skilled. But there was something else—seeing such a beautiful girl wielding a sword was unexpectedly erotic. I didn’t know why; I hadn’t known many female fighters. Even Aurora noticed she wasn’t a usual swordswoman.

“You’re a natural,” Aurora noted.

“Thank you,” Marcia said. “But I’ve practiced all my life. My teacher told me there’s no such thing as talent, only hard work and practice.”

“It’s something my father used to tell me,” I said.

“He was right … Just see what you’ve become like,” Marcia said with a wink. She raised her gaze to the queen. “Your Highness, I want this if it’s okay for you.”

“It’s okay for me,” Aurora said happily. “It is meant for you.”

Marcia politely bowed her head. She dematerialized her sword and sighed in relief. We exchanged glances, and I couldn’t wait until we started sparring.

As we prepared to leave, we returned to the western entrance. Flora, Isadora, and Elara got the horses and carriage ready. It was touching to see all three of them working together, even if we would soon part ways for now. Isadora made sure to embrace Elara. “I’m sorry we didn’t get more time than this,” she said.

“It’s fine,” Elara said. “I’m just grateful for your unexpected visit.”

“Hopefully we can do something fun together next time,” Isadora said.

“For sure,” she said. “Our new chapter in our lives is going well already.”

“I agree,” Isadora said with a giggle. They broke the hug, and Isadora turned to her mother. Isadora fell into her mother’s arms and hugged her dearly. They held onto each other as if they would never let go. The warmth of their love radiated to me, and it was incredibly sensual to see their embrace.

“Take care of your man now,” Aurora said. She opened her eyes and aimed them at me. She winked at me, and the wink made my temperature spike.

“I promise I will,” Isadora said.

“And remember what I told you about regret,” Aurora said and patted her back.

“I will never forget your words,” she said.

They broke the hug, and her mother planted a kiss on her daughter’s forehead, leaving a red lipstick mark behind.

Aurora turned to me and hesitated. “You can hug him too,” Isadora chimed in, making her mother blush lightly.

I opened my arms, helping her out since I realized she was a bit shy about it. She melted into a smile and didn’t hesitate. It warmed my core as she pressed her goddess-like body to mine, and her big boobs mashed against my chest. I melted a little, as I settled my hands on her hips, feeling her warm breath against my neck, and her arousal.

“Thank you for taking care of my daughter,” she said, breaking the hug and sighing in relief.

The hug sure meant a lot to her. To be fair, it meant a lot to me as well. “You’re welcome,” I said. “She’ll be safe with me.”

“I know she will,” she said. “Use your time well.”

“And don’t underestimate our enemies,” I told her firmly, making her smile proudly. “They won’t get away with this.”

“I know they won’t,” she said.

I approached the carriage. Marcia was already mounted on her horse. The carriage was only meant for three, but we had offered to make space for her. However, she insisted on riding her horse. I respected her decision; she needed time, and I didn’t judge her for being shy after everything she’d been through.

Yanking the reins, we rode away. Isadora turned around in her seat, waving at her mother and Elara as they dwindled behind us. When they were out of sight, she turned back with a sigh. “What a day,” she said.

“How was it seeing Elara and your mother again?” I asked.

“I loved every minute, but I wished our situation would be different,” she said.

“I think we all do,” I said. “But at the end of this journey, Fyodor and his son will be gone, and we can live in peace.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder. “I know … My mother told me something about regret last night. Instead of focusing on the past, it’s better to use that energy for our future. They are just words, but they helped a ton.”

I nodded and drank in her mother’s wisdom. “She’s right,” I said. “She’s very wise to say such a thing.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “We also read the letters out loud for each other.”

“That’s cute,” I said.

“How was it like sleeping in my childhood bed?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

“It was a bit tight with all three of us, but it worked out. I slept soundly.”

“I was disappointed you weren’t there when I woke up,” she said.

“I had to go and you know that.”

“I do … But today I’ll wake up next to you,” she said.

I kissed her forehead. “You will.” I stiffened when I realized I had yet again kissed where her mother had kissed her.

“What now?” Isadora asked and fixed her eyes on my lips. She touched them and noticed lipstick. “Oh, is it my mother’s lipstick?”

“Yeah … She left you a souvenir.”

“I’ll leave it,” she said with a giggle.

We continued to ride across Anigava, snacking now and then. When Marcia asked for a peach, I tossed one to her, eating as we rode. I wanted to speak to her, but it was difficult with the clacking of hooves and the distance between us.

Eventually, as the sun dipped lower, we found a suitable place to set up camp. “Marcia, let’s go off the road and set up camp at the meadow.”

“Okay,” she said, her brunette hair streaming behind her like a flag. We went off the road and rode toward the beautiful meadow where lush green grass stretched out beneath the canopy of trees with thick leaves. It was peaceful and not a soul in sight.

We dismounted and stretched our arms and legs. It was about time we could walk after sitting in that carriage for hours straight. After being separated from Marcia for so long, I gravitated toward her. “Do you know how to set up a tent?”

She nodded. “I do … It was mandatory for someone like me. I sometimes had to sleep outside to not get caught.”

“I gotcha. Do you want to give me a helping hand?”

“With pleasure,” she said and gladly joined my side. The sun was already lowering, so it was best to get the tent out of the way while we still had time. Flora and Isadora had already brought out the ingredients and chopping board. They’d prepare a stew.

“What’s your favorite weapon?” I asked her as we set up the tent.

“Poison,” she said, stifling a giggle. “I’m not keen on spilling blood, even though I was trained for it.”

“Some aversions stick,” I nodded.

“Yes,” she agreed. “I believe we inherit more than we learn.”

“I think it’s a mix of both,” I added.

“Perhaps,” she said. “And you, what’s your favorite weapon?”

“Swords, without a doubt,” I replied. “There’s something primal about close combat, seeing fear in the enemy’s eyes before slaying him.”

“That’s because you’re a man,” she teased. “I prefer stealth and avoiding fights.”

“Both methods have their merits,” I admitted.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get plenty of action with me,” she winked.

“I can’t wait,” I said, looking forward to spending time with her. It wasn’t just about finding a sparring partner; there was a strong connection pulling me toward her. She was alluringly mysterious, and I knew I had to delve deeper to reach her heart.

We took a break from talking and focused on setting up the tent. She was easy to work with, and it was clear as the day she’d been doing this many times before. The tent was pitched in no time.

When it was done, it was still forty minutes till the stew would be ready. I exchanged glances with Marcia and said, “Are you down to shoot some arrows?”

She selected the bow which materialized in her hand. She pulled the string and seductively flicked her eyes to mine. “I am but I don’t have any arrows.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and selected the quiver. I handed her five and stepped aside. “Ladies first.”

She grinned and shook the hair away from her face. “Do you see the thickest branch of the apple tree?”

“I sure do.”

“That’s the target,” she said. She drew back the arrow, her back muscles flexing with precision. She wielded her skills masterfully. Mesmerized, I watched as she aimed and released, the arrow striking the branch with a shudder.

“Not bad,” I remarked. I shouldn’t have been surprised after witnessing her skill with the sword, but watching a woman handle weapons was undeniably impressive. I reached for the quiver, nocked an arrow onto the string, aimed carefully, and released, striking the arrow next to hers.

“Bullseye,” she said, throwing an admirable glance at me. “You’re amazing.”

“While we’re at it. The apple above the branch. I’ll take the one to the left. I’ll leave the sweet, red one for you.”

She grinned. “Sure.”

I raised my bow and nocked an arrow, feeling the weight of the bowstring as I pulled back with precision. My eyes locked on the red apple perched atop the distant tree branch. With a release, the arrow sliced through the air and struck its target, splitting the apple in half, and it fell with a thump onto the grass.

I exchanged smiles, and she prepared herself to hit her target. “If I miss, do I get to eat it?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said and wasn’t sure what she was preparing for.

She nocked the arrow and shot, firing right at the stem. The apple perfectly fell to the lush soil with a thump. We exchanged glances, and she made me laugh. “You’re better than I thought.”

“Because I’m a girl?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

She went to the apple. The soil had softened its impact. She pulled it in two and gave the other half to me. ”Thanks,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said, and we both had a bite. It was a sweet apple, but the moment spent with her was even sweeter. I told her about my childhood stories and how my father had taught me archery. It was the same I had told Isadora and Flora earlier.

“I have a similar story,” she said. “That’s how they trained me … Only that they punished us for missing.”

“I see,” I said. “My father didn’t believe in discipline. He said children do what their parents do. Be a good example and we follow.”

“I agree,” she said. “Only that my teachers weren’t my parents, and I knew it since I was a child.”

She had my sympathy. We walked around for a little, talking about life in general. “If you had a wish, what would it be?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “Being with you,” she admitted. “I haven’t met another man quite like you before, sympathetic and strong.”

Her comment warmed my heart, and I knew this was the beginning of something special.

We made our way back to the camp. I was glad Marcia had been feeling better since she first showed up. It was difficult to believe she had been crying, but her future had been uncertain. It wasn’t any longer now that she’d gained our trust.

We settled down and they poured a bowl of stew for us. “One time when we were out on a picnic,” Isadora told Marcia. “Darian also shot the stem of apples so they fell into our hands.”

“I can imagine,” Marcia said with a smile. “Next time, you’ll have to shoot three.”

I dusted off my hands. “I’ll happily do so.”

We ate the stew as it darkened. We talked about various topics as usual, but Marcia was a bit more quiet than the rest of us. The stars twinkled into existence, and the moon rose above the horizon. The flames were reduced to embers as the crickets started chirping.

“Should we go to bed?” I asked them.

Flora yawned. “I’m tired.”

They all agreed, so we rose to our feet and undressed.

“Uhm,” Marcia said as she watched shyly how Isadora and Flora took off their clothes. “You don’t mind if I sleep with my clothes on?”

I noticed yesterday too that she seemed a bit shy around nudity and sex topics. I didn’t judge her, it probably hadn’t been on her mind when growing up. “Not at all,” I said. I wanted Marcia to feel as welcome as possible.

“Thank you,” she said submissively.

I took off my trousers but left my underwear on. We went inside the tent and snuggled up for tonight.


Chapter 12

Darian

The girl in front of me sat on all fours. I held onto her hips as I pumped into her. It was just her and I in this room, not the usual type of breeding when they came in groups. I thrust myself into her tight little hole that had taken minutes to widen, but now that she was soaked, I easily slid in and out of her.

With a final thrust, I pumped my seed into her fertile womb as her vagina fluttered around my cock, making sure to squeeze out every drop of semen.

She twisted her neck and looked at me with her round glasses. Her mother was a librarian, and she helped her out now and then. She was also a quiet bookworm, but I’d managed to find a few topics to speak about before the breeding started.

“It feels like you’ve soaked me,” she said in her demure, quiet voice.

“It’s because I have,” I told her, gently caressing her round, smooth cheeks. I pulled out from her love hole, and the pink mist spread about her. She was now pregnant. She turned around and gratefully smiled up at me. She had an impressive rack, that was so big that it even sagged a little bit for her age.

“How many of these do you do a day?” she asked curiously.

“Up to ten,” I replied, making her arch an eyebrow.

“Don’t you have to spend your entire day here?” she asked, looking at me funny.

“No, I usually do more than one at a time,” I said. “Look at the bed—it’s big enough for several girls.”

“I see,” she said with a titter. “I prefer privacy.”

I respected their choices. “Kind of like being in a library.”

She nodded. “My mother is the same. She prefers peace.”

“I think most of us do,” I said. There was nothing fun with turbulent times. I slid the panties up her curvy, gorgeous legs and also her skirt. I helped her with her bra, which sure was needed. “Is your mother as well-endowed as you?”

She giggled. “Yeah, but she’s a bit shy about it. She usually covers up with clothes.”

“As if that’s possible,” I said. I took her hand and led her outside. I embraced her before she left, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. I sighed in relief at the heavenly sensation of the female touch. I kissed her neck, making her blush. “Have a nice day.”

“You too,” she said with renewed happiness. She turned and slowly went home, bringing the good news that she’d been bred. It had been a while since I’d been with just one girl. While it was fun to be with several at once, I enjoyed getting to know them better individually.

We had left the city the day before yesterday. Marcia had slept in another bed and was still a bit shy. Last night, we talked about going out to spar, something she happily agreed to. Flora and Isadora agreed to stay behind.

I went to the living room where Isadora was hunched over the table, writing. I patted her back, and she smiled up at me. “What are you up to?”

“I’m writing to Mom… It’s difficult. This is like my fifth draft.”

“Don’t overthink it,” I told her. “Just write from your heart.”

“I agree… Will you and Marcia be gone now?”

I nodded. “We’ll be busy, as you know.”

She forced a smile. “I understand you need to practice,” she said. “It’s fortunate she came with us.”

“I agree,” I said. Everything seemed to be falling into place. “Where is she?”

“Outside,” she said. “Sometimes she just sits and looks at the sky.”

“Our favorite activity,” I said.

“With company, not alone,” she pointed out.

“Give her time,” I said, patting her back. I went outside and greeted Marcia. She was sitting by some rocks and stood up when she saw me. She wore a simple white top and a tight mini skirt. “Sleep well?”

“Yes… I sleep much better here. It’s quieter, and I feel safer.”

“It sure is,” I agreed. I expected her to mention the breeding, but she seemed shy about sex and intimacy. “Are you ready to go?”

“I already packed the basket,” she said, lifting it. “We should find a peaceful spot. It’s best for concentration.”

“I know,” I said, appreciating her wisdom. Even with her training to kill, she’d learned valuable lessons over the years. I turned to Flora who did some gardening. She was on her knees and hummed a melody. She looked up when I approached her. “We’ll be back in the evening.”

“Okay,” she said with a smile. “Spar carefully.”

Her comment warmed my heart. Sparring carefully seemed like a contradiction, but maybe I misunderstood her. “We’ll try,” I said.

Marcia grabbed her basket and climbed onto her horse. I mounted the chestnut stallion. Flora opened the gates, and Isadora came outside to wave at us. “Have fun!” Isadora said.

“You too,” I replied. We rode out, waving back at them.

“Your girls are so sweet,” Marcia said as we left the Fertile Valley, her brunette hair fluttering behind her.

“I know,” I said. “I love them both.”

“Flora is a sweetheart,” Marcia said. “She always checks if I need anything.”

“She used to be the queen’s favorite maid.”

“That doesn’t surprise me. Why did the queen give her away?”

“She wanted to give her best maid to me.”

“I see,” Marcia said. “What boggles my mind is how generous the queen is. It’s so different from Selppin, even though we used to be allies.”

“I’m not sure what’s been going on there lately,” I said. “I just know most of our weapons were produced there. But there’s a reason everyone in Anigava loves the queen.”

“You’re right,” she said. “I think I’m falling for her too. I was afraid of becoming a fugitive, but she accepted me.”

She was fully accepted and had gained our trust. There was nothing for her to worry about now. “You’re right,” I said.

As we rode, I kept glancing at her, her firm breasts bouncing under her top. After being with girls who competed for my attention, to be with someone like Marcia felt refreshing. She took her time, guarding her sexuality like a treasure. Though I was eager to unveil her, I didn’t know her age, but her smooth, young face suggested she wasn’t older than twenty.

I would see more when we sparred. I had already witnessed her incredible skills in archery and swordsmanship.

“Easy there,” she reminded me as I almost rode into her.

“Your beauty distracted me,” I said, reminding myself to keep my distance.

“I know beauty distracts. It will be extra challenging when you face me,” she said with a wink.

It wasn’t just her beauty but also her confidence that was captivating.

We rode across the fertile lands, veering off the road toward the rolling hills. Entering a forest, sunlight filtered through the thick canopy, casting dappled shadows. We followed a narrow trail that opened into a meadow with a crystal-clear stream. Golden rays of sunshine bathed the center, making the water sparkle.

“This is the spot,” I said.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” she said. “Meadows were our practice spots when we were younger.”

“Do you have many of those in Selppin?”

She shook her head. “Not many, since it’s mostly rugged terrain. The few that exist are owned by the royal family, and not everyone is allowed to enter.”

We dismounted and set our horses free to graze on the lush grass. After setting down our basket, we stretched and headed to the crystal-clear stream. We cupped our hands to drink the refreshing water, and it was crisp, refreshing and cool.

“I love drinking straight from a stream,” I said, splashing some on my face.

“So do I,” she replied. “Especially here. I taste more than just water.” She looked around as if seeing the meadow for the first time.

“You look like you’ve never seen a tree before,” I teased.

“Not through the lens of freedom,” she said, gratitude shining in her eyes. “I’ve always felt imprisoned, never truly free. Now, I’m starting to see the light, feel the wind, and taste freedom.”

I looked at her, knowing it was hard for me to understand. “I suppose it’s easy to take freedom for granted when you’ve never known imprisonment.”

“Yes,” she nodded. “I appreciate this more than anything… Free from control and obligations. From now on, I want to serve you, do anything for you. It’s how I felt when I first saw you.”

I nodded, realizing she was just swapping her former authorities for me. “I won’t be like those who ordered you before.”

“I know… but I chose you.” She pointed out the key difference I had missed.

“Are you ready to show me your skills?” I asked.

“If you’re ready to show yours,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“By the end of the day, you’ll be impressed,” I told her firmly.

“So will you,” she said with a grin.

I selected my sword, slashing the air a couple of times to warm up. She selected hers, which materialized in her hand. She held it with both hands and struck a pose that captivated me. I studied her further, her height and her lustrous brown hair fluttering in the breeze.

“Aren’t you going to wear a bun?” I asked her.

“Not needed,” she said firmly.

“I just realized you’re wearing an interesting outfit for swinging a sword.”

Marcia grinned. “I was taught to fight while wearing a dress and high heels. These clothes are what I consider my comfy outfit.”

“Fighting in high heels… You’ll have to show me that one day.”

“With pleasure. Now, are you going to ogle me all day or should we get started?”

I grinned, her seductiveness getting to me. I swung my sword in the air, and she deftly parried my blow. The clang of steel rang out, scaring the birds away from the trees. “There goes our audience,” I said.

“I’ve never been a fan of onlookers,” she said with a smile. “I don’t function properly when everyone is looking at me… unless he’s attractive.”

“Do I get the pass?” I asked, swinging my sword against hers.

“Attractiveness to me isn’t just looks but strength as well,” she said.

I swung my sword harder. “You know how to get to a man.”

“To seduce a man was one of the first things we learned.”

I swung my sword horizontally, and she mirrored my movement with ease. “I’m just warming up,” I told her.

“So am I,” she said with a titter.

I started working on my foot movement, jumping from side to side, trying to find a weakness in her defense. But she moved so gracefully that it was difficult. I aimed a swing at her abdomen, then quickly tried to hit her legs, but she parried both moves with lightning speed.

“You’re damn quick,” I said, feeling a drop of sweat trickle down my forehead.

“Are you being too slow because I’m a woman?” she asked flirtatiously.

“I’m not here to hurt you,” I said.

“I can be quicker… And I’m not afraid of a gash,” she said.

Our swords collided once more, sending sparks flying. The determination in her eyes made it clear I had to step up my game.

“Is that so?” I challenged her. “Well, let’s see how quick you can be.”

We continued to spar, the sound of clashing swords growing louder and more frequent. Each clash brought a groan from her, and the intensity in her eyes mirrored my own rising adrenaline.

Suddenly, we both froze, our swords pointed at each other’s throats. Out of breath, I realized our warmup had turned into a full-fledged duel.

“That was… intense,” Marcia panted.

“I’m impressed. You’re a formidable opponent.”

“And you’re not too shabby yourself,” she replied with a playful spark in her eyes. “A little break?”

We sat on the soft grass, catching our breath. Tossing our swords aside, I took off my tunic. She grinned. “Nice,” she said.

“Isn’t that top a bit too warm for you?”

She pulled her top over her head, leaving her in a bra. Her breasts were round and perky, making me want to free them from their confines. She glanced at me. “I’d advise you to fight me while being topless.”

My eyes widened. “Can you read my mind or what?”

“There’s a good reason for that… You should prepare for distractions when you fight Eldric. His family isn’t known for fighting honorably.”

“You’re not the first to warn me about that.”

“If you manage to make me fall, I’ll take my top off.”

“Challenge accepted,” I said. I admired her seriousness, and despite the flirting, she truly looked out for me.

Taking a deep breath, I readied myself for the next round. I could feel her eyes on me, her focus intense and unwavering. We reached for our swords and faced each other again. Her hair glowed in the sunlight, and her bra barely contained her breasts as they kept jiggling. “I’m ready whenever you are,” I said.

She began with a quick swing that caught me off guard. If I had been a moment slower, I wouldn’t have been able to defend myself.

The clash of our swords echoed through the meadow, the grass swaying gently in the breeze. Every move I made was calculated and precise, trying to anticipate her next strike. Her skill and years of practice were evident in her every move.

She lunged at me, her eyes locked onto mine. My heart pounded in my chest as I parried her blow with ease. But, oh, how I yearned to see those soft breasts, almost within my reach. I forced myself to focus on the task at hand.

“Your form is remarkable,” I admitted, admiring her flexibility and grace. “But I have a feeling you’re not as quick as you seem.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she attacked me with renewed passion. Our fight became more intense, the air filled with the scent of grass and the sound of our swords clashing.

We danced around each other, adrenaline pumping through our veins. Sweat dripped down our faces, but we didn’t pause for even a second. The sun cast its warm rays upon us, highlighting her breasts that impressively jiggled. I couldn’t deny they were distracting, but the practice was good. I searched for an opening, but her swordplay and footwork were equally impressive.

The battle neared its climax, and finally, I found an opening. I lunged forward, hooking my foot into hers, and made her stumble and fall onto the grass. Knowing her lethal speed, I pointed my sword at her throat. She drew in a deep breath, our eyes locking, her gaze melting. After bedding more than six hundred girls, I recognized the look of arousal in her eyes. “You could’ve been quicker,” she teased.

“I like a long fight,” I said, tossing the sword aside and extending my hand to her. I pulled her to her feet, brushing away grass and dirt.

“Admit it was my breasts that distracted you,” she said.

“They did… And I’m up for another challenge.”

She grinned and reached behind her back. She unhooked her bra and freed her perky breasts. They sat high and firm on her chest. They were round and springy, her nipples thick and pink. My eyes widened upon seeing them, and I felt an urge to squeeze them. “Let’s see how well you fight now,” she said.

“Come on, you aren’t going to give me any time to admire them?” I asked her.

“I thought we were to practice, not to ogle,” she said, waggling and reaching for her sword again.

“After the next round, let’s get something to eat,” I told her.

She nodded. “That’s fair.”

We resumed our battle, each of us trying to outdo the other. The sun beat down on us, warming the meadow and seeping into our bodies. The clash of our swords echoed through the air as we pushed each other to our limits. Her breasts jiggled with every move, distracting me more and more. She noticed and almost landed a blow. “Careful there,” she teased.

I knew I had to focus if I wanted to stand a chance. Taking a deep breath, I tried to block out the distraction and parried her blows more effectively.

It felt like we were in our own world, nothing else mattered but the sparring. I noticed she was losing focus too, sneaking glances at my chest. “Careful there,” I warned, stepping back and pointing my sword at her. “You have impressive stamina.”

“You can push yourself when there’s an incentive,” she admitted.

Grinning, I lowered my sword. “Let’s find something to eat.”

“It’s about time,” she said.

“I didn’t expect such skills from a girl,” I remarked, unselecting my sword.

“That’s what they all say,” she replied, doing the same.

Finally, I had a chance to admire her bust. Slightly sweaty after our fight, they gleamed in the sunlight, her nipples sharp. The attraction I felt earlier surged. I wanted to explore her further, to be intimate. Her brown hair erotically veiled her breasts, and I was surprised she fought so well without tying it up.

“Do you always practice with your hair loose?” I asked.

“I do,” she said. “I can even fight blindfolded.”

“If you want to impress me, that would do it,” I challenged.

She wrapped her bra around her head, covering her eyes, and selected her sword again. “Try me.”

“You’re not kidding, eh,” I said, selecting my sword. “Are you ready?”

She grinned and raised her sword. I swung gently at hers, and she parried with surprising skill. I tried to take it slow, slashing at her waist, but she defended perfectly.

Removing her blindfold, she chuckled at my baffled expression. “We were supposed to be prepared for any situation.”

“I can see that.”

She covered up her breasts again. I’d seen that her nipples were stiffer than usual, and at the same time, I felt my arousal growing. By this time of the day, I should’ve been mating with several girls, but instead, I’d taken that energy out on the sword fight.

In fact, I felt like I had to get my mind on something else. “Shall we go for a hunt?”

“After you,” she said submissively.

I put on my shirt, and she gave me a disappointed look. “We have time for fun later,” I told her.

“How long do you plan for us to spar?” she asked.

“Till the sun sets,” I said. “I take this seriously.”

“He’s no match for you,” she said firmly.

“I want to ensure that the entire kingdom of Selppin witnesses this, so they won’t try anything foolish again. A simple kill won’t satisfy me.”

Marcia grinned upon hearing my words. “One of my teachers said the same thing. It was to deter anyone else from attempting something similar.”

“What gender?”

“She’s a woman,” she said. “Women can be cunning and fierce too.”

I nodded. “Thank goodness I never encountered one.”

“I think there’s a good reason for that… They all fall for you. You are impossible to seduce. You can only seduce.”

I stopped and looked into her eyes. She wore a serious expression. “I haven’t always been this way though.”

“Real strength and masculinity are earned,” she said. “Us girls are born with beauty and femininity, while you men have to work for it. It’s a major difference. Your accomplishments speak for themselves.”

“Did you know about them before coming to the Fertile Valley?”

She shook her head. “But it was as clear as day that you are special. Actions speak louder than words.”

“Right,” I said, finding myself liking her more and more. “I shouldn’t be asking a girl this… But how old are you?”

“Nineteen,” she said.

“You are wise for a nineteen-year-old,” I said.

“We all mature differently,” she said.

I agreed with her words, especially when taking into consideration what she’d been through. She sure had the life experiences of a forty-year-old but the body of an innocent nineteen-year-old. I already felt my cock thicken, and I wanted her badly.

We ventured into the forest as the sun steadily lowered. I hoped to find something quickly so we could return to practicing. I cherished every moment of the steel clashing; there was a magical quality to it that I couldn’t get enough of.

Navigating through the forest, we listened to the sounds of nature—the gentle rustling of leaves and the chirping of birds filled our ears. It was gorgeous. We didn’t speak much; I led the way, stepping over gnarled roots and ducking under low-hanging branches. My boots crunched against the damp forest floor as we moved through the foliage. Suddenly, I spotted something and knelt, and she followed suit. It felt reassuring to have her behind me.

“Tracks,” I pointed out, nodding toward them. They meandered deeper into the forest, disappearing among the bushes.

“I see,” she said, rubbing the track with her finger. “A baby boar.”

“I haven’t eaten boar in a while,” I remarked, licking my lips as I envisioned fatty ribs and chops. “It’s one of my favorite animals to hunt.”

“Mine too,” she said, sharing a glance with me. “I usually roast them with vegetables, if I find them, or I just stick with the meat.”

“We can do both if we find some,” I suggested, rising to my feet, and she followed suit as we ventured deeper into the forest. The sound of trickling water grew louder, and we caught sight of a glistening river winding its way through the trees. “There’s a river.”

“I see it,” Marcia said, bemused. Stepping closer to the edge, her foot slipped on the slick rocks. I lunged forward, but my footing gave way too, and we both tumbled into the cool, rushing current together.

The water wasn’t deep; I could stand on my feet, and it reached my neck. Marcia surfaced, shaking the water from her face. A seductive blush spread across her cheeks, painting them a pretty shade of red.

“I’m sorry,” she said, lowering her eyes.

“It’s okay… I fell down here by myself,” I reassured her, swimming closer. “Besides, we probably need a bath after all that fighting.”

“Yeah,” she agreed, her eyes softening.

I moved closer to her, placing my hands on her hips. She met my gaze, and her blush slowly faded to a pink color. I looked at her heart-shaped lips, longing to taste their sweetness, especially her tongue, but I noticed she seemed a bit shy.

“Why are you so reserved when it comes to intimacy?” I asked bluntly, not releasing my hold on her.

“I was taught it was sinful,” she said quietly.

“Sinful?” I asked, feeling puzzled by her statement.

She nodded and lowered her eyes to the water. “Yes… But don’t get me wrong… I want it as badly as any other woman out there. It’s just never been part of my life… only when it came to gaining trust and killing someone.”

It sounded dark, but I knew all women had their needs. It was something I had learned after moving to the Fertile Valley. It was nothing that could be suppressed. I knew what I had to do and pressed my lips to hers. Her eyes widened at first, but then she gently melted. Wrapping my arms around her, I deepened the kiss, prodding the seam of her lips with my tongue until she opened her mouth. It was about time I tasted her. The world faded, and I didn’t care how long we stood there. I forgot about our meal and the fact that we stood in the middle of a river.

I pulled away when the timing felt right, and her cheeks were still pink, but I saw optimism in her eyes. She looked happier than usual, and so was I. “How was that?” I asked her.

“It felt nice,” she said, a smile blossoming on her face. “Really nice.”

“It won’t be the last,” I told her confidently. “Should we get up?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, sounding even more demure than earlier.

I swam to the bank and noticed a low-hanging branch. “Let me climb up first, and then I can help you,” I said. Grabbing onto the branch, I used it to climb up again. Finding a spot that wasn’t slippery, I reached out my hand to her. I pulled her up, and she tried to shake the water away from her. She looked sexier as her wet top and skirt clung to her toned frame. I smiled upon seeing her like that. She was gorgeous.

“You look sexy when you’re wet,” I said, patting her back.

“You look good regardless,” she said.

“I should’ve thought of that one,” I said, making her laugh.

We continued farther into the forest, following the tracks. I felt calmer after that kiss. It felt amazing in every possible way, and I hoped it would loosen her up for further intimate acts. “I haven’t hunted since the war.”

“Wasn’t it prohibited?” she asked.

“Not in Anigava,” I said. “We have an abundance of wild animals. But most of the time we were in Zinep, pushing them away, so it didn’t matter. Grouses were our favorite.”

“I like them too, but they aren’t that fatty.”

“We will track down this beast and kill it soon,” I said as we followed the boar tracks.

Eventually, we saw it with five other boars. Some of them were bigger than others. Although we didn’t need much meat for now, so we would still go for the youngest.

“Let’s both shoot it,” I said, knowing how skilled an archer she was.

“Which part do you take?”

“I’ll take the front, and you take the rear,” I told her firmly.

She nodded. “I’m waiting for your call and arrow.”

I selected the quiver, took the arrows I needed and handed two to her. She gave me a funny look. “One is all I need,” she said.

I chuckled. “I have all the right reasons to believe you,” I said after she’d shown me her skillful shot. I carefully placed the fletching of my arrow on the string, pulling it back until I felt the familiar tension. Beside me, she mimicked my actions. “Let’s shoot on three, one, two, three,” I said, and we released our arrows in unison. They whistled through the air. Mine struck the front perfectly, and hers struck the rear. The wild boars panicked and ran away, but the little one we’d shot ran for a short while before the blood started seeping out from its wounds. Eventually, it slumped down to its death, and I exchanged happy glances with her. We quickly ran to our kill. I pulled out the arrows, seeing blood trickling over its fur.

“It’s big,” she said.

“I’ll carry it back, don’t worry,” I said, feeling the thrill of having killed a wild animal. “It was more satisfying than I thought it would be.”

“It’s always exciting to hunt,” she said. “An adrenaline rush too if the animals decide to strike back.”

“I’ll wish them good luck with that,” I said jokingly as I heaved the dead animal onto my back.

On our way back, she found some root vegetables here and there and also some herbs. She not only had an impressive knowledge of weapons but also of food.

We returned when the sun was about to lower behind the trees. The first thing I did was to light a fire so I could let my clothes dry. I took off my tunic and trousers and laid them over the rocks. “Don’t you want to dry your clothes?” I asked her.

“Sure,” she said and took off her skirt, top, and bra. She was only left in a pair of soaked panties. “I’m still thinking of that kiss.”

“So am I,” I said. “You tasted sweeter than strawberries.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I suppose,” she said.

“It’s no maybe,” I said. “Behind your skills, I see a beautiful girl.”

Her lips curved into a smile. “That’s so nice of you … It means a lot to me.”

“I can tell you don’t want much to do with killing,” I said. “I saw that in you the first day you showed up.”

She nodded. “Deep down, yeah … I still like weapons though. As long as I can serve someone I love.”

“I understand … We’ll have plenty of time to hunt together.”

Her smile remained plastered on her face, likely contemplating how life could change so quickly. We started on the meal. I selected a knife and turned my attention to the boar, preparing to skin it.

“Uhm,” she said, and I flicked my eyes to her. “I don’t mean to interrupt, but can I borrow a knife so I can peel the vegetables?”

“Do you want your dagger?” I asked her.

“No,” she said. “I submitted myself to you. You must have it. Just something small, if you have any.”

I nodded. I wouldn’t mind giving it back. I knew about traditions, but sometimes they could be broken, and sometimes you had to be creative. I went into my inventory and found a knife suitable for peeling vegetables. I handed it to her after selecting it. “This one you haven’t given me, so you can claim it afterward if you wish.”

“Thank you,” she said. Sitting on her knees, she peeled the vegetables. The fire crackled and the wood popped. I flayed the boar, tearing the skin off until it was only flesh and offal left. She glanced at me, her eyes fixed on my muscles at work. “Impressive … All by yourself.”

“You haven’t skinned an animal by yourself?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I lack the strength for that. That’s why I always went for smaller game, but even those could be difficult if I was by myself.”

“I see,” I said and tossed the skin aside. I removed the entrails and started butchering the animal into smaller pieces. I would bring something to the girls too. I admired the deep pink color of the boar. There was a nice layer of fat by the ribs too, making my mouth water.

I started skewering the meat along with the vegetables, placing them over the flames so the fire slowly licked them. We sat hip to hip as the sun started its descent, dipping behind the trees. We exchanged smiles, and I pressed my lips to hers, noticing her heart rise and her nipples sharpen again. She cuddled up closer to me. “Physical contact feels so good,” she noted.

“It sure does,” I said, draping my arm over her shoulder. “There’s nothing better than it in the world.”

“It’s been absent for most of my life,” she said quietly.

“It won’t be any longer,” I said.

She leaned her head onto my shoulder. “There are good people out there,” she said, reminding herself of everything she’d witnessed in her life.

“There are … but there are also bad people we have to deal with.”

“Sadly,” she said.

We watched the meat sizzle until it was golden brown and ready to be eaten. We also put on our clothes as they dried. We started with the flesh and lifted the skewered meat from the flames. I took a bite of the juicy boar, which was crusty on the outside but pink and tender in the middle. The meat was truly divine. After I’d devoured the meat on the skewer, I reached for some of the vegetables that had a sweet taste to them. I licked my lips, and we ate in front of the fire until we were full.

“It was so juicy and tender,” she said with a smile.

“It was amazing,” I said and licked my lips. “Are you sure you have enough strength for another sparring round?”

She nodded. “In fact, I’m looking forward to it.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said.

We inched closer, and when we felt ready, we rose again. There wasn’t much light left as the sun was setting, and we could already see some of the stars, so we wouldn’t be out here for much longer. The fire still flickered, though the light was slowly fading.

We selected our swords and faced each other again. “Are you ready?” I asked.

“I was born ready,” she said with a smile, and I swung my sword against hers, the clash of steel echoing through the forest. She was more eager than earlier, and I suspected the kiss had lit up her mood.

Her blows came at me quickly. I watched my step as I continued walking back. I mirrored her movements, parrying her blows as well as I could. To my surprise, she hadn’t even broken a sweat as she continuously swung her sword against mine. Yet I stood as steady as ever, not letting her push me too far back.

I learned to focus, not letting her wonderful breasts or beautiful face distract me. Although her excitement was about to spill over her. She took a deep breath, and her eyes narrowed with determination. Suddenly, she lunged at me, her movements swift and precise. I blocked her attack, but she pressed forward, her sword flashing through the air. I parried her strikes, keeping my balance as the force of her assault grew.

Our blades clashed and sparked as we danced. She was relentless, her speed and youth astounding. I could feel the sweat running down my back and the adrenaline pumping through my veins, but I also felt a subtle arousal growing. As the light faded, and the moon shone down upon us, I didn’t see as well, but I let my instincts guide my way.

“Watch your feet,” she warned me with a grin.

I jumped back, noticing she tried to make me stumble. “Aren’t you getting tired?” I asked her while parrying her blow.

She shook her head. “Only excited.”

I had a feeling she wanted me on the ground, so she could lie on top of me. The feeling was tempting, especially as I was growing tired. I yielded and let her fell me to the ground. She didn’t point the sword at me but tossed it aside. She tumbled on top of me, and my hands settled on her bottom. I drew in a deep breath, picking up her sweet feminine scent behind the damp earth and river water.

“You let me fell you on purpose,” she said, her mouth a couple of inches away from mine.

“I did,” I said.

“Why?”

“Because I want this as much as you,” I said and pressed my lips to hers again. I slid my tongue into her honeyed mouth, swirling it around with hers. It had been a long day of sparring, and I felt like we both deserved some rest. We both yielded to the deep tongue kiss. As we continued to explore each other’s mouths, her breath became huskier. I came off her lips and looked into her eyes. “Take your top off.”

She straddled my legs and pulled it over her head. She quickly took off her bra as well, leaving her topless and shy. As I leaned in closer, my hand instinctively reached for her breasts. I gently pressed my palm against her firm, round boobs and felt their softness beneath my touch. They were wonderful, and I could tell this excited her even more.

“When you seduced those men … How far did you go?”

“Barely even to a kiss,” she admitted. “I have never been loved in my life … Physical touches were forbidden. They wanted to make us as cold as possible.”

“They certainly didn’t succeed with you,” I said as I heard hints of grief in her voice.

She shrugged, and I saw tears glinting in her eyes. “What’s the matter?”

“Nothing,” she said and dried her eyes.

I sat up and reached for her hand, giving it a squeeze. “Tell me, I’m here for you.”

“Do you want to love me?” she asked.

I pushed her hair behind her ears. “Of course, I do,” I told her. “I’m attracted to you.”

“Okay,” she said, and she demurely lowered her gaze. “There are just so many emotions. I never thought someone would love me, and I thought I would end up dying alone.”

“No such thing,” I said and dried her tears with my knuckles. “You are with me now, and I love you the same way I love my other girls.”

A smile brightened up her face. “I’m sorry if I’m acting weird.”

“I get where you’re coming from,” I told her. I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. Her eyes fell onto my chest. She got the idea, less talking more action. She slowly slid off her skirt till she was left in her panties. I wasn’t sure if they were still wet from when she’d fallen into the river, or if she’d just soaked through them. I suspected it was a combination of both.

She curled her hands around the waistband and slowly slid them down. I could tell she’d never been nude in front of someone by how shy she was. Inch by inch, she exposed her glistening, well-lubricated slit. I rolled on top of her and spread her long legs. I studied her womanhood adorned with small lips and honey. I pressed my tongue flat against her soft folds, feeling the heat emanating from her love hole. I slowly slid my tongue up to her clit. She released a gasp. Her legs trembled, and she arched her back, a mix of pleasure and shock evident on her face. I continued to explore her, licking and sucking her sensitive areas, driving her desire higher and higher. I could feel her wetness spreading, coating my face and neck. I moved my focus to her clit, gently flicking it with the tip of my tongue.

I came off her womanhood, and she looked at me, her eyes swimming with love and lust. I took off my nether clothes till I’d freed my erection. She looked at it in awe and wonder.

“Can I … Touch it?” she asked as if it were a dream come true. She was desperate for some cock, and I positioned it in front of her, hovering it over her wet vagina. She reached for it with both her hands, gripping it firmly. She had a grip, unlike any other woman I’d felt.

“You touch it well,” I said, as she stroked it.

She chuckled, her cheeks as pink as her nether region. “It feels like I’m holding a hilt.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, chuckling with her.

“Stab me with it,” she said demurely. She let go and spread her legs. It felt like magic as I lay on top of her. I sought her neck, kissing her sweet flesh. While lying over her, my cock found her slit. I slid it in, her warmth welcoming in a tight embrace. I sighed in relief, feeling her heart pound as I started thrusting my hips into her.

She moaned softly, her body responding to my every move, touch and kiss. I increased my pace, her breathing becoming heavier, and her moans growing louder. The meadow filled with the sound of our bodies slapping. With each thrust, I felt us becoming one, and the desire within her grew into a wildfire, consuming us both. She deserved it, and I wanted to give her all the love in the world. She’d practically saved my life, and she wanted to practice with me to see me thrive. She was a girl I could trust and love.

With each stroke, the air became filled with the scent of sweat, love, and desire. She gripped my back, her nails digging into my skin, as her cries grew louder and more fervent. I knew she was close, and I wanted to push her over the edge.

I grabbed her hips, pulled her closer, and increased my pace. The world around us seemed to fade away, and the only thing that mattered was the love between us.

With one final thrust, I felt her climax hit her, her walls contracting around me, pulling me in as if she were trying to keep me there forever. I held her tight, and my testicles detonated. I filled her hole with my warm love and moaned into her ear as we both rode the wave of pleasure together.

As our bodies slowly came back down to earth, I leaned down, kissing her softly. Her breath was still ragged, and her eyes were filled with a blend of love and gratitude. We lay there for a moment, simply enjoying the warm embrace. We played with each other’s hair and explored each other’s bodies before saying anything. “Now I know how it feels,” she whispered as if I was the only man left in this world. “To be loved.”

My heart swelled at her words, and I pulled her closer, my fingers trailing down her hips, as I whispered back, “It’s amazing, isn’t it?”

“The best sensation in this world.”

We enjoyed the moment for a little bit longer. I felt a strong glow in my chest and felt it in hers as well.

“We are bonding,” she said in disbelief.

“We are,” I said, holding onto her. We basked in the warm feeling and eventually, we rose to our feet and put on our clothes. Our horses were waiting for us. They rose to their feet as they suspected we would leave soon. “Marcia … Tonight, please, sleep with us.”

“Okay,” she said submissively. “Now that you’ve taken me. I don’t think I’ll be as shy about nudity.”

“You can sleep with your clothes on … I just want you there in bed with us.”

Her lips curved in a smile. “Okay, it’s just that I’ve slept alone for all these years … but I think it will be more fun.”

“So do I,” I said.

We mounted the horse and rode back to the Fertile Valley.


Chapter 13

Darian

Feeling someone drawing circles on my chest, I slowly opened my eyes. Sunlight filtered through the window and warmed up this bedroom. The temperature was slightly warmer than usual, but then I realized another girl was warming this bed, and I felt her breath on my neck. I looked to my left and saw Isadora with her blonde hair fanned out and her eyes closed. Next to her was Flora with her leg wrapped around Isadora’s. The sheets barely covered their breasts as they rose and fell with each breath. I turned to my right and saw Marcia looking at me. She’d pulled down the sheets so her nipples were poking out from her brown, glossy hair.

“I hope I didn’t scare you,” she said in a quiet voice.

“I kind of had an idea that you were awake,” I said, reaching out to her tit and gently cupping it.

“How?” she asked.

“I felt you drawing on my chest while I slept.”

“Right,” she said, her lips curving into a smile. “Hard to resist.”

“Sleep well?”

“The best sleep of my life … Even if we went to bed late.”

She had been a bit shy last night when taking off her clothes in front of Isadora and Flora, but they both gave her a welcome hug as she was now my third bonded. They looked forward to having her here, and so did I.

“I sleep better too … I used to wake up all the time, disrupted sleep. All that was gone after I started sleeping with Flora and Isadora.”

“Oh,” she said, her eyes widening. “I’ve also battled similar issues for years.”

I turned my attention to her. “Tell me about it.”

“Well,” she said quietly to herself. “It happens randomly, but every time I do wake up, it’s usually because of some nightmare. It’s unpleasant.”

“I had the exact same experiences,” I told her, sympathizing with her.

“What were your nightmares about?” she asked.

“Mostly about the war,” I said. “There are certain scenes that are hard to forget.”

“I see,” she said quietly yet bemused. “I haven’t slept so deeply in years … Maybe this is the turning point.”

“I think so,” I said, sliding my hand from her tit and up to her neck, gently caressing her warm flesh. “We both lacked love in our lives.”

She smiled, draped her arm over my chest and wrapped her leg around mine, hugging me dearly.

Isadora was next to wake up. She tossed and turned for a little, her eyes slowly opening. She turned to me, reached for my morning glory and stroked me while waking up.

“Will you be gone today too?” Isadora asked in her morning voice.

“I have to,” I said, hoping she would understand. “Although I’ll go to Valeria first. I’ll need a stronger and faster horse.”

“Isn’t the chestnut stallion strong enough for you?” She gripped my cock a bit firmer, and I could tell she didn’t want to let go.

I shook my head. “I need something stronger and wilder. Valeria is an expert at taming animals.”

“When it’s tamed, what will you do then?” she asked.

“Sparring while riding,” I told her.

She sighed but still didn’t let go of my manhood. “I wish the stupid duel would never happen,” she said, looking at me with hints of concern. “There’s just something I fear.”

“You have nothing to fear,” I told her, brushing her blonde hair away from her face.

“Not if it were an honest duel. He’ll be smoked, but I know they’ll resort to tricks.”

“Then it’s of utmost importance that I’ll be as alert and ready as I can be,” I told her.

“You’re right,” she said with another sigh.

“Remember your mother’s words now. Focus on the future instead of regretting the past,” I told her.

“A bit difficult when your life’s on the line,” she said.

I kissed her forehead. “It’s not.”

Her lips curved into a smile as she saw my confidence. It made her hug me even harder. Marcia joined the embrace and rested her head on my shoulder while Isadora pressed her cheek against mine. The warmth of their bodies and the scent of them made me feel loved and comforted.

Eventually, Flora woke up as well, and we rose to our feet. We put on our clothes, and it was nice seeing Marcia have a chat with those two. I wanted her to feel as welcome as possible, being there and having a good time with them since she would now be a part of the household.

We descended the stairs. Marcia and I went outside, and Flora and Isadora cooked omelets for us. They showed me what they’d done yesterday: plenty of gardening. They settled down and we dug into the creamy omelet and freshly baked bread. “Unfortunately,” Isadora told Flora after taking a bite from her breakfast. “He’ll be gone today too.”

Flora dipped her head. “We’ll have some fun together,” she told Isadora, trying to cheer her up. Being a maid, she seemed more used to the fact that I wanted time for myself, but Isadora was a bit clingier. I didn’t mind since I loved clinging to her too.

“I understand … But how long till you return?” Isadora asked me, sipping some juice.

“I don’t know yet. We might come back tonight,” I told her.

“Alright,” she said. “By the way, yesterday there were at least ten girls who came over. Some even refused to leave and started peeking through the windows.”

“It is what it is,” I said and tried my hardest not to laugh. “I would rather be breeding than doing this.” I also saw it as an opportunity to get in shape again. Too much breeding made me soft, so I was glad I could be up and running. “Remind them that there will be way less breeding than usual this month. I’ll be back after it.”

“I hope they don’t figure out why,” Isadora said.

“They will eventually,” Flora said. “You know how quickly rumors spread, especially in a town almost exclusively inhabited by women.”

I nodded and agreed with Flora. I looked at Marcia, who sat by the side and just listened. There were just crumbs left on her plate. “Do you want to follow me to Valeria?” I asked her.

“Sure,” Marcia said happily.

“Do you want to go now?” I asked her.

“I’m ready when you are.” We exchanged glances and rose to our feet.

“A hug before you leave?” Isadora asked.

“I have to find Valeria first, and I’ll be back,” I said.

“Well, an extra hug won’t hurt,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger.

I wrapped my arms around Isadora, and she lingered in the hug for as long as necessary. Then I made sure to hug Flora as well. She deserved love too.

I patted Marcia’s back as we made our way outside. It was nice and sunny, and she drew in a deep breath. “Yesterday was a moment that I’ll never forget,” Marcia said and beamed at me.

“I will never forget it either,” I said and patted her back. “It was a magical moment.”

“I know,” she said and beamed. “I loved it. Just spending one-on-one time with you and falling into the river. The kiss created the first sparks which led to us undressing under the open sky. The lovemaking was the icing on the cake. Now that I know what it feels like, I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“I’ll have my way with you whenever you want. You have nothing to worry about.”

“Thank you,” she said with a hand over her heart.

As we continued deeper into the town, more and more of the women turned their heads toward me. I noticed some of the younger women I’d impregnated walking with their mothers or friends. I had gotten used to the attention, but I noticed Marcia was a bit bothered by it. “Hang in there,” I said after seeing a girl blowing a kiss toward me.

“Don’t you find it overwhelming?” she asked.

I shook my head. “A bit at the beginning but not any longer.”

As we walked by them, they whispered my name to each other, and I felt their eyes glued onto my back. We continued until I spotted Valeria’s home. She was outside by the stall, feeding her horses with carrots. She stroked their manes and whispered something to them. I saw only affection in her eyes as she petted them.

Out of reflexes, she glanced at me, and our eyes met. “Darian!” she said, beaming upon seeing me.

“Good morning,” I wished her.

“No—this is a fantastic morning,” she said. As she swung open the creaky gate, her arms stretched wide for a hug that pressed my chest against her busty boobs. Her warm smile and the scent of lavender and hay filled my senses as I stepped into her welcoming embrace.

“Were my sweethearts so tight that you want them again?” she asked, her hands roaming over my back.

I chuckled. “Not quite. I actually want something from you.”

She broke the hug and searched my face. “You want some big breasts, don’t you?”

I chuckled. “I want that too but not for now … I can explain what’s happened.”

She nodded and understood it was a bit more serious than an intimate moment. I introduced her to Marcia. “This is my third bonded girl, Marcia. Marcia, this is a good friend of my mother, Valeria.”

Valeria’s eyes swept over Marcia. “Gosh girl, you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Marcia said, bowing down to her with a light blush.

Valeria’s eyes arched when she heard Marcia’s voice. “You have an accent.”

“Yes, I’m from Selppin,” she said with a smile, dipping her head.

“Nice,” Valeria said with no warning bell ringing. “I guess our hero is getting tired of Anigava vagina and wants something more exotic.”

Marcia looked at me, puzzled. I should have warned her that Valeria was a bit more flirtatious and explicit in her speech. “She is like that, don’t worry about it,” I told her.

Valeria chuckled. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” Valeria told Marcia. “We have to be quiet, though. My pregnant daughters are asleep. We can sit outside. I picked some berries yesterday that we can indulge in.”

We took a seat outside, and Marcia looked at me. “She was your mother’s friend?” she asked.

I nodded. “She wasn’t as lewd in her speech back then. I think it’s because of my merits she’s become a bit wilder.”

“I see,” she said with a giggle.

Valeria came back with a bowl of raspberries. Marcia and I reached for a couple, our hands bumping into each other. I made sure to give it to her anyway, making her smile.

“Thank you,” Marcia said demurely.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“So,” Valeria said, looking at both of us with clear hints of curiosity. “What’s going on?”

“It’s a long story,” I said and warned her before starting.

“We got time,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I cleared my throat and told her everything. When I came to the assassination part, she scowled.

“Why would they do that?” she asked, all the hints of jokes and light-heartedness were completely gone from her face. She took my hand and gently caressed it. “I thought we were allies.”

“Not any longer,” I said. “They want to kill me over Isadora, so that’s our situation now.”

“I see,” she said, the concern not leaving her face. “I’m glad my daughters didn’t hear this.”

“They will eventually,” I said with a shrug.

“Yeah, this won’t be possible to hide,” she said, looking me in the eyes. “What can I do to help you?”

Looking at Valeria long and hard, I said, “I’ll be facing him in a duel, and I need the healthiest, toughest, and fastest horse I can get my hands on. That’s why I need your help.”

“I see,” she said, listening intently. She glanced at the stalls, contemplating her answer. “I have something for you—a stallion. I tamed him from the wild, and he’s everything you’re looking for.”

“May I see?” I asked as she sparked my curiosity.

She rose to her feet. “Come,” she said and brought Marcia and me to the stalls. There were at least a dozen horses inside, munching grass and looking at us curiously. “Here he is, Thunderhoof.”

We stepped toward a stallion that towered over the rest of them like a giant. I looked Thunderhoof in the eyes, and I saw a fierce gaze I’d never seen on a horse. He was a bit darker than the chestnut stallion, but also bigger and slightly more slender. I knew when I looked him in the eyes that he was the one.

“He is exactly what I need,” I said, determined.

Valeria smiled, proud that she had found something for me. “You’re going to need time to befriend him; otherwise, he’ll reject you.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Can I try?”

She opened the stall and set him free. Thunderhoof was a fitting name since I’d never heard hooves pound against the ground like that. I approached him steadily, but he trotted away before I could even get close. Swishing his tail side to side, he sure was a beast, and my eyes widened as I knew I had a challenge in front of me. Even Marcia shrank back upon seeing his size.

“Will you help me?” I asked Valeria.

Valeria pushed her hair behind her ears, her lips sliding into a grin as she prepared herself for a little adventure. “Of course, I will, especially after you bred my daughter, but it won’t be possible in town. We need peace and nature.”

I nodded. “Let’s go out on a little adventure together,” I said.

We heard someone descend the stairs, and her daughters stepped into the living room, wearing gowns. Thalindra and Zorina had brushed their pink hair that they wore loose, and as they came out and spotted me, their eyes widened. They turned to each other and whispered and pointed.

“Don’t be shy, darlings,” Valeria said and encouraged them to come outside too. They did, and I beckoned them closer to me.

“Hi,” they said shyly, their cheeks turning rosy like the color of their hair. “Didn’t expect you.”

I embraced them one after another, but then they exchanged glances and fell into my arms simultaneously in a three-way hug. They were as warm as I could remember them to be, and I picked up the scent of roses and pears, as they had just taken a shower.

“I needed something from your mother,” I told them.

“Who’s the girl?” Zorina asked.

“She’s my third bonded and will help me on my journey. Marcia, meet Thalindra and Zorina.”

They greeted each other with hugs and kisses on the cheeks.

“How long will you stay?” Thalindra asked, twirling her hair on her finger. Thalindra and Zorina were well-endowed for their age. It was difficult to look away from their young breasts and billowing cleavages.

“Not for long,” I told them. “We’ll soon leave.”

“Oh,” Thalindra said, the corners of her lips turning down. “I thought maybe we could have some fun.”

“We will some other day,” I told her. “I’ll stop over, but now it’s kind of urgent.”

“Why?” Zorina asked.

I exchanged glances with Valeria. “You can tell them. They aren’t children,” Valeria said.

I did tell them, and worry clouded their faces, distorting their beauty. When I came to the assassination part, their mouths opened in horror, and then they scowled upon hearing about the duel.

“That’s so dishonest,” Thalindra said, exchanging a worried look with her sister.

“It is,” I said. “But at the end of the day, I’ll get rid of them.”

“What if something happens to you,” Zorina said, her voice dropping low.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “That’s why your mother’s help is crucial. How’s the pregnancy going?” Seeing how fearful they became, I thought of switching subjects.

“Fine for now,” Zorina said.

“No morning sickness yet,” Thalindra said, trying to smile despite the dire news.

“Only morning happiness,” Zorina said with a laugh. “Except what you told us.”

“We’re already planning on what clothes to make and what to name them. You should join our discussion now and then,” Thalindra said.

“My two sweethearts,” Valeria said, draping her arms over their shoulders. “You must remember that Darian is very busy nowadays. You can’t cling to him too much.”

“I understand,” Thalindra said with a sigh. “But I didn’t expect this.”

“Neither did I,” Zorina said quietly.

“It is what it is,” I said firmly.

“I agree,” Valeria said and patted my back. “I think it’s better to get going as soon as possible. Girls, today you’ll watch over the horses and our house.”

“Sure,” they said, not sounding all too pleased.

“There’s plenty of food, and I might be gone until tomorrow morning or later in the evening. But don’t do anything too outrageous, behave while I’m gone.”

“What outrageous?” Thalindra said, crossing her arms.

Valeria gave her a look. “You know well what I’m talking about. Do you want me to recall what you two did before we moved here?”

“No!” they said in unison, blushing so hard that they giggled.

Valeria easily won the debate. Before we left, they wanted a hug from me, which I happily gave them. I felt their impressive busts press against me, and they kissed my cheeks simultaneously. “Ride safe,” Thalindra said.

“Don’t let Mom do anything too embarrassing,” Zorina said in a low voice.

“I’ll keep an eye on her,” I said, caressing their backs. “Take care for now.”

“You too,” they said with hints of sorrow.

Valeria carefully brushed and groomed Thunderhoof before placing a soft saddle on his back along with attaching the reins. She then swung open the heavy gates of the house and led the horse out into the bright morning sunlight.

“What was that about?” I asked her.

“They had a farewell party, invited a bunch of girls, and when I returned the following day, the house was a mess,” Valeria said, wiping the sweat from her brow as if recalling the event exhausted her. “I’m all for having fun, but I’m not a fan of cleaning up the mess of my children.”

“I see,” I said. I thought they were quiet and friendly, but everyone at that age could be unruly now and then.

“Although they’ve been mellower since you impregnated them… or tamed them, if you will.”

“I guess you could say that,” I said with a chuckle. “Since you mentioned staying there for a day… Should we bring a tent?”

Valeria nodded. “It might take some time… And I want to be there for when you spar. I can cook for you and keep you warm in the bed together with your third bonded,” she said, her voice turning huskier.

“I won’t decline an offer like that,” I said. It sure was tempting to be sandwiched between both of them. It had also been a dream to sleep next to Valeria.

She wore a tight red dress that highlighted her curvy figure and long, strawberry-blonde hair. As she walked the horse, her big boobs kept bouncing inside her bra. I glanced at them more than once, wondering if I’d ever get to free them.

We reached my house, and Isadora and Flora were on their knees in the garden. As soon as they heard us, they jumped to their feet. They halted, their eyes widening at Thunderhoof. “What a beast,” Isadora said, taking a step back.

“He’s strong on the outside, but he has a kind heart on the inside,” Valeria said. She had to perch on her tiptoes to stroke his mane, showing how tall he was. “Darian will need time to befriend him. You can’t just jump on top of him and ride into the sunset.”

“I can see that,” Isadora said, studying the horse for a moment. Turning her attention to me, she fidgeted.

“I won’t fall off,” I told her jokingly.

“I didn’t think that,” she said with her hands on her hips.

“What’s on your mind then?”

“You,” she said and beamed. “We packed the basket for you. It has everything you need.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. It always warmed my heart when they did something for me. “Although, we might be gone tonight as well.”

“Oh,” she said with a weighty sigh. “Well then, we’ll pack the tent for you too.”

Flora and Isadora hurried into the room. I thought it was cute. They giggled as they prepared everything. In the meantime, I kept Marcia company. “When was the last time you sparred while riding?” I asked her.

“That was many months ago… But I haven’t forgotten it,” she said with a mischievous grin.

“I’m also out of practice,” I told her. “It’s not since I fought in the war that I held a sword in one hand and the reins in the other.”

Flora and Isadora were back in no time and attached the tent and basket to Marcia’s horse. “Gosh, you were quick,” I told them.

“We didn’t want to make you wait,” Flora said.

As I was getting ready to go, I pulled Isadora and Flora into a tight hug, their sweet, rosy perfume engulfing me. A bittersweet lump formed in my throat as I brushed my lips against their cheeks. “I’ll either see you tonight or tomorrow. Don’t panic if I’m not back today.”

“Take care, and stay safe when you tame that beast,” Isadora said, looking frightened at the size and strength of the horse.

“I’m in safe hands,” I told her, winking at Valeria. “Valeria has everything under control.”

I let go of my two lovers. “Darian,” Valeria said. “I suggest you ride with me.”

“As long as Thunderhoof doesn’t run away.”

“He won’t when I’m with you,” she said. “It will give you a taste of what’s to come.”

I nodded. I waited and watched as Valeria placed her foot on the stirrup and hoisted herself up onto Thunderhoof. “You may come,” Valeria said. She leaned over to whisper soothing words into his ear. While she did so, she provided me with a perfect view of the upper parts of her creamy breasts.

Trying to take my attention away from her assets, I placed my foot on the stirrup and swung my leg over the saddle. I noticed immediately the beautiful view on top of this horse, and I had never been on such a tall horse before.

Marcia mounted hers, and we rode out. I made sure to wave at my girls as we rode out of town.

“Come on, you can hold onto me,” Valeria said.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, a couple of inches below her well-stacked breasts. “A bit farther up,” she encouraged me with a grin. I did as she wished, moving my hands up until they touched the borders of her breasts. It was the first time I’d touched them, and I hoped there’d be another excuse to do so again.

I looked around as we rode. “This horse is a beast,” I said. He trotted powerfully, sounding like thunder.

“He can ride way faster than this… I’ll show you once we’ve found an open plain,” she said. “I’m just making sure that Marcia is keeping up with us.”

Marcia sat tall on her horse, her brown locks cascading behind her as she galloped alongside us.

“My daughters weren’t happy,” Valeria said with a sigh. “Not only because of the duel and assassination attempt, but they probably expected some more intimate acts from you. They’ve been talking about you nonstop.”

“We’ll have time to meet another day,” I told her. “You were close to my family, after all.”

“I like the sound of that,” she said in a husky voice. “I sure have been thinking about you nonstop too.”

I chuckled at Valeria’s words, feeling a warmth spread through me at her confession. The landscape around us was breathtaking as we rode further away from the town, the sun casting a golden glow over the fields and forests.

“How fast is your horse?” Valeria asked Marcia.

“We can ride faster than this,” Marcia responded.

As we found an open plain, Valeria urged Thunderhoof into a faster pace, the wind whipping through my hair as we raced across the grassy land. I couldn’t help but laugh, the exhilaration of the ride coursing through me. I also tightened my grip around her, using her breasts as support.

Beside us, Marcia urged her horse to keep up, but she couldn’t. Valeria turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eyes. She slowed down the pace so Marcia could catch up with us. “I’ll warn you… Thunderhoof is quicker than that.”

“Wow,” I said, my hair fanned out around me. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“Wild horses are better than domesticated,” Valeria said. “Unfortunately, not many have the skill or patience to tame a wild beast.”

“I can imagine.”

“Have you bred any women in their thirties?” she asked, glancing at me.

“I have,” I said. “But not many… It has nothing to do with their ages, but I have to start with the youngest and those who have never been pregnant.”

“So there’s hope for me?” she asked flirtatiously.

Brushing away the blonde hair from her face, I planted a kiss on her cheek. “There is.”

She beamed. “It will be fun to spend some quality time with each other… and then see where it leads us.”

We rode deeper into the plain where a stream meandered into the grassy lands. There was plenty of peace and plenty of room to ride here and there without getting disrupted. “This is perfect,” I said. “Let’s set up camp here.”

We dismounted and took a moment to rest, stretching our arms and legs and looking around. Flowers and roses adorned the plain. Butterflies and bees fluttered about, and the sun was gentle but warm. It was the exact right temperature in the perfect location.

“Give me a second to pee,” Valeria said and went a bit away from us.

“How’s the horse?” Marcia asked.

“He’s fast and powerful,” I said, eager to befriend him. “Exactly what I need.”

“I saw that earlier,” she said. “It will be interesting to see you ride him.”

“Yeah, even more interesting when we fight,” I said, exchanging glances with her. While Valeria was gone in the distance, Marcia’s lips moved closer, and mine instinctively followed. Our mouths met in an intimate touch, my hands tangling in her hair as I deepened the kiss. The lingering taste of raspberries on her lips only made me want to kiss her more.

She pulled away from my lips, a string of saliva stretching from her mouth to mine. “If we sleep over here… can we do what we did yesterday too?”

“For sure, Marcia,” I told her, lusting for her as well.

“Okay,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

Valeria sat on her haunches and urinated a stone’s throw away from us. I had the perfect view of her porcelain hips and full moon, and my eyes widened upon seeing her rear. It was smooth and reflected the light of the sun. It reminded me of her daughter’s bottoms, but slightly curvier. Squeezing out the last drops, she rose to her feet and made her way toward us. She looked at Marcia. “Will you let me borrow him?”

Marcia just chuckled and nodded. “Yes, I’ll wait.”

“I’ll warn you, it may take some time,” Valeria said.

“I’m patient… Patience was one of the first skills I learned,” she said.

“Great,” Valeria said. “I like you.”

“And I love her,” I said, making a subtle blush spread on Marcia’s cheeks.

We made our way to Thunderhoof, who was munching on some grass. As soon as I approached him without Valeria, he reared up and neighed. He behaved more like a wild horse than a domesticated one.

“He’s trying to intimidate you,” Valeria said, stepping ahead of me.

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“He doesn’t want to be tamed or ridden by strangers,” she said. “He is a male, after all, and not submissive.”

“Makes sense,” I said. “Neither do I when I think about it.”

“See?” she said, chuckling. “We have to start over. Let him run away for a bit. You have to approach him with confidence. You have to walk firmly, like a man. He can easily smell fear and wants nothing to do with it. For his survival, it can be suicidal to be ridden by someone weak.”

I nodded. “I didn’t see you approach him with confidence.”

“Because he knows and trusts me. You didn’t see what I had to go through to tame him,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“Good point.”

“Even if you rode him with me, you’re still a stranger… I’ll be behind you while you walk up to him.”

I nodded. We let him trot for a little bit until it was time. I walked up to him with confidence, knowing I’d ride him whether he liked it or not. I wasn’t shy or intimidated by him, knowing I needed to ride him to kill Eldric later.

Thunderhoof settled at a spot and grazed, but as I approached him, he hesitated and raised his neck. I understood clearly what Valeria was talking about now. He didn’t shy away, but he regarded me with curiosity.

“That was perfect,” Valeria said as I approached his side.

“Will he run away?” I asked, about to pat his back.

“Not yet,” she said. “You walked with confidence. Now, go face to face with him.”

I did and looked him in the eyes. He was curious, his round obsidian eyes searching my face. I felt the trust slowly building, and Valeria’s lips slid into a smile. “Okay… This is happening way faster than I predicted. It shouldn’t come as a surprise that he looks up to someone like you.”

“First step done. Now, befriend him by giving him some carrots,” she said. She took me back to the basket. Wearing only a top, Marcia was shadow fencing. She looked sexy as hell as she dodged the imaginary blows and thrusts, moving her body gracefully.

“How’s it going?” she asked, panting as she took a break.

“It’s going well,” I said, glancing at Thunderhoof. “I’ll try to befriend him now.”

“Good luck,” she said. “I’m warming up for you.”

“Thank you,” I said with a smile.

Valeria fished out a bag of carrots, and I looked skyward, enjoying the sun and the sight of cauliflower clouds. It was pleasant being outside here on the plain compared to a city or town. The sounds of nature always put me in the zone and made me concentrate.

Valeria and I moved up to the horse, and Valeria started by giving him a carrot, letting him take a large bite. Valeria’s lips slid into a smile. “I just love it whenever I feed horses,” she said. “Here, take the bag.” She handed it over to me. “Remember confidence, and at the same time, be friendly.”

I nodded, took the bag of carrots and held one up to him. He looked at me first, his gaze shifting from Valeria to me. I held up the carrot steadily without trembling, hiding any type of uncertainty. Then after a minute or two, he took a little bite before taking another. Slowly but surely, he was gaining my trust, and he devoured the carrot.

“A lot quicker than I imagined,” Valeria said, impressed. “Go on, keep feeding him. Even if I did take into consideration that you are bigger and stronger than most humans he’s faced, I still believed he would be suspicious first.”

“Is it a good sign?” I asked her.

“It sure is.”

“How long did it take for you to tame him?” I asked her, smiling as Thunderhoof kept munching the carrots that I fed him.

“Oh, it took a couple of days from when I first laid my eyes on him.”

“When was this?”

“It was a couple of weeks ago just before we left for the Fertile Valley,” she admitted. “Are you ready to try to mount him?”

“If you think it’s time for it,” I said.

“I do,” Valeria said. “He’s gained your trust and friendship for now, so he should allow you to ride him.”

I nodded and knew what I had to do. Giving Valeria the bag of carrots, I walked up to Thunderhoof and studied his frame. He looked at me curiously. Wasting no time, I put my foot onto the stirrup. He raised his hoof, and Valeria gasped. “Careful!” she said.

I didn’t move my foot, determined to mount him. I looked him in the eyes, and he noticed. He lowered his hoof back to the ground. “I got this,” I said and didn’t freak out. Thunderhoof settled down, and then I swung my leg over the saddle, and right upon doing so, he reared his legs, making Valeria gasp again. I seized the saddle horn, holding on firmly and refusing to let go. He neighed and then his hooves landed back onto the ground. It was as if he were testing me.

Valeria let out a sigh. “I thought it wanted to throw you off.”

“Not for today,” I said, grinning victoriously as I sat on top of him.

Valeria still had her hand on her thumping chest. “Wow … You were well prepared.”

“He has to try harder than that to intimidate me,” I said, stroking his mane.

“Can I walk beside you just in case?” Valeria asked.

“Sure,” I said and didn’t mind.

She walked him with me, and I became familiar with riding on top of him by myself. It was a similar sensation as when I had ridden behind Valeria, only that I didn’t have any breasts to squeeze. I became taller and the view was so much better. I looked around myself and marveled at the surrounding world.

“Nice,” Valeria said, throwing admiring glances at me. “I’ll step aside and let you ride by yourself.”

Seizing the reins, I nodded. “It won’t be an issue,” I said. I managed well. I felt a friendship and connection to the horse as he trotted away. The wind whipped past my face as I rode, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of freedom and excitement. Thunderhoof seemed to sense my happiness, and he picked up the pace, galloping through the open fields. I felt the friendship between me and Thunderhoof, and I knew it was the beginning of something lovely.

It had taken less than a couple of hours, and it baffled Valeria as I came riding back. “So,” I said as I dismounted. “Mission accomplished.”

Valeria opened her arms, and I accepted her invitation, embracing her. “You’re so talented,” she said, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes. “Shall we eat before you two start sparring?”

“Sure,” I said since I was also growing hungry. Marcia glanced at me, and as I approached her, she lowered her sword. A light sheen of sweat adorned her body. She hadn’t wasted a second, practicing as much as possible.

We opened the basket, and there was enough food for lunch and dinner with some of the boar meat from yesterday. Marcia laid out the bread, cheese, and cured meat onto a single plate. “That went quick,” Marcia said, inching her hips closer to mine.

“Yeah,” I said. “More time for us to spar.”

“I can’t wait,” she said, taking a bite out of the bread.

“It took me a couple of days to gain his full trust,” Valeria said, looking at me in awe. “You outshine as usual.”

I smiled at her kind words. “I suppose,” I said. We started eating, talking about various topics till we were done. I glanced at Valeria. “Will you keep yourself busy while we spar?”

She nodded. “I’ll sunbathe in the meantime and massage your sore muscles when it’s needed.”

“That will definitely be needed,” I said. Marcia and I rose to our feet. I whistled to Thunderhoof, and he came trotting toward me, his hooves pounding the ground. I exchanged glances with Marcia who mounted her horse, and then I mounted Thunderhoof. I checked behind my shoulder and saw Valeria undressing until she was only in her panties. My eyes widened. As she slipped off her top, I couldn’t help but stare. Her breasts were perfectly round, with soft curves and a gentle rise. The sun kissed her skin, highlighting every freckle and curve. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of her, and I couldn’t look away. It was the first time in my life I’d seen her topless, and the sight didn’t disappoint.

“I don’t want tan lines,” she said with a wink.

“It’s fine. I’ll keep my eyes on Marcia.”

I seized the reins with my left hand and selected my sword that materialized in my right. I felt flashbacks from when I’d been in the war, and everything fell into place as I remembered everything there was to it. Fighting on a horse was a skill difficult to master, but even if I hadn’t done so in more than half a year, I still remembered everything.

“Let’s start with some light clashes,” I told her. “And make our way from there.”

Marcia nodded. “I got that,” she said. I rode away, trying to stab the air while holding onto the reins. Then I turned the horse at the same time as Marcia. She was grinning, and we rode toward each other, our swords clashing shortly after. It wasn’t only challenging with the swords but also when a horse would take an unexpected turn. For now, it was on, and we kept turning, facing each other, and fighting.

I eyed Marcia as she rode away for a bit, but she quickly turned around to face me. She curled her fingers around the sword and narrowed her eyes at me. “You better hold on tight,” she warned me with a grin.

I recognized her excited voice by now, and it seemed like she always became that way when we fought. “So should you,” I told her, wrapping my fingers around the hilt. I seized the reins and kicked the flanks of Thunderhoof, urging him forward. He neighed, and the speed threatened to pull me off as he kicked up soil and dirt behind us. The power of this beast was mind-boggling.

I rode toward Marcia, surprised that the speed of Thunderhoof didn’t intimidate her or her horse. She narrowed her eyes at me without a hint of fear. At the last second, we swung our swords, and the clang rose to the skies. We quickly turned around, rearing on the horses’ hind legs, and then charged toward each other again. It never got old. The clang was so satisfying. We rode side by side, swinging our swords as if we were sparring on the ground.

She defended herself as well as a soldier, and I was yet again stunned by her skills. It was exactly what I’d been through in the war, and doing this with her brought back so many memories that I was flooded with nostalgia.

“Don’t dream too much,” she said flirtatiously.

“Can’t help it,” I replied, grinning. “You make it hard to focus.”

Her laugh was light and carefree, a stark contrast to the intensity of our sparring. “Good. Keeps you on your toes.”

We rode closer to each other, the height of Thunderhoof giving me a slight advantage as we sparred. Our swords clashed again and again, each strike sending vibrations through my arm and sparks flying in the air.

“From what I saw yesterday, you’re getting better,” I said, genuinely impressed.

“Maybe you’re just getting slower,” she teased, a mischievous glint in her eye.

“Careful, I might have to prove you wrong.”

“Promises, promises,” she said with a playful smirk.

It was all love and joy between us, exactly what I needed.

We continued to practice, sprinkling in some flirting here and there. Eventually, I became so warm that I had to take my shirt off. I took a little peek at Valeria sunbathing. She gave me a wink and told us she enjoyed the show. There was a lot more left to the so-called show.

Marcia and I went over different scenarios. She loaded her bow and tried firing at me. None of her arrows were even close to striking me—my reflexes were superb, and Thunderhoof was way too quick.

We took a couple of water breaks, but they didn’t last long as we hurried back to our horses. When hers started growing tired, Thunderhoof was still energetic.

The sun dipped behind the trees, and there was barely any sunlight left of the day. Half an hour ago, we’d told Valeria to start on dinner. She’d also massaged both of us during a brief break, and she had a touch to die for. I was shirtless, my body covered in dirt. Marcia still wore her top, but she was also covered in dirt. Even though her horse was tired, I was surprised I barely saw any hints of fatigue on Marcia’s gorgeous face.

“Tired yet?” I asked her.

Marcia and I exchanged a glance, both of us smiling. “Truce?” she asked.

“Truce,” I agreed, lowering my sword.

I put away my sword and took a moment to look around and catch my breath. Surprisingly, I wasn’t as tired as I should be. Fighting with Marcia had motivated me. I felt an urge unlike any other to impress her in every way possible, and I had a feeling she had the same mentality.

We’d been productive today. There were times I’d swung my sword so hard that I was surprised she didn’t drop hers. “You’re strong,” I stated the obvious, my eyes sweeping over her.

“Not as strong as you,” she said, riding next to me. Our horses began to nuzzle each other, neighing softly.

“Strong for a girl,” I said, feeling the affection for her that I’d felt earlier. “We’ll do this every day from now on. Will you be able to keep up?”

“That’s a question for you,” she said coquettishly.

“I love your teasing,” I said.

Valeria was already in the background, and the pot was boiling. We dismounted and set the horses free. “How many minutes left?” I asked Valeria, settling down and rubbing a cloth over my face.

“Should be ready in a couple of minutes,” she said, stirring the pot with a wooden ladle. Letting go of the ladle, she looked at me. “Geeze, you’ve been going on forever. Aren’t you tired?”

“I sure need a break,” I said. “But it’s because we’re reaching the end of the day.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, intrigued. She probably hadn’t seen a man and a girl ride for so long, but there were certain times during the war that made this look like a walk in the park.

“I’m tired because it’s late,” I told her, briefly glancing at the horse. “And our horses need a break too.”

“And not because you’ve been riding for an entire day?” she said, looking at both of us with admiration.

“There were certain days in the war we went on like this for days without a minute of sleep. We had to change horses regularly since they couldn’t keep up with us,” I recalled. I dusted off my shoulders. “This wasn’t much.”

“You have been through a lot more than I can imagine,” she said, looking at me in awe. “How about you, Marcia? Did you keep up with him?”

“I tried my best,” she said, throwing a glance at Thunderhoof. “But his horse is a beast. I’ve never seen one as quick as he is, and don’t get me started on his stamina.”

Valeria nodded. “I know a good horse when I see one. I’m just glad he’ll be in good hands. If I find another, I can give him to you.”

“It’s fine,” Marcia said with a smile. “But I love mine. In fact, I want less fighting in my life. I’m just doing this for Darian.”

Her words made me smile. It always felt good when they did something for me. It wasn’t just Marcia, but Valeria had taken her time off and given me Thunderhoof for my sake. It was as clear as day that she cared for me, and she had also shown me that during the massage.

When the stew was ready, Valeria filled the bowls for us. The scent of herbs and meat swirling up to my nose made my hunger rise. I dug in, and it was exactly what I needed after riding for so long.

“How was it?” Valeria asked us.

I gave her a thumbs-up while my mouth was full. I noticed Marcia enjoyed it as much as I did.

“I’m glad,” Valeria said, stirring the spoon around. “It was thrilling watching both of you.”

“I hope you weren’t too bored,” I said, patting Valeria’s thigh.

“Not at all,” she said. “I’m used to being by myself now and then, and sometimes we just need some fresh air.”

“I agree,” I said. “Even if we have time to go back, I’m too tired. You aren’t against sleeping outside?”

“Not at all,” Valeria said. “I’ve already told my darlings we might come back tomorrow.”

“I know,” I said with a smile. We finished the stew and put the bowls aside. The sun steadily lowered in the sky and would soon set. I thought of when I would face Eldric. I wanted it so badly that I could taste it. I wanted to defeat him, seeing the fear in his face as he realized it would be the end. I didn’t care if we had to watch out for his tricks. He wouldn’t get away.

We talked for a little bit longer, but we were all tired after such a long day. I was sweaty and glanced at the stream. “Anyone up for an evening bath?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances and both nodded. “Nudity will be mandatory,” Valeria said and waggled her eyebrows.

Marcia again looked a bit demure to be nude in front of others, but she’d opened up a bit more after I’d taken her maidenhead. “Okay,” Marcia said, nodding.

We rose to our feet and started undressing. I was the quickest and when I stood there fully nude, Valeria couldn’t stop looking at my manhood. It was a treat seeing them undress. Their bras popped free and suddenly they were both topless. Their breasts were so different from each other but equally as pretty. I studied Valeria’s a bit more since I’d recently seen them. They were like two oversized melons, sweet and ready to be enjoyed.

They bent over and slid down their panties. Again, my eyes widened at Valeria. I hadn’t seen her fully nude before, but she was gorgeous. To my surprise, she was completely shaved. In my experience, older women usually decided to leave some hair on top.

“Who are you ogling at?” Valeria asked flirtatiously.

“My two beautiful women who will warm my tent tonight,” I said as I gravitated toward them. I draped my arms over their shoulders and pulled them closer to me. I felt an instant warmth rushing over me even if it started getting cooler. I glanced from one to the other. “Your body looks similar to Thalindra’s.”

“Who turns you on the most?” she asked with a husky voice. “Me or my daughters?”

“At the end of the night, I may be able to tell,” I said, making her giggle. I took them with me to the stream. Valeria dipped her toe in first, checking the temperature. “Too cold for you?”

“Yes … You’ll have to hold me tight,” she said.

“Let’s go in together,” I said and took their hands as we slowly waded into the water. The coolness of the stream was refreshing against our warm skin, and we all let out simultaneous gasps as we submerged ourselves fully. I could feel Valeria beside me, her body pressed close as she clung to me for warmth. Marcia seemed more at ease, but she slowly moved toward me as well, and it didn’t take long till we transitioned into a three-way hug.

Marcia fully noticed Valeria’s breasts. “Wow … Doesn’t your back hurt?”

Valeria shook her head. “You get used to it, but I can’t do any strenuous activities … except for what goes around in the bedroom.”

I chuckled. I glanced over at her and saw how her breasts kept playing peek-a-boo with the water. She looked me in the eyes and urged me forward as I filled my hand with her soft boob. “There was a time when I dreamed of touching them,” I said and enjoyed the sensation of her soft flesh.

“When?” she asked.

“When I first saw them,” I said. “But I remember one night when I was eighteen and my mother had invited you over. You wore a seductive dress that did little to cover up your chest and did a lot to lift it.”

She chuckled. “I think I know which night you’re talking about … You aren’t the only one who’s dreamed of it, my breasts being touched by a young and handsome man.”

“There was more to those dreams than just touches,” I said.

“We’ll get there,” she said and pressed her thick lips to my neck. “How about we clean each other in the meantime?”

Valeria and Marcia did me first. Valeria was in the front, and her eyes were still glued onto my erection. “My girls weren’t kidding,” she murmured into my ear, her fingers gently massaging the area. I couldn’t help but let out a low moan at the feeling. “That’s one big cock.”

I felt a growing warmth between my legs. Marcia and I had shared some intimate moments before, but this was different. The presence of Valeria added a new excitement to the situation.

“I know,” I said. I had gotten that comment a lot by now, but I didn’t mind. It stroked my ego every time.

Marcia was behind me and scrubbed my back, but she gave my bottom more attention.

“I can’t wait to feel that inside me,” she whispered in my ear, causing a jolt of electricity to run through me. Valeria wrapped her arms around me, her breasts brushing against my waist, and whispered, “We’ll have so much fun tonight.”

Their hands moved slowly and sensually, exploring every inch of my body. I felt their soft fingers tracing the contours of my muscles, and it seemed like they had an unspoken desire to explore every part of me. My arousal grew with each passing moment as if a wildfire ignited within me.

When I was clean, Valeria and I cleaned Marcia. “Gosh, your body is flawless,” Valeria complimented her in a husky voice.

“Thank you,” Marcia said with a subtle blush. I easily agreed with her. She might not have the chest that Valeria did, but Marcia was toned and fit, her body equally as mesmerizing.

Then Marcia and I moved on to Valeria. I started on her boobs. They were so round and big that I couldn’t even cup them in my hands. I loved to touch and squeeze her breasts, letting my hands fall to her thighs and butt, massaging her. I sighed in relief. My erection bonked into her thigh numerous times, and it was a sign that I wanted to take that woman as hard as possible. I thought she noticed, and I wanted more and more.

I boldly moved my hand to the insides of her delicious thighs and moved up to her slit. I gently rubbed her a little, making a grin spread on her lips. I slipped in a finger, and her grin widened.

“I need something bigger than that,” she said.

“You’ll have it later,” I said. “Should we go up and dry ourselves before bed?”

They all agreed. We climbed up the bank and went back to the fire, sitting huddled around it. I sat in the middle with a towel wrapped around me. Valeria gently stroked my thigh. “Your mother would have been so proud of you,” she said.

It was a sudden shift in our conversation, but I knew Valeria tended to jump from one topic to the other. “How so?”

“Come on, you know,” Valeria said. “You survived, you were honored by the queen, you’re bonded with her daughter and you’re willing to fight for her.”

“She hates fighting and wars though.”

“On the outside … but every woman wants a strong man,” Valeria said.

I nodded and let her words sink in. “I know,” I said.

“And every woman wants to please a strong man too,” she said and went back to her horny self.

“Let us set up the tent,” I told her. “It’s not usual for me to go an entire day without a climax.”

I rose to my feet, and with the help of Marcia, I set up the tent. Valeria packed the basket in the meantime and made sure the horses were well. “How’s Thunderhoof?” I asked Valeria.

“He’s happy … I think he’s been looking forward to riding like that for ages.”

“I got a lot in store for him,” I said.

All of us were nude, only the fire and moonlight illuminated our bodies. I patted Marcia’s and Valeria’s backs. We crawled inside the tent, but Valeria lingered by my legs. She curled her hands around my cock and swallowed it whole. My eyes widened at how quickly her lips sank onto my groin. Even Marcia arched an eyebrow at her skills.

“Geeze, those lips are stretched,” Marcia said with a giggle.

“After I’ve done her, I’ll do you,” I said, raking my fingers through Marcia’s damp hair. I felt the difference between an experienced lady and a virgin. She knew how to please a man, forming her mouth into the perfect, tight, oral vagina as she sank up and down.

When I was about to climax, she came off as if she could read my manhood. She straddled my legs and her pussy hovered right above my erection. “It’s been years since last time,” she said as if she were intoxicated by love.

Mesmerized, I watched as she rubbed my knob back and forth along her wet fruit. She flitted her eyes at me, and I loved the way she was taking it slow. Then she slipped the head inside and slowly sank down, her vagina gobbling up my erection till her wet lips touched down. It was the wettest and warmest embrace I’d felt in a while.

I threw my head back as she started riding me. Valeria’s rhythm was perfect, and she rode me with a passion that made me forget about everything else. Her eyes locked onto mine, her face flushed with desire, and I could see the pleasure she was experiencing at this moment. I knew that this was something we’d both treasure for years to come. I lost myself in the heat of the moment, her boobs bouncing, our breath turning huskier and our desire rising. We forgot about everything else and lost ourselves in the heat of the moment.

It was intense and quick. I didn’t hold anything in. While her strawberry blonde hair veiled her big boobs, I felt the wetness of her pussy clenching around my cock as she let out a deafening moan. She climaxed around me, and her sweet, pleasurable voice helped push me over the edge.

I emptied myself inside her, my eyes on her busty tits and curvy figure. I sighed in relief. “Oh,” Valeria said. “What a size you have.”

“You know how to move your body,” I said.

“It’s one of my specialties,” she said. She rocked back and forth a little bit before slowly dismounting. My wet erection landed with a smack against my waist. Valeria looked at Marcia. “Do you want me to clean it for you?”

“Sure,” Marcia said with an exciting grin.

I selected The Sacred Seed, and just when Valeria pushed her hair behind her ears, her eyes widened as my cock thickened in front of her eyes. “Gosh,” she said, making us all laugh. “Was that me or?”

“You have a magical effect on me,” I said with a wink.

“I’m not complaining,” she said and swirled her tongue around it like a lollipop, licking it up and down till it was sparkling clean. I turned to Marcia, massaging her womanhood. She was already drenched. I lifted her leg and inch by inch, slid into her hole. Since she was younger and tighter, I fucked her more carefully, but the climax was just as quick. After a minute or two, I exploded inside her, flooding her heat with my cum. I loved it whenever I could have two climaxes like that back-to-back.

I slowly slid out of her, taming them both for tonight. “I’m so tired,” I said.

They both cuddled up to me. “Sleep well,” Valeria said. “You two have a lot of practice to do … Intimacy sure will help your sleep.”

“It sure will,” I said, glancing at Marcia. “Tomorrow, let’s spend the evening together.”

She nodded, draping her arm over my chest. “I’m yours forever.”

It felt empowering to have so many loyal women by my side, wanting the best for me and loving me.


Chapter 14

Darian

Our swords clashed as the sun steadily lowered behind the stadium, sending sparks into the sky. Marcia’s face was dotted with sweat, and her brunette hair flowed behind her as she rode. She held her sword firmly, with no sign of fatigue on her face. It impressed me and motivated me to keep fighting.

It had been three weeks since we first started sparring together, and we hadn’t missed a single day. Some days we sparred more intensely than others, so we could rest and be productive the following day.

I had bred girls too, but not as many as before. The word had spread about what I was up to and why I had to take a break from breeding. I noticed that the girls of the Fertile Valley weren’t as happy as they used to be, but I told them to be patient whenever they begged for my seed.

I seized the reins of Thunderhoof and rode up to Marcia. Pulling back on the reins, I stopped in front of her. “Shall we call it a day?” I asked since the sun was about to set.

Marcia nodded, her stamina impressive. “Sure,” she said.

We dismounted and stretched our arms and legs. We were at the stadium in the Fertile Valley. We looked around and saw some of our audience sitting on the benches. Whenever we chose to spar here, there were always onlookers. Marcia was a bit bothered by it, as long as there weren’t too many of them.

Tomorrow, we would be heading to the city. Aurora wanted to see me a week before the duel. It would be hosted at Renob—a small neutral kingdom. According to the royal family and King Cash, we were making a grave mistake. He considered it a tragedy that we were willing to go so far. Our friendship had lasted for decades, and now it was all in ruins. I agreed that it was a tragedy, but there were no better options.

“Time flies,” Marcia said, wiping her forehead. “It feels like yesterday we first sparred.”

We settled down, letting the horses graze for a minute or two. “Tell me about it,” I said. We’d gone over every move and skill. I was prepared to face Eldric single-handedly and give him what he deserved. My hatred for him was boiling over, and I constantly thought of ending it all by plunging my sword deep into his guts and twisting it. I would then look at his father, who would have no choice but to leave his throne. Isadora could then forget about it all and live with me in peace, exactly what she deserved.

“I’ve noticed an improvement in your fighting,” she said, giving me an admiring glance.

“I’ve always fought well,” I said. “I just needed a beautiful girl to remind me to fight again.”

Her eyes twinkled. “We sometimes had to refresh our memories before assassinating someone as well, even if we’d gone over it a hundred times.”

We shared a smile. It was funny to think that she’d been chosen to kill me, but instead, she defected to me. She was my bonded now, and I trusted her as much as any of the other girls. I opened the flask and took a sip. Noticing there wasn’t much left, I tossed it to her. “You can have the rest.”

“Thanks,” she said, licking her dry lips. She chugged it down and tossed the flask back to me. I knew she appreciated small things, and so did I, but to be fair, it hadn’t been a part of her life. I could see why it mattered more to her.

We mounted our horses and tugged at the reins. We rode away from the stadium, and the onlookers whistled and waved at us. I waved back at them.

As the sun descended, we rode across the Fertile Valley. There weren’t many people out late in the evening, but we passed by a couple of women and girls. I had bred so many that I didn’t remember them all at first glance, but after a closer look, I recognized them.

We passed by Valeria’s house, and she was outside tending to her horses. “Let me just say hi,” I told Marcia.

“That’s okay,” Marcia said with a smile.

We dismounted, and I lightly knocked on the gate until I caught Valeria’s attention.

“Darian,” Valeria said and smiled broadly upon seeing me. She dropped her bucket and ran to me, her strawberry blonde hair fluttering behind her. She was an amazing and loyal woman, not just for simply being able to tame such a strong horse like Thunderhoof, but she’d managed to deepthroat me all the way down. After the night she’d sucked me, I couldn’t stop thinking of her oral skills and the way she’d ridden me. I swore when I was done with Eldric, I would come back to her for another head.

“Hi,” I told her.

She swung the gates open, her flowing dress revealing a deep V-neckline and hugging her curves. She welcomed me into her embrace, pressing her body against mine. “What’s going on?” she asked, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes.

“Not much. I just wanted to tell you that tomorrow, we’ll go to the city and we won’t come back till I’ve fought Eldric.”

“I heard. I placed flowers outside of your house … but there was scarcely any space left.”

“Why?” I asked. We’d left this morning. Since last week, there have always been bouquets of flowers at our doorstep.

“The women and girls know you leave, they’ve left flowers for you for good luck,” she said, pushing my hair behind my ears. “They love you deeply. We all do. You’re our only man after all.”

“I see,” I said, and it dawned on me why it was so important.

“I won’t keep you here for too long,” she said. “My daughters are upstairs and will probably rush down any second.”

“There’s plenty of room for them too,” I said.

“Especially when taking your size into consideration,” she said, grinning.

She’d commented on it almost every time I saw her. I didn’t mind. I just found it funny. “Thunderhoof is the best horse in the world,” I told her. “Thank you for helping me out.”

“You’re welcome,” she said and moved her hand to her heart. “I want the best for you. I want you to succeed. I’ll try not to fill your mind with distracting topics, but the day I slept with you is a day I’ll never forget.”

“There might be another,” I told her with a wink.

“I hope,” she said, her lips curving in a smile. Her daughters, Thalindra and Zorina, came rushing down, their feet thundering down the staircase. They flung the door open and ran toward me, their young tits jiggling inside their bras.

“Looks like mom is hogging Darian for herself,” Zorina said and gave her mother a look.

“Darlings, I’m not. He just stopped by,” Valeria defended herself.

“Let us cut in then,” Thalindra said. Valeria stepped aside, and suddenly, her daughters competed for a space in my embrace, but I managed well, holding onto them and squeezing their flesh as well as possible. I kissed their cheeks, making a red color spread on them.

“I stopped by to say that tomorrow, I’ll leave. I’ll see you when I get back,” I said.

They tried to smile, but I saw worry on their faces. “Please don’t be too long,” Zorina said, pouting her lips.

“I swear, the entire town is just talking about you nonstop,” Thalindra said. “They’re worried about our future.”

“I understand,” I said firmly. “But I will be back, and I will continue my breeding.”

I held onto them a bit longer, feeling their hot tears on my chest. Their eyes welled up, and I took time to dry their cheeks. I pushed their gorgeous pink hair behind their ears. “I didn’t mean to,” Zorina said.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I understand.”

“Girls,” Valeria said, looking concerned. “Darian got this. You can count on him.”

They sniffled and slowly let go of me. “Can we spend some time when you return?” Thalindra asked.

“For sure,” I said.

“Okay,” they said and accepted that I had to leave. “We placed some flowers at your home… even if there was hardly any space,” Thalindra said with a light-hearted chuckle.

I was glad to see them uplifted despite the situation. “Your mother told me,” I said, mounting Thunderhoof. “I appreciate everything you and your mother have done for me.”

“Ride safe,” they said in unison, waving as I rode back home with Marcia.

We passed by more girls who waved as well. Many of them were returning from my house, and I finally saw what Valeria had mentioned. Piles of flowers outside our home resembled two mounds, and they looked like breasts. There must have been at least a thousand of them. Some were even scattered inside the gates.

Dismounting, I drew in a deep breath of the honeyed scent and looked at the colorful flowers gleaming in the sunlight. The musky scent reminded me of when I first came here and Felicia had told me they’d rub the petals against themselves for good luck. I thought it was sweet.

“I’ve never seen so many flowers,” Marcia said, looking at the piles. She picked one up, lifted it to her nose, and took a deep breath, letting out a sigh. “It’s wonderful,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “I think they’ve rubbed them on their vaginas.”

“I see,” Marcia said with a giggle. She touched the flower and noticed a sticky consistency. “No kidding.”

Dressed in an apron, Flora opened the door. “Enjoying the flowers?”

“For now,” I said, feeling a bit overwhelmed by them. “There are so many.”

“We ended up bringing a few inside. Come, dinner is ready.” We stepped inside, and she lowered her voice. “I’ve tried keeping Isadora busy, but she’s a bit upset.”

“She isn’t excited to see her mother again?” I asked. We would leave later in the evening, so I found it strange that it didn’t affect her mood for the better.

Flora shook her head firmly. “Uhm… We aren’t going there just to see her mother.”

I nodded, understanding where this was going. “I’ll talk to her later.”

“How did the sparring go?” Flora asked as we stepped into the living room.

“It went well,” I said. “When this is over, I just want to take a week to relax and enjoy ourselves.”

“Oh, I want that too,” Flora said. “It’s something to look forward to.”

“It sure is,” I said, rubbing her back. “What did you make?”

“We made a pot roast.”

I took a deep breath, but the flower scent was so strong it was hard to pick up the aroma of meat and vegetables. Letting go, I looked around. “Where is she?” I asked her.

“She’s outside, writing to her mother.”

I went outside and saw Isadora sitting by herself. Her lips turned up briefly, but I could see that her face was clouded with worry. “How’s it going?” I asked, taking a seat next to her.

“I’ve seen better days,” she said with a shrug.

“Come on, smile for me,” I told her, trying to lift her spirits, making her giggle.

“It’s difficult,” she said. “I wish this never happened.”

I patted her back. “Sometimes it’s either kill or be killed,” I said. “It’s not all rainbows and flowers.”

“There are a lot of flowers here, though,” she said. “You saw outside, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said with a chuckle. “You could probably see those flowers from the moon.”

She chuckled. “I didn’t expect them to be so generous, but they all love you after all.”

“I know,” I said.

Flora came over with the pot roast. Isadora put the letter aside. “Did you finish writing it?” Flora asked kindly.

Isadora nodded. “I’m ready to leave later,” she said.

I pressed my lips to her cheek. “Let’s eat.”

The pot roast smelled delicious. As we dug into the meal, I noticed how Isadora kept inching her hips closer to me, making me smile. I wanted to provide her with as much love as possible. “You can come closer,” I encouraged her, which she happily did. She seemed more interested in me than the food.

After we’d eaten the pot roast, Flora came over with a strawberry pie. “It’s from Marie,” Flora said. “She was a bit sad when you weren’t here, though.”

“Does she know when I’ll be back?” I asked Flora.

“I told her,” Flora said, dipping her head.

Flora split the pie into four pieces. “Uhm, I won’t eat all that,” Marcia said, looking intimidated by the pie.

“Just leave the rest for Isadora,” Flora said with a wink.

It was our tradition to always share equally at first. Isadora nudged me with her elbow before digging in. “Can we feed each other?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

“Of course,” I told her with a smile.

She scooped up a chunk of the strawberry pie and lifted the spoon to my mouth. “Open,” she said.

I did, and she gently placed the little chunk of pie on my tongue. It tasted so much better when she fed me. I exchanged glances with her, her blond hair glowing like a candle, and her sapphire eyes shining. “How does it taste?” she asked.

“As sweet as you,” I said, rubbing her high cheekbones right as they turned pink.

“Let me taste and see,” she said.

I scooped up a chunk from my pie and put it in her mouth. She closed her lips around the spoon with a smack and ate with her eyes closed. “Marie bakes the best pies,” she said. She quickly fed me another spoon, so I could feed her again. Her smiles were infectious whenever we did something like this. These little moments made me feel euphoric, reminding me of what was at stake when I faced Eldric. It shouldn’t come as a surprise that he’d acted that way. There was no prettier girl out there than Isadora. I had thought that when I first took her maidenhead, but she’d chosen me, not him. If he wanted to die on top of being a loser, that was fine with me.

“No more,” Isadora said, feeding me the last spoon.

“For another day,” I said, letting her lean her head against my shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her tightly, and she clung to me. I felt her warm breath, scented with the pie, against my neck. We cuddled for a little while before it was time to leave. Flora and Marcia took the dishes, and I asked Flora as she was wiping the table, “Is the carriage ready?”

“We prepared it while you were sparring.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” she said kindly.

Isadora tugged at my arm, and I looked into her mesmerizing eyes. “I’m dreaming about when our life goes back to normal,” she said.

“Like how we lived when you first moved in here?”

She nodded. “Exactly… I enjoyed it so much. We played the harp. We made love. We went on picnics. Now you’ve been absent for almost three weeks.”

“I slept here almost every day.”

“I know… But it wasn’t the same.”

“Our life will turn back to normal,” I promised her, pecking her cheek.

“When we tent outside later … Can we have sex?”

“Of course,” I told her and couldn’t wait to enter her womanhood, pleasuring her as well as possible. Flora and Marcia were getting ready, glancing at us but not wanting to disturb. “I think they’re waiting for us.”

“Lift me,” she said with a giggle.

I did, wrapping my arms around her and raising her. She threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips against mine, making my cock thicken right at her center.

“I feel your penis,” she said.

“You’ll feel it later as well,” I said. I carried her to the carriage and gently lowered her down. I mounted Thunderhoof, and Marcia mounted her horse. We rode out, and I glanced over my shoulder, knowing I wouldn’t come back here until Eldric was dead.


Chapter 15

Aurora

It was early in the morning, and I placed my hands on the railing and leaned out as the sun rose over the trees. I wore my morning robe and looked out across the field. Darian was already awake, riding his horse along with Marcia, their swords clashing so sparks flew in the air.

They arrived here last night. It was just enough time to hug my daughter and have a light meal before we went to sleep. Darian hadn’t wasted a minute, and it was evident when I saw him fight with Marcia. They rode fast, and Marcia didn’t go easy on him as they sparred. Their horses wore armor, shielding them from attacks. The only thing that was prohibited was long-range weapons and spells. Swords were all they could fight with, either on foot or on top of the horse.

The loud clang rose in the air, and seeing Darian ride like that made me think of him riding me. Last night, I let the window open, so I could wake up to the sounds of him fighting. I didn’t expect him to wake up that early, but I didn’t mind. As I watched him, I felt aroused again. I reached down and started touching myself. I wondered how it felt for my daughter who slept with him every day.

We’d sent letters to each other like usual, but I could tell her letters were clouded with worry. They didn’t have the same happy tone as they once did, and I knew it was because he would fight within a couple of days. I had to talk to her later, letting her know that it would be alright. Darian was strong, and it was unthinkable to see him fall.

While thinking of her, I noticed Isadora coming out from the castle. She was dressed in her nightgown, and she sat on the bench to look at Darian spar. She sat so quietly and peacefully, fully tamed. She wasn’t like that before, but she was still my daughter who I loved deeply.

Darian rode over to her, taking a little break. He dismounted, and she happily gave him some water. “Are you okay?” he asked.

“Uh-huh,” she said.

“You don’t look okay to me,” he said, slipping his sword into the scabbard and holding onto her hips.

Her voice was scarcely audible from up here, but I did my best to listen. “Don’t worry about me.”

“Not possible,” he said firmly.

“I just found it difficult to sleep,” she admitted.

“You won’t when this will be over.” He pressed his lips to hers in a deep, passionate tongue kiss. My temperature spiked, and my knees grew weak. It wasn’t always I saw him kiss her like that, and it got to me every time. I felt a wave of emotions hitting me, and I felt my womanhood moistening and trickling down the insides of my legs. I wanted him badly.

He came off her lips, stroking her back. “I’ll just watch if that’s okay,” she said adorably.

“It’s fine,” he said. He jumped back onto his horse and rode back to Marcia, their swords clashing. I reached back down again. I had lost count of how many times I’d masturbated to him. It felt like a horny curse, but it was a curse I’d craved for years. I moaned lightly, as I delved deeper into my fantasies. I knew we had a lot to discuss later, but I just wanted this morning for myself.

I heard a light knock on my bedroom door. “Your Highness, it’s Thalia. May I come in?”

Pulling my hand out of my panties, I turned my attention away from Darian. “Give me a minute,” I said. I sighed. I would have to continue later on tonight. I went to the bathroom and washed my hands. I made my way to the door and opened it for her. Thalia was already fully dressed in her red and purple dress, and she wore her thick, dark hair loose as usual.

“Good morning,” I told her, smiling upon seeing her.

“Good morning. Were you on your way to dress, or is it okay if I come in?”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “I was just on the balcony.”

“Watching Darian, right?” she said, a grin sliding onto her lips.

“Yes,” I admitted. “Do you also want to watch?”

“Why not,” she said.

I took her with me to the balcony, and we both leaned against the railing, seeing him spar with Marcia. “I saw him earlier,” Thalia said. “He has the stamina of a youth and the skill of an elder.”

“Tell me about it,” I said. I was glad she didn’t comment on my arousal. She had probably noticed it by now, even if I tried to keep it discreet. “Any news?”

“The spies have returned, so we can have a chat with them later,” Thalia said. “King Cash of Renob made another offer to settle this dispute through trade.”

My lips curved into a smile. “He believes trade can solve any issue in our world.” That was just the way he was. He loved luxury and wealth and didn’t understand that without strength, there was none to protect it. He’d been lucky that his kingdom had been spared during many conflicts. Not every land or people could declare neutrality and get away with it.

“Indeed,” Thalia said. We watched him fight for a little bit longer until she spotted Isadora on the bench.

“Is it me, or does she look a bit upset?” Thalia asked.

“She is,” I said. “I noticed it in her letters too. With each day we get closer to the duel, she becomes more worried. I’m surprised she’s still holding up, knowing what’s at stake.”

“I would also be worried if I were in her shoes,” Thalia said. “It can’t be easy to see the love of your life going out in battle.”

“That’s how it was for most of us during the war,” I said. “So I also understand where she’s coming from, but earlier, she’d asked me if it were her fault. I think she’s blaming herself internally.”

“I see,” Thalia said. “Maybe she still feels bad from the Gabriella days.”

“It’s no maybe,” I said. “I have done my best to tell her that we all make mistakes.”

“Sometimes it takes time to learn,” she said.

“I’ll give her all the time in the world,” I said. I turned to Thalia and her eyes followed Darian like a magnet. Yet again, I thought of how lucky Thalia had been to have been intimate with him. I was starting to grow envious of her. “Are the spies waiting?”

“They are,” she said and turned to me.

“Prepare a meeting, and I’ll be back, properly dressed.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” she said, dipping her head and leaving me in peace.

I went into the bathroom. I took off my morning robe, and to my surprise, my panties were soaked. It shouldn’t have surprised me. I’d been more aroused lately because of Darian, but just the sight of him fighting was enough to make me wet. I had no choice but to change them too. I donned a fresh pair of panties and then put on my knee-length royal dress with a deep V-neck. It was a bit more revealing, but that was because I planned to see Darian later. I applied my usual makeup and made my way out to the meeting.

I met up with my spies and also Thalia who were all seated. I settled down and gave them the word.

“Eldric has been training nonstop,” one of them said.

“Relentlessly, in other words,” the second said. “And that’s because they fear Darian.”

“They should,” I said.

“Even how relentless he’s been training,” he said. “He’s still of no match against Darian, and it makes me suspect they’re plotting something foul.”

“And what may that be?”

“We managed to hear that they’re planning to use some kind of dazzling spell.”

I exchanged glances with Thalia. “I have the antidote for that,” Thalia responded. “But it may take time for his vision to heal.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised they were plotting to use cheap tricks. “Anything else?” I asked them.

“That’s what we heard,” they said. “It’s been difficult to spy after the rise in tensions.”

“I know,” I said and nodded. We had at least gotten something valuable out of this, and I had to tell that to Darian even if it wasn’t much. “Have you found a suitable replacement for Fyodor?”

“We have,” they said. “Igor is a wealthy man and owns one of the major mines. He had not been pleased with how this had been handled and had even dared to raise complaints. Fyodor had threatened him and his family because of that.”

“Why didn’t I think of him before,” I said and nodded to myself. I had met him a couple of times earlier when discussing steel purchases. He was calm and sensible and preferred trade over disputes. “Get in touch with him as soon as possible. Fyodor and none of his family members are getting back to that throne ever again.”

* * *

I had just eaten a moment ago. I had summoned Darian, needing to inform him about what I’d learned. He strode into my room, his boots caked in mud, and he looked as if he’d come from battle. Seeing him made me melt.

“I hope this isn’t a bad time to talk?” I asked.

“Not at all,” he said, shaking his head. “I have time.”

“It won’t be long,” I said, drawing in a deep breath. “I’ve just been informed by the spies that they might resort to using a dazzling spell.”

He nodded slowly and furrowed his brow. “That shouldn’t surprise me.”

“Me neither,” I said. “But Thalia has an antidote spell. She’ll be able to manage it from her seat. Make sure to look in her direction if they decide to stoop so low.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said. “No good news?”

I loved his charm. I placed my hand on my hip. “The good news is that they fear you.”

He smiled briefly. “Tell me something I didn’t already know.”

I chuckled. I loved his confidence, making my nipples erect. “Just be prepared,” I said. “They might try anything to get the upper hand.”

“I will be,” he replied, his voice steady and reassuring.

“We’ll talk more about this the day before we leave,” I said, my voice turning serious. “I just wanted to inform you as soon as possible.”

“I appreciate everything, Your Highness.”

“Well, I appreciate everything you’ve done for my daughter and this kingdom,” I said, looking deep into his hazel eyes. I wasn’t sure if I imagined things, but I felt sparks between us.

“It’s my duty and my honor,” he said and bowed to me. “I’ll do anything for Isadora. She’s the love of my life.”

I smiled. It meant the world to me when he spoke about my daughter like that. “I’m glad my daughter is beautiful enough to attract such a strong man like you.”

His eyes swept over me. They stopped at my chest for a brief second before bouncing up to my eyes. “She inherited that beauty from someone,” he told me, making me blush.

“You think so?” I asked, my voice dropping.

“I know so,” he said, keeping my gaze.

I drew in a deep breath as I felt emotions I hadn’t felt since I was a teenager. We shared a silent moment, and I hoped it wasn’t becoming too awkward. “I hope she’s fine. I noticed a change in her writing in the last letters.” I knew I would regret this. I shouldn’t have changed the direction of the conversation, but I just didn’t know what to say.

“Yes,” he said. “She’s a bit upset. I think she’s blaming herself for this, even though I’ve tried to tell her it’s not her fault.”

I didn’t like the sound of that either. “I kind of suspected that.”

“She wanted to see you too,” he said. “We hardly had enough time to speak last night.”

“Okay, you can bring her,” I said.

“There’s nothing else you’d like to add?” he asked, and his eyes searched me again, looking at my curves and figure.

“Not for now. I want to see her.” After a certain amount of time when I hadn’t seen her, I craved to hear the sound of her voice. Darian left, and after a minute or two, I heard Isadora’s scurrying feet. I wanted to see her beautiful smile, but something weighed her down. She ran to my arms, and I welcomed her with a hug.

“Hi,” she said, wrapping her arms around me.

I patted her back, enjoying the sensation of having my daughter close to me. “Hi, darling, is everything alright with you?” I asked. We hadn’t found much time to speak last night, so hopefully, we would catch up with each other now.

She nodded weakly. “Sort of, but not really,” she said with a sigh. “I don’t like any of this.”

“I understand,” I said. “Sometimes there are a lot of things we don’t like, but we do them anyway. Like brushing one’s teeth, for instance.”

“Mom,” she said, giving me a look. “You can’t compare this to brushing one’s teeth.”

I agreed with her that it wasn’t the best example. “You win, the war is a better example,” I said. “None of us liked it, but we had to … There wasn’t much of a choice.”

“I remember you saying that,” she said and sighed. “It took some time for it to sink in though.”

“At the end of the day, you’ll live happily ever after.”

Those words made her beam. “That’s what I’m dreaming of. You know, when I first moved in with Darian, I had never experienced such joy. I can’t explain it in words. We went out on picnics, we had fun and most importantly, we made love. I’m afraid that all of it will go away.”

“It won’t, sweetheart,” I told her firmly.

“It’s just what I fear,” she said.

“You have nothing to fear. Darian got this,” I told her, holding onto her till she smiled again. “Do you want to go out for a bit, so we can get some fresh air?”

She nodded eagerly. “By the field?”

“Will you stay concentrated or watch your lover all the time?”

“I’ll do both,” she admitted.

“I appreciate honesty,” I said and ruffled her hair.

We went outside, and Isadora concentrated on both of us surprisingly well. I tried to focus on small things, cheering her up. “Have you eaten less cake lately?” I asked her.

“It’s been difficult,” she admitted. “When I’m worried, I turn to sweets. Flora has been great at comforting. I’m surprised she isn’t worried.”

“She’s one of a kind,’ I said. She sat on a bench, watching Darian as well. She had water ready for him in case something happened. It wasn’t only my daughter who glanced at Darian, but I found myself doing a lot more of it as well, just sneaking in a peek at him. It was just so tempting, especially when I heard the swords clash.

“I can tell you’ve been relaxing more,” she said, noticing it.

“How do you know?” I asked her.

“I see it in you,” she said, her lips curving in one of her pretty smiles.

I rubbed her back. “I have,” I told her. “But I’ve been thinking about you and this duel nonstop as well. I’m not immune to it.”

“I think you’ve been through stressful situations before, so you know how to deal with it.”

“Sort of. You aren’t the only one who doesn’t like this,” I admitted. “I can’t imagine a life without him.”

“Really?” she asked and searched my face as if my words caught her off guard.

“Nope … most importantly, he’s the love of my daughter,” I said. “Secondly, his merits and blood. I want this kingdom to bear as many children from him as possible.”

“I see,” she said. “Well, we already kind of do, especially the Fertile Valley.”

I nodded. “I have other districts for him if he’s interested.”

“I know,” she said. “I still find it funny how desperate all of them are … Do you see his horse?”

“Yeah, it’s massive,” I said.

“His mother’s friend gave it to him. She also slept with him, and he’s bedded her two daughters.”

I blinked and walked slower. “He bedded their mother?”

“Uh-huh,” Isadora said. “She is pretty, not as pretty as you though.”

We exchanged smiles. “How pretty?”

“She’s a couple of inches shorter than you, but she has nice strawberry blonde hair along with big breasts. She’s a bit lewd, but yeah, nice figure as well.”

“I see,” I said. Maybe there was hope for me as well. But I shook my head. I didn’t want to think about that. Darian was my daughter’s man, not mine. We took a couple of minutes to watch him. He rode so swiftly on top of that horse, and Marcia kept up with him impressively.

“Marcia is unbelievable for a woman,” Isadora said as we both ended up looking at them sparring. We took a seat on a bench and watched them. We hadn’t planned for this, but it just happened. Darian was irresistible.

“I know,” I said.

“She’s been through a lot,” Isadora said. “I feel bad for orphans.”

“There’s no justice in this world, but when I see her, I see a beautiful girl, not a cold-blooded killer.”

“I hope you told her that. It would mean the world to her.”

“I did,” I said, remembering her reaction. “Is she sleeping in your bed yet?” I remembered she’d told me in one of her letters that Marcia had been a bit too shy to sleep with them.

“Oh yes, her shyness went away after Darian had sex with her. She’s still a bit reserved, but I assume that’s just her personality.”

“We are all different, don’t forget that,” I said.

“I know … she looks happiest when she’s holding a weapon,” Isadora said.

“That’s mostly what she knows,” I said. “Killing and taking orders.”

“I think it’s sad how some use girls like that… we aren’t doing something like that, right?”

“Not at all,” I told her, understanding the harsh realities. “Although there are criminals who resort to such methods, preying on orphans, we catch them and serve them justice.”

“I see,” she said with a sigh. “Mom, I’m having a serious dilemma.”

“Tell me,” I said, rubbing her back gently.

“Well, I don’t want to see them ever again,” she said. I knew who “them” were, so I didn’t have to ask. “But I want to see Darian fight and be there for him. I don’t know what to do.” She sounded hopeless, and I was surprised she couldn’t figure it out on her own.

“Just dress up as Gabriella,” I suggested with a smile.

“Oh,” she said, placing a finger on her chin. “I didn’t think of that… I’ve been overthinking.”

“Relax,” I told her. “Everything will be fine.”

She relaxed, inching her hips closer to me as we watched Darian spar with Marcia. The rhythmic clash of their swords was almost soothing.

“Thanks, Mom,” Isadora said after a while, her voice softer. “For always knowing what to say.”

“That’s what I’m here for,” I said, squeezing her shoulder. “We’ll get through this together.”


Chapter 16

Darian

(scene where he gets woken up and dry Isadora’s tears)

I rode slowly with Marcia at my side. Ahead of me was the queen’s cohort. Her golden hair streaming behind her, Aurora rode alone on a blonde horse. Guards rode next to her but kept their distance. We were on our way to Renob, which was a four-hour ride from the city of Anigava. Today would be the day we would settle our dispute once and for all. Either Eldric or I would walk away from that stadium. There was a lot at stake. The last couple of nights had been difficult for Isadora. Last night, she woke up in tears. Seeing her cry made my blood boil, and I knew I had to do everything I could to avenge myself. This could’ve been avoided, but they had asked for it.

There were plenty of onlookers from Anigava riding there as well. Aurora had made sure to pay for their tickets to watch this event. Duels were a source of entertainment for many, especially when they knew what we were fighting for.

I hadn’t wasted a minute, and I was as prepared as I could be. Marcia would practice with me some more once we got there, and I hadn’t eaten anything, leaving me as hungry as I could be. I wouldn’t eat a bite until I had killed him.

We crossed the border into Renob. I saw the city ahead of us. It was much smaller than Anigava, but everything there was built with marble, and the roads were built with polished cobblestones.

We greeted the border guards who guided us deeper into the kingdom. They led us to the castle, but I gazed westward at the mighty stadium. It was larger than the one in the Fertile Valley, and people were already gathering there en masse. I narrowed my eyes, and they were fighting to get in. The lines were long as rivers, but instead of a pleasant burbling sound, they were shouting and hurling insults at each other.

We stopped in front of the castle, and a chunky king named Cash stepped outside with four chains glimmering around his neck and golden bracelets on his arms. He was surrounded by bodyguards, and it was the first time I saw him. The legends lived up to the hype. He was short, fat, with golden, dyed hair, but I could see his gray roots on top of his scalp. He wore a red and white robe adorned with jewelry. He greeted Aurora with a friendly nod. “Your Highness, welcome to Renob.”

“Thank you,” Aurora said and dismounted from her horse. It was a sign of strength that she chose to ride herself. Isadora had told me that she didn’t like carriages and being pampered. She was a strong woman who had led our kingdom to victory.

Aurora turned to me as I dismounted. “This is Darian Sunblade,” she introduced me. “The man who’ll fight for us today.”

I shook hands with Cash, who looked at me with eyes round as saucers. His grip was soft, probably from indulging in luxuries. “Two young men who’ll fight … I still have negotiators who can bring about a peace deal,” he said, making a final attempt to abort the duel.

Aurora smiled and appreciated his offer. “It’s too late for that,” she said. “If this comes from us, they’ll see it as a sign of weakness and never accept it. Gold doesn’t solve every problem known to man.”

Cash nodded, but based on his expression, he didn’t like this at all. “I’ll show you your seats at the stadium, and I’ll show Darian where he can practice.”

“That’s okay,” Aurora said. She turned to me at the last second. I wouldn’t see or speak with her until it was over. “Good luck,” she said with a smile, believing in me.

“Thanks,” I said. It was short but sweet. All I needed for now. Behind me was Isadora, who tugged at my shirt. I turned around to her. Wearing her hair pink, she was dressed as Gabriella, in the same patched-up dress and purple eyes. I captured her mouth with mine, kissing her deeply with my tongue. I didn’t mind if anyone saw us. I wanted the best for her at this moment. I had to let her know how much she meant to me, and how I would do anything for her. She kissed me back with equal passion, her hands running through my hair.

I pulled away from her lips, seeing tears welling up. I took out a tissue and dried her eyes again before cupping her cheeks. “It will be alright.”

“Okay,” she said curtly. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said.

She sighed and went to her mother, who gave her a hug. I turned to Flora, who didn’t look much happier either. I made sure to embrace her warmly, holding onto her and patting her back. “Be careful,” she said.

“I will,” I said.

“I love you,” she said, breaking the hug to look me in the eyes.

“I love you too,” I said.

We parted, and it was just Marcia and me left as Cash’s cohort led us deeper into the kingdom. I looked around and noticed how almost everyone here was obese. “They really care about luxury here,” I said.

“Yeah … I see that,” Marcia said, wrinkling her nose. She wasn’t much into that either.

King Cash led us in the direction of the stadium. The loud, booming voices filled the air as people hurried to find their seats. “There hasn’t been a duel this exciting for years,” Cash explained. “The tickets were sold out within a day, and they are trying to climb the buildings just to have a look.”

“Why are you trying to abort this when it will bring so much money for you?” I asked him.

He gave me a look. “I might be greedy… But I’ve never been a fan of spilling blood. Gold is pleasant, corpses are not.”

I nodded, agreeing with what Aurora had said. Some men didn’t understand why rivalries or conflicts happened. I didn’t judge him for it. I also agreed that gold certainly was more pleasant than corpses, but when there were men who were willing to steal and go to certain extreme lengths to get their hands on gold or our loved ones, then you had to defend yourself.

He led us to a little training ground, a field of grass. “Here you may warm up,” he said. “At the benches over there you have drinks and food. We’ll call for you after an hour.”

“I only need water,” I told him. “I won’t eat till he’s dead.”

Swallowing hard, he nodded. “And I probably won’t eat at all because I don’t have an appetite.” He patted his round belly. We did him a favor since he probably needed to skip a meal or two. “Good luck.”

“Thanks,” I said as he went away with his cohorts. I turned to Marcia, who was ready like always. “Ready for a final spar?”

“As always,” she said.

Donning our armor, we mounted our horses and went over what we’d practiced. It was challenging to focus in such an environment. Right next to us was a bustling stadium getting filled with a loud audience. But as I fought, the noise and the outside world faded. I only had Marcia in front of me, and my vision narrowed on her. The minutes passed as I warmed up. I was not afraid, and I wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible.

The hour passed quickly, and a couple of servants came riding toward us. “Darian… It’s time.”

I sheathed my sword and exchanged smiles with Marcia. We rode close, so the horses nuzzled. I pressed my lips to hers, sharing a determined glance. “I won’t be watching. I can’t let them see me,” she said. “But I know we’ll see each other after this.”

“I understand,” I said. “This was a month I’ll never forget.”

“Me neither,” she said, smiling fully. “You’ve given my life back to me. I owe you the world. You’ll always have my loyalty and love for the rest of my life.”

I pressed my lips to hers again, feeling the sweet sensation of her soft lips. Coming off her mouth, I parted from her. I rode toward the towering archway that marked the entrance to the stadium. It loomed over me, even bigger than I had imagined. As I rode through the arch and into the bright sunshine, a wave of sound hit me—the roar of thousands of cheering men and women. I couldn’t help but smile as I basked in their excitement, feeling a surge of adrenaline coursing through my body. The noise was deafening, but my attention was quickly aimed at Eldric as he came riding in as well. Wearing armor, he rode the same horse as I’d seen him with at the border of Selppin. He narrowed his eyes on me, trying to look menacing. It didn’t work. I wasn’t frightened by his pathetic look. He didn’t intimidate me at all.

The host, who sat on an elevated chair, rose to his feet on top of the chair. He took a deep breath and pressed the mouthpiece to his lips, exhaling with great force. The blast of sound that erupted was so loud and resonant that the entire audience immediately fell silent, their attention focused solely on him.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began his introductory speech. “Today is the first day in years we’ve hosted a duel and not any kind of duel. On the one end, you have Prince Eldric of Selppin.” The crowd applauded, and my eyes swept over the stands. I noticed Eldric’s family sitting on one section, and Anigava on the opposite. I looked Aurora in the eyes, sitting next to Thalia and Erik, her brother. Isadora was hidden a bit away from them, but I recognized her pink hair as she looked me in the eyes. She sat next to Flora, and they both held hands.

“On the other, Darian Sunblade from Anigava!” The crowd from Anigava rose and applauded while the ones from Selppin booed and heckled. I noticed how none from my side heckled when they called up Eldric. It was another sign of their dishonesty.

“When the contestants feel ready, ride up to each other, clash your swords and we will start. Good luck to both of you.”

I urged Thunderhoof ahead, getting closer to Eldric. Under that armor, he wore a purple and white tunic. He’d let his brown hair grow slightly longer since I last saw him. He flashed me a grin, and I wore my stone-cold expression as I rode up to him.

“Trying to look tough, Mr. Commoner?” he sneered.

I unsheathed my sword and raised it. “I don’t have all day.”

He spat to the side, unsheathed his sword, and swung it against mine. The clang rang in the air as we looked each other in the eyes. He looked away first, and we rode back to the other side. I tugged at the reins. Thunderhoof reared on his hind legs while turning toward Eldric. He landed with a loud thump. Thunderhoof pawed the ground, and I seized the reins with my left hand, holding onto my sword with my right.

“Let’s begin!” the host said, and the audience erupted into cheers.

I urged my horse forward, the hooves kicking up dust and dirt behind me. Once I neared Eldric, our swords clashed fiercely, sending sparks into the air.

Eldric and I exchanged blow after blow, our swords ringing out like a melody. He was strong, I had to give him that, but nowhere near as strong as I. Our horses danced around each other, mirroring our fierce battle. The crowd’s cheers and shouts faded into the background as we fought with all our might.

At the right moment, I swung my sword at his abdomen, being on the offensive. He parried my blow, the swords clashing loudly. He defended himself well despite being born with a silver spoon in his mouth.

Thunderhoof neighed wildly as I tightened my grip around the reins, controlling where he rode with the help of my hips. We rode side by side, and when he was within reach, I swung my sword at him so quickly I overwhelmed him. He grunted and struggled to keep up. When the timing was right, I pressed my horse closer to his, and I shouldered into him. Wobbling on his steed, he was a moment away from falling off his horse. Not letting an opportunity go to waste, I charged toward him. He hoisted himself up at the last second, defending himself before I was about to thrust my sword into his guts. The crowd gasped as it was a second away from spelling the end for him.

I rode away from him, catching my breath. I glanced over my shoulder and saw him thundering toward me. I urged Thunderhoof forward to gain space between us. Then I tugged at the reins, so he reared on his hind legs. I turned him around as quickly as possible and charged toward Eldric. I thought he was going for my abdomen, but he yanked his sword back at the last second and swung it against Thunderhoof’s flank. Even if he only managed to strike his armor, Thunderhoof neighed wildly.

“Dishonest prick, trying to go for the horse first,” I muttered.

I could see the fury in Eldric’s eyes as he continued to press his attack, swinging his sword with precision and speed. We rode side by side, the flanks of our horses making contact. The swords clashed again, and I defended myself from blow after blow. Sweat broke out on my forehead, and I got so close to him, I could feel his rotten breath. I desperately tried to find an opening. I was yearning to see him dead as soon as possible, even if I told myself the importance of not rushing things.

Our horses clashed, bumping into each other on several occasions which caused both of us to almost fall off. I held onto the reins tighter, and just when I was about to face him again, a strange light hit my eyes. It was so bright it dazzled me. “What the heck?” I cursed. I tried to look away, but it was too intense. Then I remembered what Aurora had warned about, and I quickly looked at Thalia, making eye contact with her.

“Dropped your glasses, bud?” he scorned.

I felt the steel off his sword and then something loosened from my chest. It must have been my breastplate. I went back to defending myself, parrying his thrusts and slashes as they came hurling at me. My vision was still compromised, and I had to use my reflexes to act. I rode away from him, and I tried to make eye contact with Thalia again. I saw she was doing something with her hands, and I felt a warmth striking me. Shortly after, I recovered some of my vision. She hurriedly whispered something to Aurora’s ears. But I couldn’t keep my attention on her for too long. Eldric came thundering at me. I didn’t have to look, but I heard the hooves pounding the ground, making Thunderhoof respond and ride ahead.

“Where are you going?” Eldric asked with a vicious grin. “You can’t ride away from me.”

I avoided him as my vision slowly improved. I tore the breastplate off me and slung it aside, feeling some scratches on my shoulder. A mysterious man suddenly fell from the stands and dropped to the ground. He was dressed as a mage and sat close to Selppin. I didn’t recognize him, but some of the men quickly took the body and carried him away to safety. Slowly but surely, my vision returned.

I rode toward him, swinging my sword against his as hard as possible.

The clash of our swords echoed through the stadium as we continued our intense battle. Eldric fought with renewed vigor, his eyes burning with determination after the failed attempt to blind me. I could feel the weight of his strikes as we rode, each of us searching for an opening to gain the upper hand.

Despite the distraction of the fallen man and the brief loss of vision, I focused on the fight at hand. I parried his blows with precision. He exposed himself after I struck his sword hard. With a swift motion, I struck his armor fiercely. He yelped, lost his balance, and fell to the side and off his horse, hitting the ground with a loud smack.

I pulled the reins, halting and urging Thunderhoof toward him. He quickly jumped onto his horse with his stomach first, riding away. I didn’t want to let go of him, knowing this was a perfect opportunity to chase him. Unfortunately, he had enough time to curl his hands around his sword and steady himself on top of the saddle.

As we met, I aimed for his armor, and with a few deft blows, I cut the breastplate off, so it clattered against the ground. The audience erupted into cheers, whistling like maniacs. He gnashed his teeth at me as he left himself exposed. The piece of shit had to resort to tricks to get my breastplate off. I wouldn’t stoop so low to get to him. Now that we were without armor, we rode toward each other again. First blood hadn’t been spilled yet, but I had a feeling it would come at any second.

Our swords clashed once more, the sound ringing out in the stadium as we rode toward each other warily. Eldric’s eyes narrowed in focus, his sword arm steady as he awaited my next move. I could feel the tension crackling in the air between us, both of us determined to emerge victorious from this battle.

I spurred Thunderhoof forward, meeting Eldric head-on as our swords met with a resounding clash. The force of our impact sent shockwaves up my arm, but I gritted my teeth and pushed back against him with all my strength. We were locked in a fierce struggle, neither willing to give an inch.

But he was the weaker one, and eventually, I found an opening, stabbing him right in his shoulder. He winced and groaned out in pain, and he rode away from me. I noticed he was applying something to his sword as the blood kept trickling down his shoulder. He panted, scowling at me. He rode toward me as quickly as possible, his anger rising. I started riding, waiting for him to catch up with me. I waited for his blows, but instead, he went for my horse’s rear. Thunderhoof neighed, and I quickly halted and tried to stab his horse in return, but I only struck the armor.

Now my anger was about to boil over. I tried to chase after him, but he did everything to avoid me, riding away from every duel. I noticed that Thunderhoof grew weaker, especially as I couldn’t catch up with Eldric.

“What’s the matter?” I asked Thunderhoof, kicking my heels into his flanks. I saw the weakened look in his eyes, and I started putting the puzzle pieces together. “You poisoned him, you little shit.”

He spat. “If that was the case, I should’ve gone for you.”

“You haven’t even been close to striking me,” I said.

“If you would have given up, you could have had some whores but there won’t be any when you’re dead.”

Thunderhoof’s legs trembled and grew weak. He faltered as I knew I was in danger. I rode to the side and dismounted, and right when I did so, Thunderhoof just collapsed to the side, landing with a great thump. I ran to the middle, trying to bring the battle away from Thunderhoof. I had to deal with him later.

Eldric grinned, and the crowd cheered for him. He urged his horse toward me, knowing I was in a weak spot, but adrenaline got to me. I had to fell his horse one way or another. Eldric’s horse raced toward me, its hooves pounding the earth with each step. I could feel the heat radiating from its bulging nostrils as it bore down on me.

Adrenaline surged through my veins, fueling my determination to victory. My heart pounded in my chest as the thunderous sound of hooves grew louder and louder.

In that split second, I jumped aside and lunged forward with all my might, stabbing his horse so hard that I fell to the ground. Neighing, his horse rode right into a wall, and Eldric jumped off at the last second. I rose to my feet, and I saw panic in his eyes as he did everything he could to rouse his horse, but it didn’t respond. It lay there and groaned.

I walked up to him, knowing he didn’t have much time left in this world. He resorted to kicking his horse in the guts, making it groan louder. I felt bad for the horse. Eldric turned to me, his heart pounding in his chest.

Suddenly, he reached for a bow and quiver, loading his bow. My eyes widened, and I turned to the host. Eldric fired right at my thigh, the arrow penetrating through my flesh.

The host rose to his feet and blew the horn. It was a violation, but now I was furious and didn’t care. I ripped the arrow away from my thigh, surprising him as he saw what I was made of. It wasn’t the first time I’d done that. His hands trembling, Eldric dropped his bow. While the host shouted that he was disqualified, I ran toward him while blood dribbled down my thigh.

Eldric reached for his sword again, trying to make a last stand. I fought him, overwhelming him with blow after blow. He dropped his sword, which flew several feet away from him, and I kicked him right in his chest so he fell back. I aimed my eyes at him as I saw the fear in his eyes. So many similar scenes flashed by. He’d just been one of my many kills, and not even the cheapest tricks could save him. He reached out his hand to me, begging for mercy as I saw the fear of death. “Nooooo!” he shouted, but I plunged the sword into his heart, giving it a good twist. He sucked in his last breath and slumped back.

The crowd fell into silence, and the silence lasted. As my adrenaline faded, I grew weaker. I looked at my thigh and then at Thunderhoof. I started questioning if he’d poisoned the arrow as well. Suddenly, I felt Thalia’s arms around my back, and I looked at her. Her mouth moved, but I couldn’t hear anything. Right before I knew it, the world faded.


Chapter 17

Aurora

Ilooked at Darian, who lay on the bed with his eyes closed. I stroked his leg, waiting for him to wake up. It was difficult to see him because Isadora, Flora, and Marcia clung to him, competing for his attention. They didn’t speak much, just held onto him, and waited for him to wake up.

Thalia sat next to me. She had sucked the poison out of him an hour ago. According to her, he should wake up soon.

My blood was still hot from what had happened. It was late in the evening, and the duel had ended a couple of hours ago. Eldric had resorted to cheap tricks, breaking the rules because he refused to lose, but he lost anyway. Thalia had acted quickly when Darian became blinded and even quicker when he was wounded with the poisonous arrow. It was dramatic when Thalia rushed to him while Isadora was in tears. I had told her several times that Thalia had it under control, but I could still see Isadora’s heart thumping, knowing she wouldn’t find peace until he spoke again.

When Eldric selected his bow, the entire audience booed him, but when Darian killed him, the crowd cheered. The crowd from Selppin quickly left. Everyone threw trash and food at them. They weren’t welcome, and Eldric had acted disgracefully.

Before the duel, I had met with Igor. He was eager to take over the throne, swearing loyalty to me. Right after Eldric’s death, Fyodor fled, and we sent guards after him. He couldn’t run forever. We would find him and bring him to justice. He was a pathetic man I refused to call a king.

A servant entered the door. The girls didn’t even bat an eye. Instead, they still clung to Darian. “Your Highness,” she said in a lowered voice. “May I have a word with you and Thalia?”

I nodded and rose to my feet with Thalia. We went outside and gently closed the door. “What is it?” I asked.

“Igor succeeded in overthrowing the monarch, and we found Fyodor at the border.”

I felt elated upon hearing those words, like a rush of happiness. “Show me where he is.”

I took Thalia with me, and my servant led us into a vacant room. I waited, eager to see him. I heard them hauling someone in like a sack. They had put him in chains and kicked him, so he fell to his knees. His face was wretched and bloody, and his clothes were torn and dirty. He had most likely taken a beating when he attempted his pathetic flight.

I looked at him long and hard, stooping over him. He didn’t look like a king but a weak-willed man with no future. “Queen Aurora, I’m so sorry,” he started, his voice trembling. He lowered his forehead to the ground just by my feet.

“For what?” I asked. “Lying about the assassination attempt, or the attempt itself? Not accepting a ‘no’ or trying to cheat your way to a win?”

“Everything,” he begged, raising his head. “I’m sorry for everything.”

I frowned. He must have lost his mind if he thought I’d accept his apology. He started crying, tears dribbling down his cheeks, soaking his ragged garment. “I’ll make it up to you … Whatever you want.”

“There’s nothing from you that I want,” I told him firmly.

“Forget about the marriage … I’ll give you the land anyway.”

He sounded more desperate than ever. “Of course, the marriage is forgotten—your son is dead!”

He looked at me in disbelief, as if he hadn’t processed what had happened. He was becoming mentally ill. “I’ll give you land,” he said. “Anything.”

“Why are you so desperate to give me something?”

“I need your help. Igor has taken over the throne. They won’t let me in.”

“I helped him overthrow you,” I said, crossing my arms. “You’re no longer king of Selppin, and none of your family members will ever get near that throne again.”

“No,” he said, his eyes shaking.

“I’ll send you to him, just as I promised.”

“He’ll execute me,” Fyodor said, his eyes widening in fear—the same fear I’d seen in Eldric before he died. “Please, send me into exile with my family.”

I stepped closer to his wretched face. “I told you my daughter’s heart was not for sale,” I said, then looked at my guards. “Get this pathetic wimp out of my sight.”

They tugged at the chains and hauled him out. “No, please!” he cried, all the way out of the castle.

Thalia wrinkled her nose. “What a pathetic way to end one’s life.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, feeling relieved to never deal with him again. Now Selppin and Anigava’s friendship could be restored, and hopefully, we could resume trade as soon as Igor had everything under control. I turned to my remaining servants. “Make sure his family is sent away as far as possible.”

They nodded.

“Let me write a congratulatory letter to Igor,” I said. They brought me paper, quill, and ink. I quickly wrote the letter, slipped it into an envelope, and handed it to my servants. “Send it as soon as possible.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

After that, I took a moment to breathe, but my thoughts returned to Darian. I couldn’t stop thinking of him. I wanted to see him awake. The fight had taken my breath away. I’d heard of his heroism during the war, but seeing it firsthand, it was clear he was the superior warrior. I admired his every move and turn. Despite fighting a dishonest opponent, he emerged victorious.

“Should we go back?” I asked Thalia, feeling a strong need to see him again.

“I was waiting for you,” she said. It didn’t surprise me that she was also eager to see him. We returned to the room together. I entered the room and sat down, patiently waiting for him to wake up. The girls were still hugging him, never wanting to let go.

Eventually, he slowly opened his eyes, adjusting to the bright light. Isadora gasped first as he stroked her back with his hand. “Darian!” she exclaimed, her eyes lighting up as she tightened her embrace. Her excitement spread to the others, and they all hugged him so tightly they nearly strangled him.

“Girls,” I said, “he needs to breathe.” I felt immense happiness seeing him wake up, with a twinge of envy, wanting to hold him myself. They let go of him, and Isadora and Flora’s eyes welled up.

He kissed them both. “What’s going on?”

“We’ve been waiting for ages,” Isadora said.

He saw Marcia and beckoned her. She crawled up, and he kissed her as well. “Waiting for what?” he asked.

“For you to wake up, silly,” Isadora replied.

“What time is it?”

“It’s late in the evening,” I said, seizing the opportunity to speak to him. “You fought the duel earlier.”

“I remember killing him, but then it’s just a blur,” he said.

“Eldric poisoned you,” Thalia said. “I sucked it out before it could do any damage.”

“Right,” he said, the memory of the duel dawning on him. “Thanks for being there for me.”

“You’re welcome,” Thalia said with a nod.

“What about Thunderhoof?”

“He’s fine too,” Thalia said, smiling. “Everyone is, except for Eldric.”

“And his family?” Darian asked.

“They’re gone from the throne,” I said. He looked at me, his gaze lingering. He looked happy to see me, and I was thrilled to see him awake and glowing.

“That’s great,” he said, sighing in relief. He looked at the girls and dried their tears. “Come on, don’t cry.”

“We’re crying because we’re happy,” Flora said.

“I was so worried,” Isadora added, draping her arm over his chest. “When you became unconscious, I was about to have a meltdown.”

“Meltdown?” he asked, raking his fingers through her hair. “You look prettier than ever.”

“Earlier,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Not now. I was so nervous.”

“How are you feeling now?” Flora asked. “Can I bring you something?”

“I just want you to be here for now,” Darian said.

Isadora moved closer to his lips, hungry for another kiss. She threw her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his. He held the kiss and cupped her neck. I was overwhelmed by feelings, my internal temperature spiking to a hundred degrees. I was slowly melting as I watched them two. He came off my daughter’s lips and crooked his finger at Flora. He kissed her on the mouth with the same amount of passion. It warmed my heart when I saw him kiss other girls, but it was another effect than seeing my daughter. I just saw how popular he was, and I wanted a piece of him myself.

After he kissed Flora, he exchanged glances with Marcia. “Don’t be shy,” he told her.

She crawled up to him and pressed her lips to his. He wasn’t shy about palming her ass. When he pulled away, Marcia said, “I knew you’d crush him.”

“So did I,” he replied.

“No more sparring now?”

“We’ll find time… but just for fun,” he said, making her smile.

I wanted to leave them to themselves. I could speak with him later, and they probably wanted some privacy for now. “When you’re ready, dinner will be waiting for you,” I told him. “You’re probably hungry.”

“I am,” he said. “I’ll just be here for a moment.”

“Don’t worry, take your time,” I said. Thalia and I left them. How quickly everything had changed. From my blood boiling with anger to heartfelt relief seeing him there with his lovers. I was glad they had taken care of him when he needed it, and I was proud of my daughter for loving him the way she did.

“He looked at you a bit longer than me,” Thalia remarked.

“And what’s your point?” I asked with a smile, already anticipating her answer.

“I wasn’t trying to make a point,” she said innocently. “I just noticed.”

“But why mention it?” I asked, studying her expression.

“I think you know,” she said, a mischievous grin spreading across her lips.

“He is my daughter’s,” I said firmly. “I don’t have a thing for him.”

“Yeah right,” she teased.

I waved my hand dismissively as we entered the dining hall and took our seats. I couldn’t stop smiling. I was just so relieved to hear the sound of his voice again and to see Isadora’s heart intact. We no longer had to worry about weapons and steel supplies. I looked forward to dealing with Igor instead of Fyodor. It can take decades to build a relationship but seconds to destroy it.

Elara and her father entered. “Has he woken up yet?” she asked eagerly.

“Yes, they’ll be here soon,” I assured her.

Elara beamed. “Finally,” she said.

“They’re just spending a little quiet time together,” I added.

They returned shortly after, and Isadora gasped when she saw Elara. They had played together earlier, but Isadora’s mood had affected them both. They embraced. “You look a thousand times happier,” Elara observed.

“For all the right reasons,” Isadora replied, glancing lovingly at Darian.

Elara sighed in relief, echoing the fear she had felt for him. “Hi,” Elara said, smiling to see him all in one piece.

“Hi, everything alright with you?” he asked her.

She just nodded demurely. “Yes … I’m glad you’re here.”

“I’m also glad to be back,” he said with a smile.

The waitresses served us meatloaf with mashed potatoes and gravy. We all loaded up our plates, and Darian had the biggest appetite. He was clearly hungry after not having eaten today.

“Why did you skip breakfast and lunch?” Isadora asked him before swallowing a large bite.

“You don’t fight with a full stomach,” he said. “It will spoil everything.”

“I see,” she said, turning her attention back to her food for a moment. She took a bite and then looked back at Darian again, who was like a magnet for her. “Can we do something tomorrow?”

“Whatever you want,” he said, and they shared a smile.

“Do you want to play hide and seek?” she asked. “Elara can join us.”

He chuckled. “Sure,” he said. He sounded a bit awkward. I didn’t think a man like Darian thought of playing hide and seek, but I found it cute that my daughter had suggested it. Even if Darian was mature for his age, the age gap between them wasn’t that big. Between me and him, it would be another story.

We continued to enjoy the dinner and kept the conversation going. I noticed he kept glancing at me. It seemed like a habitual thing by now. It flattered me that he found me pretty enough to look at.

I looked over to Marcia, who was the quietest among us at the dinner table. “Do you have anything on your heart?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said, blushing slightly. “I’m still new to this environment.”

“What you did meant a lot to us,” I told her. “Things could have turned out quite differently if it hadn’t been for you.”

She smiled, and Darian reached out to stroke her thigh. “It’s true,” he told her. “It was brave of you to defect.”

“I think any other girl would have done the same.”

“I don’t,” he said, making her feel unique. “You’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

“Thank you,” she said, the blush not abating. “I’ve always just wanted to be loved … and not used. My life feels quite fulfilling already.”

“I saw you sparring,” Thalia said. “You’ve got some serious skills.”

“She does,” Darian agreed. “She was hard to keep up with.”

“You were hard to keep up with,” she said, laughing.

Stroking Marcia’s thigh, Darian looked over at Thalia. “Before I passed out, I remember you catching me. You must have acted quickly.”

“I ran down there as soon as you pulled out the arrow. I knew it was laced with poison, and I know how to suck out poison from a wound, so it wasn’t difficult.”

“I owe you one,” Darian said.

Thalia laid her hand over her heart, right inside her cleavage. “It’s been my pleasure,” she said, dipping her head. “Anything for you.”

“Can’t we talk about something else?” Isadora said, clearly not liking this. She had a point. I didn’t like it either.

“There’s apple pie when you’re finished,” I told her.

“That sounds better,” she said, and I chuckled at her.

We finished dinner, and the waitresses served us pie. Isadora insisted on feeding Darian, and I found it adorable how they fed each other. Even if my daughter wasn’t a virgin any longer, she was still a playful girl, and I hoped she would remain so for many years to come.

Elara and Isadora spoke for a little bit, discussing where to play hide and seek. Elara also wanted to know how long they would be staying, and they turned to Darian, who made the decision. But he turned to me, which surprised me.

“There’s no rush with the breeding,” I told him. “You’ve already done plenty. Enjoy your stay for now, and you can return when you feel like it.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” he said, and those words made my heart tingle.

After dinner, they rose to their feet. Isadora was so intoxicated by love that she almost forgot me. “Isadora,” I called to her, and she turned around and embraced me.

“Is it a hug you want?” she asked, her eyes twinkling.

I patted her back. “A hug doesn’t hurt, but I wanted to ask if you could stop by my bedroom before you go to sleep.”

She nodded eagerly. “I’ll be there,” she said.

“Thank you,” I said, and I kissed her forehead and let her go. I wished goodnight to Erik and Elara, then turned to Thalia. “I’ll go have a little massage before bedtime.”

“I have to get some rest too,” Thalia said.

“You outdid yourself earlier,” I told her. “Thanks for stepping in.”

“It was just my duty,” she said and bowed. “I agree with your daughter. Let’s rest for now and talk about something more joyful.”

“You’re right,” I said. I went up to my maids, Ava, Eve, and Izy, who were sitting on the couch knitting clothes. “I hope you aren’t too tired for a massage.”

They shook their heads. “Today has been boring,” Ava said. “We haven’t really done much.”

“Okay, I just need to undress and take a shower.”

I went to my bathroom and took off my clothes. I didn’t think of my body at that moment. I just felt something was missing. I hadn’t fully thanked Darian. He had put his life on the line once again, but this time he had done so personally for my daughter and at the same time spared our kingdom from another war. I didn’t have any medals to give him. I wanted to give him something personal, and I wanted to let him know that I appreciated everything he’d done for us so far.

I shook my head, letting my hair cascade down to my shoulders. I stepped into the shower and turned it on, letting the warm water run over me and steam rise from the tiles. Once I was there by myself, I touched myself lightly. I would never forget when he fought in front of all those people. His bravery and confidence. It was all so real. He was a man that I craved deeply. I rubbed the soap over my body, lathering my breasts and hips in foam and washing it off with the water. I had to give him something, but I didn’t know what.

I stepped out of the shower before I would think of him too much. I dried myself thoroughly and took a moment to look at myself in the mirror. I wondered if he would find me attractive if he saw me nude. I wondered if he would love me like my daughter. It felt wrong to think this way, but I found it impossible to resist.

When I was dry, I went outside to the massage table. I gently lay down on it with the towel covering my butt. “You can come now,” I told them. They opened the door and stepped inside. They didn’t giggle or gossip but went straight to work, working their magic over my body until I purred. I loved them all for the beautiful massage.

As the maids finished the soothing massage, I felt a sense of gratitude wash over me. The tension in my muscles had melted away under their skilled hands, leaving me feeling utterly relaxed. With a content sigh, I rose from the table and wrapped a fresh robe around myself.

“Thank you, ladies,” I said sincerely. “That was exactly what I needed.”

They smiled warmly at me, their eyes reflecting genuine care and respect. “It was our pleasure, Your Highness,” Ava said.

I dismissed them with a nod of appreciation before turning my attention to Darian. His sacrifice weighed heavily on my mind.

Suddenly, I heard someone knocking on the door. “Mom?” Isadora asked.

“Come in,” I said. Isadora came in wearing her nightgown. “Isn’t it early for bed?”

She shook her head. “Darian is tired, and he wants to sleep.”

“I see,” I said. “Do you think he’s too tired to come here as well?”

She shook her head. “I can ask … is it something important?”

“I want to thank him, that’s all.”

“Okay,” she said. “But you should wrap the towel a bit higher. I can see your areolas.”

I chuckled. “I’ll put some clothes on before he comes.”

“Okay, how’s the relaxation going?” she asked.

“It’s going fine as you can see,” I told her.

“I feel relaxed too… combined with happiness,” she said.

“You don’t have to tell me,” I said. “I can see it on you.”

“It feels like a big relief,” she said and twirled on her foot. “We can finally go back and live in peace.”

“Plenty of picnics,” I said, happy for her sake.

“And love makings,” she added.

“The most important,” I said, and her joy was infectious.

“We won’t play hide and seek all day tomorrow,” she said. “We can still do something together.”

“I would love to,” I told her. “What about a picnic?”

She nodded eagerly. “By the Flower Hills.”

“I can’t wait,” I said.

“A hug,” she insisted.

I pulled the towel up to my breasts. She didn’t hesitate to wrap her arms around me. Her nightgown was loose and thin, and I could feel the warmth of her breasts pressed against mine. She didn’t wear a bra beneath her nightgown. The familiar feeling stirred something deep within me as she held me close.

“You’re so dear to me,” I told her, melting while she was in my arms.

“You too, Mom.”

“I’m not going to hold you up here,” I said, breaking the hug to look into her sapphire eyes. “But I have to ask you something.”

“I’m all ears.”

“I never got a chance to thank Darian. I want to give him something, but I don’t know what. I’ve already given him medals.”

It didn’t take her long to figure out her answer. “A hug will be fine.”

“A hug?” I asked.

“You told me earlier not to overthink it,” she said, giving me a look. “Remember?”

I chuckled. “Good catch,” I said.

“But it’s true for him. He doesn’t care about material things, just affection and loyalty. Exactly what you told me.”

“I will give him a hug,” I said. I leaned down to kiss her forehead. “Good night, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sweet dreams,” she said, twirling around and heading outside, her hair streaming behind her. I quickly went to my bathroom and put on my bra, panties, and a nightgown. Looking at myself in the mirror, I ensured I looked as pretty as possible. As I reached for my makeup, my daughter’s voice echoed in the back of my head: Don’t overthink it.

Smiling to myself, I heard a knock on my door. I knew it was him. Drawing in a deep breath, I opened the door and welcomed him inside.

“I won’t keep you here longer than a minute,” I said.

“I’ve got all night,” he replied.

My daughter was right. He did look tired, but he tried to hide it. His lips were slightly moist, probably from kissing Isadora and his two other girls, and I picked up the scent of my daughter on him. I looked at him for a moment, drinking in his youth and beauty. His shoulder-length hair, his hazel eyes, his height and his frame. He radiated confidence like no other man I’d met in my life.

“Uhm,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound awkward as he patiently waited for my words. “I just wanted to thank you… I never really got the chance earlier. Thank you for defending us, and thank you for standing up for my daughter. A lot of blood has been saved because of you, and most importantly, my daughter’s heart.”

A smile curved on his lips, exactly as Isadora had told me. “You are welcome,” he said.

“I know you’re tired,” I said. “But I just want to give you a hug before letting you go.”

I opened my arms and invited him into my embrace. He gladly accepted the invitation. But it wasn’t me who hugged him; he hugged me. The way he wrapped his arms around me made me melt. He was so masculine and strong. He broke the hug and looked me in the eyes. Then, he pressed his lips to mine, making my eyes widen in surprise. He held the kiss for a couple of seconds before pulling away. We looked at each other for a moment, my knees growing weaker.

“Good night,” he murmured.

“Good night,” I said softly. He turned and went out of the room, gently closing the door.


The Sacred Seed 3

After Darian risks his life in a duel to save Queen Aurora’s daughter from Eldric, her feelings for him intensify. Caught in the dilemma of being unloved and needing an heir to secure her throne, Aurora faces a seemingly hopeless situation. When an assassination attempt nearly takes her life, Darian comes to her rescue, making it impossible for her to ignore her growing love for him.

But Aurora is torn—how can she follow her heart without breaking her daughter’s? Suppressing her desires is breaking her own heart, yet she knows only one man can satisfy her longing and give her the heir the kingdom needs.


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.


The Sacred Seed Epilogue

Winter blankets the kingdom of Anigava, and peace has finally settled across the land. Aurora, four months pregnant, awaits the arrival of her child, while the kingdom prepares for the season of rebirth, when thousands of new lives—all descendants of Darian—will be born.

But Darian’s strength is greater than anyone imagined. The queen now carries twins, and such a blessing must be honored with a ceremony, marking the day as a public holiday.

After the celebration, Darian must return to the Fertile Valley, where unfinished business and the promise of his sacred seed still awaits.


Chapter 1

As the fire flickered in the background, I slid my erection in and out of the young woman in front of me. Her pink hair was fanned out over the pillow as her breasts kept bouncing up and down with every flesh-slap. She was in her mid-twenties, and her skin was flawless along with her pink, fertile hole.

Her friend lay next to her, freshly bred, gazing at us with a bemused expression as we continued our mating. She twirled her pink hair on her finger while her other hand lightly rubbed herself. It was winter, and unlike last year, there was no shortage of women to keep me warm. I was still in the Pink River, and we hadn’t returned to the Fertile Valley yet.

There weren’t many women left to breed with here in the Pink River. I had already impregnated most of the younger women, so we allowed more women to move in from other parts of Anigava. So far, it had been peaceful—the most peaceful time since the war. None of us were complaining. In fact, it was something we had all been longing for.

Gripping Julia’s thighs, I emptied myself inside her, her beautiful breasts stopped jiggling as I lingered inside her. I caught my breath and looked down at her. She was shy like many others, keeping her moans to a minimum as I’d taken her. She flicked her eyes up to meet mine and broke into a smile. Genuine happiness filled her, as she, like many other women, had seen her dream fulfilled. For me, nothing had changed. It felt just as good as any other breeding.

I pulled out from her slick hole, my cum and her arousal lubricating my exit. The pink mist spread in front of her. She was now pregnant, and it made her smile wider.

I lay down between them and chatted for a little while longer. It felt cozy, getting to know them better as the fire flickered in the background. It was midday, and the days were growing shorter and colder. Though that would soon change, as the darkest day had been a week ago.

“So, everyone in this town has been bred by you?” Julia asked, wrapping her bare leg around mine.

“Yes,” I replied. Their pregnancies were becoming more visible. The first girl I had impregnated in this town must be about four months along by now, and the girls back in the Fertile Valley should be giving birth in two or three months.

Aurora was also about four months pregnant. We stayed in touch often, sending letters to each other every week. We visited her frequently, and she radiated health, beauty, and happiness.

I always longed to see Aurora, to love her, to lie beside her and kiss her neck. She was the embodiment of beauty and femininity, and I was drawn to her like a bee to honey. After bonding with her, Isadora clung to me even more. She was grateful that I had been there for her mother, with my unwavering loyalty.

“That must be a lot of sex,” her friend, Alice, said with a light chuckle. “Don’t you grow tired?”

“No, not in the slightest,” I said. It was impossible to grow tired of it. Besides, I had the Sacred Seed to aid me in my endeavor. “Pretty women like you two keep me motivated.”

Both of them blushed. “Do you know how many?” Julia asked, rubbing her bare fruit along my leg.

“More than thousands,” I said. “Originally, there weren’t that many in this town, but we had to bring more in after I’d bred them all.”

“We know,” Alice said. “When we heard about it, we packed our things and rushed here. Thankfully, we didn’t miss our chance.”

I was thankful too. Thankful for how everything had turned out. I was glad I could give each and every one of these women something they desired, and I was proud to serve the kingdom. If I hadn’t put my life on the line, I wouldn’t be here at all. It hadn’t been easy, seeing the misery these women had endured, how much they longed for a man to take care of them.

“I thought you were native to this town,” I said, admiring their pink hair and slightly flushed complexions.

“We’re from a town called Red Leaf,” Julia explained. “It’s about a two-hour ride from here.”

“I see,” I said. “You’re beautiful no matter where you come from.”

We snuggled together as the snow started falling again outside, blanketing the world in white. Eventually, we got up, and I helped them dress. I missed the summer when they wore lighter, skimpier outfits, letting me admire their beauty more freely. But, on the bright side, the cold brought them closer to me for warmth.

I escorted them to the foyer and helped them with their coats. I hugged them goodbye, kissing their cheeks. As I opened the door, the chill hit my face, and I watched them leave, their shoes crunching in the snow. The cold wasn’t just from the weather—it was the absence of their warmth after they’d gone.

Turning back inside, I found Flora at her desk, taking notes as usual, marking down who I had impregnated. Her auburn hair fell in loose waves, blending perfectly with her porcelain skin. Her breasts strained against the tight turquoise dress she wore, looking as stunning as ever.

“You received a letter from Aurora,” she said. She rarely used the word ‘queen.’ Aurora was the queen, but to me, she was my lover and bonded.

“I’ll read it before we eat,” I replied, planting a kiss on her cheek. It had a magical effect, bringing a soft blush to her face.

“Sure thing,” she said, smiling up at me.

I pulled the curtains apart to let the natural light in. Slumping into my armchair, I looked at the envelope. There was no royal seal, but I recognized Aurora’s handwriting: To Darian Sunblade, followed by the address.

I opened the envelope, feeling the familiar thrill I always got from her words. I loved receiving letters. It reminded me of when Isadora and I used to send them back and forth, how every word from her warmed my heart. Those days were already starting to feel nostalgic.

I unfolded the letter and raised it to my eyes.

Hi Darian,

I hope you’re doing well. I just finished my bath and thought I’d write to you. I’ve started feeling our baby’s first movements—little taps, like constant butterflies in my belly. It’s such an overwhelming sensation. It reminds me of when I first felt Isadora move. I’m so grateful I get to experience it again. I’ve also been eating a lot more than usual. Expected, I know, but I thought I’d mention it.

The snow came late this year. Has my daughter started building snowmen yet? She loves doing that, but be careful when she throws snowballs. She’s an expert—gets me every winter, and it’s nearly impossible to hit her back. She runs like a fox.

It’s been four months since you impregnated me, and Thalia says she can check the baby’s gender now. I thought it would be sweet if you could come, so we can find out together. I’ve missed having you here. I look forward to each visit, to you caressing my swollen belly and holding my hand.

I hope things are going well in the Pink River. How many women are left to breed, and how many new ones are moving in? There’s still so much to do in rebuilding the kingdom, but it’s not nearly as stressful as it used to be—especially after all the drama and uncertainty we went through.

Please write back soon and let me know when you can visit. I long for your touch.

Yours truly,

Aurora Pinkbloom

As always, her words warmed my heart. Whenever I read them, I imagined her voice—soft and sweet—whispering the words into my ear. I could almost hear her speaking to them right beside me. Without delay, I decided to write back.

Hi Aurora,

I’m doing well, and I’m glad you’re finding time to relax. Even though I’ve impregnated many women, I obviously don’t know much about what it feels to be pregnant. But the way you describe it sounds incredible, a special bond with our baby. I love when you share what you’re experiencing—it means a lot to me.

It’s snowing again here, and yes, your daughter tried to hit me with a snowball. However, with my reflexes, she wasn’t quite successful. I threw one back, and she chased me around. We had a lot of fun. We built a snowman together, and I think she’s outside right now, working on another one.

I’ll send this letter off as soon as I finish writing it, and we’ll be there tomorrow. I’m dying to know the baby’s gender—it’s definitely a priority for me now.

I look forward to being with you too, to kissing you, holding your hand, and making love to you. Your swollen belly only enhances your femininity. You’re a beautiful woman and an even more beautiful mother-to-be. Well, you already are a mother, but you will be one again.

Things are progressing well in the Pink River. We’ve welcomed about fifty new women from nearby towns. I’m glad we lifted the property restrictions.

I long to hold you, sleep beside you, and touch you again. Tomorrow, we’ll do all that and more.

Yours truly,

Darian Sunblade

I slipped the letter into an envelope and wrote the queen’s address. “Flora, I’m heading out with this letter,” I called to her.

“Okay,” she replied from the kitchen.

I could hear her chopping vegetables, though I wasn’t sure what she was making. It didn’t matter—everything she prepared was always a delicacy. I put on my coat and stepped outside. The snow was falling lightly, crunching under my boots. The cold air nipped at my cheeks, but I barely noticed. My thoughts were on Aurora and our unborn child.

As I walked through town, I passed several women with slightly swollen bellies—my children growing inside them. They smiled and waved, and a few stopped to chat for a moment. It warmed my heart to see the literal fruits of my labor. It made me think of the Fertile Valley, where the women didn’t have many months left until they would give birth. I pictured Marie with her strawberries—except now, instead of a basket of berries, she’d be holding my child. I knew she’d be a good mother, thoughtful and kind. Then I thought of Zorina and Thalindra, already breastfeeding and pushing strollers. Those were some beautiful scenes, and I needed to get back there soon, as I’d promised them.

I reached the town hall and spotted an express rider. He recognized me, as I’d sent many letters through him, and after I handed him the envelope, he rode off quickly, disappearing into the falling snow. As I turned to leave, I saw Lana, the mayor, watching me from behind a window. She waved, and I made my way over. She stepped outside to greet me.

“Another letter to the queen?” she asked, pushing up her glasses.

“Yes,” I said. “We’re heading there tomorrow to find out if it’s a boy or a girl.”

“Sounds like an important trip,” she said.

I nodded. “Every trip to Aurora is important.”

“I understand,” she said, then added, “How long do you plan to stay here?” There was a note of longing in her voice, the same I’d heard from Felicia when we left the Fertile Valley.

“At least until Aurora gives birth,” I replied. “After that, I don’t have any set plans.”

She glanced around at the women, their faces full of joy. “Everything’s changed since you came,” she said thoughtfully. “Every woman here is optimistic. There’s no more gloom hanging over this town. You haven’t just planted your seed—you’ve brought hope, joy, and everything that comes with it.”

“I’m glad we have only good things to look forward to,” I told her.

“So am I,” she said, opening her arms.

Lana was a very warm, affectionate woman. While sex wasn’t a priority for her, I had taken her, just like most of the fertile women in town. I hugged her tightly, shielding us both from the cold. When I broke the hug, I kissed her forehead.

“Next week, thirty more women are coming from another town,” she said with a wink.

“Can the town handle that many?”

“Oh yes,” she assured me. “We’re far from reaching our limit.”

“Great. Make sure to welcome them with open arms.”

“You too,” she teased, giving me a playful wink.

I returned home, immediately picking up the scent of Flora’s cooking. It smelled like sandwiches if I wasn’t mistaken. Before heading inside, I went to the yard, still bundled up in my coat. Marcia and Isadora were busy building snowmen. They already had three, and they were working on a fourth.

“Who are they supposed to be?” I asked, noticing the girls were adding ornaments—hay for hair and bits of cloth for clothes—to the snowmen.

“All of us,” Isadora said gleefully. “This one is me, this one’s Flora and that one is Marcia. Now we’re making you.”

“How thoughtful,” I said as they placed the snowman representing me in the middle, close to them all. It reflected reality well … for snowmen.

“Where were you?” Marcia asked.

“Out mailing a letter.”

“To my mother?” Isadora stopped rolling the snow and looked up at me, her eyes lighting up. She always got excited when I sent or received letters from her mother.

“Yep. Who else?”

“I dunno,” she shrugged. “How is she?”

“She’s doing well. We’re going to visit her tomorrow. She mentioned that Thalia can now tell the baby’s gender.”

“Cool,” Isadora said, her eyes widening. “What do you think it’ll be?”

“I have no idea.” When I’d been with Aurora, all I cared about was caressing her growing belly, feeling her back pressed against me. Whether it was a boy or a girl didn’t matter much. “What’s important is that it’ll be someone strong and beautiful.”

“What if it’s twins?” Marcia chimed in.

“Even better,” Isadora said with a grin.

“We’ll see,” I said. Honestly, I didn’t mind. Any children were a blessing, and I knew more than thousands awaited me, but having them with my bonded felt especially meaningful.

I helped them finish the last snowman, lifting the final snowball into place.

“You make it look so easy,” Isadora said, carefully placing hay on top.

“Well, who’s been handling the heavy lifting so far?” I asked, looking at the snowmen.

Isadora pointed at Marcia. “I can’t lift anything,” Isadora said dramatically. “Even a plate of dinner is too heavy.”

“You’re exaggerating,” I said, laughing. “You threw that snowball at me pretty hard yesterday.”

“Maybe… but I’d still rather be lifted than do the lifting,” she teased.

“So you’ve gone from peasant to princess?” I joked.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t want to be either. I just want to be me.”

“And you are,” I said, giving her a gentle pat on the back.

“Oh, by the way,” Isadora said, flashing an innocent smile. “We also built something by the barn. You should take a look.”

I turned toward the barn, squinting. All I could see were the horses in their coats, munching on hay. I heard Isadora giggling behind me. She’s adorable, but if she thought she could catch me off guard, she was mistaken. I’d been trained to dodge flying projectiles. I ducked just in time as a snowball sailed over my head, whistling like an arrow.

Scooping up snow in my hand, I called out, “You better watch out, little fox!”

Isadora darted away, giggling.

I chased her, snowball in hand, as she weaved between the snowmen. Her laughter echoed through the cold air, warming my heart. Marcia soon joined in, and before long, we were all caught up in a full-blown snowball fight, ducking and dodging around the yard.

I managed to land a few soft hits on their backs, making sure not to throw too hard. Marcia hit me too, though I could tell she held back most of her strength.

“You might get me with a snowball,” Isadora called out, “but you’ll never catch me in the snow!”

She was quick, but I managed to grab her around the waist. We tumbled into the snow, stopping right beside the snowmen, with me on top of her.

She squealed and squirmed in my arms, her cheeks flushed from the cold and the fun. “Not fair!” she laughed, but her eyes sparkled joyfully.

I leaned down and kissed her cold nose. “All’s fair in love and snowball fights.”

Marcia seized the moment and attacked us both with snowballs. “Let’s get her!” Isadora said, and we turned our attention toward Marcia.

The air filled with laughter and flying snow as we launched another playful attack.

Eventually, breathless and covered in snow, we called a truce. I pulled both girls into a tight embrace, savoring their warmth against me.

“Let’s go inside and warm up,” I suggested. “I’m sure Flora has something delicious waiting for us.”

We brushed off as much snow as we could before heading inside. Flora was in the kitchen, dressed in an apron and setting the table with sandwiches.

“Give me your coats and boots, and I’ll take them to the foyer,” Flora said, smiling as she helped us out of our winter gear.

We handed her our things, and Isadora asked, “What did you make?”

“Sandwiches,” Flora said proudly.

We gathered around the table, each of us reaching for a sandwich. The bread was freshly baked, and the cheese oozed out from the sides. We bought our wheat from a neighbor, but the dairy, meat, and honey were from our stock. I bit into the warm, fluffy bread, greeted by the flavors of honey-roasted vegetables, salted meat, and butter. It amazed me how Flora could make something so simple taste so incredible.

“Flora, we’re going to the castle tomorrow,” I said, brushing some butter from my lips.

Flora paused, her eyes lighting up. “Oh? Has it something to do with Aurora’s pregnancy?”

I nodded, swallowing a bite of the sandwich. “Yes. She thinks Thalia can tell us the baby’s gender now.”

Flora smiled warmly. “That’s wonderful. I’m sure you must be excited.”

“A little,” I said.

“Why only a little?” Flora asked.

“I’m just glad she’s pregnant,” I said. “Whether it’s a boy or a girl isn’t that relevant to me. I think Isadora is more excited.”

Isadora, already halfway through her sandwich, beamed and wiped some crumbs from her lips. “I hope it’s a girl. Then she can play with us.”

“You’ll teach her how to make snowmen?” I teased.

“Of course. And snowball fights. She’ll need to know how to hit her father,” Isadora replied with a mischievous grin.

“Good luck,” I said as we continued to eat.

* * *

As evening fell, we gathered in the living room. The fire crackled in the hearth, casting a warm glow over us. After lunch, we’d gone for a walk, wanting to make the most of the daylight. It got dark quickly, but we all looked forward to huddling together by the fire, especially after the hearty stew we’d eaten still kept us warm.

Isadora curled up next to me on the couch, her head resting on my shoulder.

“Darian,” she said softly, “do you think my mother misses me when I’m not there?”

I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her closer. “Of course she does. You’re her daughter. She loves you more than anything.”

Isadora snuggled in, her warmth seeping into my side. “I miss her too sometimes. But I’m glad I get to be here with you.”

I kissed the top of her head, breathing in the sweet scent of her hair. “I’m glad you’re here too. And we’ll see your mother tomorrow. I’m sure she can’t wait to hug you.”

“I know,” Isadora said. “It feels like I have the best of both worlds now. It felt so out of reach last summer… Everything happened so fast, but also, so much has changed. Does that make sense?”

“I know exactly what you mean.”

“I was so scared she’d never agree to call off the engagement, but she did—eventually.”

“She would have, sooner or later,” I assured her.

“Yeah, you’re right. But I was still afraid of how she’d react. Then everything happened so quickly. We got together, and you had to risk your life again.”

It wasn’t the first time she’d brought this up. I was just grateful things had turned out alright in the end. “I know.”

“You don’t even realize how many threats you’ve warded off… keeping us safe, including my mother.” She squeezed me a little tighter.

“And we’ll continue to live like this,” I said quietly, watching the flames flicker softly in the hearth.

Across from us, Flora and Marcia sat, engrossed in their quiet conversation. The fire’s crackling and their gentle voices filled the room with a soothing calm. As night settled in, a peaceful stillness enveloped us all.

I thought about Aurora, picturing her standing by the window at the castle, gazing out over the snow-covered hills with her hand resting on her swollen belly. Tomorrow, we’d find out if we were having a son or a daughter. I’d be with her again, holding her hand and feeling her warmth against me.

The thought made my heart ache—in the best way.

“Are you three ready for bed?” I asked. None of them objected, so we headed upstairs. It was time to rest and warm myself with my beautiful girls, because tomorrow, I’d be with Aurora.


Chapter 2

When we woke up, we got the horse and carriage ready. We dressed the horses in their coats and hitched them to the carriage. Thunderhoof was the dearest to me, especially after everything we’d been through. I didn’t ride him alone this time but placed him in the middle, next to Marcia’s and Isadora’s horses. It was better when we huddled together, with me squeezed between my bonded.

We’d just finished a light breakfast. Every time we visited the castle, Aurora always had something prepared for us, so we could eat in peace.

“Hopefully, she’s made some apple pie,” Isadora said, still unable to stop dreaming about sweets, though she had kept her promise to cut back since we first met.

“With plenty of whipped cream,” Flora added.

“And a touch of cinnamon,” Marcia chimed in.

I opened the gates and led the carriage outside. As usual, a couple of young pregnant women waved at me, curious about where we were headed.

“To the castle,” I told them.

“When will you be back?” they asked, a hint of worry in their voices, as if afraid I’d leave for good.

“I’m not sure,” I said, “but probably not longer than a week.” I didn’t like making promises, but usually, I didn’t stay away for more than a week.

It was a bright, sunny day, but not warm enough to melt the snow. The ground wasn’t crunchy, more like soft powder. I climbed into the carriage and nestled in with my girls. Taking the reins, I gave them a gentle tug, and we set off.

* * *

It didn’t take long before we passed merchants and traders, the roads growing busier as we reached the heart of Anigava. Thick, gray smoke billowed from chimneys, filling the crisp winter air with the smell of burning wood. Children ran and laughed, their rosy cheeks and gloved hands busy shaping snow into figures.

I thought about Lana’s words and how everyone had become more optimistic. It was true—anyone could see it.

We entered the city. The snow had been shoveled from the cobbled roads, and the familiar sound of hooves on stone was something I had missed.

As the castle came into view, I spotted Aurora standing by the window, just as I had imagined last night. Her hands rested on her belly, and the sight of her warmed my heart. I couldn’t wait to hold her again.

“There she is,” I said, pointing. Aurora always stood there when she knew we were arriving.

“She’s waving,” Isadora said, a clear note of excitement in her voice.

When we reached the castle, Aurora was already at the entrance, waving. She wore a thick fur coat, so big it almost hid her belly. Her cheeks were naturally rosy from the cold, and her heart-shaped lips were painted strawberry pink. Even with the pregnancy, she stood tall and graceful, showing not just her beauty but her strength.

Before I could rein in the horse, Isadora vaulted off the carriage.

“Careful,” Aurora warned her. “The cobbles are slippery.”

Isadora threw her arms around her mother, hugging her tightly. “Hi!” she said.

“Hi,” Aurora replied, gently patting her back.

“Your belly is so swollen that I can barely hug you properly.”

Aurora smiled. “Once upon a time, it was you inside here.”

“Is she unruly? Does she kick?” Isadora asked.

“Unruly?” Aurora laughed softly. “No, not like you.”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” Isadora said with a dramatic eye roll. “Did I behave when I was in there?”

“You kicked a lot more than usual, according to the physicians,” Aurora teased.

“I think you’re just trying to mess with me,” Isadora grumbled.

Aurora chuckled. “I’ll leave that up to you to decide.”

It was always heartwarming to see the two of them together like this.

I pulled the horse to a stop, letting Marcia and Flora hop out first. Finally, I set foot on the ground. Aurora released Isadora and turned to me, her arms open. I couldn’t help but be drawn toward her, like a magnet. I melted into her embrace. Isadora was right—her pregnant belly was making our hugs a little harder, but it also seemed to bring us closer in another way. I felt more protective of her, more drawn to her every time. Her hips had grown fuller, and her breasts slightly larger. She seemed even more feminine now, and holding her, knowing our child was growing inside her, felt so much more intimate.

“Hi,” Aurora said softly, her voice warm and loving.

“Hi,” I replied, my own voice softening, as it always did with her. I could have stayed in her arms forever. She meant everything to me, and she always had. Even before we were bonded, I’d fantasized about her more times than I could count. I knew she wasn’t just the woman of my dreams—many other men felt the same. But she had chosen me, just as her daughter had. It was more than a commoner could ever hope for, yet here I was.

“Everything alright?” she asked, gently rubbing my back.

“Yeah,” I said. “Though I agree with Isadora—it’s getting more difficult to hug you.”

She chuckled, her laughter light and musical, reminding me of birds in summer. It made me think of that time when it was just the two of us, and when we didn’t keep track of days or anything else. We simply made love in the peace of nature, lost in our feelings for each other. “Holding hands works too,” she said with a smile.

“I agree,” I said. “Or just being with you.”

She broke the hug and looked into my eyes. Her blue eyes were mesmerizing, and so was her face—the high cheekbones, her thick, kissable lips, and that infectious smile. I couldn’t resist her, especially since she always made herself even more beautiful with a touch of makeup.

I leaned in and kissed her. No other lips felt as good to kiss as hers. A simple peck was never enough. I wanted to taste her, to lose myself in the softness of her lips and the playfulness of her tongue. We kissed deeply, not caring if anyone was watching, not even her daughter. Her breath grew warm and husky against my face, a sign that she wanted more than just a kiss.

I pulled away for a moment. “You taste as sweet as strawberries.”

“I’m wearing strawberry-flavored lipstick,” she said with a smile.

“You’d taste sweet no matter what,” I told her.

“I’m just glad I’m still attractive to you,” she said, her words heartfelt.

“You always will be,” I reassured her.

“We’ll go inside in a second,” she said, her smile widening at my words. “Thank you for coming on such short notice.”

“I’ll be here for you, in a heartbeat—you know that.”

“I do,” she agreed.

Neither of us wanted to let go, but we didn’t want to stand outside forever, even though it was sunny. Reluctantly, she let go of me and turned to embrace Marcia and Flora, greeting them with hugs and kisses.

“Are you hungry after such a long trip?” Aurora asked.

“Only if you have apple pie,” Isadora chimed in.

Aurora chuckled. “After dinner,” she teased. “For now, it’ll be shepherd’s pie.”

“That sounds tasty too,” Isadora said, not objecting. She’d never really been picky about food. But now that we were here, it was clear that both of us cared more about being with Aurora than the meal.

As we stepped into the warmth of the castle, we handed our coats to a nearby servant. I wasn’t sure what kind of heating they used, but the floor and walls radiated a comforting warmth that chased away the winter chill.

Aurora was dressed in a silky golden gown with slits that showed off her beautifully enhanced post-pregnancy figure. Her breasts were noticeably larger, and last time, I couldn’t even cup one with both hands. Her hair, thick and lustrous, tumbled down her back in loose curls, catching every bit of light in the room. She smelled of vanilla and roses, and the sight of her rounded belly was beautiful. She was only in her fourth month, and I couldn’t wait to see the rest of the journey unfold.

Aurora led us to the dining table, and Isadora walked beside her, eagerly catching up. Most of Isadora’s questions were about pregnancy—everything from cravings to mood swings to morning sickness. She fired off one question after another, and Aurora patiently answered them all.

“Are you starting to change your mind?” Aurora asked, smiling at her. “Do you want a baby of your own someday?”

“I want a little sister to play with,” Isadora said with a mischievous grin. “And I’ll train her to throw snowballs at Darian.”

Aurora chuckled softly. “Good luck with that. I’m pretty sure Darian could dodge a comet.”

Isadora glanced back at me as if testing whether I was paying attention. She could be sneaky like that, and I knew better than to let my guard down. Getting ambushed by her wouldn’t be easy to avoid.

“What about morning sickness? Do you feel sick at all?” Isadora asked, tugging gently at her mother’s arm.

“Not much,” Aurora replied, her hand resting on her belly. “There’s more joy than nausea.”

“Can I feel?” Isadora asked, extending her hand toward her mother’s stomach.

Aurora nodded and slowed her pace. Isadora placed her hand on the swell of her belly, but that wasn’t enough for her curiosity. She slid her hand beneath the slit of Aurora’s dress, moving up until she touched the bare skin of her mother’s stomach. In doing so, she accidentally exposed more of Aurora’s thigh and a glimpse of her panties. “Something’s moving in there,” Isadora said with a grin, clearly fascinated. “It feels magical.”

“Yeah,” Aurora said with a smile. “It feels that way for me too.”

“Cool,” Isadora whispered, leaning in even further. We came to a stop as she pressed her ear against her mother’s belly. “I hear a lot of noises in there!”

“I’m pretty sure if I pressed my ear against your belly, I’d hear noises too,” Aurora teased.

“When are you due?” Isadora asked.

“Sometime in the spring, most likely.”

As Aurora led us into the dining hall, I admired the sway of her hips. It was prominent, alluring and so sexy along with the curve of her bottom I was dying to get my hands on it.

The moment Isadora spotted Elara, the two of them rushed into each other’s arms. They were as close as ever, their friendship untouched by time or distance. Elara had been much happier since we moved to the Pink River, and being closer meant she and Isadora could spend more time together than before.

We settled at the table, and I took my place beside Aurora. We couldn’t stop exchanging flirtatious glances, the kind that made my pulse quicken. There was something magnetic about her—radiating sensuality without even trying. She was one of a kind, a woman you couldn’t find anywhere else.

“I thought she’d changed her mind about having kids,” Aurora said with a teasing sigh, nodding toward Isadora.

“One day, she will,” I said confidently.

Aurora raised an eyebrow, curious. “What makes you so sure?”

“From all the women I’ve met in my life, I haven’t met a single one who didn’t want children.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “It’s innate. It’s what we all long for, deep down. I think because she’s so close to you, she doesn’t feel the urgency other women might. The others only have one chance with you.”

“You’re right,” I said and agreed with her wise, feminine words. I’d lost count of the number of times I’d had sex with Isadora, her pussy still as tight as when I’d first entered her on that beautiful meadow. It was also a precious memory that I’d never forget when I’d spread her legs for the first time and taken her maidenhead.

Thalia sat across from me, giving a knowing nod. “I hear you’ve been handling things at Pink River quite well. So well, there’s a shortage of women now.”

I chuckled. “The town’s filling up with more women, so the shortage won’t last.”

“Is that so? The name Pink River couldn’t be more fitting,” Thalia said with a wink.

I laughed.

“Maybe it’s time I came over to help out,” she teased. “Sounds like you could use some assistance with that strong lust of yours.”

“I’d welcome you with open arms.”

“And I’d welcome you with open legs,” she said, her voice dripping with playful mischief.

Just then, the waitresses brought out the shepherd’s pie. Its golden-brown crust was steaming, releasing the heavenly scent of herbs. I broke through the crust with my spoon, revealing the rich, creamy filling beneath. The meaty aroma was mouthwatering. I always appreciated hearty meals like this in winter; they warmed me from the inside out. Conversation flowed easily at the table—there was never a dull topic among us. Even the simplest subjects felt exciting when we were surrounded by so much joy and optimism.

Aurora had been busy with the kingdom’s rebuilding efforts, but she mentioned how much smoother things were now, with fewer headaches to manage. The relationship with Selppin had greatly improved since Igor took charge, and trade between the kingdoms was flourishing. Thankfully, the threat of assassination attempts had passed, and we all hoped it would stay that way for the foreseeable future.

“Doragon also sends his best wishes for our child,” Aurora said, smiling. “He told me I made the right decision, choosing to mate with someone as strong as you.”

I couldn’t help but smile at the compliment, always grateful for them.

Once the shepherd’s pie was gone and conversation had slowed, it was time to move on. Throughout the meal, I had given Aurora more of my attention than the food. I couldn’t stop thinking about undressing her, about those curves I knew so well. Of course, I was ready to step aside if Isadora wanted time with her mother. In that case, I’d wait for my turn.

As we stood to leave the dining hall, Isadora turned to Aurora. “Do you want some time with him?” she asked.

Aurora smiled warmly. “Sure, but I want to spend time with you, too.”

“Something tells me you want him,” Isadora teased.

Aurora playfully ruffled her daughter’s hair. “That’s because you see more than I think you do.”

Isadora giggled. “But tomorrow, I want to take a walk with you … maybe build some snowmen.”

“I promise we will,” Aurora said. “You can come back later after we find out the baby’s gender.”

“Oh, I’d love that! When are you checking?”

“Right after dinner,” Aurora replied.

“Okay,” Isadora said, grinning. “Enjoy your time. I’ll hang out with Elara and the rest of the girls in the meantime.”

I waved as Isadora walked off with her friends. As she left, I couldn’t help but think about how thoughtful and kind she was. Then I turned to Aurora, and we exchanged a smile. It was just the two of us now.

“She’s so sweet … always thinking of me first,” Aurora said, her voice full of affection.

“She really is,” I agreed, feeling my heart ache a little as I thought of how much I cared for them both.

Aurora sighed softly. “I don’t know why, but I miss when she used to get into mischief.”

“Feeling nostalgic?”

“A little,” she admitted with a smile. “I didn’t expect her to grow up so fast. I guess all girls do once they’ve been with another man.”

“Well, she’s still playful,” I said. “That part of her hasn’t changed.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Aurora said, her eyes warm. “So … Do you want to take a bath together?”

“I’d love to. I’ve been dying to see you naked again,” I whispered.

Aurora’s smile widened. “Okay,” she said softly.

We headed toward her bedroom, moving slower than usual. There was no rush, and I made sure to match her pace since she was pregnant. When we reached the stairs, I glanced at her.

“Need any help?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said, smiling. “Just hold my hand, and we’ll take it one step at a time.”

I held her hand, letting her set the pace. She walked slower than before, breathing a little more heavily, the weight of our unborn child making the climb harder. “You sure you don’t want me to carry you?” I teased.

“Maybe in a month or two,” she replied, with a soft laugh. “But my physician said I should walk as much as I can.”

I gave her hand a gentle squeeze. We reached the top of the stairs, and her bedroom door was already open. Her maids were there, waiting.

“Ava,” Aurora said, turning to one of them, “prepare a bath for us.”

Ava dipped her head and disappeared into the bathroom. In the meantime, we sank into the sofa. Aurora scooted closer until her hips pressed against mine. The warmth of her skin was irresistible. “You keep getting more beautiful,” I told her, my hand trailing lightly over her growing curves.

“My hips will go back to normal after the birth,” she said with a smirk.

“You were already perfect before,” I replied, my hand brushing across her stomach, feeling the life growing inside.

“What do you feel?” she asked, biting her lip softly.

“Someone strong and beautiful,” I said, and she smiled. She leaned in, and we shared a quick, tender kiss. I could feel the anticipation building, knowing we’d have more time alone soon. My pulse quickened as I thought about getting closer to her, seeing her bare skin, and inhaling that natural, sweet scent that always drove me wild.

“You’re sure it’s not too much, being queen and pregnant at the same time?” I asked, concerned but amazed by her strength.

She shook her head gently. “I’m used to it by now. Don’t forget that Isadora was fourteen when the war started. That’s a tough age to handle, especially while dealing with a conflict.”

“Yeah, that’s when they start to grow up,” I said, remembering my adolescence. I only had good memories of that time—growing taller, stronger and being given more responsibility by my parents. It was nothing like the freedom that came with adulthood, but it was a special time.

Our eyes drifted to the painting on the wall. It had been beautifully restored after the assassins nearly destroyed it the night they tried to take Aurora’s life. I could feel her thoughts as she squeezed my hand a little tighter.

“I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for you,” she said quietly. “That night… I think about it every time I see that painting. It’s a reminder that we’re still here, and she’s safe.”

“It warms my heart too,” I said, looking at her. “You’ve both been through so much.”

Ava returned, the subtle scent of soap filling the air as she stood by the bathroom door. “The bath is ready,” she announced, bowing slightly.

“Help me up,” Aurora said.

I rose first and took her hands, helping her to her feet. Together, we walked toward the bathroom as her maids quietly left the room, giving us privacy. Finally, it was time to undress.

As we entered the bathroom, we were greeted by the warm, fragrant air. The large marble tub was filled with steaming water, and vapor rose from the surface. Rose petals floated atop the water, and the scent of lavender and jasmine filled the air.

I turned to Aurora, my hands reaching for her dress. “May I?” I asked softly.

She nodded, a gentle smile on her lips. “Please.”

I gently pulled the dress over her head, taking my time as it cleared her head. She was left in a bra and panties. I unhooked her bra first, letting them fall to the tiles. I revealed her swollen breasts. They were fuller now, the nipples darker and more pronounced. I tried to cup them, but they were so round, pretty and big that I struggled to feel every inch of her breasts. My fingers trailed down her sides, savoring the soft warmth of her skin.

I gently pulled down her panties. As I knelt to help her step out of them, I couldn’t help but marvel at her pregnant form. Her belly protruded magically, and her hips had widened slightly, giving her figure an even more alluring curve.

“You’re breathtaking,” I murmured, pressing a soft kiss to her belly.

Aurora’s hand came to rest on my head, her fingers threading through my hair. “Thank you,” she said. “I feel so beautiful when I’m with you.”

I rose to my feet. She kept eyeing my chest and bulge. “May I?” she asked me.

I nodded. “Go ahead,” I said.

“I probably have a month left and then I have to watch you undress,” she said. Her hands moved to my tunic, helping me pull it over my head. Once it cleared, she neatly folded it and placed it on the bench. I also picked up her bra and dress and placed them there as well. Once she could see my chest, her palms skimmed over my pecs, tracing my muscles.

“I’ve missed this,” she murmured, leaning in to press a soft kiss to my collarbone, her belly bumping into mine.

I shivered at her touch, my lust rising. “So have I,” I replied, my voice husky.

She continued undressing me, her movements slow and sensual. When I was finally as bare as she was, we stood for a moment, drinking in the sight of each other.

I took her hand and helped her into the tub, steadying her as she lowered herself into the warm water. She sighed in relief as she sank in up to her shoulders, the rose petals swirling around her.

I joined her, settling in behind her so she could lean back against my chest. My arms encircled her, hands coming to rest on her swollen belly.

“This is perfect,” Aurora said, her head tipping back to rest on my shoulder.

I pressed a kiss to her temple. “It is,” I agreed.

We soaked in comfortable silence, simply enjoying each other’s presence. My hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, her belly, her thighs. There was so much delicious flesh to explore. She lightly moaned with pleasure at my touch, encouraging me to go on, which I did. It was like a little journey, seeking her curves.

“I can’t wait to find out if it’s a boy or girl,” Aurora murmured, her hands coming to rest over mine on her belly.

“Me neither,” I said softly, feeling the warmth of her hand on her stomach. “Though I’ll be thrilled either way.”

She turned her head to look at me, a tender smile on her lips. “I know you will. You’re going to be an amazing father … Just as you’ve been an amazing lover to me and Isadora … and the thousands of girls you’ve already impregnated.”

I leaned in and kissed her deeply, pouring all my love into the kiss. I tasted her delicious lips, her sweet tongue and her heavenly, warm breath. My heart was beating for her as we molded into one.

When we parted, both slightly breathless, I rested my forehead against hers.

“And you’re already an incredible mother,” I told her softly. “Our child will be so lucky to have you.”

Aurora’s eyes glistened. She shifted in the water, turning to face me fully. Her pregnant belly pressed against my abdomen as she straddled my lap, her arms wrapping around my neck.

“I love you,” she whispered, her lips brushing against mine.

“I love you too,” I replied, my hands settling on her hips.

We kissed again, slow and sensual. We took our time, not worrying over a thing as the outside world faded. The warm water enveloped us, creating additional heat. My cock rose between us as we deepened the kiss, and I wanted to enter her again and again.

Breaking the kiss, I looked at her, caressing her swell again as my arousal continued to grow. “You know what this reminds me of?” she asked me.

“When we were alone at the estate,” I told her, making her nod.

“It was so precious,” she said. “I enjoyed every minute.”

“So did I,” I said, holding onto her dearly.

“Time just flew,” she said with a sigh. “I wish we could hold onto those moments for the rest of our lives.”

“We have here and now … it feels just as great, doesn’t it?”

“It does,” she said. “We have to cherish these moments before there’ll be another little guy.”

“We’ll find time for ourselves,” I told her, brushing some of her golden hair aside from her face.

“I hope so,” she said. “Any name suggestions?”

“Boy or girl?”

“Girl,” she said.

“Angela,” I said.

“I like it,” she said, tasting it for a little. “It makes you think of an angel.”

“I love angels,” I said.

“So do I,” she said. “I used to call Isadora an angel, but that’s till she became a fox.”

We both chuckled.

“She was foxy too when she was younger,” Aurora said. “Just not as bad as after her teens.”

“Should we go back to calling her an angel?” I asked her, curious about her reaction.

“Nah … Isadora is just fine.”

“I agree,” I said. I wasn’t a fan of nicknames either.

“What about a boy?”

I thought about it but couldn’t come up with anything. “Hmm, I’m not sure.”

“How about Aryan,” she suggested. “It sounds a bit like you.”

I tasted that name a couple of times as well. It wasn’t bad. “I like it.”

“I guess then that’s settled,” she said. Her eyes swept over me. “You’re so young and strong … every woman’s dream.”

“If you only knew how many times I dreamed about you before we ended up in bed together.” I palmed her tits as much as I could, and she looked down at the water, moving the foam around, so she could see the head of my cock poking up from the water. She wrapped her soft hands around the head and slowly started stroking me, and I kept caressing her hips, reaching down to her sweet pink cave. We looked each other in the eyes.

“I don’t want to become too horny,” she said. “I wanted to enjoy this bath with you first.”

“I’m at the point of no return,” I told her.

“Can you lift me out?” she asked. “And then we can hop back in here again?”

“With pleasure,” I said. I stepped outside, the water dripping from my body, and my erection as hard as my sword. I leaned over and grabbed her, lifting her from the tub and placing her feet on the titles.

“Am I not becoming too heavy for you?” she asked, excited whenever I lifted her.

“You still weigh like a leaf,” I told her jokingly. I stepped back, admiring her nude. It was something so primal having sex with her when she was pregnant. It was different, more raw and there were so many more feelings as we’d both created a life.

I took a towel and quickly toweled her and myself, although when I went back to explore her. There were still plenty of wet spots on her beautiful flesh. I took her with me to the bed, holding onto her in case she would slip on the tiles. The bottom of her locks were slightly wet, and droplets clung to her body like scattered pearls.

I gently lowered her down on the bed, right on top of the coverlet. “Let me suck you a little while I sit here,” she said, her eyes swimming with lust and love.

I brushed her hair away from my face as I stood there at a perfect angle, my erection aimed right at her mouth. She wrapped her hand around the bottom of my shaft, stroking me up and down. She flicked her eyes up to mine, and while keeping eye contact, she enveloped the head around her beautiful strawberry-pink lips, pushing the head against her soft cheeks and then gliding it over her wet tongue.

“Hmm,” I moaned as she sank deeper and deeper for every bob. She knew how to push my buttons right, where on the head to lick and when to suck me deeper and when to swirl her tongue around the head.

I looked down at her, seeing her beautiful hips that I so badly wanted to ravage. After a minute or two of sucking me deep and wet, she slowly pulled her head back, making sure to squeeze her lips. My cock bobbed slightly upon coming off, gleaming with her saliva.

I helped her up the bed and gently laid her down on a couple of pillows. I spread her legs and her vagina was still as beautiful as when I had first seen it. I leaned closer to it, her natural scent pulling me closer till my tongue was pressed against her hot center. I licked her a little bit, looking up to her on occasion.

“Hmm,” she moaned, enjoying every flick and lick of my tongue.

I ended with a kiss on the clit and mounted her missionary. I was careful not to put any weight on her belly, propping myself up with my fist while using my hips to rub the head against her lips. “You alright?” I asked her.

Biting her lip, she nodded eagerly. “Go ahead.”

Thrusting my hips, I entered her and gently sank down, her wet heat still warm and inviting.

“Every time you’re gone, I can’t stop thinking of you,” she murmured as I pushed to the very hilt.

“I’m here now,” I said, pulling out and pushing inside her again.

Aurora let out a soft gasp, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before opening to meet my gaze. “Oh, how good this feels,” she said as if she were in heaven.

“You feel incredible,” I murmured, being gentle on her instead of ramming my manhood inside her.

Her hands came up to cup my face, thumbs stroking my cheeks. “So do you,” she breathed.

Slowly, I began to move, setting a gentle rhythm. Our lovemaking was unhurried and tender. It wasn’t just because I was aware of her pregnant belly between us, but because I wanted it to last way longer. Slow and seductive, only heightened the intimacy of the moment.

Slowly, Aurora’s legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. Her breasts, fuller now with pregnancy, swayed with each thrust.

I could feel her inner walls fluttering around me, her climax building. I increased my pace slightly, angling my hips to hit that spot inside her that always made her moan. Her breathing quickened, little gasps and moans escaping her lips with each thrust.

“Oh, you can go a bit quicker.”

“You sure?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly, and I quickened my pace. My erection continuously slid in and out of her, deriving more and more pleasure for every thrust.

Both of our climaxes were rapidly building. We drowned in lust and couldn’t speak to each other. We just looked each other in the eyes, sharing this moment of pleasure. She arched her back, despite the swollen belly, and I felt her vagina tightening. I thrust into her and pushed her over the edge, making her eyes roll to the back of the skull.

The sight and feel of her pleasure pushed me to the peak as well, and I followed her into bliss, spilling myself deep inside her, my seed splashing inside her interior. Her smile only widened as she felt my warm cum, and we held each other close as we came down from our shared high, exchanging soft kisses and tender caresses. I was careful not to put too much weight on her belly as I shifted to lie beside her, keeping one arm draped protectively over her swollen midsection.

“I hope I’m still tight enough for you,” Aurora whispered, nuzzling into my neck.

“My orgasm is my answer,” I said.

We lay down and cuddled for a little. My seeping erection softened onto her thigh, leaving a trail of cum.

“Darian, can you take us back to the bath?”

I kissed her neck. “Of course,” I said. I swung my feet off the sides of the bed and scooped her up in my arms. She clung to my neck as I carried her. “You love this, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly. “You make me feel like a little girl again,” she said.

“Nothing wrong with reliving pasts,” I said.

I gently lowered Aurora back into the warm bath water, then climbed in behind her. She settled between my legs, leaning back against my chest with a contented sigh. My arms wrapped around her, hands resting on her swollen belly.

* * *

We went to the dining hall and met up with Isadora and the rest of the girls. Their clothes were slightly wet as if they’d been playing in the snow.

“Hi,” Isadora greeted my mom, then her eyes widened at her mother’s outfit. “Nice dress.”

Aurora was wearing a strapless, bright pink dress with slits. She also had on the diamond and ruby-studded earrings.

“It’s new… I have to get new clothes now because of the pregnancy,” Aurora explained.

“It looks good on you,” Isadora said, lewdly touching her hip at the gap of her dress. “Can you make one for me too?”

“Sure,” Aurora replied with a smile. “I’m sure Darian would love to see you in one.”

She wasn’t wrong. After we’d taken a bath, she asked for my opinion on what to wear. The moment she slipped into the pink dress, my jaw dropped again. She looked stunning, her femininity amplified tenfold.

Isadora and I exchanged glances. “Would you?”

“I would,” I said, gently patting her back. We settled down, and I took a seat between Aurora and Isadora.

“What have you been up to?” Aurora asked, growing curious. Her daughter was wet, after all.

“We played hide and seek, then I played the harp. We also built snowmen and had a snowball fight,” she said.

“Classic you,” Aurora said with a giggle. “I’ve missed having you here. Especially now that it’s winter.”

“Me too,” Isadora said. “Though it’s nice that we’re not far apart now.”

“It really is,” Aurora agreed.

“And you?” Isadora asked.

“We had a nice bath,” Aurora replied, leaving out some details.

Isadora leaned forward. “Is it safe to have sex during pregnancy?” she asked in a whisper.

“It is,” Aurora whispered back.

“You did more than just bathe, didn’t you?” Isadora said, sounding like a detective.

Aurora chuckled. “We did,” she admitted. “You’re hard to fool.”

“It wasn’t exactly a tough guess,” Isadora said, resting her head on my shoulder and smiling up at me. She had told me many times how much it meant to her that I was taking care of her mother, and I was glad it made a difference.

The waitstaff served us a hearty stew, choosing the fattiest cuts of meat and the sweetest vegetables. The sauce was thick with a hint of red wine, exactly what we needed. Aurora’s appetite had grown, and she ate almost as much as I did. The stew wasn’t the only thing flowing—the conversation was too. We talked more than ever, covering endless topics even though the sun had already set a long time ago.

After the stew, it was time for apple pie with whipped cream. I’d eaten so much that I wasn’t really hungry anymore. Isadora nudged me with her shoulder. “You gonna eat that?”

“Nah, I’m full,” I said, sliding the plate toward her.

She took the piece and devoured it, sucking the apple sauce off her fingers and even licking the crumbs from her plate. I thought it was adorable, but she earned a frown from her mother.

“What?” Isadora asked, pretending innocence behind the plate.

“Nothing. Lick all the crumbs you want,” Aurora said, letting it go. From the conversations earlier, I could tell she was just happy to see her playful daughter again.

As the chatter died down, I started to gently caress Aurora’s belly, and we locked eyes again.

“Is it time to find out?” I asked her.

She nodded, placing her hand on top of mine. “I think so,” she said, her hand trembling with excitement. “Oh, I’ve been thinking about it so much.”

“I have to admit,” I said. “I’m starting to get excited too.” At first, I didn’t think it would matter, but now the idea of knowing whether we were having a boy or a girl was thrilling. I imagined all the things I could do with a son—train him as my father trained me, pass down the wisdom and strength my father had given me.

“I knew you’d come around,” Aurora said, still holding my hand. As the waitstaff cleared the table, she glanced at Thalia. “Should we go to my room?”

“I’m ready when you are,” Thalia said with a wink.

I stood up first and offered my hand to Aurora. Isadora, next to me, did the same.

We helped her to her feet together. “That was mostly Isadora,” I said playfully.

“I think so too,” Aurora replied with a smile.

Isadora chuckled and leaned her head against my shoulder. I brought Flora and Marcia along as we slowly made our way to Aurora’s bedroom, being mindful of her pace.

We ascended the stairs and entered her room.

“It feels like I haven’t been in here in ages,” Flora said, looking around.

“Could you do me a favor and grab the massage table?” Aurora asked her.

“Of course,” Flora said gladly, recalling memories from when she’d been the queen’s maid. She brought the massage table and placed it in the center of the room, adding a pillow on top.

“You’re so sweet, Flora,” Aurora said.

“You’re welcome,” Flora replied, dipping her head. “It’s been a while since I’ve done anything for you.”

“I know,” Aurora said, her voice soft with nostalgia.

“Would you like some water?” Flora offered.

“That would be nice,” Aurora said, sitting on the edge of the bed, gently caressing her belly.

Thalia carefully arranged a circle of colorful incense sticks around the massage table, their smoke curling into the air with an earthy scent. She then scattered candles of various sizes and colors around the room, their flickering light casting soft shadows on the walls and bathing our faces in a warm glow.

I’d heard about how mages could determine a baby’s gender before birth, but I’d never seen it in person. Flora returned with the water and handed the cup to Aurora.

“Thank you,” Aurora said, drinking it all before handing the cup back.

“You’re welcome,” Flora replied.

We sat on the sofa as Thalia began chanting. Her words captivated us, sounding magical as they grew louder and more intense. Slowly, she lifted the hem of Aurora’s dress, revealing her round belly. Thalia placed her hands above Aurora’s abdomen, palms down, fingers splayed. A soft purple light emanated from her fingertips, slowly enveloping Aurora’s pregnant form like a gentle flame. The light grew stronger and brighter until we had to squint.

In the end, the light split into two flames, one pink and one red. Then, just as suddenly, the flames snuffed out. Thalia’s mouth hung open for a moment before she broke into a smile, looking genuinely surprised.

“Don’t tease me. Just tell me,” Aurora said.

“You saw the flames,” Thalia said softly.

“Yes, but… Thalia, I’ve never done this before. I don’t know what they mean.”

“You’re having twins,” Thalia said, her voice gentle. “Not identical twins, and not of the same gender. One boy and one girl.”

“Oh,” Aurora breathed, her lips curling into a smile as if a dream had come true. It was as though she couldn’t decide between wanting a boy or a girl, and now she had both. “Really?”

Thalia nodded. “Yes.”

“But twins are rare… especially one of each gender.”

“Darian blessed you with strong seed,” Thalia said with a grin.

“Did you see anything else?” Aurora asked, her curiosity raised.

“I saw your wishes coming true… one child will take the path of your father, while the other will become a dedicated mother—both loving and strong. They complement each other, and I saw very little conflict between them.”

Aurora let out a sigh of relief. “What a blessing … It hadn’t even crossed my mind.”

“I think it did,” Thalia said with a knowing smile.

“Well, I dreamed about it, but I thought they were just dreams.”

“Dreams are signs too,” Thalia reminded her.

Isadora jumped to her feet and rushed to her mother. “Twins?” she exclaimed.

Aurora nodded, running her fingers through Isadora’s hair. “Yes… twins.”

“Wow… I can’t wait until you give birth,” Isadora said, her eyes wide with excitement.

“Neither can I,” Aurora said with a soft smile.

I turned to Marcia, who had mentioned twins before I’d even thought about it. “It just crossed your mind?”

Marcia shrugged with a smile. “Kind of… I’ve also heard that the stronger the man and woman, the more likely they are to have twins. Or maybe that’s just from a poet.”

I got up and walked over to Aurora, kissing her softly on the lips and brushing her hair back. It was more than we could have hoped for, and the news made me love her even more.

Flora, ever thoughtful, had made the bed for us. I hugged Isadora, Marcia, and Thalia goodnight, wishing them all sweet dreams.

When it was just Aurora and I left, I took her with me to her royal bed. After I’d taken off my clothes, I helped her undress, peeling off her clothes till we were fully nude. We stood in front of the mirror, and I embraced her from behind, her bottom warming my crotch as I explored her breasts before our twins would have a monopoly on them.

“It was even better than I expected,” I murmured.

“I know,” Aurora said, glancing down at my hands and belly. “We got the best of both worlds.”

“We sure did,” I said, planting kisses along her neck.

I took her with me to bed, making sure she was as comfortable as possible as we crawled under the sheets. She lay on the side since it was more comfortable for her pregnancy. I became hard in an instant as we looked each other in the eyes, our twins growing between us. It felt twice as warm as earlier, knowing how blessed we were. We basked in the joy, seeking out more of the euphoria.

No words were needed to express our joy. We started kissing again, devoting our love to this precious moment. Aurora’s lips were soft and warm against mine as we kissed deeply. My hand caressed her swollen belly, marveling at the miracle growing inside her—our twins, a boy and a girl.

We parted our lips as I thought she wanted to say something. “I love you,” she murmured.

“I love you too,” I said and went back to kissing her deeply. My hands traveled over her curves, seeking out her flesh. I reached her love hole, being greeted by her fresh arousal.

She naturally turned around, backing her gorgeous full moon against my crotch. I gently lifted her leg, the head of my cock brushing against her lips till it found the entrance. I thrust my hips and sank into her, entering her depths, both of us sighing simultaneously at the intimate connection. I began to move slowly, mindful of her pregnant belly between us.

Aurora twisted her neck to look me in the eyes as we made love. “I can’t believe we’re having twins,” she whispered, her eyes shining with joy.

“It’s incredible,” I agreed, kissing her tenderly. “You’re incredible.”

We took our time, savoring every sensation. My hands roamed her enhanced curves, caressing her swollen breasts, rounded belly and wider hips. Aurora gently closed her eyes, moan after moan escaping her lips.

Our lovemaking was unhurried and tender. We had all night, and I wanted to worship every inch of her. I peppered kisses along her neck and collarbone as I continued my gentle thrusts.

Aurora’s breathing quickened, little gasps and moans coming from her lips. I could feel her inner walls tightening around me and moistening like a jar of honey as her pleasure built.

“Oh, Darian,” she breathed, her hand seeking mine, interlacing on top of her belly.

I increased my pace slightly, feeling my own release approaching. Aurora arched against me, crying out softly as she reached her peak. The pulsing of her inner muscles pushed me over the edge, and I spilled myself deep inside her with a low groan.

We held each other close as we came down from our shared high, exchanging soft kisses and tender caresses. I was careful not to put too much weight on her belly as she shifted, lying in front of me.

“That was wonderful,” Aurora murmured, nuzzling into my neck.

“It always is with you,” I replied, pressing a kiss to her forehead. I kept one arm draped protectively over her swollen midsection.

“I feel so safe when you hold me like that,” she said, her voice low and full of affection.

“I won’t let anyone harm you or our children. Our boy will grow strong and brave, and our daughter will be beautiful and feminine.”

“I like the sound of that,” she whispered, snuggling closer to me.

We lay together in peaceful silence, basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking and the joy of knowing we were having twins. Aurora’s breathing soon slowed and deepened as she drifted off to sleep, nestled safely in my arms. I stayed awake a while longer, marveling at the beautiful woman beside me and the miracle growing inside her.

My mind wandered to thoughts of our future children. I imagined a strong, brave son that I could train and mentor, passing on all I had learned. And a sweet daughter with Aurora’s grace and beauty. The possibilities filled me with excitement and a deep sense of purpose.

Eventually, sleep began to overtake me as well. I pressed one last gentle kiss to Aurora’s forehead before closing my eyes, my arm still draped protectively over her rounded belly, dreaming of the future that awaited us and our family.


Chapter 3

Iwoke to the sound of birds chirping and the warm breath of my bonded beside me. I was in Isadora’s bedroom, lying in bed with the rest of my girls—except for Aurora. It was spring, just a month away from summer, and today was the day Aurora would give birth.

Last night, I stayed with her until she fell asleep, holding her hand till her eyes closed. I had heard that pregnancies could be stressful during the final weeks, but Aurora hadn’t shown any signs of stress or fear. Sometimes I forgot she was the queen and not just a loving, beautiful woman I had fallen for. She handled stress and uncertainty better than anyone I knew, and she was confident everything would turn out alright.

“I have you, after all,” she’d told me last night. “I have nothing to worry over.”

Since finding out we were expecting twins, we’d been traveling back and forth between the Pink River and the city more frequently. As Aurora’s pregnancy progressed, she needed more help, and I felt a natural urge to be there for her as much as possible, and so did Isadora. Sex had become a bit difficult in the last few weeks, but it felt just as good to hold her and lie next to her.

Over the past few months, I started receiving more and more letters from the Fertile Valley. One by one, they had begun giving birth. Most of the letters were from the parents of the new mothers, describing how stressful it had been, which was a sharp contrast to how calm Aurora was. Still, my heart warmed reading about their joy and relief when they finally held their newborns. They also wrote about how much they wanted to be intimate again, and I couldn’t wait to fulfill those desires. After so many bloody years, the rebirth was finally happening.

The late spring sunlight streamed through the window, lighting up Isadora’s old bedroom. She nudged me with her elbow, and I turned to see her wide blue eyes, as bright and pretty as ever. “Do you think she’s given birth yet?” she asked, her voice unusually awake for this early in the day.

“I’m not sure,” I said, brushing some of her hair behind her ear. “Let’s check on her once Flora and Marcia wake up.”

She nodded eagerly. We didn’t have to wait long. They stirred soon after, and we all rose from bed and began getting dressed.

As I dressed, I stood by the window, gazing out at the garden. The bare branches of the trees were starting to sprout small green buds, and the flowers were on the verge of blooming, ready to unfurl their petals and share their sweet fragrance. The first signs of new life were unfolding before our eyes, and it couldn’t have been a better moment for Aurora to give birth—spring, the perfect time of year. I closed my eyes, savoring the warmth of the morning sun on my face.

“I still miss winter,” Isadora said, coming to stand beside me.

I opened my eyes and glanced at her. She was wearing a strapless pink dress with slits, a gift from her mother. Both she and Aurora looked stunning in them, though Aurora hadn’t worn hers in a while.

“You don’t miss bathing and rolling around on the grass?” I teased, reminding her of all the fun we had last summer.

“I do,” she said, gazing out the window. “But you can’t throw a flower at someone.”

“You couldn’t hit me with a snowball either,” I teased back.

She blew a raspberry at me. “I hit you a couple of times.”

“After a trick or two.”

“So?” she said, grinning. “You’ve gotta be creative if you want to win a war.”

“You’re right,” I said, wrapping my arm around her waist and pulling her closer.

Once Marcia and Flora were dressed, we headed straight to Aurora’s bedroom. Her maids greeted us at the entrance with nods and smiles. “Is she awake?” I asked.

“She just woke up,” Ava told us. “But she’s still in bed.”

The maids opened the door for us, and Aurora greeted us with a smile as we entered. She was lying in bed, the swell of her belly at its peak. Despite everything, she looked serene and calm, patiently waiting for the moment to give birth. “Good morning,” she said softly.

“Good morning,” we all replied.

I walked over to her and gently took her hand. “How are you feeling?” I asked in a low voice.

She smiled up at me, though I could see the hints of exhaustion mixed with optimism in her eyes. “I’m alright… a little tired, but that’s natural.”

“How does it compare to when you were carrying Isadora?” I asked.

“Oh… not much different,” she said with a small laugh. “Except for my age.”

“What do you mean?”

“I was a bit more nervous and excited back then,” she admitted. “Now, I feel more at peace, more relieved.”

I brushed a strand of hair from her forehead. “You’re so strong. I’m in awe of you.”

Isadora moved to the other side of the bed. “Can I do anything to help?” she asked eagerly.

Aurora chuckled. “Just having both of you here is more than enough. Your presence calms me.”

“Did you sleep well?” Isadora asked.

Aurora nodded. “I dreamt of you holding your little sister.”

“How sweet,” Isadora said, her eyes crinkling with a smile. “I’ve dreamt about us too, just playing together.”

Aurora glanced over at Ava. “Could you fetch Thalia and the physician, please?”

Ava nodded and quickly left the room.

“Is something happening?” I asked, a note of concern in my voice.

“I’m starting to feel contractions and cramps,” Aurora said, closing her eyes briefly. “But it’s not as painful as the first time.”

She had likely grown stronger over the years—just as she had grown more beautiful.

Ava soon returned, escorting Thalia and the physician into the room. The physician was a middle-aged lady modestly dressed and her hair pinned in a bun. “How are we doing?” she asked brightly.

“I think it won’t be much longer now,” Aurora replied.

“Have you felt any cramps or contractions?” she asked.

“A little now, but it’s not so bad,” Aurora said.

The physician and Thalia exchanged glances. “Let’s have a look, shall we?” Thalia said.

I stepped back to give them room but kept hold of Aurora’s hand. They examined Aurora and confirmed that things were progressing well.

“It shouldn’t be more than an hour or two now,” Thalia said with a reassuring smile.

The next couple of hours passed in a blur of activity. Aurora’s labor intensified, and I stayed by her side, letting her squeeze my hand through the contractions. Isadora flitted about nervously, bringing cool cloths for her mother’s forehead. But Aurora took it well. She didn’t scream, but she gritted her teeth and breathed deeper.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” I murmured, wiping her brow with a damp cloth.

Aurora managed a small smile between contractions. “I’ve done this before,” she reminded me. “Though I must admit, twins are a bit more challenging.”

Isadora was nearby, her face a mix of excitement and concern. “Is there anything else I can do?” she asked.

“Just stay close,” Aurora replied, reaching out to squeeze her daughter’s hand.

The physician nodded approvingly. “It won’t be long now. You’re fully dilated.”

Aurora let out a low groan. “I think… I think it’s time,” she gasped.

The physician and Thalia took their positions, giving Aurora instructions. I held her hand tightly, whispering words of encouragement, and finally, with one last mighty push, our first child entered the world—a beautiful baby girl with a tuft of bright blonde hair. Her cries filled the room as Thalia quickly cleaned her off and placed her on Aurora’s chest.

“She’s perfect,” Aurora whispered, tears of joy streaming down her face as she cradled our daughter.

I leaned in close, marveling at the tiny miracle we had created. It was impossible not to smile, my lips curving upward. There was nothing that could suppress it. I had never felt anything as wonderful as during this moment.

“She’s pretty,” I said softly, gently stroking the baby’s cheek.

We only got a short moment to enjoy the sight of her. Aurora’s contractions started up again as she prepared to deliver our son. “Darian, can you take her?” she said.

“Of course,” I said softly. I gently took our newborn daughter into my arms, cradling her close to my chest. She was so tiny, so fragile, yet already so flawless. Her cries had softened to little whimpers as she nestled against me. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, marveling at her delicate features—the curve of her nose, the rosebud lips, the wispy blonde hair.

While holding her close to my chest, I kept an eye on Aurora. She kept pushing and pushing till the boy arrived into Thalia’s hands. He had an identical tuft of blonde hair, but he wasn’t crying as much. Thalia cleaned him off as well and handed him to Aurora. She looked him in the eyes and released more tears of joy.

“He’s perfect too,” she said.

“Can I hold her?” Isadora asked.

“Sure,” I said, carefully handing my daughter over to Isadora.

I took a moment to look at my son. Aurora and I exchanged glances of joy. Isadora handed our daughter back to Aurora, so she held them both.

“They’re both here,” Aurora said with a tired but radiant smile. “Our twins.”

I carefully sat on the edge of the bed, and Isadora was right next to me, her eyes wide with wonder as she gazed at her new siblings. It was a beautiful moment. I was in awe. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t been more excited earlier. Sure, I had impregnated a lot of women, but it felt so much special when I saw them in front of me. Since Aurora’s and my hair were similar, it wasn’t easy to see who had inherited which traits, but I knew they were our blood, and I felt a strong connection to them immediately.

* * *

We skipped breakfast that morning; it was the farthest thing from our minds. Instead, we spent the morning taking turns holding the newborns, gently rocking them back and forth. The rest of the day passed in a blur of quiet joy. Aurora’s brother and Elara came by to congratulate her and helped plan the ceremony for tomorrow. Doragon, Igor, and King Cash of Renob had all sent their best wishes, congratulating Aurora on the twins and the good fortune they would bring.

At dinner, Aurora sat nursing both babies. “Do they both fit?” I asked, glancing at her with a smile.

“They do,” she said, grinning widely. “My boobs are big enough for both.”

“I know,” I replied, making eye contact with them. I was at a loss for words, overwhelmed by how joyful I felt. It was the complete opposite of the battlefield, where I’d once seen bodies strewn everywhere. This was life, not death. And it felt so much better—especially knowing I had a part in creating them.

Even with the lamb roast in front of me, as delicious as it was, I found it hard to focus on the food. I kept brushing the little tuft of hair on top of Aryan’s head. He looked adorable, contentedly nursing from Aurora.

“Mom, aren’t you going to eat?” Isadora asked, noticing her mother hadn’t touched much of her food.

“I’ll get to it,” Aurora replied, smiling as she balanced both babies in her arms, occasionally shoveling food into her mouth between feedings.

“How’s the ceremony going to be tomorrow?” Isadora asked, excitement sparkling in her eyes.

“Beautiful,” Aurora said, her smile widening. She wasn’t worried about anything, especially now that she’d given birth and our children were safe in her arms.

After dinner, it was time to rest. Flora and Marcia had gone to bed, but Isadora stayed with me in her mother’s bedroom. I wanted to sleep with Aurora tonight, and Isadora helped me take care of both Angela and Aryan while Aurora was in the bathroom.

Isadora and I sat side by side on the couch. She was gently rubbing her finger on Angela’s little belly, making her laugh. We exchanged glances and giggled. The sound of a baby’s laughter was infectious.

“They’re so cute,” Isadora said, a hint of envy in her voice.

I patted her back. “Let me know when you want one of your own.”

“Okay,” she said softly.

Aryan looked up at me with curiosity and strength in his eyes. He balled his little hand into a fist and lightly thumped my chest. “Yeah… you’ll be strong,” I said, pride swelling inside me.

“Just like you,” Isadora added with a smile.

“Were you worried earlier when she was about to give birth?” I asked.

“Not really,” Isadora replied. “She’s done it before. I hate seeing her in pain, though. But to my surprise, she handled it well.”

“I’ve heard it’s supposed to be painful,” I said. Aurora had taken it in stride, and it was a relief when she finally brought both of them into the world, allowing us to hold them like we were now.

“Are you looking forward to the ceremony tomorrow?” Isadora asked, gently rocking Angela in her arms. We didn’t exchange many glances, keeping most of our attention on the babies.

“Yeah … I am,” I said. “It’s an honor to see so many people care about them.”

“She’s a princess and he’s a prince, after all,” she reminded me.

“You’re right … I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“That’s how I felt too,” Isadora said. “I’m officially a princess, but I’ve always just thought of myself as Isadora. The kingdom sees me as royalty, though, and they’ll see Angela as a princess too.”

“Thanks for the reminder,” I said, knowing she was right. “But to me, they’re my children first and foremost.”

“And my niece and nephew,” she said, kissing Angela’s forehead. “Speaking of the ceremony, it feels like just yesterday I saw you for the first time.”

I remembered that day too—when I first stayed with Flora and she took care of me. I hadn’t been touched by a woman in years, and nightmares still haunted me. I was about to meet the queen, and she graciously offered to delay the Victory Ceremony until I was ready.

“Time flies,” I said. “But the difference now is, I’ll be sitting with you … No need to dress up as Gabriella.”

Isadora chuckled. “I’ve got other disguises. There’ll be plenty of surprises in the future.”

I didn’t doubt it, wondering if Angela would turn out like Isadora. I looked down at my son. “What I’m really looking forward to is teaching him how to wield a sword.”

“A sword?” Isadora said with a shudder. “He’s a baby. He should be holding toys.”

“He won’t be a baby forever,” I reminded her.

“I suppose,” she said. “But I can’t picture either of them holding anything sharp.”

“You sound just like my mother,” I told her, brief memories of my childhood flashing in my mind—how my father pushed weapons into my hands at an early age, while my mother always protested.

Isadora smiled. “You’ve told me. I think it’s tough to find a mother who isn’t protective of her kids.”

Aurora opened the bathroom door, and a waft of steam and fresh soap filled the room. Her hair was blow-dried and golden, and she wore a pink nightgown. Her belly was still slightly soft and round, much like it had been a few months into her pregnancy. She looked stunning, glowing as always.

“You’re already talking about weapons?” Aurora asked, padding toward me and sitting between us.

“What else would someone like me talk about?” I asked playfully.

“Well, I know he’ll be in good hands then,” Aurora said with a smile. “But he has to learn to walk and talk first.”

“I’m not so sure,” I said, lifting Aryan a little higher. “He’s already balling his hands into fists.”

Aryan giggled, lightly drumming his tiny fists against my chest. Aurora and I exchanged amused glances. “I take back what I said,” she laughed before turning to Isadora. “How does it feel cradling her?”

“I love it. She’s so warm and playful,” Isadora said. “I can’t stop tickling her.” She tickled Angela’s belly again, and the baby kicked her feet with delight, laughing uncontrollably.

“I used to do that to you all the time,” Aurora said, smiling at her daughter as she reminisced.

“Did I kick my feet like that?” Isadora asked, amused.

“Constantly,” Aurora replied, sharing a knowing look.

“Hopefully, I didn’t hit you in the chin,” Isadora said with a playful grin.

“Well, that happened twice,” Aurora teased.

“Sorry,” Isadora said, shrinking back slightly.

“I forgive you,” Aurora said, giving her a gentle pat on the back.

“Either way, you’ll have to make a painting of them,” Isadora suggested.

“That’s definitely on my to-do list,” Aurora agreed. “But one thing at a time. Tomorrow’s the ceremony, and then I’ll work on the painting. I’ll hang it right next to yours, for now.”

It was pitch dark outside, and the silver light of the moon spilled into the room. It was time for bed, but first, we had to get the babies to sleep.

“How do we get them to sleep?” Isadora asked.

“You gently rock them, no tickling,” Aurora explained. “You could also try playing the flute—a soft melody. Babies love that.”

Isadora handed Angela to Aurora and selected her flute. She brought it to her lips and began to play a gentle, soothing melody. The soft notes drifted through the room, creating a peaceful atmosphere. I watched as Aryan’s eyes fluttered, his little body relaxing in my arms. Even Angela, nestled against Aurora, began to settle, her tiny fists unclenching as she snuggled closer.

Aurora smiled lovingly, her eyes full of tenderness as she gazed down at our children. “That’s perfect, darling,” she whispered to Isadora. “Keep playing.”

As the melody filled the room, a deep sense of calm washed over me. The excitement and joy of the day seemed to ease into a tranquil night. I glanced at Aurora, her face radiant in the moonlight, and I felt an overwhelming sense of love and devotion for our family.

Swaying gently, I rocked Aryan in sync with the music. His eyelids grew heavier with each note, finally closing as he drifted off to sleep. Beside me, Aurora hummed along softly, cradling Angela close. The baby’s tiny fingers curled around a strand of her mother’s hair as she, too, succumbed to sleep.

The scene was so peaceful, so perfect, that I found myself wishing I could freeze this moment in time. Here we were, our little family together, surrounded by love and new life. It was everything I had fought for and more than I had dreamed of during those long, dark nights on the battlefield.

As Isadora’s song came to a close, she lowered the flute and smiled at us. “They’re asleep,” she whispered, her eyes twinkling with joy.

“They are,” Aurora said and flitted her eyes to Isadora. “Are you going to be sleeping with us tonight, or?”

“No, I’ll go to bed too,” she said, and she looked at me. “Can you escort me to my room?”

“Of course, let me just get him to bed first,” I told her. I took Aryan while Aurora took Angela. We lay them in the middle of the bed, propping their heads up on their little pillows.

“I’ll wait for you,” Aurora said as she lay down, gently lifting the sheet over our children.

I escorted Isadora back to her bedroom. We had to open the door gently since Marcia and Flora were already asleep. Isadora perched on tiptoes and kissed my lips before taking off her clothes. “Good night,” she said sweetly.

“Good night … see you tomorrow at the ceremony.”

She nodded eagerly, and I quickly headed back to Aurora. I took off my clothes till I was only left in my underwear, and I snuck into bed, lying between our kids and Aurora.

“I think she’s starting to change her mind,” Aurora said softly, not to wake them up.

“Regarding pregnancy?” I asked her.

Aurora nodded. “I can see it in her eyes. It might take some time, but every woman wants a baby.”

“Every man too,” I told her.

“I’ve already been a parent … How does it feel for you?”

“I never knew I could feel this way,” I admitted softly. “Seeing them, holding them… it’s overwhelming.”

Aurora smiled, reaching out to caress my cheek. “It changes everything, doesn’t it? The moment you first hold your child. I remember it too with Isadora. I was so overprotective the first years, always wanting to hold her and nurse her.”

I knew they were both in great hands with her as a mother and me as a father. “So was my mother … I’m a bit more sympathetic now.”

“There are certain things you don’t know till you’ve been put in their shoes.”

I nodded, understanding that feeling completely. Even after just a few hours, I already felt protective of Angela and Aryan. I still wanted to train and teach Aryan, exactly how my father had taught me, but I didn’t want anything to happen to them, and I knew being strong was the first step. “They’re so perfect,” I whispered, gazing down as they slept between us with a thumb in their mouths. “I can’t believe we made them. My seed and your soil.”

Aurora’s eyes shone with love and pride. “We did. And they’re just the beginning, Darian. Think of all the children yet to come, all the lives you’ll bring into this world.”

Her words filled me with a sense of purpose and joy. This was why I had fought so hard, why I had survived when so many others hadn’t. To be here, in this moment, creating new life and hope for our kingdom.


Chapter 4

Ilay in bed, dreaming of my children growing up. It happened so fast, like a slideshow flashing before my eyes. Though Angela appeared now and then, looking graceful and feminine, my primary focus was on Aryan.

I saw him utter his first words and take his first steps. Later, I took him on a hunting trip, teaching him the fundamentals of weapons and combat. He listened carefully, absorbing everything I shared. I made sure he understood the nature of the world—that it was unpredictable. Even though we were living in peaceful times, I warned him that peace could be fleeting. When it ended, he would need to be ready to defend his family.

When I was young, the world had also been relatively peaceful—until things changed as I grew older. No one could have foreseen the conflict, but because I had been prepared and well-trained, I survived. Now, here I was, with countless offspring and having impregnated the most powerful woman in the world, as well as being her daughter’s lover.

I had to make sure my blood would flow on, despite the violent twists and turns of life and our world and the competition for resources. Aryan needed to understand the weight of my teachings. It would be a challenge; he would grow up a prince, while I had been raised a commoner. I refused to let him grow soft, spoiled by luxury.

In the dream, he eventually grew as tall and strong as me. We stood face to face, eyes locked, and I felt proud of the man he had become. He held my gaze with confidence, his posture straight. I’d passed on everything I knew to him and then the dream slowly faded.

I woke gradually to the sight of Aurora breastfeeding both our children, the gentle sound of their suckling filling the room. It was peaceful, but the dream still clung to my thoughts.

I wondered if time would really pass so quickly, taking them from small children to fully grown adults. My parents had often told me that raising me had felt like time flying in the wind, and they rarely agreed on anything.

“Sweet dreams?” Aurora asked softly.

I nodded. “How long have you been breastfeeding?”

“About twenty minutes,” she said, “but I was already awake when they started reaching for me.”

I looked at Aryan and thought back to the dream. Aurora had already been a mother once, so she could easily answer the question on my mind. “Did it feel quick, raising Isadora?”

“Oh yes,” she replied, a tender smile forming. “It feels like just yesterday I was breastfeeding her, and now she’s a fully flowered woman.”

“I dreamt about Aryan. It was like watching him grow up in fast-forward. One moment he was a boy, and then suddenly he was a man.”

“That’s exactly how it will feel twenty years from now,” Aurora said. “We have to cherish these moments while they last.”

“For sure,” I agreed. I lay there with her a little longer, stroking our children. The feeling of responsibility surged through me again—the urge to protect them, to do whatever it took. It was a wonderful, almost primal sensation—the duty of a father.

Today, we would hold a ceremony to celebrate the birth of our princess and prince. I wasn’t entirely sure how it would unfold, but I imagined it would be similar to the Victory Ceremony. Aurora had declared it a public holiday, so I hoped it would be a memorable day for the people.

Once the babies had had their fill of milk, we rose and began getting dressed. Aurora took a bit more time than usual in the bathroom, ensuring she looked stunning for her upcoming speech. As the sunlight streamed into the room, I could already hear the noise of the crowds outside. Although Aurora’s bedroom faced the forest, the sheer number of people gathering in the Royal Garden meant the noise spilled into even this quiet space.

The maids helped us carry the children outside. On our way outside, we paused to look out the window. The flag of Anigava was hoisted on every flagpole and draped from every windowsill. The streets sparkled clean, though they were quickly filling with people, all streaming toward the Royal Garden like a river of people.

The Royal Garden stretched as far as a field of wheat. The hedges had been trimmed for the occasion, adorned with flowers. Sculptures and fountains dotted the landscape, and patches of grass displayed intricate floral motifs. Hundreds of thousands had gathered, and the aroma of breakfast cooking in the background wafted through the air.

“There are so many of them,” I whispered.

“They’re hungry,” Aurora replied with a playful wink.

We stepped out into the garden, greeting Isadora and the rest of my bonded. Aurora exchanged words with her brother and the servants as well. The last time I’d been here, I remembered sitting with Flora, but now we were all gathered around the royal table. It felt different being among the elite, even though I had spent months with them. The memories made me appreciate it even more.

We settled in as Aurora prepared to give her speech. Isadora and Flora offered to watch over Aryan and Angela, who lay content in their bassinets, sucking their thumbs.

Aurora rose to the dais, her voice strong and clear. She’d spoken to me countless times before, but as she began, and the crowd fell silent, I found myself more captivated than usual. She spoke of the birth and told them how smooth it had been. For many of them, it was a relief. The kingdom had been concerned about the future of the throne, given the uncertainty surrounding Aurora’s heir. Though she was still young for a queen, most knew of the tensions between her and Isadora.

Of course, she couldn’t give a speech without mentioning me, honoring my strength and fertility. At that moment, I admired her more than ever. Having faced so much in my own life, I knew how difficult public speaking could be. When she finished, she invited everyone to enjoy the ceremony and breakfast.

The waitresses didn’t start serving until Aurora sat down beside me. “You’re as much a goddess as I remember you to be,” I told her, echoing the thought I’d had nearly a year ago.

“I’m glad you liked the speech,” she said, smiling.

“It captivated me, even though I’ve spoken to you countless times.”

“Speaking to a crowd is different than talking one-on-one,” she said, glancing down at the bassinets.

I admired her calm demeanor. She mentioned during her speech that she would need to take breaks for breastfeeding, and the audience understood.

Finally, the waitresses served us omelets and freshly baked bread. The omelets were golden on the outside and rich and creamy on the inside. We were also served various juices.

As we began eating, the sounds of laughter and chatter filled the garden. Aurora took small bites of her omelet, frequently glancing over at Aryan and Angela. I could tell she was already counting the minutes until she could hold them again.

I couldn’t help but glance over at the twins from time to time, making sure they weren’t crying. Flora and Isadora were doing a wonderful job keeping them entertained. Isadora, especially, couldn’t stop tickling Angela, who giggled uncontrollably.

“They’re adorable,” Flora said with a smile.

“Isadora,” Aurora called gently, “don’t tickle her too much. Her jaw might get sore.”

Isadora shifted tactics, playing peek-a-boo instead, making Angela laugh even harder, her little feet kicking wildly. “Is this better?” she asked her mother with a playful grin.

“It’s fine,” Aurora replied, smiling back. “How’s the omelet?”

“I hadn’t even thought about it,” Isadora admitted before taking a bite. She scooped up some with her spoon and tasted it. “Creamy and delicious.”

“I’m glad,” Aurora said, taking a sip of her juice.

Isadora waved at me. “Finally, I can see you.”

I smiled. “Feeling nostalgic?”

She nodded. “Even back then, I didn’t imagine we’d end up here. I mean, the moment I saw you, I thought about you constantly, but I never pictured you would end up… well, with my mother.”

“Neither did I,” I said with a chuckle.

After we finished breakfast, it was time for the gifts. Everyone lined up to present them, handing each one to the servants. Igor had the honor of going first. He greeted Aurora with a firm handshake. He was still as round as I remembered, but from what I’d heard, he’d done an excellent job since taking over the throne of Selppin.

“Your Highness,” he said and bowed low, “I present this golden rattle for the young prince.”

“Thank you,” Aurora said and bowed back. She took it and handed it to Isadora. “Give it to Aryan.”

As Igor walked back, Aurora looked at me. “Your wish is coming true … he’ll start wielding a rattle as his first weapon.”

We both chuckled.

King Cash of Renob was up next. He approached, his jewel-encrusted robes glittering in the sunlight, showing off how much he loved to splurge his wealth. I remembered the last time I was in his kingdom. I hadn’t been able to appreciate how luxurious and beautiful he kept his city, but that was because I had a duel to take care of.

He bowed deeply before Aurora, then presented a small, ornate box. “Your Highness, I bring a gift of the finest Renob pearls for the little princess. May they adorn her neck when she comes of age.”

Aurora accepted the box. “Thank you, King Cash. Your generosity is appreciated.”

As the line continued, I marveled at the array of gifts. Golden rattles, jeweled blankets, rare books, and even exotic flowers were presented. It seemed every town and businessman had something unique to give us.

Flora leaned close to whisper, “I hope they don’t expect the babies to play with half of these things. That golden rattle looks heavy enough for Aryan.”

I stifled a laugh, imagining my son attempting to lift the bejeweled toy. “Perhaps we can melt it down into something more practical when he’s older. A sword, maybe.”

“In that case, I think a rattle would be better.

As the gift-giving wound down, I noticed Aurora growing restless. She kept glancing at the babies, and I could tell she was eager to feed them again. Just as I was about to suggest we take a break, a group of people, dressed in simple clothes that stood out among the finery, pushed their way through the crowd. Guards moved to intercept them, but Aurora held up a hand, curious.

An older woman, her face weathered but kind, approached the dais. She carried a rough cloth bundle in her arms. “Your Highness,” the woman said, her voice trembling slightly. “We are but simple folk from the outer villages. We’ve traveled far to bring our own humble offering for the royal twins.”

Aurora’s expression softened. “You are most welcome here. Please, show us your gift.”

The woman carefully unwrapped the bundle, revealing two intricately woven blankets. They were clearly handmade, with patterns of leaves and flowers stitched in many colors.

“These blankets were made by the women of our village,” she explained. “We used wool from our own sheep and dyes from our gardens. It’s not much compared to the grand gifts of kings, but it comes from our hearts.”

Aurora stood, descending from the dais to take the blankets herself. She ran her fingers over the soft wool, admiring the craftsmanship. “These are beautiful,” she said, her voice filled with appreciation. “Thank you for this thoughtful gift. It warms my heart to know my children are loved by all of Anigava, from the highest noble to the humblest villager.”

The woman beamed with pride, and I could see tears glistening in her eyes. “That’s all,” she said humbly.

“Thank you,” Aurora said.

Aurora excused herself for a breastfeeding break when our children began to cry. The servants moved the gifts to the babies’ new rooms, though they left a few items, like blankets and rattles, in their bassinets for now.

While Aurora was tending to the children, we received news that Snalgnam had sent his best wishes, congratulating Aurora on the birth of the twins. It wasn’t a physical gift, but his words felt genuine, and even Aurora appreciated the sentiment. Both of us hoped that the peace between the kingdoms would last as long as possible.

After Aurora finished feeding the twins, we were served lunch. The children fell asleep, and Aurora instructed Thalia and her maids to keep watch over them while we participated in the rest of the ceremony.

The dragons’ visit was the highlight of the afternoon. It was always a spectacle to see them breathe fire and flap their powerful wings, and every child’s eyes lit up in awe as they watched the mythical creatures soar above.

Doragon, the largest of them, descended toward the dais, and Aurora greeted him with a nod. Although she spoke the dragon tongue fluently, a translator was present to ensure everyone in the kingdom understood the dragon’s words. Doragon conveyed his best wishes, offering prayers for a peaceful future and strong descendants. He also addressed me specifically, praising my strength in fathering the queen’s children and contributing to the repopulation of the kingdom. I made sure to thank him in return, humbled by the acknowledgment.

When Doragon spread his wings to depart, he flew over the crowd and landed on the hills in the distance, where the other dragons had gathered. They watched the rest of the ceremony from afar, a silent but powerful presence in the background.

After Doragon’s speech, it was time to enjoy the show from the best mages in the kingdom. The mages stepped forward, their robes shimmering with arcane symbols. As they began their performance, the air crackled with energy. Multicolored sparks danced through the air, forming intricate patterns and fantastic creatures. The crowd gasped in awe as a shimmering dragon made of pure light soared over their heads.

The lead mage, a tall woman with silver hair, raised her staff high. With a chant, she conjured a swirling whirl of water that rose from the ground, defying gravity. Within its depths, images began to form—scenes from Aurora’s reign, moments of triumph and peace. I saw myself there too, standing beside her as we faced challenges together.

Another mage, a young man with fiery red hair, stepped forward. He created dazzling fireworks that exploded silently overhead, raining down harmless sparks of every color imaginable. The children in the audience looked up in awe, reaching up to catch the magical embers.

A third elderly mage shuffled to the center. His old, veiny hands wove complex patterns in the air, and suddenly the very earth beneath our feet seemed to come alive. Flowers bloomed instantaneously, their petals unfurling. Vines crept up the walls, forming intricate designs before our eyes.

The crowd gasped as a flock of glowing butterflies emerged from nowhere, their wings leaving trails of shimmering dust as they fluttered among the guests. I was stunned, and they hadn’t even finished yet.

For the finale, all the mages joined together, their voices rising as they chanted. The air shimmered and suddenly we were surrounded by an illusion of the night sky. Stars twinkled, galaxies swirled overhead, and comets streaked by in dazzling arcs. The crowd gasped in wonder as the illusion shifted, showing the birth of new stars.

The lead mage raised her staff once more, and everything faded as if snuffed out from a candle.

I had never seen anything like it, and even Aurora was in awe. “Did you plan this?” I asked her.

“No,” she said, winking at her brother sitting in front of her. “He’s taken care of it all.”

“He’s done one hell of a job,” I said. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Neither have I, to tell the truth,” Aurora said. “It even outshines the Victory Ceremony.”

“Indeed,” I said and agreed with her.

After the mage show it was time to eat dinner. We were served roasted boar, glazed with honey and herbs. The meat was surrounded by salted, roasted vegetables. Aryan and Angela were still sleeping, so Aurora ate with us.

While we were eating, they played a concert. A pretty woman stood at the center stage, singing while another played the piano in the background.

After we’d eaten, it started growing dark. It was time to light the fireworks, and Aryan and Angela were taken to a silent chamber in the castle. It was time to light up the fireworks all over the kingdom and not just the city.

Suddenly, a high-pitched whistle pierced the air, followed by a boom. The first firework exploded overhead in golden sparks. More followed—bursts of red, green, blue, and silver lighting up the night sky.

I glanced over at Aurora, her face illuminated by the colorful show above. A soft smile played on her lips as she watched the spectacle. Isadora and Flora sat nearby, their eyes wide with wonder.

The fireworks became more spectacular as they kept exploding in the sky. Shimmering waterfalls of light cascaded down, while others burst into the shapes of flowers and stars. One particularly impressive display formed the shape of a dragon, its fiery wings spread wide across the sky.

The ceremony had come to an end. Servants began cleaning up the tables while the rest of the guests slowly made their way home. I said goodnight to my bonded, hugging each of them one by one, before making plans to spend the night with Aurora. She suggested we take a walk behind the castle before heading to bed, so we found ourselves alone as she pushed the stroller through our private garden.

“You’re not cold?” I asked, ready to offer her my coat.

She shook her head, smiling. “I’m fine. Seeing the babies and having you here with me keeps me warm.”

We shared a glance, both of us smiling at the peaceful moment. It had been a beautiful day, and even though it was winding down, I felt like there was still so much to reflect on.

“I didn’t expect so many people to show up,” I said.

Aurora chuckled softly. “You’re probably not used to royal affairs.”

“Probably never will be.”

“That’s a good thing,” she said, giving me a look that was filled with affection. “It’s one of the things that makes you so unique.”

I nodded slowly. “Still, why did so many decide to come? It felt like the entire kingdom was there.”

“Heirs are important for the future of the kingdom,” she explained. “No one likes uncertainty. I tried to keep the issue of succession quiet, but word always gets out.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Even in my remote village, we’d hear bits and pieces about you and Isadora’s struggles.”

Aurora just smiled, unfazed. She had long since accepted that part of her life.

“I was also surprised by the overwhelming support,” I continued. “Not just the turnout, but all the gifts.”

“People love to spoil children,” she said with a soft laugh. “Whether it’s with sweets or presents.”

“The blankets were probably my favorite gift,” I said, smiling at the memory. “Along with the rattle.”

“He couldn’t stop clutching that rattle,” Aurora agreed. “He was swinging it around like a little warrior. Maybe it’s a sign of strength.”

“It’s a good omen,” I said, my mind drifting back to the ceremony. “And I noticed how eager the women were to greet us, doing whatever they could to reach us.”

Aurora nodded. “They’re loyal women. They love our kingdom deeply. It’s not so different from how it was for you when you went to war.”

“Interesting connection,” I mused. After a moment of thought, it made sense.

We stopped and looked down at the babies, their eyes shut tight, thumbs in their mouths. The sight made me melt—there was nothing more adorable. For a brief moment, it felt like the rest of the world disappeared: the crickets, the hooting owls, everything faded in the presence of our children.

We found a nearby bench and sat down, our hips brushing together.

“You mentioned the Fertile Valley earlier,” Aurora said, breaking the silence.

I nodded. “There’s unfinished business there, especially now that The Pink River is fully bred.”

“Felicia has been asking about you in every letter … no exaggeration.”

“She will stop bugging you soon then,” I said.

She tilted her head thoughtfully. “How long do you think it’ll take?”

“Probably no longer than a couple of months,” I said. “But I’ll come back at least once a month and stay for a week. I want to spend time with them—and with you.”

Aurora smiled softly. “I’m sure Aryan would like that too.” She glanced up at the sky, her gaze getting lost in the stars. “I’m just so relieved it all worked out in the end. I was so nervous about the heir situation. It felt like an unsolvable problem.”

“I understand,” I said. “I’m just glad things turned out this way. I didn’t expect twins when Thalia performed her magical chant.”

“Neither did I,” she admitted with a touch of wonder in her voice. “Life’s full of surprises… I never thought a man more than a decade younger would be interested in me.”

I looked at her, amazed at how she could be unaware of her own beauty. “I’m not just interested in you,” I said, leaning closer. “I’m in love with you.”

We rested our foreheads together, both smiling. Suddenly, Angela let out a small yelp. We turned our attention to her, ready to cradle her if she woke. She shifted her foot, turned her head slightly, but soon relaxed and drifted back to sleep.

We inched our hips closer, gazing down at them. I couldn’t stop the images flooding my mind—visions of how they’d grow, what they might become in just a few short years. “I thought my life was over after the war,” I said quietly. “But now… this feels like a brand-new chapter.”

Aurora rested her head on my shoulder. “It’s easy to forget you’re still in your late twenties. You’ve lived through so much and accomplished more than most. Not many can say that.”

“I know,” I said, taking her hand and holding it close. “But so have you. There aren’t many women like you—none at all, really, when I think about it.”

She smiled at that, squeezing my hand. “Together, we’ve created two lives who will grow to be the strongest and most beautiful this world has ever seen.”

“They’re in good hands, especially with how well you’ve raised Isadora. She’s the sweetest, most thoughtful girl I’ve ever met. A dream girl.”

Her smile widened. “That’s so sweet of you… but be ready for the ups and downs. Raising kids isn’t all smooth sailing, especially daughters. When they hit that certain age, things can get… tricky.”

“I’m ready for anything,” I said. “And I’ll face every challenge that comes our way.”

“I know you will.” She looked at me, her eyes full of admiration.

The moonlight bathed our faces as we stared into each other’s eyes. Slowly, we leaned closer until our lips met in a soft, lingering kiss. Her lips were as full and sweet as the dessert we’d shared earlier, and as the kiss deepened, warmth spread through my body. My hand cupped her cheek, relishing the softness of her skin. Knowing I’d be leaving tomorrow made me want to cherish every moment with her tonight.

When we finally pulled apart, breathless, our foreheads pressed together. Aurora’s eyes sparkled in the moonlight, and she smiled playfully. “Maybe we should continue this inside,” she whispered.

“Making love?” I asked.

She nodded. “As long as we’re quiet.”

“We can try,” I said, already feeling the familiar pull of desire and lust.


Chapter 5

We rode in the carriage, continuing onward to the Fertile Valley. A couple of hours earlier, we’d woken to the sound of rustling leaves. It had been a while since we camped outside, and it felt nostalgic.

I had hugged Aurora tightly when we left the city, and Isadora had done the same. I promised her I’d be back in three weeks, and we agreed to write letters while I was away.

We were all looking forward to returning to the Fertile Valley. It felt like ages since we’d last been there. I was eager to see the mothers and young women I had promised to breed.

It was spring, and summer was just around the corner. Flowers were blooming, and leaves were unfurling. The weather was warming up, and soon I’d see the beautiful ladies in skirts—or nude if we decided to swim in the lake.

As we neared the town, we passed merchants and travelers, some waving as they recognized us. Finally, we entered the gates, and the change was striking. It was still morning, but I saw several new mothers breastfeeding their babies on porches, and others pushing strollers. There was a powerful feeling in knowing they were all my offspring—my blood, my legacy.

I also noticed new shops in the market, specializing in strollers, bassinets and a variety of baby toys like rattles and pacifiers.

“Your seed has borne fruit,” Isadora said, nudging my shoulder.

“Yeah, I see that,” I replied with a smile.

“It’s the same place, but it feels so different,” Marcia added. “It’s like a rebirth.”

“Yeah… that’s exactly what it is,” I said.

We hopped out of the carriage, and Felicia came over from the town hall, her brown hair fluttering in the wind. Unlike last year, her tan had faded, but she wore a dress with a deep V-neck. She tried not to look too excited, but it was impossible as she ran toward us. When she reached me, she jumped into my arms, squeezing me tightly.

“Hi,” she said happily, holding onto me. “You’re finally back.”

“It’s good to see you too,” I said, memories of her flooding my mind—from when I saved her, to when she woke me up with a heavenly blowjob.

She broke the hug but kept her eyes locked on mine. “Everyone’s been missing you. They couldn’t stop talking about when you’d return.”

“Aurora told me you mentioned it in every letter.”

“Because it’s true,” Felicia said, twirling a strand of her hair. “Look around at all the young mothers carrying your children. It’s like a miracle, isn’t it?”

I chuckled. “It warms my heart, seeing them all so healthy and strong.”

“There’s a booming baby business here now. They’re making a fortune selling baby products.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said, glad they were taking care of my children.

“Some girls even moved to Pink River, keeping a low profile.”

“I ran into a couple of them,” I said.

Behind Felicia, I noticed another familiar face. We hadn’t even had a chance to enter our home, and we were already surrounded. She was holding her baby in one hand and a strawberry cake in the other, which made Isadora’s eyes widen.

“Hi, Marie,” I greeted her.

“Oh, thank God you didn’t forget me,” she said, her blonde hair blowing in the breeze. I looked into her pink eyes, as bright as her love for strawberries. “I’ve been looking out the window every morning since you left, waiting to see you arrive. Finally, you’re here.”

“Why don’t we go inside and enjoy some of that cake? Felicia, you’re invited too.”

None of them objected as I ushered them inside. I would’ve loved to stand around and chat, but not if they kept popping up one after another. Marcia took the horses to the pasture and detached them from the carriage. Once I entered our house, I drew in a deep breath, getting familiar with our old home.

Flora set the table outside, and we all settled on the terrace, enjoying the warm spring air and the sweet aroma of Marie’s strawberry cake. Felicia and Marie sat across from me, both beaming with excitement. Marie eagerly served each of us a slice. I cut into the spongy cake, placing a strawberry on top. As I took a bite, it was just as delicious as I remembered.

Isadora closed her eyes as she ate. “Yummy,” she said.

Marie put her hand over her heart as we praised her. I noticed her fuller figure—her breasts, now filled with milk, and her more pronounced hips. She looked way more feminine now, sparking sexual fantasies in the back of my mind.

“What did you name her?” I asked.

“Arianna,” she replied. “It reminded me a bit of your name.”

I gently stroked the baby’s tuft of blonde hair. She was sleeping soundly but looked as cute as my other children.

“That’s a lovely name,” I said, glancing back at Marie. “How have things been here since I left?”

“It’s been wonderful. The town is thriving with all the new life. There’s a shared sense of joy and purpose.”

I understood why. The town had been nearly depopulated, and now, they had the chance to raise a new generation—hopefully, one that would see more peaceful times.

“What about your friends?” I asked, remembering they hadn’t been getting along so well.

“We’re on better terms now,” Marie said. “Raising a child on your own isn’t easy, so we’ve been giving each other advice. We also want our kids to play together.”

“That’s a smart move,” I said, nodding. “No one survives as a lone wolf.”

“I know,” she agreed. “That’s what my mother always tells me.”

We didn’t take long to finish the cake. It wasn’t just delicious—it was the gesture itself that was sweet. It was something I loved about Marie, she’d always been thoughtful and kind.

Felicia had to leave first, reminding us she had work to get back to.

“In a couple of hours,” I told her, “you can gather the girls I promised to breed before I left. It’s about time.”

“Oh, they’ll be thrilled,” Felicia said. “They were so upset last year.”

“I’m glad I can make up for it,” I said, feeling a little guilty for having left them waiting so long.

“Any chance for a rebreeding?” Marie asked shyly.

“Certainly for you,” I said. “You’ve been so sweet to us.”

She beamed. “I want another baby… One isn’t enough.”

“I’d be happy to give you one,” I said with a smile. I walked Felicia to the door, and before leaving for the town hall, she turned back to me.

“Give me another hug,” she said.

I pulled her into a gentle embrace, giving her a light squeeze. “How’s that?”

“Perfect. And by the way, that cake was divine.”

“It disappeared in the blink of an eye,” I said, still savoring the taste in my mouth.

“Oh, thank goodness you’re back.”

I didn’t want to spoil her joy by mentioning I probably wouldn’t be staying forever, but for now, I let her have her moment. After I let go of her, I spotted three familiar faces approaching. It was Valeria and her daughters, Zorina and Thalindra, both pushing strollers.

Valeria was an old friend of my mother’s and the woman who had given me Thunderhoof. She wore her strawberry-blonde hair in a ponytail. Valeria was slightly taller than her daughters, Zorina and Thalindra who had inherited her pink hair and voluptuous figure, made even more beautiful after giving birth.

I greeted Valeria first, and she wasn’t selfish, quickly allowing me to hug her daughters as well. When I pulled back, I noticed both girls were in tears.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, but I soon realized they were tears of joy.

“We’re just so happy to see you,” Zorina said.

“I’m happy to see you too—and to meet my two daughters,” I said, peeking into the strollers. Each child had the same pink hair as their mothers. It was a beautiful sight, and I felt proud to see my bloodline interwoven with so many different traits.

I welcomed them inside. They had apparently become friends with Marie, and we spent time catching up, talking about everything that had happened in the past few months.

They were intrigued when I mentioned that Aurora had given birth to twins and that she was my fourth bonded woman. They glanced at Isadora, curious about how our relationship worked.

“I couldn’t be happier,” Isadora said. “My mother wasn’t feeling well until she became intimate with Darian.”

“You two have an unbreakable bond,” Valeria said. “I’m trying to create something similar with my daughters.”

“I think you already have,” I told her.

All three of them exchanged glances and smiled. Valeria then told us about some new horses she’d tamed and wondered if I needed another. “Maybe I’ll take a look later,” I said. “But for now, Thunderhoof has been all I need.”

“He’s strong,” Valeria said with a nod. “Not many could have tamed him.”

We watched Thunderhoof ride alongside Marcia’s horse. Thunderhoof had bred Aurora’s horse while I was with her, and I knew he had quite an impressive libido. I turned my attention to my two daughters. Neither cried, but both looked at me with their big, curious eyes.

“I think Arya wants to be in your arms,” Zorina said.

I lifted Arya into the air, and she kicked her feet and arms, laughing hysterically. She was so joyful and sweet. I lowered her back into my arms, cradling her against my chest. “Arya… What a beautiful name,” I said, glancing at the other child.

Thalindra held her up. “Alia,” she said with a smile.

“There’s room for Alia too,” I said, and she gladly passed her over. They were so sweet and tender, and I felt the same deep desire to protect them—and this kingdom, ensuring nothing evil ever crossed our lands again.

Isadora leaned over and smiled at them. She was just as fond of them as she was of her little sisters. “Maybe I can hold Arya while you lift Alia into the air,” she suggested.

“Here,” I said, passing Arya to Isadora.

She beamed as she took Arya into her arms. “You have such beautiful pink hair… You’re a cutie pie.”

I lifted Alia into the sky, making her kick her feet in delight, her laughter spreading joy to all of us.

Valeria smiled warmly. “You’re a natural, Darian. Just like your mother was.”

A bittersweet pang hit my chest at the mention of my mother. I wished she and my father could be here to see their grandchildren. “Thank you, Valeria. That means a lot.”

As we continued to chat and play with the babies, I noticed Marcia nearby, a wistful look in her eyes. I beckoned her over.

“Would you like to hold one?” I asked gently.

Marcia’s eyes widened. “Oh, I… I’m not sure I should…”

“Nonsense,” Zorina said, standing up. “Here, take Arya. Just support her head, like this…”

Zorina carefully handed Arya to her. Marcia hesitated at first, but soon a soft smile spread across her face as she held my daughter close to her chest.

As Marcia cradled Arya, her initial nervousness faded away. She gently stroked Arya’s cheek with her finger. “She’s so tiny,” Marcia whispered, her voice filled with wonder.

“You look good with a baby,” I said, watching the tender moment unfold.

Marcia’s cheeks flushed slightly. “I’ve never really thought about having children before,” she admitted. “But holding her like this… it stirs something inside me.”

“Well, you know where to find me if you ever change your mind,” I said with a wink.

The others chuckled, and Marcia’s blush deepened. She carefully handed Arya back to Zorina, but there was a new warmth in her eyes as she looked at the babies.

Eventually, we said goodbye to Valeria, Zorina and Thalindra and my daughters. They invited us over tomorrow for dinner.

As the afternoon wore on, more visitors arrived to welcome us back. Word had spread quickly of our return. I greeted each one warmly, marveling at how much the town had changed in our absence. There were new lives and a sense of hope that hadn’t been there before.

Eventually, Felicia returned with a group of young women—the ones I had promised to breed before I left. Their eyes lit up when they saw me, and I felt that familiar stirring of desire—my manhood awakening.

“Girls,” I said, standing to greet them. “I apologize for the delay. I hope you’ll allow me to make it up to you.”

“We’ve been waiting so long,” one of the girls, a petite brunette, said breathlessly.

“Well, the wait is over,” I replied with a warm smile. “Why don’t we move this inside where we’ll have more privacy?”

They all nodded eagerly and I escorted them into the pregnancy room.

As I led the women into the pregnancy room, a familiar energy filled the air. They were young and nervous, and I couldn’t wait to take their maidenheads. “Clothes have to come off,” I reminded them kindly as they just stood there demurely.

One by one, they peeled off their clothes, revealing their soft curves and untouched bodies. I took my time with each of them, gently caressing their cheeks and cupping their breasts. They just fell into my hands like ripe fruits.

I started with a girl named Lyra, the petite brunette. She lay on the bed, her legs spread wide open. I entered her, her gasps of pleasure echoing through the room. I only needed a few thrusts till I emptied myself inside her, the pink mist rising.

Next was an elegant but shy girl named Zara, tall and toned, her long legs wrapping around me as her feet were on my shoulders and my arms wrapped around her legs. I came inside her shortly after, and she cuddled up with Lyra, talking about how good it felt.

Mira followed, her ample boobs jiggling as she rode me with passion. Then came twins Aria and Melody, their near-identical moans were like a sweet duet as I alternated between them from hole to hole.

On and on it went, one feminine beauty after another. They were all young women but each was unique, yet all united in their desire to carry my child. I poured myself into them until the room was thick with the scent of our lovemaking.

I finished with a girl named Faye, a redhead with emerald eyes. She clung to me as she climaxed, her body quivering around me as I released my cum deep inside her.

Spent but satisfied, we all lay tangled together on the large bed. We were thirteen in total, and we all barely fit. Four of them had to lay on top of me, but I didn’t mind.

As we lay tangled together in the afterglow, I felt a deep sense of euphoria wash over me. I had taken my time with this breeding, and I was glad there were many more to come.

“Thank you,” Faye murmured, her emerald eyes still hazy with pleasure. “That was worth the wait.”

I smiled, gently stroking her fiery hair. “The pleasure was all mine.”

Slowly, the women began to stir, gathering their clothes and helping each other dress. There was a clear excitement in the air as they looked forward to the day they’d give birth.

“Remember,” I said as they prepared to leave, “take care of yourselves. Eat well, rest often. Your bodies are nurturing new lives now.”

They nodded, some placing hands on their bellies as if they could already feel the changes within. Before they left, I made sure to embrace them all. Before I closed the door, I saw that Felicia wasn’t far from the house. She came over, a knowing smile on her face.

“Successful, I take it?” she asked, eyeing the satisfied expressions of the young women.

“Very,” I replied. “They seemed pleased.”

Felicia chuckled. “I’m sure they were. You have quite the reputation now, you know. The miracle man of Anigava.”

“I’m just doing what needs to be done,” I said. “For the kingdom.”

“I know … when do you want me to bring you some more girls?”

“Tomorrow,” I said. “I just wanted to impregnate them since I promised them last year.”

“I see,” she said as the sun lowered behind her. “I won’t bug you more today. Spend some time with your bonded.”

“Thank you for being understanding,” I said.

Before dinner, I decided to write to Aurora. Even though I had just met some of my children here, I was dying to know how Angela and Aryan were doing. I sat at the desk, gathering ink, quill, and paper. Glancing out the window, I saw my girls gardening outside, and it made me smile to see them all getting along.

I dipped the quill into the ink and began to write.

Dear Aurora Pinkbloom,

We arrived this morning, and the journey went smoothly. I must admit, I barely recognize this place. Everyone looks so much happier, and almost every woman under thirty and every girl over nineteen is carrying my child, which has brought immense joy to all of them. It’s a precious sight, and I’m glad I could give them this happiness.

I’ve personally met and held some of my sons and daughters, and both they and their mothers have warmed my heart. I even made Marcia hold one of the babies. She was hesitant at first, but something changed in her eyes after a while, almost like an awakening. Maybe you, with your experience, can explain that feeling. I think I saw something similar in you when we first went out together.

I’ve just finished breeding a couple of girls as well. They were overjoyed to finally see me again. It feels good to be back, and even better to see that my efforts are bearing fruit.

Now that’s out of the way—how are you? How are Angela and Aryan? Even though I have plenty of children here, I miss you, Angela, and Aryan deeply. Please give them extra kisses from their father.

The work here is important, but it doesn’t lessen my longing for you and our family. I’m counting the days until I can hold you in my arms again. Until then, know that you carry my heart with you always.

All my love,

Darian

I read over the letter, satisfied that it conveyed my feelings. As I sealed it, preparing to send it with the express rider, I heard Isadora enter the room from the terrace, her golden hair catching the last rays of sunlight.

“Are you writing to Mom?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yes, I wanted to let her know we arrived safely.”

Isadora’s eyes softened. “Can I write to her too?”

“Of course,” I said.

She grinned mischievously. “I want to sit on your lap.”

I patted my lap, and she jumped onto it, playfully grinding her hips against mine. “You smell like… a vagina,” she teased.

I wrapped my arms around her waist. “I’ve got plenty of catching up to do, and you know it.”

“You’ll take me later, right?” she asked with a hint of worry in her voice.

I kissed her cheek, my hand gently brushing her chest. “I promise. No more breeding for today.”

I tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. She read my letter and beamed. “That’s so sweet. I’m sure Mom will love it.”

“I hope so.”

She then started writing her own message under my name, asking how her mother was feeling and what they had been up to. She also asked about her siblings, telling Aurora to pass kisses and hugs from her to them. When she finished, she held the letter up for me to read, and I smiled. Our words made it clear how much we both cared for Aurora and as I looked into Isadora’s eyes, I felt the love and connection between us. Our bond was something special.

I pressed my lips to hers, and we embraced as we sat there, wrapped in each other’s warmth.

* * *

For dinner, Flora cooked us a delicious stew. While we ate, we talked about our memories and even shared some stories from our past when we didn’t know each other. The stories continued till it grew dark and we decided to go inside and light up the hearth.

The crackling fire cast a warm glow over the room, illuminating our faces. Isadora snuggled close to me on the couch, her head resting on my shoulder. Flora and Marcia also sat next to us, and I draped my arms over both of them, their eyes reflecting the dancing flames.

The night air grew cool, but inside here it was warm and cozy. We shared more stories amid the popping of the fire. Isadora’s hand found mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. I could feel the softness of her skin, the gentle pressure of her touch.

Flora and Marcia yawned. “Should we go to bed?” I asked them.

“Yeah … it’s been a long day,” Marcia said.

Flora agreed.

We headed upstairs, and I let my girls go into the bedroom first. When we’d tented last night, I’d taken Flora, so it was Isadora’s turn for tonight, making her extra jittery. As Flora and Marcia disappeared into the bathroom, Isadora turned to me with eager eyes. Her fingers played with the hem of her dress, a shy smile on her lips.

“Are you ready?” I asked softly, reaching out to caress her cheek.

She nodded, leaning into my touch. “I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she confessed. “Especially when I heard all the noise in the pregnancy room.”

“You always love to eavesdrop, don’t you, my little fox?”

“Yeah … You know I like to be sneaky,” she said, her grin widening.

I pulled her close, my lips finding hers in a tender kiss. Her body melted against mine as I deepened the kiss, my hands roaming down her sides to rest on her hips.

I broke the kiss, and she looked me in the eyes. “Am I still a good kisser compared to Mom?”

I chuckled. “You are both lovely in your own way,” I said. “She likes it slow though.”

Slowly, I began to undress her, enjoying each inch of soft skin revealed like precious eye candy. Soon, we were both naked, our bodies illuminated by the silver moonlight.

I lifted her onto the bed, laying her down gently. Her golden hair fanned out on the pillow, framing her flushed face. I took a moment to admire her beauty, her young body, beautiful, springy boobs and flawless skin.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured, positioning myself between her legs.

Isadora’s eyes locked with mine as I entered her slowly. She moaned for every inch, her back arching off the bed. While I was lying on top of her, I continuously slid in and out of her, her hot breath against my face. It didn’t take either of us long till we both came, reaching the peak almost simultaneously.

I pulled out from her slick hole, and she cuddled up to me, just as eager to hold me. “I’m so happy I’m an older sister now,” she said.

I smiled, stroking Isadora’s hair as we lay entwined. “You’re going to be an amazing sister. Angela and Aryan are lucky to have you.”

She beamed at my words, nuzzling closer. “I can’t wait to teach them everything I know. You know, like dressing up, playing the flute, being sneaky …” she started giggling like mad.

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with it,” I told her.

“I’m going to drive Mom mad.”

“Nah, she’ll love you as always.”

“I’m just joking … Do you think they’ll like me?”

“They’ll love you,” I assured her.

We lay in silence for a while, basking in the afterglow of our climax. Isadora’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest.

“Darian?” she said softly.

“Hmm?”

“Do you think… Do you think I could have a baby someday too?”

I looked down at her. Aurora had been right. She was about to change her mind. “Is that something you want?”

She nodded, a hint of shyness in her eyes. “Seeing all the new mothers here, holding their babies and my siblings … It made me wonder what it would be like.”

I cupped her cheek gently. “You’re still young, Isadora. There’s no rush. But when you’re ready, let me know.”

“I will,” she said. She sighed in relief, grateful that despite all the drama with her mother, it had a happy ending.

Flora and Marcia strode in nude, and they cuddled up with us. We wished each other goodnight and we fell asleep shortly after.


Afterword
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