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Chapter 1


Huntspill Castle, long ago and far away

“You must keep getting better, my sweet daughter,” said Queen Marguerite, reverently running a hand over the baby’s fine hair. “You are your father’s only child after two marriages of some duration. Besides the fact that we love you so very much.”

Queen Marguerite pressed a kiss to the sleeping child’s fist, then rose unsteadily. She’d been keeping vigil over her baby since she was struck by illness some eight days ago and only broke the fast when her retinue begged her to take some bread to keep her strength up.

Her knees were sore, but her heart was lighter than it had been in some time. A daughter couldn't inherit the throne — the court never let Margot forget that — but little Aveline was a princess of blood and the apple of her parents' eyes. With the baby on the mend, Marguerite could again return to fervent prayers for an heir.

“Your Majesty,” said a booming voice the moment she exited the nursery.

Marguerite clutched the prayer stick in her pocket and ‌sought to control her breathing; she’d been startled by the sound.

“Speak,” she said imperiously once she righted herself.

“It is the king. He has taken ill.”

“No,” she whispered, imagining poison coursing through his body. She knew her husband had enemies, always plotting against him. In her nightmares, he was captured or assassinated. She was paraded as a prize of war, and her daughter was left cold and without care until she died ignominiously. Marguerite slumped, and the man took her arm for support.

Feeling his grip made Marguerite straighten. No matter what had happened, she could behave in a manner befitting royalty. And certainly avoid any actions bearing even a whiff of impropriety; queens had been executed for less.

“He lives, Your Majesty,” said the man at last. “But it is the sweating sickness.”

Marguerite covered her mouth to stifle a sob. The sweating sickness? This courtier might as well have announced the king’s death. It had been ravaging the capital, but she had thought it would ease now that late autumn had arrived.

What a cruel fate to come so close to the shore of safety only for it to slip away.

“Take me to him,” she said, raising a hand to contain the man’s protestations. He would say that she needed rest, that the contagion posed dangers, and that she should think of a potential heir she might be carrying.

She knew she was not with child. And the possibility of her last conversation with Reynald being their last ever made her want to rail at the heavens. The things he’d said! The thing he’d suggested! She must see Reynald. Perhaps his words had been inspired by the growing heat in his spleen, and he intended to take it all back. There was no way he could have meant what he said.

***

After a turn away from the royal apartments, Marguerite stopped walking.

“Where are you taking me?” she asked lowly, looking about for something she might break over the man’s head should he prove himself a kidnapper.

“The king and his advisors thought it best that he convalesce in a distant wing. Away from prying eyes,” said the man.

Unsaid was why the king would need to take such precautions: his hold on power was tenuous, the nobles and their private armies were restless, and Reynald had no heir of his own blood.

Marguerite nodded and signaled that the man should continue, leading her to her husband. In a far-off room she’d never seen — despite coming to the palace as a bride four years earlier — Reynald was in repose, lying on what appeared to be a funeral bier.

“You said he was…” she cried, choked with tears as she saw the stuff of nightmares before her.

“No, Your Majesty, this is simply how the king’s honor guard moved him. He yet lives.”

Marguerite drifted to her husband’s side, her spine crawling with fear all the while, as if he were about to rise like a revenant and devour her flesh. A fire roared in the hearth, and as she came closer, she witnessed Reynald shiver. He was still alive.

“Gods be upon you,” she said, placing her hand over her husband’s thick hair just as she had their daughter’s only minutes before.

His lips trembled, and Marguerite saw to it that the blankets had been securely tucked about him.

“You cannot leave me,” she said, affecting a smile while tears rolled down her cheeks. “I know our union was forged out of political necessity, but I have come to respect you as a husband and lord. Aveline and I‌ both need you. You see, I don’t know how we’d survive a new regime. So you must stay with us. Get better. And we’ll have an heir soon enough.”

“We won’t,” he said, the words escaping his clenched jaw.

“You speak!” she said, taking his hand in hers. “Do you require water? Some broth?”

“We won’t have an heir,” he enunciated clearly. “I asked too much of the heavens when I ascended to the crown, and this will not be given to me. No matter how many pilgrimages I make. I will not father a son in this life.”

Marguerite turned away so that he might not hear her sob. To be without an heir of the king’s blood was a recipe for unrest. If Reynald were to die now, civil war between the nobles would be all but assured. It would be Marguerite’s nightmares made real.

“I upset you,” he continued. “When I suggested a solution to our succession crisis.”

That had been the cause of their disagreement: her husband had stated that since he had not fathered a son in two decades of marriage with two different queens, he should step aside and ask another man to father the babe secretly. For the good of his kingdom.

Marguerite would have been less disgusted if he’d suggested divorcing her and trying for an heir with a third wife. Imagine! Allowing some man who wasn’t her husband to touch her! To slake his lust on her body! To leave his seed within her and potentially get her with child!

They were no love match, but Marguerite couldn’t fathom being so disloyal to her king and husband. She’d come to Reynald straight from her convent school and, should he predecease her, she’d return to those hallowed halls for the rest of her days. Bearing the burden of her husband’s attentions in the bedroom was shocking enough; allowing another man between her legs was unthinkable. It would be the ruin of them all!

“More than beauty or bloodlines, chastity is prized above all else in queens, as you well know,” she whispered.

“As you have all three, perhaps you’ll let your hold of one slip?” asked Reynald, his usual humor in evidence despite the ravages of his sudden illness. “For the good of the kingdom.”

For the good of the kingdom. How many times had she composed her features and tamed her natural impulses for the good of the kingdom? She had not been born in this place; like so many girls, she’d been traded away by ambitious parents to strengthen dynastic ties. Would that Aveline not make that sad journey to a foreign land, where she was to be accepted only because she was to birth kings. Marguerite was silent as she imagined her daughter’s fate.

“Margot, won’t you do this? For us?”

Over and over, she had been asked some version of that question, her pet name trotted out to coax her into the halter.

And yet Reynald might be dying before her. His concerns were not misplaced, not if her nightmares predicted a future where she did not produce an heir in time. She hated this, but there was no alternative. She would extract a promise in return.

“When she comes of age, god willing, Aveline will make her own choice regarding how she wishes to live. You must grant me that,” said Marguerite. “I accept your plan, but she will be allowed the choices I wasn’t.”

“I grant you this,” said Reynald, his eyes closing as if the waves of his illness were taking him under. “Was it so bad? To be married to me?”

“How can you ask such a thing?” she cried. “And in the past tense? You know—”

“There now,” he said, patting her hand. “I know we’ve made the best of things.”

“How will I—” she asked.

“It is all arranged. We have planned for this eventuality for months. Since I fell during the hunt last summer.”

Marguerite huffed, recalling her husband’s insistence that he lead the chase at their most distant , only to be thrown by his horse near a ravening boar.

“We found a man who resembles me, in the event I might be incapacitated,” said the king, coughing ineffectually. “He will take up the mantle for the duration of my illness.”

“You’ve been planning this? Beyond simply a man to sire an heir?” asked Marguerite, stunned that such an elaborate plan had been put in motion while she remained unaware.

“He is like me in nearly every way,” said Reynald. “If you treat him as your husband, the kingdom will follow. And you will be safe. Knowing that I might see you cared for thus will make me rise from my sickbed when the worst is over.”

“He is not my husband,” sniffed Marguerite, fussing with Reynald’s cuffs, missing the way his pupils darkened.

“That reminds me: take my ring. While he rules in my stead, he must wear it.”

Marguerite fumbled as she pulled the heavy Ring of State from her husband’s finger. “He is not my husband and king. He might wear this ring, but I will know the truth.”

“Yet he might do what I cannot,” said Reynald, his breathing slowing as he drifted to sleep. “May I wake to news of an heir.”


Chapter 2


Marguerite cried herself to sleep that night and spent the next day in her private chapel, begging for forgiveness for what she’d been asked to do.

The king’s Ring of State was yet within her bodice, safely nestled between her breasts. They felt strangely heavy when she thought of a man who was not her husband touching her body. Even her nipples must be repulsed by the idea, and they hardened as if to fight the mere mention of the interloper.

Finally, she could not ignore the knocks of fate, and she returned to the Queen’s Chambers.

“Your Majesty?” asked Petronilla, one of her ladies-in-waiting. “Do you mean to dine in your rooms tonight?”

“I…”

She hadn’t been seen since Aveline’s illness had taken hold many days ago. To continue to take meals away from the court would cause speculation about the child’s health. And perhaps make people look closer at the imposter king dining without her by his side.

There was a knock at the door connecting her apartment to that of the king. How odd. Then she recalled that the king — the true king — was in a distant wing under the weight of the sweating sickness.

Petronilla looked to Margot for direction, and she nodded her assent. It was time to earn her daughter’s freedom.

When the king stepped through the door, her heart leaped. Her fervent prayers must have worked; Reynald yet lived and had recovered most quickly!

She rushed to his side. “Reynald, my king—”

“Please leave us,” said the king to Petronilla, not taking his eyes from Margot. He looked like Reynald, but his voice was the slightest bit different, as if his speech had been trained rather than learned at court since birth.

The well-bred Petronilla had the temerity to giggle as she scurried away and closed the door behind her. How strange. She’d never behaved thus before.

“Then you are the imposter,” said Marguerite in a low voice. One never knew which castle walls had ears.

“That I am, my queen,” he said with a reverence that made her belly flutter with something unfamiliar. She settled her hand upon it, wondering if she’d been wrong in her calculations and this signaled the quickening of an heir.

“Are you well?” asked the imposter solicitously. He placed his hand over hers, low on her belly.

“Sir!” Marguerite cried, stumbling away.

“Your Majesty,” he corrected, his lopsided smile so unlike that of Reynald. Which brought up a problem.

“What am I to call you? In private?” she asked.

He raised an eyebrow, looking so very like the man he replaced. “Reynald. My king. Husband.”

Margot cast her eyes to the heavens and prayed for strength. “I mean, what is your own name? Your given name.”

The man stepped closer, towering over Marguerite in a way that Reynald never had, despite both men being the same size. “While I risk my life to protect yours and the peace in our land, you will call me Reynald. I could be the meanest laborer or an itinerant merchant, but I will not have you risk this plan because of misplaced morals. Plunging this kingdom into civil war simply because you mistakenly used the wrong name would be disastrous.”

He stepped back, and she could breathe again.

“You may not have seen heads on spikes for less, but I have. Now, where is the Ring of State?”

Marguerite fumbled with the chain about her neck, pulling the ring from between her breasts and showing it to the man — she could not think of him as Reynald — before trying to unclasp the necklace. It was caught in her hair.

“There now, easy,” he said from behind her. “Let’s not disarrange the royal mane just to free my Ring of State.”

Margot gasped. “It’s not your ring,” she hissed.

“It is for now,” he replied, gently freeing her hair from the links. “As you are my wife for now.”

***

In the great hall, the feast had begun a slow descent into debauchery as cups were refilled yet again and the eighth toast to Princess Aveline was offered in celebration of her recovered health, as evidenced by her mother’s return to the table.

The imposter king sat beside Margot, raising his glass and sipping, but careful not to quaff the fortified wine.

“Did you enjoy the pheasant, my queen?” asked the false Reynald solicitously. “I believe it is a favorite of yours, and I ordered it so you might restore your strength at our table tonight.”

Margot’s mind seemed to skip and hop at his consideration. How did he know her preference when her own husband left such details to his staff?

“I enjoyed it very much. Thank you, my king.”

“Your prayers over our dear Aveline have shielded her from the worst,” he said, taking her hand in his and kissing her fingers with courtly devotion. “You are to be commended.”

He could not know how his words affected her. Marguerite bowed her head modestly and tried to recall that this man was naught but an imposter playing a role, acting for the benefit of the court. She should not let her head be muddled by his performance.

“I cherish our daughter. And I wish to give you another one,” he whispered into her ear.

What talk! And right before the entire court. In truth, he was speaking discreetly, and most of the courtiers were well into their cups by now, but she’d never talked to Reynald of such things in the great hall. And then she realized he’d made a mistake.

“An heir,” she corrected. This man had slipped when referring to a potential child and forgot that they did not need another daughter.

The false Reynald came closer to her on the bench they shared, as if to tuck her body into his. It was a strange sensation to have a man so close, so publicly. But when she looked around, the assembled crowd only looked on their king and queen with approbation. It seemed all of them were hoping for a blessed event.

“I stand by what I said, Queen. I mean to give you a child and would be most delighted if you carried my daughter,” he said, placing his hand over her lower belly again.

“Oh,” said Margot, struck by his words and the warmth of his large hand through her brocade stomacher.

“It was warm, you know,” he said against her temple.

When had he come so close that he needed only to drop his head to whisper into her ear? She must have imbibed too many cups of wine; her lids felt heavy and there was an ache her thighs.

“What was warm?” she asked faintly.

His hand was still there, gently cradling the place Aveline had grown within her. The place her future babies would grow.

“The ring,” he whispered. “The metal was heated by your lovely breasts and stayed warm long after.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Do not apologize for something your king enjoyed very much,” he murmured. “It made my cock hard to think of wearing something scented by your skin. Do you yet nurse our baby?”

Marguerite flushed. How could he know that? And why did he think to ask her about it!

“Don’t send up your feathers because of a simple question,” he said. “Save that for when I truly shock you. I merely wish to know if I might taste milk when suckling at your breasts.”

Margot’s mouth dropped open. Of all the things!

The false Reynald’s hand moved from her belly to her breast. He cupped it gently, the view of his fondling blocked by the cups and piled-up trenchers from the feast.

“Aveline is yet weaning,” said Marguerite at last.

“So you have something for her papa to drink?” asked the king.

This man was not Aveline’s father, but the thought of him relieving her heavy breasts after a difficult time weaning the sick baby made her body heat with desire.

“Oh, Margot,” he sighed softly, “place your hand upon my cock and feel what your queenly modesty does to a sinner.”

“Reynald,” she fumbled with her words. “My king, the things you say!”

He moved his hand over her breast more insistently. “You are said to be the most devout, chaste, and beautiful woman in all the land,” he said. “To touch your divine person has made my balls heavy. I fear I might spend in my doublet if you do not lead me to our chambers so I might worship you properly.”

A clanging echoed through the hall, and Marguerite jumped away from the imposter’s side, fearful that they’d been caught. But it was just the courtiers, those yet upright and sentient, beating their knives and cups at the sight of the king and queen looking so uncharacteristically amorous.

“We’ll see an heir yet!” cried one voice.

“Don’t mind us,” shouted the fool, covering his eyes. “Mayhap you would like to perform your royal duties in the hall?” He then uncovered his eyes and winked in their direction.

“That man is most unsettling,” groused Margot, taking another sip from her cup before the false Reynald removed it from her hand.

“Leave the wine aside for tonight,” he said. “Let us retire to our chambers.”

“You really mean to…”

“I do,” he said, putting her hand in his own and kissing her knuckles like a courtly beau.

He rose, guiding the queen up with him.

“I fear my queen has mentioned a draft; the breath of winter is upon us, and I must think of her health. I bid you goodnight, my countrymen, and hope you rest easy,” said Reynald.

“We’ll rest easiest when a boy is born to you!” cried the fool, tumbling across the floor as if to escape punishment for saying what the court was thinking.

“Have no doubt, I plan to do everything in my power to see it done,” replied Reynald.


Chapter 3


Marguerite had scurried into her chambers when the king ‌inquired about how long she’d need to prepare for him. She never answered, letting the door close in his face as she struggled to think of what to say.

The real Reynald always sailed into her apartments with a regal air. In much the same way, he approached their marital duties. What would his replacement do?

Margot clutched the blankets to her chest, chilled by the air in her bedroom. Since she didn’t know when the imposter would enter her chamber, she’d rushed through her ablutions, refused a warming pan in the bed, and had herself thrown more logs on the fire haphazardly so she might be under the bedclothes when the man appeared. Marguerite would be mortified for the man to find her washing between her legs or the like, but lying in a cold bed was no better.

There was a knock at the connecting door.

She trembled, thinking of the first night Reynald had come to her in this room. She’d been bedecked in a nightgown made with lace by nuns in a distant land, uncertain of why she needed to leave off her warm clothes simply because she was married.

In the end, the king had gently lifted her hem, moved her legs just enough to fit between, and inserted himself efficiently into the place that belonged to him alone.

And now he wanted to give that place to another man, an imposter who bore his name — for the time being.

Marguerite felt strange there, between her thighs. Achy and wet. She must have rushed through her washing too quickly to dry herself sufficiently. She should get up and do the job properly.

The knock came again. It was too late; she’d simply need to hope the man didn’t notice.

“Come in,” she said, pulling the bed curtain so she wouldn’t be visible when he walked into the room; perhaps he wished to say something and then go to sleep.

She waited for several tense moments before the curtain opened, this time by the hand of someone else.

The beeswax candle Reynald carried illuminated his face. The warm glow highlighted what Margot hadn’t seen before.

“Your eyes,” she mused, “they’re not brown, not fully. There’s some gold in there. That’s how I could recognize you’re not the king: I was close enough to see that.”

“Then you must be the only person allowed to get so close to me,” he said, a smile on his lips.

Marguerite shuddered as a wave of heat surged through her body.

“Are you cold?” asked Reynald solicitously. “Let me climb in and warm you.”

She found she couldn’t speak to refuse or accept him, and she simply moved towards the middle of the bed so Reynald — still wearing a dressing gown — could slide between the bedclothes next to her.

He placed the candle on the table beside her bed and left the curtain open.

“Won’t you blow out the candle and pull the curtain?” she asked. “It is chill.”

“I do so apologize, my queen,” he said. And then he did something most shocking. He left the candle burning, and he turned and crawled so that his body caged hers. “I don’t think I can.”

Marguerite pressed her back against the bed, overwhelmed by her husband — her husband’s imposter — coming over her. It was to be expected, given the task they’d been set, but she’d done nothing like this. There was so much to see. So much light.

What was endurable in the dark suddenly seemed too intimate.

“Why not?” she asked, her voice faint.

“I wish to see you,” said Reynald, his eyes roving over her face hungrily. “All of you.”

“Oh.”

“I want to see your body,” he said, gently drawing down the blankets so her fine chemise was exposed to his view. “Watch you as you grow heated below me, reach the peaks of ecstasy from my touch.”

He was entirely too bold, taking liberties when his task was to play the part of Reynald and attempt to sire an heir, nothing more. Neither of those things required him to look at Margot with such devotion.

“I don’t think—” she said, placing a hand on her false husband’s chest so he might halt his movements.

The man shuddered, then looked down at where she had touched him. “My body is aflame for you, Queen Marguerite. I fear that if you touch me thus, I might be unmanned before I enter you.”

His words shouldn’t have affected her so, shouldn’t have had her thighs shifting apart in case he wished to lower himself between them. The lampreys at supper must have been too long in the sun because her stomach flipped as she withdrew her hand under his steady gaze.

“I can smell it,” Reynald said, his eyes closing as if in pain.

Margot gasped. Had her truncated washing been too quick to remove the smells of the day?

“Your milk,” he said, staring at her breasts. The fine fabric of her chemise did little to hide their shape, and the nipples hardened from the cold.

How mortifying, for her disorderly body to be seen by this man who was not her husband. She moved to draw up the blankets, and he stopped her.

“Do not tease me, queen,” he said, lowering into the space she’d made her thighs. “I ache to see you. To taste you.”

The king licked his lips, then affixed them to her nipple, right over her chemise.

“Reynald!” cried Margot, her hands coming to his hair and her back arching as she felt a man suckling from her for the first time.

Her breasts and the place between her legs seemed to run on one meridian, a fiery wire of pleasurable connection. As milk flowed from one breast, so too did her slit feel wet and aching.

“You press your hot little cunt up into my cock like that, and I’ll take you hard without preamble, my darling queen,” growled the imposter. “Are you so desperate for me that you wish to eschew the preparations I had planned?”

“Preparations?” asked Marguerite faintly, her hips rocking of their own accord.

The false king brushed hair from Margot’s face and gave her a moment to return to her senses. Part of her wished he’d proceed, fill her, and leave her in the cold room. But he’d awakened something hot and needy that she’d never known. And she wanted to follow it through the hedge maze and discover what lay at the center.

“I planned to draw milk from both of your lovely breasts,” he said, pushing his thickened staff against the place between her legs. She chased it, but he pulled away. “None of that if you want an heir tonight.”

Marguerite breathed heavily. He was right: they might make an heir tonight, in this very bed. Reynald — the false one — might make her swell with the baby the kingdom had longed for since the last star cycle.

“As a queen, you have many garments, do you not?” asked Reynald, eyeing her chemise.

“I have an entire room, shall I change into—”

At her confirmation, Reynald ripped the thin garment down the front, sending her breasts spilling forth from their confinement.

“Reynald!”

“Your husband wants to see what’s his,” he said, lowering himself to draw on one of her aching nipples.

This time, he suckled with abandon, drinking from one breast while toying with the nipple of the other. It was sacrilege to pantomime the parable of the sinner saved by the maiden’s milk, even in their ostensible marriage bed, but Marguerite couldn’t form words.

Time seemed to slip as Margot grew mesmerized by Reynald worshipping her breasts. Much like the maiden Genevieve in the story, she cradled the man’s head and looked upon him lovingly, all while she nourished him with pull after pull of her milk.

“You make my cock hard,” said Reynald, licking his lips and returning her tender look.

“Does that mean you’ll proceed with the heir now?” she asked, for the first time in her life, hopeful that her husband would insert himself sooner rather than later.

He slid lower on the bed, tearing open the bottom of her chemise as he settled between her legs. Margot was entirely exposed to the man’s eyes, the flickering light of the candle illuminating her naked flesh to Reynald for the first time.

But he wasn’t Reynald, not really. This man who had been tasked with playing her husband had taken immeasurable risk — he was the most likely to have his head displayed on a pike if discovered — and his first thought was not plundering the throne room or royal coffers but pleasuring Marguerite and attempting to get an heir on her.

When he moved lower, Margot let him arrange her limbs as if she were naught but a doll under his control. He had been given command of the state but seemed only interested in seizing her. She felt as though she’d finished an entire jug of fortified wine when she’d taken the smallest of sips. As Reynald settled between her thighs and placed her legs upon his shoulders, she submitted to the irresistible power of her king.

A king who dropped a kiss on her aching cunny and then looked at her for approval.

“I do not believe that is the way to get a baby,” she said, concerned that the man might require instruction in coupling. Not that she was an expert, only having produced one fragile princess.

Reynald chuckled. “How right you are, my queen. But it’s an effective way to lick your cunt,” he said.

And then he waited, letting Margot feel his hot breath wafting over the place that was swollen, spread, and slick merely from the things he’d done to her breasts.

“I don’t think, don’t think I—” she stumbled, recalling her hasty motions over the washstand. “I should clean myself. Again.”

Reynald’s grunt was so loud she feared it might send the king’s guard rushing into the room.

“I don’t want lye soap touching my cunt,” he rasped. “And if you dare scent it with violets or the like, I’ll rip every flower from the castle gardens. If you must, you may wash with water from the finest spring. But I’d prefer to taste you raw.”

Marguerite’s eyes widened. He could not mean what he said! She squirmed in shame, imagining his mouth on that aching flesh. It was unimaginable that he might couple with something so, so—

And then Reynald flattened his thick tongue and licked right between her cunny lips.

“Your majesty!”

“I’ll eat you here every day,” he said. “All the better if you’ve been supervising in the hot kitchens, spinning in your tower, or riding your mare. I am your servant, and I’ll lift your hems to perform this courtly service at any moment you wish.”

Margot’s hips moved as she sought pressure against the places he’d made her ache with need.

“You see,” said Reynald between licks to her swollen cunny, “I must warm your humors and cast out all bile so you might carry my heir. Most of all, I need you wet so my seed might travel to your womb and make you swell with my child.”

“Are you certain that’s necessary?” she asked between little shrieks of surprise when he lavished her body with open-mouthed kisses.

“It’s all necessary,” said Reynald. “I mean to plant myself deep inside you and leave a baby within. Stoking the fires so he grows strong will only help us make him.”

“Oh, my king,” she moaned when her false husband sucked at her nub the way he’d drawn upon her nipples. “I’ll die of this before you enter me.”

He released that throbbing nub and cast Marguerite a heated stare. What could make him suddenly look so hungry when he’d already ravished her most effectively?

“Has my replacement opened your little cunt properly?” he asked, trailing his finger down to the channel that ached to feel something within. Reynald looked down and watched as he traced her entrance in a way that could only be called teasing.

Marguerite pressed her hips up, hoping he would slide a finger where she needed him.

“I asked if the man who had been taking my place has fucked you properly, queen,” said Reynald with sudden sternness.

Margot was under his command, willingly surrendering to the imposter’s control. She didn’t even think to rebut his statements about the true Reynald taking his place; she couldn’t think of anything but feeling him within.

“My husband took my maidenhead,” she said haltingly.

“My poor virgin queen,” said Reynald, kissing her just above the hole she desperately needed filled.

“And he got me with child.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

Marguerite considered his question. Had Reynald fucked her properly? He’d certainly exercised his marital rights and sought to get an heir on her. But that’s not what his replacement was asking, was it?

“Do I need to stretch this cunt before slipping my cock inside?” he asked. “Because I plan to use you hard — to produce an heir, of course — and I must know you’re ready to take me deep.”

Margot covered her mouth with a hand. What a lewd thing to say! He could have been more courtly, coached his request in fine manners, but she’d never felt the like of this in all her twenty years on earth.

“Since you’re so shocked by the words, I’ll make some inferences,” said Reynald. “I’d wager you’ve never been properly fucked.”

He slid a finger into her channel. Every nerve fired, and a slight tremor seized her body.

“Is that all it takes to please my queen?” teased Reynald. He moved so slowly in and out of her she felt every motion.

“Oh, Reynald,” she moaned from behind her hand.

“Don’t beg, darling,” said Reynald, “you’ll make me spend too soon. And I yet need to open this cunt for my cock. As I suspected, you’re tight as a virgin straight from the convent.”

He slipped a second finger into her clasp and worked himself in.

The stretch felt immense, and Margot’s imposter husband stroked her inside as if to pet every bit of the channel he planned to use.

“You’re fighting it, but I’ll get you stretched,” said Reynald, working her faster now.

Margot’s legs shook as the tension in her body became unbearable. She was spread open, her most intimate place right before this man she’d just encountered, and her channel was so wet it was making noises.

But her royal house had never been one to back away from battle; they only surged to the fore and seized power. Marguerite lifted her hips and met his thrusts, taking part in her own ruination.

“That’s it, queen,” he said, “fuck yourself on it. Break it open for me.”

She closed her eyes in humiliation but chased her pleasure surely as any expert horsewoman keen on the hunt.

“Open it up, you’ve got it,” Reynald growled. “If your husband wakes from his illness, you’re going to have to explain to him why your cunt is so receptive to his cock now. Why you know how to move your hips to slam down on his staff. Why you’re dripping from that spot that should have been only his.”

“Don’t say…” whispered Marguerite, her whole body approaching something terrifying. “Don’t say it.”

“Don’t say what, my darling queen? That he’ll awake to find your cunt well-used? You’ll have to bear down on his little cock so he doesn’t suspect that I broke you in and fit your cunny to me.”

“You say too much.”

“I speak only the truth,” said Reynald’s replacement. “That man and I may look alike, but I’ve a working man’s cock for you, not some dainty royal piece. A staff of the peasantry. And I won’t fuck you like a foreign princess, but a village lass who needs to be bred.”

The words and sensations and sounds were too much for Marguerite, who seemed to hover on the precipice of something new and terrifying — yet couldn’t make it over the last hill to whatever lay on the other side.

“Relax your belly and throat, guide me in how to pleasure you,” rasped Reynald, fitting a third finger to her entrance.

“But the guards!” she cried, thinking that they’d rush the room at the first sound of a wail.

“I let them know your king would give you a baby tonight, queen, and saw they were supplied with plenty of ale.”

“Oh,” said Margot, the tension leaving her body.

“But if it helps, imagine them listening at the door as your husband fucks an heir into your belly,” he said.

“Reynald!” she cried.

“Noises, queen. I want to hear you.”

Marguerite let out a guttural moan that seemed to last for ages as Reynald pushed that third finger in.

“I’d bet at least one of those guards has his cock out as he listens at the door. Imagining your sweet, chaste cunt for himself as he hears you get bred.”

Margot was lost in sensation, her back pressed so firmly to the mattress that even the fine linen sheets felt rough against her skin. She could see a man in her mind, touching his staff as he imagined her within this room, bearing Reynald’s delicious attentions. She opened her legs‌ a little wider.

“That’s it, take me deep,” said Reynald. “Or maybe you’d like to take that man in the hall instead? Let him spend in this sacred place and make your belly swell? Shall I call for him now?”

Something about that offer that seemed so wrong made her tumble at last into quaking pleasure. She had no experience of this thing, and it was certainly not on the curriculum at her convent school, but her body knew how to ride Reynald’s touch as she rocked again and again without thinking, her mind a blank slate as bliss flooded her body. Her cries were anything but dignified and royal, coming from some place beyond the reach of protocol and propriety.

“You’ve leaked milk, my queen,” said Reynald, looking at her breasts appreciatively when she regained her senses.

Marguerite gazed down, leagues below. She moved to use her torn chemise to wipe the drops of milk that had escaped during her fit.

To her surprise, she felt no shame, no reaction to the sight. Such was the magnitude of pleasure in which she bathed now,

“I’ll clean you up,” said the imposter king, licking a drop of milk from her belly. “I’ll clean you up as I fill you with my baby.”


Chapter 4


At last, Reynald removed his fine royal dressing gown.

It was the first time she’d seen a man’s naked form. The true Reynald always blew out the candle and pulled the curtains on their bed before parting his garment to take her.

This man let Margot see his body. Golden light flickered over his large shoulders, highlighted the moisture on his lips, and revealed a trail of hair leading down his belly.

“Do I suit you?” he asked with a smirk. “Does your husband’s body suit?”

“I know not if you are the same,” she said, suddenly sad that she’d not gazed upon her true king in this way. Maybe if she had, so much would have been different.

“But you know how he feels,” replied the imposter.

“I do. Inside, I know the feel of him.”

“Take me in hand. I’d wager a rough shepherd is bigger there than a pampered prince,” Reynald said, playfully canting his hips forward so Marguerite could run her fingers down his patch of hair until she reached his cock. “Marguerite,” he groaned when she circled him.

He was hot and hard, jerking when she applied more pressure around his shaft. Did he speak the truth? That he was larger than her true husband? Reynald was no layabout; he’d won his title on the battlefield. But she was too fascinated by this man’s staff to defend her rightful king.

Margot didn’t know if the imposter was bigger, because she’d never touched Reynald thusly; he’d always inserted himself personally while she lay back and prayed for an heir. That felt like an error now. An error that had her stomach flipping as she heard a man moan her name for the first time.

“The tip,” he said, his voice breathy. “Work your hand over the tip and get my cock wet. I want it to feel good for you.”

Reynald placed his larger hand over hers and helped guide her in how to rub the moisture over his shaft.

She was fascinated. His staff reacted to her touch and was so clearly part of the man, but it seemed not wholly under his control, as evidenced by how he gripped the bedclothes and begged for mercy when her strokes became more assured.

“You like to tease me,” he said. Did he sound…proud of her?

“I find I wish to know everything about the male body now,” she said, not looking up from her strokes.

“And I find you might make me spend if I don’t pin your hands to the bed,” he replied.

“Oh,” she said, her motions slowing. “That sounds like the story of—”

“Yes,” he rasped, “the ravishment of Lisette. Terrible tale, is it not?”

“The worst,” she said. “We were told that story in the convent. I think it was a parable to make us stay chaste, but…”

“But?”

“I used to dream of the leopard coming into my room at night and taking me as he did Lisette.”

Marguerite was quiet, ashamed of the feelings she’d had despite the story warning girls against any unbecoming conduct. But she’d given voice to her desires and couldn’t contain them now, not when she’d found a man who might play the role she’d always assigned the leopard.

“I wanted that,” she admitted. “Wanted some slinking, man-creature to force his way into my window, then force his way between my legs.”

She stroked Reynald’s shaft again, and he cast her a lopsided grin.

“Wanted to have no choice in the matter,” she whispered. “To feel forbidden pleasure.”

“Wanted to be ruined like Lisette?” he asked, astute and knowing. “Forced to stay in your own land, among your family and friends? None of this acting the queen for people who are not your own?”

Margot’s breath released in a rush. How could he know? She’d been so young and scared when the news came down from her elder brother that she was to marry a distant monarch for the sake of a treaty. So many nights she escaped into dreams of ruination that would render her ineligible as a political pawn.

And somehow this imposter — who claimed to be of low birth — knew more of her struggle than anyone she’d met at Reynald’s court. These people pitied or despised Margot for her foreignness and her inability to solve the succession crisis thus far with her womb. They didn’t want to understand her.

“How can you know?” she asked at last, fearful that he was not merely an imposter but someone inserted into the milieu of the castle to sow discord. Was he a spy? Some rebel who sought to bring down their nascent dynasty?

“I have traveled far and wide, my queen,” he said, his fingers tracing her lips with utmost tenderness. “And I can recognize an unhappy woman.”

Margot blinked back tears. Why did he have to be so perceptive? She couldn’t bear to hear more, not when her heart was so fragile. Aveline’s illness, followed immediately by Reynald’s sweating sickness, must be making her uncharacteristically emotional. She shouldn’t continue down this dangerous path.

“I believe you were hired to impersonate the king during his illness,” she said.

“And breed his wife.”

“Yes, that,” she said. “We should likely restrict our comments to our respective roles.”

“You wish me to stick my cock inside of you and no more? As your husband does?”

The blow landed just as he’d aimed it. Until now, Margot couldn’t fault Reynald for his lovemaking. She hadn’t known better. But this man hinted at something she’d been denied. Pleasure that should have been hers.

It was disloyal to have these thoughts when her king and husband clung to life, trusting her to lie back and accept seed just as she had with him. Even now, Reynald might be slipping into death, and she had been thinking only of her own pleasure.

“Reynald is a righteous king. And a considerate husband,” she said, not meeting the man’s eyes. “Any woman would be fortunate to call him her own.”

“He is also brave,” said the false Reynald. “He would never retreat when victory was so near. Would never ask someone to take something from him that could freely be given of his own accord.”

Did he mean to criticize her by pointing out the perfection of Reynald? She was well aware of her husband’s fine attributes as monarch; on that score, she would not say a word against him. Her king would never dream of someone holding him down and using him roughly, as had Marguerite in her hazy fantasies.

“I am unworthy of my king,” she replied. There, she would not dispute his charges; she could calmly accept them.

“You mistake my meaning,” said the imposter. She wondered if leopards had gold in their eyes.

“What is there to mistake?” She stroked his shaft and tried to draw him near so this farcical attempt at breeding might be concluded without more angst on her part. This false king was unfair! He shouldn’t try to engage her feelings nor her long-buried grief at being traded away by her own family!

Suddenly, she missed the simple arrangement she had with Reynald. He would never make her cry or cry out or worry that her body was doing strange things! If only he would wake up and toss out this imposter!

But they’d still be left with the crisis that had loomed since Reynald had planted his standard at the Battle of Rochefort: they had no heir. And if Reynald’s superstitions were to be believed, he would never sire a son. The kingdom would be without a clear line of succession — unless another man served as stud.

The imposter came lower, letting Margot guide his cock to her entrance. But he did not speak.

“That’s right, put it in,” she said, suddenly feeling bold. “You’re here to replace him temporarily. You may impregnate me, but I am queen. Do not attempt to sway my feelings like some warlock with a bewitching spell. You see, I cannot be bewitched; I am cold and distant, courtiers say. And they are not wrong.”

And then she did something that undercut her bold words: Margot sniffed.

“Oh, you poor darling,” said Reynald, brushing her hair back and gazing upon her tenderly.

“Just, just put it in,” she said, her demands interrupted by more sniffles.

“Do you wish me to withdraw from your bed? Your chamber?” he asked, his voice serious.

“How can you ask that? I’ve told you to insert yourself! This is what you’re here to do, is it not? And that is half of your role in this tragedy!”

The imposter lay himself beside Marguerite on the bed, his head level with hers. He was close. Too close. She wished to hide from his knowing gaze but couldn’t move.

“This is not how the act is done,” she said.

“You really believe that?” he asked, drawing her thigh over his hip.

Marguerite’s legs were spread, but the position somehow made her feel less exposed and modest than before. She pulled the bedclothes up so she wouldn’t need to see how she made space for the false Reynald, her most secret of places open to him and ready for the taking.

She felt the imposter’s staff, that hot, wet tip, at her entrance. Reynald secured her leg and rocked so she might feel his cockhead run over her slit.

“Is this a way that produces babies?” she asked, worried and shy as he studied her face.

“One of many,” he said with new gravity in his voice.

“Because,” she sniffed, “I’m only doing this to make a baby. It’s my role. For the good of the kingdom. I feel nothing for you. I don’t enjoy this in the slightest.”

Saying those words made her chest tight, and she could hear how hollow her protests sounded.

“I know, queen,” said Reynald, cupping her breast most tenderly. “You’ve been so good.”

“I don’t wish to feel you inside!” she cried. “I’ve never wished to know anything of what ladies giggle about in private. And I’m certain you couldn’t give that to me, anyway.”

“But I already have.”

Margot thought of that shuddering release he’d given her in this very bed and deflated.

“We need not do a single thing that brings you angst,” he said, letting his cock rest against her but pushing no further. “The sweating sickness tests even the young and healthy. Your husband may be unwell for some time. Should you decide to try for an heir, we’ll have other chances.”

Margot studied the gold in the imposter’s eyes, that slight bit of difference from the real Reynald.

“It’s just that,” she said, touching the lace on the bedclothes, “I don’t want to feel anything. This means nothing. So we need not wait to…proceed.”

“You’d like to go ahead?” asked Reynald. “With the breeding?”

Would the humiliation never end? Of course she didn’t want to be bred by a man who wasn’t her husband, just as she had no wish to feel things in her heart or secret places of her body! They simply needed to put their parts together, create a solution to the succession crisis, and part civilly.

“I do not want to proceed,” she said, clarifying her distance from the whole sordid plan. “But I will allow it. That’s very different from liking something.”

“I’ll endeavor to prevent you from liking it,” said Reynald. He held her knee to his hip and pushed his cock forward until it slipped into her entrance.

Margot pressed her lips between her teeth to contain the sounds she wished to make. The feeling of him — his heavy, warm shaft — just inside ‌her body made her nearly forget every resolution she’d memorized about maintaining her distance from this arrangement.

Unlike the actual king, this man stayed right there at the start of her channel, making her feel how he stretched and filled her. If only he’d shove in and resist prolonging her torture as she tried to maintain a placid facade despite longing to move under his spell.

“I’ll endeavor to prevent you from liking it,” he repeated, “but when your cunt is so wet and swollen my cock slides inside like it’s coming home, I can only do so much.”

This bold, dratted imposter! Why couldn’t he pretend she was unaffected as she claimed to be?

“You, sir, are no gentleman!” she cried.

He laughed right in her face. “Me? I am your king. So you’re correct; I am no gentleman.”

“I thought you said you were a shepherd. A merchant.”

He eased the head of his staff the barest bit further. “I am whatever gets this cunt wet. And you are so wet for me right now, Queen Marguerite. Are you sure you don’t like the idea of taking a man who is not your husband into your marital bed?”

What he said was shocking in the extreme! A good wife would never—

And then Reynald slid into her, stilling when their bodies met. Her thatch of hair met his. Then she registered how full she felt, like never before. How could a man so like her husband feel like he was made of something entirely different? He was still as she struggled to accept him, his stretch setting off flutters Margot couldn’t have stopped if she wanted to.

Could he feel how her body responded? How she seemed to welcome him?

He pushed ‌further. “Am I allowed to drive my cock this deep? Does your husband go so far?”

Marguerite struggled for words. And breath. She was so positively stuffed with him she put a hand to her lower belly to feel if it bowed.

The man pulled back the bedclothes so he might see where she touched herself. And then he placed a hand right over hers.

“This is where I’ll fill you. Not merely tonight, but as many times as it takes until your belly swells with an heir. My heir.”

“The king’s heir,” said Margot, not liking the treasonous direction of the imposter’s words.

“Yes, my heir,” said Reynald. “Am I not the king now? I am inside ‌the queen after all.”

“You know you—”

And then he pulled his staff back.

“Where are you—?”

And pushed it back in with a snap of his hips.

Marguerite gasped, a realization striking her despite her resistance and fear: this act, this thing she had ostensibly done on many occasions with her true husband, could feel divine. It could be messy and wet and test her body until she became a creature, an animal.

“In, in,” she begged, rolling so her back was against the bed and pulling Reynald atop her so he might drive himself deeper and faster. Every objection she’d voiced fell away as her hips took control, moving her in ways that would have seemed too intimate with her regal husband.

From behind her lowered lids, she studied the imposter as he grimaced and moaned, mastering himself to the point of pain so she might feel this for the first time.

“You’re so, oh Margot, so tight,” he said, slowing his strokes, then running the back of his hand over his brow to brush his sweaty fringe aside.

“You can’t stop,” she whimpered, wanting him to resume the pace that had her creeping towards ecstasy again.

Reynald — well, his replacement — cast that crooked grin and dropped a quick kiss on her mouth. How strange that such an innocent gesture caused her belly to flutter as much as any of his skilled ministrations.

“I fear I’ll reach my peak too soon if we continue like that,” he said. “I wouldn’t want to take my pleasure and leave you without. It would feel like finishing a joint of roasted meat before the tournament champion has even made his appearance.”

“Do you compare me to a jouster?” she asked, giggling for the first time in her marriage bed. While not ‌married to the man who made her laugh.

“I compare you to the victor of the day. The most important person at the table,” he said, looking serious when he should have laughed to signal that he had made a joke. “You are so close to triumphing over me. I only seek to delay the inevitable.”

And then it hit her — not merely the climax that had been building with each slow stroke of his staff but the realization that she wanted this and always had. Margot wanted the intimacy of the lights on, eyes tinged with gold watching her nude body as she moved under his care. A feeling of connection rather than just duty when performing this act. She felt messy and hot, erupting with glorious disorder. The kind of disorder that would give her the baby every person in the kingdom so needed.

Marguerite had thought all along that a good queen, a good wife, would lie back and receive from her husband. She’d been taught thus in her convent school, and her dreams even took the form of being pinned and used by the leopard of legend.

But now she knew, simply from the profound reaction of her body, that the succession crisis would only be solved through actively seeking her pleasure.

Marguerite touched her own breasts, felt how drops of milk ran down her fingers and wrists as she rode wave after wave of contracting bliss.

“So good, so wet,” said Reynald, leaning down to suck a nipple into his mouth as she shuddered with a second release.

The imposter who had been so controlled, so deliberate, came apart above her with a curse — every careful mastery stripped away in an instant. She felt his staff jerk within her, then pour hot seed deep in her channel.

He thrust more slowly, then held himself deep.

“I need to keep it in,” he said, suckling at the other nipple.

“What if some escapes?” Margot asked. She couldn’t forget the succession crisis, but — if she were truthful — she was asking from that part of her mind that had awoken in this bed only tonight.

She was disloyal to consider cleaning between her thighs to delay the inevitable pregnancy that would necessitate giving up the bliss she’d only just found. But then, maybe she was a disloyal wife now.

“No matter what you do, some will escape,” said Reynald, nuzzling her neck. Marguerite’s heart fluttered.

“Squeezing my cock, how you torture me, queen,” he intoned.

“I didn’t mean to.”

“Those motions will push my seed out. We must think of our mission.” The imposter’s voice was playful, not sounding like Reynald at all. “I need to breed an heir.”

“Then we must do it again. Every day and night. And you should drive yourself deep. Use my body in any way that might result in a child.”

Reynald gazed upon her face with his knowing eyes. She could couch her requests in the needs of the kingdom, but this man knew what she was truly about. Knew that Margot wanted to be fucked in that way she’d only just discovered.

“Then I suppose we’ll need to do just that,” said the false king, as if he were merely a reasonable man responding to a reasonable request. Nevermind that it made his staff twitch to life in her channel.

“Now, come up on your knees,” he said, helping her up. “There’s a way I know that’s sure to get your belly full.”


Chapter 5


Huntspill Castle, three weeks later

“Oh, Reynald, it’s so deep!”

Queen Marguerite’s cultured tones echoed in the hall outside her Royal apartments. The guards on duty exchanged glances and sighed, one of them adjusting his cock within his braies and wincing.

“That’s right, my queen, take this staff, all of it.”

The lead guard leaned his head against the length of his halberd.

“I pray they get an heir soon because my cock can’t handle being subjected to this day after day,” said one guard, who was walking with bowed legs.

“My sac is giving up dust at this point. It was exciting at first and certainly good for a stroke, but I’m fairly bruised by now,” said another.

A man observed from down the hall, hearing everything from an alcove containing a statue recovered from some ancient site. He placed a hand on the cool marble to steady himself, then pulled back sharply when he realized he’d been touching a man’s thigh.

In truth, it was a thigh made of stone, but one could never be too careful with appearances. Not when one was the king.

King Reynald — the true king, who had only just been allowed to leave his bed after a devastating bout of the sweating sickness — pulled up his hood and made his way to his wife’s chambers.

The guards complaining about their overtaxed cocks snapped to attention when they saw someone approaching in the restricted area of the castle. At least his men had kept Margot safe during his absence despite their…bodily struggles.

“Who goes there?” asked the head guard, attempting to see under the draped hood that allowed Reynald to move about without revealing his identity.

He said nothing, merely presenting the Seal of the Realm, a gold monstrosity bigger than his palm, and watched with approval when the guards stood down.

“Which room do you wish to enter?” asked the head guard, his voice wary. That seal would allow the bearer entrance to any of the castle’s chambers — but that didn’t mean the occupants would enjoy being set upon. Especially not the ostensible king and queen in performance of their heir-making duties.

Reynald simply pointed to the queen’s door and watched as the head guard grabbed a prayer stick and muttered something. Likely it was a prayer of protection from the wrath of the trysting monarch.

“Harder, my king! Fuck me.”

Reynald nearly collapsed against the doorframe, his body weakened by his illness. Was that truly his icy consort? Marguerite, his withdrawn bride?

He entered the chamber and pulled the door securely behind him. Reynald was quiet, not wishing to be discovered before he learned the truth of what had been going on in his absence.

From behind a tapestry, he listened to the sounds.

“You’re gripping me so well, my little slut,” said the imposter who’d helped to fool the kingdom in his absence. And the man he’d asked to breed his queen. “I almost draped you over the table and tossed up your skirts at the banquet last night for being a minx. Thought you could palm my cock without consequences, did you?”

Someone was making pleasured noises worthy of a tavern strumpet, breathy little cries over skin slapping together from the force of a rough coupling. The room smelled of their desire, as if this was no momentary tumble but one in a series of lasting fucks.

“But I wanted you to bring me back here and fill me again,” said the queen. It was unmistakable. That was her voice.

“I’ve been fucking you for weeks,” said his imposter. “You can’t even pause for some food and drink?”

The queen moaned. “Not when my husband might awake at any moment,” she said.

Reynald’s hand came to the cold stone wall. He needed to remain upright, not slide down in shock at what he was hearing. This was far beyond what he’d requested of Margot and that man.

“You need me that badly?” crooned the man to whom he’d entrusted his wife, his kingdom. “Need your favorite Reynald to fuck and fill you properly? Stretch this cunt so you won’t feel a thing when the king puts his tiny staff inside again? Fill you so much he finds my spend yet inside when he visits your bed?”

Reynald’s head spun. He had a hand over his mouth to avoid making sounds. Somehow, his other hand had traveled to his cock, as if to give it a squeeze to make sure it hadn’t shrunk. This betrayal was unthinkable. And he’d done it to himself.

He needed to move, to distribute his blood throughout his body again. It had settled, and some things felt airless while others seemed skewered by needles.

When Reynald crept from behind the tapestry, he couldn’t believe what was before his eyes. Marguerite, his queen, was perched on hands and knees atop the lid of the trunk that once contained her trousseau. She was entirely nude; her body golden in the late afternoon sunlight that slanted through the castle windows.

Behind her, taking her in the way of livestock, was…himself. But not actually him; the imposter who had taken his place in every way. Including ways he’d never presumed.

The sounds of their bodies coupling had a sticky, percussive beat that made his knees feel soft. Reynald sank into a chair set out for supplicants seeking an audience with the queen during her levée and watched, his hand still over his mouth.

Margot’s groans signaled that a crisis was upon her, and his double soon followed, thrusting his hips a few times at the end for good measure. It couldn’t be said that they disregarded his request to make every attempt at conceiving an heir.

The imposter noticed him first. He’d pulled from Marguerite’s clasp and was walking about with his softened cock dangling between his thighs. The man noticed him when he came to a pitcher and bowl, presumably to clean up.

“My king,” the man said reverently, bowing low.

A gasp. “Reynald?” Marguerite turned, her face half hope, half fear. And a good deal of guilt. She covered her surprisingly lovely breasts with both hands but forgot that her charming little bush was exposed.

A drop of the imposter’s seed rolled down the inside of her thigh. Reynald shifted in his chair.

“You are well,” she said, genuine joy evident despite those words she’d said to the false king about wanting to fuck in case he might awake soon.

Reynald held up his palms before him, signaling that her well-used body should remain where it was. Her eyebrows came together, and it looked as though she might cry. This was not the reunion either of them had imagined.

The imposter wrung out a cloth and returned to Margot’s side. There, he placed an arm about her waist and cleaned between her thighs. All the while, she didn’t meet her true husband’s gaze.

“You’ve been enjoying this? This playacting?” he asked, spreading his thighs as he studied his wife’s nude body. She had a lovely form. Strange that he hadn’t noticed it before. Everything in his body felt tight, from his sac to his throat.

“We’ve only followed orders,” she whispered, well aware that queens had been executed for less.

“You’ve followed my orders very well,” said Reynald with a nod. “Of that I cannot complain.”

The pair, rather like conspirators, stood close together.

Reynald wasn’t stupid; he’d brought this on himself. And when the man who looked so like him wiped Marguerite’s full breast with utmost tenderness, he was resolved in what he had to do.

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

***
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Also by Elizabeth Roubaix


Follow Elizabeth on Amazon for alerts when new stories are published: elizabethroubaix.com/amazon.

The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Book 1)

Dick Stone is Regency England’s hardest-working man.

Lord Edward Richard Stone — “Dick Stone” to scandalous society — is a marquess’s second son with scars from the Peninsular War, an empty purse, and a business curing the ton’s most delicate succession crises. When two foppish friends hire him to put a bride in the family way, Edward thinks it’s simple: seduce the lady, collect the fee.

But Lady Maria Mabbot is not merely innocent — she’s curious, eager, and far too intrigued by her neglectful husband. And Charley Mabbot? He spends more time at the molly house with his best friend than in his wife’s chamber.

Edward proposes a mutually pleasurable solution: a sword-crossed ménage that will leave Maria expectant, Charley fulfilled, and his own coffers replenished before he rides off into the sunset.

The Regency Stud Makes a Ménage is a filthy, fast-burning 10,000-word romp featuring a sporting veteran with a truth-telling pikestaff, his requisite urchin sidekick, and a marriage problem only the greatest libertine of the age can solve.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/DickStone1

***

Filling Their Tailoress: Short and Steamy MFM Ménage of Convenience Historical Romance (Dick Stone, Regency Stud Prequel)

A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.

When Molly demands Bonnie’s help with a small problem of her own, they discover just how much fun trying to make an heir can be. With the deadline looming, they call in stud Lord Edward Richard Stone, to double their efforts.

But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season

Five forgotten wives. Five forbidden awakenings. One scandalous collection of Regency heat.

The mamas of the ton are hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.

The Matrons I’d Like to Tup: The Complete 1816 Season special 5-book bundle includes:

Working Off Her Debt
Taking the Rakes
Servicing the Regiment
Pleasing the Members
Spreading for the Bodyguards

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

Five masked rakes discover that love is the most dangerous game of all.

Welcome to the Forest, where London’s men of consequence don stag masks and share the company of wanton ladies eager to take their fill. The Grand Bucks have spent decades reveling in their private sanctuary, but nothing prepares them for what happens when the right women walk through their doors. Their fraternal order is about to crumble under an invasion of curves, wit, and feminine determination.

A lady’s maid pregnant with a mogul’s child decides it’s time for him to pay in more than coin. A neglected marchioness storms London to claim her absent husband and his virile body. An heiress with a dangerous inheritance discovers that public ruin can be deliciously liberating. A courtesan broken by cruel men finds healing in the arms of her first love. A musical debutante’s melodies bewitch a duke into abandoning his libertine ways.

These women aren’t just warming beds — they’re turning England’s most notorious rakes into devoted husbands. When a Buck meets his match, surrender is the only option.

The A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series special 5-book bundle includes:

The Mogul and the Maid
Claiming His Forgotten Wife
How to Lose a Dowry in Three Bucks
The Viscount’s Last Vow
How to Buck a Duke Without Even Trying

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle


About the author


Elizabeth Roubaix could share 1066 reasons why you wouldn’t want to live in the past, but would rather write super steamy, historical erotic romance. Combining tender love stories, scorching sex scenes, and an ahistorical amount of bathing, her short tales are perfect for when you want a quick and spicy trip back in time.

Newsletter sign up: elizabethroubaix.com/newsletter.
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