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Say Yes To Me


by
C. Ubink


Vee, the illegitimate daughter of King Langdon of Riveen, yearns for love and a place to truly belong. When her father arranges an alliance with King Astur, ruler of the demon lands of Asturia, Vee accompanies her family to Asturia’s capitol city. While her half-sisters are courted by the demon king Vee is barred from the demon court by her stepmother. She sets out to explore the capital city of Asturia and to experience its magic.


Then Vee literally falls into the arms of the man she’s been drawing for years. The man she thought she dreamed up out of loneliness. Not only is he very real, he is convinced she belongs with him and his two best friends. Can Vee trust that their claims of love are real, or is there demon magic at work?

This is a Fated Mates Why Choose Fantasy Romance.

Warning: Mention of past dub/non con and abuse
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~1~


Vee knew her father was coming her way when the shouted argument with her stepmother stopped. They’d been fighting over the upcoming state visit to Asturia for days now, and Vee knew she was the reason. She also knew her stepmother hated her simply for existing. For being the living proof her father had loved another woman before marrying Irina.

King Langdon– still a prince back then– would have married Vee’s mother if his father hadn’t forbidden him to marry a woman from a family whispered to have sinful demon blood. Vee suppressed a smirk. A rumor like that wouldn’t be a problem soon, now that her father was planning to marry one of his five legitimate daughters to the king of Asturia, joining the royal families of the demon lands of Asturia and the human country Riveen.

Not that Vee even believed she had any demon blood in her. When she was fourteen, she’d tried to trace her mother’s family lineage in search of her demonic forefather and had found no proof of her ancestors ever having anything to do with demons. When Vee heard her father’s footsteps in the hall she closed her sketchbook on the sketch she had been working on and put the book on her worktable. Hopefully, she’d find time to put the finishing touches on it later.

“It’s settled,” her father said as he entered the room. “You’re joining us on the trip to Asturia. Irina agreed as long as you don’t show your face at court.”

“Can’t have the demons know the great Queen Irina has to deal with a bastard stepdaughter?” Vee asked. “Why even take me at all?”

King Langdon cast her a look she couldn’t quite decipher.

“Don’t you want to see Asturia’s capital city? Your mother once visited, you know. She always talked so full of joy about the beauty of the city.”

Vee shook her head. “Maybe I’ll just stay here. Work on my paintings.” She might even manage to avoid the Riveen court while her family was away. No Irina to demand she run some unnecessary errand that put her in the path of the courtiers.

“Don’t be like that, sweetling,” her father pleaded. “You could get inspiration for your paintings if you do come along. Maybe even meet someone…?”

Vee held in a snort. What had gotten her father in this mood? Her meeting someone? Did he still not get men only ever wanted one thing from his bastard daughter, and that it wasn’t romance or a marriage?

“I’m surprised Irina even wants to take anyone besides Lilebeth at all. Everyone knows she’s her favorite,” she said not deeming her father’s remarks worthy of an answer.

“Oh, your stepmother absolutely favors Lilebeth, but this treaty with the demons is important. I want King Astur to have a choice in bride,” her father answered as he rummaged around the cheap jewelry on Vee’s dressing table.

“Didn’t I give you your mother’s jade necklace? Why don’t you wear that during our visit? It would pair nicely with that green dress you wore the other day. You know, the one that compliments your skin tone and brings out the green in your eyes.”

Vee did snort this time and threw her father an exasperated look. Just like him to not have noticed ‘that green dress’ was threadbare and old fashioned, or that no amount of green would help her eyes– neither green nor brown, but somewhere in between the two– stand out. As for her dusky skin, it only set her apart from the mostly fair-skinned ladies at court in unwanted ways.

‘Sinfully exotic’ one courtier who had sought her out had once called her, and she had had to refrain from kicking him somewhere delicate.

“I’m not sure where the necklace went,” she told her father, knowing full well it was sitting in Irina’s jewelry box. Her father sighed.

“A shame. I found the matching hair combs. Wanted to give them to you. Your half-sisters all got new jewelry for the visit. You should still get them, might keep that long, unruly, dark mane of yours in check.”

More jewelry to lose to Irina, Vee thought, but smiled at her well-meaning father. She liked her wavy dark brown hair just fine without adornments, although maybe she’d get less attention if her looks fit in more with the other women at court. Probably not though. There would still be men lured in by the her supposed ‘exotic’ and lustful demon heritage.

“Aren’t Bethy and Millie both a bit too young for marriage?” Vee dared to ask when her father had been staring at her jewelry box for a long moment as if it personally offended him. Lilebeth was fifteen and almost constantly at her mother’s side. Millicent was a very serious sixteen-year-old, more interested in whatever experiments she was working on than in men.

“They are,” her father agreed. “That’s why the contract states that whichever bride King Astur chooses the marriage will take place when the bride is at least eighteen.”

“He agreed to that?” Vee asked.

“He insisted,” her father answered.

“Really? I’m starting to like him.”

“He’s a decent man for a demon,” her father said, looking at her expectantly. Did he think she would argue with him about the Demon King’s decency?

“I am lucky he agreed to add this marriage contract,” he continued when she didn’t say anything. “Strengthening the bonds between our countries more than just the treaty alone will keep us safe from war with Hekare and Urdoz. They’ll think twice before attacking Riveen once our royal families are joined in marriage. No human army can stand against the demon armies of Asturia and their magic. Their strength has kept them safe and apart from the continuous conflicts between the human kingdoms. We need their protection if Riveen is to survive.”

He paused and once again looked at Vee as if waiting for her to comment on what he had said. As if he wanted to sell her on the treaty.

“Sounds like the demons don’t really need the treaty,” she finally ventured when it seemed her father was waiting her out. He was in a weird mood, more than usual after a fight with Irina.

“It might look that way,” her father said with a sigh, his shoulders slumping a bit. “King Astur is in a difficult situation. I don’t think he wants to marry, or he would have long before now. It seems most Asturian kings before him married young, at least before their twenty-fifth birthday. But he needs an heir who isn’t one of the current contenders. There is a real possibility that one or more of the heirs, some royal cousins I believe, were in on the assassination of his parents. Nasty business from what I heard. He started his reign at sixteen, proving he was old enough to rule by himself by fighting off multiple attackers, and with how he handled the aftermath. He favors peace with the surrounding countries. Those who would step into place upon his death want conquest. If not for the need of an heir I doubt he would have agreed to an alliance, the demons have not dealt with humans for ages.”

Vee nodded in understanding. What her father didn’t say was that he needed an heir as well. With only daughters, there were those who would seek the throne on his death as well. A ruling queen?

Preposterous, even though his oldest legitimate daughter Rowenna– or the twins Liana and Laura– would be up to the task.

“Anyway,” King Langdon said as he turned to leave, throwing her a last almost exasperated look. “Go pack. We will leave the day after tomorrow.”

They left only two hours later than King Langdon had planned. As the servants were in a flurry to pack all the luggage Queen Irina wanted to take with them Irina supervised her daughters, only sparing Vee a moment to order her to travel in one of the servant carriages.

“I don’t want to see your face at court during this visit, or even at all, Verity,” Irina had said in a tone that had told Vee her stepmother meant serious business.

Every time Irina called her Verity she had to do her best to not physically react to it. Vee’s mother had named her after a character from her favorite fairy tale, but Irina refused to use Vee’s actual name, having instead come up with Verity.

“Vee means cattle in the Brovan language, you know.” Irina had defended not using the name when Vee– six at the time– had asked why Irina called her by a different name. “Although suitable for a miserable creature such as you, I’m not comfortable calling anyone that.”

Not that anyone in Riveen– but the rare individual– spoke or understood Brovan. King Langdon had asked Vee to accept the nickname to keep the peace, telling her she knew how her stepmother was in things like this.

Once they were on the way, Vee took out her sketchbook to pass the time. As she opened her sketchbook, the face of the man she’d been sketching the other day stared back at her.

It was a man who only seemed to live in her head, and who only came out on paper when she sketched randomly. On this one he looked troubled, defeated. Although her sketches were gray tone she knew his long straight hair– tied back in a high knot from which it fell down to his hips– and his neat beard and mustache were jet black, his eyes a warm brown, and that his skin had a golden undertone. There was a scar on the right side of his face, jagged and slightly lighter in color, extending toward his nose.

Sometimes she wondered why her mind had dreamed him up. Why she felt affection for these drawings, sometimes talking to them as if her dream man could hear her. It wasn’t as if she had a positive view of men in general. Her father might love her as she was the one thing he had left of the love of his life.

Her mother had died of child-bed fever. But no matter how he loved Vee, her father couldn’t protect her from the way people– especially men– treated the bastard daughter of the king.

At the age of twenty-two she had managed to stay a virgin, technically, but she was no innocent due to the men who sought her out, thinking she was a great addition to their conquests. Often, it felt easier to give in, in a way that left her in control, than to tattle to her father. Which led to having to deal with her stepmother, who in her hate for Vee, sicced her favorite courtiers on her behind the king’s back.

After a few times of that, Vee had concluded her father wasn’t the type to be there for any of his daughters– not just her– as he should. Always too busy with ruling, with keeping the surrounding kingdoms– some of them much too eager to add Riveen to their territories– at bay. He tried now and then, but it was always too little, too late, if he tried at all. Vee wondered if he thought of his daughters as self-reliant, needing nothing more than food, clothing, and shelter, and they’d just turn out right somehow.

Because of this Vee had to deal with the prejudice and the accompanying badgering of lusty men by herself. To keep from being forced or hurt– which she had come too close to a few times– she knew exactly how to pleasure a man even if it left her cold. If not for her half-sister Rowenna, oldest of the princesses at twenty, who– hidden from her parents– had lovers, both male and female, and who was enjoying it maybe a bit too much for a woman of her stature, Vee would almost think women weren’t meant to enjoy sex and related activities.

At times she even wondered why she kept her virginity. It wasn’t as if she needed it for some future husband like Rowenna did, being the closest thing to an heir to the throne even though she would never rule. No man would believe Vee was a virgin anyway, with all the gossip about her heritage. Still… Vee sometimes dreamed of love, of finding that man who was different.

Looking down on her sketch of her fetching stranger who she’d kept sketching since the first time he had appeared on paper five years ago, she wondered if she had dreamed him up out of loneliness. Maybe she’d held on to her virginity out of the hope that fairy tales could come true, and there was someone special out there for her. Someone who would love her, shower her with affection, and unlock her heart and her body.

Vee passed the time making sketches for the three servants she shared the carriage with and listening to their gossip. All three of them were excited, if a bit apprehensive, about visiting Asturia.

“I’ve heard they fuel their magic by seducing young men and women into having wild orgies with them,” one of them whispered.

“Do you think they’ll have an orgy while we’re there?” the second one asked, eagerness in her voice.

“Surely not!” the third said shocked. “King Langdon would never allow his daughters to be present at such an event.”

The second servant cast a sly look at Vee, and Vee acted like she was too busy sketching to notice.

“Perhaps you’re right,” the servant finally said. “But I sure wouldn’t mind taking part if there is one. I’ve been told demons can go all night, every night.”

All three giggled and after a while their talk went from orgies to speculations if the demons– and therefor the treaty– could be trusted, given their sinful and hedonistic nature. What would keep the demons from playing fair if they could use their magic to simply coerce people into doing their bidding?

Vee was aware they hoped she’d chime in, but she kept her eyes on her sketchbook. Her father had a more positive view of demons than most people in Riveen because of her mother– as unlikely as the rumors of her mother’s demon heritage were in Vee’s opinion– and he had eagerly hunted news about the secluded demon lands of Asturia for years. Add the threat of the surrounding countries and it wasn’t that strange her father had finally reached out to King Astur for an alliance.

As for Irina… Although Irina was power hungry enough that she would probably marry off her daughters to a horse if it would make them queen, Vee suspected her stepmother’s nasty remarks about Vee’s supposed demon blood were born out of her hatred for her stepdaughter, not out of prejudice against demons. She’d certainly encouraged her husband when he wanted to reach out to the king of Asturia.

Vee finally blocked out the conversation and concentrated on her sketches for the remainder of the ride.


~2~


Asturia was as beautiful as promised. As soon as they had passed the border and crossed into Asturia the weather had changed from slightly overcast to sunny. Vee admired the mountainous views and made a few quick sketches, thinking she might use them to paint an impression of Asturia’s wild beauty once she was back home.

They arrived in the capitol just before sunset. As Vee stepped out of the carriage and saw the palace– caught in the last of the sun’s light and more beautiful than any building she’d ever seen– she gasped in delight. She hung back with the servants. She expected to be kept waiting until the royal family was settled. Instead, a steward appeared and rounded up all the servants– and Vee, who could feel her stepmother’s angry glare in her direction– leading them toward the servants’ wing even before the dignitary, who had come out to greet the royal visitors, had finished introducing herself.

Vee was pleasantly surprised when she saw her room. She had expected to be given a small plain room, much like the rooms for the servants of visiting guests in her father’s palace. The large room with connected– private– bathroom was luxurious and comfortable. The excited squeals from the servants who had traveled with her as they were shown their rooms, told Vee she wasn’t the only one who was pleased with her room.

The next morning the housekeeper who had helped her settle in her room explained to Vee she could use the servants’ path through the extensive gardens to exit the palace grounds if she wanted to visit the city.

When Vee had asked her if there were dangers she had to watch out for, the housekeeper had cast her a puzzled look.

“Like wildlife? Not in the city parks,” the woman had answered. “The most dangerous animals in the parks are foxes and a couple of nosy ravens, I think. No predators.”

Vee had thought about telling her she had been trying to ask if she should be aware of pickpockets or predators of the demon kind but decided to let the topic drop. A helpful servant– with pale skin, golden eyes, and silver hair, Vee had done her best not to stare– had jumped into the conversation and drawn her a global map of the city, highlighting which spots would be worth a visit. When the housekeeper left, the servant told Vee she’d be safe enough in the city.

“Everyone knows a human king and his entourage are visiting the city. People might be curious, but we know how to respect someone’s privacy. And we know that King Astur will not be amused if anyone hurts our visitors, even by accident.”

Vee nodded in relief, although after that last remark she wondered whether King Astur was taking his role as diplomatic host a bit too seriously– extending protection to all visitors, not just royalty– or if he was so
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