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Rose had always been envious of the thrilling tales she heard of her people's adventures. The monotony of her daily life as a princess grew increasingly unbearable, and her sense of longing for something more was almost palpable within her. She yearned to leave the confines of her palace, seeking solace and exhilaration in the great outdoors. In her dreams, she frequently found herself wandering through lush forests, exploring vast landscapes, and discovering hidden treasures. Alas, her reality remained far from these perceived escapades. And so, she continued to daydream, fueling her deep-seated desire for adventure and the wild unknown.

One moonlit night, Rose couldn't bear the thought of another day of confinement and monotony. With newfound determination, she slipped out of her bedroom and crept through the halls of the palace, making her way towards the thick, mystical woods she had been longing to explore.

The forest was alive with the sounds of nocturnal creatures and the rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze. The darkness around her seemed to fill her with a sense of awe and excitement. Rose wandered deeper into the woods, following her heart's desire and the allure of the unknown.

As she walked, her senses heightened, and she became aware of the subtle beauty of the world around her. She marveled at the way the moonlight danced through the trees, casting eerie shadows on the forest floor. The enticing scent of wildflowers wafted through the air, enveloping her in their sweet embrace.

Suddenly, she stumbled upon a bush of the most beautiful roses she had ever seen. Their vibrant colors and lush petals were a sight to behold, and Rose couldn't resist the urge to touch them. As she reached out, she felt a sharp pain in her finger from a hidden thorn. She yelped in surprise, drawing the attention of a nearby hunter. He ran over to her.

"Are you alright, my lady?" the hunter asked with concern etched on his face. Rose nodded, trying to downplay the pain and embarrassment of her accident. "No, it's just a small scratch. It's nothing to worry about," she replied, covering her bleeding finger with her other hand.

The hunter, however, wasn't convinced. He knelt down beside her, his eyes fixed on the tiny droplet of blood that had formed on the tip of her finger. He reached out, gently taking her hand in his, and placed his lips on the wound. The warm sensation of his touch immediately soothed the pain, and the hunter, sensing her reaction, pulled away slowly.

“I’m so sorry, Your Majesty, I didn’t mean to...”

“It’s quite alright, I assure you,” she whispered softly. “The pain has subsided, thank you. But, tell me, hunter, what are you doing in these woods at night? What kind of creature are you hunting?”

Rose's curiosity was piqued by the hunter's presence, and she found herself inadvertently drawn to his mystery.

“I’m not really hunting, actually, I came out here tonight to try and grab a few fireflies for my daughter. Ever since her mother passed, last year, she’s been afraid of the dark, and I’ve been trying everything to make her feel safe again,” he replied, his voice filled with a mixture of sadness and love.

Rose's heart ached for the hunter's loss, and she felt a connection with him that went beyond their initial meeting. She couldn't help but be drawn to his vulnerability and the depth of his love for his daughter. It was a side of him that she had never seen in any of the men from her royal upbringing.

The hunter, noticing the concern in her gaze, quickly changed the subject. “But, tell me, my lady, why have you ventured out into these woods alone? Aren't you afraid of the dark and the wild creatures that roam in these forests?”

Rose hesitated for a moment, then, with a deep breath, she decided to share her secret longing for adventure and freedom with the hunter. As she spoke, the hunter listened intently, his gaze never leaving her face. He could sense her genuine desire for something more in life, something beyond the confines of her palace walls.

"I must admit, I have always been envious of the stories I hear of my people's great adventures," Rose confessed. "The monotony of my daily life as a princess has grown increasingly unbearable, and my sense of longing for something more is almost palpable within me."

The hunter nodded his understanding, recognizing the frustration she must have felt. He, too, had known the suffocating feeling of longing for something beyond his daily life.

"I often find myself dreaming of wandering through lush forests, exploring vast landscapes, and discovering hidden treasures," Rose continued. "But alas, my reality remains far from these perceived escapades."

The hunter grabbed her hand in compassion. “I understand your longing, Your Highness. And I wish I could offer you a way to escape this life for a while, to experience the freedom and exhilaration you crave. But, alas, I am merely a humble hunter, with no power or influence to make such things possible.”

Rose looked at him, her heart yearning for the escape he represented. “But what if I told you that you hold the key to my freedom?” she whispered, a hint of mischief in her voice.

The hunter raised an eyebrow, curiosity piqued. “How so?”

Rose took the hunter's hand and led him deeper into the woods, toward a clearing that was bathed in the soft glow of moonlight. There, among the trees, she came to a halt and turned to face him.

“I want you to teach me about the pleasures of the night, about the sensations of the wild and the forbidden,” she said, her voice now filled with a seductive allure. “I want you to show me how to lose myself in the ecstasy of the unknown, to find the freedom I so desperately crave.”

The hunter's eyes widened at her proposal, but he couldn't deny the heat that rose within him at the thought of sharing such intimate moments with the princess. And so, with a nod, he agreed to her request, and their lips met in a passionate embrace, their bodies pressing against each other, their breaths mingling with the scent of wildflowers and moonlit air.

As they kissed, the hunter's hands began to explore the princess's body, caressing her smooth skin and sending shivers down her spine. Rose moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she allowed herself to be consumed by the powerful desire that was building within her.

The hunter's touch sent waves of pleasure coursing through Rose's body, and she could feel her desire for him growing with each passing moment. She reached up, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer as their kiss deepened.

With a growl, the hunter tore his lips away from hers, his eyes glittering with lust. "I want to show you just how wild and untamed you can be," he whispered, his voice low and seductive.

And with that, he picked her up in his strong arms, carrying her towards the soft, velvety grass that covered the floor of the moonlit clearing.

Beneath the hunter's gaze, Rose felt a wave of pure lust wash over her. She had never felt so alive, so free, as she did in this moment, with him holding her close and promising to show her the wild side of life.

As he laid her down on the grass, Rose's heart raced with anticipation. The hunter's eyes were dark with desire as he looked down at her, his breath ragged. She could see the desire burning in his eyes, and it only fueled her own passion.

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her neck, sending shivers down her spine. Rose let out a soft moan, her body arching against his touch. The hunter trailed kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, and then lower, until he reached the pulse point at her throat.

His fingers grazed the delicate fabric of her gown, sending a shockwave of desire through Rose and causing her breath to hitch. She reached up, her hands tangling in his hair once more, guiding his face back up to hers.

Their kiss was fierce as they explored each other's mouths with a desperation that bordered on madness. And as they kissed, the hunter's hands began to explore further, slipping beneath the delicate fabric of her gown to touch her bare skin.

He slowly removed her nightgown, revealing her naked body beneath. She was flawless, with a figure that he had only dreamed about. He ran his hands over the curves of her body, his fingers tracing the lines of her hips, her waist, and the swell of her breasts.

Rose let out a soft moan, her body arching against his touch. She was caught in a whirlwind of desire, unable to control the fire that was burning


























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
2

‘A Short Erotic Fairy Tale For Adults 18+
,‘f ,‘}_ ; N \ 1 j ;[;,_'A‘b 84\

- aughfy reimagining of the classic
“Sleeping .B’eauty” fairy tale.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





