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      “These two should not come with us. It’s too dangerous for them,” Lancelot growled, punching the table, his dark brown eyes fixed on Guinevere and her companion, Elizabeth. Guinevere’s red wine sloshed over the sides of her glass, causing her to reach out and steady it, surprised by his outburst.

      “If it is too dangerous for anyone, it would be you.” Elizabeth sat straighter in her chair, flicking her long blonde braid over her shoulder.

      “You should stay here and tend to the wounded who are still arriving. A woman’s—”

      “If you are about to say a woman’s place is minding the keep because men are expected to be better fighters then you should stay here with the womenfolk. We both know my aim is better and I’m quicker with a sword.” Elizabeth placed her hands on the table as she stood, glaring at Lancelot.

      The color drained from his face before rushing back in a crimson wave. Lancelot gaze fixed on Elizabeth. His eyes narrowed at the reminder she had gotten the best of him. Before the two could continue their argument, Guinevere raised her hand, and in her most queen-like voice, announced, “I appreciate everyone’s concerns, but Elizabeth and I will be going.”

      The entire room turned and looked to Arthur at the head of the table. Despite all the yelling, he had remained quiet, his sea-green eyes looking from one person to the next until finally settling on Guinevere.

      When he didn’t answer right away, Guinevere’s heart pounded in her chest. What would she do if he sided with the others?

      To her surprise, a hint of a smile played on his lips. He gave her a nod, his voice firm when he agreed, “Guinevere and Elizabeth will be coming with us. They are both excellent riders and some of the best shots with bow and arrow.”

      Mouths gaped open, and a few opened and closed as they struggled to find words. Merlin sat back in his chair and winked at her, as if knowing exactly how this would go. Arthur’s father, Bryan, had a giant grin on his face, and Guinevere had to fight the urge to kiss Arthur for publicly taking her side.

      It took several minutes before Arthur got everyone to calm down. “This is just a mission to get information on where exactly the mines are and how many men are guarding the prisoners who work there. We will not be engaging anyone.”

      “Arthur, cousin,” Lancelot started, his fist still clenched on the table, betraying his calm tone. “If anything happens to Guinevere, you know the people who side with your uncle will use it against you.”

      A look around the room showed many of the knights nodding in agreement. After all, she was Princess Guinevere of Caerleon. Her and her lady’s companion, Elizabeth, shouldn’t have been riding into anything that may have been considered even a little dangerous.

      Bors stood, and Guinevere tilted her head to look up at him. He had trained her with his daughter, Elizabeth. If anyone knew what they were capable of, it was him. “I’ll ride out with them and make sure they stay out of trouble.”

      Being second to her father and her personal guard when she was traveling, his words seemed to satisfy the men enough for them to agree to the plan. Only a few people would go on this scouting mission. They needed to find the mine and see how heavily it was guarded. If they could take the mines, it would weaken Camelot’s army. The only true disagreement had been on who would go.

      When the halls were finally empty for the night, Guinevere waited until she was sure everyone had gone to bed before she tiptoed to Arthur’s room to show him how much she appreciated him.

      While they lay in bed, catching their breaths, he pulled her into his arms. Looking up at him, she asked, “How come you’re so comfortable with me riding out with you tomorrow night?”

      Arthur grinned as his eyes met hers, his hand stroking up and down her back. “I’m not so quick to forget it was you who saved me in the woods. I am not going to lie and say I don’t worry about you, but I know if I try to say no, you’ll probably sneak out and do it on your own. This way, I can guard your back, and you can guard mine.”

      Guinevere’s cheeks heated as a sense of pride filled her. Her hand slid from his chest into his chestnut brown hair, pulling him down for a long, deep kiss. When he rolled her onto her back, they made love again. This time, he refused to end her delicious torment until she begged him.

      The next day went by quickly. Guinevere pinned the last of her raven black hair to the top of her head before she clasped the belt of her sword around her waist. Securing her bow and arrows to her back, she prayed she would not need to use her weapons, but knew to be prepared.

      A soft tap on the door brought Guinevere from her thoughts. “Enter.” The scratch of the door on the floor caused her to glance over her shoulder, finding Arthur standing in the doorway. His eyes darkened as they roamed her body. The way he looked at her reminded her of a wolf stalking his prey. Her insides quivered in anticipation.

      “The horses are all saddled. Are you ready, my princess?”

      Guinevere gave herself one last look in the mirror before turning to him. “I am. It’s going to be hard not stopping to free the men and children in the carriage,” she admitted, hoping nothing happened to them before they could save them.

      “I know,” he said, reaching out a hand to her. She took it. “I promise we’ll come up with a plan and save them all. Tonight’s mission is about gathering information.”

      His gaze met hers, and she knew he meant it. He gently brushed his lips against hers, so soft, she leaned into him, trying to deepen the contact. Arthur chuckled. “Come, my princess. Everyone is waiting and I’m afraid if you keep distracting me, we will have people banging on the door. I’m too greedy for you to settle for a quick claiming.”

      “Are you trying to tell me it’s an option?” Her interest piqued. Could they really make love quickly? Maybe if they did, it would help settle her nerves.

      Arthur gave a small groan before he took her arm and led her from the room. “Yes, and maybe after I’ve taken you enough times, we can try it.”

      She giggled and bit her lip as she looked at him out the corner of her eye. Over the past few days, she had learned a lot of his tells. It was subtle, but his jaw was clenched, his eyes constantly checking out the room as if he were waiting for an attack, and when he got really nervous, his pace was always quicker, like now, and she was forced to almost run to keep up with his long stride. Guinevere was glad not to be in her skirts. It was much easier to walk briskly in breeches and boots.

      Arthur slowed his pace on the stairs. When they reached the bottom, they were greeted by both Arthur’s father, Bryan, and Merlin. Bryan’s eyes widened when he saw her, and Merlin’s hazel eyes danced with mischief.

      “I saw Elizabeth earlier with Bors. I have to give you credit, my lady. You are truly a unique princess. One Camelot is very lucky to have,” Merlin said with a cheeky grin as he opened the door.

      Again, Guinevere was amazed by the number of people who seemed to arrive almost daily on Merlin’s land. Everyday more and more tents appeared. They have lined up, leading up to the keep and outward. The land was protected by the magical wards lining Merlin’s property and the wolf pack loyal to Arthur’s family that roamed the woods that kept Morgana’s demon army at bay.

      When Arthur had pulled Excalibur from the stone, Morgana’s demon army had started attacking the small villages between kingdoms and farmers. Merlin believed the goal was to get everyone to turn their backs on Arthur. Instead, each person who showed up had expressed their desire to help him take back the throne from his uncle.

      Arthur placed a hand on the small of her back as he led her out. The scouting group was small. Only Lancelot, Elizabeth, and Bors would be riding out with them. Each dressed all in black. Many of the knights and farmers were out watching for them, and the buzz of whispers got louder when they saw her. Some in approval, thinking she was brave, while others thought she was foolish.

      Elizabeth was outside standing next her horse. The few women and children near her kept glancing in her direction before whispering amongst themselves. She gave Guinevere a smirk. Keeping her head high, Guinevere walked up to her horse and swung her leg over. She knew there would be mixed reactions from the crowd. After all, she was breaking a number of silly rules: wearing pants, riding astride, mounting without help—not to mention the sword that hung at her side and the bow and arrows at her back.

      With everyone mounted, she looked to Arthur. He gave her a nod before nudging his horse forward. When Arthur passed, his back was completely straight, his lips in a thin line. The people called out to Arthur, wishing him well and telling him they will pray for the gods to protect him. Arthur nodded in their direction. Guinevere couldn’t help but think Arthur would have preferred to sneak away instead of riding proudly through the throes of people who had set up camp outside the keep.

      Elizabeth and Guinevere rode behind Arthur with Lancelot and Bors took up the rear. The plan was simple. They knew the road the guards would be using to transport prisoners. They would hide there in the dense forest, wait for them to pass, and follow behind. If all went well, they expected to be back by dusk tomorrow, armed with the information of the exact mine location and how many guards protected it.

      Once into the woods, Arthur whistled, and Wulf approached. Wulf had a special bond with Arthur and often joined him when he left the barrier. Wulf kept his distance from the horses as they rode, but streaks of silver passing through the bushes as the moonlight shone off his fur often caught her attention.

      When they arrived at a spot the carriages would pass with the prisoners, they split up into two groups, Guinevere, and Arthur on one side, Bors, Elizabeth, and Lancelot on the other. The surrounding forest was dense, giving them enough cover to hide.

      “Have you often had to wait long for them to come through?” Arthur whispered.

      Guinevere shook her head. “No. They’ve always been pretty predictable. They should be arriving any moment.”

      As she spoke, the distinct clatter of hooves followed by the rattle of a carriage signaled they that their wait was almost over. The light from the torches hanging on the side of the carriage shone through the darkness as they rounded the bend in the road. Backing away from the road a bit more, Guinevere looked to the other side to confirm she couldn’t see the others as the guards passed, talking amongst themselves.

      “The king is furious the prince couldn’t hold onto the ice princess.”

      They all laughed, and Guinevere looked down at her hands, holding her horse reign’s. “He said he tried to seduce her, but he was afraid his pecker would freeze and fall off.”

      Guinevere had never been so happy to be in the dark. A soft touch on her hand brought her eyes up to Arthur. Leaning in, he whispered, “The prince was a fool. There was no way anyone could mistake you as cold.”

      She beamed at him, and he brushed his lips against hers. “Ignore them. Soon, they will see how amazing and fierce you truly are, my princess.”

      They followed them the rest of the night until the sun started to rise. Guinevere was exhausted and had a hard time keeping her eyes open by the time they’d finally arrived at what looked to be a fort at the base of a mountain. Guinevere’s heart tightened. Everywhere she looked, men and boys were huddled together on the ground, their ankles chained, their cheeks sunken in, their clothes loose and hanging off them.

      “Oh my god,” Guinevere gasped.

      “I wasn’t expecting there to be so many,” Arthur whispered, his eyes darting everywhere, taking it all in.

      Two soft chirps followed by a louder one was Bors’ signal for them to stay hidden and turn back around. Once they were sure they were out of view of the camp, Arthur nudged his horse back up on the road, and they all followed. Elizabeth rode up next to Guinevere, her face pale.

      “There were so many people we didn’t help,” Elizabeth said as she wiped a tear from her cheek.

      Bors gave them both a look, and she knew he felt the same way. “You must remember all those we did. Soon, we’ll free the rest.”

      Guinevere gave a short nod. They had helped some, but the number of people they hadn’t was staggering. It took them until after the evening meal before they arrived at the keep. Guinevere kept kept nodding, trying not to fall asleep. As soon as she dismounted her horse, she excused herself to her room, wanting nothing more than to climb into her bed and get some rest.
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      There was no mistaking the stiff way Guinevere walked up the stairs of Merlin’s keep. Arthur had wanted to put her in front of him, but she’d refused, wanting to ride back on her own. He wasn’t surprised when both girls excused themselves as soon as they arrived. He was exhausted and wished he could follow them.

      Merlin greeted him in the hall. “Come. Let’s talk in the library.”

      Inside the library, Bors was the first to speak. “I was surprised by how few were actually there guarding the men. From my location, I could count seven. They are keeping the prisoners chained and hungry.”

      “Cowards keep them weak,” Lancelot spat as he paced the room.

      Merlin looked at Arthur. “What did you think?”

      Arthur could feel all eyes on him, waiting for his opinion. “The guards have become lazy and threaten people with food and violence. It won’t take much to overtake them. They have gotten used to the prisoners who are too tired and hungry to fight.”

      Lancelot and Bors both nodded in agreement. Merlin stayed quiet, watching him. Bors leaned against the desk. “It will be a blow to them if we take the mines. I know we were hoping those men could help fight, but it looks like they’ll need a lot of time to recover first. Some might never be able to.”

      “True, but they deserve the option to fight. No man should be treated the way they have been. We need to act quickly,” Arthur pointed out, not wanting the men to be there any longer than they already had. He still felt guilty for riding away and not saving them.

      Merlin nodded. “Yes, your highness. When the guards had signaled you were coming, I had baths and food sent to Guinevere and Elizabeth’s rooms. They set up three more in the back of the kitchen for you, along with some food. We can discuss what exactly to do once everyone has rested.”

      Arthur wanted to go to bed, but after sitting so long in the saddle, he needed a full meal and a bath.

      The kitchen staff had mostly gone except for a few who were making plates of meats and cheeses. Three men put in the last buckets of heated water, and Arthur thanked them before stepping into the tub. The warm water felt so good on his bruised muscles, Arthur leaned his head back and let out a loud sigh that was echoed by the others.

      Silence filled the room as the three of them enjoyed the warm water for a few moments before Bors spoke up. “Both girls will want to go and free the miners.”

      Arthur felt his lips curve up in a smile. Guinevere would definitely want to go. “I take it you want me to discourage them.”

      Lancelot snorted. “Good luck. Those two are the most stubborn lasses I’ve ever met.”

      Arthur looked out the corner of his eye and saw Bors, his eyes closed, head back, an affectionate smile on his face. Bors looked in his direction, opening his eyes a crack. “That they are. But I do think they should stay here, and it will be your job to convince them, your highness.”

      Having both Bors and Merlin refer to him as their highness tonight had made him aware of their expectations of him. “I don’t know why you think I could possibly talk those two out of anything.”

      Bors opened his eyes and turned to look at him. “I have absolute faith you will convince the princess and my stubborn daughter to stay.”

      “What makes you believe I can do that?” Arthur asked, ignoring the chuckle that came from Lancelot as he looked at Bors.

      “Guinevere is like a daughter to me. I see the way you two look at each other. I know where she’s spending her nights. The only reason I haven’t dragged you both down the aisle is because I know you will do the right thing by her. Convince her to stay at least this time. I don’t want those girls to see everything that has been done to those men and boys. It will break their hearts,” Bors finished before leaning his head back and closing his eyes.

      Bors was right. Guinevere and Elizabeth didn’t need to take on the guilt for something they wouldn’t have been able to stop.

      Before he fell asleep in the water, Arthur got out, wrapped the drying cloth around his waist, and snagged a few bites from the meat and cheese plate they’d left for them before noticing the tray of fruits and sweets. Grabbing a wooden bowl, he picked several of the sweets and fruits and took the servant stairs that would lead him to his room.

      Arthur closed his door and put the bowl on the chest next to his bed. Long, dark hair fanned across his pillow, and soft breathing filled the room. Her hair was still damp, her porcelain skin soft, and full red lips parted. Her long lashes rested on her cheek, hiding her piercing sapphire eyes that always seemed to see through him.

      Unwrapping the cloth from around his waist, he picked up the fur blanket and crawled into his bed, careful not to wake her. When he gently pulled her into his arms, she snuggled closer to him and sighed. “I’m happy you also had a bath.”

      He chuckled and kissed the top of her head. “I thought you went to bed.”

      Her lips curved in a small smile as she kissed his chest. “I did. It was too big and not as comfortable so I crawled into yours.”

      “Oh, so you’re just using me for my bed,” he teased, stroking up and down her back.

      “Of course,” she replied before blinking her eyes open and looking at him.

      He bent his head and gave her a soft kiss. “Get some sleep, my princess.”

      “Yes, my king,” she replied, her eyes closing before the words were even past her lips.

      Arthur continued to run his fingers over her back as he watched her sleep. He still had to remind himself when someone said, “your highness,” they were talking to him. He doubted he would ever get used to it, but when Guinevere called him her king, he couldn’t help but smile to himself.

      Bors was right. He would do the right thing and marry her. He believed her when she showed up in his room saying he was her choice. Now, he needed to make sure he was worthy of it.

      Despite being tired, his body responded to her breast pressed into his chest and one of her legs laid between his. She was the perfect fit for him. His cock hardened. Closing his eyes, he tried to sleep, telling himself she was exhausted and her body was sore.

      It didn’t take long for Arthur to fall into a restful sleep. When he awoke, he smiled at the feel of her body tucked against his. Sometime in the night, she had turned to her side, and he had curled up behind her, his cock nestled in the crack of her lovely bottom, his arm wrapped around her, his hand cupping her breast. Arthur smiled and kissed the back of her neck as he massaged the breast in his hand. When his thumb brushed over her nipple, he felt it harden and heard her soft inhale. After thoroughly playing with one, he switched to the other, teasing it the same way, until she arched and pressed harder against his hand.

      With slow, deliberate care, he slid his fingers down her side before following the curve of her hip to trail into the soft springy hair guarding her core. When his thumb slid back and forth along that slit, her hips moved, and she throatily whispered, “Arthur.”

      He loved the way her voice caught when she’d said his name. “Yes, my princess?” Arthur parted her folds and began to circle the hard nub of her pleasure.

      Guinevere let out a soft moan as her hips moved, pressing herself deeper into his hand. She turned slightly in his arms and looked at him over her shoulder, a slight flush on her cheeks as she bit her lower lip. One of her delicate hands wrapped around his neck as a hint of a smile played on her lips.

      “Good morning, my king,” she said as she pulled his head down and kissed him.

      Their lips met, and her legs parted, giving him better access to her. Their tongues dueled, her hips moved rocked against him.

      When her body was as ready for his, he coaxed her onto her back and settled between her thighs. Breaking the kiss, he looked down at her. Guinevere’s cheeks were flushed, her lips swollen, her breathing rapid.

      She pressed her breasts against his chest, her hips cradling his, rocking against him. When her eyes fluttered open and locked onto his, she reached up and cupped his cheek. “Please, Arthur.”

      Those words were his undoing. He thrust forward into her warm, willing body. She arched against him, whimpering, and he became lost in the sensation of pleasure.

      During these stolen moments with Guinevere, the world disappeared. It was just the two of them. Her arms wrapped around him, holding him tight as her nails dug into his back. Her legs intertwined around his, their bodies moving in perfect rhythm.

      Her core rippled around him, and the little sounds of pleasure escaping her lips made it hard not to lose his control. Needing her to find her release before he found his, he dipped his head and gently kissed along the column of her neck, working his way past her shoulders until his lips finally closed around one hard nipple.

      Guinevere’s hand tightened on his back, and she arched forward. “Arthur!” she screamed as her core tightened hard around him, and he joined her, releasing her nipple.

      When he started to come down, Arthur couldn’t help but marvel at the woman in his bed. He didn’t understand how anyone could think she was cold. She was smart, funny, and fierce when it came to protecting her people. The world was brighter just for having her in it.

      “Good morning, my princess. I hope you slept well,” Arthur teased before brushing his lips against hers.

      Her lips curved in a pleased smile, and Arthur’s chest swelled with pride as she let out a small whimper when he finally slipped from her. “I slept very well, my king. But I have to say, mornings are becoming the best part of the day.”

      He kissed her nose before rolling to his back and pulling her into his arms. “Anytime of day I get to lay with you in my arms is the best part of my day.”

      Since meeting her, he had learned his father had been the King of Camelot, killed by Morgana’s demon army, and her army had tried to kill him as a babe so his uncle could take his place on the throne. Despite all this, when Guinevere smiled at him, he knew they would be okay.

      She kissed his chest before looking up at him. “I wish we could stay here all day and shut out the rest of the world and I didn’t have to sneak back to my room.”

      “Since I’ve met you, I’ve gotten the impression you have never been the girl who spends the entire morning in bed.” Arthur ran his fingers through her hair, pulling gently on the strand that curled around his finger.

      He felt her shrug even as she snuggled closer to him. “True, but I don’t think spending the day in bed with you would mean I just lay there.”

      Arthur snorted and rolled with her so she was on her back and he was settled between her thighs. “I am so happy you don’t just lay there,” he teased as he used one hand to tickle her.

      When she laughed and wiggled against him, he felt his body respond and his cock harden. They’d been so busy, she hadn’t gotten to laugh as often as she should. When she breathlessly asked him to stop, he did, and despite his body’s desire to take her again, he kissed her on the forehead and sighed. “We should get up. You should get back to your room before anyone wakes.”

      She gave him a small pout before nodding. Arthur couldn’t help but grin as he nuzzled her cheek. “If you don’t get up soon, I will take you again and your reputation will be truly ruined.”

      “Guess you would be forced to marry me then,” Guinevere replied as she slid her hands up and down his back.

      Arthur nipped at her earlobe. “No one will ever force you to do anything you don’t want to.”

      He felt her body shudder in his arms before she let out a sigh and slipped from his bed. Letting her go every morning was the hardest thing he ever did, and each morning got harder and harder. Rising from the bed, he went to his chest of clothes to get dressed.

      While he slid on his breeches, she grabbed the robe from the foot of the bed and wrapped it around herself. She placed her hand on the door and paused. Picking up a shirt from the chest, he turned and gave her his attention. “What if I decide I want to marry you now?”

      The question took Arthur by surprise, though it shouldn’t have. They had been spending their nights together, and she had been a virgin when she first came to him. He wanted to tell her if she wanted to marry him now, he would have it done today. He wanted to offer her the stars and the moons. But he could only offer her an unsure life. “I would say I would be the luckiest man alive, and I would selfishly marry you knowing I have nothing but uncertainty to offer.”

      Guinevere shook her head. “You’re a foolish man. No man can promise what the future holds.”

      With that, she slipped out of the room, leaving him staring at the door. She was right. No man could promise what the future held.  However, most men didn’t have an evil sorceress with her own demon army, and the current king wanting him dead.
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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.
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