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Chapter 1


Huntspill Castle, long ago and far away

“I’d like you to do it again. Only this time, I want to watch. Everything,” the king said.

The words haunted Queen Marguerite as she walked down the hall to her private chapel with characteristic grace, nodding to courtiers as she and the king passed. But within her stiff bodice, she struggled to breathe and her guts roiled. In her pocket, she endlessly turned her prayer stick.

“Are you well, my dear?” asked King Reynald, gently directing Margot when she almost took a wrong turn.

“Of course, my king,” she replied demurely. She needed to broach the subject that had caused days of lost sleep afore they reached her chapel’s doors. “Reynald, I wondered if I might have a private audience with you?”

He guided her deeper into the castle, his pace stately and his countenance betraying no hint of what he was feeling. At his side, the Dagger of False Accord clinked against the sword he wore in peacetime and battle; even within these walls, enemies abounded.

“You need not request a formal audience, dear. My ears are open to you,” he said, his voice soft as he escorted Margot through the gilded doors to the chapel.

They entered, and he secured the lock behind them. At last, the king and queen were alone.

Marguerite glanced up at the circular dais, her eyes darting about to take in the chandeliers lit with many candles. Someone had prepared this room for their use. Was the person here now, waiting to overhear this most private — and potentially treasonous — conversation?

The king placed Margot’s hand in the crook of his arm and led her to a bench at the front of the chapel.

“You may talk freely here, away from the walls,” he said. “Whisper into my ear, if you must.”

She smoothed her skirts, feeling the places the gold and silver thread had been used to embroider a pomegranate and its seeds on her dress. A hopeful symbol of fertility for a kingdom desperate for a clear line of succession.

One month before, her husband of four years had slipped into a coma while ill with the sweating sickness. Before closing his eyes, he’d reminded her of the crisis of succession looming because he didn’t have a male heir of his own blood. A problem he’d suggested solving by bringing in another man to serve as stud.

Without consulting Marguerite, Reynald had located a man who looked almost exactly like him, then had the commoner trained to serve as king. Mindful that his nascent dynasty and the safety of his wife and daughter rested on his own life, he’d sought to buy them more time should he be incapacitated.

And more time to make a baby.

Before closing his eyes as the sweating sickness dragged him into a deep sleep, Reynald had revealed that the false king would not only rule in his place but also take Margot to bed.

The king had a notion — rightly or wrongly, Margot didn’t know — that he’d used every bit of his luck to secure the victory at Rochefort that won him the kingdom. He’d received the blessing of the gods there, but his good fortune would not extend to even a single son. Not even when Reynald had been married before in his youth.

“I wish to explain what you heard,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “What you thought you saw and heard.”

The king observed her and said nothing.

What he’d seen and heard was his wife — the same woman who’d balked at accepting a stud — face-down and begging to be used harder as his imposter drove into her from behind like she was nothing more than a common strumpet.

“When you entered my chamber after your illness,” she said. “When I was…”

“When you were being bred by another man?” asked Reynald with equanimity.

Margot’s finger caught on a seed pearl in her gown’s embroidery. What a thing to call it! And in this sacred room!

“I was simply following your dictates, my king,” she said, her head bowed as she waited for him to chastise her for conduct unbecoming of a queen. He may have asked her to accept a stud into her bed and body, but the enthusiasm with which she’d taken to the king’s replacement was unseemly, wholly divorced from his intention.

Reynald flashed her a kindly smile, and she was struck by just how much older he seemed than the imposter — who ostensibly looked exactly like him. “Of course you were, my dear. Say nothing more of it. As a loyal wife, you did naught but follow my orders exactly. Would that I had generals on the battlefield so proficient at executing my plans.”

Marguerite found it within her to give a small smile for the first time in days. Reynald really was the best of men, even if she now wished he might be just a bit different.

“It’s not like you had feelings for the chap,” said the king merrily. “Besides, even if you did, he looks like me, so they’d be feelings for me anyway. There, that’s settled.” He slapped his thighs and stood from the seat.

It took Margot a moment to catch on that she, too, should stand. She was so completely engulfed in guilt that she momentarily could not move or speak.

No, the false Reynald was not entirely like the man beside her, her true husband. That imposter may have resembled the king, but in some essential ways, he was so very different.

Marguerite’s breasts felt heavy as she recalled that man’s gold-tinged eyes watching her appreciatively. He’d sucked her nipples and between her thighs until she was wet and dripping, then taught her how divine a staff might feel inside when wielded by a generous and commanding lover. A lover who was not her husband, no matter how much he looked like Reynald.

She’d been so shocked at her own behavior that when the king had come upon her trysting with his imposter, she’d not responded to his request to watch their next coupling. Instead, she’d run into a dressing room, locked the door, and refused to be seen for days.

Margot didn’t even know where the false Reynald was now; she hadn’t been given the chance to wish him farewell.

The rotting feeling in her gut at the loss of him shamed her. She did have feelings for the man. Very different from the feelings she had for her companionable husband. And now he was gone, she was sick with infatuation, and her courses had arrived shortly after the true Reynald’s return.

All of that risk to their lives, and they still didn’t have a baby on the way.


Chapter 2


A door at the head of the chapel slammed open, signaling that the ritual was about to begin. Marguerite watched as a tall, cloaked figure came forward. In one hand, he carried the chain leading to a censer filled with burning incense. The smoke spilled onto the stone floor in ‌tendrils that never failed to fascinate her.

“My devout wife,” said the king without removing his eyes from the approaching confessor, “I see that my machinations have weighed upon you heavily. You have taken on the burdens of our kingdom, and I wish to offer a way to lay them down again. You may speak to this man with confidence. He will not betray us. Any of us. Let him release the shame heaped on you by my request so you might carry our heir.”

Margot studied the confessor, uncertain that she could truly share the depths of her depravity with this man. He moved gracefully, his hair covered by a hood and his face obscured by an elaborate, embroidered screen-like mask that obscured the whole of his face. The confessor could observe her, but he was shrouded in shadow.

“How do you know—”

“Imagine he is me,” said the king, giving her limp hand a squeeze. “Place your trust in me, and thereby in him. You may shed the things that have made you look so sad since my return. Go to him now.”

Marguerite shakily ascended the steps of the dais, where the confessor waited. He’d hung the censer on a shepherd’s hook; the smoke swirled about Margot’s hems. The confessor crossed his arms in front of his body, hands tucked into the opposite sleeves so he resembled a funerary statue she’d once seen as a girl, many leagues from this castle.

“Should I die today, the pits of hell would spit me out,” she recited, lowering to the floor of the dais to kneel with practiced grace. “Take from my soul the burden of my sins.”

The fabric of Margot’s rich dress spread all around her, the embroidered vines and flowers of the skirts lending it a stiffness that made parts stand tall while others slunk to the stone. Her bodice and stays formed a cylindrical, protective cage that helped her stay upright even when she might otherwise slump with exhaustion. Knights weren’t the only ones in the kingdom who wore armor.

The confessor turned and observed Margot. Then he did something strange: he stepped forward. In so doing, he pushed Marguerite’s skirts towards her body.

She moved to shuffle back, but the confessor stilled her with a hand on her head.

“Stay,” he said, his voice hard and final.

Margot glanced at the king, wondering what he made of a man standing so close to his kneeling wife. But he simply watched from the first row of the chapel, his face relaxed and thighs spread wide as if the chapel’s bench were his throne. The very picture of confidence.

“And for what do you need to confess?” asked the man, the sound muffled by the screen before his face.

“I lost my temper with a serving girl last week…” started Margot, licking her lips as she delayed spilling the true cause of her profound guilt.

“That is not why you are here,” said the confessor, stepping closer. He tilted her head up, so she was forced to look upon his strange mask.

Margot glanced at Reynald.

“You look to your husband when I am the only one who can save you from losing your way in the afterlife,” the confessor said. “Spill the truth of your disquiet on this stone floor and free yourself. Let it turn to nothing, like the smoke from my incense.”

She turned the prayer stick in her pocket, fidgeting to delay the inevitable shame of disclosing her treason, adultery, and immoral acts.

“Give that to me.”

Marguerite froze. He couldn’t mean — surely he couldn’t mean handing over her quartz prayer stick — the very one her father had selected for her in infancy.

The confessor held out his empty hand. He really meant to hold that most personal of items, the rare object that belonged to Margot and not a kingdom or legacy.

She fumbled for it and drew forth the purple stick.

“Good,” said the confessor when she placed it in his hand.

The queen held in a gasp. Who was this man to talk to her in such a way! She was one king’s daughter and another’s wife! Even in her infancy, the most senior of servants wouldn’t have ever spoken to her as if she were a mere canine!

But before she could object, the confessor placed the end of the stick in front of her mouth. “Open.”

Margot began to speak in objection, but the man slid the tip of the palm-length baton between her lips. She jerked in surprise, and the confessor stilled her head.

“Careful. Wouldn’t want to chip one of your lovely teeth.”

Her eyes widened, and she glanced again at Reynald to see his reaction to his wife being controlled thus. Despite the incredible impropriety happening on the dais before him, he sat in his usual kingly repose. If anything, his eyes looked tired, as if his lids were too heavy.

The confessor gently pressed the stick in and out of her mouth, and Margot had to wrap her lips around her teeth so as not to risk chipping them.

“You give a man ideas,” she heard the confessor mutter from behind the screen that obscured his face. Marguerite made a questioning sound, and the man withdrew it.

“What are you—”

“And now your mouth is open. Let the truth spill forth,” he said.

Oh, he simply sought to enable her confession. For a moment, she’d thought he had a very different aim indeed. Her thoughts had become so indecent and carnal that even innocent actions made her mind drift to that time with the king’s imposter.

“What is the least of the great sins you resist spilling on this dais?” her confessor asked.

“I have engaged in a deception of the entire kingdom,” she started.

“Is that all?” asked the man with a laugh. Strange, she’d never known a confessor to betray any emotion. “If treason is the least of your sins, I await the rest with bated breath, my queen.”

“My sins are profound,” she said by rote.

“And what sins must you confess?”

Margot’s lips trembled. They felt swollen, as if she were back in her chambers with the imposter again, about to take part in acts that would lead her right back to this dais in shame. Reynald gave her an encouraging nod, which had the effect of only making her cheeks burn hotter. When he heard what she had to say, would he ever forgive her?

“I lay with a man who is not my husband,” she said, twisting a ring on her left hand.

“An adulteress,” said the confessor from high above her.

“It was at my husband’s urging!” she cried, her hand instinctively going to grab at his robes before pulling back. “We do not have a son, you see.”

“So you lay with another man to give your king a son.”

“Yes.”

“Was it successful? Do you bear an heir now?”

Marguerite’s eyes closed in shame. Her courses had arrived, meaning that all of her transgressions had been for naught.

“I do not.”

“You have allowed another man to fill you, and yet you are unfilled.”

“You cannot know how deeply I regret my actions,” she said.

The confessor turned her prayer stick in his hands, studying the cut stone and variations in the quartz. He placed the tip under Margot’s chin so she was forced to look at him.

“Thus far, you have confessed to deeds ordered by your king and husband. I see no cause for this profusion of guilt.”

Margot let out a sob. There was no escaping her shame.

“There’s more,” she whispered.

“More? Now this confession grows interesting. You conspired with the king to give birth to another man’s son, who would one day rule, and that is not the end of your sins? Unburden yourself, queen. Your confessor awaits the worst of it.”

She shifted on her knees; they were unaccustomed to spending so long on the hard floor, as her confessions usually concluded quickly. Until recently, she’d been a woman of few missteps, few regrets. How that one request from Reynald had changed everything.

“I enjoyed…”

Margot thought back to the imposter mastering her body, teaching her pleasure. Enjoyed was far too restrained a word for what she’d experienced when he sucked her nipples and licked between her thighs, then wielded his cock in ways she’d never thought possible.

She felt ripe and wet just recalling those days of abandon when she’d learned about the bliss she’d been missing in her marriage. Her arousal mingled with the mortification of having to disclose her misconduct and feelings before a confessor and her husband. But in her body, it all became heat, trapped inside her queenly cage.

Marguerite’s breaths came faster and faster until she feared expiring on the cold stone floor.

“Easy now, darling,” said Reynald, who had moved to stand behind her without Margot even noticing; such was the magnitude of her crisis. She heard something snap, and her bodice suddenly loosened.

“What have you done?” she asked her husband in a daze, her hand holding the stiff stays to her body so they wouldn’t slip.

“You struggled to draw breath,” said the king from behind, where she could feel him cutting more of the laces that secured her bodice. “I’ll not have you harmed by your dress, no matter how lovely you look.”

Strange that in this moment of confusion and turmoil, all Margot could think about was how her husband had called her lovely. Then the bodice slipped, and she returned her full attention to keeping it in place.

“Why don’t you release that,” said the king, gently drawing the stiff cage lower, “and allow me to take possession of it. It can’t be good for you to be restrained thus when you’re upset.”

“I’m not—” Margot hiccuped, just as she’d been about to claim she wasn’t in a state.

“I’ll remove this,” said the king, pulling the bodice from her body. “You may bare yourself to the confessor so he sees the sincerity of your heart.”

Marguerite glanced down at her front, which was covered only by a fine linen shift. She wished her hair were down so it might cover her breasts and offer at least a nod to modesty.

And then the king disposed of all claims to it.

“While you confess, don’t you think you should present yourself as a true supplicant?” asked the king.

She felt the cold Dagger of False Accord drag across her chest. Ever adept with weapons, Reynald used the tip to cut, then flick open her chemise.

“My king,” Margot gasped, bringing her hands up to cover her breasts. They were full and heavy, as she yet nursed their daughter. And they’d only grown heavier as her confession had veered into the erotic days she’d spent in the imposter’s arms.

The confessor took ‌one of her hands and brought it behind his mask. And then he licked it.

Marguerite shuddered, feeling his tongue on her palm. She’d never heard of a confession whereby a husband knelt behind his wife, his hand on her abdomen while a confessor licked the sinner’s hand clean.

“Your milk, how sweet you taste,” moaned the confessor. Margot jolted at the knowledge that she was leaking from her nipples — and also that the hooded man hearing her sins seemed to have a visceral reaction to her body.

“I’ve never tasted your cream,” said the king from behind Margot. “Tasted none of your ambrosia. Is it as sweet as your voice? As your queenly presence?”

Margot closed her eyes, her mind whirling as she struggled with her body’s reaction to being between two men who conspired to work her into a sensual lather. Not here, not in this sacred place, she thought.

“So you enjoyed allowing a man who wasn’t your husband to fuck you?” asked the confessor, bringing her back to the purpose of the trip to the chapel.

“I enjoyed it.”

“And? Yours is not the guilt of a woman who merely took a pleasurable tumble.”

Marguerite glanced to her side, trying to see if Reynald was still behind her. He moved his hand on her belly, and her stomach dropped at what she’d have to confess while he was so near.

“I enjoyed the act. More than with my husband. And I felt things for the man he asked me to lie with.”

There, she’d spilled the whole of it. Now she’d make the amends dictated by the confessor, somehow make her way back to her rooms despite the ruined dress, and carry on with her duties.

“You fell in love with an imposter who resembled your husband?” asked the confessor with a hoot. “If confessions weren’t sacrosanct, it would make for quite a story, don’t you think?”

Oh, this mysterious man knew how to enrage her!

“It wasn’t love!” she hissed, glad that she couldn’t see Reynald’s face.

“But it was something.”

Margot couldn’t argue with him. It was something.

“And now you’ve unburdened yourself, and you are left to make amends. But what shall I assign you?” asked the confessor, his voice betraying his enjoyment.

“There is a village near the capital that has yet to build a school for girls…” she said hopefully.

“Oh, you’ll build that school,” said the confessor, waving his hand. “But you were going to do that anyway. And you have committed another transgression in the course of this confession.”

“Another transgression?” she cried, gathering the cut edges of her chemise.

“I’m afraid you have,” said the confessor. “You see, your story and the taste of your milk, not to mention your beautiful body, have left your confessor hard and aching. Did you know that self-abuse is forbidden to men in my position? My agony will know no bounds.”

Margot gasped. He was so lewd!

“Unless you give me relief.”


Chapter 3


“Confessor!” she cried, taking in his form anew as she shuffled back into the arms of her husband. Surely, Reynald would object. “Husband, you cannot mean to allow this man to, to make demands of me for his own release!”

She felt Reynald’s hot breath against her ear before she could understand what he was saying. “He is indecent.”

Marguerite nodded in agreement and thought of how to cover herself in anticipation of storming out of the chapel.

And then the king continued. “But I find the idea of watching him take you most arousing indeed.”

Her husband’s body was firm behind her, and he pressed his hips into her skirts, letting Margot feel that part of him that had failed to produce a son. His hand was solid against her belly until he moved it up and cupped one of her breasts.

“I wasn’t lying when I said I want to watch you fuck another man,” said Reynald. “You’ve never looked so beautiful as when I had to witness you take my double’s cock, your ruby cunt swollen with pleasure and his seed spilling forth. I’ve thought of little else but a man lower than me dominating you, my queen. My wife. Even now, my cock is hard and leaking at the thought of another man fucking you. Tell me you want that too.”

Margot’s loud gasp echoed around the chapel. So Reynald had truly meant every word he’d said when he discovered her with his imposter. He wanted to watch her with another man.

“Maybe you want that too? Perhaps the things you’re confessing are no sin at all if enjoyed by husband and wife? Together?” asked the king, his lips brushing against her ear as he poured his honeyed words into Margot’s skull. “Is your body hot at the thought of that memory? Do you ache and grow slick between the thighs even now, hearing this man’s demand?”

Marguerite glanced at the faceless confessor standing before her. She didn’t know if she ached because of his proposal or because her husband — of all men, her husband! — was crowding into her and letting her feel how aroused he was.

“Yes,” she said softly. While he had initially suggested the adulterous affair, she felt she owed Reynald some amends for the way her heart and body had responded in the course of her tryst with the imposter. If the king wished to observe her, perhaps they might continue in their usual manner henceforth and put the whole terrible stumble behind them once they left the chapel.

“Which hole?” asked the king.

Margot gasped at the same time the confessor replied, “Her mouth. Let me start with her mouth. She did so well with the prayer stick. I suspect she can take something bigger.”

“You recall how to open for the confessor, don’t you, my queen?” asked Reynald as Margot froze in shock.

He really meant for her to do this, to let another man insert himself into her mouth. She’d done nothing of the like! Certainly not with her husband, and she’d only discussed the act with the imposter, one of many he’d told her about in bed between attempts at siring an heir on her.

“No,” she said, shaking her head frantically as the confessor stepped closer until his robes brushed against her nose.

Reynald ran his hand up her neck, tenderly caressing his wife in ways he’d never done before, and brought his fingers to her jaw. “I’ll help you.”

The king slid his index and middle fingers between Margot’s lips and gently opened her mouth from the bottom, so she was naught but a waiting receptacle.

The confessor’s hand was atop her head again, tilting her face up so he could survey the space opened for him by the greatest warrior in the land. “Take my staff out of my robes so I might extract your amends. And enjoy a queen’s wet mouth.”

Margot’s resistance crumbled into dust, resembling the bones of ancestors long gone as desire took hold of her. She fumbled in the confessor’s black robes until she felt the hot, hairy skin of his thighs.

“That’s it,” the man said, his voice harsh, “take my cock out of my braies and suck it into your mouth like a good little queen. So obedient.”

She didn’t hesitate or object, her mind wholly given over to earning the praise offered to her by Reynald and the confessor. Her hands found the man’s linen drawers, straining over the hot staff within.

“Take them down,” said the confessor, angling his hips forward as Margot worked at the ties.

Then he was free, and Marguerite saw a man’s cock up close for the first time. The head was large and swollen, almost purple, with clear liquid leaking from a hole near the tip.

“Why don’t you help the good confessor find his way to your mouth, my darling?” asked Reynald, guiding her hand to the man’s shaft.

She wrapped her fingers around it, marveling at the size and weight. Had she ever taken something so big into her body?

“I’ll hold your mouth open,” said Reynald, opening her jaw a little more, “and you guide the good confessor’s cock as he shoves into your sweet mouth. And should you need us to stop, simply raise your fist as I do to signal on the battlefield. You know how I do that, don’t you, my queen?”

Marguerite whimpered but nodded yes, watching as that big cock came closer and closer to her lips. And then he was there, the head of his staff running over Reynald’s fingers on her lips, and the crown of his cock pushing into her mouth with a pop.

He tasted salty and musky, potent, like game aged in the groundskeeper’s cottage before a feast. The head and shaft, which the confessor continued to push into her mouth, felt too much, far too much in combination with her husband’s fingers controlling her jaw. And still she did not raise a fist.

“What a lovely queen you are,” said the confessor, gently petting her head like a lapdog as the kingdom’s consort took his cock. His touch was better than two of her most dedicated servants massaging her head after removing the Troth Crown. The mysterious man seemed to tune every muscle in her body until it played his song.

“How I regret not doing this before,” moaned the confessor. But why should I have taken his shaft thus before, when my confessions were limited to a few trifles? Marguerite wondered.

All thoughts left her when the man pressed so deep into her mouth that she initially panicked as to how to draw air. And then he smoothly drew himself out again.

“What I wouldn’t give to empty my sac in your mouth, down your throat,” groaned the man from behind his mask. “But I think that seed might be put to better use, don’t you?”

Margot made a questioning squeak, and the confessor pulled the whole of his cock from her mouth until just the tip rested against her lips.

“Perhaps the king would like to feel a full sac?” asked the confessor, his voice teasing as he ran his cockhead around the entrance of Marguerite’s mouth. “Feel what a potent man holds in reserve? What a stud might fill his wife with at any moment he’s given the chance?”

“I see no son resulting from your efforts,” muttered the king, still behind Margot.

Why would the confessor have a son when his order is prevented from marrying? thought Marguerite.

“Give me another chance at fucking your wife, and I’ll leave her bred, sure as your victories, I’ll fuck her until she swells with my boy.”

Margot gasped, trying to look closer at the small holes in the screen before the confessor’s face. It couldn’t be Reynald. Or rather, the imposter who had pretended to be Reynald; the man who had awakened in her such desperate carnal urges and emotional longings.

Or could it?

Her husband huffed a laugh and brought his hand to the man’s cloak, then slipped it inside, just where Margot had removed the man’s braies. She watched Reynald’s arm move minutely. Then the confessor groaned and pushed his cock back into Marguerite’s mouth.

Was this truly her Reynald? Her imposter king, who had turned her from a devout mother and wife to a panting bitch in heat? Even now, she felt the lust he’d awakened in her, coupled with her reaction to watching her husband feel the man’s body so shamelessly.

“My cock in the mouth of a queen and the king fondling my balls,” mused the confessor, his voice sounding ever more like that of the imposter. “Who rules the kingdom now? Far cry from my days as a shepherd.”

Reynald snorted. “You were never a shepherd.”

“No more than I was ever a confessor.”

“I should have known that training you to be me would give you ideas above your station,” said the king.

“And what is my station? Because right now I’m the one fucking the queen’s mouth.”

Both men groaned, and Marguerite could just make out how her husband had applied more pressure to the imposter’s sac. And they both seemed to enjoy it.

“Pull them down,” rasped the confessor. “Delay my climax so I might paint your wife’s womb with my seed.”

“I lay incapacitated for how long, and you failed to get a son on my wife? Why should I let you in that sweet cunt again?”

For Margot’s part, she was adrift in a sensual haze, her confusion burning off and leaving her aching for more. Her free hand traveled down her body, running past the place she longed to swell with an heir, and paused at the soft hair that grew at the apex of her thighs.

“You claim to be the superior lover,” said Reynald from behind her, “but my wife is left to pleasure herself? Look at poor Marguerite, forced to stroke her own velvet while you plunder her mouth.”

“And how many times have you licked her little cat, my king?” asked the confessor. Margot could hear the smile in his voice, almost see the gold of his eyes behind that screen. She longed for him to remove his mask and show her his true face. But had she ever truly seen him? Thus far, she’d only known him as her husband’s imposter; who was he?

“Licked a lady…there?” asked the king, scandalized at the idea.

“But not just any lady. Your lady. The woman who has already given you a princess and will bear you any number of my sons. Provided that I sire them.”

“Such things are not done,” said the king, waving the notion away. “I would no more put my tongue there than suck your cock, shepherd.”

“I look forward to making you eat those words, Reynald,” said the confessor with a laugh, “almost as much as I anticipate pressing into your throat someday.”

The king sputtered.

Marguerite listened to the two men bicker like old friends. In the course of the imposter’s training, they must have grown closer than expected of a king and a commoner. She tried not to feel the odd one out as she silently sucked the imposter’s staff.

“Enough,” said the confessor, roughly pulling out of her mouth.

Margot couldn’t help but feel hurt. What had she done so wrong as to make the man not want to use her anymore?

“Your pretty, pert mouth is too good, little queen,” said the confessor, assuaging her fears. “I’ve promised you a baby, and I’ll not spill a drop of my seed outside of your cunt until I see that fulfilled.”

He turned, his robes swirling, as he addressed the king. “As for you, on the bench.”

Reynald laughed behind her. “And who are you to order your monarch to abandon his wife and stand down?”

“I may be no one in particular — outside of the times I play you, but I am not the man who had plenty of chances to bring his wife to climax and failed to do so.”

The king huffed but could not contradict the claim.

“On the bench. You said you wanted to watch me fuck your wife? Do so from the audience because you contribute nothing to her pleasure.”


Chapter 4


Margot’s heart skipped a beat. The imposter was so bold! Her husband wielded absolute power in their kingdom — at any moment, he could drive the Dagger of False Accord into his rival and be exempt from punishment and even questioning.

His rival. When had a mere imposter become the king’s rival? Margot once again felt the weight of her shame.

“You’re lucky that I want to watch you with my wife,” said Reynald, withdrawing his warm body from behind her and taking himself off to that bench they’d occupied together.

“And as for you,” said the confessor, turning to Margot. “Show me your body, the one I made mine. Take off what’s left of your dress and let me see you.”

She struggled with the tattered remains of her chemise and crawled from her skirts in a most undignified manner, ending up on her hands and knees like a tweeny maid cleaning the grates of the hearth. Her enthusiasm was humiliating, especially before her lawful husband and king, but Margot was so desperate for release that she’d have lowered herself to almost anything to feel that man’s body against hers again. His hands on her. His staff stretching and filling her.

“You obey my orders so well, queen. Almost as if I were your true husband,” said the imposter.

“How can you say that when you know Reynald is watching?” she hissed, mortified at the impropriety and fearful that the king could change his mind about the entire scheme at any moment.

“Didn’t you observe?” asked the man. “He only grows hotter the more I insult him. As do you.”

Marguerite reckoned she should storm from the chapel in protest — despite her state of undress — but he interrupted her thoughts.

“Lie on the floor of the dais, your back on the cold stone.”

“Why should I—”

“Because you want your pretty cunt licked, don’t you? And he won’t do it.”

Margot’s cheeks scorched, and she looked at Reynald on the bench nearby. He was once again sitting in his majestic manner, but now he had a hand over his fattened staff.

He loves this, she thought. He liked all of this: the insults, seeing her naked in the chapel with another man. The king might not even object to the inconvenient feelings she’d been so regretting — provided he could watch her with the imposter.

“Put your back against the dais floor and heat the stone with your shame and pleasure,” said the confessor. “Let it all ebb from you and leave you with naught but your true longings. Spread your legs so your husband might finally see your cunt wet and swollen, now that another man is pleasuring you.”

Marguerite lay down. Each vertebra in her spine seemed to press into the stone, and her knees fell open of their own accord. The cold floor gave her some relief from the humors coursing through her body and heating her blood until she thought she might send the castle up in flames.

“That’s it, spread for the man who will make you swell. Open your little lips for me and show me where you want this cock.”

Margot’s hand trembled as it trailed over her belly and settled between her legs. The confessor — her darling imposter — watched impassively as she gasped at the sensation of slickness coating that most private of places.

“I’ve got your wife’s cunt glazed, and she’s only sucked my cock, Reynald. Don’t know that I’ve ever seen such a needy hole in a wife. Can’t you fuck her properly? Poor thing, she’s desperate for a real man.”

Oh, he was too much, too bold, but his words only made the queen’s desire grow, as did Reynald rhythmically working his hand over his tunic-covered cock as he watched their little ritual.

“That’s right, touch it, sweet queen, get your cunny wet and loose because this commoner plans to fuck you hard.”

She hadn’t realized that her fingertips had found their way to the bump between her lips, but now that she was touching it, the idea of stopping seemed impossible. Every little stroke set off interior tremors, and she felt so very wet and ready for however her king’s double might use her.

“I’ll die if I don’t taste it,” the confessor said, pulling off his mask at last.

Margot wanted to cry upon seeing that man again. He was so like Reynald in looks, but so very different in his posture and attitude. Especially now that he wasn’t playing the king.

Robes swirling around him, he lowered to the floor. But he was too far, much too far, all the way between her thighs. Marguerite wanted to feel his body against hers again, let his heat mingle with hers as they coupled for hours.

“How fares my queen?” he asked, fingers trailing over the place she was wet and aching for him. “This part, especially. Has she been hungry for a proper cock?”

“Reynald,” she cried when the imposter dropped a kiss on her throbbing nub. “Wait, what do I call you? You’re not Reynald.”

Marguerite couldn’t help but stare at him, watching his face hungrily after days of longing. And he seemed to stare at her most intimate place with a similar intensity.

Perhaps that’s what she was to him: a wet, hot hole he could use in the course of his impersonation and stud duties. It was lowering to think that he meant so much to her while she might be any woman at all to him.

But I like that, Margot realized, letting her spine dig into the stone floor as she writhed under his gaze. For the first time in her life, she wasn’t valued as a royal daughter or wife, but as a woman. A woman with her own carnal charms.

“How I’ve missed this cunt,” groaned the imposter as he dipped his head to taste between her thighs.

“Reynald!” she cried, bliss making her forget that the man licking her wasn’t Reynald at all but his double. “Or rather…confessor!”

The imposter came up, his lips wet from tasting her, and he smiled in the playful way that seemed so unlike the true king. “Keep crying his name. For once, he should get to have the experience of a woman screaming Reynald in ecstasy. Sadly, he needs another man to help with that.”

Marguerite’s hand came to her face; her cheeks were so heated. She dreaded looking over to see her husband’s reaction to the insults. He’d been placid thus far, but what king could accept such raillery, such teasing when he was the most powerful man in the land?

She heard a groan.

“You’ll make me spend, shepherd,” said the king, his face pained, but seemingly not because the imposter had scored an emotional hit. He had dark circles under his eyes and his hand sometimes shook with fatigue from his long recovery, but if she wasn’t mistaken, her husband was nearly overcome with…pleasure?

His head was thrown back, and his hand had slowed its movements on his thick cock. “You’ll drain my sac without a touch,” the king complained, his knuckles straining as he sought to master himself.

“I care not where you spend, dear monarch,” replied the imposter. “Your seed is so ineffectual it could paint your wife’s womb every night and still produce no heir. Hence, my role in our little game.”

When the imposter dipped his head to suck Margot again, her back bowed on the dais floor, and he hooked her knees over his shoulders.

“Oh, but you can’t—” she cried, mortified at being opened and controlled in that way.

This way of coupling was no more lewd than anything she’d done with the imposter during Reynald’s illness, but the combination of performing such acts in the sacred chapel, the reunion with her lover, and her husband watching made the proceedings feel like another level of sin altogether.

“Margot, you need to prepare for taking a real man’s cock again. You must stretch on it, with no crying, because I mean to ride you hard and fill you with my seed. This time, you’ll swell with my babe.”

He was so crude! She should object, close her legs—

“Touch your nipples,” he ordered, “get your milk flowing for me. I’ll need to keep my strength up as I pour new life into you. Since your husband can’t.”

Marguerite groaned as she touched her sensitive nipples and felt milk spring forth.

“Taste it, your ambrosia. As I taste you,” ordered the imposter while leaning down to lick and suck Margot’s cunny again.

A better woman, a better wife would object, she thought as her knees pressed against the imposter’s ears and she brought a drop of her own milk to her lips. It was creamy and sweet, with a powdery warm smell that brought to mind all the babies she’d nurse at her breast if the imposter delivered on his promises.

“Fill me,” she whined, her hips moving as if to seek the staff she’d dreamed about. The one identical to that of her husband. The one that made her feel so much more than she ever had in her marriage bed.

“Since seeing this, I’ve wondered how it would look in your cunt, swallowed up and prayers answered,” said the imposter, holding Marguerite’s prayer stick aloft.

Margot felt time slow as he brought the purple stick, worn smooth over time and endless fidgeting, between her legs. He settled it at her entrance.

“Anoint it, little queen. Wash away your shame.”

The imposter pressed the stone in, taking his time.

“Unless the shame makes your paroxysms come harder and faster,” he said with a smirk before drawing the stick out and pushing it in again.

Marguerite felt pinned to the floor by pleasure, the profane act of a false confessor penetrating her with her own prayer stick setting her hips rocking. On that dais, she took all the confessor had to give.

“Fuck, Margot,” groaned the king from his bench. “Who would have thought that my wife would make such a pretty little slut?”

As far as endearments go, it wouldn’t be the sort of thing written in the history books or shared in an ambassador’s report to her father. But it made Margot arch higher and moan louder, hoping to put on a show her husband might enjoy, too. He was, after all, the man who had orchestrated everything. He had given her the man who was giving her bliss.

“Taking it so well,” muttered the imposter from where he knelt between her legs, watching as he worked the stick in and out. Margot looked down and could see it: the purple quartz now slick with her juices and entering her with ease.

“I want you loose. So when I drive my cock in and spill my seed, I have some sense of what your husband will feel when he next takes you. When he tries to please you after I’ve stretched this cunt out.”

He was too much, asking for Reynald to strike him, at the very least. She looked over at her husband and found him tearing at his chausses and untying the laces connecting them to his braies. He didn’t bring down the drawers, simply dug his hand inside and worked his staff with abandon.

“Oh, oh!” Marguerite cried out at the sight of him so affected. “I’m going to…oh!”

The imposter put his mouth on her, right over her straining little nub, and sucked it as he had her breasts when they’d trysted during Reynald’s illness. All the while, he worked the prayer stick in and out, letting it drag over places that had only awakened under his care.

“What I wouldn’t give to see you fuck her again,” rasped the king, his big hand moving then stilling as he grit his teeth as if in pain.

“What would you give?” asked the imposter, coming off Margot’s nub just as she was nearing release.

She wanted to scream, make demands, but her mind felt hazy and she settled for gently touching her own nipples while she waited for her men to negotiate.

Her men. What a strange notion. A strange notion that seemed instinctively correct.

“Would you give me your crown? Your woman?” asked the imposter, his eyes still watching where he pushed and pulled the prayer stick.

“For a time,” said the king with equanimity. “And you know that’s true because I already did.”

“Yet I want something new.”

“Don’t let greed empty your coffers, man. The first rule of kingship,” said Reynald.

“I’d make a terrible king. You see, I want to plow new territory.”

Margot took the imposter’s free hand into her own and put his finger to her nub, then rubbed it. If he wished to chat with her husband, he could make himself useful in the meantime.

“Don’t we all.”

“As for what I want in exchange for letting you watch me fuck your wife properly…well, I want your ass.” The imposter leaned over Margot and spat upon her spread cunny before resuming his labors. She gasped but simply took what the man did when she felt the delicious slide of his finger.

“You wish you’d been blessed with an arse such as this,” retorted Reynald. “Has served me in good stead on many campaigns.”

The imposter laughed. “I’ve never known you to tell jokes.” His movements were quicker now, as if he meant to bring her to bliss right on that sacred floor.

“In this place, I’m the fool and you’re the king, is that not right?” asked Reynald.

“Not quite, but close enough. Maybe someday. Perhaps even the same day I fuck your kingly arse the way I fuck your wife.”

Reynald’s groan lasted for ages, and he gripped the bench as if in pain. “Fuck, man, you’ll make me spend.”

“Oh, that I will, my man, that I will,” said the imposter, returning his mouth to Margot’s cunny.

She could scarcely make sense of their exchange. They bickered like old friends or family, and about that! Reynald seemed to leave off his kingly demeanor with the imposter and treat him as a friend or brother, what a strange thing to witness after four years of marriage.

Her chest heaved thinking of the two handsome, nearly identical older men — her only lovers — becoming lovers to each other. She couldn’t picture the mechanics, but imagining them with their skin meeting, muscles entangled, and desire on display made her cry out.

To think of them coming together was astonishingly erotic, but then her mind wandered: what if they came together with me between them? One man was ravishing her beyond comprehension, but if she had two men using their mouths and staffs to please her? She’d produce an heir and spare in rapid succession.

On that thought and a particularly well-timed drag of the stick over the front wall of her channel, Marguerite felt her body erupt. Her thighs squeezed closed around the imposter’s broad shoulders as he applied himself with abandon to lavishing her cunny with wet kisses.

Inside, she bore down on the prayer stick he used so profanely, wishing it were bigger; something like two nearly identical men taking her at the same time.

Tears and milk leaked from Margot’s taxed body and dripped onto the floor, proof that she’d become wild and disorderly in her pursuit of pleasure. It overfilled her cup, and she let the only lovers she’d known see her leaking.

“Margot, Margot, my only,” whispered the imposter, who tore at his robes while she lay immobile and spent on the floor. “If I don’t enter now, I’ll spill all this seed I have for you. And I’ll not waste a drop when I’ve made a solemn promise to fill your womb.”

He emerged from the swirl of fabric. Her lover, the false king.


Chapter 5


They were nude again, and together, just as she’d dreamed since the true king had returned. But she’d never pictured Reynald watching them — despite his request.

The imposter gazed down at Marguerite tenderly, then hooked one of her knees over his arm, guided his cock to her entrance, and slid into her clasp.

He paused, his free hand brushing hair from Margot’s eyes. “You feel it?”

Every bit of it. Everything, she wanted to say. It was just as she remembered from the first time he’d claimed her body. Altogether too much sensation for a mere joining of bodies that had never moved her heart when her husband had done it.

His heavy cock stretched her just shy of pain after weeks apart. The imposter was bigger, warmer, and weightier than the prayer stick, throbbing with life and ready to fill her with a new one. He was thick and hard, and she felt her body’s pillowy channel smother him from base to tip in a tender grasp.

“I do,” she said in a gasp.

“I’m not hurting you, am I?”

Not now. Not now that you’re once again within me, your skin pressed against mine. “I am well.”

“Your presence seems to make your queen a shy little mouse, Reynald,” called the imposter. “You should have seen the ways I had her while you were away.”

“I saw one way,” returned Reynald, his jaw slack as he watched them. “You took my wife on her hands and knees. Is that how you shepherds like to do it?”

“Ahh, yes, an excellent position for breeding,” returned the imposter. “Not that you’d know anything about that.”

“Why don’t you try it again? Margot seemed to enjoy it, and I’ll deny her nothing.”

“Nothing except the heir your kingdom so desperately needs,” goaded the imposter.

“Yet I have given her to you, the man who claims he can solve the problem. Though I’ve not seen evidence you can do anything of the sort. Thus far, you’ve failed to spend within her.”

The imposter chuckled. “I’ve missed this. Our little conversations. They made my training so enjoyable. I wonder if you’d be so good-natured if put in the role of student.”

“And what do I have to learn?” asked Reynald with a bark.

“How to please your wife, for one,” said the imposter, dealing a blow with no hesitation.

“Then school me, master,” said the king with a sardonic bow of his head.

The imposter held Marguerite’s waist and slowed his strokes. “Would you be amenable to kneeling on the floor? It appears your husband would like to see you fucked hard and right.”

She’d do anything he wished in that moment, and she hated herself for it. Walking into this chapel was supposed to relieve her of her guilt, but she was scrambling to her hands and knees like a canine eager to please its owner, all because she couldn’t control her body and heart.

“If you don’t mind terribly,” said the imposter from behind her, “turn to your husband. Let him see your face as you reach ecstasy. He’s likely never seen a woman achieve her peak before, and we should offer him the chance to witness it.”

Margot was already turning and looking at her husband, so she saw him send his eyes to the heavens. Yet he didn’t seem angry or insulted. Merely hungry and uncomfortable, his hand slowly working his cock again and his eyes on her heavy breasts.

“Wider,” said the imposter behind Margot, helping to direct her knees apart. “That’s it; now straighten your arms. I won’t go easy on you, not if you want to be bred, my little queen.”

And then his cock was at her entrance again, smoothly pushing into the place he’d opened. Marguerite’s elbows wobbled. His staff pressed deeper than before, testing her physical limits as he remorselessly took her.

“Look at your husband. Sad and alone on that bench as he watches a better man fuck and fill you.”

Margot looked up from the floor to Reynald, who looked quite the opposite of sad. He leaned back, his thighs wide, his hand working his cock as he watched the scene on the dais with satisfaction. Was he enjoying this? He certainly seemed to derive more pleasure from it than anything they’d done together in their marriage bed.

“Brace yourself, Margot.”

The imposter withdrew and then drove himself in again.

Marguerite cried out; she’d been distracted by her husband and hadn’t expected the hard thrust.

“Now, now, you can take me,” said the imposter, placing his hand on her shoulder to control her body and working himself in and out smoothly. “I know that cunt is ready for me, and I need you to be a good girl and show your husband how well you take a commoner. A shepherd.”

“But it’s deep—”

“I know it’s hard, my little lamb, but you’ve taken this cock before and you’ll do it again. Keep those knees wide and don’t fight me. We’ve a baby to make.”

On and on, that man shoved himself inside and pulled her back onto him, her knees and hands struggling to hold her up as she took his hard rutting.

“Such a soft little lamb letting her tup mount her,” babbled the imposter.

Margot’s breasts, heavy with milk, swayed under the force of the imposter’s strokes. They hurt from being so engorged, but the motion dulled the pain, heightening her pleasure.

“Marguerite,” moaned the king, his head thrown back and hand working faster.

“She liked that,” called the imposter. “Clamped right down on my cock as if she was trying to grip your little piece.”

“I should dismiss you and take your place behind her,” growled Reynald, his face twisted by approaching ecstasy.

“And deny your queen the potent seed and paroxysm she’s been promised? I think not.”

“Where shall I put this seed then?” asked the king.

“You’ve never before spilled outside of a woman?” asked the imposter with a hoot. “Never had to conceal your spend or wash the mess off your hands? Perhaps you’d have been a better lover if you had.”

“Margot,” Reynald called, “I’ll give you anything, anything, to come inside of you. Toss this imposter from my favorite throne and let me feel you again.”

“Don’t settle too easily,” warned the imposter. “You have him now. Get a new parure out of him at the very least.”

She regarded her king, slumped in pleasurable agony on that bench, and thought of what she truly wanted. Right now, she could think of nothing but the carnal delights; what were jewels to the things she’d felt at the imposter’s hands. She had her fill of jewels.

The idea of never feeling so controlled and cherished again chilled her. Someday, likely soon, the imposter would depart, and she’d be left in that great bed of hers with nothing but memories. And hopefully, their long-awaited heir.

“Come to me, king,” she called imperiously.

“I knew you’d listen to reason, Margot, such a good girl,” said Reynald, scrambling up from his bench and trying to hold up his chausses while making his way to the dais. “Thank you for your work, old boy, but I can take over that service from henceforth.”

“Not there,” Margot said. The king came to an awkward stop,

“Your imposter will continue his,” she moaned, “his labors. As he is doing now.”

The king looked about the chapel in confusion.

“Come closer,” she said.

Reynald approached where Marguerite was on her hands and knees, rocking under the force of the imposter’s thrusts.

“Take out your staff.”

“But Margot…”

“Take it out.”

Reynald pushed his braies down to reveal his cock. In so many ways, it was identical to the one bringing her ecstasy. Even the color of his angry, wet cockhead matched that of the imposter. He simply did not know how to wield his sword for his wife’s pleasure.

“Stroke it.”

Reynald’s free hand trembled as he worked the other over his shaft. His movements were jerky, as if he feared going too fast.

All the while, the imposter smoothly drove himself in and out, the sensations mounting until her knees pressed against the stone floor as she sought to delay her release just a few moments longer.

“You are so alike,” she said.

“I found him,” replied the king with pride.

“Only took opening a few of the more dusty documents in the royal archives,” dismissed the imposter.

“You are so alike, and yet he has made my body feel things you never have. And it has nothing to do with your form; you are nearly identical. No, it’s because your double set out to please me.”

“I’ll do anything, Margot, let me prove it to you,” said Reynald, his hand moving faster now, as if the critique made his blood run hotter.

The man behind her dragged his staff over a particularly delicious spot, and Marguerite’s climax approached. She needed to extract a promise from her husband.

“You wish to spend inside a woman right now? Inside your wife?”

“Yes, anything, name it,” whimpered Reynald.

“You’re going to let this man teach you.”

“Teach me? I’ve spent months training him.”

“And now he’s going to train you,” said Margot, her eyes closing in bliss as she felt the imposter’s fingers run over her nub as he continued to stroke his staff inside. “He’ll train you in how to fuck your wife.”

It was the first time she’d uttered such a word, and she nearly stumbled on it. What a sound to form with her lips!

Reynald must have thought so too, as his hand pumped his staff harder and he approached nearer to where she was being covered by his rival.

“Say it again,” rasped Reynald, the slapping sound of him beating his wet staff mixing with the beats of the imposter slamming his hips into hers. “Say it.”

“The imposter is going to train you in how to fuck me.”

The first lash of the king’s seed hit Margot’s cheek before Reynald could feed his cock into her open mouth. She sucked him — for the first time, she sucked her husband’s cock — all while taking the imposter’s increasingly forceful strokes from behind.

“Margot, fuck, had I known you’re such a good, pretty little slut, oh, yes, there!”

She was tumbling into bliss. His words should have been insulting, especially when paired with the seed dripping from her cheek and his cock stuffed in her mouth, but Reynald’s embrace of the carnal only made her hotter. Wetter.

And behind her, the imposter stroked relentlessly, muttering, “Squeeze me, Margot,” when she bore down on him. “Take this seed.”

At the feeling of his gushing spend, Margot cried out, the noise muffled by her husband’s cock lodged within her mouth. She was being filled from both sides, utterly awash in it.

Each stroke the imposter played upon her nub had Marguerite squeaking. Then one faint brush in just the right way made her scream and buck. Reynald shallowly thrust his cock into her mouth through her climax, as did the imposter behind her, despite his softening cock.

Margot’s arms trembled as her crisis passed. Reynald tenderly wiped spit and spend from her face using the untucked tail of his shirtsleeves.

“My beautiful queen. You’ve never been more lovely.”

She hummed, her mind floating as if on a cloud.

“I promise, as your king and husband, to learn all your lover can teach me about pleasing you.”

Marguerite hummed again, looking forward to their lessons.

“Yes, that’s all fine and good, but you’ve something to learn now,” said the imposter from behind her as he pulled from her clasp at last.

“And what is that?” asked Reynald imperiously.

“Back against the floor,” instructed the imposter.

Margot dropped to the stone floor and stared at the ornate painted ceiling as if far away. Clouds and gods gazed down at her, and she felt one with them. In the most unlikely way possible, she’d thrown off the weight of guilt and transcended to something sublime.

“For now, I’ll teach you how to suck on your wife’s breasts. You take the other side and I’ll take this one. Start with your fingers, then give her nipple the softest of kisses.”

Perhaps she was in the heavens after all.

TO BE CONTINUED
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Newsletter sign up: elizabethroubaix.com/newsletter.
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