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The morning sun filtered through the dense canopy of the fae forest, casting dappled patterns of light and shadow on the ground. Celeste strolled along a winding path, her senses attuned to the vibrant life around her. Birds with iridescent feathers sang sweet melodies, and the air was filled with the heady scent of blooming flowers. Every moment in this realm was a feast for her senses, and she relished the freedom and beauty it offered.

As she walked, she thought about the night before, about Yanny and the incredible experience she had shared with him. She felt a deep sense of belonging here, a feeling she had never truly known in Heaven. Yet, her curiosity was insatiable. She wanted to explore every corner of this magical world, to meet its inhabitants and learn their stories.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a rustling in the bushes nearby. She turned just in time to see a flash of red fur and a pair of gleaming eyes. A small fox darted out from the undergrowth, snatching the pouch she carried at her waist. "Hey!" Celeste cried out, but the fox was already racing away, joined by several others.

The foxes moved with incredible speed, their small, agile bodies weaving through the trees with ease. Celeste took off after them, her wings still too damaged from the fall to aid in her pursuit. She pushed herself harder, determination fueling her every step. She couldn’t let them get away with her belongings.

As she ran, the forest seemed to close in around her, the path becoming more treacherous. The foxes led her to a clearing, where they slowed their pace, seemingly cornered. Celeste advanced cautiously, unsure of what to expect. But before she could reclaim her pouch, a low growl echoed through the clearing.

Emerging from the shadows was a figure that took her breath away. A towering Minotaur, his muscular form covered in sleek, dark fur, stepped forward. His eyes were a striking shade of blue, and his face, though undeniably bestial, held a surprising handsomeness. He stood between Celeste and the foxes, his presence commanding and protective.

"Back away," the Minotaur rumbled, his voice deep and resonant. The foxes hesitated, then scattered into the forest, leaving the stolen pouch behind. He turned to Celeste, his expression softening. "Are you alright?"

Celeste nodded, still catching her breath. "Yes, thank you. They took my pouch."

The Minotaur picked up the pouch and handed it back to her. "Be more careful with your belongings. The foxes here are notorious thieves."

Celeste accepted the pouch gratefully. "Thank you. I’m Celeste. I’m new to this realm."

The Minotaur smiled, a gentle yet powerful expression. "I could tell. My name is Thalos. I am one of the guardians of this forest."

"Guardians?" Celeste asked, intrigued. "Tell me more about your kind."

Thalos gestured for her to follow, leading her to a fallen log where they could sit and talk. "The Minotaur are an ancient race, protectors of the natural world. We have a deep connection to the land and its creatures. Our strength and size make us formidable, but we are also healers and guides."

Celeste listened intently, fascinated by Thalos’s words. "That sounds incredible. What brought you to this role?"

Thalos gazed into the distance, his expression thoughtful. "It is a calling, passed down through generations. We are born with a sense of duty to protect and nurture the forest. It is both a privilege and a responsibility."

Celeste admired his dedication. "You must have seen many things in your time as a guardian."

Thalos chuckled softly. "Indeed, I have. This forest is full of wonders and dangers. But it also holds great beauty and serenity, much like yourself, Celeste."

She blushed at his compliment, feeling a warmth spread through her. "Thank you, Thalos. I’m still getting used to this world. It’s so different from where I came from."

"Where did you come from?" Thalos asked, his curiosity piqued.

Celeste hesitated, then decided to be honest. "I was an angel, living in Heaven. But I felt trapped, unable to experience life fully. So, I chose to fall, to come here and find what I was missing."

Thalos looked at her with a mixture of surprise and admiration. "That is a brave choice, Celeste. Few would have the courage to leave everything they know behind."

"It wasn’t easy," Celeste admitted. "But I’ve already found so much here. The fae have welcomed me, and now I’ve met you."

Thalos smiled warmly. "You are always welcome here, Celeste. If you ever need guidance or protection, do not hesitate to call upon me."

"Thank you, Thalos," Celeste said, feeling a deep sense of gratitude. "I feel like I’m finally where I’m meant to be."

She rested her hand on the minotaur’s arm, her eyes locked with his, a newfound connection growing between them. "Thalos, I can't thank you enough for your help today. You have given me more than just my pouch back. You've given me a sense of safety and belonging in this new world."

The Minotaur's gaze softened, his tone gentler than before. "It's my duty, Celeste. And honestly, I have enjoyed our conversation. You are an intriguing soul, one I hope to see more of."

Celeste's heart raced at his words, feeling a sudden yearning for this magnificent creature. Her hand still rested on his arm, her thumb gently tracing the strong muscles beneath his fur. "I would like that too, Thalos. I feel a connection with you that I can't quite explain."

Thalos's eyes darkened, a hint of desire flashing in his gaze. "Then let us explore that connection further."

He stood up, pulling her up with him. Their eyes locked, an unspoken understanding passing between them. With one fluid motion, he picked her up, carrying her towards a nearby clearing. The air was filled with the scent of blooming flowers, and the sun cast a warm glow over the forest.

As they approached the clearing, the Minotaur looked around, making sure they were alone. Satisfied, he set Celeste down gently, their bodies still touching. She couldn't help but gasp at the sheer size and strength of the Minotaur, the heat of his body enveloping her.

"You are beautiful, Celeste," Thalos whispered, his voice filled with raw emotion. "I want to show you all the pleasures this realm has to offer."

Celeste's heart pounded in her chest, her breaths becoming shallow as she nodded in agreement. Thalos's fingers grazed her face gently, his touch sending shivers down her spine. "Then let us begin," he growled, his voice deep and full of lust.

His arms wrapped around her, pulling her close as their lips met in a passionate kiss. Celeste moaned softly, her hands running through Thalos's dark fur as their tongues danced together. The Minotaur's strength and gentleness combined, sending waves of desire coursing through her.

Thalos broke the kiss, his eyes locking with hers. "I want to make love to you, Celeste. I want to explore every inch of your body and claim you as mine."

Celeste's breath caught in her throat, the desire in his eyes making her heart race. She nodded eagerly, her own eyes filled with desire. She wanted him, needed him, and the thought of their bodies entwined sent a wave of pleasure through her.

Thalos's hands began to explore her body, his fingers tracing the curves and lines of her form. Celeste moaned softly, her body responding to his touch. His hands found her hips, pulling her closer, their bodies melding together as he deepened their kiss.

Celeste felt the Minotaur's strength as he lifted her, wrapping her legs around his waist. He carried her to the center of the clearing, the soft grass beneath her back, and the warm sun above them.

As Thalos laid Celeste down, their eyes locked, both of them filled with desire and desire. He gazed at her with a mixture of reverence and hunger, and she could see the same in his eyes.

Thalos's hands moved lower, his fingers brushing against the soft fabric of Celeste's trousers - the fae had gifted her a new wardrobe. He looked into her eyes, seeking her permission as he slowly undid the buttons, revealing her pale thighs. His gaze locked with hers, and she nodded, her desire and trust shining in her eyes.

Thalos's fingers traced the delicate contours of her feminine curves, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through her body. Celeste's breath hitched, her hands gripping his fur as he slowly unveiled her.

As Thalos's fingers reached the edge of her trousers, he saw her bloom, a delicate flower that begged to be touched. His eyes locked with hers once more, and she nodded, her eager consent evident.

His fingers delved between her legs, his touch feather-light, exploring her folds with reverence. Celeste moaned softly, her hips bucking against his fingers, her desire for him growing with each passing moment. Thalos felt the need to please her, to make her feel as amazing as she was making him feel.

With a gentle caress, he teased the entrance to her pussy, his fingers slipping inside, exploring the warm, wet depths. Celeste cried out, her body arching against his touch, her nails digging into his fur as pleasure washed over her. Thalos's fingers moved inside her, stroking her sensitive walls, bringing her closer and closer to release.

Celeste's breaths became ragged, her moans growing louder, her body trembling with desire. She wanted more, needed more, and Thalos knew exactly what to do. He removed his fingers, replacing them with his lips, his tongue darting between her folds, tasting her nectar.

Celeste cried out, her body bucking against his face, her hands gripping his fur tighter as he continued his exploration. Thalos's tongue worked its magic, sending waves of pleasure through her, bringing her closer and closer to climax.

As the pleasure built within her, Celeste's moans grew louder, her body arching against his face. Thalos could feel her nearing her peak, and he wanted nothing more than to bring her there. He continued his rhythm, his tongue darting and flicking, teasing and pleasuring.

Celeste's body tensed, her moans growing louder, her breaths becoming ragged. She was close, so close, and Thalos knew just what to do to push her over the edge. He increased the pace of his movements, his tongue darting inside her, stroking her sensitive




































d2d_images/cover.jpg
|
Th@ [allen Angel






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





