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        Velisse’s tongue touched her ass, and Talia’s eyes flew wide with shock and immediate, overwhelming pleasure. The sensation was so foreign and so intensely good that she couldn’t contain the cry that tore from her throat. Velisse’s tongue circled her entrance there, licking with the same devotion she had shown to Talia’s pussy, and the princess discovered that this forbidden place was far more sensitive than she had ever imagined.

        Nyxara slid beneath Talia, positioning herself so her mouth could reach Talia’s pussy while Velisse continued her attention to Talia’s bottom. The dual stimulation was devastating—tongue on her clit, tongue circling and pressing against her most intimate spot—and Talia’s arms gave out, her upper body collapsing to the bed while her bottom remained raised.

        “That’s it,” Velisse murmured between licks. “Let yourself feel it. There’s no shame in pleasure, no matter where it comes from.”

        Talia came harder than she had all night, the orgasm ripping through her with such force that she actually sobbed, tears streaming down her face from the intensity. Her entire body shook violently, and she would have collapsed completely if Velisse’s hands hadn’t been holding her hips steady.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      In the moonlit library of fairy tales, there is a story whispered more often than it is spoken aloud. It is the tale of Sleeping Beauty, a princess preserved in innocence, sealed behind thorns and time, waiting for a kiss to wake her. Generations have been soothed by the gentle version, where beauty sleeps untouched, and virtue remains untroubled, where desire is softened into romance, and longing is left unnamed.

      This is not that tale.

      What follows is the true story of Sleeping Beauty, one that dares to look beneath the polished surface of the legend. Here, awakening is not merely an act of fate, but of sensation. Pleasure is not denied or feared, but embraced as a force as powerful as magic itself. This is a Sleeping Beauty shaped by adult desire, sensual freedom, and the dangerous pull of ecstasy.

      Consider yourself cautioned, dear reader: those seeking childhood comfort should turn back now. What lies ahead is meant to be felt, rather than merely read.
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        * * *

      

      Once upon a time, there was a kingdom nestled between mountains and sea, where the air itself felt warmer than in other lands; not from the sun alone, though sunlight did fall generously across its valleys and gardens, but from something else—something that lived in the way people moved through this land, in the way they looked at one another, in the softness of their voices when they spoke.

      This kingdom was called Amoravelle, and it was unlike any other.

      The landscape rolled in gentle curves, hills rising and falling like the rhythm of breath. Olive groves silvered the hillsides, and vineyards climbed stone terraces where the fruit grew sweet and heavy. Rivers wound through valleys, their waters clear and cool, bordered by willows that trailed their branches into the current like fingers reaching for something just beneath the surface. Gardens bloomed everywhere—not only in courtyards and estates, but along roadsides, in village squares, spilling over walls in riots of jasmine and honeysuckle. The scent of flowers hung perpetually in the air, mixing with citrus and the salt carried inland from the distant coast. It was the kind of place that made visitors stop and breathe deeply, as if their lungs had been waiting all their lives for air this rich. But the true beauty of Amoravelle was not in its gardens or its golden light.

      It was in its people.

      They moved through the kingdom dressed in fabric that flowed rather than constrained, silks and linens dyed in deep blues, soft greens, sunset oranges that caught the light as they walked. The cloth draped loosely across shoulders, gathered at the waist with simple cords or left open to reveal the curve of a hip, the line of a back, the hollow of a throat. Sleeves fell away from wrists, hems brushed against bare legs, and necklines dipped low enough that skin was always visible, always touchable. No one wore anything beneath these garments. The very idea of underwear would have seemed strange to them, like covering a river or hiding the sky. Bodies were not secrets in Amoravelle. They were simply part of being alive.

      Men and women alike lived with an ease that came from never having learned shame. A merchant might lean across his stall to hand a customer a bundle of herbs, and his tunic would shift to reveal the muscles of his chest, the dark hair trailing down his belly. A young woman carrying water from the well might pause to adjust the strap of her gown, letting the fabric fall from one shoulder entirely, her breast bare to the afternoon sun as she laughed with a friend. No one looked away. No one blushed. Eyes lingered with appreciation, with warmth, with a kind of quiet hunger that was as ordinary as thirst.

      Desire was not hidden here. It was woven into the very fabric of life, as natural and necessary as rain.

      In the markets, hands brushed as coins changed palms, fingers lingering a moment longer than needed. Conversations were conducted close, faces near enough to catch the scent of skin and perfume, breath mingling in the space between words. A baker might offer a sample of pastry to a customer, feeding it directly into her mouth, his thumb grazing her lower lip as she closed her eyes and smiled. A blacksmith might pause in his work to drink water brought by a passing neighbour, and she might pour it for him, her hand steadying his as he tilted his head back, both of them aware of the way their bodies leaned together in the heat.

      Touch was everywhere. Not demanding, not desperate, but present. A hand resting on a shoulder as someone passed. Fingers trailing down a forearm in greeting. A kiss pressed to a cheek that lingered near the corner of a mouth. People embraced freely, bodies pressing together without hesitation, and no one thought to ask whether it meant anything more than affection. Often it did. Just as often, it did not. The people of Amoravelle understood that closeness could be its own pleasure, separate from everything else.

      And when desire did move beyond touch, when it became something more, that too was treated as natural. Lovers of all kinds walked together through the streets—men with women, women with women, men with men, threesomes and more tangled in easy affection. They kissed openly beneath archways, hands moving over fabric and skin, laughter spilling into the evening air. In gardens and courtyards, in the shade of olive trees and beside fountains, people came together without shame or secrecy. It was not uncommon to pass a grove and hear the soft sounds of pleasure drifting through the leaves, to see naked bodies entwined in the grass, moving together in the dappled sunlight.

      No one hurried past. No one pretended not to notice. Instead, they paused. They smiled. Sometimes they watched, appreciating the beauty of it, before moving on; many times they joined in and shared the ecstasy.

      Pleasure was not something to be hidden behind closed doors. It was celebrated, shared, and acknowledged as part of what made life worth living. In Amoravelle, to deny desire would have been like denying hunger or the need for sleep—an act of cruelty against oneself. So they indulged freely, without guilt, without fear of judgment. Orgies were common, gatherings where wine flowed, and music played, and bodies moved together in combinations that shifted and reformed like water. Invitations were extended easily, accepted just as easily, and those who preferred solitude or a single lover were never pressed. Freedom meant choosing, and in Amoravelle, every choice was honoured.

      The people understood something that other kingdoms had forgotten or never known: that the body was not separate from the soul, that pleasure was not a distraction from life but a fundamental part of it. To touch, to be touched, to give and receive delight—these were acts of connection, of presence, of being fully alive in the world. And so they lived that way, without apology, without restraint.

      In the evenings, as the sun lowered and the sky turned gold and rose, the sounds of Amoravelle grew softer but no less warm. Laughter drifted from open windows. Music played in courtyards. The rustle of fabric, the moan of voices, the low hum of sexual pleasure—it all blended into something that felt like contentment given sound. The kingdom breathed with satisfaction, with ease, with the knowledge that tomorrow would bring more of the same.

      This was Amoravelle. A land where desire was not a sin but a celebration. Where bodies were cherished, and sensual pleasure pursued without guilt. Where people lived fully, loved freely, and understood that fucking—in all its forms—was the truest kind of wealth.
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        * * *

      

      In the centre of the kingdom, the Royal Palace rose like a promise made in marble and light. From a distance, its pale towers curved gently against the sky, less fortress than sanctuary, its terraces draped in flowering vines. It was the jewel at the heart of Amoravelle, the place where the kingdom’s values found their most beautiful expression. Here, pleasure was not merely accepted—it was architecture, atmosphere, the very air that its people breathed.

      The palace was built of ivory limestone and pale marble that seemed to glow in sunlight, warm as skin. Its towers did not thrust upward with martial aggression but rose in soft curves, their domed tops gilded so they caught the first and last light of each day. Broad terraces wrapped around the structure at every level, overlooking the lake and the gardens that spread out below in carefully wild profusion. Climbing roses covered the balustrade in places, their petals falling onto the stone like scattered kisses. Tall arched windows stood open even in winter, their shutters painted in soft blues and greens, their panes reflecting the water and sky until it was hard to tell where the palace ended, and nature began.

      From the terraces, one could see the whole kingdom spread out like a lover’s body—the curve of hills, the silver line of the river, the villages and vineyards that dotted the valleys. At night, the palace glowed from within, candles and lanterns burning in every window, their light soft and golden, visible for miles. It looked like a place designed not for war or defence, but for beauty, for gathering, for the kinds of nights that stretched long and left no one unchanged.

      Inside, the palace unfolded in layers of intimacy and light. Corridors were wide but never cold, their floors polished stone covered in places by thick rugs that muffled footsteps and made every movement feel deliberate, unhurried. The walls were hung with silk tapestries depicting scenes of pastoral beauty—lovers in gardens, dancers beneath stars, figures entwined in ways that left little to imagination yet somehow remained elegant. Mirrors framed in gilded wood reflected candlelight and faces, multiplying beauty until it felt infinite.

      Rooms opened into other rooms through archways draped with sheer curtains rather than heavy doors. Privacy here was a choice, not a requirement, and the curtains suggested that nothing needed to be hidden, only softened. One could pass through a dozen chambers and never feel closed in, never lose the sense of being connected to something larger. Air moved freely through the palace, carrying with it the scent of beeswax and flowers, of perfume and something warmer—the unmistakable presence of bodies close together, of skin and heat and breath.

      The grand ballroom sat at the palace’s heart, a circular chamber beneath a painted dome where gods and mortals danced together in frescoes that seemed to move in candlelight. Crystal chandeliers hung low, their light scattering across the floor in patterns that shifted as people passed beneath. The room was designed for music, for movement, for the kind of celebrations where strangers became lovers and lovers became something more. Even empty, the ballroom hummed with memory, as if every dance and kiss and whispered word had soaked into the stone and waited to echo back.

      Beyond the public halls lay quieter spaces—salons with velvet couches where courtiers gathered to talk and touch, galleries lined with paintings where couples could disappear into alcoves, inner courtyards where fountains played, and citrus trees grew beneath open sky. These spaces were designed for physical pleasure. Sedans are large enough for three or four to ravish one another, an almost hourly event in the palace. Cushions were piled on floors upon which naked bodies writhed and moaned. Shadows fell in ways that made people feel safe to lean close, to let their hands wander, to forget that anyone might be watching—or to remember, and not care.

      The people who moved through the palace embodied its spirit. Courtiers dressed in silk and linen that draped and revealed in equal measure, fabric that slid off shoulders at the slightest movement, that clung to curves and hollows, that left nothing truly covered yet never seemed crude. Men wore tunics that hung open at the chest, breeches that sat low on narrow hips. Women wore gowns that gathered beneath bare breasts, skirts slit to the thigh, and straps that existed more as ornament than function.

      They walked barefoot on the palace’s warm floors or in sandals that laced up the calf, and their ease with their bodies was absolute. A young man might pause in a doorway to adjust his tunic, letting it fall open entirely as he spoke to a passing servant, his chest and stomach bare, his cock visible for a moment before he moved on. A woman might lean over a balcony to call to someone below, her gown hitching up to reveal her bottom or pussy, and she would simply smile at whoever looked, unbothered, enjoying the weight of eyes on her skin.

      Touch was constant. Courtiers trailed fingers along each other’s arms as they passed in hallways. They sat close on benches and couches, thighs pressed together, hands resting on knees or the small of backs. Conversations were conducted with bodies angled toward each other, close enough to share breath, to catch the scent of perfume and sweat and arousal. A lady-in-waiting might brush her mistress’s hair and let her hands linger on bare breasts. A guard might lean against a doorway and let a nobleman press close to speak to him, their bodies a line of heat from chest to hip.

      And then there were the sounds.

      The palace was never silent. Music drifted from open windows—lutes and flutes, voices singing low and sweet. Laughter echoed down corridors. But beneath it all, woven through it, were the sounds of pleasure. The soft catch of breath behind a curtain. A low moan floating from an upper room. The unmistakable rhythm of bodies moving together, skin against skin, the creak of furniture, the murmur of encouragement and desire.

      It was not shocking. It was simply life.

      A visitor might pass a half-open door and glimpse a maid bent over a table, her skirts lifted, a footman behind her, both of them flushed and breathless as he thrust into her eager body. In a library alcove, two noblewomen might recline on cushions, hands moving beneath each other’s tunics, their mouths meeting in slow kisses. On a terrace at sunset, a group might gather—four, five, six people in varying states of undress, bodies tangled together, hands and mouths everywhere, pleasure given and received without hesitation or shame.

      The palace itself seemed designed to encourage this freedom. Its chambers were warm even in winter, heated by unseen fires and the press of bodies. Its beds were wide and draped in silk. Its baths were deep and scented with oils. Every corner invited lingering, every surface invited touch, and the architecture whispered that there was time, always time, for beauty and pleasure and connection.

      It was here, in this palace of silk and sunlight and unashamed longing, that the kingdom’s heart truly beat. Here, its values found their purest form. Here, life was lived without apology, without restraint, with a freedom that felt both ancient and endlessly new.

      And it was here, in this place of beauty and closeness and celebrated desire, that the kingdom was ruled by King Valerius, strong and steady as stone, and Queen Amarienne, whose grace made even power look like love.
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      The king and queen of Amoravelle were beautiful in the way that made people stop mid-sentence to watch them pass. Not because they demanded attention, but because they seemed to carry light with them, as if the air around them had decided to glow. On this particular evening, they sat together at the high table in the great hall, where a feast stretched long into the night, and laughter rose like incense toward the vaulted ceiling.

      King Valerius leaned back in his chair, one hand resting on the carved arm, the other holding a silver cup that caught candlelight as he raised it to his lips.  His dark hair fell in waves to broad shoulders, and his jaw, strong and clean-shaven, tensed slightly when he smiled. Beside him sat his wife, Queen Amarienne, her honey-gold hair cascading down her back in elaborate braids interwoven with silver threads that caught the light when she moved. Her lips, full and the colour of summer berries, parted slightly as she breathed. She sat with her legs folded beneath her, her gown of deep blue silk pooling around her like water, the fabric gathered beneath her ample breasts in the style favoured by the court. They looked like what they were: rulers who had never learned to be anything but themselves.

      The hall thrummed with life. Musicians played in the gallery above, their melodies weaving through conversation and the clink of glasses. Semi-naked courtiers moved between tables, touching shoulders, leaning close to whisper into ears, their hands lingering on waists and arms. In one corner, a nobleman had pulled a young woman onto his lap, her skirts hiked up around her thighs as she laughed and wound her fingers into his hair. Nearby, two men kissed against a pillar, their bodies pressed together in a way that suggested they had forgotten anyone else existed.

      Valerius watched it all with the ease of a man who had long ago made peace with desire—his own and everyone else’s. His gaze drifted across the hall, taking in the flush of skin, the arch of throats, the way silk slipped from shoulders when people stopped caring whether it stayed in place. He felt Amarienne’s hand settle on his thigh, her fingers warm even through the fabric of his breeches, and he turned to look at her. She was smiling, not at him, but at something across the room. He followed her gaze and saw what had caught her attention: a young couple, barely more than twenty, tangled together on a cushioned bench, their mouths moving in slow, deep kisses, hands removing each other’s clothing with the unhurried confidence of people who knew they had all night.

      “They look happy,” Amarienne murmured, her voice low enough that only Valerius could hear.

      “They do,” he agreed. His hand covered hers, their fingers threading together. “Do you remember when we looked like that?”

      She laughed, soft and warm. “We still do, when you’re not too busy being king.”

      He smiled, though there was something in his chest that tightened at her words. It was true that they still touched, still kissed, still ravished each other in the hours when the palace quieted. But there were other truths too, ones that lived beneath the surface of their ease, and he suspected she felt them as keenly as he did.

      Later, when the feast had softened into something quieter and the hall had begun to empty, Valerius and Amarienne slipped away. They did not go far, only to one of the smaller salons that overlooked the lake, where the windows stood open to let in the night air. The room was lit by candles in tall iron stands, their flames flickering gently, casting shadows that moved like breath across the walls. A wide couch sat near the window, piled with silk cushions, and they sank into it together, Amarienne curling against Valerius’s side, her head resting on his shoulder.

      For a while, they simply sat in silence, listening to the distant sounds of the palace—music still playing somewhere, the murmur of voices, the soft rhythmic sounds of bodies moving together in nearby rooms. It was a familiar symphony, comforting in its constancy. Valerius’s hand moved absently through Amarienne’s hair, his fingers catching on the jewelled pins she wore, and she sighed, the sound so small it might have been mistaken for contentment.

      But he knew better.

      “You’re thinking about it again,” he said quietly.

      She did not ask what he meant. There was no need. “I can’t help it,” she admitted. Her voice was steady, but he heard the ache beneath it, the weight she had been carrying for longer than either of them cared to count. “I see them everywhere. Children. Babies. Bellies growing round with new life. And I wonder why I can’t…” She trailed off, the words catching somewhere in her throat.

      Valerius tightened his arm around her, pulling her closer. “We’ve tried everything,” he said, though he knew it was not comfort she needed, only acknowledgement. “The physicians, the herbs, the rituals. We’ve done everything they suggested.”

      “I know.” She turned her face into his chest, her breath warm against his skin. “But it doesn’t change the wanting.”

      He understood. Gods, he understood. There were nights when he lay awake beside her, listening to the sound of her breathing, and felt the absence like a wound. They had everything—wealth, beauty, a kingdom that loved them, nights filled with pleasure and connection. But none of it could fill the space where a child should have been. No amount of coupling, no matter how sweet or wild, could create what their bodies refused to give them.

      They had tried. For years, they had tried. At first, it had been easy to tell themselves that time was all they needed, that desire and love would eventually yield fruit. But as seasons passed and Amarienne’s courses came with relentless regularity, hope had begun to feel like something sharp lodged beneath the ribs. She had wept the first few times, and Valerius had held her, his own grief a silent thing he swallowed down because one of them needed to be strong. Now, she no longer wept. The sadness had settled into something quieter, a companion that lived with them always, present even in their happiest moments.

      Amarienne pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes bright in the candlelight. “Do you ever wonder if it’s punishment?” she asked. “For living the way we do? For wanting too much?”

      “No.” His answer was immediate, firm. He cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs brushing across her cheekbones. “Don’t ever think that. There’s nothing wrong with how we live. Nothing shameful in pleasure or desire. If the gods punish people for being alive, then they’re crueller than I care to believe.”

      She managed a small smile, though it did not quite reach her eyes. “You always know what to say.”

      “I mean it, Amarienne.” He leaned forward and kissed her, slow and deep, tasting wine and sadness on her lips. When they parted, he rested his forehead against hers. “We’ll find a way. I don’t know how, but we will.”

      She nodded, though he could feel the doubt in her, the way hope had become something so fragile she was afraid to hold too tightly. They sat together in the flickering candlelight, wrapped in each other’s warmth, and for a moment, the world outside the salon ceased to exist. There were only the two of them, bound by love and longing, by the life they had built and the one they could not seem to create.

      In the distance, the sounds of the palace continued—laughter, moans, the unmistakable rhythm of bodies seeking and finding pleasure. It was the symphony of Amoravelle, constant and comforting, a reminder that life went on, that desire and joy were always within reach. But here, in this quiet room overlooking a moonlit lake, the king and queen of Amoravelle held each other and felt the weight of what they did not have, a sadness that no amount of indulgence could ever quite erase.
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        * * *

      

      Their bedchamber was a sanctuary carved from moonlight and silk, a room that felt suspended between the palace and the night sky. Tall windows stood open along one wall, their curtains stirring in the breeze that carried the scent of jasmine and lake water. The bed itself was enormous, draped in fabric so soft it seemed to dissolve beneath touch, piled with pillows of every shape and colour. Candles burned low on a table near the window, their flames steady and golden, and beside them, an incense burner sent thin ribbons of smoke curling upward, scented with sandalwood and something sweeter that Amarienne could never name.

      They had undressed without ceremony, shedding the remnants of the evening as easily as they shed their crowns. Valerius’s tunic lay in a heap near the door, Amarienne’s gown pooled like spilt sapphire at the foot of the bed. Now they lay together beneath the silk sheets, naked and unhurried, their bodies fitting together in the way that came from years of knowing exactly where the other wanted to be touched. Valerius’s hand moved slowly up Amarienne’s spine, tracing the curve of her back, while she rested her cheek against his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat.

      It was not desire that moved them now, though desire was always present between them, a warmth that never fully cooled. Instead, it was comfort they sought, the quiet reassurance of skin against skin, the knowledge that whatever else the world withheld, they still had this. Amarienne’s fingers traced idle patterns across Valerius’s ribs, and he pressed a kiss to the top of her head, breathing in the scent of her hair—roses and something earthier, the musk of her skin.

      For a long time, neither of them spoke. The silence was not empty but full, weighted with everything they had said earlier and everything they had not. It was Amarienne who finally broke it, her voice soft but steady, as if she had been turning words over in her mind and had finally decided they were ready to be spoken aloud.

      “There might be another way,” she said.

      Valerius stilled, his hand pausing mid-stroke. “What do you mean?”

      She lifted her head to look at him, her blonde hair falling in a curtain across one shoulder, her eyes serious in the candlelight. “The Fairies,” she said simply. “I could ask the Fairies for help.”

      He frowned, not in disapproval, but in thought. The Fairies were not a subject that came up often in Amoravelle, though everyone knew of them. They were beings of old magic, neither entirely human nor entirely something else, women who had lived in the kingdom since before there were kings and queens, since before the palace had been built or the first vine planted in the valley. There were seven of them, each powerful in ways that ordinary people could not fully comprehend, and they dwelt in hidden places throughout the realm—forests, caves, ruins that no one else dared approach. They did not involve themselves in mortal affairs as a rule. They did not attend court, did not offer counsel, did not bend their will to serve anyone. But they were protectors of Amoravelle in their own way, guardians of the land and its people, and it was said that those who sought them with true need sometimes found answers.

      “You want to go to them,” Valerius said slowly. It was not a question.

      “I do.” Amarienne sat up, the sheet falling away from her breasts, and she reached for his hand, threading her fingers through his. “I’ve been thinking about it for weeks, Valerius. We’ve tried everything else. Physicians, herbs, prayers to gods who don’t seem to be listening. But the Fairies… they’re different. They have power. Real power. If anyone could help us, it would be them.”

      He studied her face, seeing the determination there, the flicker of hope that she was trying not to hold too tightly. “Do you even know where to find them?” he asked gently.

      “Some of them, yes. There are stories. Places people say they’ve been seen. I could start there.” Her grip on his hand tightened. “I know it sounds like a fool’s errand. I know they might refuse me, or worse, not even see me at all. But I have to try, Valerius. I can’t keep living with this emptiness and do nothing.”

      His chest ached at the rawness in her voice, the way her hope and desperation were tangled together so tightly he could not separate one from the other. He wanted to tell her it would work, that the Fairies would listen and grant her wish, and they would finally have the child they had longed for. But he was a king, and kings learned early not to make promises they could not keep.

      Instead, he pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her, and she came willingly, pressing herself against him as if she could draw strength from his body. “If you want to do this,” he said quietly, “then I’ll support you. Whatever you need—time, guards, anything—it’s yours.”

      She pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes shining. “You don’t think it’s foolish?”

      “I think it’s brave.” He kissed her forehead, then her cheek, then the corner of her mouth. “And I think if anyone could convince ancient magical beings to bend their will, it’s you.”

      A small, genuine smile broke across her face, the first real one he had seen all evening. “I love you,” she whispered.

      “I love you,” he echoed, and meant it with every part of himself.

      Amarienne settled back against him, her body relaxing in a way it had not since the feast. Her mind was already working, he could tell, already planning where she would go first, what she would say, how she would approach beings who did not bow to crowns or titles. There was a fire in her now, a purpose, and though Valerius still felt the shadow of doubt pressing at the edges of his thoughts, he let himself feel a flicker of hope as well.

      “I’ll leave in a few days,” Amarienne said, her voice drowsy now, softened by the warmth of the bed and the comfort of his arms. “I’ll go to the first Fairy I can find, and I’ll ask for her blessing. And then I’ll go to the next, and the next, until I’ve seen all seven.”

      “You won’t go alone,” Valerius said firmly. “I’ll send guards with you.”

      She hummed her agreement, already drifting toward sleep, her body going heavy against his. Valerius held her, staring up at the canopy above the bed, where shadows danced in the candlelight. He thought about the Fairies, about magic and old powers and the payment such beings might demand. He thought about what it would mean if this worked, if Amarienne’s determination and hope paid off, if they finally held a child in their arms.

      And he thought about what it would mean if it did not.

      But for now, in this moment, with his wife warm and hopeful in his arms, he let himself believe that maybe, just maybe, the old magic of Amoravelle would answer them. That the Fairies would see their longing and choose to ease it. That desire, for once, would be enough to summon something more than pleasure.

      Outside, the moon climbed higher, spilling silver light across the lake and the gardens, across the kingdom that spread out beneath the palace like a lover’s dream. And inside, the king and queen of Amoravelle held each other close and let themselves imagine a future where their family was not just the two of them, but three.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      The months that followed became a pilgrimage measured not in distance but in disappointment, though Queen Amarienne would not have named it so at first. She travelled across Amoravelle with a small escort of guards who knew when to keep their distance, riding through valleys and forests, along rivers and roads that wound through the heart of the kingdom like veins carrying blood. She dressed simply for these journeys, her gowns still silk but without the jewels and finery of court, her blonde hair plaited and pinned against the wind. She looked like a woman seeking something, which was true, though what she sought grew more elusive with each passing day.

      The first Fairy she found was Seraphina, who dwelt in a sun-drenched valley where wildflowers grew so thick they looked like coloured water pooling across the meadows. Her cottage sat at the valley’s heart, built of honey-coloured stone that seemed to hold warmth even in shadow. Vines climbed the walls, heavy with white blossoms that released their perfume into the air, and the door stood open as if visitors were always expected, always welcome.

      Seraphina herself appeared in the doorway before Amarienne could dismount, and the queen felt her breath catch at the sight of her. The Fairy was tall and full-figured, her body curved and generous in a way that spoke of abundance rather than indulgence. Her skin was golden brown, as if she had absorbed sunlight and made it part of herself, and her hair fell in thick waves of amber and bronze down her back. She wore a gown of cream linen that left her arms and shoulders bare, and around her neck hung a pendant shaped like a sun. Her eyes were warm and dark, and when she smiled, it felt like being welcomed home.

      “Queen Amarienne,” Seraphina said, her voice like honey poured over warm bread. “I have been expecting you.”

      They sat together in the cottage’s garden, where fruit trees spread their branches overhead, and bees moved lazily through the blossoms. Amarienne explained her need—quietly, carefully, trying to keep the desperation out of her voice. Seraphina listened with her hands folded in her lap, her expression gentle and attentive, and when the queen finished, the Fairy reached out and took her hands.

      “I wish with all my heart that I could grant you this,” she said softly. “But the magic we possess, ancient as it is, cannot create life where the body will not allow it. We can bless children already conceived, protect them as they grow, and guide them toward their purpose. But conception itself lies beyond our reach. It belongs to forces older and deeper than even we understand. I am sorry.”

      With a heavy heart, the queen departed, leaving behind Seraphina’s valley. She rode eastward through a forest where shadows dappled the path, her small retinue trailing behind at a respectful distance. The weight of disappointment pressed against her chest like a stone, yet determination kept her spine straight in the saddle. As her horse picked its way across a shallow stream, water splashing against its fetlocks, Amarienne lifted her eyes to the distant hills where, nestled among eternal blossoms, the second Fairy awaited.

      Elowen lived beneath flowering trees in a grove where spring seemed to linger eternally. She was slender and pale, almost translucent, with hair the colour of new leaves and eyes like morning mist. Her gown seemed woven from petals and spider silk, and when she moved, blossoms fell from her hair as if her very presence caused things to bloom. She received Amarienne with quiet grace, listened to her plea, and gave the same gentle refusal as Seraphina.

      Mariselle, the third Fairy, dwelt in a manor near one of Amoravelle’s main roads, a place of elegant columns and polished marble where travellers sometimes glimpsed her walking the grounds. She was strikingly beautiful, with dark skin and hair that fell in intricate braids studded with silver ornaments. Her gown was deep purple, cut in the style of the court, and she moved with the confidence of someone who had walked among mortals and learned their ways. She offered Amarienne wine and sympathy, but not what she truly needed.

      Liliora made her home in a garden so lush it seemed obscene, where flowers bloomed in shapes that suggested bodies entwined, and fruit hung heavy on every branch. She was voluptuous and languid, with copper-red hair and skin like cream, her gown—if it could be called that—consisting of silk scarves that barely covered her full breasts and the curve of her hips. She kissed Amarienne’s cheeks in greeting and stroked her hair with genuine affection, but her answer was the same as the others. “Darling queen,” she purred, “if I could fill your belly with a child, I would do it gladly. But that magic is not mine to command.”

      Avelisse lived by moonlit waters, a lake so still it reflected the stars as if they had fallen into its depths. She only appeared after dark, a figure of shadow and silver, with hair like midnight and eyes that glowed faintly in the darkness. Her gown was black as the water, clinging to her willowy frame, and when she spoke, her voice echoed strangely, as if coming from very far away. She listened to Amarienne’s plea with her head tilted, considering, and then shook her head.

      By the time Amarienne reached Celanthe, the sixth Fairy, three months had passed since she departed the palace, and the weight of repeated failure had settled into her bones like a sickness. Celanthe dwelt in a place of stone and silence, an ancient circle of standing stones where rituals had been performed since before Amoravelle had a name. She was the eldest of the Fairies in appearance, though age meant nothing to their kind. Her hair was silver-white, her face lined with the memory of centuries, her eyes pale and knowing. She wore robes of undyed wool and moved with the slow deliberation of someone who understood that time was a river, not a road.

      She did not offer Amarienne a seat or refreshment. Instead, she simply stood before the queen and regarded her with an expression that felt like being seen through, every hidden thought laid bare.

      “You have come seeking what none of us can give,” Celanthe said, her voice low and resonant.

      Amarienne felt her heart begin to break with disappointment, though she kept her face composed. “There must be something,” she said. “Some way⁠—”

      “There is one who might claim otherwise,” Celanthe interrupted gently. Her expression had grown troubled, shadows moving behind her warm eyes. “Velestra. The seventh of our number. She dwells apart from us, in the north, and her magic is… different. Darker. I would not advise seeking her aid, Your Majesty. She is quick to anger and slow to forgive, and her gifts always carry a price.”

      But Amarienne only heard the first part, the possibility, and she held onto it like a rope thrown to a drowning woman.
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        * * *

      

      That night, Amarienne sat by the fire in a roadside inn with her guards, staring into the flames as if they held answers. The men spoke in low voices, their unease palpable. They had heard the warnings about Velestra, too, and had seen the fear in the eyes of men who did not fear easily.

      “Your Majesty,” one of the guards finally ventured, a man named Terrel who had served the crown for twenty years. “Perhaps we should return to the palace. Consult with the king before⁠—”

      “No.” Amarienne’s voice was quiet but absolute. She did not look away from the fire. “I’m going north. To Ravenwood Forest. To find Velestra.”

      Silence fell over the group. She could feel their fear like a physical thing, pressing against her back, but she did not turn to acknowledge it. The desperation inside her had grown teeth. Six Fairies had refused her. Six times she had heard the same gentle explanations, the same warnings, the same sympathetic denials. But there was a seventh. And that seventh might say yes.

      She thought of Valerius, of the way he had held her the night she left, his arms tight around her as if he could keep her safe through sheer will. She thought of the palace, of the empty nursery that had been prepared years ago and never used. She thought of the ache that lived inside her like a second heart, beating out a rhythm of want and loss that never ceased.

      “We leave at first light,” she said. “North. To Ravenwood.”

      The guards exchanged glances but did not argue. They knew their queen well enough to recognise when her mind was set, when reason and caution had been weighed and found wanting against the scale of her will. So they simply nodded, checked their weapons, and settled in for a restless night.

      Amarienne sat by the fire until the flames died to embers, her hands folded in her lap, her eyes distant. She was thinking of the seventh Fairy, the one all the others feared. The one who might—just might—be able to give her what she needed. And she was thinking that whatever price Velestra named, she would pay it.
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        * * *

      

      The world changed as they travelled north. The shift was gradual at first, the gentle hills of Amoravelle giving way to rougher terrain, the cultivated valleys replaced by wilder growth. But by the time Ravenwood Forest rose before them like a dark wall against the horizon, there was no mistaking that they had left the warm heart of the kingdom behind. The air grew cooler, heavier, tasting of damp earth and something older that had no name. The sunlight, which had followed them faithfully through every province, seemed to falter at the forest’s edge, as if unwilling to venture further.

      Amarienne pulled her cloak tighter around her shoulders as they entered the trees. The guards closed ranks around her without being asked, their hands resting on sword hilts, their eyes scanning the shadows that pressed close on every side. The forest was not like the gentle woods that graced the rest of Amoravelle. Here, the trees grew twisted and tall, their branches reaching overhead to weave together in a canopy so thick that only fragments of daylight penetrated. The trunks were dark, almost black, their bark rough and seamed like ancient skin. Roots erupted from the ground in gnarled tangles that forced the horses to pick their way carefully, and thorns grew everywhere—climbing the trees, choking the underbrush, their points gleaming like tiny blades.

      Sound travelled strangely in Ravenwood. The normal noises of the forest—birdsong, the rustle of small animals—were muted, distant, as if happening in another world entirely. Instead, the air carried other sounds: the creak of branches moving without wind, the whisper of leaves though nothing stirred them, the occasional crack of wood that might have been a footstep or might have been something settling into the earth. Amarienne felt watched. Not by human eyes, but by the forest itself, as if every tree and thorn and shadow had turned its attention toward her and found her wanting.

      They followed a path that seemed to exist only when they looked directly at it, vanishing into undergrowth and reappearing a few yards ahead. Twice, Terrel insisted they had passed the same lightning-struck oak, though Amarienne could not be certain. Time felt unreliable here, stretching and compressing until she could not say whether they had been riding for an hour or half a day.

      And then, quite suddenly, the trees opened into a clearing.

      It was not a natural space. That much was immediately clear. The ground had been forced into submission, the thorns and twisted roots pushed back to create a circle of bare earth. At the clearing’s centre stood a dwelling that could not decide whether it was a cottage or a manor. It was built of dark stone that seemed to absorb light rather than reflect it, two stories tall with narrow windows like watching eyes. The roof was steep and tiled in slate, and chimney smoke rose in a thin grey line into the heavy air. Black roses climbed the walls, their blooms so dark they looked like holes torn in reality, and thorns as long as fingers guarded every window and door.

      The building looked like a place designed for secrets and solitude, for magic worked in darkness, for desires that could not survive daylight. It looked, Amarienne thought with a flutter of unease in her belly, exactly like the sort of place where a Fairy who frightened other Fairies might choose to live.

      “Your Majesty,” Terrel said quietly, his voice tight. “We can still turn back.”

      But Amarienne was already dismounting, her hands steady despite the fear that had begun to coil in her chest. “Wait here,” she told them. “I’ll go alone.”

      “My queen⁠—”

      “Alone.” Her voice left no room for argument.

      She crossed the clearing with her head high and her heart hammering against her ribs. The door was black wood bound with iron, and before she could raise her hand to knock, it swung open on silent hinges.

      The Fairy stood in the doorway, and Amarienne forgot how to breathe.

      Velestra was tall—taller than Amarienne, taller than most men—and beautiful in a way that felt dangerous, like looking at a knife’s edge or a cliff’s drop. Her hair fell in a black river down her back, so dark it seemed to pull light into itself, straight and heavy and impossibly glossy. Her face was pale and perfect, all sharp angles and aristocratic lines, with high cheekbones and a mouth that curved in a way that suggested she knew things others did not and enjoyed keeping them secret. Her eyes were dark and assessing, holding Amarienne’s gaze with an intensity that made the queen feel stripped bare, every thought and fear laid open for inspection.

      But it was Velestra’s body that truly arrested attention. She wore black leather that clung to her like a second skin—a corset that pushed her large, full breasts upward but left them completely bare, her nipples the dark colour of cherries, unashamed and unapologetic in their display. Her waist was laced tight, and below that, leather breeches hugged the curve of her hips and thighs, tucked into high black boots that looked designed for riding or other, darker purposes. Gloves covered her hands to the elbow, the leather soft and supple, and at her throat, a choker of black silk completed the ensemble.

      She looked like power personified. Like control made flesh. Like a woman who had never apologised for anything in her life and never would.

      “Queen Amarienne,” the Fairy said, her voice low and smooth as honey poured over stone. “How unexpected. And yet not.”

      Amarienne found her voice, though it took effort. “You know why I’ve come.”

      “Of course.” Velestra stepped aside, a gesture that was both invitation and command. “Come in. We shouldn’t discuss such matters on the threshold.”

      The interior of the dwelling matched its exterior—dark, elegant, faintly threatening. The walls were panelled in black wood, the floors covered in deep crimson rugs that muffled footsteps. Candles burned in iron sconces, their flames steady and golden, casting shadows that seemed to move with purpose. Furniture was sparse but exquisite—a table of polished ebony, chairs upholstered in leather, shelves lined with bottles and books whose spines bore no titles. The air smelled of smoke, and something sweeter, like roses left too long in a closed room.

      Velestra moved to a cabinet and poured two glasses of wine so dark that they looked black. She handed one to Amarienne without asking if she wanted it, then settled into a chair with the fluid grace of a cat. She did not gesture for Amarienne to sit. She simply watched, one leg crossed over the other, her bare breasts rising and falling with each breath, utterly at ease in her own skin.

      “You’ve visited my sister Fairies,” Velestra said. It was not a question. “All six of them. And all six told you the same thing. That the magic you seek is beyond their power.” Her lips curved in something that might have been a smile but felt colder. “They also warned you about me, I imagine.”

      “They did.” Amarienne’s throat felt dry despite the wine in her hand.

      “And yet here you are.” Velestra tilted her head, studying the queen with an expression that felt like being dissected. “Desperation is an interesting thing. It makes people brave in ways wisdom never could.”

      “I need your help.” The words came out steadier than Amarienne felt. “I need a child. My kingdom needs an heir. And I will do whatever is necessary to conceive one.”

      For a long moment, the Fairy said nothing. She simply sat in her chair, her dark eyes moving over Amarienne’s face, her body, lingering on the queen’s flat belly as if she could see through fabric and flesh to the emptiness beneath. Then, quite suddenly, she stood.

      “I can help you,” she said.

      Hope flared so bright in Amarienne’s chest it was painful. “You can?”

      “Did you think my sisters were lying when they said I was different?” Velestra crossed to the shelves and selected a bottle, small and made of green glass that caught the candlelight. “Their magic has limits. Mine does not. Or rather, my limits lie in different places.” She uncorked the bottle, and the scent that filled the room was strange—earth and flowers and something metallic underneath. “This will allow you to conceive. One dose, drunk on the night of your choosing, and your body will finally do what you have asked of it.”

      Amarienne’s hand trembled as she reached for the bottle. “What do you want in return?”

      Velestra’s smile was slow, dangerous, like watching a blade slide from its sheath. “Oh, my price is simple, Your Majesty. When your child is born, when you hold the naming ceremony as is customary in Amoravelle, I wish to be invited. I wish to be given a place of honour among the guests. I wish to be recognised as one who helped bring this miracle into being. For too long, I have been unjustly feared for my arcane knowledge; I now wish for the kingdom to see me in a warmer light.”

      It seemed too easy. Far too easy. Amarienne felt the warning bells in her mind, faint but present, telling her that simple prices were never truly simple when magic was involved. But the bottle was in her hand now, green glass cool against her palm, and inside it was everything she had wanted for years. A child. An heir. An end to the emptiness that had hollowed her out one month at a time.

      “That’s all?” she heard herself ask.

      “That’s all.” Velestra’s eyes glittered in the candlelight, dark and unreadable. “An invitation. A place of honour. Recognition. Surely that’s not too much to ask for, giving you your heart’s desire.”

      “No,” Amarienne replied, and her voice sounded distant to her own ears. “No, that’s not too much.”

      “Then we have an agreement.” The Fairy extended her gloved hand, and Amarienne took it, feeling the strength in the Fairy’s grip, the way her fingers closed like a trap. “Go home, Queen Amarienne. Drink the potion. Conceive your child. And when the time comes, remember your promise.”

      “I will.” The words felt like an oath, binding and absolute. “I swear it.”

      Velestra released her hand and stepped back, her expression unreadable. “Then I wish you joy of your miracle, Your Majesty. And I look forward to celebrating it with you.”

      Amarienne clutched the bottle to her chest as she left the cottage, barely hearing Terrel’s questions as he helped her mount her horse. The forest seemed less oppressive on the way out, or perhaps she simply no longer cared about shadows and thorns.

      All she could think about was the green bottle tucked safely in her cloak, the potion that would finally answer her prayers.
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      The palace rose before Queen Amarienne like a promise kept, its pale towers catching the late afternoon sun as her horse crested the final hill. She had been gone for many weeks, riding through valleys and forests, collecting refusals from the Fairies like stones in her pockets until the weight of them had nearly broken her. But that weight had lifted in Ravenwood, replaced by the small green bottle she kept tucked against her heart, wrapped in silk and hope. Behind her, Terrel and the other guards maintained their watchful positions, but she barely registered their presence. Her eyes were fixed on the palace gates, and beyond them, the figure waiting in the courtyard—tall, broad-shouldered, unmistakable even at this distance.

      Valerius had been watching for her return every day since word arrived that she had left the northern forest. Now, as her horse passed through the gates, he crossed the courtyard in long strides, reaching her before the stable hands could approach. His hands closed around her waist as she dismounted, lifting her down with a strength that made her feel weightless, treasured. For a moment, they simply looked at each other, his eyes searching her face for answers she had not yet spoken aloud.

      “Did you succeed?” he asked quietly, though courtiers and servants had begun to gather, drawn by the queen’s return.

      Amarienne’s hand moved to her bodice, where the bottle rested hidden. “I did.”

      Something shifted in the king’s expression—relief so profound it looked like pain. He pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her as if he could anchor her to the earth through sheer will. She felt his heart beating against her cheek, felt the tension that had lived in his shoulders for weeks finally beginning to ease. Around them, the courtyard had grown quiet, everyone watching their king and queen embrace with the kind of desperate tenderness that made even the most jaded hearts soften.

      “Tell me everything,” he murmured against her hair. “But first, let me just hold you. I’ve missed you like breathing.”

      They stood that way for a long moment, oblivious to the watching crowd, until Amarienne finally pulled back enough to smile up at him. “Tonight,” she promised. “I’ll tell you everything tonight. But Valerius—it worked. Velestra gave me what we need.”

      His breath caught, and she saw hope kindle in his eyes like a candle lit in darkness. He kissed her then, slow and deep, tasting of relief and longing, and the courtyard erupted in murmurs of approval. When they parted, his forehead rested against hers, and neither of them seemed able to stop smiling.

      “Tonight,” he agreed. “We’ll celebrate.”
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        * * *

      

      By evening, the great hall had been prepared for a feast that felt less like an obligation and more like joy given form. Long tables groaned beneath platters of roasted meats and fruits still warm from the orchards, bread torn open to reveal soft centres, wine the colour of rubies poured into crystal that caught candlelight. Musicians played in the gallery, their melodies bright and lilting, and courtiers filled the space between tables, their silks whispering as they moved, their laughter rising like smoke toward the vaulted ceiling.

      Amarienne sat beside Valerius at the high table, dressed now in a gown of deep green that left her shoulders bare and gathered beneath her full breasts in the style she favoured. Her hair had been dressed with small white flowers, and her skin glowed in the warm light. She looked like a woman who had returned from a quest victorious, and in a sense, she had. Beside her, Valerius sat with one hand resting on her thigh beneath the table, his thumb moving in slow circles against her skin, a private gesture of affection that no one else could see.

      The hall hummed with the familiar sounds of Amoravelle—conversation and music, the soft sounds of pleasure drifting from shadowed corners where nobles had already begun to indulge in the freedoms the kingdom celebrated. A young lord had pulled a woman onto his lap at a nearby table, her gown sliding from one shoulder as she sighed and impaled herself on his cock. Two women kissed openly near the musicians’ gallery, their hands moving over each other’s bodies without shame. It was ordinary, comfortable, the rhythm of court life that both king and queen had always loved.

      But tonight, Amarienne felt separate from it somehow, as if she were watching from behind glass. Her hand moved unconsciously to her bodice, where the bottle still rested, its weight both comforting and strange.

      “Tell me about her,” Valerius said quietly, leaning close so only she could hear. “About Velestra.”

      She turned to look at him, and the noise of the hall seemed to fade slightly, leaving just the two of them in a pocket of intimacy. “She was… extraordinary,” Amarienne began, choosing her words carefully. “Beautiful in a way that felt almost dangerous. Tall, with black hair and eyes that seemed to see through everything. She wore leather and left her breasts bare, like a—” She paused, searching for the right word.

      “Like a dominatrix,” Valerius supplied, his voice neutral.

      “Yes.” Amarienne’s fingers tightened around her wine glass. “Exactly like that. She was intimidating, powerful, and I understood immediately why the other Fairies feared her. But she listened to me, Valerius. She didn’t dismiss me or offer gentle refusals. She simply said she could help.”

      “And her price?” His hand on her thigh stilled, tension returning to his touch.

      “An invitation,” Amarienne said, meeting his eyes. “When our child is born, when we hold the naming ceremony, she wants to be invited. She wants a place of honour among the guests. She wants to be recognised as one who helped bring this miracle into being.” She hesitated, then added, “She said she’s been feared for too long because of her arcane knowledge. She wants the kingdom to see her differently.”

      Valerius was quiet for a moment, his expression thoughtful. Around them, the feast continued—laughter and music, the sounds of bodies finding pleasure in shadowed corners—but he seemed to hear none of it. Finally, he lifted Amarienne’s hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles.

      “If the potion works,” he said firmly, “then we will absolutely invite her. We’ll give her the place of honour she requests. It’s a small price, my love, for what she’s offering us.”

      Relief flooded through the queen like warm wine. “You’re certain?”

      “I’m certain.” He turned her hand over and kissed her palm, his lips warm against her skin. “A child, an heir, an end to this emptiness we’ve both carried—that’s worth any price she could name. And if all she wants is recognition, respect, then we’ll give her that gladly.”

      Amarienne felt something loosen in her chest, a knot of worry she had not fully acknowledged until it unravelled. She leaned into her husband, resting her head against his shoulder, and for the first time since entering Ravenwood Forest, she felt truly safe.
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        * * *

      

      They slipped away from the feast before it ended, leaving the courtiers and ladies to their pleasures and the musicians to their songs. The corridors of the palace were quiet as they walked hand in hand toward their bedchamber, though sounds of passion drifted from behind curtained doorways—the low murmur of voices, the soft catch of breath, the rhythmic sounds that needed no translation.

      Inside their chamber, candles had already been lit, their flames steady and golden. The windows stood open to the night air, which carried the scent of jasmine and roses, and moonlight spilt across the floor in pools of silver. The bed waited, draped in silk that seemed to glow in the low light, and for a moment, the king and queen simply stood in the centre of the room, looking at each other.

      Valerius reached for Amarienne first, his hands finding the fastenings of her gown with the ease of long practice. The green silk whispered as it fell away, pooling at her feet like water, and she stood before him in nothing but candlelight and shadow. Her body was everything he had memorised over years of touching—curves and hollows, softness and strength. Her breasts were full and heavy, capped by large pink nipples that tightened in the cool air. Her waist dipped inward before flaring to hips that he could span with his hands, and below that, her pussy was shaved smooth, the lips already flushed and slightly parted. Her legs were long and strong, her bottom a perfect peach that begged for his palms.

      She was beautiful in a way that never stopped stealing his breath, and tonight, with hope hanging between them like a promise, she seemed to glow.

      Amarienne’s hands moved to his tunic, pulling it over his head to reveal the body beneath—broad shoulders and a chest marked with muscle earned from years of training, dark hair trailing down his flat stomach to disappear beneath his breeches. She unfastened those next, pushing them down his narrow hips, and his cock sprang free, already half-hard just from looking at her. It was large and powerful, thick and long, the head flushed dark with blood. She had always loved the weight of it in her hands, the way it felt inside her, filling her completely.

      Now they stood naked before each other, their bodies familiar yet somehow new in this moment weighted with possibility.

      Valerius moved to the bed and lay back against the pillows, his eyes never leaving his wife. Amarienne crossed to where her gown lay crumpled on the floor and retrieved the green bottle from its hidden pocket. She held it up, the glass catching candlelight, the liquid inside dark and mysterious.

      Their eyes met across the room.

      Amarienne took a deep breath, her hands steady despite the way her heart hammered against her ribs. She uncorked the bottle, and the scent that filled the room was strange—earth and flowers and something sharper, almost metallic. For a heartbeat, she hesitated, all of Celanthe’s warnings echoing in her mind. But then she thought of the years of emptiness, the nursery that had never been filled, the ache that lived inside her like a second pulse.

      She lifted the bottle to her lips and drank.

      The potion tasted like spiced honey, warm and thick on her tongue, sliding down her throat with a heat that spread through her chest. She swallowed every drop, then set the empty bottle aside.

      Valerius sat up slightly, his expression intent. “Do you feel anything?”

      Amarienne stood still, her hand moving to her stomach, waiting. For a moment, there was nothing—just the taste of honey and spice lingering in her mouth, the sound of her own breathing.

      Suddenly, warmth bloomed in her belly like a flower opening to sunlight, spreading outward in rippling waves that made her gasp. It was not painful, but it was overwhelming—a heat that pulsed through her veins and settled between her thighs with shocking intensity. Her pussy flooded with wetness so sudden and complete that she felt it trickling down her inner thighs, her body responding to something deep and primal that the potion had awakened. Her nipples tightened into aching points, and every nerve ending seemed to come alive at once, hypersensitive and desperate for touch.

      “Amarienne?” Valerius’s voice came from the bed, concerned and curious at once.

      But she could not answer with words. The arousal was unlike anything she had ever experienced—not the slow build of ordinary desire, but something instant and consuming, a hunger that demanded immediate satisfaction. She looked at her husband, where he lay against the pillows, his body strong and naked and perfect, his cock already beginning to harden as he watched her, and she knew with absolute certainty that she needed him inside her.

      The queen crossed to the bed in three quick steps, her movements fluid and predatory. She climbed onto the silk-covered surface, her knees sinking into the softness, and straddled her husband’s hips without hesitation. His hands came up automatically to grip her waist, steadying her, and she felt his cock beneath her, thick and hot and growing harder by the second as it pressed against her dripping pussy.

      “Gods,” Valerius breathed, his eyes dark with sudden understanding. “The potion⁠—”

      “Yes,” she gasped, already beginning to move, grinding herself against the length of his shaft. Her wetness coated him instantly, making the slide of flesh against flesh slick and maddening. She could feel every ridge, every vein, the broad head of his cock catching against her entrance with each roll of her hips. Her clit dragged across his shaft, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her core, and she threw her head back, moaning. “Valerius, please⁠—”

      His grip on her waist tightened, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks. His own arousal was building rapidly now, fed by the sight of her—his beautiful wife, desperate and dripping, grinding herself against him with abandon. His cock was fully hard, thick and heavy between her legs, and he could feel her heat, the way her pussy lips parted around his shaft as she moved.

      “Please what?” he managed, though his voice was strained.

      “Fuck me.” Amarienne’s hands braced against his chest, her nails scraping lightly over his skin. “Fuck me and put a baby in my belly. I need you inside me, Valerius. I need your cock filling me, stretching me. I need your cum deep in my womb. Please⁠—”

      The raw desperation in her voice, the explicit begging, shattered the last of his restraint. Valerius shifted his grip, one hand moving to position his cock at her entrance while the other remained on her hip. For a heartbeat, he held her there, the head of his manhood just barely penetrating her slick heat, feeling how wet she was, how ready, how her pussy clenched and tried to pull him deeper.

      Then he thrust upward as he pulled her down, and he was inside her.

      Amarienne’s scream of pleasure echoed off the chamber walls, pure and unrestrained. He was so thick, stretching her open, filling her in one deep stroke. Her pussy gripped him like a fist, hot and impossibly wet, rippling around his length as if trying to pull him even deeper. She could feel every inch of him, could feel the way his cock throbbed inside her, and it was exactly what her body had been screaming for.

      Valerius groaned, his head falling back against the pillows as Amarienne’s tight heat engulfed him. She was always perfect, always exactly what he needed, but tonight she felt different—hotter, wetter, tighter somehow, as if the potion had transformed her into something beyond human pleasure. He began to move, his hips driving upward in deep, hard thrusts while his hands on her waist pulled her down to meet him.

      The sound of their bodies coming together filled the room—flesh slapping against flesh, wet and obscene and beautiful. Amarienne rode him with wild abandon, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her blonde hair coming loose from its pins to fall around her shoulders in wild tangles. She braced her hands on his chest and used the leverage to drive herself down harder, taking him as deep as her body would allow, and each impact sent pleasure crashing through her like waves breaking on stone.

      “Yes,” she howled, her voice breaking with need. “Yes, fuck me, harder, Valerius!”

      He obliged, his powerful body driving upward with increased force, his cock plunging into her again and again. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he ravished her with a rhythm that was both brutal and perfect. He watched her face—the way her mouth fell open, the flush that spread across her cheeks and down her throat, the way her eyes rolled back when he hit that spot deep inside her that made her whole body shudder.

      For a moment, Amarienne felt the familiar urge rise in her throat—the desire to call for others, to summon the guards or courtiers who would come eagerly, who would fill the room with more bodies, more hands, more mouths. She and Valerius had shared countless nights like that, watching each other taken and taking others, finding pleasure in the beautiful complexity of multiple lovers. She adored seeing her husband’s cock disappear into another woman’s pussy or a man’s ass, loved feeling another person’s hands on her breasts while Valerius fucked her from behind. And he loved it just as much—loved watching her pleasured by others, loved the way she looked when she was overwhelmed by sensation from every direction.

      But tonight—tonight was different. Tonight, the potion sang in her veins, and the need that drove her was specific and singular. Tonight, she wanted only her husband. She wanted his cock and no one else’s. She wanted his cum filling her belly, his seed taking root in her womb. This was not a night for sharing. This was a night for claiming and being claimed, for the two of them alone creating the miracle they had longed for.

      So she pushed the urge aside and focused only on the man beneath her, the way he filled her so perfectly, the way his hands felt on her skin, the way his cock stretched her open with each powerful thrust.

      Valerius saw something shift in her expression, saw the moment she chose him and only him, and something fierce and possessive flared in his chest. With a growl that was more animal than human, he suddenly gripped her waist with both hands and lifted her off him. Amarienne gasped at the sudden emptiness, but before she could protest, he was flipping her over, positioning her on her hands and knees on the silk-covered bed.

      “Like this,” he said, his voice rough with lust. “I want you like this.”

      Amarienne barely had time to brace herself before she felt him behind her, the broad head of his cock nudging against her quim. Then he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt in one savage stroke, and she screamed.

      From this angle, he felt impossibly deep, hitting places inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes. Valerius mounted her like an animal, his hands gripping her hips with bruising force, his body covering hers as he began to fuck her with a ferocity that stole her breath. There was nothing gentle or measured about it—just primal need, the drive to claim and fill and possess.

      His cock plunged into her again and again, each thrust making her whole body jolt forward. The wet sounds of their coupling were obscene, punctuated by Amarienne’s cries and Valerius’s grunts of effort. She could feel his balls slapping against her clit with each impact, could feel the way his cock swelled even thicker inside her, stretching her almost to the point of pain but never quite crossing that line.

      “Harder,” she begged, her voice raw. “Fuck me harder, my king. Fill me with your seed!”

      He obliged with a snarl, his hips snapping forward with increased violence. One hand released her hip to tangle in her hair, pulling her head back and arching her spine, changing the angle so that every thrust dragged against that perfect spot inside her. Amarienne’s arms gave out, her upper body collapsing onto the bed while her ass remained high in the air, and the new position let him drive even deeper.

      “Mine,” Valerius growled, each word punctuated by a thrust. “Mine. My wife. My queen. Mine to ravish. Mine to breed.”

      “Yes,” Amarienne sobbed, tears of pleasure streaming down her face. “Yes, yours, only yours, always yours⁠—”

      The chamber filled with their sounds—skin slapping skin, Amarienne’s screams of ecstasy, Valerius’s grunts and growls, the creak of the bed frame under their combined violence. Outside, the palace continued its evening pleasures, but inside this room, there was only the two of them, fucking with a desperation and hunger that transcended ordinary desire.

      This was magic and need made flesh. This was a king and queen claiming each other, choosing each other, binding themselves together in the most primal way possible. And somewhere deep inside Amarienne’s body, where Valerius’s cock reached with each powerful thrust, something waited to be wakened—a spark that would catch and grow and become the miracle they had prayed for.

      Outside the royal bedchamber, two guards stood at attention on either side of the ornate double doors, their postures straight and professional despite the sounds filtering through the heavy wood. They were both young men in the prime of their service, chosen for the honour of guarding the king and queen’s private quarters, and they had stood this post countless times before. They were accustomed to hearing the sounds of pleasure from within—moans and sighs, laughter and whispered words, the rhythmic sounds of bodies moving together. But tonight was different. Tonight, the sounds were primal, almost violent in their intensity.





OEBPS/images/honeymii-books-logo_2.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-hedera-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/sleeping-beauty-epub-cover.jpg
Step into a fairy
tale world where
temptation
beckons and
ecstasy reigns

CHERIEAW]LDE
Authoﬁrhe Erotic True't “Beauty and The Beast








