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HIS THIEF

Omegas for the Fae kings
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Getting robbed shouldn’t be attractive—yet King Kiran can’t help the attraction he feels toward the pretty thief Ceren, especially when their union results in cute babies.

King Kiran is in love with a thief.

A thief who tried to steal from him a precious family heirloom, no less. During a ball. A poor, filthy Low Elf thief by the name of Ceren.

And Ceren is beautiful and King Kiran can’t keep his hands off him, visiting him in the dungeons of the castle where he’s awaiting his punishment. No wonder Ceren hates him and tries to escape time and again. But before long, King Kiran’s mind is made: he wants Ceren to be his mate, babies or not. Question is, what does Ceren want?

Ceren wants King Kiran.

A mighty, handsome king with the world at his feet and every available High Elf courting him. What chance does Ceren have, even if he wasn’t a scum and a thief? Besides, he can’t stay. He needs to get away and find his friends who might be starving. But since the king visited him in his cell and had his way with him, Ceren is feeling off and can’t help but wonder whether a miracle has happened. Could he be having the king’s babies? Is it possible? Question is, what does King Kiran want from him? 

Will there be a happily ever after for the king and his thief?

* This is a steamy 54,000-word mpreg Fae novel with humor and angst and misunderstandings that lead nevertheless to love and cute babies! Follow five kings of the Fae in their quests to find their Fated omega Mates and have pretty babies with them. Intended for adult readers. *
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Chapter One: Kiran
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Kiran had to stop thinking about his Thief.

Stop thinking that he was “his”, first of all. He was a thief, a lowly piece of trash who attempted and failed to steal from him. Brash, stupidly courageous, reaching for Kiran’s heirloom earring in the midst of a royal Mating Ball—that of Kiran’s friend, king Asha—and thinking he’d get away with it.

He hadn’t known, obviously, that this earring had a special clasp that would only open in a particular way, to prevent it from falling or being taken.

And yet the thief had managed to tear it out, tearing the shell of Kiran’s ear open. It hadn’t bled much, but the insult was to his pride, for allowing it to happen. Since the thief had been apprehended, soon after, Kiran had given a lot of thought as to his punishment.

A punishment delayed due to the monster attack they’d suffered on the way to the castle, and the monster siege that followed. King Asha, who had come to their aid, had been gravely injured and had stayed in bed for most of it. It had been... worrisome.

The monsters had never shown such determination to breach the elves’ defenses before, not en masse. It was as if they could smell something drawing them, urging them on.

Damn weird.

The temple of Eara was studying the phenomenon, the priests trying to determine what had happened, and why the attack had stopped one day. The monsters walked away, and Kiran was left without an explanation.

And he still had a thief to punish.

A damn annoying, pretty thing, sitting in a cage. So enticing that on a whim, Kiran had taken the only key of the cage and hung it around his neck, thinking to avoid having the dungeon guards fuck him the moment he turned his back.

Now why he should care about that... he had no explanation. Kiran was looking for a compatible Bearer and possible a Soul Mate. The success of his two fellow kings of the valley, Royan and Asha, had given him hope when he’d almost given up. But too many Mating Balls and Mating journeys had tired him. He needed a break in his endeavors to find the right elf who’d give him babies and also hopefully excite him and make him happy.

The Emperor of the Hundred Kingdoms was his uncle, and though it was a love-hate relationship—well, mostly hate-hate, but that changed nothing—Kiran had a bit of a time margin to find his mate before the Emperor swept in and grabbed his kingdom, citing ‘failure to follow the procreation law of Sires’ as the reason.

Still, time was starting to run short. He had a year at most before the Emperor demanded he register a Bearer—pregnant with Kiran’s seed, or already delivered of babies. And he intended to do so. He wouldn’t abandon his kingdom to his warmongering, blood-thirsty uncle.

If only finding a compatible Bearer was easy. He’d spent the past two years actively looking. Kings had difficulties finding a Bearer that would send them into a rut, and though Kiran had slept his way through many a Mating Ball, he’d never really felt that irresistible pull, that overwhelming desire.

That incredible relief others described from when they’d found and been with their Bearers.

Damn it, Kiran wanted that. Sexual and mental frustration were making him short with his subordinates, and his friends.

Speaking of whom...

“Majesty.” The High Priest of the temple joined him as he walked through the castle. “We have a few things to discuss.”

“Not now, Ithil.”

“Why, going to visit the dungeons again? If they’ve suddenly become so sight-worthy, then maybe I should join you.”

“Melek...” Kiran shook his head. “What shall I do with you?”

“Have a cup of wine?” The priest grinned at him, and Kiran found himself grinning back.

Ithil and most of the temple priests had fought the monsters by his side countless times. They were buddies in arms, and reliable allies.

“We shall. But not now.”

“Of course, Majesty.” Ithil stopped and bowed. “Apologies.” Then he straightened and winked. “Go, stare at the pretty thief.”

He left Kiran sputtering with indignation.

Really, now. Did the whole castle know about his new pastime? Did a king have no privacy anymore?

Right. A king never did, did he?

Sighing, he climbed down the steep dungeon stairs and strode down the long, dark corridor lit by a few flickering oil-lamps set in recesses in the walls. He took one, and cautiously advanced, the stench of unwashed bodies and piss assaulting his senses.

He didn’t keep many prisoners in his dungeons. Never was a fun of torture, blood, or death. He believed in punishments, but wanted to keep them fair, and in proportion to the crime committed.

Not everyone agreed with his philosophy. Many courtiers believed him too lenient, soft. Some temple priests, too. They reminded him that the pretty thief hadn’t just stolen a random earring.

No, he had attacked the king’s sacred person, even drawn blood, and tried to make away with an old heirloom that had been in the royal family for generations. An affront. An insult. A horrendous crime, punishable by death, or exile to the crystal mines.

Kiran wasn’t convinced that such drastic measures were necessary.

Though, to be just, the thief’s pretty eyes may have played a role in his hesitation. Kiran had no idea why he was so attracted to the elf. Why he stayed looking at him as the elf slept, or ate, or paced around his tiny cage of a cell.

Why he got so hard imagining that he was fucking the elf.

Ceren. That was the thief’s name. It rolled on Kiran’s tongue like a candy, sweet and hot, spicy and potent.

Ceren...

The cell came into view, floor to ceiling bars forming its fourth wall, straw on the floor, a tiny window up high allowing some light and fresh air. It was spring and it wasn’t as cold as it would have been had he brought in the thief a few moons back. Ceren was lucky in that respect.

He didn’t look pleased, though, as he sat in the corner of his cell, braiding his long, pale hair. From his dripping-wet face and bare torso, Kiran guessed the elf had used his drinking water to wash. He’d never seen a prisoner forgo water in favor of getting clean.

And the light spilling through the high window made that lean torso gleam like silver, his hair a stream of gold and bronze falling over his shoulder, as his deft fingers kept twisting it into a long braid.

Kiran shifted, his britches suddenly growing tight. He pushed down on his hard-on, uncomfortably hard, as the elf throw his finished braid over his shoulder and stood up, blinking uptilted, silvery-gray eyes.

Like a snow fox, Kiran thought, or a snow lynx. Tall for a low elf, though nowhere near as tall as Kiran who was tall even by high elf standards. The thief’s chest and arms lightly muscled, his legs long and strong, feathery pale hair framing his heart-shaped face...

He did something to Kiran. He’d met his fair share of handsome elves, so he couldn’t fathom why this one—a reckless low elf thief, of all things—wouldn’t leave his thoughts in peace.

Especially when he stretched, lithe like a snow leopard, eyes closing, back arching, soft mouth parting, arms raised over his head.

Gods below.

Yeah, he did look like a snow leopard, Kiran decided, stifling a moan, still pushing down on his insistent erection. A magnificent, lean ruyi. What would it be like, to crush those lush lips under his, to lift those lean hips and slam the elf on his cock, fuck him until he screamed and begged for more?

Hells. That was why he kept the only key hanging around his neck. The guards were slobbering at the bars, calling out lewd proposals to the elf most times when Kiran came down to visit. He knew how they felt. Take now: if he got any harder, he’d bust a nut.

And this happened every time he visited the elf, staying hidden behind a half-wall, watching and lusting, his blood running too hot, his body straining toward the thief. It’d never happened to him before, this visceral need to own this elf.

A criminal. Scum of the scum.

If fate was any more ironic, the gods would laugh out loud. Then again, they went and made this scum so damn sexy, they were probably stifling their guffaws from their perch on the mountains, watching Kiran struggle with his desire.

A king didn’t fuck thieves.

A king also didn’t fuck low elves, saving his seed for a compatible Bearer, or so the Temple dictated. Kiran had often given the temple dictates the finger and fucked whoever caught his fancy, servants, Hunters, knights and courtiers alike. But with time growing short, he should stop obsessing about the thief and get serious about finding a Bearer.

With a soft sigh, he tore his gaze off the elf and started back toward the stairs and the responsibilities waiting for him on the upper floors.

***
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“MAJESTY.” A PAGE BOWED low and waited for Kiran’s attention. “A message from Ebora Castle.”

“Bring it to me.” Kiran didn’t even raise his head, his nose buried in a manuscript detailing the property laws of the empire, so he could mediate between two farmers who’d started an outright battle between them on the dispute of a property boundary.

The fact that a dragon had his lair nearby didn’t seem to faze them, or the fact that said dragon liked to stop by and pick out farmhands for dinner while they fought.

Idiots.

The page approached, holding out a small rolled-up parchment, and bowing even lower than before. “Majesty.”

Impatiently, Kiran broke the wax seal of the Tree of Ebora and unrolled the small parchment, scanning the contents quickly.

Then he sat back and laughed. “That son of a street whore, Royan.”

“Majesty?”

“Call High Priest Ithil. I have to tell him about this. He’ll love it.”

Looking confused, the page backed away, still bowing, until he reached the door and fled.

Kiran was still laughing. When the High Priest entered soon after, he threw the small parchment at him. “Read, Ithil, what others do while I fuck my way through the kingdoms with no luck.”

“Majesty,” Ithil said calmly, used to Kiran’s moods, grabbing the small roll from the air and opening it. His dark eyes moved over the words scribbled there. “Oh I see. And you think that’s funny?”

“Hilarious.” Kiran wiped at his eyes. “Sasta has just had two more babies. That bastard, Royan, is having more and more babies, bless his heart, and I’m still looking for a Bearer.”

“Babies are a blessing,” Ithil intoned, though his eyes twinkled a little. “We shall send King Royan, his mate Sasta and the babies our blessings and gifts. You shall attend the temple presentation ceremony, I assume?”

“Yes. Yes, I will visit my brother Royan and his family for that important day. How could I miss it?”

It was the presentation of young elflings to Melek, when they completed two years of life. How time flew. He remembered Royan visiting him, asking for help to find a Bearer—when his Bearer had been waiting for him at home all along. Now he was presenting two of his children to the temple, with two newborns in his arms.

Royan was a lucky king.

“Soon you will find the right Mate for you, too, Majesty,” Ithil said. “You are young. Don’t let your uncle’s imposed time limit dishearten you. Keep looking. Fate will lead you to the one you need.”

“I hope so, Ithil,” Kiran muttered. “I hope fate leads me to the right one.”

Because his body seemed to crave the wrong one.

And the wrong one was beautiful.
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Chapter Two: Ceren
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What had possessed him to agree and try to steal the Earan king’s sacred earring?

Ceren asked himself the question on a daily basis, and none of the answers satisfied him. It had been a foolish move, a desperate move.

But he blamed himself for not managing to escape. He was an experienced thief. He’d stolen to feed himself all his life. He’d stolen earrings from many a lord’s head, bracelets, pendants and rings.

This earring, though, wouldn’t come off. Ceren had tugged hard, had injured the king—and had ended up caught, anyway.

In a dungeon.

Locked away for a crime punishable by death, or worse.

The guards came in every day and night, trying to reach him through the bars of his cell, calling him a whore and a slut and sometimes jerking off to him, splashing the cum through the bars.

Ceren just stayed back, pressed to the far wall, and kept his silence. What could he say or do? At least they didn’t seem to have the key.

Which was odd, to say the least. He’d expected to be raped until he died in that cell, but nobody had ever entered. His food and water was pushed through a small opening below the door, and a shallow chamber pot someone had kindly put in his cell was emptied once every few days in the same manner.

All in all, the situation was much better than he’d expected when he was hauled through the snow and monsters tied up like a hog sausage, thrown in the back of a carriage, and then rolled into this cell, the door slamming shut behind him.

Nobody had commented on how he’d slipped his ropes later, or mentioned anything about his punishment.

It had been... a moon? Two moons? How many moons since he’d been brought here? He’d lost count. He wasn’t good with numbers, didn’t know how to write and read. He knew how to pick pockets and steal stuff. It was all he’d ever been trained how to do.

He was lucky. Other elflings abandoned on the street had no skills, and they often died of hunger—if elfling traders didn’t get them and sold them to far-off provinces. He’d heard horror tales about the trade, though the traders preferred to steal and sell babies, rather than small children.

Ceren couldn’t remember being a baby or toddler. He only remembered running on the street, and thieving, with others. It was as if he’d appeared, fully formed, in the world. He knew it wasn’t possible, that someone he had a father who’d birthed him, but whether that elf still lived or not was anybody’s guess.

He might still be on the streets, thieving and living free if he hadn’t been forced to steal from King Kiran. If he hadn’t been caught. Because if he’d succeeded, he’d have ensured a good life for himself and the others he’d grown up with.

Instead he was imprisoned.

And spied upon by the handsome king.

That was also weird, Ceren thought, pacing his cell. Why did he come and watch him sometimes, hiding behind a wall? What did he expect to gain? Catch Ceren muttering in his sleep about conspiracies to the throne? Hear him confess as to who had employed him?

Ceren would never tell him that. If that was why, the king was wasting his time. If there was another reason... but what reason could that be? It was driving Ceren crazy, not knowing.

Or maybe it was the thought of the king himself that was driving him crazy, hot and bothered and aching inside with arousal. Ceren had seen him at the Mating Ball, when he’d tried to get the earring, had observed him for a big part of the night, and Gods, the elf was magnificent.

And now... Ceren stopped pacing, grabbed the bars, wrapping his fingers around them. There he was again.

“Hey!” Ceren called out. “Show yourself. I can see you, you know.” He could only see a hint of a shadow, in fact, but the king or whoever was there didn’t need to know that. “Are you the king? Are you King Kiran?”

He didn’t expect the shadow to move, the elf to show himself.

So he gasped in shock when the king stepped into the light, tall and powerfully built. A warrior king, with shoulders big and broad, a chest so muscular it strained his fine white shirt, his corded forearms bare, his thighs muscular and thick in his velvet britches, over his tall leather boots.

Sexy like the black dragon on the banner of Eara.

And his blue eyes blazed with such lust that Ceren took a step back, groaning, hardening and needing. “It is you...”

“The eye of a thief is sharp,” the king growled, a flush stealing into his high cheekbones. “A thief who let himself get caught.”

“Fuck you,” Ceren hissed, coming back to the bars, gripping them to stare up into that haughty, elegant face.

“I do the fucking around here,” the king drawled, and damn if his voice and words didn’t send a jolt of pure lust through Ceren. “Not you.”

Ceren wouldn’t really know. He’d only reached maturity the previous year, and in between running and picking pockets, he’d slept with a few of his gang. Petting, and licking, and mostly jacking each other off, for a bit of pleasure and warmth in the cold.

He scowled, not liking his lack of experience. “Is that so?”

“I’m a Sire,” he growled again—or maybe his voice was like that, low and growly. It sent shivers over Ceren’s skin. “I fuck.”

Gods, Ceren would bet he did, and well, too. If the impressive tent in the front of those velvet black britches was any indication, he packed a lot of heat down there. The size of it made Ceren’s throat run dry.

Why was he...? Why couldn’t he stop fantasizing about the king taking him, pushing that huge cock into him? It made Ceren’s cock twitch and his hole so wet he bet it was staining his tattered britches.

“Why did you try to steal my earring?” the king asked, the voice of someone used to being obeyed instantly.

Ceren shrugged, feeling a hot flush climbing his neck. “I felt like it.”

“Tell me the truth.”

“That’s all you’ll get from me.”

“Is that so?” The king was suddenly too close, his big hands closing over Ceren’s on the boards. “Who are you, Ruyi?”

Ruyi. Snow leopard. Why did the king call him that? He liked it, way too much.

“Who I am? I’m nobody,” Ceren whispered. That much was true.

“Why won’t you tell me who sent you to steal that earring? What are you hiding?”

“Nothing,” Ceren breathed, mouth dry, from fear and lust. The king’s eyes from up close were a wintry blue, bright and beautiful like skies. “That was an important earring, wasn’t it?”

He’d suspected as much, but for it to be such a big deal, it had to be more than he’d been told.

“It’s been in my family for a long time,” the king said. Not really an answer.

Maybe there wasn’t going to be one.

“You...” The king’s eyes had dropped—to Ceren’s mouth, darkening. He reached through the bars, grabbed Ceren’s chin. “Ruyi...”

“Name’s Ceren,” Ceren said stubbornly, breathless, not knowing what the king was going to—

“Shut up,” the king said and yanked him forward, crushing their mouths together. He tasted like fire and lightning, like smoke and wine, and Ceren moaned, kissing him back just as hard, letting their tongues tangle and twine as he drank him in.

So delicious.

Suddenly, the king was pulling back, breaking the kiss, and he was left panting and horny and confused.

Until the king pulled a key from around his neck, hanging on a thick chain, and unlocked the cell door, pushing it open.

Then he stepped inside, and closed the door behind him.

So that’s who has the key, was Ceren’s last coherent thought before the king backed him up against the wall and fucked him.

***
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SOMEHOW THE KING MANAGED to rip Ceren’s britches down and off him while he held him up against the wall, powerful muscles bulging in his arms, his mouth fastened to Ceren’s. It was like being attacked by a beast.

A dragon, Ceren thought again, dizzily, as the king gripped Ceren’s cock and stroked, driving him wild. If the king didn’t stop, Ceren was going to come—and yet it wasn’t enough, it wasn’t...

He needed the king to fuck him.

It was crazy. His body demanded it, his hole wet and clenching, unlike ever before. He broke the kiss, panting for breath.

“Ruyi...” King Kiran breathed, chasing after his mouth, fangs flashing. “Oh Melek...”

“Please,” he heard himself pleading, “please, gods, put it inside...”

The king wrapped an arm around his back and lifted him higher, then released Ceren’s cock and stroked his Mating opening, making Ceren writhe.

“You’re soaked,” he growled, those fingers shoving into Ceren, wrenching a cry from his throat. “So tight and hot. Want my cock in there?”

“Gods...” Ceren hooked a foot behind the king, against a muscular buttock, and fucked himself on the king’s fingers. Two? Three? Not enough. “Yeah, just... oh! Fuck, yeah.”

“Damn you, you’re too much.” The king fucked him with his fingers, shoving them in and out until Ceren dug his fingers into his solid shoulders and surrendered to the sensations. It still wasn’t enough somehow, it wasn’t big enough—and since when did he need a cock inside him to come?

Melek, since when were three fingers not enough? Not even when he touched himself there did he use more than one.

This was just plain insanity.

Unable to wait any longer, he reached down for the king’s laces, to open his britches, but the king was holding him too far up the wall. Damn his strength.

But it seemed the king couldn’t wait any longer either. Yanking his fingers out, making Ceren yelp, he reached down, shoved his britches to mid-thigh and pulled out his cock.

The head nudged between Ceren’s legs, and gods, it was massive. It felt as big as a plum, rubbing against his aching entrance.

Then it pushed inside, impossibly big, spreading him open. Ceren hissed and groaned, struggling to accommodate the king’s thick cock, but he had no chance. The king thrust deeper, feeding more of his length into Ceren’s hole, and it felt worse and at the same time better.

So much better, gods damn...

“So tight,” the king grunted, rocking upward, pushing in more, and more. “Melek, you’re so hot.”

Ceren held onto the king’s shoulders, speechless, mouth open, breathing harsh, legs shaking, wrapped around the king’s hips. He couldn’t remember lifting the other leg. It spread his thighs wider, allowing the king to sink in even deeper.

“You’re a thief,” the king was panting as he fucked him. “A godsdamned thief.”

“Yeah, fuck you, too,” Ceren snarled, not even sure what he was saying. The king’s cock was swelling inside him, and damn but it was splitting him apart. “Ah, slow down, oooh...”

“You...” The king was still rocking, a grimace on his face. “Fuck. Can’t. Stop.”

Ceren didn’t want him to stop, but as the cock inside him swelled even bigger, something inside Ceren gave way, like a paper tearing. It stung, making him hiss, but also felt too damn good to complain about.

“What was that?” king Kiran muttered, and then groaned, burying his face against Ceren’s bare chest. “Fuck, I’ve never swelled like this before. It feels...”

...amazing, Ceren thought.

He couldn’t catch his breath. The pleasure was rising, the knot in the king’s cock filling him up completely, rubbing on every sensitive nerve ending in his hole, making him clench until the pressure was killing him.

Oh Gods, please. He clutched at the king’s hair with one hand, pulling his head back to look into those shining blue eyes. His own were wide as he felt the pressure start to break, as his hole spasmed uncontrollably around that massive cock, his mouth falling open.

“Ruyi,” the king growled, and his cock started to jerk inside Ceren, breaking the damn wide open.

Ceren cried out, or maybe it was more of a scream, as he came, strangling the king’s cock inside him, his own cock spilling a stream of cum between their bodies. He kept coming and coming, and the king groaned and poured liquid heat inside him. The king came so hard and so long, cum spilled down Ceren’s thighs, dripping to the floor.

Fuck...

Finally slowing down his thrusts, the king pushed deep and stayed, his breaths feathering against Ceren’s chest.

At some point, Ceren had hit the back of his head against the stone wall. He was staring up at the filthy ceiling, blinking dazedly, his hands still in King Kiran’s silky hair, the king’s cock still buried deep inside him, his hole pulsing around it, sending waves of pleasure through him. He was still panting hard, but his mind was empty. No doubt, fear, uncertainty. Right now, in this moment, full of the king’s cock, bathed in his spicy scent, he was complete and content. As if he belonged there.

Then the king cursed, long and loud, pulling away, pulling out, his deflating cock still so big it got half-stuck. Ceren winced as it slowly slipped out.

What in the five hells had he done?

The king stepped away, shoving Ceren’s legs off him, sending him sprawling to the floor, on top of the dirty hay. “Fucking thief. You...stay out of my head.”

“Out of your head, huh? How about you stay out of my body,” Ceren snarled, swallowing a whimper at the ache in his stretched hole and the steady stream of cum running down his legs.

“You begged me for it.”

He had, but wasn’t going to think about it. “Fuck off.”

The king grinned, all sharp teeth, and his eyes heated again. But then he shook his head, black hair flying, and turned his back to Ceren, walking to the door as he shoved his cock back into his britches. “You deserve to rot here.”

He locked the door and left without a backward glance.

Fuck...

Ceren drew his knees to his chest and laid his forehead on them. What in the world had he been thinking? He hadn’t been thinking, that was the problem. He’d let lust overtake him, like never before. He’d thrown common sense out the prison window. He’d allowed the king to overwhelm him without a struggle, to stick his big cock into his virgin hole and fuck him to a screaming orgasm and...

What was so bad about it, again?

Oh right. The fact that the king had all but thrown him off him afterward, called him names and stalked off, locking the door behind him.

And all the doubts that had left his mind slammed back in at once.
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Chapter Three: Kiran
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Kiran stopped going to the dungeon. And he wasn’t going to back down on that decision. Because fucking the thief had been a mistake. A huge mistake.

How many times he’d woken up in the throes of an orgasm, his mind filled with Ceren’s face? Too many. Every time he remembered fucking him in that cell, he got aching hard. Every time he remembered the elf’s eyes, his body, his mouth, the sounds he made...

Hot damn. He had to forget about the thief. That was the last elf he should be spending his seed on.

“Majesty.”

“Hm?”

“Majesty, you need to approve the journeying party or even better, the caravan going to Ebora for King Royan’s and Royal Mate Sasta’s children presenting ceremony—”

“Yes, Ithil, heard you the first time.”

The priest said nothing, patiently waiting. He was a saint, not that Kiran would ever tell him that.

“A caravan, you say?” Kiran glanced out the arched window of his reading room. The weather is good. “But a caravan is too slow-moving in case monsters attack us.”

“Yes, Majesty.”

“Just prepare some gifts and tell five of my guards to accompany me.”

“Majesty! That isn’t enough protection—”

“I’ll be fine, Ithil. Defending a carriage might be more trouble than it’s worth.”

“Very well. I will see that precious gifts are sent for your approval. And also travel garments.”

“Fine, fine.” Kiran shifted on his chair, thinking of the thief and growing hard. Why was he thinking of him now? “Precious,” that was what the priest had said.

Precious like the thief’s bright mane of hair, and his gray eyes, his marble pale skin and the blush on his cheeks. A ruyi made of gemstones and bad attitude.

Bad idea...

“Meanwhile, Majesty, the Black Moon festivities are starting tonight. Plenty of young princes and lords are arriving to make your acquaintance. You are expected to pour the first libations by my side, like every year.”
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