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Chapter 1 — The Infertile Window

He was close. The familiar heat gathered low in his belly, the world narrowing to the place where their bodies met.

“Reggie.” His voice, but not the tone he wanted. Not the tone that meant yes, there, don’t stop. It was the tone that meant remember the law.

“I know,” he said, but he didn’t stop moving. Her legs were locked around his hips, her hair spread across the pillow, and she was so wet, so ready, and he was so close —

“Reggie.” Sharper now. Her hand against his chest. “It’s not the right time of the month for this.” She loosened her leg lock. Pushed his chest back.

He groaned and dropped his forehead to hers. “It’s okay, it’ll be fine —”

“We can’t.” She said it gently, drawing her hips back. “You know we can’t.”

“Fuck,” he said, stopping his thrusts. “I know.” He pulled out of her slowly, feeling every inch of the hated withdrawal — the loss of heat, the protest of his own body, the way her breath caught as he left her.

He was still pulsing with the need of it, the ache sharp in his groin. His cock stood slick and angry, untouched, and he bit back another curse.

Emilia was already moving. She rolled him onto his back with a firm hand against his chest, and he went without resistance, too wound up to argue. She lay between his legs, her hair cascading over his thighs, and took him into her mouth.

He groaned — a low, broken sound — as the heat of her tongue wrapped around the head of his cock. She didn’t rush. She knew his body as well as her own, knew the precise pressure that made his hips lift, the exact angle that stole the breath from his lungs. She worked the tip with her tongue in slow, spiraling circles, her lips sealed tight, her hand wrapped around the base where her mouth couldn’t reach.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Emilia —”

I didn’t take much. She took him deeper, her hand moving in counterpoint to the rhythm of her mouth. He could feel the texture of her tongue along the underside of his shaft, the slick heat of her saliva, the gentle scrape of her teeth when she pulled back “Fuck, it’s cumming…” he groaned.

She took him all the way, her nose brushing his belly, and held him there while he clutched the sheets, feeling the tight, perfect channel of her throat, the way her tongue worked him even as she swallowed around him. He came with a hoarse cry, his hips bucking, his release hot and pulsing down her throat. She stayed with him, taking every drop, her hand gentle on his balls, until the last tremor passed.

Then she lifted her head, slow and careful, and met his eyes. Her lips were wet. Her cheeks were flushed. She looked at him with a tenderness that made his heart crack.

He reached for her, his hand finding her hair, drawing her up his body. He turned his face into her hair, breathing her in, and felt the slow, steady beat of her heart against his ribs.

She rested against his chest, and he stroked her hair.

“I wish I could come inside you,” he said into the silence.

“You can in nine days, my love,” she said.

“I’m king,” he grumbled. “I should be able to do whatever I want.”

She sat up now, and looked at him frankly. “But you can’t.”

“I know.”

“I need you to take this seriously, Reginald.”

His full name. He knew very well what that meant.

“I do. I will.”

“The Common Charter is the law of the land,” she reminded him. “We both need to respect it. The heir must be born of a commoner. So as soon as you plant your royal seed in a common girl, and put a proper heir there, then we are free to do whatever we want.”

“Yes, yes,” he said.

“Until then,” she continued, making sure he was listening, “getting me pregnant would be seen as a grave insult to the commonfolk. And I for one do not wish to have a revolution. Do you want a revolution?”

“I suppose not.”

“So then we will pull out, even if we don’t wish to.”

King Reginald sighed. “But for how long? When can we begin trying for an heir?”

Queen Emilia lay back on the bed. “The mages are drawing up the list of candidates as we speak.”

King Reginald shook his head. “I wish I could just be with you,” he muttered, and the queen let out a laugh.

“Poor boy,” she sympathized. “A series of eager eighteen-year-old virgins coming to your chambers. Something tells me you’ll find a way to suffer through it.”


﻿Chapter 2 — The First Candidate

Emilia found him in the solar before breakfast staring at his chess board. He played against himself, which Emilia had always found strange, but she supposed that kings were entitled to the eccentricities.

Put her cup of tea down next to the board and sat.

“Her name is Calista,” she said.

Reginald looked up from the board. “Whose name is Calista?”

“The first candidate. She’ll be coming to your chamber tonight.”

King Reginald fiddled with his robe sash. “And she’s… willing?”

“Of course, Reggie. You’re the king. Every girl we approach is thrilled to have the opportunity to bear the heir.”

Tess, the serving girl poked her head in. “Begging pardon, your majesties. Breakfast is served.”

“I’m not hungry,” the king muttered.

“Shall I just throw out all the chef’s hard work then?” Tess asked. It was more familiar than most servants would dare be, but she had been in the palace since she was a child, and the king regarded her with great affection.

“No, I’m sorry, I’ll come. Let me just figure out this move first.” He frowned at the board.

Tess stepped closer and took a peek. “How about knight takes bishop? That’s… mate in four.”

The king laughed. “No, that won’t work because…” he examined the board, his frown deepening. “Oh!” he exclaimed.

He lifted his eyes to speak to Tess, but she had already gone.

∞∞∞

Calista arrived in the late afternoon, when the light through the bedroom windows had softened to amber. She was quite pleasing to the eye, with dark hair pulled back from a face with a gentle sweetness. A wide mouth. Eyes that met his then quickly lowered to the floor. A slender body, with small breasts and narrow hips. Of modest height.

She wore a simple dress of pale linen, and she’d come alone — no escort, no hand-wringing attendant. She stood in the center of the room, her hands clasped loosely in front of her. She didn’t fidget. She didn’t look around at the furnishings or the fire or the bed — the large bed, the obvious bed, the bed that dominated the far wall and made its purpose unmistakable.

“So you’re Calista.”

“I am, Your Majesty.”

“Well… welcome.” The king was discomfitted to find himself feeling a bit awkward. He had received many a dignitary, many a common petitioner, and always comported himself with perfect royal grace. Yet for this, he did not seem to have an innate sense of the protocol.

The simplest thing would be to simply command her onto the bed, but that felt so brutish. “So, um… how would you like to get started?”

“Shall I prepare the royal staff?” she asked, without raising her eyes.

“Oh, well, um… yes, I guess that would be appropriate. Uh…” He went over and sat on the bed.

She still just stood there, eyes lowered.

Waiting for his command, clearly. “You may approach,” he said magnanimously.

She padded over and knelt in front of him, her skirts pooling on the floor. Her hands were small and cool when she reached for the fall of his trousers, working the laces with a concentration that made her brow furrow. Reginald watched her fingers, the slight tremor in them the only sign of nerves. She freed his cock with careful, almost reverent movements, drawing it from his smallclothes into the candlelight. It was already half-hard, thickening under her gaze.

Calista looked at it, then up at him, as if checking that she had permission to proceed. He managed a shallow nod.

She began not with her mouth but with her hands. One wrapped around the base of his shaft — too loose at first, then too tight, adjusting until she found a grip that made him exhale sharply. The other cupped his royal jewels with a featherlight touch that was almost ticklish. She stroked him slowly, exploring the texture of his royal staff, the way the skin shifted over the rigid core beneath. Then she leaned forward and pressed her tongue to the underside of his shaft and dragged it from root to tip in one slow, wet line.

Reginald’s hips jerked. He bit back a groan.

She repeated the motion, this time circling the crown with her tongue, tracing the ridge where head met shaft. Her licks quickened, saliva slicking his length, her breath warming the damp skin. She kissed the tip — a chaste, closed-mouth press that almost made him laugh — then opened her lips and took just the head inside.

Heat. Wetness. A soft, uncertain suction.

This was nice.

He clutched the bedsheets. She was clumsy, her jaw working awkwardly to accommodate him, her tongue a little too rigid. But the attentiveness in her dark eyes as they flicked up to his face was its own kind of pleasure. She pulled back, a string of spit connecting her lower lip to his cock, and licked it away before descending again, taking him deeper this time with a gagging flutter that made her throat tighten around him for half a breath before she retreated.

Reginald reached down and caught her chin, lifting her mouth off him. Her lips were slick and pink, her cheeks flushed. “This is your first time?” he asked.

She nodded, and he saw a flash of uncertainty in her eyes, as if unsure if it was a trick question.

“You have a fine facility with it,” he said, and her flush deepened to crimson, spreading down her neck. “I have an older sister,” she said. “She advised me.”

He let his thumb trace her lower lip. “Then give your sister my compliments. And my thanks.”

A smile blossomed on her face, and when she dipped her head again, she resumed with fresh ardor. Now her strokes were firm and sure, her mouth kissing and sucking with a steady rhythm. She used both hands briefly when she needed to rest her jaw, pumping him while she licked at the weeping slit, gathering the pearl of fluid on her tongue. The wet, eager sounds filled the chamber. Reginald felt the tension coiling low in his belly, his stones drawing tight, the promise of release building too fast.

He gripped her shoulders and pushed her back, harder than he meant to. She looked up, startled, her mouth open and wet.

“If we don’t wish the royal seed to spill in your mouth rather than your womb,” he said with a laugh, “we’d best stop.”

She giggled. “Yes, Your Majesty.”

“You may disrobe now.”

He saw anxiety flash over her face, but she stood.

He could see she was battling her own self-consciousness as she reached for the ties of her pale linen dress. Her fingers worked the simple knots with a tremor that Reginald found unexpectedly endearing. The fabric slipped from her shoulders and fell around her feet, leaving her in a thin shift that clung to the delicate architecture of her frame. For a heartbeat, she stilled, her gaze flicking up to meet his—a flash of anxiety, quickly mastered. Then she drew the shift over her head and let it drop.

She stood bare before him.

Reginald’s breath deepened. She was slender, as he’d expected from the shape of her, but the sight of her nakedness struck him with its particular loveliness. Her breasts were small and set high on her chest, the nipples a warm rose-brown and tight from the air’s kiss. Below the neat cage of her ribs her belly curved inward, a soft hollow, before flaring into hips that appeared promisingly strong and fertile. The dark thatch of hair at the juncture of her thighs was neatly kept, and through it he could trace the suggestion of her sex—the plush seam of her private lips pressed tenderly together, hidden yet present. His cock, which had softened slightly during her hesitation, now filled again to an aching hardness, the shaft lifting against his belly.

“Truly lovely,” he said, the praise low and genuine. “Go to the bed. Lie down, Calista.”

The nervousness flashed across her face, and she crossed the space to the grand bed, climbed atop, and lay on her back, her hair fanning across the pillow. She looked up at him, composed and surrendered. Her hands were at her sides. Her breathing had quickened, just slightly.

He followed her to the bed and stood over her for a moment, gazing down at her — at the way her breasts rose and fell, at the slight parting of her lips. Then he said, “Spread your legs for me.”

She obeyed, her thighs falling open, revealing the pink slickness of her sex, already glistening. The sight of her — open, waiting, offered — made his cock twitch.

He climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between her thighs. He guided his cock to her entrance, and saw her face tense.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did.

“It may hurt for a moment, but this is in service to the kingdom.”

She nodded.

And then he pushed inside her in one slow, unbroken stroke.

She cried out — a raw, startled sound. Her eyes closed, her fingers clutching the sheets, and he felt her body stretch around him, hot and tight, gripping him as if she’d been waiting for this moment her whole life.

He gave her a moment to adjust, then began to move. Slow at first, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in, each thrust deeper than the last. Her breath came in gasps, her hands finding his forearms, holding on.

He fucked her with a steady rhythm, the bed creaking beneath them, her small breasts bouncing slightly with each thrust. He watched her face — the flush spreading across her chest, the way her lips parted, the way her eyes fluttered open to meet his.

“I’m going to fill you,” he said, his voice tight. “I’m going to put the next heir in you. Do you want that?”

She looked up at him, her eyes suddenly filling with desire. “Yes please,” she breathed. “Please give me the royal seed. Deep inside me.”

He drove into her one last time, as deep as her body would take him, and held there, his whole length buried in the clutch of her sex. His cock swelled, then pulsed, his royal seed surging in deep jets straight into her womb. He stayed buried, grinding hard as the last shudders faded, letting her soft walls milk every drop from him, his forehead pressed to hers, both of them breathless.

He stayed there, inside her, the weight of his body covering hers, the wet warmth of their joining a seal on what they had just done. Her hands lay limp at her sides.

He pulled out slowly and lay beside her, both of them breathing hard. Calista pulled her knees back and kept her legs tight together, holding the seed in. She turned her head on the pillow to look at him. Her face was soft now, the composure replaced by something gentler. Satisfaction, maybe. Peace.

“Thank you,” she said.

He smiled at the ceiling. “I should be thanking you.”

“Do you think…?” she stopped herself.

“That the seed took?” He looked at her now. “Nothing is certain. But you did an admirable job. You did your duty for your kingdom. Whether or not we have bred the next heir today, you should be proud of yourself.”

And he could see from her face that she was.


Chapter 3 — The Queen’s Instruction

Two weeks later they received the news.

Emilia sat down across from him at the breakfast table. “Calista has bled,” she said, then took a sip of her tea. “The mages confirmed it an hour ago.”

Reginald set down his bread. How could it be? She had seemed so fertile. He had come into her so deep.

He sighed. “So when is the next one?”

“Tonight.” Emilia’s gaze was steady over the rim of her cup. “Her name is Lena. She’s a year older than Calista — nineteen, I think. Eager. Very eager. She practically vibrated when I interviewed her.”

The king laughed. “Eager is good.”

The queen took a sip of her tea, her expression unreadable. “Hmm,” she said. “We’ll see.”

∞∞∞

Lena arrived trembling.

Calista had been nervous, but this girl… Eager?

Perhaps once, but the anticipation of her imaginings seemed to have morph into terror now that she was actually here.

She was small — smaller than Reginald had expected — with fair hair and wide brown eyes that darted around the room before settling, with visible effort, on his face.

“Your Majesty.” Her voice cracked on the second syllable. She curtsied, wobbled, caught herself.

“Lena.” He kept his voice gentle. “Um… I had been told that you had been pleased to be invited here.”

“Oh, I am Your Majesty. Very much.”

“You don’t have to be nervous. We’ll take everything very slowly.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.” She swallowed. “I apologize for any display of nervousness on my part, Your Majesty. There’s no offense intended, Your Majesty.” She curtseyed again.

The king laughed. “It’s okay, Lena. It is a very important duty you’re performing today. It is natural to be somewhat overwhelmed by the weight of it.”

But now how to begin? He had trouble imagining this fluttering bundle of nerves having the stillness to prepare the royal staff.

He clapped his hands together. “Then why don't we jump right into it, shall we? Come here.”

She crossed to him and took his hand, her fingers cold and slightly damp. He didn’t rush. He drew her closer slowly, giving her time to adjust to his size, his presence, the reality of what was about to happen. When he kissed her gently on the mouth, she stiffened for a moment, then parted her lips, a small sound escaping her throat.

“There,” he murmured against her mouth. “That’s better.”

He guided her to the bed and undressed her carefully, piece by piece, narrating as he went — I’m going to unfasten this now — Let me help you with this — There, that’s lovely — until she was naked beneath him and trembling for an entirely different reason. Her body was slight, almost delicate, her breasts small and pink-tipped, the hair between her legs a soft brown curl. She was beautiful in the way young things are beautiful, and she was terrified, and she was trying so hard to be brave.

Her body was slight and trembling beneath his hands, and couldn’t resist reaching down and running his fingers over her. Her skin had an almost oily smoothness and he realized she had been prepared for him – rubbed down with oils, and so on. Vaguely, he wondered by whom.

He felt his cock hardening – they were ready. “All right,” he said, “let’s see if we can’t put an heir in you.”

He climbed on the bed and positioned himself over her, guiding the head of his cock to her entrance. He was hard, a bead of moisture on the tip of his cock, and when he pushed forward he expected to slide into her warmth.

He met resistance. A tight, unyielding wall that made her gasp and grit her teeth with pain.

He frowned. This wasn’t just tight, this was virtually closed. “It always hurts a little at first. Just relax.”

She nodded, her teeth clenched and eyes squeezed shut, and he pressed forward again.

He got no further.

“Uh…” he said.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “Please, try again.”

“Uh, I’m afraid the royal staff has gone soft.”

And indeed it had. The resistance and the look of pain on the poor girl’s face were sorely dampening the royal ardor.

“Please,” she said again. “I’ll do better.”

She didn’t seem to have a full understanding of the issue. Reginald tried stroking his cock a bit to harden it, and he managed to draw in some measure of solidity, but when he pressed toward her again and met the same resistance, again the great mighty oak of his manhood wilted like a dying daisy.

“Uh, you might have to help me a bit,” he said. He shifted position and presented his cock to her mouth. “Take me into your mouth.”

She stared up at him. He must have made an impatient expression, because she quickly said, “Yes, Your Majesty,” and took the head of his soft cock in her mouth.

Then he knelt there for an awkward moment, as it dawned on him that she didn’t really understand what he was requesting. No worldly older sister for this one, apparently.

“Uh, suck it, please.”

She looked confused, but began sucking. It felt… adjacent to pleasure. In the right realm, at least.

“Use your tongue. Run it over the tip.”

She complied immediately, and that definitely helped. He felt his cock begin to firm in her mouth, and as it did he moved his hips a little, and now things were heading in the right direction.

“Good, that’s very good. Keep doing that,” he murmured, and she began getting the idea that what she was doing was working, and started sucking hard, and then she was sucking too hard, and he said, “Softer, please. In between.”

And she found a pressure that was adequate, and her tongue felt nice. He didn’t even try to coach her to slide up and down on his shaft – he didn’t want to panic her with a new technique – so he handled that part, gently fucking in and out of her mouth as she sucked.

“That’s very good,” he told her, “keep doing that,” and the look on her face – hopeful eyes, his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, along with adorable little soft sounds she was making – further fueled his enthusiasm. Soon he was fully erect, and felt ready to try again.

“We’re going to try again,” he told her, still sliding in and out of her mouth. She nodded and grunted.

“All right,” he said, and quickly moved down between her legs again. He cock was hard, ready, and he positioned it and thrust forward.

“Ow!” she squeaked, and again he hit a wall of flesh.

“Fuck,” he muttered, feeling the weight begin to drain from his staff.

It would not do, so he took hold of it and began pumping away.

“Will you try again?” she whispered.

“Quiet,” he said. He pictured Emilia, her legs open for him, arms reaching, and imagined the warm tight folds of her sex enveloping him. He kept pumping away at his cock, imagining his wife, until he felt his seed rising.

“I’m cumming,” he announced, and pressed his cock toward Lena’s sex. The first squirt exited partially and painfully, hitting Lena’s resistance, and he was forced to pull back, the next shots squirting onto her pussy.

Onto, but certainly not in.

Once the last of his seed had left him, he slumped on the side of the bed. He stole a quick glance at Lena’s sex, dripping with his seed, and knew he had failed.

Lena lay there for a moment. “Do you think your seed planted?” she asked.

Oh poor, foolish girl.

“We’ll just have to hear what the mages have to say,” Reginald answered.

Though he was more worried about what Emilia would say.

∞∞∞

Emilia was waiting in the solar. She didn’t look up from her papers when he entered.

“So how did it go?”

“Go? Oh, quite well, I think.”

Emilia scribbled a few more notes then looked up at him. “That’s not what I heard.”

“It was hurting her,” Reginald protested.

“Oh, Reginald, she’s a virgin. It always hurts. Just shove it in.”

The king sat. “Emilia, you don’t understand. It was like trying to penetrate a stone wall. I might as well have been fucking her elbow.”

The queen put down her quill. “Did you use your mouth to prepare her?”

The question landed like a dart. Precise and targeted.

“She was nervous,” Reginald said. “I didn’t want to overwhelm her.”

“You used your mouth on me the first time. Do you remember? Our wedding night. I was nervous too. Every bride is nervous. You spent twenty minutes with your head between my legs before you even tried to enter me, and by the time you did, I was so ready I practically pulled you in.” She set down her papers. “Why didn’t you do that for her?”

“Because —” He stopped. He didn’t have a good answer.

“Because you were uncomfortable,” Emilia said. “Because she’s a stranger and you’re still adjusting to the idea of touching strangers the way you touch me. I understand. But here’s the thing, Reggie.” She stood and crossed to him, her voice dropping. “You have hands. You have a mouth. You’re a grown man who knows exactly how to prepare a woman for penetration. The law doesn’t care how you get there. The law cares if she’s pregnant.”

“She was just so nervous. I just wanted to make it quick.”

“Reggie,” she said gently. “You’re a good man and a gentle man and I love that about you, but you have to be tougher. These girls are here to do a job. Help them do it.”

∞∞∞

The following night, Lena was brought back.

The girl looked bewildered, glancing between the king and the queen as if trying to figure out which one of them was about to reprimand her.

“It’s all right,” Emilia said gently. “You’re not in trouble. But things did not quite complete correctly last time, so this time I’m going to help.”

Lena’s eyes went wide. “Your Majesty, I apologize if I —”

“Shh. No apologies. We’ll get it right this time.” She turned to Reginald and bowed, showing him an unfamiliar degree of deference in front of this commoner. “Your Majesty. Clothes off, please, and sit on the bed.”

He complied, because there was no point in arguing with Emilia when she was in this mode. Naked, he sat on the edge of the bed, his cock hanging limp between his legs. Emilia turned back to Lena.

Emilia’s voice softened into something almost gentle, but there was steel beneath it. “Now, let’s kneel between his thighs, Lena. Come.”

Lena moved as though in a dream, letting Emilia take her arm and kneeling on the rug beside her. Reginald watched them from above — two women in position, two faces upturned toward him, and his cock began to stir.

“Before coupling,” Emilia said, “both partners must be fully prepared. We’ll start by preparing the king.” Then she smiled lightly. “You may find that the act of preparing him serves to begin preparing you as well. Now watch my mouth.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to the base of his shaft, then dragged them slowly upward — not taking him in yet, just kissing along the length, a deliberate, sensual demonstration. Her tongue flicked out at the head, tasting, before she pulled back.

“Do you see?” she asked Lena. “He needs to feel you everywhere. Your hands, your lips, your tongue.”

Lena nodded, her eyes fixed on Emilia’s technique. Then she leaned in and mimicked it — lips at the base, a soft kiss, then another higher, her tongue tracing the vein that ran along his shaft. Reginald’s breath caught. The feel of her mouth was different from Emilia’s — tentative, eager, learning. She reached the head and pressed a kiss there, her lips parting slightly, and he felt her warm breath on the most sensitive part of him.

“Good,” Emilia murmured. “Now tongue flat. From base to tip. Slowly.”

Lena did it. Her tongue was soft and warm as it dragged up his cock, a slow, wet slide that made his cock twitch and caused a drool of precum to emerge from the tip and roll onto Lena’s tongue. She said, “Oh!” and pulled back.

She smiled at Emilia. “It’s salty.”

“Do you like it?”

Lena nodded. “I think so.”

“Then tell him.”

Lena looked up at King Reginald. “I like the way you taste, Your Majesty.”

“Now continue,” Emilia said. “This time take him in your mouth. Just the head. Suck gently.”

Lena’s lips parted and she wrapped them around the head of his cock. Her hand came up to grip the base, uncertain. She sucked lightly, similar to yesterday, without any up-and-down.

Emilia gave her an indulgent smile. “That’s good, but you have to move. Like this.”

Emilia took him into her mouth and worked his cock with hard-earned skill. The king sucked in a breath.

The queen pulled off, her hand replacing her mouth at the base of his cock. “You see? You understand fucking, right? Well imagine your mouth is your sex — the in-out is important. Up and down. Take as much as you can.”

Lena nodded, her eyes blinking with determination. She leaned forward, replacing Emilia’s hand with her own at the base, and took him between her lips once more. This time she didn’t stay still. She slid down, taking the head into her mouth, then a little more, feeling the thickness stretch her jaw. She began fellatio at that point, a bit slower than Emilia’s, certainly less assured, but pleasing nonetheless.

“Are you using your tongue?” Emilia asked, and Lena grunted at the reminder, and presently King Reginald felt Lena’s tongue sliding and swirling along his shaft as she sucked.

It was quite lovely, and the king put his hand on the back of her head, guiding the speed and pulling her in a little deeper. Too deep, then, because she gagged and pulled away coughing.

“Your Majesty, sire,” Emilia rebuked him tartly, “let’s treat our guest more gently, shall we?”

“Yes, sorry, my queen.”

“It’s fine,” Emilia said. “Now, Lena, on your back on the bed. Skirt up.”

Lena scrambled to comply, her movements eager and  less self-conscious now. She arranged herself on the bed, the pillows lifting her hips so that she was open, exposed, waiting. The sight of her like that — spread before them, her dark hair fanned out, her small breasts rising and falling with quickened breath — made Reginald’s cock twitch.

Emilia turned to him. “You. Kneel between her legs. We’ll warm her up this time.”

He moved without thinking, positioning himself between Lena’s thighs. Her legs fell open willingly, and he saw her — the soft folds, the dark hair, the glistening evidence of her arousal. She was beautiful like this. Vulnerable and open.

“Now, Your Majesty,” the queen instructed, “you know what to do.”

The king lowered his mouth to Lena’s pussy, and she let out a small gasp.

He felt confident in this, though he noted differences from Emilia – Lena had an earthier, more wild flavor, her inner lips were a bit larger, the bud at the nexus of her pleasure seemed to be a bit smaller, and he had to probe with his tongue to locate it under a layer of skin.

But as he exercised his royal talents, he heard gasping and moaning that was familiar enough, though when he glanced up from his labors, he was a bit astonished to see Emilia lying next to her, hand slipped into her shift at her breast, kissing her neck and whispering in her ear.

The odd sight sent a jolt of pleasure into his cock, and he watched fascinated, and she saw Lena turn her face to Emilia and the two women share a tender kiss.

When they broke from the kiss, Emilia looked down at Reginald. “Slide a finger inside her, now. Make sure she’s ready.”

The king complied, and though it was tight, he was able to get a finger inside, and began to feel her loosening as he finger fucked her, still licking her clit, watching Emilia massage her breast and nibble her ear above.

Lena’s breathing was becoming ragged. Her hips shifted, and she emitted a series of  soft, desperate sounds. She was close — he could feel it in the tension of her thighs, the way she pressed against his mouth.

“She’s going to come,” Emilia said. “Don’t stop. Not until she’s finished.”

He didn’t stop. He pressed his tongue harder, steadier, and Lena’s body arched off the bed, a cry tearing from her throat as she came against his mouth. Her inner walls squeezed his finger, her hips rocking through the climax, and he kept his tongue on her until she softened, trembling.

“That’s her first of the night,” Emilia said, and there was satisfaction in her voice. “Now. Inside her. Slow.”

He rose up, his cock heavy between them. Lena was still gasping, her eyes glazed, but she looked at him with a trust that made his chest ache. He positioned himself at her entrance and pushed forward.

She cried out, and Reginald hesitated.

“Your Majesty,” the queen said sharply. “Continue.”

It was tight – quite tight – but this time her body didn’t resist him. She was slick from her orgasm, and he managed to get a couple inches in, then draw back and get a couple more. The heat of her surrounded him, tight and perfect, and he had to stop himself from thrusting immediately.

“Slow,” Emilia said. “Try to get it all the way. That’s it. She’s taking you beautifully.”

He adjusted his angle, pushed deeper until their pelvises were pressed together, and Lena’s eyes fluttered closed. Her hands found his hips, and she began to move with him — a tentative rhythm that grew more certain with every stroke.

“Tell me how it feels,” Emilia said. “Both of you.”

“Full,” Lena whispered. “I feel so full. It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

“Good,” Emilia said. “Reginald?”

He couldn’t find words. The only answer was a groan as he pressed deeper still, and Lena’s legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in.

“Now come inside her,” Emilia said, and her voice dropped into something primal. “When she’s ready. When you’re both ready. Fill her.”

He wasn’t going to last. He could feel it building — the pressure, the need, the biological imperative that had driven him since he was a boy suddenly focused into this single act. He thrust harder, faster, and Lena met him stroke for stroke.

“I’m going to —” he started.

“Yes,” Emilia said. “Now. Both of you.”

Lena’s body clenched around him, her second orgasm ripping through her as she cried out. The rhythmic clamping of her cunt pulled him over the edge — his cock pulsed hard, buried to the root, and then he was spilling, the first hot jet of his seed surging deep into her womb. He felt each pulse of his release, a deliberate, biological surge, as if his body knew exactly what it was meant to do. The primal satisfaction of filling her, of planting his royal line in the fertile cradle of her body, overwhelmed everything else, his hips rocking gently, instinctively, to press every drop as deep as it would go.

For a long moment there was nothing but breathing — ragged, desperate, intertwined. He collapsed between Lena and his wife, and they lay tangled together, he and Lena gasping for air, and Emilia stroking their hair

“Well done,” she said softly. “Both of you.”

Lena was the first to move. She sat up slowly, her face transformed — the trembling girl who’d arrived an hour ago was gone, replaced by someone calmer, brighter, almost luminous.

“Thank you,” she said. She looked at Emilia. “Thank you. Both of you.”


Chapter 4 — What She Wouldn’t Give

Tess was in the room when Emilia delivered the news.

It wasn’t unusual — she served breakfast most mornings now, had moved from general kitchen duty to something closer to a personal attendant, largely because Emilia had noticed Reginald’s mood improved when Tess was in the room. The queen did not miss details like that.

“Lena is pregnant.”

The king’s face brightened, but then fell when he saw she wasn’t smiling.

“However, it will not be an heir.”

“It’s sexist, that’s what it is,” Tess muttered, and both king and queen turned to her, surprised.

She quickly brushed a handful of crumbs off the table and gathered the used dishes. “My apologies, Your Majesties, for speaking out of turn. It just seems to be like any child should be a legal heir. Gender shouldn’t matter.”

“Well that’s not what the charter says,” Queen Emilia said sharply. “The Common Charter, I might add. Imposed on us by your people.”

“Of course, Your Majesty,” Tess said with a curtsey.

“Anyway,” Emilia said, “now addressing the king. There will be a Celia coming to your chambers tonight. You should like her – she has ginger hair.”

Tess’s eyebrows shot up. “Tess the blacksmith’s daughter?”

Emilia looked at her. “Yes, I believe her father is a smith. Why?”

Tess curtsied again. “No reason. I should resume my labors.” She scurried off.

∞∞∞

Celia was indeed a ginger-haired beauty, slender and graceful, and King Reginald felt his cock swell at the sight of her.

She stood with a degree of confidence that he had not seen in the last two girls, which he took as an encouraging sign. He had already resigned himself to a long period of warming her up – which had its joys, but was more effort than a king should be typically expected to expend – but this one was no tight bundle of nerves. She might in fact be ready to go.

“You may disrobe for me now,” the king commanded, and she curtsied and slipped off her dress. The fabric whispered to the floor, and she stood naked before him, utterly unashamed. Her breasts were small and high, pale as cream, each tipped with a rosy nipple that tightened in the cool air. A neat triangle of copper curls adorned her mound, the same vivid shade as the waves spilling over her shoulders, and her waist tapered to slender hips that flared just enough to promise a lushness beneath her girlish grace. She stood easy on her bare feet, spine straight, not a flicker of self-consciousness in her green eyes. The king’s breath caught. His cock, already half-hard from her entrance, surged to a straining fullness that pressed insistently against his breeches. This one was not a trembling flower but a woman who knew her own value—and she was glorious.

“You may get on the bed now and spread your legs,” he said magnanimously.

“Yes, Your Majesty.” She curtsied again. “But, about that…”

She made no move for the bed.

Now, the briefest anxiety flickered across her face as she spoke. “While it would be my greatest honor to receive the king’s seed, I am afraid I am promised to another. A young farmhand. I could not, I fear, sacrifice my maidenhead without proving myself the most grievous form of liar.”

The king just stared at her. He had not prepared for this. “But… you agreed to be here, did you not?”

She was choosing her words careful. “My parents… do not know of my engagement. I had no choice but to agree, lest I have to explain my reluctance.”

“But that’s also lying.”

“A lesser lie, I hope.”

It was all quite awkward. After all, Reginald had obligations too.

She stepped forward. “That is not to say I would leave His Majesty frustrated. It is still my pleasure to serve you, even if I must guard my maidenhead.”

She had his attention now.

“How did you mean?”

“Well… if you wished to discover it, you might find that I am quite adept with my mouth.”

“Oh.”

“If you wished to sit on the edge of the bed?”

King Reginald hurried to the edge of the bed, stumbling over his trousers as he yanked them off. He sat there, cock tall and proud, awaiting her approach.

She came.

She knelt.

She knew what she was doing. The fellatio was a warm, wet, swirling wonder of moans and sensation. She teased with just her tongue for what felt like ten minutes, until his cock was bursting with pressure, the skin stretched and purple. Finally she took him inside, inch by glorious inch, that lovely tongue swirling the whole time, until finally he slipped into her throat and her nose pressed into his pubic bone, and he let out a rapturous moan.

She slid up and down his cock like that, tip to base, for another ten minutes, saliva pooling and bubbling at the bottom and oozing over the royal jewels, which she then rubbed wetly with her hands. It felt incredible, but somehow she knew just the pace to sustain – within minutes he was at the peak, but she kept him there, never pushing him over, in a state of continual ecstasy.

“Holy fuck, Celia…” he groaned. It was almost an unbearable amount of pleasure.

She pulled her mouth off and gazed up at him, stroking his saliva-slick shaft with perfectly calibrated pressure, and said, “I have an idea. Would you like to hear it?”

Reginald nodded.

“Since you can’t fuck my pussy, would you like to fuck my mouth like it’s a pussy?”

Reginald nodded again. “Yes, please.”

Celia smiled and climbed onto the bed, placing a pillow behind her head. “Fuck my mouth as hard as you want, Your Majesty. Take all the pleasure you need from my mouth, and please cum down your throat when you’re ready. Even if I can’t have your seed in my womb, I still want it inside me.”

Reginald’s cock twitched, and he eagerly got on his knees straddling her chest and aimed his cock at her mouth.

He thrust forward, and she rose up to meet him.

“Holy fuck!” he groaned again.

It was very much like fucking a pussy, but in some ways better, as she sucked and tightened her lips around him with every upstroke in a way that not even the most talented pussy could do.

Celia drew him deeper with each forward roll of his hips, her mouth a tight, wet heat that seemed to pull him in. Her hands cupped his ass, fingers digging into the muscle, urging a faster rhythm. Reginald hesitated, pulling back slightly to glance down at her face—he didn’t want to suffocate the girl—but her eyes were bright and fierce above his glistening shaft, and when she nodded, a sharp, impatient jerk of her chin, he let the last of his restraint dissolve. He pushed forward, past the ring of her throat, into a velvet vise that clenched around him in steady pulses. The pleasure was absolute, a drowning warmth that left no room for anything but the slick, urgent slide of his cock. He lost himself in it, in the hungry little sounds she made each time he bottomed out, in the way her throat worked around him, swallowing him deeper still.

He was close. He could feel it building as he rutted into her throat, lost in a haze of pleasure. And then suddenly her hand on his ass shifted, and her finger probed his asshole. He grunted in surprise, but then–fuck, that felt good, and it sent him over the edge.

The orgasm hit before language could reach his mouth—hit like a wave that started at the base of his spine and crashed through every nerve in his body. His cock pulsed in her throat, and she held through it, swallowing around him in rhythmic contractions that prolonged each spasm, milked each throb. He came in waves—first sharp, then deeper, then a last shuddering pulse that left him hollowed out and trembling. She took all of it, throat working, hands steady on his thighs, not pulling back until he was spent and softening and making sounds that might have been her words or might have been whimpers.

When he finally pulled off of her, she smiled at him and wiped the corner of her mouth with one finger, a gesture so composed it was almost prim.

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” he managed to choke out.

“Was it almost as good as a pussy?”

It was. Though he had a feeling he was going to hear about this.

∞∞∞

“A blowjob?” Emilia said.

“That’s a vulgar word.”

“I beg your pardon, Your Majesty. ‘Fellatio’, then, if you prefer. Should I have the mages examine her now? Do you suppose you came hard enough to pass through her belly into her womb?”

“She was not at liberty to sacrifice her maidenhead,” Reginald said. He tried to sound forceful, but his voice came out apologetic.

“So you take it. You’re king. It’s your right.”

“Now, I… I didn’t want to do that.”

The queen sighed. “You wasted a candidate, Reggie.”

“Then she shouldn’t have been on the list. That is not my fault.”

The queen silently conceded the point. She turned away again, facing the window. “Go. I need to think.”

He didn’t go. He stood in the center of the room, watching the rigid line of her shoulders, the way her hands were gripping her own arms.

“Emilia,” he said.

“What.”

“You’re outside your fertile window.”

She turned and glared at him. “So?”

She went still.

“So… we can. Right now. I didn’t get to in Celia, but I could in you.”

She stared at him. “Are you mad? I’m angry at you.”

“So it will be an angry fuck.” He gave her a charming smile.

“You are a rogue and a fool,” she said.

“That doesn’t sound like no.”

She looked at him a moment longer. “Hurry. Before Tess comes in.” She tugged off her undergarments and sat on her desk.

He hurried over, loosening his trousers. It had only been an hour since his last, powerful orgasm, but he was always hard for Emilia, and she was wet enough for him, and within a moment he was inside her, his favorite place to be.

“Oh, fuck, Emilia.”

“Just fuck me.”

He didn't need to be told twice. He drew back until just the swollen head of his cock remained inside her, and then he drove deep, burying himself to the hilt in one rough stroke. Emilia gasped, her fingers curling into his back, and Reginald set a pace that was both rough and tender. This was the frantic, desperate rhythm of years of suppressed desire — the hard slap of his hips against her thighs, the wet sound of her pussy taking him again and again.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice a ragged whisper. “Right there. Don’t stop.”

He wouldn’t have been able to stop if the castle were crumbling around them. He was too far gone, lost in the tight heat of her, the way her inner walls gripped him with every thrust. He watched her face, her lips parted, her cheeks flushed, her eyes half-closed but never leaving his. That was what did it. The raw, open want in her eyes.

His mind went blank with lust and something far more tender. He was rarely allowed this. With a broken groan, he slammed into her one last time, his cock buried to the root, and let himself tip over the edge.

The orgasm started deep in his balls, and then his shaft pulsed hard, the first blistering jet of seed flooding his wife’s beautiful cunt. He cried out, a guttural, helpless sound, his hips jerking as he emptied himself. Pulse after pulse, thick and hot, spurting against her cervix, filling her with his release. He felt every spasm, every clench of her pussy milking him for more, her body was eager to take everything he had to give. Her legs tightened around him, her own orgasm cresting a moment after his, and she cried out his name.

He leaned forward, still shuddering with the last ripples of release, and kissed her on the mouth, his breath a ragged storm. Their eyes locked, and in that endless moment, with his cock still buried in her warm, wet depths, his seed dripping around the sides of his shaft, he felt nothing but love. Pure, overwhelming, terrifying love.


Chapter 5 — The Wrestler

Next up was Margoline, and Margoline was different.

She walked into the king’s bedroom like she was walking into a tavern, looked him up and down with frank appraisal, then gave a shallow curtsy and said: “Your Majesty” with all the reverence she might give a barkeep.

“Margoline,” Reginald said. “Welcome.”

She was pretty, though a bit more solidly built that the king tended to prefer. Dark curls, strong legs, large breasts.

“So where do we do this?” she asked.

“Uh, the bed, typically.”

She nodded and headed over, sitting on the side. She gazed at him. “You’re coming?”

He didn’t come just yet. “Just to confirm: you’re a virgin?”

She laughed. “I am. I guess I’ve seen so many farm animals do it, and my older sisters… Do most girls come in here all a-tremble?”

“Most.”

She shrugged. “I was always told sex is fun. I came to have fun.”

So the king shrugged too. He headed over to the bed, and as soon as he was in reach she grabbed him and pulled him down and she was on top of him, and her laugh was the loudest, brightest sound he’d heard in weeks.

“You’re stronger than you look,” she said, straddling his hips.

“You’re faster than I expected.”

“I know.” She leaned down and kissed him — hard and quick. “Now take your clothes off. I’ve been waiting my whole life to see a king naked.”

The clothes came off. Margoline pulled her dress up over her head and her breasts bounced free, round and full, nipples erect and ready as the rest of her. Reginald’s breeches hit the floor and her eyes dropped immediately to his cock, already half-hard and rising.

She looked at it. She looked at him.

“It’s not bad,” she said, and the casual appraisal — like she was inspecting a horse or a sword — made him laugh despite himself.

Then her hand was on his chest and she was pushing him, and he let himself fall backward onto the bed, and she was climbing over him, and her thighs were warm and muscular on either side of his hips and she was grinning down at him like she’d just won a wager.

“I’m going to ride you now,” she announced, reaching down between them. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft — firm grip, no hesitation — and she positioned him at her entrance. He felt the heat of her, the slick wetness that was already there, and she didn’t wait, didn’t pause for him to adjust, just sank down onto him in one smooth motion that made them both gasp.

“Gods,” he breathed.

Her eyes were tightly closed.

“Does it hurt,” he asked her.

“Just a little.” She opened her eyes, and began to move.

She set a hard, fast pace from the start — no slow build, no gradual warming. Her hips rolled and snapped, and she rode him with the athleticism of someone who treated sex the way she treated everything else: a challenge to be met, an exercise to be enjoyed. Her breasts bounced with each thrust. Her grin never wavered.

Reginald laughed. Actually laughed — the sound surprised him, bubbling up from somewhere he’d forgotten existed. Here he was, the Prince of the Realm, flat on his back while a farmer’s daughter fucked him like she was breaking in a new stallion, and he couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt this light.

“What’s so funny?” she demanded, not slowing.

“You,” he said. “This. All of it.”

“I’m hilarious. Now pay attention.”

He paid attention. He reached up and caught her hips, and she was strong but he was stronger, and he rolled them — one fluid motion that flipped her onto her back with him still inside her. Her eyes went wide for just a heartbeat before the grin returned.

“Not bad,” she said.

He grinned. Then he thrust into her — hard, deep, all the way to the hilt — and her words dissolved into a sharp gasp. Her legs came up, wrapping around his waist, ankles locking behind his back.

“That’s nice,” she managed. “Do that again.”

He did it again. And again. And again. He fucked her hard and fast, and she met every thrust with her hips tilting up, taking him deeper, her head thrown back and her mouth open and her laughter turned to moans.

“Harder,” she demanded, her voice gone rough. “I’m not going to break. Harder, princeling, come on—”

“Shut up and fuck me back,” he growled, and the words felt good in his mouth, felt like something he’d never been allowed to say before.

“Oh, now you’re talking.” Her nails raked down his back. “More. More. Fill me up, make it take, I want to feel you spill inside me—”

Her dirty talk was crude and confident and utterly effective. He felt himself thickening, felt the pressure building at the base of his spine. Her pussy clenched around him, wet and hot and welcoming, and she was close too — he could see it in the flush spreading across her chest, in the way her inner muscles started to flutter.

“Gonna put the heir in you,” he said, and the words were a revelation — he’d never said anything like that before, never let himself want it out loud. “Going to fill this pussy up and watch you swell with my child—”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, yes—”

She came. She came loudly, unselfconsciously, her whole body arching off the bed and her cunt clamping down on his cock in rhythmic pulses that dragged him right over the edge with her. Her cry was triumphant, almost a shout, and he drove into her one last time and let go — his release surging deep inside her, pulsing, filling her the way they both wanted, the way the Charter demanded, the way that in this moment felt like nothing but pure animal joy.

He collapsed onto his elbows, breathing hard, still buried inside her. She was still pulsing around him, little aftershocks that made them both twitch.

Her hand came up and patted his cheek — a gesture so absurdly casual that he almost laughed again.

“That,” she said, sounding deeply satisfied, “was fun.”

They lay panting on the bed, side by side, staring at the ceiling. Margoline was the first to speak.

“Not bad for a king,” she said.

“I’m going to throw a pillow at you.”

“You’d miss.”

He threw the pillow. She caught it.

“Told you.”


Chapter 6 — Three to Please the King

“Margoline is pregnant,” Queen Emilia told him at tea a couple weeks later.

“Wrong gender again,” the king said. He could see it on her face.

She nodded and took a sip of her tea. “Probably for the best. I question the quality of the soil in which you planted that seed. We need a future monarch, not a professional wrestler.”

Tess appeared at the doorway. “Um, Your Majesties?”

The king gave her a smile – she had a way of brightening his mood, but it was the queen who spoke. “What is it, Tess?”

“Uh, the… candidates have arrived.”

The queen stared at her. “Candidate.”

“Um, candidates. There’s three of them.”

The queen frowned. She grabbed her paper, scanning it. “Oh, for Gods’...” She shook her head. “These mages are raving incompetents.”

“Shall I send two home,” Tess asked.

“Yes, of course,” the queen said.

The king raised a timid finger. “Well, actually…”

∞∞∞

They entered in a cluster. The tallest one, a striking girl with dark hair and a direct gaze, stepped forward first.

“Mira,” she said, and didn’t curtsy. “I was told to arrive at noon.”

“So was I.” The second girl was softer — fair hair, rounded features, a sweetness in her voice that didn’t quite mask the steel beneath it. “Sarah. The letter said noon.”

“The letter said —” The third girl, smaller and sharper than the others, he dark hair in braids, brandished a crumpled piece of paper. “Katrin. My letter says noon. Three letters. Three noons. Somebody in the scheduling office needs to be fired.”

The king paced in front of them. By this point he had done this enough times that his confidence was growing. It had been a mistake, yes–but there was no reason he shouldn’t enjoy it.

“Loyal subjects,” he said. “The palace apologizes for the scheduling mishap, yet here we are. A decision has been reached at the highest levels of the royal council” (by me, Reginald thought to himself) “that you will all have the opportunity to bear the heir today.”

The girls look at each other. It was Katrin who spoke. “Um… how would that actually work.”

“Well I’ll only plant my seed in one of you. But I’ll give each of you the opportunity to make your case for why you should be chosen.”

Mira stepped forward. “Well my bloodline tends to breed strong, healthy stock. Going back as far as my great-grandparents–”

“Yes, yes,” the king interrupted, “I’m sure you all have wonderful bloodlines. You’re all quite pretty. What I meant was, you would have the opportunity to see who could please me the most. And that girl will have the honor of my seed.”

They exchanged looks, understanding now.

He saw the way their bodies tensed, viewing each other as rivals. That pleased him, and he felt a stirring in his loins. “So who will be first?”

Mira’s hand shot up.

“See girls,” he said to the other two, “the mother of royalty must know how to seize the initiative.”

Reginald barely had time to disrobe before Mira had dropped her dress and came striding forward. She was lean and athletic, small breasts set high on her chest, the muscles of her stomach taut, the dark triangle of hair between her thighs already glistening with arousal.

She pushed him back toward the bed and straddled him without preamble, one hand guiding his cock to her entrance. He was only half-hard — there’d been no time, no buildup — but she was wet enough that she took him in anyway, sinking down with a sharp exhale through her nose. The heat of her was startling. She was tight, almost too tight, and he felt himself stiffening rapidly inside her as her body adjusted.

“God,” he breathed.

He saw her gritting her teeth against the pain, and she began to move. There was nothing tentative about it — she rode him with the focused intensity of someone who intended to win, her hips rolling in a rhythm that was almost punishing. Her thighs flexed. Her nipples were dark and tight. She watched his face the whole time, trying to figure out what pleased him. The other two women — Sarah and Katrin — watched from by the window, though Reginald barely registered them. Mira had filled his entire field of vision.

“You like that?” She ground down, taking him deeper, and he felt the head of his cock press against something that made her eyelids flutter. “I can tell you like that.”

He gripped her hips. She was relentless — a machine of competitive fucking — and he was simply along for the ride. Her breathing grew ragged. The muscles of her stomach tightened in visible bands. Then she threw her head back and came with a sharp, triumphant cry, her pussy clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses that he could feel in exquisite detail. “Come for me. Come inside me. I’m fertile — I can feel it. Put a royal heir in me right now.”

Reginald’s cock throbbed inside her. The offer was almost enough — Christ, it was almost enough — but it was hardly sporting.

He squirmed out from under her, his cock sliding from her wet channel.

“The other girls have to get their turns,” he gasped. “Before I decide.”

Mira made a sound of frustration, and shot a scowl in the direction of the other two. She retreated to the bed’s edge, not bothering to cover herself, settling against the headboard with her knees drawn to her chest and her expression saying I’ll wait.

Sarah rose from her chair.

Where Mira had been all sharp angles and fierce energy, Sarah was softness — curves that yielded, hair that fell in waves around her shoulders, a way of moving that suggested she’d never hurried in her life. She undressed slowly, methodically, folding each garment before setting it aside. Her breasts were full, her hips wide, the hair between her legs a lighter shade than the chestnut on her head. When she climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipped under her weight.

She didn’t straddle him like Mira had. Instead, she knelt between his legs and lowered her mouth to his cock.

“Mira left you wet,” she observed, her breath warm against his sensitive skin. “Let me clean that up.”

Her tongue was soft and thorough. She licked him from base to tip in long, patient strokes, tasting Mira’s arousal on him without any apparent self-consciousness. Reginald groaned, watching the top of her head move, her hair falling forward to brush against his thighs.

He heard Mira mutter a quiet swear to herself, realizing she was outmatched, and he had to suppress a chuckle.

Sarah took her time. There was no urgency in her mouth — just a quiet, enveloping attention that made him feel, impossibly, like they were the only two people in the room. It was delightful.

When she finally lifted her head, her lips were pink and glistening. She crawled up onto the bed and lay on her back, spreading her legs and pulling him toward her, and this time when she positioned his cock at her entrance, she did it with a gentleness that made his chest ache. She was wet — he could feel it, warm and slick — and she took him in slowly, her eyes never leaving his.

“Hi,” she whispered, when he was fully inside her.

Something in Reginald’s throat tightened. “Hi.”

He began to fuck her and she moved in counterpoint — not Mira’s fierce, driving rhythm, but something slower, deeper. A rolling motion of her hips that felt less like fucking and more like a conversation. Push and yield. Give and take. She pulled him deep into her: her breasts pressed soft against his chest, her arms wrapped around his shoulders, her breath warm in the hollow of his throat. She smelled like lavender. Like morning.

“This is nice,” she murmured, and the simple sincerity of it almost undid him. He kissed her mouth on instinct, and she kissed back, purring with pleasure as she did so.

They moved together in that slow, rolling rhythm. Reginald found himself matching her pace without thinking about it. His hands traced her nipples, the curve of her lips. Sarah’s breathing deepened. Her eyes stayed open, watching him with an expression of tender focus.

“Will you come inside me,” she whispered. “I’ll be such a loving mother to your heir.”

“No,” he said, and his voice was rough. “Not yet.”

She nodded, accepting this, and didn’t resist when he pulled off her.

She climbed off the bed and demurely returned to her spot at the window, and Katrin came forward, and as she did she broke out into a broad smile. She stripped, tossing her clothes in random directions, clearly enjoying the contrast with Sarah’s careful folding. Her body was long-limbed lean, her breasts small and freckled in a way that was endearing, her red hair a riot of curls that she shook out as she approached the bed.

“When you come inside me,” she announced, climbing up to kneel between his legs, “I want it to be a lot. Scooch forward a little.”

She guided him to the very edge of the bed and then kneeled. “If we want a lot of royal seed,” she said, “this is where it’s made.” She cupped his balls gently, her fingers exploring the weight of them, and then her tongue followed — wet, inquisitive, maddeningly slow. “Right here.” She drew one testicle into her mouth, suckled gently, and Reginald heard himself make a sound that was embarrassingly close to a whimper. “You’ll have a lot for me, won’t you? A whole kingdom’s worth.”

Reginald groaned as her tongue gently roved over his balls. She dribbled some saliva onto her hand and reached up and jerked his cock at the same time.

“Oh, Katrin,” he moaned.

“And my sister told me…” she placed a hand on his chest, pushing him down onto the bed. Then her hands pressed his thighs back, and then her tongue traced lower — past his balls, to the skin right below, which felt nice, then lower than anyone had ever gone before.

When her tongue touched the tight ring of his asshole, Reginald’s entire body went rigid with shock.

“What— Katrin!”

“Shh.” She licked him there in slow, deliberate circles, and the sensation was so strange and so electric that he couldn’t form words. Pleasure sparked up his spine in unexpected cascades. He did feel, impossibly, like more seed was building — his balls drawing up, his cock aching, a pressure gathering low in his belly that was different from anything he’d felt before. Katrin worked him playfully, her tongue teasing and retreating, one hand stroking his cock in lazy counterpoint.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh. That’s something.”

“You’re going to fill me up so well,” she murmured against his skin. “I can feel it. You’re going to have so much seed for me.”

Then she climbed up his body and positioned herself over him. When she sank down onto his cock, she let a gasp of mixed pain and pleasure. She was tight and hot and so wet that he slid into her without resistance.

“See?” She began to move, sliding up and down on his cock, his pussy squeezing him tight. “You’re going to cum for me? C’mon, give it to me. All of it.”

Part of him wanted to object–wanted to evaluate all the girls and make a final decision. Another part wanted to heed her desire and cum right now.

Yet another part of him was greedy.

“It’s true what you said about where the royal seed is produced?” he asked her in a gasp.

“That is science, Your Majesty,” Katrin said.

“Mira,” he commanded without looking in her direction. “On your knees. Your tongue on the royal jewels.”

Several seconds later, there was no tongue on his royal jewels, so he craned his neck to find her. “Did you not hear my command?”

She scrambled from her spot by the headboard and crouched on the floor, negotiating her face into just below where Katrin was riding him, and then he felt a tentative, probing tongue on his jewels.

“Gentle. And wet,” he said. “Ow, not the pointy part of your tongue. That’s better.”

Feeling her tongue massage his balls while he was buried in Katrin’s pussy was quite lovely.

“Lick the royal bunghole, too,” he commanded. “That was… pleasing.”

A moment’s hesitation and then the electric feeling of her tongue probing his asshole.

“Ah, that’s good,” he groaned, sharing a smile with Katrin. “Keep doing that. Your tongue all over.”

Someone was missing. “Sarah! Come here. You helped get me to this place, you should share the moment.”

Sarah climbed onto the bed behind him.

“This is a glorious moment,” he reminded them. “The conceiving of the next sovereign. And you are all here to share in it!”

“Does that mean you’ll cum in me?” Katrin asked eagerly.

The king nodded. Sarah lowered her mouth to his ear. “Do it, Your Majesty. Shoot your royal seed deep inside her.”

“Yes, King,” Katrin said. “Please give it to me. Give me all of it!”

The dam broke.

He came with a force that shattered him, a great, rolling detonation that started at the base of his spine and erupted through his cock in scorching pulses. Mira’s tongue drove deep into his asshole at the same instant, a slick, probing pressure that sent electric jolts straight to his balls, milking him from behind while he emptied into Katrin’s greedy heat. “Give her every drop of your seed, Your Majesty—fill her up,” Sarah purred into his ear, her breath hot, her voice a silken command. His seed flooded out in rope after rope, thick and copious, pumping directly into the clutching mouth of Katrin’s womb. Katrin let out a feral, triumphant cry, her inner muscles clamping down in sharp, rhythmic spasms, wringing him utterly dry as pulse after pulse filled her. He throbbed inside her, his climax prolonged by the relentless dance of Mira’s tongue and the dark, honeyed coaxing of Sarah’s whispers, until he felt hollowed out, spent, a vessel completely emptied. Katrin collapsed onto his chest with a soft, delighted laugh, her breath coming in pleased little huffs against his neck as she kept him buried to the hilt, her pussy still fluttering in possessive aftershocks.

“There,” she said, sounding immensely satisfied. “That’s how it’s done.”


Chapter 7 — The Girl Who Was Always There

“Katrin,” Emilia told him, “has bled.”

The king stared at her over his scone. “That’s impossible. Do you know how much royal seed I pumped into her?”

“Yes, dear, I’ve seen how much you can ejaculate.”

“But this was even more! I had a tongue in my–”

Emilia raised an eyebrow.

“Ear,” the king finished. “It was quite erotic.”

The queen sighed. “Nevertheless. Perhaps the girl was barren. It happens.”

“All right then, who’s next?”

“The list is finished. We’ll have to find more candidates.”

The king sighed.

Then a small voice from the doorway said, “Are you open to volunteers?”

It was Tess.

The king just stared at her. “Tess, you don’t have to…”

Tess bowed her head. “With all due respect, Your Majesty, I have admired you for a long time. You’ve taken me into your home, always been kind to me.” Her eyes met him. “I would love the chance to try.”

“Are you even eighteen?” Emilia asked.

“Just turned,” Tess said. “Last week.”

Reggie looked at Emilia, who shrugged.

“If you wish to try.”

∞∞∞

Tess. The serving maid. The girl who brought his breakfast and traded barbs with him and said things like you’re not half bad at this without ever leaving her station. He’d known her since she was a child, seen her grow from scrawny kitchen help to sharp-witted household staff, who’d listened at doors and said exactly what she thought and never, not once, treated him like a king.

She came to his bedroom that evening.

She didn’t kneel like Calista. She didn’t tremble like Lena. She didn’t negotiate like Celia or challenge him like Margoline or compete for his attention like the three from the scheduling disaster. She just — stood there. In the doorway. In a clean dress that was the nicest thing she owned but still obviously a servant’s dress. Her hair was down. Her feet were bare.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“This is strange.”

“Very.”

She crossed to him, and he realized he was nervous. Genuinely nervous, in a way he hadn’t been with any of the others. Because this was Tess. Because she knew him. Because if he did this wrong, he wasn’t just failing a candidate — he was failing someone who’d been part of his life for five years.

He reached out and put her hands around her waist. That slender waist that he just now realized was beautiful.

“What are you thinking?” she asked him.

“That you’re the most beautiful young creature I’ve ever seen.”

She blushed at that, which made him smile.

“What are you thinking?” he asked her.

She thought about it. “The same thing,” she said.

He laughed. “Liar.”

“No, really, word for word: ‘beautiful young creature’…”

He laughed again and pulled her close and kissed her.

It was different. Everything about it was different. She kissed like someone who’d been imagining this for years and had finally, finally stopped imagining. Her lips were soft and certain, and when she opened her mouth to him there was no hesitation, no performance, no strategy. Just Tess. Just the serving maid who made him laugh at breakfast and told him the truth even when it stung.

“I’ve wanted to do that for years,” she murmured against his mouth.

He undressed her slowly. He wanted to savor this. Wanted to remember it. The way her breath caught when he unfastened the top button of her dress. The way her skin flushed under his fingers.

When she was naked, he laid her on the bed and looked at her. Really looked. Her body was young and firm but graceful—more like a dancer than a kitchen maid. Her dark hair cascaded over the pillow. And her eyes gazed up at him unafraid.

He leaned down and kissed her again—softly at first, then deeper when her hand came up to cup the back of his neck. Her mouth opened beneath his, and the taste of her was minty and delightful, and she moaned into the kiss and it made his chest ache. Five years of mornings. Five years of her sharp tongue and her quick smile and the way she always knew whether he needed tea or silence or someone to tell him he was being an idiot.

His lips traced the line of her jaw, then lower, to the pulse beating fast at her throat. She tilted her head back, giving him room. Giving him everything. He kissed the hollow where her collarbone met her shoulder, and she made a small sound—not quite a gasp, more like surprise that her own body could feel something so keenly.

“Reginald—”

“Hush.” He looked up at her. “Let me. Please.”

Her eyes were bright, wet at the lashes, but she nodded. “All right. Yes. Go on, then.”

He kissed lower. Her breasts were small and perfect, and when his mouth closed over one nipple she arched up into him with a sharp inhale. He took his time there—licking, sucking, learning the shape of her with his tongue while his hand cupped the other breast, thumb circling the tight peak. Her fingers threaded into his hair and held him there pulling him close.

“God,” she breathed. “I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

He grinned. “There’s more.”

He kissed the soft curve of her belly, feeling the muscles beneath flutter. Her skin was warm and smelled faintly of soap and kitchen herbs. He kissed her hip bone, then the inside of her thigh, and her legs fell open as naturally as breathing.

He paused there, looking up at her from between her thighs. Her dark curls were damp already, her pussy glistening with the evidence of her arousal. She was beautiful everywhere. Of course she was.

“What are you…”

“I want you to enjoy this.” He pressed a kiss to the crease of her thigh, working his way toward her hot center. She was slick and hot and tasted like the sea. He explored her slowly, deliberately, mapping the folds of her with the flat of his tongue before circling the hard bud of her clit. She jerked beneath him, a broken moan escaping her throat, and her hand tightened in his hair.

“Oh Gods,” she managed. “Your Majesty—”

He stayed there, using his tongue in tight, focused strokes. She was trembling, little tremors running through her thighs, and the sounds she made were the most beautiful thing he’d ever heard—mewling, gasping, completely unguarded. Tess, who never let her guard down for anyone. Tess, who’d been sharper than a blade every morning for five years, was coming apart under his mouth.

He slid one finger inside her, just barely, and she cried out. So tight. He worked her gently, his tongue still circling her clit, and when he curled his finger she broke.

“Your Majesty—I’m—oh—”

She came against his mouth with a sound like something torn loose from her chest—a broken cry that started deep and rushed out of her, raw and absolutely unguarded. Her thighs clamped around his head, her body bowing up from the bed, and he felt every contraction of her pussy against the finger still curled inside her. He stayed with her through it, lapping softly. Only when the last wave subsided and she went limp, her thighs loosening with a trembling release, did she push his head away with a shaky hand.

“Oh my Gods.” She whispered. Then she laughed. “I had no idea.”

He laughed too, and she pulled him up and kissed him hard, her tongue pushing into his mouth, tasting herself on his lips. When she broke away, her eyes were dark and fierce and absolutely certain.

“Get inside me. Please.”

He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock hard and aching, the head nudging against her slick folds. He was shaking. He couldn’t help it. This was Tess. His Tess. And he was about to be inside her, and it mattered more than anything had ever mattered.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said. “It may hurt a bit at first.”

She nodded, her hands coming up to frame his face. “I trust you.”

He pushed forward. The head of his cock slipped past her folds, and he felt her tense, a sharp breath catching in her throat. Resistance—her body’s natural guard, still tight despite his preparation. He stopped.

“Do you want me to—”

“Don’t stop.” Her jaw was set, her eyes wet but fierce. “Keep going.”

He pushed again, so slowly he could feel every fraction of an inch as her body yielded to him. She was impossibly tight, impossibly hot, and the sensation of sinking into her was overwhelming—a pressure and a pleasure wound together so tightly he couldn’t tell them apart. She gasped, her nails biting into his shoulders, and then he felt something give, a sudden release of tension, and he slid home.

“There.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “There. Stay there.”

He held still inside her, letting her body adjust around him. She was shaking beneath him, her breath coming in short, unsteady bursts. He pressed his forehead to hers.

“I’m here,” he murmured. “I’ve got you. Breathe, Tess.”

“I am breathing.” A ghost of her usual sharpness. “I’m just—you’re—there’s a great deal of you.”

He laughed, a shaky, helpless sound. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t you dare apologize.” She shifted beneath him, a tiny experimental movement, and her eyelids fluttered. “Oh. That’s—that’s different.”

“Good different?”

“Ask me again in a minute.”

She moved again, rolling her hips with tentative curiosity, and this time they both groaned. He could feel her body learning him, muscles fluttering and flexing around his cock, and it took every ounce of self-control he possessed not to thrust.

“I can feel you,” she said, wonder bleeding into her voice. “All of you. Inside me.” She moved again, more confidently now, finding her rhythm. “That’s—God, Reginald, that’s—”

“Perfect,” he said. “You’re perfect.”

She looked up at him. “Fuck me now.”

So he did, slowly at first, then faster, deeper. The sheets rustled beneath them, her dark hair tangling on the pillow, and the lamp burned low and golden in the corner, and they moved together like a conversation they’d been having for five years and were only now finding the words for.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

He wouldn’t have dreamed of it. He thrust into her with long, slow strokes, savoring the way she tightened around him, the way her mouth fell open, the way her hands roamed his back and fingernails dug in when she gasped with pleasure. Her breasts pressed against his chest, her hips rose to meet his thrusts, and every sound she made was a gift.

“I’ve loved you,” she said, the words breaking against his shoulder. “I’ve loved you since I was fifteen years old. I tried to stop. I couldn’t.”

“Don’t stop.” He kissed her throat, her jaw, the corner of her mouth. “Don’t ever stop. I can’t—Tess, I’m close—”

“Good.” She tightened her legs around him, pulling him deeper. “I want you to plant your seed deep inside me. I want to feel it. I want—” She shuddered, her back arching. “Oh. Oh, I’m going to—”

She came with a cry of “Your Majesty”, her inner muscles clamping down on his cock in rhythmic pulses that pushed him past the edge of his own control. Her nails raked down his back, scoring hot lines into his skin, and her voice was rough and wild and utterly unguarded.

He followed her over. His cock pulsed deep inside her as he came, hot and thick, filling her with everything he had. The pleasure was immense—a wave that crashed through him, wringing him out, gout after gout that never felt like it would end, leaving him shuddering and gasping her name against her throat. He held himself there, pressed as deep as he could go, not wanting to lose a single moment of this connection.

They stayed like that, tangled together, both breathing hard. He could feel his seed inside her, hot and wet, and the thought of it—of what it might mean, of what they were trying to do—made something fierce and protective rise in his chest. He didn’t move. He didn’t want to pull out. He wanted to stay right here, inside her, connected, belonging.

They lay together in the quiet afterward. The fire burned down to embers. Tess’s breathing slowed. Outside the window, the courtyard was silent under a half-moon.

“What if it takes?” she whispered with wonder in his voice.

“Then we’ll have a baby.”

“And what if it doesn’t?”

He turned his head to look at her. “Then we’ll try again.”

She smiled — the quick, sharp smile he’d known for five years, the smile that meant she’d heard everything he hadn’t said. “That’s what I was hoping you’d say.”


﻿Chapter 8 — Our Baby

Emilia slid an empty chair beside Reginald. That was the first odd thing.

Then she disappeared for a few moments and returned with Tess, who looked bewildered. She sat Tess in the chair.

Tess and Reginald exchanged a look. Neither knew what this was about.

The queen stood before them.

“Tess,” the queen said, “you are pregnant.”

Reginald burst into a wide smile, but Tess was holding her breath. “And the mages?” she asked. “What do they say about the gender?”

The queen looked at them both before answering.

“A girl,” she said.

Tess laughed with delight. Reginald actually whooped.

Now even Emilia was smiling too. “Yes, a legal heir, as the Great Charter requires. Finally. Just as I was born part commoner, so your daughter will be too, and the next queen.”

Reginald and Tess embraced. Reginald and Emilia embraced. Even Tess and Emilia embraced.

And when they looked at each other, they all had tears in their eyes.

∞∞∞

Emilia was waiting in their chambers.

She was wearing the robe of deep green silk that he’d given her on their fifth anniversary. Her hair was down. Her feet were bare on the rug in front of the fire. She looked exactly like the woman he’d married, and also like someone he’d been waiting to meet for twelve years.

“The Charter is satisfied,” she said as he closed the door.

“Yes.”

“There’s nothing between us. No law. No window. No careful timing.”

“No.”

She crossed to him. “Twelve years, Reggie. Twelve years of everything we couldn’t do. And now —”

“Now.”

He kissed her. She kissed him back — not the careful kisses of their constrained marriage, not the fierce kiss of their make-up sex on the desk, but something else entirely. Something that felt like a door opening. Something that felt like permission.

They undressed each other slowly. There was no hurry now. No window closing, no law looming, no careful choreography to maintain. She was his wife and he was her husband and for the first time in twelve years, the sex they were about to have wasn’t circumscribed by anything but what they wanted.

“I want to feel you,” she said against his mouth. “Inside me. All the way. No pulling out.”

He laid her on the bed — their bed, the bed they’d shared for twelve years of careful, frustrated, law-abiding marriage — and he made love to her. Not the controlled dominance he’d shown Calista, not the playful wrestling with Margoline or the overwhelmed abundance of the competitors or the tender discovery of Tess. This was the woman he’d married. This was the body he knew better than his own. This was every fantasy he’d ever had and been forced to suppress, every finish he’d ever pulled back from, every not yet he’d ever spoken.

“Put a baby in me,” she whispered. “Our baby. Finally.”

He didn’t hesitate. He couldn’t. Twelve years of restraint broke in the space between her words and his answer, and he was inside her before either of them could draw breath, one smooth thrust that buried him to the hilt in the woman he’d loved since before he understood what love was.

Emilia cried out—a raw, unrestrained sound—and her legs locked around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, her fingers threading into his hair and pulling him down until their mouths touched. “Reggie,” she breathed, and the name was a door opening, a key turning, a lock he’d worn around his heart for twelve years finally falling away. “Reggie, yes.”

He withdrew and thrust again, harder, deeper, and she took him the way she’d always taken him—completely, without reservation, her body welcoming him home. He knew every inch of her. The curve of her hip beneath his palm, the way she tilted her pelvis to take him deeper, the small gasp at the back of her throat when he hit the angle that made her toes curl. He’d memorized her in stolen moments and law-abiding loopholes, in frantically pulled-out finishes and carefully timed windows. Now there was no window. No law. No not yet.

Now there was only Emilia, wet and hot and tight around his cock, her inner muscles fluttering as he drove into her with the desperate hunger of a man who’d been starving for twelve years.

“I’ve wanted this,” she gasped, her nails raking down his back. “Every time. Every time you had to pull out, every time we had to stop—I wanted this. You. Inside me. Finishing inside me.”

Her words sent a jolt of pure lust through him. He shifted his weight, one hand sliding under her hips to tilt them higher, angling deeper. The new position made her whimper, made her legs tighten around him, made her pussy clench around his shaft in a way that nearly undid him right there.

“Then have it,” he growled against her throat. “Have all of it. I’m not pulling out. I’m not stopping. I’m going to fill you up, Emilia. I’m going to put a baby inside you. Our baby.”

She made a sound he’d never heard from her before—something between a sob and a moan, raw emotion breaking through the pleasure. “Yes. Yes. Do it. Put our baby in me.”

He fucked her with purpose then, every thrust deliberate and deep, every stroke a year of frustration released into the body of the woman he loved. The first year—the year they’d married, young and hopeful and already bound by laws they didn’t fully understand—melted into the second, the third, the endless years of timing and restraint and pulling back from the edge. He’d spent so much of their marriage holding himself back, holding back his pleasure, holding back his seed, holding back the thing they’d both wanted more than anything. He wouldn’t hold back anymore.

Beneath him, Emilia was climbing toward her peak. He knew the signs better than he knew his own body—the way her breathing shifted from gasps to quick, shallow pants, the way her thighs began to tremble against his hips, the way her inner muscles started that telltale fluttering rhythm that meant she was close, so close, right there. Her head fell back, exposing the long line of her throat. Her fingers dug into his shoulders.

“Reggie,” she breathed, and then again, urgent now, “Reggie, I’m—I need—”

“I know.” He dropped his mouth to her ear, his hips never slowing. “Come for me. Come on my cock. I want to feel you come while I’m deep inside you.”

She shattered.

Her body arched beneath him, back bowing off the mattress, her pussy clamping down on his shaft in rhythmic, pulsing waves. He felt every spasm, every flutter of her inner muscles milking him, pulling him deeper. “Reggie, Reggie, Reggie,” she cried, his name a litany, a release, a surrender. Her legs tightened around his waist like she was afraid he might disappear, might pull away, might do what he’d always done before.

He didn’t.

He stayed deep, letting her ride out her pleasure on his cock, watching her face as the orgasm rolled through her. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her lips parted, her cheeks flushed with color. She was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. And she was his. Finally, completely, without reservation, his.

When her spasms began to subside, he started moving again—slow at first, letting her come down, letting the sensitivity edge into renewed pleasure. Her eyes fluttered open. The smile she gave him was drunk with satisfaction and still hungry for more.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Give me your seed. Please. All of it. I want all of it.”

He didn’t need to be asked twice.

He drove into her harder now, chasing his own release, and she met every thrust with a roll of her hips that took him impossibly deeper. The sounds of their coupling filled the room—the wet rhythm of his cock sliding in and out of her slick cunt, the slap of skin against skin, their mingled gasps and groans. He was close. God, he was close, the pleasure coiling tight at the base of his spine, his balls drawing up, every muscle in his body tensing toward the inevitable.

“I’m going to come,” he ground out. “Emilia—I’m going to fill you. I’m going to put a baby in you. Our baby. Finally.”

“Yes. Now. Do it now.”

He buried himself to the hilt and let go.

The orgasm ripped through him with a force that stole his breath, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he spilled everything he’d been holding back for twelve years. Hot cum flooded her in thick, urgent spurts, and he groaned her name against her throat as his body locked up with the intensity of it. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through him, and through it all he felt her—felt her pussy still fluttering around him, felt her legs still locked tight around his waist, felt her hands cradling his head against her breast. She took everything he gave her, and when she whispered “Yes, yes, give it to me, fill me up, yes,” he felt his cock pulse with another surge of seed, wringing out the last of his release inside her willing body.

When the final spasm passed, he collapsed against her, spent and shaking, his forehead dropping to her shoulder. His cock was still buried inside her, still half-hard, and he could feel the slick evidence of his pleasure—their pleasure—between them. He didn’t pull out. For the first time in twelve years, he didn’t have to.

Emilia’s fingers traced lazy patterns on the back of his neck. Her breathing was still ragged, her heartbeat still racing against his chest. “Stay,” she whispered. “Just stay inside me. Just a little longer. I want to feel you there.”

He pressed a kiss to the hollow of her throat. “I’m not going anywhere,” he murmured. “Not anymore. Not ever again.”

Her arms tightened around him, and for a long moment they simply lay there, still joined, still trembling, the last rays of afternoon sun painting golden stripes across the tangled sheets. The fire crackled in the hearth. Somewhere distant, a door closed, a servant laughed, the ordinary sounds of the castle going about its ordinary business. But here, in this room, nothing was ordinary. Everything had changed.

The future stretched out ahead of them, unconstrained at last.

Reginald closed his eyes and held his wife, and for the first time in twelve years, there was nothing between them but skin.
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