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Page 349  

(Violates the Regulation with licking/sucking of breast, description of sexual 

intercourse, and climax.) 

She smiled despite that truth. “I’m ready to be kissed again, Prince.” 

He let out a dark chuckle and muttered, “Thank the gods,” before he lowered his mouth 

to hers. 

The kiss was gentle—light. Letting her decide how to guide it. So she did. 

Sliding her arms around Rowan’s neck, Aelin pressed herself against him, arching into 

his touch as his hands roamed along her back. Yet his mouth remained featherlight on 

hers. 

Sweet, exploratory kisses. He’d do it all night, if that was what she wished. 

Mate. He was her mate, and she was finally…With a growl, Rowan swept her into his 

arms, never tearing his mouth from hers as he carried her to the bed and set her down 

gently. Off came their boots, their jackets and shirts and pants. And then he was with 

her, the strength and heat of him pouring into her bare skin. 

She couldn’t touch him fast enough, feel enough of him against her. Even when his 

mouth roved down her neck, licking over that spot where his claiming marks had been. 

Even when he roamed farther, worshipping her breasts as she arched up into each lick 

and suckle. Even when he knelt between her legs, his shoulders spreading her thighs 

wide, and tasted her, over and over, until she was writhing beneath him. 

But something primal in her went quiet and still as Rowan rose over her again, and their 

eyes locked. 

“You’re my mate,” he said, the words near-guttural. He nudged at her entrance, and she 

shifted her hips to draw him in, but he remained where he was. Withholding what she 

ached for until he heard what he needed. 

Aelin tipped back her head, baring her neck to him. “You’re my mate.” Her words were a 

breathless rush. “And I am yours.” 

Rowan thrust into her in a mighty stroke as he plunged his teeth into the side of her 

neck. 

She cried out at the claiming, release already barreling along her spine, but he began 

moving. 



Moving, while his teeth remained in her, and she moaned with each drive of his hips, the 

sheer size of him a decadence she would never be able to get enough of. She dragged her 

nails down his muscled back, then lower, feeling every powerful stroke of him into her. 

Rowan withdrew his teeth from her neck, and Aelin claimed his mouth in a savage kiss, 

her blood a coppery tang on his tongue. 

He went wild at that, hoisting her hips to angle himself deeper, harder. The world might 

have been burning around them for all she cared, all he cared, too. 

“Together, Aelin,” he promised, and she heard the rest of the words in every place their 

bodies joined. Together they would face this, together they would find a way. 

Release crested within her once more, a shimmering brightness. 

And just when it broke, Aelin sank her teeth into Rowan’s neck, claiming him as he’d 

claimed her. 

His blood, powerful and wind-kissed, filled her mouth, her soul, and Rowan roared as 

release shattered through him, too. 

For long minutes, they lay tangled in each other. 

 

Page 537  

(Violates Regulation with stroke of genital through pants and descriptions of 

intercourse.) 

He ran his fingers over the scar. Over it, and then up her stomach. Up and up, her skin 

pebbling beneath his touch, until he halted just over her heart. Until he laid his palm flat 

against it, the curve of her breast rising to meet his hand with each unsteady breath she 

took. 

…So Dorian brushed his mouth against hers. Manon let out a small sound. 

Dorian kissed her again, and her tongue met his, hungry and searching. Then her hands 

were plunging into his hair, both of them rising onto their knees to meet halfway. 

She moaned, her hands sliding from his hair down his chest, down to his pants. She 

stroked him through the material, and Dorian groaned into her mouth. 

Time spun out, and there was only Manon, a living blade in his arms. Their pants joined 

their shirts and jackets on the ground, and then he was laying her upon his bedroll. 

Manon drew her hands from him to remove the glittering crown atop her head, but he 

halted her with a phantom touch. “Don’t,” he said, voice near-guttural. “Leave it on.” 

Her eyes turned to molten gold, going heavy-lidded as she writhed, tipping her head 

back. 

His mouth went dry at the beauty that threatened to undo him, the temptation that his 

every instinct roared to claim. Not the body, but what she had offered. 

He almost said yes, then. 

Was almost selfish enough, greedy enough for her, that he nearly said yes. Yes, he would 

take her as his queen. So he might never have to say farewell to this, so that this 

magnificent, fierce witch might remain by his side for all his days. 



Manon reached for him, fingers digging into his shoulders, and Dorian rose over her, 

finding her mouth in a plundering kiss. 

A shift of her hips, and he was buried, the heated silk of her enough to make him forget 

that they had a camp around them, or kingdoms to protect. 

He did not bother with phantom touches. He wanted her all for himself, skin to skin. 

Every thrust into her, Manon answered with a rolling, demanding movement of her 

own. 

Stay. The word echoed in each breath. 

Dorian took one of her legs and hefted it higher, angling him closer. He groaned at the 

perfection of it, and Manon swallowed the sound with a kiss of her own, a hand 

clamping on his backside to propel him harder, faster. 

Dorian gave Manon what she wanted. Gave himself what he wanted. Over and over and 

over. 

Manon’s breathing was as ragged as Dorian’s when they pulled apart at last. 

She could barely move her limbs, barely get down enough air as she gazed at the tent 

ceiling. 

Dorian, as spent as she, didn’t bother to try to speak. 

 

Page 570  

(Violates the Regulation with description of rubbing between her thighs.) 

Though unlike those months this spring, when Aelin set down her plate between her 

feet, she slid her arms around Rowan’s neck and his mouth instantly met hers. 

No, it was certainly not at all like their time at Mistward as she crawled into Rowan’s 

lap, not entirely caring that anyone might stride up or down the stairs, and kissed him 

silly. 

They halted, breathless and wild-eyed, before she could decide that it really wouldn’t be 

a bad idea to unfasten his pants right there, or that his hand, discreetly and lazily 

rubbing that damned spot between her thighs, should be inside her. 

 

Page 830  

(Violates the Regulation with descriptions of intercourse.) 

Rowan had taken the time last night to reacquaint her with certain parts of that body. 

And his own. Had spent a long while doing so, too. Until that haunted look had 

vanished, until she was writhing beneath him, burning while he moved in her. He hadn’t 

stopped his tears from falling, even when they’d turned to steam before they hit her 

body, and there had been tears on her own face, bright as silver in the flame, while she’d 

held him tight. 

Yet this morning, when he’d nuzzled her awake with kisses to her jaw, her neck, that 

haunted look had returned. And lingered. 

 

 


