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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are over eighteen years of age and consenting adults. This book features explicit content, kinks, and themes that may be triggering to some, including: breeding kink, age gap, workplace power dynamics, lactation kink, milking, adult breastfeeding, and pregnancy.

If you are uncomfortable with these kinks/themes, DO NOT READ THIS BOOK.


ONE


Amara

The Royal Secretariat of Valmont smells like lemon polish, old paper, and power. Half the staff are still clutching lattes like lifelines, the other half pretending they didn’t read last night’s tabloids about His Royal Highness.

I stand at the long mahogany conference table, tablet in hand, trying to look like the model of calm efficiency. Which, technically, I am. Senior Cultural Attaché to the Crown Prince. I should be used to this: preparing agendas, managing cultural initiatives, making sure the prince doesn’t publicly embarrass the monarchy.

Except Adrian Leclerc always manages to find new ways to test me.

The ornate doors swing open fifteen minutes late, and there he is—six foot four of pure aristocratic arrogance, framed by the sunlight pouring through the glass. A half-smile curves his mouth, the kind that probably ruins lives. His tie is missing. His shirt collar’s open just enough to reveal the golden skin of his throat, and he’s wearing a navy suit that somehow looks both deliberate and careless.

“Morning,” he drawls, voice low and a little rough, like gravel dipped in honey. I immediately catch a whiff of whiskey and the heavy cologne he’s using to mask it. He must have gotten drunk last night. His eyes are a bit red and swollen, but his natural handsomeness is a perfect shield to mask his ruined character.

Adrian spends most of his evenings partying and sleeping with women. At least from what I hear. Nobody knows for sure. But when I see him like this, it makes me believe there’s substance to those rumors.

“Afternoon, actually,” I say under my breath.

He hears it. Of course he does. His mouth tilts, amusement flashing in those infuriatingly blue eyes. “Time is subjective, Miss Johnson. Especially for royalty.”

A few aides laugh. I don’t. I’m always hyper-aware of myself when I’m around him. I’m the only black staff member. I’m British-Caribbean, and somehow, I feel like I have to represent all people of color every time I’m in the hallowed hallways and rooms of the palace.

“It’s never subjective when it’s time for you to demand my reports,” I fire back, annoyed. He made me stay late last night to complete a pointless report that he’ll never read. I have never seen him make use of any of my reports. He just likes to bully me by making me research pointless facts that aren’t even relevant to my job. But if I want to keep my job and get promoted, I can’t risk displeasing the crown prince. “You always lecture me about punctuality when I send you my reports even one minute late.”

I’ve been told to call him Your Royal Highness in meetings. But sometimes, when he’s deliberately pushing me to the edge, it slips out differently. Adrian. I don’t let myself do it now.

“That’s because it’s work. I’m on time for events, too, Miss Johnson. But you know these morning meetings aren’t really a part of my official duties,” he replies, yawning in front of the staff. He rubs his eyes. I notice the shadows under his eyes, the tired lines that dig into his face. He’s thirty, and he looks younger than his age, but today, he looks especially tired.

“Your Highness,” I say crisply, tapping my tablet. “We’ve been waiting to review the schedule for your cultural tour next week. If you’d been on time⁠—”

He cuts me off with a lazy smile. “You know why I’m late, Miss Johnson?”

“Because you didn’t go to sleep on time last night?”

“I didn’t sleep at all, if I’m being honest.” A devilish, sensual grin drapes over his lips. My stomach clenches in reflex. Adrian is effortlessly charming, and whenever he talks about his sex life, I find myself getting hot under the collar. I’m not supposed to think of him as anything more than my responsibility, but sex appeal drips off him like sweat off an athlete.

I find myself clenching my thighs, feeling like a fool for staring at Adrian. He knows how gorgeous he is, and he uses that to his advantage.

Adrian drops into his chair like a king taking his throne. “I can’t elope yet, Miss Johnson. What if my father gets a heart attack? So I must settle for the second-best option—partying. And that means my nights are busy.”

Laughter ripples around the table again. My jaw tightens. He’s insufferable.

Still, my eyes betray me—because he’s also unfairly beautiful. That kind of beauty that’s not just good genetics but confidence, that impossible combination of grace and danger. It’s why every gossip column calls him the Playboy Prince. They post pictures of him with models, actresses, minor royals. Stunning, white women. Women who could never be me. I guess I’m glad that I’m not his type. That saves me the heartache of wondering.

I clear my throat and start the presentation. “As I was saying, Your Highness, the Cultural Trust Gala has confirmed attendance from the French and Moroccan ambassadors, as well as⁠—”

He leans back in his chair, rubbing his temple. His knuckles are pale, the faintest tremor in his hand.

I pause. “Are you all right?”

His eyes flick to me. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

Because you look like hell, I want to say. Because you smell faintly of whiskey and exhaustion. Because you probably didn’t sleep at all last night after that charity fundraiser that turned into a scandalous after-party.

Instead, I say, “You look tired, sir.”

He chuckles softly, then coughs, wincing as if even that hurts. He tries to mask it with another smirk, but I see through him. The rest of the team pretends not to notice. That’s how this palace operates. No one acknowledges weakness. Not when it belongs to the future king.

I glance at the other staffers. “Could we have the room for a moment?”

They hesitate, then scurry out. It’s just us now. Silence wraps around the grand meeting hall like velvet, heavy and charged.

I step closer. He’s slouched slightly, the faintest sheen of sweat at his hairline. The sight stirs something inconvenient in me, something I’ve spent months suppressing. I feel a buzz in my pussy as I inhale a deep lungful of his royal scent—musk, oud, and something very masculine. It sends shivers through my insides. I feel his expensive, luxurious aura enveloping me, and suddenly, there’s no escape from the rapid stuttering of my heart.

“Your Highness,” I murmur, softer this time. “We can cancel the afternoon appearance.”

He looks up, and for a heartbeat, I see the man beneath the title. Not the prince. Not the playboy. Just… a tired thirty-year-old who never gets to be ordinary.

Then the mask slides back into place.

“You’re not my doctor, Miss Johnson.” He smiles faintly, eyes glinting. “Write me another report instead. Something riveting about museum renovations.”

The condescension stings, but not as much as the warmth of his hand when he steadies himself, rising too quickly and catching my shoulder for balance. His palm is heavy, hot through the fabric of my blazer.

I freeze.

“Apologies,” he murmurs, though there’s no apology in his eyes—only that dangerous, teasing awareness.

He’s so close I can smell the faint citrus of his cologne beneath the whiskey. My pulse trips over itself. I hate that he can still make me feel like this. Nervous, charged, alive. My heartbeat feels heavy as it throbs low in my belly. Heat radiates from my skin.

I step back. “I’ll have the report on your desk by tomorrow.”

“Good girl,” he says lightly. “I love when you follow my instructions without arguing.”

And just like that, he ruins everything he almost made right.

I keep my chin high, professional mask back in place, even as my pulse races. He’s impossible. Infuriating. The kind of man who lives at the center of the world while I orbit somewhere just outside it, pretending I don’t want to be pulled in.

But as he walks past me toward his private office, shoulders squared despite the fever still burning under his skin, I can’t stop my gaze from following him.

Maybe all those women in the tabloids feel the same way, like being near him is both a privilege and a punishment.

By late afternoon, the air in the Royal Secretariat turns heavy with the quiet hum of work. Staffers hurry down the marble corridor, heels clicking, hushed voices trading updates about the prince’s schedule.

He is still in his office.

Of course he is. He never leaves before dark.

I shouldn’t care that he looks sick. He chose to drink until sunrise, probably in the company of whichever actress or model caught his attention last night. Still, something about seeing him that pale this morning—sweat glistening at his hairline, voice hoarse, eyes hollowed by exhaustion—stayed with me through every report and every call.

Now, with the palace clinic closed and everyone too intimidated to tell him to rest, I find myself outside his private study holding a mug of tea, some medicine, and my own bad judgment.

I knock softly. No answer.

I push the door open.

The room smells faintly of ink and brandy. Curtains are half-drawn against the fading light. He’s on the couch, jacket discarded, one sleeve rolled up, shirt unbuttoned at the throat. His hair looks slightly damp, like he tried to cool himself and gave up halfway. Papers are scattered across the coffee table, and his pen lies abandoned on one of them.

“Your Highness?”

He stirs, groaning quietly, eyes opening with effort. His gaze takes a moment to find me.

“Miss Johnson,” he murmurs, voice rougher than before. “You again.”

“I noticed you looked weak earlier,” I say, stepping closer. “I think you might have a fever.”

He sits up slowly, pressing his palm to his forehead. There’s a flush across his cheekbones that isn’t entirely from embarrassment. He looks wrecked. Still, even wrecked, he is painfully beautiful. His shirt is creased, his collar open enough to show the edge of his collarbone. He looks more man than prince in this light, and I hate that it makes my pulse stutter.

I set the tea and medicine on the table beside him. “You should take these. It’ll make you feel better. And rest for a while. You have a public event in three hours. You won’t last if you don’t take something for the fever.”

He lets out a tired laugh. “You really think I have the luxury of falling ill?”

“You have the luxury of being human, Your Highness.”

That makes him pause. He lowers the pen, his gaze meeting mine. For once, there is no smirk. Just quiet exhaustion and something like curiosity.

He looks at me then, eyes half-lidded, voice softer. “Is that what you think? That the palace lets me be a man?”

His words settle between us, heavy and strange. For a moment I see past the smirk, past the arrogance, to something else entirely. The loneliness that hides beneath privilege.

“You’re a prince. You can be whoever you want to be.”

He leans forward, elbows on his knees, fingers pressing into his temples. “The crown’s not a luxury, it’s punishment. If I look sick or miss the event, the newspapers will have a field day. They’ll speculate that I’m ill, or write a far-fetched story about me having stage-4 cancer. They’ll talk about the monarchy collapsing because of the lack of an heir and create unnecessary panic among the citizens as well as political leaders. All because I coughed. Me showing the smallest sign of weakness has the ability to alarm the nation. That’s the responsibility I carry. And you think I can be whoever I want to be?”

I cross my arms, fighting the strange pull of sympathy. “You make it sound tragic.”

He gives a faint smile, eyes closing. “It’s not tragic. Just the reality of my situation.”

Something tightens in my chest. I don’t like the way it feels, the way it makes me want to comfort him when he’s the one who’s made my life miserable for months. But he looks so tired that my frustration fades.

“Drink the tea,” I say, handing him the cup.

When his fingers brush mine, I feel it again—that small electric spark that never fails to catch me off guard. His skin is too warm. He takes a sip, grimaces, then looks up through his lashes. “You made this?”

“Yes. I told the kitchen what to send.”

He hums quietly. “It’s terrible.”

“You’re welcome.”

He smiles, real and fleeting. “You never flatter me. I like that about you.”

“I’m not here for you to like me,” I reply, trying to sound brisk, but the warmth of his gaze softens the air around us.

He leans back, his voice barely above a whisper. “Everyone else bows and nods. You argue. You tell me when I look tired.”

“It’s called doing my job.”

“Then you’re very good at it.”

He looks at me longer than he should. There’s no arrogance in his eyes now, only curiosity, maybe even gratitude.

I sit across from him, trying to hold onto my irritation. “You should really see the palace physician.”

“No doctors,” he mutters. “They’ll make a report, and my father will start another lecture about responsibility.”

“So you’ll just work until you collapse?”

“That’s the plan.”

I sigh. “You’re reckless.”

I should walk out, leave him to his royal self-destruction. But I don’t. Instead, I reach forward and press the back of my hand against his forehead. He goes still.

“You’re burning up,” I say.

His voice drops, quieter. His gaze feels intense and fixated as it skims over my face. “You shouldn’t touch me like that.”

“I have to make sure you live long enough to make tomorrow’s headlines,” I whisper. “Otherwise I’ll be out of a job.”

He watches me for a moment, eyes darker now, unreadable. A slight smile tugs at his lips, but it’s not amusement. “You really believe that, don’t you? That I enjoy all this?”

“Don’t you?” I ask. “The attention. The luxury. The women.”

His laugh is short, humorless. “That’s not enjoyment. It’s survival. It’s the only time I get to be a man instead of a figurehead.”

The words hit something inside me. I don’t want to understand him, but I do. He’s trapped in a golden cage, and I’ve spent so long despising him that I never stopped to see the bars.

He shifts closer, the air between us growing heavy. His voice drops, rougher now. “You should stop looking at me like that, Miss Johnson. I’m fine.”

I straighten, pulling my hand back. “Are you sure?”

He smirks faintly, the playboy mask slipping back into place. “You still owe me a presentation by tomorrow.”

The warmth drains from the room. The prince returns, all arrogance and command.

I gather my notes, hiding the tremor in my hands. “I’ll have them ready, Your Highness.”

As I leave, his voice follows me softly, teasing again, but I hear the exhaustion under it. I glance back once. He’s watching me, the smirk fading, eyes unreadable.

For one fragile moment, I saw the man behind the crown. The real Adrian. And now that I’ve seen him, I’m not sure I’ll ever forget him.


TWO


Adrian

The palace ballroom glitters like a dream built to hide exhaustion. Gold light spills across polished floors, crystal chandeliers hum with the weight of centuries, and hundreds of eyes wait for me to walk in and smile.

I arrive late. Again.

The cameras flash the moment I step through the doors. A thousand bulbs, a thousand expectations. Every smile I give is calculated, every move rehearsed. I am the prince they want to see—composed, charming, alive. Inside, I feel half-broken.

The medicine Amara forced on me helped; I no longer feel like I’m burning from the inside out. But the ache in my head remains. The ache in my chest too, though that has nothing to do with fever.

My gaze scans the room instinctively, searching for her. I spot her near the center of the hall, checking her tablet as she coordinates the photographers and the waiting dignitaries. She’s wearing a deep emerald gown that makes her skin glow like burnished honey beneath the chandeliers. Her hair consists of thin braids that are pulled into the sleek bun she always wears, not a strand out of place, though I want to pull it loose just to see what she’d look like undone.

I shouldn’t think like that. Not about her. Not about my employee. Not about the one woman who keeps my world functioning.

But I do.

I notice the details that make me thirsty for her body, like the flare of her hips that her satin dress skims over. Those hips are so wide and feminine, I want to squeeze her flesh between my fingers, just to know what softness feels like. I am so tired of rail-thin models.

I swallow, my cock buzzing with slow electric heat when I notice the swell of her breasts pressing against her neckline. The neckline isn’t deep at all, but her tits are so huge that her dress can barely contain them. The heat that disappeared returns in the form of a firestorm in my groin.

My cock twitches. I want to feel the weight of her tender breasts, feel the hard tips stiffening under my fingers.

I’ve spent months pretending to dislike Amara. I’ve bullied her, keeping her at work late, sending her endless “urgent” revisions that don’t matter. The truth uglier than I’d care to admit. I’m jealous. Jealous of any man who gets to touch her perfect, ripe body and make love to her like I’ve imagined doing every night.

I can’t bear the thought of her leaving the palace to see someone else. I want her days full of me, even if she hates every second of it.

And she does hate it. She hates me. Yet she still brought me tea this afternoon, still looked at me with concern when no one else dared. Her soul is as perfect as the rest of her, so kind and generous, even to a man like me who secretly lusts after her and bullies her because he’s too scared of losing something he never had in the first place.

God, when my hand pressed against her shoulders, I wanted to press my head against her soft breasts and hear her heartbeat. To thank her with kisses. To rest my head against her hand when she pressed it to my forehead.

I take a glass of champagne from a passing tray and nod at a few guests, my smile automatic. The laughter, the perfume, the music, all of it blurs. Because she’s looking up now, and her eyes find me.

For a heartbeat, I forget the cameras. I forget the kingdom.

Then my father’s voice cuts through the haze.

“Adrian.”

He stands near the dais, tall and stern in his dark uniform, his hair silvered at the temples. The King of Valmont. The man who raised me to wear this smile like armor.

I approach, bow my head. “Father.”

“You’re late,” he says quietly, though his tone carries steel.

“As always,” I answer with a small, rehearsed smile. “I wanted to make an entrance.”

His eyes narrow. “The only entrance you should be making is into a marriage. You’re thirty. The people want stability. They want to know the line will continue.”

“I’ve been hearing that since I was twenty.”

“And you’ve ignored it since you were twenty,” he replies. His voice softens slightly, though it never loses command. “You are my only child, Adrian. The country needs to see that its legacy is safe.”

The word legacy feels like a chain around my neck.

He gestures toward a slender blonde standing nearby, watching me with bright, eager eyes. “Allow me to introduce Princess Sofia of Eltenburg.”

Sofia curtsies delicately, her smile polished, her voice sweet. “Your Highness, it’s an honor. I’ve heard so much about you.”

“I hope not everything,” I say lightly.

She laughs as though it’s the most charming thing anyone has ever said. She is beautiful, in the way magazines call beautiful—blonde hair, porcelain skin, icy blue eyes. Everything that photographs well beside a crown.

But as she talks, I find myself glancing past her shoulder to where Amara stands at the edge of the ballroom, overseeing the event. She’s speaking quietly to one of the foundation board members, poised and graceful, her posture perfect. She doesn’t sparkle like Sofia, she burns. Quietly. Steadily.

Sofia leans closer, perfume too sweet. “You’re even more handsome in person,” she says, smiling up through her lashes.

I feel nothing.

“Would you care to dance?” I offer, because my father’s gaze is on us and the press is already raising their cameras.

“Of course,” she says quickly, delighted.

I take her hand. Her fingers are light and cool, the gesture mechanical. We step into the waltz, moving through the motions of royal perfection. My smile stays fixed, my hand at her waist steady.

But my eyes find Amara again.

She’s watching. Of course she is. Her expression is neutral, professional, but I know her well enough to catch the faint tightening of her jaw. When Sofia laughs too loudly, resting a manicured hand against my chest, Amara’s eyes narrow almost imperceptibly.

The sight fills me with a dark, inexplicable satisfaction.

Sofia keeps talking about her travels, her hobbies, her admiration for the arts. I nod at the right times, but I’m not listening. All I can think about is how Amara’s lips press together when she’s trying to hide irritation. How she smells faintly of jasmine and ink. How she’s the only person in this room who tells me the truth.

I glance down at Sofia’s pale hand resting over my heart. She’s everything the palace would approve of, everything I’m supposed to want.

And yet the only woman I can’t have is standing twenty feet away. The obstacles between us feel endless. My heart squeezes tightly when she smooths her black hair, its intense color contrasting against her deep brown skin.

And that’s the first obstacle, isn’t it? Her skin color. Her race. Her background. European royalty tends to place a high value on a Eurocentric standard of beauty, even though I know Amara could outshine every other woman in the room with her striking features and luscious curves. But there would be a scandal. I don’t know if the council would even let me marry her. She’s a commoner, and though her education means she’s more suitable for me than a lot of other people, it can’t make up for what the system sees as her ‘flaws’.

But to me, Amara is flawless. She’s sure of herself, smart, opinionated, and breathtakingly beautiful. She deserves to wear the crown more than anyone else.

But I can’t promise her a future I’m not certain I’ll be able to give her. The thing I’m most afraid of is exposing her to the ugliness of the world, the judgmental eyes of critics who will demean her for things she cannot control. I have been subject to that scrutiny, too, but I’m a man and my privileged background shields me from the worst. She would feel unprotected, powerless, and perhaps, some day she would resent me for making her a queen.

But I want her so much that some days, I’m even ready to pay that price to have her under me and hear her cries echoing in my ears.

The waltz ends before I realize I have been counting the steps like a soldier marching toward exhaustion.

I thank Princess Sofia for the dance. She beams, breathless, and squeezes my hand as though she has accomplished something important. I manage a faint smile. My head aches, and the collar of my tuxedo feels too tight.

“You dance beautifully, Your Highness,” she says.

“Years of practice,” I answer. “Thank you for the pleasure of your company.”

Her lips part, ready to say more, but I have already bowed and stepped away. The polite façade costs more effort than it should. Sweat gathers at the back of my neck. I need air—or perhaps I need Amara.

The thought comes unbidden. It always does.

I scan the crowd. The flashes from the cameras sting my eyes. Then I see her near the edge of the ballroom, speaking to a foreign ambassador from Spain. He is younger than I expected, tall, smiling in a way that is far too familiar. Amara laughs at something he says, a quiet, unguarded laugh that I have never been able to pull from her.

The sound punches through my chest.

I move before I can think.

The moment she excuses herself from the conversation, I catch her wrist, gently but firmly, and guide her through the open doors into the corridor beyond the ballroom. The noise fades behind us, replaced by the muffled strains of the orchestra and the echo of our footsteps. Portraits of long-dead kings line the walls, watching as though they approve of nothing that lives.

Amara pulls her hand free and glares at me. “Your Highness, what do you think you’re doing?”

I stop a few paces from her. The fever still hums beneath my skin, or maybe it’s something else now. “You shouldn’t let men touch you like that.”

Her chin lifts. “You don’t get to tell me what to do.”

“You work for me.”

“I work for you,” she says evenly, “but I don’t belong to you.”

The words strike harder than they should. I take a step closer. The corridor feels too narrow, the air too hot. “I could make you belong to me, Amara.”

Her breath catches. Mine does too. The heat between us thickens, a current neither of us can break. I can smell the faint trace of her perfume, the same one that lingered on my hands after she brought me tea this afternoon.

She doesn’t back away.

My hands rise almost of their own accord. I touch her face, fingers brushing her jaw. Her skin is soft and warm. For one suspended second I see every line of her mouth, the steady rise of her chest, the anger and confusion in her eyes.

Then I bend and kiss her.

It is not gentle. It is not planned. It is a collision of fever and jealousy and something deeper that has been waiting too long. Her lips part in shock, and I taste the faint sweetness of wine and the breath she tries to catch. The world narrows to the space between us.

When I pull back, her hands are still at her sides, trembling. She looks up at me, eyes bright, unreadable.

“Amara,” I begin, but the word breaks.

She steps back. The movement is small, almost unsteady. She doesn’t slap me. She doesn’t speak. She only looks at me once more, something fierce and wounded flickering across her face, then turns and walks away.

Her heels click against the marble until the sound fades completely.

I stand alone in the corridor, pulse pounding, the taste of her still on my lips. For a long moment, I stare at the portraits around me. Every painted monarch seems to frown in silent judgment.

I press a hand to my temple and let out a low groan. I have done the one thing I swore I would never do.

I wanted to protect her from this life, from me. Instead, I have dragged her into it.

And worse, I already want more.


THREE


Amara

Adrian is a great kisser.

There. I admit it.

Even now, hours later, the memory of it still burns through me like a secret brand. My lips feel swollen, my skin hums, and no amount of cold water or overwork can rinse him out of my mind.

He kissed me.

The crown prince of Valmont kissed me in the middle of a palace corridor, under the eyes of a hundred painted ancestors, as if it meant nothing and everything at once.

And the worst part is that I kissed him back.

I keep telling myself it was shock. Confusion. Maybe pity. But when I close my eyes, I can still feel the rough warmth of his mouth, the trembling edge of his restraint. It wasn’t gentle; it was desperate. A plea.

God, what’s wrong with me?

I have worked too hard to be where I am — too hard to be reduced to some scandal whispered through marble halls. But my body refuses to listen to reason. Every time I walk past the east corridor, I feel that same tingling rush, like I’m walking through the echo of his touch.

I’ve never let myself imagine being with a man like him. I don’t get involved, not anymore. Not since my father left.

I was ten when he packed his suitcase. He told me it wasn’t my fault, that he loved me, that he’d call every day. He didn’t. Within months, there was a new woman, a new house, a new child. My mother and I became ghosts he once loved.

That’s when I learned the truth about men. They always find someone else to love.

And Adrian? He’s the living proof. He has everything. Looks, power, charm. Models fall over themselves for him. I’ve seen the tabloid photos, the whispers online. The idea that his kiss meant anything to him is ridiculous.

Still, when I walk into the royal council chamber the next morning and see him sitting there, the familiar ache in my chest tightens. He’s wearing a charcoal suit, shoulders broad and posture perfect, every inch the prince. Only his eyes give him away — duller today, tired, maybe even regretful. But he doesn’t look at me. Not once.

It’s like he senses I walked in, and he’s doing his best to avoid looking in my direction. It makes me a little happier to know that last night’s kiss affected him, too. It meant something. Otherwise he wouldn’t avoid me.

I stand by the wall, tablet in hand, waiting for the meeting to start. My job today is to record minutes for the Cultural Office. Nothing more.

The King arrives ten minutes later, followed by a parade of advisors, secretaries, and aides. His Majesty takes the seat at the head of the table, his voice clipped, his expression carved from stone.

“Adrian,” he begins, before the prince even greets him, “we need to finalize a public engagement timeline. The people are asking questions.”

Adrian’s jaw tightens. “I’m aware.”

“Then act like it,” the King snaps. “You are thirty. You have no siblings. This country’s stability depends on you producing an heir.”

The word heir lands like a blade.

I keep my eyes on my tablet, pretending to take notes, but the tension in the room vibrates through me. Adrian’s fingers curl against the table.

“With all due respect, Father,” he says slowly, “I do not wish to parade my personal life for the public.”

“Your personal life is not your own,” the King replies. “You were born for duty, not preference. The council has agreed that an engagement must be announced within six months.”

A murmur ripples through the room. I glance up despite myself.

Adrian’s face is still, but I know him well enough to see the fury in the set of his jaw. I’ve seen that same look when a minister undermines his decisions, when reporters twist his words. It’s a look that means he’s barely holding himself together.

“Six months,” the King repeats. “And you will make yourself available to suitable candidates. Princess Sofia is an excellent option. Intelligent, charming, politically⁠—”

“Transparent,” Adrian interrupts coldly. “And chosen for convenience, not compatibility.”

His father’s voice drops, dangerous now. “You are wasting time. You are not getting younger.”

The room goes still.

My pulse skips. Adrian doesn’t tolerate humiliation well, especially not in front of staff. I can almost see the effort it takes for him to stay seated, to bite back the words clawing at his throat.

When he finally stands, the chair scrapes sharply against the marble floor. “I’ll do my duty, Father,” he says tightly. “But I’ll do it my way.”

“Your way,” the King echoes, voice cold. “Your way has always been the problem.”

Adrian turns without another word and leaves the room. The doors shut behind him with a thud that feels final.

Silence stretches. Someone coughs. The King mutters something about irresponsibility and legacy, then dismisses us.

I pack my tablet quickly, avoiding the glances of the other staffers.

[image: ]


I find myself outside Adrian's private office as soon as I leave work, my heart pounding in my chest like a drummer's crescendo. This is where he always holes up when he’s trying to avoid the world. But he’s too much of a dutiful son to shirk his royal responsibilities altogether, so he gets work done while keeping everyone at arm’s length.

Adrian didn’t show up at the cultural office all day. And somehow, not seeing him around made me miss him. The office felt empty and boring without his constant banter and jokes. I never thought I’d voluntarily seek him out, but I need to see him. To talk about what happened between us last night. No, that’s just an excuse. I just need to see his face, to touch him, and feel the forbidden, electric pull between our bodies.

I’m addicted to the low, throbbing pulse in my belly whenever he’s close to me, knowing we’re on the verge of breaking free from our shells.

The door to his private office is slightly ajar, and I can see him inside, bent over his desk, surrounded by piles of paperwork. He’s in his shirtsleeves, the top buttons undone, revealing a slice of golden skin. His hair is tousled, as if he’s been running his hands through it in frustration. The stubble on his jaw is thicker, darker, giving him a rugged edge that makes my pulse quicken.

I knock softly, my voice steady despite the tremor in my hands. “We need to talk about last night.”

He looks up, and for a moment, I see raw vulnerability in his eyes. Then he sighs, a tired sound. “Come in.”

His voice is deeper, rougher, like gravel under velvet. It sends a shiver down my spine, and I feel a sudden warmth pooling low in my belly.

“Shut the door behind you,” he orders, his tone leaving no room for argument.

The moment the door clicks shut, my heartbeat accelerates. The room is smaller than I thought. I feel trapped, like I’m inside a cage with my worst enemy. I can hear the nervous rhythm of my heart, and the stuttering cadence of my breaths.

“Was it good?” Adrian lifts his head. Blue and brown collide, and the effect of having him look at me straight in the eye is so devastating that I stand there, petrified.

“Um…” Words stick in my throat as I succumb to the seductive gaze of the world’s most eligible bachelor. Now I know why women can’t help falling for Adrian.

He looks at me like I’m the only woman in the world. He draws me into an intimate bubble of scorching lust and forbidden temptation that settles in my bones like a heavy shroud.

All alone with him in this tiny room, I’m hyper-aware of the sexual tension curling between us. Heat climbs up my body, making sweat bead at my temple.

“The kiss. Did you like it?” He licks his bottom lip, looking impossibly roguish and sexy while doing so.  

My swallow blocks my throat. “Did you?” I venture. “Or was it just a joke?”

“Come sit on my lap and I’ll tell you.” The words drop like bombs. He has never made such an overt advance. His pupils are dilated, eclipsing the blueness of his irises. This is dark, Adrian, made of lust and sensuality, pushing all the boundaries he’d never push in daylight.

It’s like I’m with a dark fairytale prince, one who knows how to use my fantasies and forbidden desires against me.

He gestures for me to come closer, his eyes never leaving mine. It’s a command, not a request, and I find myself drawn to him like a moth to a flame.

I know I can refuse at any time. He gave me a choice. If I don’t want to give him more, I can leave. I’ll never get my answer, but that doesn’t matter.

I hate that I want more. I feel like a small animal, crawling closer to the predator who has the power to eat me alive. But the idea of being devoured by a strong, majestic, beautiful beast like him is enough to make me want to risk everything.

My life, my body, my dignity.

Even the fears that usually keep me chained are melted away by his smoldering gaze. He invites me with his steady, reassuring gaze, making me forget about all the men who have abandoned me. 

“I won’t hurt you, Amara.” His deep, rough voice contrasts with his statement.

I’m spellbound, and before I know it, I sit on his powerful, muscled legs. His lap his warm, and when he curls his hand around my waist, teasing the curve of my hip with his fingers, my pussy quakes with desire.

Muscles clench low in my stomach, reminding me of the slow, unconscious rhythm of my feminine lust. I feel like I’m sinking into a dark ocean, and every breathless moment draws me closer to the inevitable climax.

“How does it feel?” he asks. “To be a bad girl for once?”

The air is thick with tension, a primal energy that makes my skin prickle. He leans back in his chair, his eyes roaming over me with a hunger that makes my breath catch.

I turn to him. My pulse is wild and untamed. Blood rushes to my ears, drowning out everything but him. His breaths tease my collarbones, reminding me of our closeness. Every silent beat sharpens the ache in my pussy. My cunt clenches when he cups my face.

All the nerves on my face surge with joy. Being held by him feels like relief. The tension in my core tightens even as other parts of my body relax.

“What are you planning to do to me?” I whisper.

“You asked me a question.” Adrian’s gaze searches my face. “I’m going to answer it.”

I back away instinctively, my pulse racing. “Adrian⁠—”

He cuts me off with a swift, dominating kiss. It’s not gentle; it’s a claim, a punishment. His hand grips the back of my neck, holding me in place as his mouth devours mine. I feel pinned, helpless, and utterly his. My body responds in a rush of heat, my nipples hardening against the fabric of my blouse.

He lifts me effortlessly, setting me down on his desk. Papers scatter, and I don’t care. His hands are rough as they pull at my clothes, tearing away layers until I’m bare before him. His mouth moves to my neck, teeth grazing my skin, leaving marks that will be impossible to hide.

His fingers find the waistband of my skirt, and he yanks it down, his eyes never leaving mine. “You drive me fucking crazy,” he growls, his breath hot on my skin. “You make me want to hunt you down, push you against my desk, and fuck you senseless until you feel the same way I do.”

My chest inflates on a breath. “I had no idea you wanted me.”

Adrian drops a long-suffering sigh, putting some distance between us.

He runs a hand through his hair, mussing it further. The gesture is so boyishly charming that it makes my heart skip a beat. “I’m sorry if I went too far,” he says finally, his voice tinged with regret. “Last night, I was feeling weak. I needed...” He pauses, his eyes darkening. “I needed to touch you. I saw you talking to another man, and it made me angry. I wanted to claim you. I wanted to know if you desired me as much as I desire you.”

“You were jealous?” I cough. “You sleep with a different woman every night.”

“But I always think of you.” Adrian’s stubble abrades my jaw as he kisses my neck. “Every single night, I think of what it’d feel like to have you under me, to hear you calling my name as I come inside you. To make you mine.”

“Adrian…”

“I have wanted you since the first day I saw you, Amara. You were feisty, sassy, and strong, not another people pleaser looking for my validation.” His confession is low, but it’s raw. I have never heard him sound like this. All the playfulness is gone from his voice, replaced by a dominant, sincere plea. “But you didn’t want me. Every day we work together is torture for me. Because I can’t stop needing you.”

“I had no idea.” This time, it’s my turn to cradle his face. His eyes widen when I touch him. There’s a touch of softness in his expression. “I wasn’t trying to hurt you.”

“Don’t apologize. It’s not your fault.” Adrian grabs my wrist, squeezing my hand. “But I need you tonight, Amara. If you don’t want me, leave. I won’t stop you. And I won’t bother you again. But if you stay, I’ll take that as a yes to cream your pussy and make you scream until you’re too tired to cry.”

He waits for me to react, for me to run away.

I’m scared of what might happen if I stay. But I’m terrified of what I’ll lose if I leave. It’s clear there’s something intense and amazing between us. This kiss was even hotter than the last one, and my body is begging for more.

I let my hands slip lower, grabbing Adrian’s collar and pulling him close.

“Do your worst, Your Highness,” I say.

My insides shiver when he laughs. “Fuck. You’re so hot when you are being bold.”

“Give me what you don’t give any other woman,” I continue.

“I’ll give you everything, Amara.”

His fingers deftly undo the buttons on my shirt. He unclasps my bra, rubbing circles on my back, making me arch my back so my breasts are pressing against his face when he takes off my bra.

“Suck ripe, juicy tits. I want to suck on your hard nipples and make you beg for my cock.”

I gasp as he lowers his head, his tongue circling my nipple before he takes it into his mouth, sucking hard. The sensation is electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. My pussy clenches, and I can feel the wetness pooling between my thighs.

His hands roam my body, possessive and demanding. “This is real, Amara,” he murmurs against my skin. “This is fucking real.”

He pushes me back onto the desk, his body covering mine. His cock presses against me, hard and insistent through his trousers. I hook my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, feeling the length of him against my slick folds.

His mouth moves to my other breast, his teeth grazing my nipple, making me cry out. He lifts his head, his eyes wild with desire. “You’re mine, Amara. Tonight, nobody can save you from me.”

“Please…” I shiver as heat explodes in my stomach. My pussy clenches around emptiness, desperate for him to fill me, to make me feel desired. “Please stuff me with your cock.”

“That’s right. Ask for it.” His smile is self-satisfied and smug.

He pushes me down flat, spreading me on his desk. His strong palms cup my ass cheeks. He kneads my flesh. Heat races through me, searing a trail down my clenching pussy. My body feels like it’s floating in thin air. I can’t believe this is happening.

I’m on Adrian’s desk, about to be fucked by the most desirable royal bachelor in the world. And all I want to do is surrender to the scorching heat between our bodies and let it melt me from the inside out.

He clenches his fingers around the crotch of my panties, his breath wild like an animal’s. Before I can protest, he tears my underwear. The ripping of fabric echoes through the air like fireworks. Then the only scrap of fabric protecting me from him is gone, and my shameful arousal is exposed.

“Fuck. Your pussy is gorgeous when it’s soaked from your arousal. I want to taste your cunt.” Adrian grabs my thighs and savagely parts my legs. I gasp as my pussy is exposed to his hungry eyes. He looks feral as his gaze drinks in my naked pussy. I’m soaking wet, spilling arousal for him.

“I could look at your cunt dripping for me all night.” He pinches my clit, sending bolts of electricity through my nervous system. “But you’ve starved me for too long. I need to devour what’s mine.”

His stubble bristles against the sensitive skin of my inner thighs when he buries his head between my legs. The prickle of his facial hair heightens the pressure growing in my core. Heat rushes to fill my belly.

I’m trembling, spread out on his desk like an offering.

He looks up at me, his eyes dark and hungry, a predator about to devour his prey. I can’t look away, can’t breathe, can’t do anything but wait for his next move.

He starts at my knees, trailing kisses up my inner thighs, his hands gripping my hips to hold me steady. His touch is firm, possessive, claiming me inch by inch. I try to arch my back, to squirm away from the intense sensation, but he holds me down, a low growl in his throat. “Stay still,” he commands, his voice rough and primal.

His tongue finds me, a long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit. My hips buck, but he pins me down, his hands strong and sure on my thighs. He does it again, another languid stroke, like he’s savoring me, like I’m the most delicious thing he’s ever tasted. I can feel the rumble of his moan against my flesh, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me.

He sets a rhythm, his tongue lapping at me, his lips sucking and nipping. He’s not gentle; he’s hungry, desperate, like a man starved. He circles my clit, his tongue flicking against the sensitive bud, sending jolts of electricity through my nerves. I can feel the pressure building, the tightening in my core, the heat spreading through my body.

His hands move to my ass, squeezing, kneading, his fingers digging into my flesh. He lifts me slightly, angling me so he can feast on me more deeply. His tongue plunges inside me, a hot, wet invasion that makes me cry out. He fucks me with his tongue, his mouth working me, his stubble rasping against my sensitive skin.

“Adrian,” I gasp, my hands fisting in his hair. He growls again, the sound vibrating through me, adding to the storm of sensation. He’s relentless, his tongue and lips and teeth driving me higher and higher, pushing me to the edge.

He sucks my clit into his mouth, his tongue flicking against it, his teeth grazing it lightly. The sensation is too much, too intense. I try to pull away, to escape the overwhelming pleasure, but he holds me firm, his hands bruising on my thighs. “You’re not going anywhere,” he growls against me. “You’re mine, Amara. Come for me.”

His words, his touch, his mouth—it’s all too much. The orgasm slams into me, a wave of pleasure that crashes over me, leaving me shaking and gasping. He doesn’t let up, his mouth still working me, his tongue still lapping at me, drawing out every last shudder and cry.

Before I can even catch my breath, he’s standing, his hands going to his belt.

He unbuckles his belt, his eyes never leaving mine. His trousers drop to the floor, and he steps out of them, kicking them aside. His cock stands proud, thick and hard, the tip glistening with pre-cum.

He positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock pressing against me. “I can’t be gentle right now,” he warns, his voice rough.

“I don’t want you to be,” I gasp, my body aching for him.

He thrusts into me, burying himself deep. I cry out, the sensation overwhelming, stretching me, filling me completely. He doesn’t wait, his hips moving in a relentless rhythm. Each thrust is a claiming, a branding. He’s marking me, making me his.

His mouth moves to my ear, his breath hot. “I’ve wanted this for so long,” he growls. “Years of pining, Amara. Years of wanting you.”

His words send a thrill through me, and I cling to him, my nails digging into his back. He thrusts harder, faster, his body slamming against mine. The desk creaks under us, the sound of our flesh meeting filling the room.

He takes my breast into his mouth again, sucking hard, his teeth grazing my nipple. My body responds, waves of pleasure crashing over me. I can feel myself nearing the edge, the sensation building, ready to explode.

His mouth moves to my ear again. “I’m going to come inside you,” he says, his voice a deep, primal growl. “I’m going to breed you, Amara. Fill you with my seed. The royal heir that my father desperately wants? You’re going to carry it, babygirl. You’re going to be swollen with my child.”

My pussy goes crazy when he mentions me being pregnant with his baby. I have never imagined that, but why does the idea of him coming inside my unprotected pussy and knocking me up with his baby sound so sexy?

My pussy convulses hard. My eyes roll back with pleasure as his cock pistons in and out of me, pressing into my intimate heat, making my pussy walls sizzle with friction. The heat between us is oppressive, dwarfing the firestorm of last night’s kiss. This is a nuclear explosion, and I am helpless to stop it.

“I’m going to stroke your belly when it’s stretched with pregnancy and lick breastmilk off your swollen tits.” His tongue circles one hard nipple. Tremors of pleasure curl inside me.

I tremble with the intense surge of ecstasy that drowns my body every time his cock hits the deepest spot within me. His dick grazes my G-spot, leaving me a wet, panting mess, making my pussy quiver and drip arousal.

“You look so sweet taking my cock. I love watching my dick sink into your tight cunt, knowing you’ll take every inch I give you.” He bites my breast, sending me spiraling through a world of bliss. “I’m going to breed you hard and rough. You’ll wish for nothing more than being my cum slut.”

His filthy words merge with the sound of his balls slapping against my ass. The wet squelching sounds of my pussy as he slams his cock into me fill the air. There’s nothing but his primal grunts, forcing me to loosen for him, and his dark words, painting a picture of forbidden consequences.

And yet, I want this more because it’s taboo. Because it’s wrong. I want him more than I’ve ever wanted anyone.

Friction makes me curl my toes. When his cock scrapes against my velvet pussy walls, I want to sob with pleasure. The tightening of tension in my belly draws my eyes shut.

I’m so close. I’m on the edge. Heat is radiating throughout my body, melting my bones and my brain at the same time.

“Come for me, babygirl. Drench my baby-making cock so I can give you my seed.”

The words send me over the edge. I cry out, my body convulsing as the orgasm rips through me. He thrusts deep, his own release pulsing into me. His cum coats my bare pussy walls, clinging to my fertile channel. His body shudders, and he collapses on top of me, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

We lie there, panting, our bodies slick with sweat. I feel him, still hard inside me, his cum spilling out of me as his cock twitches. He raises his head, his eyes meeting mine. There’s a raw, vulnerable look in them, a look I’ve never seen before.

“You have no idea how much I care about you,” he murmurs, his voice soft. “Thank you for letting me have you, babygirl.”

I swallow hard, my heart pounding. “Adrian⁠—”

He presses a finger to my lips, silencing me. “I never wanted any of the other stuff. The crown, the duty, the arranged marriages. I just wanted you, Amara. I always have.”

His words hang in the air, a confession that changes everything. I thought I knew the prince, but I never saw the man beneath. And now, as I lie here, feeling his heartbeat against mine, I know I’ll never look at him the same way again.

And I’m terrified by how much I want him, when he’s the one man who could ruin my life.


FOUR


Adrian

She left before I could hold her in my arms and give her the aftercare she deserved. I know our unplanned, raw sex made Amara feel vulnerable, and I should have been there to hold her through it. But she ran away like a bird fleeing its cage the moment her orgasm-induced haze disappeared.

And now the silence hurts more than anything. Her rejection stings.

I know I pushed too hard, moved too fast. I know she must feel exposed and uncertain.

I wanted to tell her that I would never use what we shared against her.

Instead, she ran. And I let her.

The next morning, when I walk into the Cultural Office, all I get is a stack of folders and the soft clatter of keyboards. The usual buzz of diligence fills the room. Amara is at her desk, head bent, hair in that severe bun that keeps her emotions hidden.

She doesn’t glance up when I enter.

“Your Highness,” says Margaret, one of the senior aides, “the Ministry of Heritage confirmed tomorrow’s itinerary. You and Miss Johnson will be flying to Prague to finalize the joint cultural initiative.”

I pause. “Tomorrow?”

“Yes, sir. Miss Johnson has the briefing materials ready.”

I glance at Amara. She doesn’t look back.

“Excellent,” I say, my tone too smooth, too detached. “Make the arrangements.”

When the meeting disperses, she gathers her tablet and slips past me with the precision of someone walking through a minefield. The scent of her perfume brushes against me as she passes. I catch her wrist lightly.

“Walk with me,” I say quietly. “In the garden.”

She hesitates, reluctant. “I’m busy.”

“Five minutes,” I plead.

I can sense the undercurrents of tension. She’s guarded today. Her avoidance is deliberate. Like I thought, she must be overthinking what happened last night. She’s trying to push me away. But I won’t let her.

If only she knew how I ache to be the man who could walk across this room in front of everyone, take her hand, claim her as mine, and make the world disappear.

But that’s the thing about crowns. They make sure you never get to be the man you want to be.

Only the prince the world demands.

We step into the cool air outside. The garden is quiet this early, dew glittering on the hedges, the fountain murmuring in the distance. I shove my hands into my pockets, unsure how to start.

“Are you feeling all right?” I finally ask. “After last night.”

Her eyes flicker up, guarded. “I’m fine, Your Highness.”

I take out a small chocolate bar from my jacket and offer it to her. “You skipped breakfast.”

Her lips twitch into a reluctant smile. “You keep snacks in your suit now?”

“Emergency diplomacy,” I say. “Chocolate solves most crises.”

She takes it, unwraps a corner, and nods. “Thank you.”

“I wanted to hold you and give you aftercare yesterday,” I tell her quietly. “You didn’t deserve to be left alone after that.”

Her fingers still on the wrapper. “We don’t have to talk about it.”

“Yes, we do.” I take a breath. “It changes things. You must be wondering what happens next.”

“I’m wondering,” she says carefully, “what happens if anyone finds out.”

Her voice trembles, just slightly. “Do you understand what the tabloids would do with this? A staff member? A black woman from a working-class background? I’d be a headline for months.”

“I’ve weathered worse scandals,” I say.

“This one wouldn’t be about you.” Her eyes are bright with anger and fear. “It would be about me. They’d destroy my career. They’d turn me into a cautionary tale. I’ll never get another job.”

She’s shaking, and before I can think, I draw her into my arms. “Don’t worry; I’m not letting you go so you won’t need another job.”

She stiffens for a heartbeat, then exhales, her forehead resting against my shoulder. I can feel her heartbeat, quick and unsteady, through the fabric of her blouse.

“I don’t want you to be afraid,” I say softly. “You didn’t do anything wrong.”

She steps back a little, eyes glistening. “I wasn’t prepared for how guilty I’d feel afterward. Or how scared.”

“You won’t be fired and nobody will know about what happened,” I tell her. “I’m not a tyrant. I won’t punish you for something I started.”

Her voice drops to a whisper. “You have to marry someone suitable, Adrian. You know that. There’s no place for me in that future.”

Her words cut deep. I don’t want a future without her in it. Amara has been by my side for years, and losing her feels like losing a limb.

“I will make a place for you in that future,” I tell her, steeling my resolve. I know it won’t be easy to get my father to accept her. The rest of the council might also protest, but I have a plan.

I’m going to get her pregnant. If she’s carrying the royal heir, nobody could say anything to me marrying her. Otherwise, it’d end up being a scandal worse than a prince marrying a commoner.

“I haven’t had enough of you yet, Amara. I want to wake up next to you and feel your body pressed against me.” I nuzzle my lips against her ear.

Her eyes flash. “You mean you haven’t had enough of me.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Isn’t it?” she snaps. “You think you can keep me like some secret, some thrill between meetings? I can’t do that. I won’t.”

I stare at her, stunned by the rawness in her voice.

She continues, quieter now. “I’m a black woman who worked her way here from nothing. You’re a prince with a throne to protect. You can say you want me, but what you really want is a fantasy that can’t last.”

I reach for her hand, but she pulls it away.

“I’ll forget what happened,” she says. “And I hope you can too.”

The words slice through me. She turns and walks back toward the palace, head high, shoulders straight, every inch the composed professional she’s trained herself to be.

I stay where I am, the morning light glinting off the fountain, watching her go.

For the first time in years, I don’t care about duty or legacy or the people’s opinions.

All I can think about is the woman who just walked away from me, and how determined I suddenly am to prove her wrong.


FIVE


Adrian

Traveling with Amara has never felt quite like this.

The jet touches down in Prague just past noon, the sky a pale winter blue beyond the windows. The city shimmers like something carved from old storybooks. Castles climb the hills. Terracotta rooftops glow in the cold light. The moment the door opens, the scent of frost and stone sweeps inside.

Amara walks ahead of me, her posture straight and composed, pretending that she doesn’t feel me watching her. Pretending that she doesn’t remember the way her body curved against mine two nights ago.

I remember.

God, I remember every moment.

The car waiting for us is sleek and black, the royal flag attached to the hood. My aide loads my suitcase into the trunk, then reaches for Amara’s. I beat him to it.

“Your Highness, I can carry that—” Amara begins, clearly flustered.

“I’ve got it,” I tell her.

She looks at me sharply. “You don’t need to be kind to me.”

I meet her eyes, letting her see the truth for once. “I’m not being kind. I’m doing what I want.”

She swallows, looks away, and climbs into the car without answering. But I see the faint tremor in her fingers.

The ride to the hotel is quiet. Not cold. Just tight. Dense. Like we are afraid one stray word will pull us back into something neither of us is ready for but both of us want.

When we arrive, the entrance to the Grand Lucerna Hotel looks like the gateway to another century. Marble columns. Carved angels. Chandeliers that shine like frozen fire. Staff line the lobby in immaculate uniforms, greeting us with deep bows and welcoming smiles.

But something shifts when we approach the check-in desk. The concierge gives a slightly nervous smile.

“Your Highness, Miss Johnson… we have your reservation, but there seems to have been… an error.”

I raise a brow. “What kind of error?”

The concierge clears his throat. “Only one suite was booked.”

Amara stiffens. “That can’t be correct. We always reserve two rooms.”

The man gives another apologetic smile. “My deepest apologies. The city is at capacity due to the conference. We can try to find a second room in another building, but it may take several hours.”

I place a hand on the counter, pretending to be mildly irritated even though I arranged this days ago. “Very well. We will manage.”

Amara shoots me a sharp look. “Are you sure, Your Highness?”

I turn to her. “We can survive in one suite for a night.”

Her eyes flash with suspicion, then frustration, then something that looks dangerously like longing.

The elevator ride is too quiet. The suite door opens to reveal rooms dripping with old-world grandeur. Velvet drapes. A king-sized bed dressed in white silk. A balcony overlooking the river. Everything feels intimate, almost too intimate.

Amara steps inside, hugging her folder to her chest like armor.

I hand her a bottle of cold water from the minibar. “We can get through this,” I tell her softly. “No incidents. No pressure.”

Her eyes flicker up at me. “We have the event in two hours. I need to prepare your speech notes.”

“Then prepare them,” I say, removing my tie. “I’ll change.”

I don’t walk into the bathroom.

I don’t step behind a door.

I start unbuttoning my shirt right in front of her.

Her pen freezes above her notes.

I pretend not to notice.

Each button feels like a confession, a slow stripping of the distance she insists on keeping between us. She tries to look away, but her gaze keeps wandering back. The air thickens around us, turning slow and heavy.

I slide my shirt off my shoulders. Her breath catches.

I sense it rather than hear it.

She’s remembering.

I can see it in the way her throat moves when she swallows.

I reach for my fresh dress shirt, shrugging it on as if nothing is unusual. “You look tense,” I say quietly.

Her reply comes too fast. “I’m not tense.”

“You are.”

She clenches her jaw. “You need to focus on the event, not… whatever this is.”

I step closer, just enough for the air between us to shift. “Whatever this is,” I echo. “And what is that?”

“A striptease I didn’t ask for.”

“You’re welcome. Not many women can get a private show from the future ruler of Valmont.” I flash a broad grin, knowing that she’s melting. Her eyes are glazed with desire. She can’t see it, but her chest is rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths. I can tell when a woman is aroused, and right now, I’d bet a fortune that her cunt is dripping for me. Her folds must be slick as wet, coated with honey that her body produces in my presence.

My tongue feels dry. All I want to do is feel her slickness gushing down my mouth, bathing my tongue in sweetness.

I walk toward her. Every step is deliberate yet easy. She inches back on the balls of her feet, as if she’s scared of what might happen if we’re too close.

She yelps when her back hits the wall. I don’t stop my advance. I’m a lot taller and bigger than her, and that height difference is evident when I place a hand over her head, caging us.

“Adrian…” Her plea is a whisper. Her gaze clings to my bare chest, dusted with a smattering of hair. I’m proud that I work out every day because my abs are getting all the attention right now. Something about being desired by her strokes my vanity. With other women, I’m indifferent.

But when I’m close to Amara, the air is as hot as a furnace. Her breaths tickle my nipples, sending a current straight to my aching cock. My dick swells, blood rushing to fill the lust in my groin.

“My shirt for the event,” I say, pressing my other palm to the wall, flexing my biceps so she’s caged by my hands. I push my knee between her legs, parting them. Her legs shake visibly, and at that moment, I know she’s quivering with the currents of arousal cramping her core. “You were supposed to tell me which one I had to wear.”

“I…oh…let me remember…” She’s stuttering and tongue-tied. I guess she’s overwhelmed by the primal heat surging through her body. My little sparrow loves it when I dominate her with my size, when I make her feel trapped and helpless. Her animal instincts make her shrink back into the wall, pulling into herself.

“Maybe you’re too stressed to remember what I was supposed to wear.” I stroke her cheek. “Should I help your body relax a little? You look like you’re about to have a heart attack.”

My lilt is both playful and sensual.

“Adrian…”

Heat curls in my belly when she whimpers, a sound so exquisite, it makes my balls clench. I’ve never heard her sound so weak and feminine. I like it when she lets go of the ‘tough girl’ act and lets herself be the soft, sensitive woman that she is on the inside. 

My fingers drop to her shoulders. I massage the knot of tension in her shoulders. I skim my hands over the beautiful, feminine curves of her waist and hips until I find the waistband of her pants. I unbutton and unzip it, making enough space to push my hand under her panties and feel the throbbing heat of her pussy. She feels gorgeous, so ripe and wet. Her arousal sticks to the heel of my palm as I squeeze her gently.

She arches her back, eyes dropping closed. Good. I love seeing her be honest about her emotions. She’s not denying me anymore, not putting up any walls between us.

My hand cradles her pussy, and she moans like a bitch in heat.

She doesn’t protest, just looks at me with big, dark eyes.

“My pretty little lamb. Are you scared of me? Does my touch scare you?”

“No.” The answer is throaty and immediate. “Your touch makes me burn everywhere.”

That answer fills an abyss inside me. I love that I can make her feel the heat of sexual desire.

Her rasp turns into a cry when I press my fingers against her tight, slippery entrance. Two fingers slide in easily, and she rolls her hips, greedily absorbing the pleasure of being filled with my digits.

“Your pussy is so wet.” I pinch her clit. “You poor thing. How long have you been soaking your panties because your cunt was crying for me?”

She stiffens slightly, but melts into my arms when I drag my fingers up and down her slick folds, stimulating her aching core. I brush my thumb across her swollen clit. It’s so plump and juicy.

“You’re fucking aroused, babygirl.” I bite her ear. “I’ll have to fuck you properly, or you’ll be dripping all over the carpet at the conference. We can’t have that happen. It’ll be an international incident.”

Amara’s arms lock around me. She pulls me closer, showing me a vulnerable expression as she looks up. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure and need. Just that gaze makes heat spiral through my bones. She wants me so bad, but she’s too scared to admit it.

Because I’m a prince and she’s a commoner, and she can’t ask anything from me.

But she can take whatever I give her. And I plan to give her mind-bending orgasms that will keep her pussy sore and legs shaking throughout the evening. I want to imprint the memory of our scorching chemistry so she will remember it when we return to the hotel at night. When we’re all alone in this suite again and she’s begging me, I’ll breed her desperate cunt.

And make sure she is carrying my heir so I can marry her. The thought of her bouncing around a big belly as she walks around the palace drives me wild. My cock pulses with untamed desire.

It hurts to just stand because my dick is tenting my pants, trying to punch a hole through the fabric.

Seeing Amara so tiny and frightened like a little lamb makes my blood roar. I want to dominate her, fuck her against the wall, and make my cum run down those beautiful brown legs.

“Tell me what you want me to do.” I press my finger against her clit, long enough that she lets out a loud wail.

“Put your fingers inside me,” she says. “Stuff me and fuck me against the wall, Your Highness.”

“You want my royal fingers inside your cunt? Is that what turns you on? Calling me Your Highness when I make you feel filthy and scared like prey?”

She nods. “It feels forbidden to be reminded of our status.”

“And to be reminded that I have all the power here while you have none?”

“I like being dominated,” she admits. When I begin to frown, she adds, “only by you.”

“For that slip of the tongue, I’m going to punish you like a tyrant does. I’ll torture your pussy for forgetting that you’re mine.”

I pull down her panties and her pants. I move her legs further apart, giving me better access to her feminine treasure. Then I kneel in front of her and kiss her cunt. It feels like the most intimate kiss I’ve given in my life.

“I approve of this beautiful, wet cunt.” I trace the folds of her puffy outer pussy lips with my tongue, and her knees tremble. I grab her thighs and lift her off the ground, hooking her legs over my shoulders, keeping her back pressed against the wall.

She grabs my hair as the balance wobbles. I love the sharp sting of her nails digging into my scalp. This is rough, animalistic sex, the way it was meant to be.

“Put your thighs over my shoulders,” I command. “I want your feet off the ground when I eat you out. I want you unstable and scared that you’ll fall if I let you go.”

I run my tongue along Amara's slick folds, feeling her shiver beneath my touch. The taste of her is intoxicating, a sweet and musky nectar that I can't get enough of. I delve deeper, parting her with my tongue, circling her clit until she cries out, her fingers tightening in my hair. She's unsteady, her thighs trembling over my shoulders, and I know she feels utterly at my mercy. Just the way I want her.

I look up at her, seeing the mix of fear and ecstasy in her eyes. "You’re so wet, Amara," I murmur against her pussy. "Grind that pussy against my face. Let me feel your softness."

"Yes, Your Highness." She nods, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she moves her hips slowly, pressing her velvet-soft cunt against my lips, my nose, my jaw. Everywhere I feel her, my skin tingles.

Her words send a jolt of lust through me. I draw her clit into my mouth, sucking hard, feeling her buck against my face. Her cries grow louder, more desperate. I can feel her getting closer, her body tensing, her pussy clenching. I lap at her, teasing her entrance, fucking her with my tongue until she’s shaking and begging.

“Please... Your Highness…” Her voice is a plea. She loves this game we’re playing, the forbidden thrill of power and submission.

I feel her orgasm building, her thighs tightening around my head, her nails digging into my scalp. And then she comes, hard and fast, her pussy pulsing against my mouth, her wetness drenching my jaw and lips. I drink her in, every last drop, feeling her quiver and shake.

I stand up slowly, her taste still lingering on my lips. I press my forehead to hers, feeling her flushed skin, seeing the dazed look in her eyes. “Fear makes your pussy gush harder than a fountain,” I murmur. “I could drink from you all day.”

Her eyes widen as I unbuckle my belt, dropping my pants and boxers to the floor. She looks down at my cock, hard and ready, and licks her lips. I grab her hips, lifting her higher against the wall, aligning myself with her wet entrance. But I don’t push in yet. I need to prepare her first.

I press two fingers into her tight entrance, feeling her shudder and clench around me like a desperate whore in need of her fix.

“You’re so tight, Amara,” I growl. “I need to stretch you out or I won’t fit in this position.”

Her eyes flutter, her mouth dropping open as I thrust my fingers into her, rough and demanding. “You belong to me,” I murmur, my mouth grazing her ear. “And I take care of what’s mine.”

I keep thrusting my fingers into her, savoring the feeling, feeling the quivering in my own cock as I watch her back arch in pleasure. She cries out as I drag my fingers over her G-spot. I curl my digits over her sensitive nerves, feeling her tense and clench around my fingers. She wants to come so bad, her thighs are quivering.

"You’re not coming again until you come around my cock." I whisper as she shivers hard, and shuts her eyes, clenching her jaw, trying to hold back.

“You’ll be a good girl, won’t you?” I say, moving my lips to her neck. Biting and sucking on all the hickeys and bruises I left on her the other night. My marks on her beautiful neck. I love how they look. Then I lean back, watching her bite her other lip and try to calm herself.

She’s always full of retorts, but right now, she’s barely holding on. Her jaw trembles, but she bites down her words, knowing she’s in the presence of a future king, and she can’t say anything to dissuade me from torturing her pussy.

“We need you all pretty and put together at my event,” I say quietly. “If I make you come now, you’ll never put your panties back on straight.”

Then I lean back in and thrust my fingers roughly into her pussy, making her cry and arch her back against the wall, this back and forth pushing us both to the edge. Friction makes her cry every time my fingers scrape against her inner walls, searing a trail along her soft channel.

Suddenly, royal music blasts from my phone’s ringtone, and I glance at it with a smirk.

I reach my hand back, barely hitting the green icon.

“Yes, Father.”

I answer it on speakerphone, still thrusting into her. She looks at me in horror as my father's voice comes through, discussing some mundane detail of the event.

Her fingernails dig into my shoulder, but she doesn’t stop pushing her hips forward to meet my thrusts. She trusts me, even, and that makes me bolder.

“Adrian, what’s that noise?” My dad clears his throat.

“I’m exercising at the hotel,” I lie nonchalantly. Then I grin at Amara. “It’s a great workout, actually.”

Amara’s pussy flutters around me, choking my fingers, gripping them hard.

Amara’s eyes are wide with the thrill of the forbidden, and I can see the excitement and fear on her face.

"You should be glad it's not a video call," I whisper against her ear, my voice low and teasing. "Or he would see my fingers deep in your cunt."

“I feel like a slut,” she whispers back.

“And you love it?” I raise an eyebrow, seeing the way her mouth is inching up in a smile.

“I do, Your Highness. Every time you fuck me, I discover a new, depraved kink I never knew I had.”

I kiss her lips, letting my father drone on before he hangs up.

And just the line goes silent, I pull my fingers out and press my cock into her relaxed pussy, inch by inch.

I watch her face as I fill her completely, hitting her cervix with the head of my dick. She’s so tight, so wet, and so incredibly sexy, drenched in sweat, pinned to the wall, and at my mercy. I thrust into her slowly at first, feeling her stretch around me, adjusting to my size.

“You feel that, babygirl?” I growl, my voice rough with lust. “You feel your prince’s cock fucking you against the wall?”

She nods, her breath coming in short pants. “Yes, Your Highness.”

I pick up the pace, thrusting harder, faster. The sound of our flesh slapping together fills the room, mingling with her cries and my groans. I can feel her tightening around me, her body responding to every stroke. Her tits bounce as I plow her, her skin slick with sweat, glorious in the afternoon light from the windows.

She’s a vision of feminine sensuality and ripeness, and all I want is to hold her in my arms and spend the entire afternoon burying my cock inside her unprotected cunt.

“You know who this prim little pussy is for, don't you?” I hiss out, each hard thrust making a gasp fall from her kiss-shaped lips. “Your cunt is for a royal cock only.”

“Yes, Your Highness.” Her voice is fraying. I can feel the tension in her voice. She’s so close to exploding.

I lean in, pressing my mouth to her ear, my voice a low growl. “I’m going to breed you, Amara. I’m going to fill you with my seed and leave my cum inside the tightest, hottest pussy I’ve ever felt. Your pain-in-the-ass tight pussy is deserving of a royal creampie, isn't it?”

She gasps, her eyes wide with shock and lust. Her inner walls clamp down on my cock as I thrust deeper, harder. She feels so good, too good. I can’t hold back much longer.

I grip her hips tighter, feeling her legs wrap around my waist.

My balls are about to burst through her whole body as I push through her tight walls.

“You’re my property,” I groan, my voice barely recognizable. “My subject." I'm panting in her ear as I rut between her legs. Every stroke makes friction bleed into my cock, until I’m barely holding on to myself. Every thrust is a torture, an assault on my will.

Her pussy is like a vice grip, milking my cock in all the right ways, massaging my erection so perfectly that I feel the pleasure all the way in my toes.

I want to nut inside her, paint her pussy walls with my potent seed. But I have to make sure she’s taken care of first.

I suddenly stop and pull almost all the way out, and she whines and tries to push herself down. I let her try, enjoying watching her frantically grasp and move.

"Aw, you need my approval for that, babygirl," I tease. I tease us both, only pushing the tip in and pulling it back out. Her juices drip down my cock. It’s a satisfying sight, seeing my dick rock-solid and veiny, bathed in her arousal.

I start stroking her clit, gliding through the wetness. Prolonging our desperate need to come.

"This is my present before I breed you, Amara. You are my possession, my property, and you will always be made to feel this way when I plant my babies in you." I can feel her walls clamping down on nothing and see her needy little eyes hunt for me.

“Adrian,” she whimpers. “What if I can’t get pregnant?”

I laugh darkly. “I don’t care. I’ll pump you full of cum until it happens. We’ll have so much fun trying that it won’t even matter.”

I push into her again, and she meets my body hard. I hear a loud sob, and I start thrusting into her again, hard and fast. She clutches my back, and I feel her hands clinging to me. Her face on my shoulder, and suddenly I feel her whole body go still as she briefly stops breathing.

Her body twitches and shakes through a massive orgasm. I keep thrusting up into her until I feel my cum shooting out through my entire body.

My orgasm is like an earthquake, shaking my universe. I love the way Amara clings to me, needy for my strength, as she rides out her own orgasm.

I shoot a rope of cum straight into her womb, bathing her insides in seed. My balls are heavy, and my relentless orgasm squeezes every drop of semen from my aching cock. I’m still buried inside her, my head kissing her cervix, injecting load after load of cum straight into her womb.

The satisfaction of feeling my cream filling her pussy is unparalleled. Delight makes sparks burst through my chest until I’m finally done emptying myself inside her raw pussy, breeding her like she deserves to be bred.

I finally slowly lower her to the ground, my cock slips out of her, and she almost collapses against me, wiping the sweat off her forehead.

We stay like that for a moment, her body resting against mine. Panting, gasping, and drenched in sweat.

“That was unbelievable. I will be leaking cum every time I walk.” She looks down at the mess I made in her cunt, watching white, sticky cum leaving trails down her smooth thighs.

The sight makes me possessive, makes a dark desire curl in my cock.

“I wish we could do that again,” she says dreamily. “I felt every second of it. I don’t think I’ll ever forget this.”

I see a little grin poke at the side of her mouth, and I nudge her with my arm. "Oh, my little lab wants to go another round, huh?" I tease.

She stands up, pushes her hair back, and laughs. "I feel so messy, I need to shower. Otherwise, everybody at the conference will know you fucked me when I show up in my pencil skirt and heels."

“We can’t have that happening.” I promptly scoop her up and toss her over my shoulder, laughing as I walk into the suite's bathroom.

"Your Highness!!" she laughs. As I set her back down on the ground.

"Why don’t we shower together?" I say, as I walk over to turn on the water.

She nods, sated and happy, and I promise to always keep her looking like this.


SIX


Amara

State dinners always feel like theater.

Glittering, expensive, exhausting theater.

Crystal chandeliers sparkle over the grand hall, casting warm gold light across the long banquet table. I sit two seats away from Adrian, trying to pretend that my pulse isn’t reacting to the way he looks in his black suit. He is composed tonight, regal even. No lingering exhaustion, no sign that he fucked my brains out an hour ago. At least not on the surface.

He looks sated and well-rested, and knowing that I put that look on his face gives me a thrill. I made him glow like that. I let him come inside me, breed me, and unleash like the powerful, passionate man he hides in front of the world.

I loved seeing him vulnerable, raw, and unbound. He’s so sexy, so handsome, I find myself shaking on the inside even when our fingers brush. My pussy feels heavy and full, stuffed with his cum. Even though he washed between my legs, my pussy is pleasantly sore. Yet, it won’t stop throbbing for more.

The weight of his cock in my channel is addictive.

I want his cock buried inside me all night. I want him to drape his arm over me as he sleeps next to me, his skin pressed against mine. At least for one night, even if it’s an illusion, I want us to be lovers.

I can’t stop glancing at him every few seconds, drinking in his polished, masculine beauty.

And Sofia’s presence is not helping.

Princess Sofia sits at Adrian’s left, dressed in pale blue silk, her blonde hair curled in perfect waves, eyes lined with diamonds. She smells like roses and expensive entitlement. There’s something about the way she looks at Adrian’s aide at me, like we’re lesser mortals, that makes me dislike her.

She gives me a cold, sweeping look when I take my seat. The kind you give someone you’ve already decided is beneath you.

I meet her gaze with a neutral smile. I refuse to shrink myself for people like her.

The King called Adrian earlier today, insisting he “make an effort” with Sofia. That was when his cock was buried inside me and he was making my pussy erupt with fireworks.

He cut off his father, saying he’ll find his own wife, and that moment felt like a quiet triumph.

I know he’s not interested in Sofia at all. He finds her shallow and prideful.

Now he sits beside her, polite and charming. He can play the part well. The part of the playboy prince, the charming royal.

I hate that I notice how much she watches him.

And I hate even more how she looks at me.

When I look at the food in front of me, unsure of the spoons and knives, Adrian smiles at me, dashing.

“Use that one for the soup, that one for the appetizer, and that for the entrée. If you forget, I’ll hand them to you subtly during the meal.” He winks at me.

I see Sofia’s mouth tighten. Sofia leans closer to Adrian. “Your Highness, you truly command attention. You should act more princely. People look up to you.”

She says it lightly, but her eyes flick to me with a pointed disdain, as if reminding me that he belongs in her world, not mine.

Adrian’s jaw shifts almost imperceptibly. “I thought I was already acting princely,” he says calmly.

“Not entirely,” Sofia replies with a tinkling laugh. “Commoners can take care of themselves. You shouldn’t lower yourself by worrying about them.”

My stomach knots.

She really said that.

Right in front of me.

I keep my expression blank. Years of professionalism have taught me how to do that.

Sofia continues, smiling sweetly but with venom in her voice. “Although diversity is important. I suppose it is good for the palace to hire a few… diverse individuals. Shows progress, does it not? But it’s odd that they’d seat her with us. She’s just a member of staff.”

The word diverse hits like a slap. A polite, polished, diplomatic slap.

I inhale slowly. I won’t embarrass Adrian. Not here. Not with cameras around.

But Adrian heard it. And his expression changes instantly.

His smile drops. The air around him shifts. Cold. Controlled. Furious.

“I asked for her to be seated next to me. She plays an important role in my life,” Adrian’s cryptic statement is loaded with meaning that makes heat curl between my legs. I’ve always been just a cog in the machine. But he said I was important to him. “Also, we hired her for her competence and skills, not her skin color. Plus, she was better than any of the other people for the role so it wasn’t a difficult decision. But I suppose when one has been born into a position of prestige, no matter how undeserving one is of it, one doesn’t really need skills and competence.” He looks at Sofia pointedly, as if making a point.

She blushes slightly, realizing he’s criticizing her.

She coughs, mortified, as polite applause ripples through the hall. Her cheeks are burning. Her resentment radiates across the table like heat. She stares at me like I’m the reason for her misery.

I try not to react, but my chest warms.

Adrian did that for me.

For something she said to me. He put his diplomacy and position on the line to correct her, even though he doesn’t gain anything from it.

Under the table, his hand settles over mine. The warmth is enough to make my stomach clench.

I grew up fatherless. I never had a protected. No man to stand up for me, defend me, or take care of me. I always wanted to be protected. I wanted someone in my corner, on my side, who would keep the harsh, cruel world at bay.

I tear up realizing how Adrian’s words and actions healed a part of me that has always believed the worst about men.

Later, after the dinner, I slip into the quiet hallway near the staircase to catch my breath. The soft hum of the gala fades behind me.

Then I hear his footsteps.

Adrian stops in front of me, his expression softer than I have seen in a long time. “Are you all right?”

I nod. “I’m fine.”

“You’re not,” he says gently. “And I’m sorry.”

He steps closer, lowering his voice. “I heard what she said to you. I should have shut it down sooner.”

“You handled it,” I say. “That’s enough.”

“No,” he says, shaking his head. “It isn’t. People like her… they forget that their words have weight. They forget they can hurt.”

The sincerity in his voice nearly undoes me.

He looks away briefly, as if gathering thoughts he never says aloud. “I grew up learning that everything I did had to be perfect. Controlled. Expected. But I can’t always protect the people around me from the ugliness of this world.” His gaze returns to mine. “And I hate that you had to hear that. You didn’t deserve it.”

My throat tightens.

I can feel my walls shifting, softening.

I whisper, “I spent my whole childhood wishing someone would protect me.”

His eyes widen a little, as if he wasn’t expecting me to share anything.

I take a breath, feeling suddenly fragile. “Kids used to make fun of me… my skin, my hair, my clothes, everything. My mom worked double shifts. She didn’t have time to fight my battles. And my father… he was gone. He didn’t care. So I learned to take care of myself.”

Adrian’s voice is quiet. “You shouldn’t have had to.”

I shrug lightly. “It made me strong. But sometimes it also made me feel invisible. Like no one would ever stand up for me. Like I wasn’t worthy of anyone’s protection or love because something was wrong with me. I felt less than, inferior to the girls who had a father to love them and defend them. I didn’t know why I didn’t have anyone like that, what I’d done to be so unlovable.”

He steps closer, close enough that I feel the warmth of his breath.

Close enough that I know he’s not thinking like a prince right now.

“I’m sorry,” he says, his voice heavy with emotion. “I never wanted to remind you of that kind of pain.”

“You didn’t,” I whisper. “Sofia did.”

He shakes his head. “It’s my fault you’re here in the first place. And you’re not unlovable, Amara. You’re a wonderful woman who makes me feel things I have no right to feel.”

The vulnerability in his eyes steals my breath.

This isn’t the prince. Not the playboy. Not the bully.

This is Adrian.

Raw. Unarmored. Human.

He cups my cheek gently, as if asking permission. “You are perfect,” he murmurs. “And I will protect you now. Because you’re mine.”

My heart stutters.

My pulse echoes in my ears.

I shouldn’t feel this.

But I do.

He leans in, and his lips meet mine in a soft, melting kiss. When we part, I am trembling, my breath caught somewhere between fear and something dangerously close to longing.

For the first time since I met him, I see the man beneath the crown.

And he is everything I never thought I could want.

I think I might be falling.

Not for the prince.

But for him.

“Let’s go back to our room,” I whisper. “I want you inside me all night to remind me that I’m safe now.”
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We’re clawing at each other’s clothes the moment we return from the conference.

This time, I’m the one who grabs the buttons on Adrian’s shirt, tearing them off like a needy creature.

Adrian’s huge, muscled arms envelop me, drawing me into his warm embrace. He kisses my forehead, laughing. “You’re so impatient, babygirl. Do you want my cock in your cunt so badly?”

“I want to squeeze you while you come inside me,” I reply.

I know I’m playing with fire. There’s no way Adrian can marry me, no way we can have a future together. He might not fire me for sleeping with him, but if I get pregnant, I’ll have to have the baby all on my own because there’s no way the royal family will accept me as his bride.

The worst part is that I feel ready for that. I want a part of Adrian growing inside me, tying me to him forever even if we can never be tied through a marriage. I want to remember how desired and precious he made me feel, how me made every nerve ending in my body come alive as he fucked me slowly.

His tender touches turn into something more possessive as his shirt drops away and his hands settle on my hips. He squeezes my love handles, massaging them like they’re the sexiest part of my anatomy.

“I can’t wait to see you grow round and fat with pregnancy. Knowing I made your body change like that, made your curves fuller, will be the best turn on in the world. I won’t be able to keep my hands off your swollen body.”

“You won’t have to,” I say, blinking up to him. “I’ll let you have me all the time. I’ll need your reassurance when I’m carrying a child. I’ll want to still be attractive to you.”

“You’ll always be beautiful to me, babygirl. Never doubt that.” His kiss is claiming and full of heated promise as his tongue traces the edge of mine, pushing deeper into my mouth.

I melt into Adrian's kiss, my body pressing against his as his hands roam over my curves. He's gentle at first, his touch tender as he unzips my dress and slides it off my shoulders. The cool air of the room kisses my skin, but his warmth envelops me, chasing away any chill. His fingers deftly unhook my bra, freeing my breasts, and he steps back to look at me, his eyes filled with a hunger that makes me shiver.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Amara,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. He cups my breasts, his thumbs circling my nipples until they harden into peaks. Every touch sends jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I can feel the wetness pooling between my thighs, my body ready and eager for him.

He leans down, taking one nipple into his mouth, sucking and nipping until I gasp. His hand trails down my stomach, slipping into my panties, finding the slick heat waiting for him. He groans against my breast, his fingers parting my folds, circling my clit.

“Already so wet for me,” he growls, his voice vibrating against my skin. “That’s my good girl.”

He straightens, his eyes dark and filled with command. “Get on the bed,” he orders, his voice leaving no room for argument. “On all fours. I want to see that gorgeous ass bounce while I fuck you full of my cum.”

My stomach flutters with nerves and excitement. I crawl onto the bed, my body trembling with anticipation. I position myself on all fours, my back arched, presenting myself to him. I hear his sharp intake of breath, the rustle of his pants as he drops them to the floor. The air is thick with tension, the weight of his gaze on my body making me shiver.

His hands grip my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh. He kicks my legs apart, spreading me wider, exposing me completely. I feel vulnerable, open, and so incredibly turned on. His cock presses against my entrance, thick and hard, and I push back against him, desperate to feel him inside me.

“You want my cock, babygirl?” he growls, teasing my entrance with the head of his cock. “You want me to fill you up?”

“Yes, please,” I whimper, my body aching with need. “I need you, Your Highness.”

He groans, a sound of pure male satisfaction. “That’s right. Beg for it.”

He thrusts into me, hard and deep, filling me completely. I cry out, my hands fisting the sheets as my body stretches to accommodate him. He’s so big, so thick, and the sensation is overwhelming. He doesn’t move at first, allowing me to adjust to his size. His hands roam over my back, my hips, my ass, his touch possessive and claiming.

Then he starts to move. Slowly at first, pulling out almost all the way before slamming back into me. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure crashing through me. He grips my hips, his fingers bruising as he holds me steady, fucking me harder, faster.

The sound of our flesh slapping together fills the room, mingling with my cries and his groans. He reaches around, his fingers finding my clit, rubbing in tight circles. The dual sensation sends me spiraling, my body tensing, my orgasm building.

“Just like that, babygirl,” he growls, his hands gripping my hips tighter. “Keep your hips steady so Daddy can penetrate your tight cunt and fill you up with cream.”

His words, so filthy and dominant, push me closer to the edge. I can feel his cock hitting the deepest parts of me, his balls slapping against my clit with each thrust. My body is on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.

“You’re mine, Amara,” he pants, his body slamming against mine. “Every inch of you belongs to me. And tonight, I’m going to breed you. I’m going to fill you with my seed and make you cry my name in your sleep.”

His words send me over the edge. My orgasm slams into me, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me. I can feel my pussy clenching around his cock, milking him, begging for his cum.

He groans, his body tensing as he comes with me. I feel his cock pulsing, his hot seed spilling into me, filling me completely. He thrusts deep, holding himself there, ensuring every drop of his cum stays inside me.

We stay like that for a moment, panting, our bodies slick with sweat. He pulls out slowly, and I can feel his cum leaking out of me, trickling down my thighs. He turns me over, his eyes filled with a tenderness that makes my heart ache.

“I adore how you look with my seed leaking out of your pussy,” he murmurs, his fingers gently tracing the lines of my body. “My cum belongs inside your cunt, Amara. My baby belongs in your belly. I won’t let anyone else be the mother of my children except you.”

His words, so reverent and passionate, fill me with a strange craving. I’ve always wanted a complete, traditional family. My dad’s absence messed me up, making me avoid men. But in reality, all I dream of is a warm home filled with acceptance, harmony, and a thriving family. A man who will always love me and my children and stay by my side. And the bliss of growing old together, knowing time has made our love stronger.

Adrian hugs me, picking up my body and laying it on the bed. He climbs behind me, spooning me until I’m enveloped by his masculine strength and melting into his hard muscles.

“I’m going to hold you in my arms all night.” He kisses my ear, stroking my hair. “I’ll keep you safe. If you ever feel uncomfortable, all you have to do is tell me.”

“Thank you,” I murmur.

“Sleep tight, darling. I’ve got you. And I won’t let anyone hurt you again.”

The words are heartfelt and when his arms tighten around my waist, I fall into the most blissful slumber.


SEVEN


Adrian

Two months later…

My lips taste like Amara when I leave her room in the morning. I love spending my nights with her, falling asleep in her arms talking about everything and nothing. I love how snug her cunt feels when my cock is buried inside her. I love every part of her. The way she smells. Her sassy retorts. The way she handles her job perfectly, even when her pussy is still sore from the night before.

I respect her. That’s something I have never felt for a woman before. But that’s not all I feel for me.

I love her, too. I love how deep, multi-faceted, and smart she is, and how, when I’m with her, I can stop pretending to be a shallow, playboy prince. I can be my real self, show her the numerous sides of me that nobody ever wanted to see. She isn’t here for my golden façade or status. She wants all of me, every dark corner and every buried treasure.

I feel seen with her in a way I never have. I feel like a human, like a man, when I’m around her. Like I have greater value than just the title and crown on my head.

I know what we have is rare and real. And given how often I’ve been coming inside her without a condom, I’m ready for her to be pregnant so I can put my plans in motion.

My feelings for her are becoming a storm I cannot contain. Every time she looks at me with those steady, careful eyes, something inside my chest tips forward.

I should be able to control myself. A prince must always control himself. But near Amara, I am a man first and a crown second.

Today is worse than usual.

The palace hosts a charity event for the Children’s Literacy Trust, which means crowds, cameras, smiling donors, and far too many eyes on me.

Yet all I can see is her. She moves through the ballroom with her notes in hand, speaking to sponsors, guiding photographers, giving instructions to the palace staff.

Everything about her is elegant and focused. Everything about her makes me want to pull her close and ruin her composure.

Everyone around us senses it. The subtle glances. The whispered comments. The slight hesitation when we stand too close for too long.

They don’t talk about it, but I feel the weight of their gazes. Judging me. Judging us.

I do not care.

During a break in the speeches, Amara steps behind me to straighten a misplaced pin on my suit. Her fingers brush my collar, feather light.

I breathe in and nearly lose my mind.

I lean back, just enough for my voice to reach her.

“You should be on my arm, not at my side.”

She stills. Her heartbeat is visible in her throat.

“Adrian,” she whispers, a warning. “Do not fantasize in public. Not here.”

But she heard it. She understood exactly what I meant. I want her beside me in the photographs, not behind me holding a clipboard.

The event continues, but I am barely present. Every time she steps near, heat twists through me. Every time she steps away, something cold settles in my stomach.

After the last photo op, she slips around the corner toward the east corridor, probably heading to send the press release.

I follow her before I can stop myself.

She turns and sees me.

The corridor is empty. No cameras. No staff.

Only the echo of our footsteps and the crackling tension pulling us forward.

“Adrian,” she whispers again, softer this time. “You cannot keep doing this.”

I step toward her. She does not step back. She waits for me, knowing what I plan to do to her. And like a good girl, she wants it just as much as I do.

The moment our eyes meet, the last thread of restraint snaps. I reach for her face, and she rises to meet my mouth.

The kiss is not soft. Not patient. It is fire and frustration and every unspoken thing that has been burning between us.

Her hands clutch my lapel. My fingers slide behind her neck, pulling her closer.

For a moment, there is no palace. No crown. No danger.

Only her. Then she tears herself away, gasping.

Her eyes dart down the hallway, checking for witnesses. She looks terrified, like she was caught doing something wrong. It stings me. Loving someone, desiring someone, should be perfectly normal. But in our case, there are so many complications.

“I cannot be your mistake,” she whispers, voice trembling. “I cannot be the woman who brings you down.”

Her words hit harder than any blow my father ever delivered.

“You are not a mistake,” I say, reaching for her hand. She pulls it back.

“You do not understand,” she says. Her breathing is unsteady. “If anyone sees us, if your father finds out, I will be fired. Overnight. No questions asked. He will not let me stay knowing it could hurt your future and the monarchy.”

“I will not let him touch you,” I say, growling. “You’re mine.”

“You cannot stop him,” she replies. “And you know it. He’s the king.”

I clench my jaw, hating the power my father and the royal family holds over me and our future. “I hate hiding you. I do not want to pretend you mean nothing to me.”

She laughs once, bitter and small. “Pretend? Adrian, I am terrified of being exactly that. Someone you hide until you find a suitable, royal, acceptable bride. I’m someone you turn to when you need an escape, not a partner.”

The fear in her voice slices through me like ice.

I step closer, lowering my voice. “You think I would use you to escape my life?”

“I think it would be easy,” she whispers. “Too easy. Because I already know how it feels to be abandoned when someone finds something better. My father did it. I cannot survive it again.”

My throat tightens. I want to tell her she is the only thing I have wanted with any realness. I want to promise her that I will never leave.

But promises from princes are weapons when spoken aloud.

And she knows it.

She looks at me, eyes glassy with something between longing and fear.

“Whatever this is,” she says quietly, “it could destroy everything I worked for.”

Her voice breaks slightly. “And I do not know if I could survive being disposable to you.”

Disposable.

The word feels like a blade.

“You are not disposable,” I say.

But she just shakes her head. “I have to go.”

She turns away, her steps quick, almost frantic, disappearing around the corner before I can stop her.

I stand there alone in the corridor, breath ragged, heart pounding in a way that feels dangerously human.

She is terrified of being disposable.

But she has no idea that losing her would destroy me.


EIGHT


Amara

By the time the palace office winds down and people start packing up, I am ready to fall into bed and forget the entire day ever happened. My nerves are stretched thin. I’ve been feeling tired and sore lately. It’s probably because I spend almost every night being fucked raw by the most eligible bachelor in Europe. My breasts are beginning to feel tender, too, and I’m so overworked, even my period’s late. I know I could be pregnant, but my period is often late, so it’s too early to panic.

My thoughts spin in circles around the kiss in the corridor, the way Adrian looked at me like he was breaking open, the way I almost let myself fall into him.

I gather my things, planning to slip out quietly, when a warm hand wraps around my wrist.

“Miss Johnson.”

My breath catches.

Adrian stands behind me, too close, eyes too intense.

“We need to talk,” he says softly.

“I already told you⁠—”

“It’s not about that. Come with me.”

Before I can protest, he gently tugs me down the hallway, not forcefully, but firmly enough that I know he won’t take no for an answer. His palm is warm around my wrist, steady in a way that makes something inside me ache.

“Adrian,” I whisper, looking around to make sure no one sees. “Where are you taking me?”

He gives me a half-smile. “Somewhere you’ll like. Your birthday is coming soon.”

I blink.

“How do you even know when my birthday is?”

He raises a brow. “I’m the future king. I know everything.”

“Not comforting,” I mutter.

He laughs quietly. “Come on. You deserve something special.”

I stop walking. “Adrian… surprises with a prince are usually the kind that end careers.”

His expression softens. “Trust me tonight. Please.”

Something in his voice—low, almost hopeful—disarms me. Against all logic, against every self-protective instinct, I nod.

He leads me out a side entrance used only by staff, and into a sleek black car waiting beyond the palace gates.

“Get in,” he says.

I do.

Because despite everything, I want to.

We drive through the city until we arrive at a tall glass building draped in soft warm lights. The entrance is empty except for a maître d’ who bows deeply.

“Your Highness. Miss Johnson. Welcome.”

My heart stutters.

He booked out the entire place.

“Adrian…” I whisper as we step inside. “Tell me you didn’t⁠—”

He places a hand on my back, guiding me forward. “I wanted privacy. And I wanted you to have a night without fear.”

The dining room is dimly lit, elegant, filled with the scent of roasted herbs and soft music from a live pianist. No other guests. No cameras.

Just us.

We’re seated at a small table near the window overlooking the city lights. The view takes my breath away. The whole world seems to glitter beneath us.

“This is too much,” I say quietly.

“It’s not enough,” he replies. “But it’s a start.”

Before I can respond, a chef personally wheels a cart to our table. He greets Adrian in French, then begins preparing the appetizers right in front of us.

I watch, stunned, as delicate dishes are crafted with precision—truffle foam, seared scallops, a citrus salad dressed with edible flowers.

“You did all this,” I whisper.

“For you,” Adrian says, pouring water into my glass. “You deserve something beautiful.”

I look down at the silverware, fighting the heat rushing into my cheeks. “You usually dine with your father.”

“Not tonight.”

“Because of me?”

He meets my eyes. “Yes. I told him I had a more important engagement.”

Breath stills in my lungs. He told his father, the king, that I was more important than him? I don’t know if that’s rebellion or pure craziness, but whatever it is, it makes me feel valuable. So does this date.

He didn’t have to do this, didn’t have to make such a grand gesture to let me know that I mean something to him. But he did. He must have planned this for weeks, making sure nobody saw us.

We eat slowly, talking in the soft glow of candlelight.

About books we loved as children.

About travel. Music. Dreams. He tells me he always wanted to study history abroad, but duty kept him home.

“I envy people who can choose their lives,” he admits. “Sometimes I feel like I am becoming someone I won’t recognize in a few years.”

“I know the feeling,” I say. “Growing up, I couldn’t choose anything either. I was always worried about ending up like my mom.”

He leans forward. “Tell me.”

For once, I do.

I tell him about my mother working late shifts, about my father leaving and never looking back, about how birthdays always felt like reminders that the world kept moving even when people disappeared.

Adrian listens, really listens, his expression softening with every word.

“You deserved so much more,” he whispers.

“So did you.”

Our eyes hold. The air turns warm and full. My chest feels too tight.

When dessert arrives, I actually laugh. A small chocolate cake, topped with gold leaf, arrives with a single candle. The chef sets it down and steps back.

“A birthday cake. Hazelnut and chocolate mousse,” he accounted in a French accent with pride. “I hope you enjoy your special day, Mademoiselle.”

Adrian clears his throat awkwardly.

“I may have asked them to… prepare something.”

He begins to sing. Off-key. But he does it bravely and loudly. His honest love for me shines through the bad rendition of ‘Happy Birthday to You’. That’s all I need. Sometimes, a confession doesn’t need words. It only needs someone to give you something they’ve never given anyone else.

His “Happy birthday,” is the most intimate sound I’ve ever heard.

My eyes sting unexpectedly. No one has ever done this for me. Not like this. Not with this kind of intention.

When the song ends, he nods at the candle.

“Make a wish.”

“I don’t know what to wish for,” I whisper.

He leans closer, eyes warm and unguarded.

“Wish for something you’ve never let yourself have.”

My breath shakes. I close my eyes. And I wish for him. I wish for us to be together forever, to have his love for the rest of my life, to spend all my remaining birthdays with Adrian Leclerc.

I devour the birthday cake while he watches me like I am his entire world. He doesn’t even ask for a bite, letting me have it all.

When I’m done, I lick the spoon and flutter my eyelashes. “Is that all, Your Highness? What about a gift?”

Adrian’s gaze turns heated. “I have one planned.” His tone drips sensual confidence. “I’m going to eat you out right here, under the table. And you have to be quiet, because nobody can know that you’re mine.”

I swallow. His challenge immediately sets a fire blazing in my core.

“That’s…” Before I can finish my sentence, he disappears down the table. He’s hidden by the white tablecloth that hits the floor and the table is big enough for him to fit under it. But when he pushes up my skirt and runs his hands along the insides of my thighs, electricity zips up my spine.

My breath hitches as Adrian's hands glide up my thighs, his touch sending shivers up my spine. He's gentle but firm, his fingers tracing patterns on my skin that leave trails of fire in their wake. I can feel the warmth of his breath through the thin fabric of my panties, and my heart races in anticipation.

His fingers hook into the waistband of my panties, slowly dragging them down my legs. The cool air of the room kisses my exposed flesh, making me shiver. I lift my hips slightly, allowing him to slide the fabric down to my ankles, and then off completely. He pockets them with a smirk I can almost hear.

Adrian's hands push my thighs apart, his grip strong and insistent. I can feel the roughness of his stubble against my inner thighs, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. He takes his time, his breath hot and teasing, making me squirm with need.

When his tongue finally touches me, it's a slow, deliberate lick that sends a wave of pleasure crashing through me. He starts at my entrance, licking upwards, parting my folds until he reaches my clit. I gasp, my hands gripping the edge of the table to keep myself steady. He does it again, another long, slow lick that has me biting my lip to keep from crying out.

His mouth closes over my clit, sucking gently as his tongue flicks against the sensitive bundle of nerves. I can feel the pressure building, the tightening in my belly that tells me I'm close. He slides two fingers into me, curling them to hit that spot deep inside that makes me see stars.

I'm panting now, my breath coming in short, quick gasps. I want to scream, to moan, to let out the sound building in my throat, but I know I can't. I have to stay quiet, have to keep this secret, this forbidden pleasure. His teeth graze my clit lightly, the sensation sending bolts of electricity through me.

His fingers move faster, his mouth working me in tandem, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I can feel the orgasm building, the tightening in my core, the heat spreading through my body. My hips buck against his face, my body moving of its own accord, chasing the release only he can give me.

When I come, it's like an explosion, a wave of pleasure that crashes over me, leaving me trembling and gasping for breath. He laps at me gently, bringing me down from the high, his fingers still moving slowly inside me.

He finally emerges from under the table, his lips glistening with my arousal. He licks his lips, a satisfied smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Just as sweet as I imagined," he murmurs, his voice low and husky.

I'm still panting, my body limp and sated. I can't believe what just happened, can't believe the risk we took, the thrill of it all. And as I look into his eyes, I know I want more. I want everything he can give me.

Even as my heart races with the thrill of what we've just done, I know this is more than just a physical act. It's a connection, a bond that goes deeper than anything I've ever felt.

And when Adrian leads me out of the restaurant, holding me close like I’m his real girlfriend instead of a secret one, I feel pride swell in my chest.

Then, in the cool night air, outside the empty restaurant, he seals his mouth against mine and melts me with a kiss.


NINE


Adrian

I show up early the next morning with two coffees in hand, still riding the glow of last night. I find her in the office already working, hair pulled into its usual tight bun, fingers moving across her tablet with practiced grace.

“Morning,” I say softly, setting a cup beside her. “Caramel latte. Extra foam. Your favorite.”

She looks at the cup… then immediately goes pale.

“I— I can’t,” she whispers.

“Why not?”

She swallows. “I feel queasy. The smell is making me nauseous.”

My chest tightens.

“You’re sick?”

She shakes her head, gripping the desk. “I don’t know.”

I move before I can think, placing a hand around her elbow. “Come with me.”

She doesn’t protest.

She just nods weakly as I guide her down the hall, past the staff offices, into the private washroom near the archives.

The moment we step inside, she lurches toward the sink.

I’m right beside her, one hand gathering her hair, the other steadying her back.

“Easy,” I murmur, brushing her curls gently away from her face.

“You’re okay, babygirl. I have you.”

She retches again, trembling.

I whisper against her ear, low and steady.

“Breathe… it’s all right… I’m right here.”

When she finally straightens, her eyes are wet, her lips trembling.

I grab a paper towel, wet it slightly, and press it against her forehead.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers. “This is embarrassing.”

“It isn’t.” I tilt her chin up. “Talk to me. What’s going on?”

She takes a shaky breath.

“I haven’t had my period.”

My heart stops.

Completely.

Then slams back into motion.

“How long?”

“A couple of weeks.”

I inhale slowly, fighting the rush of adrenaline, fear, hope.

“You might be pregnant.”

“I might. Or maybe I’m just stressed.”

I cup her cheek. “I’ll get a test.”

“No,” she says quickly. “You can’t ask any of the aides. They’ll start rumors.”

“Then I’ll go myself.”

She catches my wrist. “Adrian. Please. You’re the crown prince. You can’t be seen buying a pregnancy test at the pharmacy. It will be national news tomorrow. I’ll buy one myself after work.”

I look at her, pale and shaken under the bathroom lights. Careful is the last thing I want to be.

Not when our entire world might be about to change. I want to protect her, to give her any comfort I am capable of.

We return to the office, both of us quiet, unsteady. The moment we step through the door, Margaret hurries over.

“Your Highness— the King wants to see you. Both of you.”

My stomach drops like stone.

“How the hell does he know something’s going on?” I mutter.

A cold answer forms in my mind.

He always knows.

My father waits in the royal conference chamber, seated at the long table like a carved monument. He is tall and austere, older now, but still every inch the king. Authority radiates from him in a way that silences entire rooms.

Two tablets lie on the table.

Face down.

Waiting.

“Sit,” he commands.

Amara and I obey.

He taps a finger on one of the tablets. “Look.”

The screen lights up.

My breath freezes.

Blurry photos, taken through a window.

Me and Amara.

Last night.

Standing too close.

Her hand reaching out.

My head bent toward hers.

Almost kissing.

A cold wave of dread washes over Amara.

Her face goes blank.

Her hands tremble around the device.

My father steeples his fingers.

“Explain.”

I force my voice steady. “I’m dating a staff member. Nothing more. There is no reason to make such a fuss about it.”

His eyes narrow.

“You cannot date a subordinate. And certainly not one who will become the center of a scandal that will tarnish the monarchy.”

My jaw tightens.

“You’re overreacting.”

“No,” he snaps. “I am protecting this family. Miss Johnson must resign immediately.”

Amara gasps softly.

I shoot to my feet.

“You cannot fire her,” I roar. “I’m the one who crossed the line. I’m the one who seduced her.”

My father slams his palm against the table.

“Then as future king, you should have considered the consequences of your actions on others!”

Silence detonates between us.

Amara stands shakily. “Your Majesty… I’ll resign. I don’t want to cause problems for the prince or the crown.”

“Amara, no⁠—”

She puts a hand on mine.

Soft.

Warm.

Breaking me.

“Please,” she whispers. “Don’t make this worse.”

I look at my father, fury burning through me. “I love her. I will not let her go.”

She flinches at my words.

My father goes still.

“Enough,” he says coldly. “This discussion is over.”

Amara bows her head, tears shining in her eyes, and steps out of the chamber.

I follow her immediately.

The moment we’re alone in the corridor, I grab her gently, pulling her into my arms.

Her voice breaks. “Adrian, don’t⁠—”

I kiss her.

Hard.

Desperate.

Terrified.

She clings to my jacket, crying against my mouth.

“You think you can disappear from me?” I whisper, my voice cracking. “You think I’ll let them erase you?”

“Adrian…” she sobs. “I love you. I do. But my love can’t destroy your future.”

“My future is you,” I choke out.

She shakes her head, tears streaming.

“I might not even be pregnant. And if I’m not… there is no way we can be together. Not with your father. Not with the press. Not with the world watching.”

“Please,” I beg. “Just take a test. If you’re carrying my child, they’ll have no choice but to listen.”

She pulls away, wiping her cheeks.

“I’ll take the test,” she whispers. “But if I’m not pregnant… we have to let this go.”

“No,” I whisper. “I can’t.”

“You must.”

Her voice is soft.

Breaking.

Laced with the kind of pain that terrifies me.

Then she turns and walks away.

I don’t stop her.

Because if I do, I will never let her go.

And she knows it.


TEN


Amara

The moment I return to my apartment on the palace grounds, my knees nearly give out.

I lock the door, close the curtains, and sit on the edge of my bed with the pregnancy test box in my hands.

My fingertips tremble against the cardboard.

My pulse feels like it’s trapped in my throat.

I have never been this terrified.

Not even when I left home at seventeen.

Not even when I walked into my first palace interview.

Because this time… everything truly depends on the truth I’m about to read.

I go to the bathroom.

I follow the instructions.

I place the test on the counter.

And then I wait.

Two minutes.

One lifetime.

I pace, clutching my arms around myself, feeling like the ground beneath me is starting to tilt.

I think about Adrian’s face when he realized I was late.

I think about the King demanding my resignation.

I think about the media, the world, the cruel way people talk about women like me.

I think about the life growing inside me. Possibly.

The timer buzzes.

I freeze. I look down.

Two pink lines. Positive.

My breath shatters.

I sink onto the cold tile floor and press my palm over my mouth to muffle a sob.

I’m pregnant.

With Adrian’s child.

I curl forward, forehead to my knees, trying to breathe.

Trying to understand what this means.

How am I supposed to tell him?

How am I supposed to bring this into his world—a secret baby with a staff member he’s not allowed to love?

A scandal waiting to explode?

I press a hand to my stomach.

Small.

Flat.

But no longer just mine.

I whisper, “I’m here. I’ll protect you. I promise.”

A soft click echoes through the apartment.

My head snaps up.

The door opens.

And Adrian walks inside without hesitation, his expression stormy with fear and determination.

“Amara.”

His voice is raw.

Too raw.

He sees the test on the counter.

He sees my face.

And he knows.

He kneels in front of me instantly, taking my hands in both of his. “Tell me.”

My voice barely comes out. “I’m pregnant.”

For a moment, he says nothing.

Then everything inside him breaks open.

His eyes shine with something I’ve never seen on his face—pure joy.

He presses his forehead to my stomach, breathing shakily.

“Thank you,” he whispers. “Thank you for carrying my child. For giving me this.”

“Adrian…”

He wraps his arms around my waist, holding me with reverence, almost trembling.

“You’re mine,” he murmurs. “Both of you. You and our baby.”

A helpless sob escapes me, and he pulls me onto his lap, holding me as if the world outside doesn’t exist.

He kisses my stomach gently, again and again, before lifting his head to look at me.

His voice is thick. “I’m going to marry you.”

My breath stutters.

“You can’t promise that. Your father⁠—”

“I don’t give a damn about my father.” His hand cups my cheek. “I love you. I love you too much to let you raise my child alone. I will not be the man your father was. I will never disappear. Never.”

Tears blur my vision. “I lost my job. I lost everything today. It feels impossible, Adrian. All of it.”

“No,” he says, fierce and certain. “What’s impossible is losing you.”

My chest crumbles.

I rest my forehead against his.

“I love you,” I whisper. “I didn’t mean to. I tried not to. But I do.”

He exhales as if he’s been waiting centuries to hear those words.

“We’ll be together,” he vows. “I’ll make the council accept it. I’ll make my father accept it. I’ll give you the luxury and the family you deserve.”

I shake my head weakly. “I’m scared.”

“I know,” he says softly. “That’s why I’ll be strong for both of us. For you and for our baby.”

And for the first time since this began, I feel the fear inside me quiet.

Because he believes in us with a certainty I have never known.

I place my hand over his heart.

“I trust you,” I whisper. “My heart is yours.”

His arms tighten around me.

“And mine is yours,” he breathes against my skin. “Forever.”


ELEVEN


Adrian

The palace press room is a blur of lights and noise. Cameras click like teeth. Reporters murmur like a rising tide. Every lens turns toward the podium the moment I step into the room alone.

My father is not beside me. No advisors. No handlers.

Just me.

And the decision I have already made. My heart is steady. My path is clear. For the first time in my life, duty and desire point to the same place.

To her.

I walk to the podium, straighten my jacket, and lift my chin. The flashes explode like fireworks.

“Your Highness,” a reporter calls immediately. “Are the photographs circulating online genuine?”

“Yes,” I say. My voice does not tremble.

The room erupts with chatter. Hands shoot into the air. Cameras snap faster.

Another voice rises above the others. “Can you confirm the identity of the woman in the photos?”

I breathe in.

Look straight ahead.

And speak the truth I can no longer keep hidden.

“Her name is Amara Johnson.”

The room gasps. Some reporters stand. Others shout questions all at once. Chaos. Exactly what my father feared. But I continue before they can drown me out.

“She is the woman I love,” I say, my voice carrying across the room with unmistakable conviction. “And the woman I am going to marry.”

The press explodes. Shouts. Camera flashes. History rewriting itself in real time.

I raise a hand, silencing them. “I will not choose a political marriage,” I say clearly, each word a strike of truth. “Not when my heart already belongs to someone.”

A microphone screeches.

Someone yells, “Your Highness, do you expect the king to approve this?”

“I expect nothing,” I reply. “I simply refuse to live a lie.”

Another voice, “Is this serious? Are you building a future with her?”

I allow myself a small smile.

“I can only imagine building a family with Amara by my side.”

The room detonates.

But I step away from the podium, done hiding, done pretending.

I walk out with my head high, letting the world burn behind me.
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My father’s face is carved from stone when I enter his private chambers.

He stands near the window, hands clasped behind his back, gaze on the gardens.

“You humiliated the crown today,” he says without turning.

“I freed it,” I answer.

He finally faces me, eyes blazing. “You think this is a game? You think you can marry anyone you choose?”

I meet his anger with calm certainty. “She is pregnant.”

The king freezes. The silence becomes sharp. He studies me, looking for any hesitation. There is none.

“You’re sure,” he says flatly.

“Yes.”

He exhales slowly, turning back to the window.

“When did you plan on telling me?”

“Now.”

He is quiet for a long moment, then speaks in a voice that contains centuries of monarchy and expectation.

“The press already believes you intend to marry her. And… if she is carrying the heir…”

He sighs, resigned. Defeated. “…then I cannot undo what you have done.”

Relief tears through me, sharp and sweet.

He continues, “You must understand something. She will be the first black princess this country has ever seen. The world will not be kind.”

“I know,” I say. “Which is why I will protect her with everything I have.”

My father gives a slow nod. “Then make sure she never regrets choosing this life.”

“I intend to,” I answer. “For as long as I live.”
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I find her in her apartment, sitting on the sofa, her face still flushed from crying.

She looks up when I enter.

“You destroyed your reputation for me,” she whispers.

I cross the room in three strides and cup her face gently.

“It was never my reputation I wanted to keep,” I murmur. “It was you.”

Her breath catches, eyes shining with something soft and aching.

I pull her into my arms, lowering her onto the cushions as I kiss her with all the tenderness I never allowed myself to show before. “You’re mine now, Amara. You’re trapped with me for life. There’s no escape.”

“I don’t plan to escape.” She laughs, her laughter soothing the empty places inside my heart. Now that I finally have her, I feel whole. Like I have someone I can be real with. When the world becomes too much and my mask becomes too heavy, I’ll always have her to come home to.

My hands move over her with care, memorizing every line, every tremor in her breath.

I kiss her collarbone, the hollow of her throat, her cheeks damp with emotion.

She wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me closer, whispering my name like a prayer.

“You’re mine,” I breathe against her skin. “The world knows it now.”

Her fingers slide into my hair, holding me as if I am something precious.

Something chosen.

Something loved.

For the first time, I let my forehead rest against hers.

“I choose you over the crown,” I whisper. “Every time.”

She closes her eyes. And I feel her trust settle into me like a vow.

Tonight, I am not the prince.

I am simply a man in love. And she is everything.

I run my fingers through Amara's hair, tilting her head back so I can look into her eyes. She's so beautiful, her cheeks flushed, her lips slightly parted. I want to memorize every detail of this moment, the moment when everything changes for us.

“You’re mine, Amara,” I whisper, my voice hoarse with emotion. “And I’m going to worship every inch of your body, especially now that you’re carrying my child.”

I start with her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, revealing her smooth, dark skin inch by inch. I slide it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Her bra follows, and I take a moment to admire her breasts, already fuller, the nipples darker and more sensitive. I cup them gently, feeling their weight, their softness.

“These are going to be even more beautiful when they’re full of milk,” I murmur, leaning down to take one nipple into my mouth. I suck gently, imagining the taste of her milk, the way her body will nourish our child. She gasps, her back arching slightly, pressing herself closer to me.

I move to her skirt next, unzipping it and sliding it down her legs. She steps out of it, leaving her in nothing but her panties. I hook my fingers into the waistband and pull them down slowly, revealing her completely. She steps out of them, standing before me naked and vulnerable.

I take a step back, letting my gaze roam over her body. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Amara,” I say, my voice thick with desire. “And you’re all mine.”

I lead her to the bedroom, our bedroom now. I lay her down on the bed, her dark hair fanning out across the pillow. I strip off my own clothes quickly, needing to feel her skin against mine.

I start at her feet, kissing her ankles, her calves, the inside of her thighs. She squirms, giggling as my stubble tickles her skin. I move up her body, kissing her hips, her stomach, the curve of her waist. I linger at her breasts, sucking and nipping at her nipples until she’s gasping and writhing beneath me.

“Adrian,” she moans, her hands gripping the sheets. “Please…”

“Please what, babygirl?” I ask, my voice a low growl. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you inside me,” she pants. “I want you to fuck me.”

I smile, moving up to kiss her neck, her jaw, her lips. “Oh, I’m going to fuck you, Amara,” I promise. “I’m going to fuck you so good and so deep that you’ll feel me for days. And every time you move, you’ll remember who your body belongs to.”

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her slick folds. She’s so wet, so ready for me. I thrust into her slowly, inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me. Her eyes widen, her mouth dropping open in a silent cry.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I groan. “Take me all the way. Let me fill you up.”

I start to move, thrusting into her slowly at first, then faster, deeper. Her body responds to mine, her hips lifting to meet each thrust, her nails digging into my back. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, so tight and hot and wet.

“You feel so good when you’ve been bred, Amara,” I pant. “Your pussy is even tighter than. before. I can’t wait to see you swollen with my baby. You’re going to be so fucking sexy.”

She moans, her head thrashing from side to side. I can feel her getting closer, her body tensing, her pussy gripping me tighter. I reach between us, finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I growl. “Come for me. Come all over my royal cock.”

She cries out, her body convulsing as her orgasm hits her. I can feel her pussy pulsing around me, milking me, pulling me deeper. I thrust into her harder, faster, chasing my own release.

“Fuck, Amara,” I groan. “I’m going to come. I’m going to fill you with my seed. I’m going to breed you all over again.”

I come hard, my cock pulsing as I spill into her. I can feel my cum filling her, coating her insides, claiming her as mine. I collapse on top of her, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm.

We lie there for a moment, panting, our bodies slick with sweat. I roll off her, pulling her into my arms, her back to my chest. I run my hands over her body, cupping her breasts, her stomach.

“I can’t wait to see you grow round and full with my baby,” I murmur, my voice soft. “I can’t wait to taste your milk, to lick it off your swollen tits. I want to be there for every part of it, Amara. I want to take care of you, to worship you like the queen you’re going to be.”

She turns in my arms, her eyes shining with unshed tears. “You really mean that, don’t you?” she whispers.

“Every word,” I promise. “I love you, Amara. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life showing you just how much.”


EPILOGUE


Amara

One and a half years later…

The soft glow of morning light filters through the sheer curtains, casting a warm hue over our bedroom. I sit on the edge of the bed, cradling our son, little Léon, to my chest. His tiny lips move rhythmically as he nurses, his small hand resting gently on my breast. I stroke his soft cheek, feeling a surge of love that is almost overwhelming.

Adrian stirs beside me, his eyes fluttering open. He watches us for a moment, a tender smile playing on his lips. “You look beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice still rough from sleep.

He leans over and kisses my belly, tracing the faint stretch marks with his fingers. “These are so sexy,” he says, his voice low and husky. “They’re proof of the life we created together.”

I smile down at him. “You really think so?”

He nods, his gaze moving to Léon. “He’s perfect. Just like his mother.”

Léon finishes nursing and I gently place him back in his crib. As I return to the bed, Adrian pulls me onto him, my body straddling his. He reaches up, cupping my other breast, which has started to leak. He brings his mouth to my nipple, his eyes never leaving mine.

I laugh softly. “My husband, the eternal child, always hungry for milk.”

He grins against my breast, his voice muffled. “I can’t help it. You look way too sexy leaking milk, your mommy tits swollen the way they're supposed to be. You know I can’t stay away.”

He latches onto my breast, sucking gently. The sensation is intense, a mix of pleasure and relief. His fingers find my other breast, kneading gently, milking me with a tenderness that sends shivers down my spine.

“I’m going to empty you, babygirl,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “Every last drop belongs to me.”

His hand moves down my body, sliding between my legs. He finds my clit, his fingers circling and teasing, making me gasp. The dual sensations are overwhelming, his mouth on my breast, his fingers working my pussy.

“You’re so wet, Amara,” he groans, his voice vibrating against my skin. “You love this as much as I do.”

I nod, my breath coming in short, quick gasps. “Yes…yes, I do.”

He sucks harder, his fingers moving faster. I can feel the pressure building, the tightening in my core. His fingers slide into me, curling to hit that spot deep inside that makes me see stars.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he growls. “Come for me. Let me feel you come while I milk you.”

His words push me over the edge. My orgasm crashes through me, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure surges through me. He keeps sucking, keeps fingering me, drawing out every last shudder and cry.

As I come down from the high, he pulls back, his lips glistening with my milk. He licks his lips, a satisfied smile playing on his mouth. “You taste so fucking good.”

I smile back at him, feeling a warmth spread through my chest. “I’m so happy, Adrian,” I whisper. “I never imagined I could have this. A husband who loves me, a beautiful family, a life filled with so much joy.”

He pulls me down onto his chest, his arms wrapping around me tightly. “You bring me more happiness than you can imagine, Amara,” he says, his voice deep and sincere. “I never thought I could love someone as much as I love you. And our son…he’s our greatest creation.”

I rest my head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. “I used to dream of having a family,” I say softly. “But this…this is beyond anything I could have imagined. I have respect, importance, and one day, I’ll be your queen. I feel so…loved. So protected.”

He kisses the top of my head, his arms tightening around me. “And I’ll never let you go. Not until this afternoon, at least.”

I laugh, feeling the vibrations of his chuckle beneath me.

This is true love, and I'm so lucky I found it. That I got to be with someone who cherishes me every day, in every phase of my life, even when I’m a new mother.

Adrian’s love is the real deal, and I’ll always be grateful for being his queen.
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