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      An outcast because of her psychic abilities, Paige doesn’t expect her people to rescue her when a zealous sect of Faerians sacrifices her to their gods. Thrown through a fairy ring to a new dimensional plane, drugged on ambrosia, she is compelled to claim the first man she meets. Only when the effects wear off and she’s left with a husband expecting more than she’s willing to give, does Paige discover the true extent of what the fairies have done.

      Ordered by the king to marry, Sir Aidan of Fallenrock is dead set against taking a bartered bride. He believes his people should be patient and wait for the gods to bless them. When the beautiful Lady Paige comes through the sacred rings, kissing and touching him like she knows their joined fate, Aidan’s sure he’s being rewarded—until his new bride tries to back out of their marriage.
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      In a land forever at war, the Starian men are so busy fighting that their marriage ceremony has been reduced to a “will of the gods” event where they simply pick a woman out of a lineup and claim her as a wife. With women becoming scarce, it’s necessary to trade the offworld Divinity Corporation for brides.

      They live a very Medieval-like existence. Instead of medical advancement and technology, all of their focus has been on developing weaponry and battle strategy. With places named for war, such as Spearhead and Battlewar, these men have been left in charge way too long. They are in desperate need of a woman’s touch.
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          Prologue - Great Forest, Faerian Territory, Parallel Universe

        

      

    

    
      “Oh, blessed fairies of the great forest, givers of spring, and givers of life after the cold! Take our autumn offering to grant us safe winter and bring life after the snow. Take our offered sister and make her a queen of your realm.”

      “Let me go, you crazed heretics!” Paige screamed, kicking and jerking her limbs to be free of the hands that held her high over a sea of ivy-crowned heads. Outrage pumped hard and fast through her veins until she felt as if her heart might burst from her chest in little pieces. “You don’t want me. I’m not a believer. I will curse you with dead trees and wilted flowers. My father’s people will not stand for this!”

      All right, so the last part was a lie. Her father’s people wouldn’t care what the Faerians did to her. In fact, she half expected they traded her to the crazed women to be rid of the last of her cursed family. How else would the heretics have known where her hunting ground was located? Or that she’d be there following the buck migration?

      The Faerians ignored her pleas and threats, answering the priestess’s words with random exclamations of, “Oh, blessed fairies!” and “Take our Forestter sister. Grant us life!”

      Long, drifting branches passed over her, the yellowed leaves falling with each push of the breeze. They hit her chest and hips, and fluttered onto the female heads surrounding her only to tangle in their flowing locks. A tiny giggle mingled amongst the swaying treetops and Paige stiffened in horror. Soon the first laugh was followed by more mischievous sounds, as if a choir of fairies watched the procession. She couldn’t see them, but that didn’t mean they weren’t there and very real.

      Paige didn’t need to see the ground or the pathway in which they traveled to know what was happening. They took her to the sacred circle, to the fairy ring of the great forest to be sacrificed. The trees gave way to a grassy clearing. A ring of stone pillars created a large circle, each roughly carved and three times as tall as the women. Their towering height imposed as it impressed. The believers carried Paige between two of the pillars.

      “At least give me back the clothes you stole from me. Don’t send me like this!” she screamed, shaking now that they were drawing to the end of the journey. Everyone knew about the fairy rings, had been warned as children to avoid stepping within the fairy playground. Paige’s own grandmother claimed to have come through them when she was a young girl. “At least give me my bow. Have some compassion. Don’t send me to the fairy world unarmed.”

      Paige believed in the possibility of fairies, though she had never seen one for herself. From what she had been told as a child, they were mischievous, somewhat vengeful creatures and they liked nothing more than to play tricks on non-worshippers.

      “Oh, blessed fairies, here is our sister!” the priestess called. The woman ordered her lowered and Paige felt the cold chill of a stone altar at her naked back. The flimsy gauze they’d wrapped around her waist like a belt hardly counted as clothing. As the material snagged on the rock, the pin holding it close to her hips dug into her flesh.

      Paige struggled to be free. A ring of mushrooms grew in the center of the stones, so innocuous in appearance that if a person didn’t know about their hidden magic they might be tempted to step inside. Was this truly the fairy ring, supposed doorway to fairy realm? The truth was Paige didn’t know where the ring would lead. No one did. She doubted even the Faerian priestess knew all the fairy secrets. Her grandmother came through and it wasn’t the fairy world she had been living in.

      The priestess stood over her as countless hands pinned Paige down. The woman’s white gown formed tight to her bodice only to flow in long waves along her waist and hips. The skirt trailed behind her in a long train. Tiny gold flowers were embroidered along the hem. Her followers wore the same outfit, minus the embroidery and train. Long, straight black hair seemed to stir around the priestess’s oval face, the thin strands dancing like snakes. The woman lifted a wooden cup she had carried with her from the village.

      “Drink of the ambrosia,” the priestess urged, her gorgeous brown eyes round and filled with promise. “Taste the nectar of the fairy goddess and feel the pleasures of old magic. Let it take you. Let it show you.”

      Paige clenched her mouth tight, struggling violently as fingers pressed into her cheeks to force her teeth apart. The priestess’s expression didn’t change as she leaned over and slowly poured the cup’s contents into her prisoner’s mouth. Wherever the liquid touched, tingling erupted, almost burning in its intensity.

      Paige tried to resist, spitting the liquid out over her face, but it was too much. She was forced to choke down several gulps or drown. The tingling spread down her throat into her stomach and over her cheeks from where trails of discarded liquid touched her flesh. She tried to resist the alluring magic, but it was as useless as resisting the falling rain.

      The instant the cup was empty the Faerian women let go, leaving her free to run. Paige shot up on the altar, ready to bolt into the woods to hide, only to be brought short by a transparent winged creature flying in front of her face. Paige jerked back in fright, sliding her ass on the rough stone. The fairy’s gown matched that of the priestess, with the train trailing down past her feet as she fluttered about in the air. The creature’s eyes looked too big for her face and her skin glimmered, tinged with pale blues and silvers. Silver threads wove in delicate patterns over her wings. Soon more small beings began to appear to her, each tinted with different shades of nature.

      Paige couldn’t move. The strange sensation of the ambrosia traveled through her blood, leaving her stomach to conquer her limbs. Even her fingernails and hair seemed to prickle. With each passing second, the fairies became clearer. They flew around the gathered worshipers, perching on their shoulders and heads, completely unseen by those who did not drink. Several pulled at the priestess’s hair, combing the locks with their fingers to create the snakelike effect she had noticed earlier.

      They buzzed around her and Paige jerked, trying to follow them with her eyes. But, when she looked too quickly, the forest blurred into streaks of impossible colors. The Faerians became excited at Paige’s apparent visions.

      “What madness is this,” Paige whispered, swatting at the pests. The flat of her hand managed to smack one across the body and send it flying. Instantly, the others became enraged and attacked. Though Paige tried to fight them off, they swarmed her, pinching her flesh, pulling the long locks of her red hair and the gauze of her belt, pushing wherever they could touch—along the soles of her feet, her exposed sex, her nose and breasts. Paige grunted, flailing about in an effort to be free. With surprising strength, the fairies slid her ass over the coarse surface of stone toward the center ring. For a moment they held her suspended in the air before tossing her at the ground into the ring of mushrooms.

      Paige screamed for salvation, but the only answer she received was the high-pitched screech of fairy laughter and the incessant droning of, “Oh, blessed fairies! Take our sister, grant us life!”
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          Hanging Forest, Outside Fallenrock Village, Parallel Universe

        

      

    

    
      Sir Aidan of Fallenrock grinned at his good friend Peeter’s cherub-faced daughter. When Ileen had blinked her big brown eyes at him and begged him to let her decorate his long blond hair, he had known he would give in to her. The four-year-old had known it as well, for Sir Aidan could never deny one of her requests.

      That is why he now found his hair pulled into a messy array of knotted braids and tied with yellow and pink ribbons. He was even sure she had stuck a few flowers and leaves in there for good measure. At her look of pride in her creation, he didn’t have the heart to take it down until he was well away from the cottage. Even then, he would need a comb and about three hours of hard tugging.

      “Pretty Dandan.” Ileen had the look of her mother, dark skinned and eyes with tightly curled hair that bounced as much as she did. Only her nose took after Peeter.

      “Beautiful Leenie,” he answered, kissing the top of her head before moving to untie his horse’s reins from a low tree branch.

      “You should wear those ribbons to the breeding ceremony,” Peeter teased, doing a horrific job of hiding his amusement. “How could any bride resist you? You’ll be sure to fulfill the oracle’s prophecy.”

      Aidan frowned, glanced at Ileen and bit his tongue. What he felt like saying to his friend was not fit for young female ears. Peeter laughed heartily.

      “The town oracles have been wrong before. They don’t know everything. There’s no proof I must take a bride, let alone a bartered one. Besides, the old crones only said they strongly encouraged a marriage.” Aidan wasn’t sure who he was trying to convince more. The truth was, the oracles had been fairly certain of the signs, but he hadn’t told anyone that part of the prediction.

      “They have been right, too.” Peeter grinned at his pregnant wife. She sat near the front door to their modest home, rubbing her swollen belly. “They said Shana would bear two daughters.”

      Women were scarce in Staria. With their endless wars, boys had become a necessity and their natural evolution answered the call with more sons than daughters—when they did have children. Their low birthrate wasn’t from lack of trying when the warriors were home, but war took them away all too often. Sometimes forever. The fact that Shana gave birth first to a daughter was a miracle and a blessing.

      “With enough tries, any man can give two daughters,” Aidan teased, hoping to turn the conversation away. King Wilhelm already ordered him to Battlewar Castle in a little over a fortnight to attend the next breeding ceremony. It seemed all of Staria plotted to see him wed.

      “So you have decided? You’re not going to choose a bride?” Peeter’s pity was almost too much to bear. His friend didn’t want him to end up alone. “Won’t you at least look at the women the king has bartered for?”

      “Yea. I’ve been ordered to do as much.” Aidan grimaced. “What if these otherworlders are misshapen or strange in the head? Or worse, cowards? I do not trust this Divinity Corporation to choose women who are right for Starian men. You’ve heard the tales of how the Divinity man-aliens looked—weak and simpering and endlessly talking. They depend on their technologies more than duty and responsibility and the power of a full day’s work. They do not earn a trip through the fairy rings with the gods’ blessings, they build contraptions to force their way where they do not belong. The gods would never bless such overstepping people. Here in Staria we know what is important—duty in battle, meeting your responsibilities as a warrior, as a husband, and as a man.”

      Peeter suppressed his laughter. “You do not speak of anything I do not know. Are you trying to remind yourself?”

      “It is easy for you to be smug. The fairies brought you Shana long ago. If only I had seen her first, then perhaps it would be me laughing at you.”

      “Ach, she would not have you,” Peeter dismissed, his amusement only growing in strength. “Besides, I am much better looking. She would have found her way to me either way.”

      “Pretty Dandan!” Ileen pouted, pushing her bottom lip out in defense of Aidan as she looked at her father.

      “Only because you made him so,” Peeter answered. The child giggled and began skipping around the yard in a random pattern.

      Aidan scratched at his knotted hair, watching the child briefly before stating the biggest affront, “Not a single one of those otherworlders carried a sword when they appeared in the midst of battle. What fool doesn’t take a sword to a fight?”

      “Perhaps the women will be grateful to be away from such weak men. They’ll be enamored of our warriors and very willing to—” Peeter stopped talking, giving a conscious glance to his playful child.

      Aidan sighed. Every belief he carried since childhood told him it was wrong to barter for otherworld brides, especially when the cost wasn’t too high. Nothing good came without some sacrifice. The gods of war taught them that much. Besides, what woman agreed to travel to an unknown world just for a little blue mineral water? The stuff ran in springs beneath the earth. It would be like bartering for dirt or handfuls of grass. “The king should not have meddled in the will of the gods. If they wished for me to find a bride, they would have sent one through the fairy rings as is tradition. Since they have not, I can only assume I have yet to earn one.”

      “You? Not earn one? You have fought more battles than anyone in the village. The fact the king wishes you to be amongst the firsts to choose from the new blood means you are honored.” Peeter firmly gripped Aidan’s arm. “The king only wishes to ensure happiness for his people. Is it so wrong for men to want softer company? I don’t want you to end up alone, not after all the loss you have suffered.”

      “Peeter,” Shana scolded, not standing from her seat. “Leave Aidan be. His heart will choose what it must. Whether these brides are gifts from the gods or an abomination of Starian beliefs, it is for each man to decide for himself. You have your bride. Leave Aidan to choose his wife in his own way.”

      “Yea, my lady.” Peeter instantly gave in to his wife’s command. “As you so desire.”

      “Thank you, most wise Shana,” Aidan said, bowing his head toward her.

      “Though, you’d do well to find someone who can cook,” Shana said, laughing, “or who doesn’t mind that you make bread as hard as rocks.”

      “Ugh, won’t let me forget it, will you?” Aidan swung onto the back of his horse, naturally adjusting into the saddle. He barely had to give the animal directions as it turned from the small cottage on the outer edge of Fallenrock Village. “How do you know I didn’t cook like that on purpose, so you would take pity on me while my mother is at sea?”

      “That is perhaps the saddest thing you have ever said to me.” Shana suppressed a smile. “Very well. Come back as often as you must, good sir, and you will be fed.”

      “Now we will never be rid of him,” Peeter protested good-naturedly. “He will be at our door like a stray wolf begging for scraps.”

      “Too late, my friend. you cannot rescind the offer now.” Aidan grinned. He said his final farewells before riding into the solitude of the forest. The hairstyle had to be the most unmanly look for a serious soldier of Starian’s army and he couldn’t ride through town during the daylight hours lest it be seen. It didn’t matter if he whiled away the hours in the forest. No one waited for him at home. The pang of loneliness settled once more in his chest, only having been temporarily lifted by the company of his friends.

      “Despite what the oracles say, I will stay strong and wait for the gods to bless me. I will not take a bartered bride from another world who I have not earned. When it is time, the fairies will bring her to me.” Aidan drew little comfort from the sound of his own voice. Convictions were good and well, but they did not fill his arms or his home. And until after the breeding ceremony, the king commanded him home to get his house in order. Without the thrill of the battlefront, he had nothing to fill his hours but the aching loneliness of his heart and the empty rooms of his home. Regardless, he had made his decision to honor tradition and, once made, a true Starian did not change his mind.
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      Spring. It was spring.

      Paige stared at the treetops, entranced by the way the sun shone through the limbs to backlight the leaves to a lighter shade of glowing green. Almost dazed, she breathed deeply, taking in the smell of moss and dirt, of bark and fresh air. The warmer hint of a breeze caressed her skin, even though she stood in the shade of the forest. It looked like the great forest, but it couldn’t be. It was spring and the great forest was in the throes of fall.

      “The fairy realm,” she whispered, blinking but unable to see any flying pests.

      The fairies must always live in spring. Those crazy Faerians were right. The fairies keep the spring season and only let it loose once a year in my home world. The priestess did it. She sent me to the land of the fairies.

      The ambrosia tingled through her senses, making it impossible to feel much of anything beyond the euphoric spell that grew deeper with each passing moment. Perhaps it was a blessing, otherwise she would be screaming in fright at what had been done. Her flesh itched and she rubbed her hands over her arms to make it stop. Unfortunately, touching only made the sensations worse until her heart hammered in her chest and the not-so-curious sensation of desire flooded her thighs. Even the simple act of breathing seemed to incite a wild, uncontrollable lust.

      Her nipples hardened, yearning like never before. Paige knew desire, but she rarely acted on it and never had she felt it to this strong of a degree. This must be what the people of her village referred to as the madness of passion. She had never understood how simple lust could make people witless and imprudent or how they could use it as an excuse for their idiotic actions.

      When she couldn’t run her hands over her chest, shoulders and neck fast enough, her flesh went from itching to burning. The colors of nature became brighter, more vibrant, as if kissed by a light that did not exist. Leaves crunched under her feet, untouched forest litter that tickled her senses and caused her to stare at the ground in wonderment as she half danced, half marched in a noisy circle.

      A green spider caught her attention and she pressed her face close to its back and wondered at the odd shade of its man-size web. Paige lifted her hand and reached to pet the insect’s back. “Good day, small creature. So lovely to see you.”

      “Halt! When they are that shade of green it means they are filled with poison.”

      Paige blinked as the loud voice boomed over her forest playground. She pulled her hand away from the web, despite the fact she still wanted to touch the spider’s fascinating back. How could something so wondrous and beautiful be filled with poison?

      “Who are you? Come out from there. What are you doing in this part of the forest?”

      Paige leaned around the spider’s tree, touching the opposite side to peek at the person who spoke. Her hand caressed the rough bark, gripping it as she pressed her weight forward. She worked her fingers against the bark, liking the pressure against her tingling nerves. His voice was strange, accented in a way she had never heard. But, what did that matter? She understood his words easily enough. Unnaturally shy, she watched him with wide eyes.

      “Come out. I will not hurt you. I promise.” He gentled his voice and swung down from his mighty horse. She had never seen a creature so big and thick with muscles. The Forestter men were lean and tall, like the trees that filled her homeland. His horse was huge too. Paige guessed it would have to be to carry such a man as this.

      He wore a loose shirt over tighter breeches. Boots laced up his calves, over the pants. A sprinkling of hair exposed through the opened laces of his shirt caught her attention, as did the puckering of a scar. Her eyes lifted to his hair, messed up and accented with bits of the forest. Bright ribbons caught her attention. They fluttered in the breeze like small flags.

      “Fairy,” she whispered, realizing this must be what the flying pests looked like in their own world, all big and tall. She looked down at her arms. Was she little now? Would she grow wings?

      The fairy man lifted his hand to her, drawing her flighty attention back to him. A hint of dark black design showed on his wrist. His fingers curled as if to order her gently from her hiding place.

      But nothing about this man appeared to be a fairy pest, beyond his ribboned hair. No, he looked…

      Big. Muscled. Strong. Extraordinary. Delectable.

      “Fairy?” he repeated, the word softer than the others. “Are you new to my world, my lady?”

      Paige nodded, entranced by his lips and the way they opened and closed each time he spoke. Even from the distance she could see the fine texture of their fullness. She wondered if he would let her touch them. Her fingers tapped lightly against the bark. The scent of nature became heady as her breathing deepened.

      His beckoning fingers stopped moving and his hand dropped somewhat. Huskier than before, he asked, “Did you come to Fallenrock through the fairy rings?”

      Fallenrock? What a curious name.

      Again, she nodded. Heat churned inside her, melting her insides and causing her to shake. Every instinct told her she was safe, that he wouldn’t hurt her, that she could go to him, that she should go to him.

      Go to him.

      “I am Sir Aidan of Fallenrock. I promise you, no one will harm you here. You are most welcome, my lady. You are—”

      Paige stepped from behind the tree and stood naked before him. Well, naked except for the gauze belt whose ends tickled her thighs when she moved. His words ended abruptly, dying on his still parted lips, as his eyes swooped down and up only to finally land on her breasts. The brown-green orbs lit with an inner magic. She could see it in the way the light reflected in the pools of his eyes. This proved it. He was a fairy after all. It made sense that she would fall for his magic.

      She stared back just as intently, taking in the thick cords of his neck, the texture of his skin, the breadth of his shoulders, the tapering line of his waist, the thickness of his legs. That’s where her eyes stopped. His weight shifted just enough so she could see the bulge of his erection hinted beneath his shirt. Her desires only increased, as did her curiosity to see more, until she couldn’t think or reason beyond the feelings of lust churning inside her. She wanted him. No, she needed him. He was air and food and water and shelter. He was every base need she had ever experienced and she could no more stop her feet from walking toward him than she could give up all those other things.

      Go to him. Touch him. Feel him. Breathe him in.

      Words were beyond her. He hadn’t moved, his hand still unmoving between them, his lips still parted as if frozen in time. Paige didn’t try to make sense of what was happening. She went to him, drawn to the texture of his skin, the strength of his body and finally into the heat of his chest. Selfishly, she studied his features up close, not stopping to wonder what he thought or what he wanted. He smelled of fallen leaves and she pressed her cheek along his jaw to breathe him in. As her skin brushed his for the first time, she moaned.

      Touch. Feel. More. Breathe.

      Paige reached for his neck, running her hands over his tense muscles. He didn’t stop her. In fact, he still didn’t move. Her fingers traced the scar on his neck before twining in the laces of his shirt.

      Touch more.

      She ran her fingertips over him. Reaching his waist, she thrust her hands beneath the hem of his shirt, driving them upward onto the naked flesh his stomach and chest. Paige felt small next to him and she was considered tall for her people. Moaning, she explored the defined valleys of his upper body. Every nerve stung with desperation and it showed in the growing roughness of her touch.

      “Were you sent for me?” he asked.

      Paige barely heard him. But at his expectant look, she nodded—anything to get him to touch her the way she needed him to. Her sex ached, radiating hot desire. He lifted his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing the muscles she had been so apt to explore. Scars marred his skin and the black designs ringing his wrists were repeated higher on his biceps.

      More.

      He lowered his mouth and kissed her, hard. Paige let him, parting her lips to allow him complete access. The taste of him filled her mouth. His chest pushed fully into her breasts, rubbing the taut nipples. It was unlike anything she had ever felt. Even in her euphoric state, she let him take the lead, bending to the obvious confidence of his embrace. Strong, firm hands slid down her sides, cupping her hips and ass. She was still a little sore from where the fairies slid her ass over the coarse stone, but the pain seemed far away and unimportant. Aidan pressed her against his arousal, rocking so she felt every inch. At any other time she would have been afraid, but the ambrosia didn’t allow for fear or prudence.

      Must have more. Feel him. Touch him. Breathe him. More.

      Paige reached her arms around him and held tight. He walked her back into a tree, holding her up by her ass when she would stumble. The bark scratched her skin, but not so bad she wanted to stop. She clawed frantically at his flesh, scratching in her haste.

      Aidan’s hands were between them now, jerking at the laces along his hip. When he couldn’t free himself fast enough, he growled. The animalistic sound gave her chills. He was as desperate as she.

      Even before the pants slid around his hips, he lifted her legs and surged forward. With little effort, he found the entrance to her sex with the thick tip of his cock. Paige’s eyes opened wide at the innumerable sensations the touch caused. She looked at Aidan’s face, but his eyes were closed tight and his mouth open. Her hands had tangled into his hair, dislodging a ribbon.

      More?

      She trembled, shaken from the euphoria as her confidence wavered. The intimate press became firm as he thrust up into her. A tiny glint of pain struck her, but the ambrosia-induced tingling soon replaced it, urging her back into the sexual trance until every part of her concentrated on the heat between her thighs. Her body’s moisture welcomed him, but the muscles were not so accommodating as they pulsed tightly against the thick intruder. If Aidan noticed, he didn’t let on. A light tickle erupted along her clit as Aidan moved. He pumped himself into her, pushing deeper with each pass.

      “Ah, this feels so…” His words faded as he moaned in low tones, the sounds almost like words but nothing she could understand.

      Paige let it happen, back pressed into a tree and all her senses on fire, not wanting him to stop but unable to do much more than hold on while he claimed her. She clawed at his neck, the ache too much, too hot, too deep. If it didn’t end soon, she just knew she would die. Surely no mortal could survive such bittersweet agony.

      And then, finally, she found blessed release. Tremors racked over her stomach, sending a burst of energy over her form. Aidan grunted, jabbing a couple more times before going still.

      The energy dissipated into the nature around them. Paige felt it go, leaving her relaxed and tired and incredibly warm. The flutter of a bright ribbon caught her attention and she mumbled, “Lovely, lovely fairy, breathe in the beautiful fairy,” before falling into a dreamless sleep.

      
        
         * * *

      

      

      Aidan caught the woman up in his arms and held tight as her head rolled back on her shoulders. Her chest rose and fell against him in even breaths. Stunned that he had acted with little thought to the consequences, he looked around the forest. They were alone. He lifted her up and carried her around the tree where he had first seen her hand reaching out toward the spider. By the delicate wrist bone, he had known her to be female, but never could he have expected just how womanly she was.

      When she stepped in front of him, naked and unashamed, his heart nearly leapt from his chest. One look at her pale skin and he had been bewitched. The supple flesh was completely unmarred but for a long, trailing scar that wound from beneath her armpit to her navel. The scar would be of much envy and reverence, for this woman was a survivor and a great addition to Starian’s proud society.

      And she was his. All his. A blessing from the gods.

      Rich, red waves flowed wildly around her shoulders, as if combed by the wind. And those eyes, so wide and curious, so confident and alluring, deeply green like the fresh grasses of springtime. His cock had lifted as he looked her over and he couldn’t turn away. Oh, and how tight she had been, squeezing him in a way he had never felt before with the camp followers who serviced the armies.

      He had wished for a wife to come through the fairy rings, had begged the gods to make him worthy of a real bride, not a bartered one. As if by divine intervention, here she was, in his arms, so sweet and accepting, agreeing to be his.

      All his.

      Aidan grinned and hugged her tighter. He was sure he had never felt so happy—at least not since childhood when he had been entrusted with his first real sword.

      The forest ground was clear with no evidence of a fairy ring beyond a flattened circle of grass. He supposed that could be it. Though he had never actually seen a fairy portal, he had always heard the rings were made of mushrooms.

      Wherever the woman came from, it was clear she was not from Staria. Women from his world might dress provocatively, but they’d never run around the forest in nothing but a sheer belt. Feeling her warmth, his sated body began to stir once more. The gods had indeed blessed him. With the breeding ceremony so close, the king expecting him to choose a wife and the Oracles of Fallenrock warning he must quickly take a bride or be forever alone, Aidan knew it was none too soon.

      Hugging her close, he fought the urge to shout his happiness to the whole village. He couldn’t carry her through town for all to see—naked and unconscious. Feeling the tickle of ribbon at his neck, he realized his hair was still ridiculously braided. It only confirmed what he already knew—she was not Starian. A Starian woman would never have ignored such a humorous sight.

      Aidan adjusted her in his arms and set to work dressing her in his tunic shirt before angling her limp body over his shoulder to mount his horse. The trained animal stayed steady while he slid her before him. The softness of her pressed tightly to him and when the horse took a step, rocking her gently against his hips, he groaned in pleasure-pain. His desire was far from sated and he thanked the gods the king sent him home to await the breeding ceremony. If he kept her in his house, away from everyone, at least for a while, he would have time to fulfill his passions and hers. Pulling her close, he buried his face in her hair and whispered, “Mine.”
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