
If you’ve found the other two books in this series, I will assume you enjoyed them.  If you are new to this series, you are in for a naughty ride. Buckle up. That said, this one is the final in this series so I gave you an extra. In case the month you are trying out the date nights has 31 instead of 30 days. So you’ll find a bonus here. Let’s jump right into the fun. 

With Love From 

McKayla 
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Date Night # 21 Go to a Farmers Market
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“I am sorry my travels have kept me away for so long. I have missed you terribly.” 

Sarah stopped her forward motion and looked up into the bluest eyes she had ever seen in her life. “I have missed you as well.” She told him as he raised her hand to kiss her knuckles. 

“My dear, you were the only thing on my mind while I was away. However we were successful in our attempts to free the young girl. She is now safe with a family on the Lounsbury estates.”

Sarah nodded. “I’m glad for her. It’s a special place indeed.”

Keith leaned low and kissed her cheek. “No more so than you and our time together.”

Sarah swung her basket freely on her opposite side and smiled. Keith was always complimenting her and showering her with affection. She could not say she did not enjoy it. It was a rather nice change of pace than her old life. 

She took hold of his much larger, work roughened hand and asked him. “Is there anything you need from the market today? I noticed some of your shirtwaists have some edges fraying.”

Keith glanced down at the shirt he was wearing and indeed there were a couple spots in need of repair. He shrugged his shoulders, took it off and handed it to her.

“Keith.” Sarah squealed and then hissed when she realized others had heard her. “Put your shirt back on.”

He shrugged. “Not until you repair it.” 

“Me?” her heart pounded so hard she pressed her hand to her sternum. “Repair it now? Here? We are at the market, dear sir.” She handed it back to him and ordered him. “Put it back on.”

He rolled his eyes. “If you insist.”

“I’m afraid I must insist. Yes. Do put it back on.” She waited but he only slid it over his head, he did not bother to put it back under his belt. 

“Should we go?” he asked. “Are there not items you would like to purchase?” 

She would get no further with him, so she nodded and moved toward the stall with threads and fabric. 

“I’ve brought these from the coast, m’lady. They are the finest I could find.” the man in the stall told her.

She was almost certain he didn’t even bother to look at Keith. She shook her head. As she picked up one after the other to examine them, Keith moved ever so slightly closer. Increment by increment until he was touching her. Just as she handed the trader the bolt of cloth she wanted to purchase, Keith swatted her backside. 

She gasped out loud and turned her head to him. 

“Get both of the ones you like.”

“But I like this one best.” She hedged. She really had wanted both the purple and the deep blue.

“We will take all the blue and all the purple.” Keith lifted his head to tell the clerk.

Sarah stood there as still as stone, as she chewed on the inside of her cheek. She never uttered a sound as the now very happy man wrapped the purchase up and Keith handed him the correct monies. Keith guided her to another stall that offered apple cider and breads and cheeses. 

“Pick whatever you like and we will sit under the shade tree yonder.” 

She blushed deep red and Keith was almost certain the flush of red covered her whole body.

“Keith, I have my own monies and I can buy my own things.” She half heartedly argued. She was adorable when she argued.

“Are you not hungry?” He countered

“Well, yes, I am hungry.” 

“Well then, get what you like and we will eat over there.” He shrugged and waited for her to pick the things she wanted and he chose his. He waited for them to be wrapped up and took Sarah over to the shade of the large oak tree. There he walked her to the back side of it and they sat. Here they were out of the way of most people’s view. Those that cared to look, looked away just as quickly.

Sarah’s hand shook in his as he guided her to sit. It matched the racing of her heart. Once she settled he lowered himself to the ground in front of her and they put the bread and cheeses between them. Sarah raised her wooden mug to him and said. “To us.”

He nodded. “Indeed. To us.” 

They touched cups and she took a small drink of hers. A cool apple spice flavor covered her tongue and she closed her eyes as she let the cool liquid run down her throat. She sighed and glanced over at Keith. He was eating some of the bread, so she reached for the cheese. Before she could raise it to her lips his hand covered hers. She stopped and looked up at him.

“Is something wrong?” She asked. 

He shook his head. “Let me help you.” His voice rumbled low as though he meant to whisper but couldn’t manage it. 

Her mouth formed an O shape and he took advantage, pressing his lips to hers. Another hunger formed in the pit of her belly. He pressed until she was leaning back against the tree they sat under. Keith adjusted himself so he sat a bit closer, his legs on one side of the tree and one of his arms held across her. Pinned this way, she could hardly refuse. Oh she could escape, if she wanted to, but Keith’s kisses promised so much more if she stayed. Beneath the fabrics of her dress, her nipples curled into tight rose buds and her core seemed damp. All because this warrior demon lusted after her. She should hold herself back, shouldn’t she. Surely she shouldn’t give in so easily. He was everything. Everything she was ever warned about.  

Keith pulled back and whispered. “Perhaps I should take you inside before the entire castle knows what we are up to.”

She blinked. People could see them. What was she thinking? Surely no one had seen just how deeply they were kissing and caressing. She had her hands all over him and leaning so close.....no she could not follow that thought any further. Her body flushed hot and the heat went all the way to her ears. She ducked her head and rubbed them. Keith lifted her chin so their eyes would meet. “Never be ashamed of what we do. It is right and it is beautiful.” He whispered and kissed her again. Her traitorous body responded even though they were out in the open for everyone to see. She pulled away from him to kiss his neck. Hidden in his embrace she whispered. “Take me indoors, lover. I will not share you.”

The demon inside him roared. This was his Sarah. She was so shy in public, but once in the privacy of their chambers she opened her heart to him. His cock throbbed in his trousers and he wondered if he would be able to stand. He wrapped his arms around her and surprised himself when he stood up without falling and tossing them both upon the ground. He hurried toward the kitchen door at the back of the castle. Her body was rigid in his arms. He stopped just after he turned the corner, out of sight of the crowd of people and kissed her. Hard. Demanding. Holding nothing back. He needed her. He pressed for more and she pressed back. She took hold of his head with both hands as they kissed. He finally pulled away and hugged her to his chest. “Gods I cannot get enough of you this day.” He told her.

“Do tell.” She bantered. Sarah actually bantered with him. He grinned.

“I watched you walk from stall to stall in the market, wishing, nay, praying you would drop everything and turn your delicate, delicious lips to me.”

Her cheeks burst into a rosy color and he touched his forehead to hers. “I adore you. Your shyness becomes you, my dear.” 

“I was just as impatient for you, m’lord.” Sarah still whispered, even with no one around to hear them. “I wished you would have taken my hand and whisked me through the crowd and off to our bedchamber.” 

She stuck her bottom lip out in a childish pout. “But, Alas. It was not to be. Ye were hungry for bread and cheese, not your mate.” She batted her eyelashes and looked away. “I suppose I will retire to my chambers alone.”

“Ye’ll do no such thing.” Keith set her down to pin her against the wall behind them and nuzzled her neck before calling her. “Wench.”

“Ah. I well. That is, how dare you, sir?” She panted and waved her hand in front of her flushed face as he pulled her away from the wall.
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