
 





 



          Dear Diary Me, 
Day 1 

    So, my first attempt at seducing Xavier did not go as planned. But really, I 
hadn’t expected it to. The man is stubborn, but I am just as stubborn, if not more 
so…I will win in the end. 
    Really, there had been nothing wrong with my idea. And any normal man would 
have fallen right into my arms.  
 Well, at least I now know Xavier will come when called. Of course, why 
wouldn’t he? He is my bodyguard… Maybe I could suggest to Baylin that it 
would be safer if Xavier slept inside my bedroom. Ah, that would be too obvious. 
Baylin would probably give me one hell of a lecture.  
 A well placed hole in the wall would work just as well. I could always claim it 
was an accident or something…or I was trying to kill a spider, and things got out of 
hand. Of course, Xavier is a Arcadian, but arcanids are technically not spiders. 
No, a spider will not work.  
 If not a spider then…a centipede! Yes, a centipede! Those disgusting creatures 
deserved to die at all cost. And considering a hundred or so years ago, I set fire to my 
bathroom because there was one on the ceiling, who knows, they may just believe me.    
    Either way, calling him into my room when I was dripping wet and wearing 
nothing but a towel failed. But it was not a complete loss as I did get to hear a 
rather entertaining squawk from Xavier. I’m going to attribute that sound to me 
dropping my towel and bending at the waist to pick it up. The man was very much not 
opposed to the view. Unfortunately, asking if he would like to dry me with his body 
had sent him storming off. Pft and people call me odd. 

 
PS: That fire was completely justifiable, no matter what Baylin says, as 

centipedes are disgusting and deserve a fiery death. Besides, it was only a little fire.  
 

                      



          Dear Me,  
Day 2  

 While I know I shouldn’t be upset, I cannot help but feel frustrated that all my 
efforts went to waste. Today was so much worse than yesterday.  
 He laughed at me! Xavier fucking laughed! The bastard… Ugh, if I was evil I 
would throw his ass into the dungeon…naked. But, I’m not, which makes me regret 
all of my past decisions. Scratch that, I regret nothing.  
 All that said and done, attempt number two was an utter failure, to say the least. 
Apparently, Xavier was not interested or impressed by role-playing. Which is fine, 
but to actually laugh at me?!  That was too much. Does he even understand how 
hard it is to tie your own damn corset?! NO, of course not! If Xavier did, he 
wouldn’t have laughed. Not to mention, I almost broke my ankle wearing the damn 
heals.  
 And dear God, the effort that went into actually buying the outfit. Being locked 
away by two irrational people, Xavier and Baylin, made purchasing things without 
them knowing a pain in the ass. And as they check all my mail, buying online had not 
been an option. Nosy bastards. It was just rude. 
    Of course, if I’m honest…it was not that much effort on my part in the buying 
area. James did the actual buying, all I did was tell him what I wanted. To my 
surprise, the man has rather good tastes. Something I must keep in mind for the future. 
That blush when I asked though…it had been a true test of my will not to laugh.  
    Pretty much James was the only good part of my messed up day. See if I ever 
wear a skirt for Xavier again. God, what does a guy have to do to get laid around 
here?! 
 

Maid outfits = doesn’t work on stupid, frustrating men who have no concept of fun 
 



                            
               Dear Me again,                   

Day 3 
 Well, that went…horribly wrong. I thought that, maybe, just maybe I came on a bit 
too strong during my last attempt. So I thought surely simple was the way to go as Xavier 
did react when I bent over before. Which, who knows, it may have worked, if Xavier had 
been the one to actually see me. But Xavier had not been the one to see me, and I had a lot 
of explaining to do to Kellin.  
    Explaining as in threatening unimaginable pain if the man ever spoke a word of what he 
saw. Sadly, I don’t think Kellin finds me very intimidating. As to my unending 
frustration, he wouldn’t stop laughing. Then again, why would he, he had just seen my naked 
royal ass, among other things, sticking out from under the bed. I also may have been wiggling 
a bit. I should have made sure Xavier was actually in the other room. But how was I 
supposed he was out in the hall talking to Baylin?  
 Okay, there are many ways I could have known, for instance listening to the movement 
beyond my door. The scent could have clued me in as well, as Kellin smells nothing like 
Xavier…But this incident is completely Xavier’s fault. He should have told me he was 
going out into the hall. What kind of bodyguard leaves the room without saying anything? 
    You know, the fact that someone other than Xavier walked in did not bother me as much 
as who it was. I am confident appearance-wise, and my ass happens to be one of my best 
features.  
    Hell, Baylin has seen me nude before, along with plenty of others in the castle...There 
was also those few months, years ago, when I found clothes too constricting. It was an 
amazing time. Too bad it was ruined by winter…the council…Tristian and 
Aiden…Baylin returning from his vacation.  
    Speaking of Baylin, Kellin being married to the nudist hating ingrate, had put him at 
the top of my list of people who I did not want to find out what I was doing. The man tells 
his husband everything. And Baylin will most definitely not agree with my reasons for  
            trying to seduce my bodyguard. 

Note:  It was mostly winter. Castles are drafty. 
                                          Balls and cold do not mix. 



                            
             Dear Me, and whomever  
         dares to read this, 

Day 4 
    UGH! What has my life become?!  Am I getting old? Am I not young enough 
for him? Emphasis on the word young, as I am still young and always will be. But, 
how could he resist?!  -Whoever is reading this, sob here- 
    So while yesterday, Kellin, inconveniently walked in and ruined my plans, today 
went just as it was supposed to, up until Xavier growled at me and walked away.  
    I was in a thong! A black see through thong that was sparkly and up my ass!  The 
man saw everything. I made sure of it when I stopped bending over the bed, flipped onto 
my back and held up my legs. My knees were by my damn head, and he just left!   
    James went through the effort of picking out this expensive underwear of nothingness 
and string, and Xavier could not even be bothered to say, “Hey, your ass looks fucking 
fantastic in that expensive dental floss.” –Sob here as well- 
    My ass is perfect. I would know, I checked in the mirror… Maybe Xavier doesn’t 
like glitter. Who the hell doesn’t love glitter? Maybe I should just go after James. I 
mean, the man has good taste in clothes, and he is cute...But he is most likely 
exclusively a bottom, which would not work for me. And he’d probably defy all laws of 
immortal genetics and die of a heart attack if I hit on him. Though, it would be 
interesting to test that theory out. Not that I want him to die. Not that I even have 
a chance to test it out as for some reason James has started to run away when he sees 
me.  
 

Note: Find some whiteout. 



            Dear Me, and hopefully someone who  
      will stop me from murdering my PA,  

Day 5 
 Everything is James’ fault!  Everything!  Believe it or not, it is quite possible for 
immortals to get rashes. I have never itched so much in my entire life.  
 A flawless plan went up in flames due to no fault of my own. If James had not 
suddenly decided to be mysteriously absent, forcing me to improvise, then I would not have 
spent all day scratching every inch of my body. Apparently, edible body paint and glitter is 
not that easy to make. 
 Really, I was not asking for much. All I wanted to do was create swirls and designs 
on my body that Xavier could lick off. I wanted to look like a mermaid. The mer king 
and queen were even kind enough to send me pictures of themselves for reference.  
 On that note, I feel as if I have started something with them that I may not be able 
to finish. As my request for examples ended with them sending me some rather intimate 
photographs. Though…it would be nice to know the mechanics of some of the positions they 
were demonstrating. Something to think about at a later date.  
 I was so close. With Kellin’s help, I was all glittered up, and everything had been 
in place. It would have been nice if Kellin had not giggled the entire time. The brat, but 
he was an accurate brat. And in the end, I closely resembled a mer prince, for all of five 
minutes before my skin started to redden.  
 Kellin had of course left by then and under my instructions informed Xavier I wished 
to speak with him. So, as red as a lobster, body contorting to scratch at spots that were 
mostly unreachable, Xavier walked in. The man’s jaw had dropped, and his eyes quickly 
began to water in an effort to hold back the laugh that eventually boomed out. Needless to 
say, after the most clinical joint shower I have ever had, which entailed Xavier hosing me 
down, I am currently in bed where I plan to spend the rest of my day. James better be 
fucking dead.  

To do list: 
1. Send King Zeb and Queen Elia flowers 

 2. Kill James 
                       



         Dear Me,  
Day 6 

 Today was a vast improvement over yesterday. While Xavier is still not in my 
bed, I did prove over and over that he does, in fact, want me. 
 Still suffering slightly from the effects of my previous attempt, I decided a day of rest 
was needed. So instead of a devious plan, I went old school.  
 I wore the tightest pants I could find and a vest that just reached the top of them. 
Oh, and the vest happened to have a sizeable V-shaped neckline that ran all the way 
down with only two buttons at the very bottom to hold it ‘closed’. My nipples were in 
peril of popping out all day long.  
 Well, with the castle being a bit chilly, I cannot really be blamed for continually 
running my hands up and down my exposed flesh. And everyone has days where they are 
clumsy. Though, I cannot really remember ever having one myself.  
 Either way, Kellin is aware that when I speak, I can be quite animated. 
Therefore, me knocking the water pitcher out of his hand, drenching myself along with 
Xavier, did not deserve the disbelief that followed. Not that it wasn’t on purpose.  
 But I cleaned it up, what was there for Xavier to be so angry about? Well, I 
tried to. After carefully running the towel over myself, making sure not miss a single 
drop, Xavier sadly wouldn’t let me help him.  
 For some reason, I cannot remember if that was before or after I offered to lick all 
I spilled off of him. I will say this. It was very fortunate for me that Baylin was 
engrossed in his duties most of the day… Not enough for him to not notice my state of 
dress mind you.  
 I wonder if it is wrong that every time Xavier growled at me today I hardened. 
Nah, the man has a sexy growl. Mm and all those weapons.  
 

Flirting= Semi successful 
                      



          Dear Me, and death,  
Day 7 

 Xavier is a bastard! Why the hell do I even want him anyway? Well, his body is 
amazing, but that does not make up for the rest of him. He went back to not talking to 
me! And his sense of humor!  Court is a living hell!  Maybe I should just cancel it for 
now, preferably before I kill one of my subjects.  Oh, and he apparently decided that he 
has an uncontrollable need to flex whenever I look at him… 
 Last night had been a major miscalculation. After all the flirting, well my body was 
healed and he was staring at my ass most of the day, so I mean…What kind of 
bodyguard locks their charge in their room?!   
 So I may have snuck into his bed, naked. But Xavier was not even there when I 
did. He was in the shower. Honestly, I hadn’t even intended to be there when he came 
out. The plan was to rub my scent all over his bed and scurry away… However, when 
the man’s aroma surrounded me, my plan went awry and turned into me rolling around to 
drench my skin in the intoxicating smell.  
 So, I did not leave when I should have, and Xavier found me, which led to him 
throwing me into my room and once again locking the door. He is being so unreasonable, 
the man wants me and I want him, why is he fighting this?!   
 Is it a rule of being a bodyguard?  If so, not many follow it…at least not many of 
mine have. In fact, my first time was with one of my bodyguards. Of course, that man 
did try to kill me later as he turned out to be an assassin. It was a pity I had to kill him 
as he was pretty good…at sex that is, he was a terrible assassin. Yet, still better than 
any of the ones I have met lately. A shame, the profession used to mean something. 
 Sure it’s not exactly proper, but really, I can protect myself. My reign started out of 
chaos and death. Hell, Vadin was at war with several countries when I ascended the 
throne. Xavier having sex with me is not going to kill either of us. Unless, it’s just that 
good…but then death would be worth it. 

 
Life Goal: Death by sex 

 
 



                Dear Me, and diary of  
           awesome plans,  

Day 8     
 Today’s plan failed as well, but there was some progress. And that is all the matters.  
I was lucky that what I needed was easily obtainable, as James is still avoiding me. 
However, I did break a perfectly good pair of handcuffs which sucks, but sometimes to 
move forward sacrifices are necessary!   
 At least, they weren’t mine. Mine had been too hard to access as I could not come up 
with a plausible reason for venturing into my old room. But, that frustration was swept 
away when Kellin gave me a gift. And not just any gift, but a wonderful gift that I will 
use to my advantage and lord over Baylin for the rest of our lives.  
 That beautiful man gave me his personal handcuffs that he and his hubby use for sex! 
Pft, who could have guessed that Baylin had a kinky side?  Even if today had been a 
disaster that alone would make up for it. Oh, I can’t wait to use this information.  
 I do feel bad that I broke their handcuffs, but it couldn’t be helped. As Xavier did not 
bring me the key that I had ‘accidentally’ thrown across the room. Well, he did pick it up 
and walk it five steps closer, which was the progress I mentioned. However, then I think 
it finally clicked in his mind that I was not stupid enough to handcuff myself naked to my 
bed with the key out of reach. What followed was him growling once before throwing the 
key to the ground and running away.  
 Which is why I was forced to break the links. Kellin was not super happy about that. 
I, of course, kindly gave him a way to explain it to Baylin. But my suggestion that he 
melt them a little and say he lost control of his flame while practicing seemed to upset him 
more than the fact that I broke the cuffs. Kellin snapped that he wasn’t a child, and he 
hadn’t lost control in years. And the conversation went downhill from there, as that is when 
I said, ‘wait until you grow up, accidents will happen daily.’ I don’t think Kellin will be 
helping me anymore. 

To do list:  
1. Track down James 

2. Buy Kellin and Baylin new handcuffs 
  

                      



                  Dear Me, and anyone I show  
            this to for my own entertainment, 

Day 9 
 Today was a good day. In fact, I feel fucking accomplished. Yes, I failed again. And 
yes, it is frustrating. But, I finally got my hands on James. And I promptly made sure 
he sincerely regretted running away from me.  
 Taking into consideration the progress I made with the handcuffs, sex toys were 
naturally the next step. With so many thoughts running through my head, when I sent 
James to fetch what I needed, I conveniently forgot to tell him about the considerable stash 
that I keep in a trunk in my old room. 
 Not wanting him to buy the wrong products, as that shit is expensive, I, of course, went 
into explicit detail on the primary purpose of each toy, going over shape and the various ways 
they are used. That, of course, led to about a four-hour discussion on brand, and the vast 
history of vibrators, anal plugs and a variety of other items. It was very informative, and 
there were many, many, diagrams and pictures.  
 I am sure James will thank me later when his future partners compliment him on his 
techniques. You know, considering the effort I put into tracking him down, James should 
just be thankful I didn’t make him help me set up. Not that I needed help. I know my 
way around anal plugs, vibrators, gags, nipple clips and cock rings. Something I informed 
James of. I don’t think he appreciated my honesty.  
 The scrap of leather I put on my ass that covered nothing was a bit difficult to get on. 
Difficult in that the mass of straps made it a bit confusing on what went where. But it 
was needed to keep the anal plug and…other things in. Now putting the leather 
wristbands, collar, and anklets on was easy. As for attaching it to the chains I wrapped 
around my bed, well I was fine until the last link.  
 Xavier’s reaction…damn, it had been hot as fuck. His pupils had dilated as his eyes 
widen and his breathing had become heavy and labored. Unfortunately, he hadn’t taken a 
step forward. But, the amount of time he spent standing and staring made up for that.                                                         
           Still not the right approach apparently. 

Goal: Make myself irresistible…maybe even edible. 

  
  
 
 



                    Dear Me, and whoever  
             makes whipped cream sticky,   

Day 10 
 If someone were to ask me to describe today in one word, I would say sticky. Sticky in a 
terrible way, as the stick was not due to a sweaty activity that ended in a mind-blowing 
release, it was due to a fluffy substance that shoots out of a can.  
 Progress! That is what I need to focus on. However, it is difficult considering my 
failures. But I was close…Xavier had only been a few steps away from the bed this time. 
His hand had even been reaching out towards me before he fled. It is possible that if I had 
gone with a different position and design that I would now be basking in the afterglow of a good 
hard fuck.  
 Well, I can hardly be blamed. James, the little asshole, disappeared again. And Kellin 
just kept glaring at me in an adorable chipmunk like way, that I could not have possibly have 
asked. So tragically abandoned by both James and Kellin, I did my best. But, sadly, 
certain things cannot be accomplished with one person. And whipped cream slides.  
  So maybe spraying an arrow on my lower back pointing to my ass had not been the most 
elegant choice. But, I mean, I did put a nice, large swirled dollop of whipped cream right at 
the start of my ass crack. There was even a cherry on top. Xavier should have dived in!  I 
mean, my perfectly formed arrow showed how flexible I am.  
 I did attempt to go for something with more dignity. My attempts were the reason I was 
sticky as all hell by the time I was ready. Which is what I get for not washing off the 
whipped cream properly. Though, really, it is not nearly as sexy as you would think spraying 
the cream on your nipples and junk. I just looked utterly ridiculous.  
 But come one! I was on my stomach and looking over my shoulder when Xavier came in. 
I even licked some cream off my finger. It was all very arousing.  Though… maybe it was 
good it failed, as I’m not sure how comfortable sex would have been with how sticky I was.  

 
INSERT    DIAGRAM  

HERE 
 

 
                                                                 

                      



 

                    Dear Me, and the  
              wonderful gods of alcohol, 

Day 11 
 I may have run out of rational ideas. I am not really sure if today's whatever I did 
would be considered a seducksion attempt. While my actions certainly entretaned Kaiden, 
none of it was really planned. Which means I am amazing for coming up with…something. 
But anyway, I just happened to have a very emportanse meeting with various kings and 
queens, and iplumats of the many kingdoms around the world.  
 Which, shhh secret time, is just a big fancy party and an excuse for everyone to get drunk 
in a safe ervomoment. But, hey, everyone needs to unwind. And you know what? I fucking 
unwinded. In fact, I still feel unwinded and a bit dizzy. I may throw up...but I haven’t 
yet, so everything is okay. Wait, is unwinded a word? It must bee, as I am using it, so it 
must be real as I am king.   
 I cannot even believe that Xavier and Baylin wanted to cancel my party. Can you 
believe them? I had to actually put my foot down and tell them they were not interfering with 
my iplomadicts relations.  
  I do not think that Xavier was happy when I slid my foot up Kaiden’s leg during 
dinner. He got all growly and entimdateing. It made me want to jump him.  
 Kaiden seemed a bit shocked by my actions and words at first, but rearitating… 
rear…rearii…irearitat… IRRITATING!!  Irritathing or not, the man is an 
intelligent indevidueal, so he caught on quickly. And he sure as hell took avantage. Not that 
I can blame him, I mean I am pretty hot. But really the man did not have to squeeze my 
ass quite so hard. Rude! Rude is what it was!  Also, that stray finger was uncalled for. 
See if I ever dance with him again. I did say some things…but I cannot rmember what, but 
I am sure it was all innocent.   
 I am pretty sure all day long Xavier was either thinking about killing me, killing Kaiden 
or killing us both. You know, I feel as if I acomptlimshd something. Not sure what, but   
 something. 

Goal: Figure out what I actually did today…when the booze wear off. 
 



 

               Dear Me, and mystical creature  
    that may or may not live in my diary, 

Day 12   
 Today is the day that I am finally going to get Xavier on top of me. Or under, either 
works for me. My plan this time will not fail like all the rest. 
 Though, everything has been leading up to this. The other attempts failed or not, were 
important as each had, most likely, pushed Xavier closer and closer to the edge. But yesterday 
showed me the path forward. Yesterday also marks the beginning of an extended period of 
avoiding Kaiden. Not sure how I am going to accomplish that, as he will be at council 
meetings, but I can try. Which, is not important right now, as I now know what will finally 
get Xavier to take that last step.  
 It is so simple. Well, not that simple as it could end up exploding in my face…in a not so 
fun way. And it will not work if Asa says no.  
 I probably should have told him what I wanted when I called. And I suppose making him 
come to a place he hates just so I can get laid is not something that I, as his friend, should be 
doing. Maybe I should tell him not to come…surely there is someone else I can ask. Nope, 
nope, I cannot think of anyone who I trust enough to keep their mouth shut. 
 Well, too late now as according to his text, the man is already here. Wish me luck, non-
existing being that resides in my diary.   
  
Dear awesome sex gods, 

 

IT   WAS    AMAZING!!!! 
 

    



 


