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“Mel, over here,” a soft voice called his name. Mel’s head turned without a second thought. 

Golden locks flowed down her back all the way to her waist, covering her back. Smooth vibrant skin, proof of youth.

“You look beautiful, princess,” Mel said.

The garden was empty, not even a guard or maid present. 

Birds chirped, flowers swayed with the morning breeze, a brand-new day. Walls on all sides, shielding their presence from the world. 

A lonely dew glinted in the morning sun; the air still a tad chilly. 

“Didn’t I tell you to call me Bea?”

Bea wore a Victorian style white dress, embroidered. She wore it a little tight almost showing off her outline. She wore a smile alongside the dress, often smirking at Mel. 

He, just plain pants and plate armor on top.

“Sorry,” Mel spoke. Captain of the royal guards, he stood with pride. But that pride easily broke down whenever the two of them were alone. 

Mel could stare at her all day long but that was not permissible. He was just a soldier, she... a princess. Born in the same year, they were like childhood friends. But what if they wanted to be more?

“This way,” she said leading him towards the cherry blossom tree.

The cherry blossom tree was older than the two of them combined and overflowed with beautiful pink blossoms. Wisteria vines covered the tree from all sides. Their special spot. No one in the castle would ever wander in the garden, let alone visit the cherry blossom tree. Yet the idea of perhaps being seen... 

“I think we should stop this. You’re a princess and I am but a...” Mel attempted. If the world found out about the princess, things would go very wrong for her. He would probably be executed, but she might get exiled and would have to live her life in utter misery. Mel’s chest shuddered at the very thought.

She stopped Mel, placing her index fingers on his lips; tender and warm. So frail, so fragile... yet so beautiful. Mel thought.

She came closer and whispered, “But you know how I feel, don’t you?” 

“You know I do,” Mel said glancing into her eyes. “I feel the same.”

She shoved Mel on the ground, on the soft wet grass. “Then,” she climbed on top of him, giggling, definitely proud of what she just accomplished: A princess throwing the captain of the royal guards? A monumental achievement. 

Mel couldn’t help but chuckle himself. “At least let me cast a spell.” 

“Oh, disgusted by a bug or two?” She spoke.

“No, scared that they may hurt you.”

“You’ve learned courtship?” She giggled.

Mel too smiled. But Mel had to stop it. She was a princess; he was a soldier. They couldn’t. They just-

“The flowers are beautiful, aren’t they?” 

“No buts,” she leaned closer. “No escape for you today,” whispered.

He could hear her breath, feel it... taste it. Sweeter than the cherry blossom and wisteria combined. He wished her scent would linger forever but she moved away, as though teasing.

“I already cast Grand Bubble. No one would bother us; not even the bugs.” she said, staring down, still on top, smirking, as if to imply ‘So we don’t have to worry about interruptions.’

Her eyes, so innocent but they weren’t. Their relationship had already superseded that of friends. They’d slept twice. By the pace of things this very well could have been the third time and he knew it. She looked pleased, which was both good and bad. Good because he enjoyed it, bad because... he enjoyed it. 

I have to stop this... I have to... can I? Do I even want to... Even Mel wasn’t sure what he wanted to prioritize this point. His feelings or his duty or-

“Look at you; I could already feel your pants getting tighter,” she tapped the tip of Mel’s nose. 

She was right. A noticeable bulge. He was definitely getting harder. At this rate it was really going to be too late.

“Can you blame me? Who wouldn’t after seeing your unparalleled beauty?”

“You’ve become quite the flatterer,” she said taking a bite of his ear. “Are you sure you’re not learning courtship?”

“Ow,” Mel chuckled. “Maybe?”

He went for her soft pink lips. A smooch.

“Just a smooch?” She smirked, suggestive.

Mel chuckled and kissed again, this time trying to fight her tongue in the process. But he was never a good kisser and so he just sucked... literally. 

Yet he couldn’t help but feel her ragged breath, her warmth... her touch.

Fits of giggles. “Should have brushed,” Bea giggled some more, almost uncontrollable and might have almost... almost lost control of her bladder... almost.

Mel stared towards the wisteria, face a little flushed, really embarrassed.

If I knew I’d have more than just brushed. He pouted inside. 

“This is getting in my way; won’t you remove it?” Bea said, circling her finger over his plate mail. 

Like an obedient little man, he removed it. All he had underneath was some torn shirt. Why didn’t I wear something better?

Black almost translucent, torn shirt. Some of his pectoral muscles peeked out. He was toned, not necessarily muscular. Leaning a little on the thin side. Yet a joy to look at, her joy.

“Why wear such a thing?” 

“Does it matter? It’s only inner wear,” Mel said.

She looked at him with pity. Not something he wanted in the moment. No, never.

Bea tore his torn shirt and threw it in the corner. “I’ll buy you something better.” 

Mel could tell by her smile that she hated that shirt. 

Oh well. 

His newly exposed top was being penetrated by her gaze. Bea ran her fingers through his abdomen, almost giggling the entire time. 

“Do you like them that much?” Mel mumbled.

“I love them!”

Mel’s nipples were flaccid and lifeless but they were rejuvenated with life as soon as they felt her touch. Her fingers played with his nipples for a moment; a smooth tingle arose and traveled down.

Heck, he never thought they could be this sensitive! But shouldn’t it have been the other way around? It felt wonderful but his downstairs couldn’t take it anymore, at this rate he was going to tear a new hole in his pants. Or worse, cream within.

Next, she started to lick his nipples as if just touching wasn’t enough. “Mmh,” A soft moan escaped Mel’s lips. She snickered. He had already started to feel the intense heat in the air, sweating despite the chilly morning.

Not just him, Bea too. Her breath had long started to escalate and now she too sweated a little, face and nape flushed. Often panting.

“You look like you are about to...” Bea whispered.

“Who’s to blame?”

“You of course,” she snickered. “Do you,” she said, slightly parting the fabric of her dress. “Want to?” Warmth rushed to her face, painting it with a reddish hue.

Finally! Screw his duties, screw his senses, it was time.

Without any delay, Mel reached her chest. Time for payback!

The smooth fabric. He wasn’t interested in it; he was interested in what was beneath. Yet his hands were still on top. Soft, moderate in size but rivaled the feeling from Mel’s wettest of dreams. He’d had dreams about her; countless. But dreams could hardly compare with reality. 

Soft, cushiony, but despite the goodness of heaven in his hands, Mel’s gaze was on the woman before him. Her flushed face, her panting grace, her rapid fluttering gaze!

They moved back and forth and caressed each other. Kissed, and played. Mel often eyeballed where her nipple would be and just wet smooched that area. “Oowh!” Bea couldn’t control her moan or her giggles. and Mel hadn’t undressed her in the least, but he could tell, she liked it. “Mmh...” She ate the tease up with a smile, breath heavier. “When will you,” Bea paused, purring almost. “I’m getting impatient, you know.”

Mel chuckled. His revenge was far from complete but he couldn’t just tease her forever. So, he started to lighten her up. Slowly.

One fabric at a time, like he was plucking petals from a rose. Yet every time he unlocked a layer, his heart thumped with delight, his nether twitched with anticipation as did his mouth; warmth escaped with the layers. 

Her skin, milky white, smooth, perfect. Yet Mel didn’t stare at her body or her skin or even her face. He stared into her eyes. “Gorgeous.”

She had undergarments beneath. Warm. She smells so good! Heavenly; white! “Mmm,” her breaths roared.

Removing her brassier with precision, he began to touch her raw. Soft, he could grab them without feeling they weren’t adequate and the pink cherry on top was, cherry on top! Delectable. He couldn’t imagine a better word.... But since he needed a drink, he sucked on one. The warm melting sensation took him back to his childhood days but he never for a second thought the woman before him to be motherly. No, she wasn’t his mother. She was a woman he loved.... divine!

Sadly, no nectar came out. Perhaps he ought to quench his thirst in some other way.

“Ah,” she squealed, grabbing Mel tight.

His heart thumped uncontrollably but not for a second was it uncomfortable. They both knew no one would dare enter the garden; not even the royalty. Besides, her spell would keep everyone outside the garden anyway. Yet, Mel felt this raging doubt of what if he got caught? What if they got caught? Yet, that fear only made him harder. Bea... wetter.

The fear, the anxiety, the stress... the forbidden desire added fuel to the fire, nay, passion. Raging, unbridled passion.

Her hands traveled down his waist and poked at his shaft while he did the same to hers, expertly finding his way inside her panties. She was wet, and tight, and so warm. So soft. “Ah-” And so sensitive. He didn’t put any fingers in, but just circled around the area, teasing her. Her nipples and her clit both stood erect, and her vagina, soaking; ready for some action. 

Her scent was everywhere. And Mel couldn’t get enough of it. “Alright,” Mel said, taking off the panties. A gorgeous wet crevice, and a clean wrinkly tush just beneath it. Mel found something else... the clit grew a tad. And it grew into a small penis. Smaller than Mel’s but it was definitely larger than a typical clit.  “Can I touch it?” Mel said.

When he’d first seen it, he was indeed confused. After all, humans weren’t supposed to be hermaphrodites like elves. Yet the princess was. Had she an elven lineage? The king never said so.

“You already are,” she mumbled. “Don’t you feel disgusted?” Her smile had vanished and instead was replaced by knit brows, by a sense of dread.

What if Mel had indeed found her disgusting?

How was she going to live with herself then?

“If I were, I wouldn’t be here you know. I love you, and every bit of you, even your penis; shall I like it to prove that-”

The doubt vanished from whence it came. Instead, a bubbly wet feeling arose; her heart thumped with joy. “I believe you,” She gave him another stroke. He returned the gesture in kind and got a moan. “Looks like you have grown quite a jungle,” she said, barely keeping up a decent appearance.

“I suppose I should have removed them, like you, with magic?” 

She was hairless, not even a speck down there. Smooth as silk, no, silk didn’t even begin to compare with her- or so Mel would have liked to argue.

“No
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