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The Heir and the Spare

I hate getting interrupted during a blowjob, but there it was.

That stable girl — Marisa? Marina? — was on her knees in the hay, doing the thing with her tongue that I’d taught her last week. She was a quick study. Not a natural talent, but eager to please. I was getting to that lovely moment of wondering how she’d react to my seed — a pleased smile? Shock and choking? — when the door banged open.

It was one of my father’s stewards, red-faced and panting. The stable girl jerked away from my cock.

“Your Highness—” the steward started, then saw the current state of me and averted his eyes. “Beg pardon, Your Majesty.”

“What is it?” I asked. I left my cock out, as I hoped to resume when he left.

He kept his eyes pointed at the hay. “Your brother, Your Majesty. Prince Toby. Slain by wicked anti-royalist assassins. On the highway not one hour ago.”

I processed this.

My elder brother, dead.

I looked at the stable girl, who stared at me wide-eyed.

Was there any way to finish this blowjob and not be found wanting in my appreciation for the gravity of the moment?

I sighed and pulled up my trousers.

∞∞∞

Before you judge me for my rather indifferent mourning, you should know that Toby was a prick.

He’d been a prick as a child, pulling the wings off butterflies and pushing serving girls into ponds. He’d been a prick as a teenager, getting drunk at state dinners and insulting foreign dignitaries. And he’d been a prick as an adult, swanning around the castle like the crown was already on his head, treating everyone — including me — like furniture that occasionally needed to be kicked.

But now that Toby was gone, I was the heir. Which on the plus side of the ledger meant I would be king some day. But on the negative side, it meant those bloody anti-royalists would be targeting me next.

Take me out, and they would more or less end the monarchy.

Oh, theoretically, my father could produce another heir. He’d married Queen Sadie two years ago, and she was young enough to be fertile. But everyone knew the king’s seed was useless. My mother had taken years to conceive Toby, and then me had been something of a medical miracle — or, as the rumors had it, a medical impossibility that looked suspiciously like the captain of the guard. I chose not to investigate those rumors too closely.

The point was: there weren’t enough heirs to sustain our royal line. The anti-royalists knew this. Murder me, and when the king died, in two years or ten, the anti-royalists would achieve their goal of a nation ruled by sweaty smithies and shit-stained chicken farmers.

This wasn’t just about saving my skin. It was about saving the kingdom from — I shudder to even contemplate the term — foul “democracy”!

I found Olivia that evening in the queen’s antechamber, folding linens. She was the queen’s favorite lady-in-waiting, and she was my favorite fuck. She had dark hair and clever eyes and a mouth that curved up at one corner when she was about to say something sharp.

“I heard about your brother,” she said.

“Yes.”

“I’m so sorry for your loss, Your Majesty.”

“Oh, knock it off, Olivia.” I sat down on the bench beside her. “You know I hated the prick. But now that he’s gone, I’m as good as dead. The anti-royalists will stop at nothing.”

Olivia folded a napkin with precise, deliberate movements. “Yes, I’ve been thinking about this,” she said.

“I need more bodyguards. Dozens of them. Surrounding me at all times.” I thought about the privacy implications of that. “Ones that aren’t easy to shock.”

“The problem,” Olivia said, “Is that guards can be bribed. The anti-royalists just proved that.” She set down the napkin. “What you need to do, Your Majesty, is to make yourself irrelevant.”

I scoffed. “I could never be irrelevant. I’m the prince.”

“Perhaps I phrased that poorly. Let me try again. If you’re the only heir, Prince Gareth, Your Majesty, killing you ends the line. But imagine if there were more heirs. A dozen royal bastards running around the kingdom — if your blood is in half the children born next year — then what’s the point of killing you? Someone else will just take your place. You’ll be unkillable because you’ll be replaceable.”

I stared at her. “Are you suggesting I impregnate the entire kingdom?” It was an intriguing goal, but some of the women out there were uggos.

“I’m suggesting you spread your seed widely enough that it’s more or less impossible to choke off the royal line.” She smiled — that crooked smile. “It’s your duty, really. As the heir. To ensure the continuation of the monarchy.”

“Duty,” I said. “Right.”

“For the kingdom.”

“Yes. For the kingdom.”

“This idea is making you hard, isn’t it?”

“Doing my duty for the kingdom always makes me hard.”

“Everything makes you hard.”

“Then service me, wench.”

She gave him a look. “Say that again, and you’ll be servicing yourself for the next two weeks.”

“My apologies,” I said quickly.

I unbuckled my trousers. “So… could we?”

She sighed, then dropped to her knees.

Olivia had a way of sucking cock that made me forget there was a world outside her mouth.

She didn’t rush. That was the thing. The stable girl rushed — eager, but sloppy, always trying to get to the finish. Olivia took her time. Lots of tongue, tracing the underside, circling the head, getting me wet. Then her lips, soft and warm, sliding down the shaft. Her hand wrapped around the base at the same time.

I leaned back against the bench, my fingers in her hair. “God, you’re good at this.”

She pulled off just long enough to say, “I know.” Then she took me deep again.

The idea she’d planted was still spinning in my head. Spreading my seed. Filling the kingdom with heirs. Every woman in the castle, in the city, in the countryside — all of them carrying my blood. It was absurd. It was probably impractical. It was, without question, the most arousing thing anyone had ever suggested to me.

She must have felt me getting close, because she pulled off and stood up. “Not so fast.”

Her undergarments came off. She hiked her dress up and climbed atop me. And then she was sinking down onto my cock, her heat and wetness enveloping me, her hips starting to move.

“God,” I breathed. “You feel—”

“I know.” She rode me with the same deliberate control she brought to everything — slow, then faster, her hands braced on my shoulders, her breath coming in short gasps. I could feel the seed swirling in my royal ballsack, the familiar climb toward release.

My breath was coming hard then. “Let’s start with you?” I said. “Right now. Let’s put a little royal bastard in that belly.”

She slowed. Looked at me. For a moment, I thought she was going to say yes.

“When there’s a ring on this finger,” she said, “you may breed me. Until then—”

She pulled off me, my cock twitching in disappointment.

But Olivia never disappointed for long. She slid back onto the floor just as my climax hit — my cock pulsing, my hips bucking, flooding her mouth with the royal seed, which she swallowed down greedily.

When I’d finally relaxed again, she pulled off me, daintily wiped her mouth, and stood.

“I’m forever doomed to finish in your mouth!” I moaned.

“Poor thing,” she said, kissing me on the head.

“You could also,” she said, settling down beside me. “Make me your wife.”

“Ach, the queen will never let me marry you,” I said. “You’re too good a lady’s maid.”

“I’m sorry I’m not more incompetent.”

I reached down and slid a hand between her thighs. I could feel the heat of her lovely pussy radiating. “You must let me cum inside you! Wife or no.”

“I’m terribly sorry, Your Majesty,” she said. “I’m afraid you’ll just have to content yourself with cumming inside every other girl in the kingdom. So I say again, poor you.”

I nodded.

Poor me indeed!


The Stable Girl

The next morning, I went looking for the stable girl.

Mariah? Something like that.

I found her in the stables, mucking out a stall. She was wearing the same rough-spun dress as the day before, her hair tied back with a leather cord, her arms streaked with mud.

Dirty, but she was pretty and petite, with a slender figure and small, pleasant breasts. She looked up when I entered and immediately dropped into a curtsy.

“Your Highness.”

“Yes. Good morning. Uh… remind me of your name?”

“Brigid, Your Highness.”

“No, no, it’s something like ‘Martika’.”

“Fairly certain it’s Brigid, Your Highness.”

Huh. So who the devil was Martika?

“Brigid,” I said, paying her the respect of getting right to the point. “I need to breed heirs. So I wish to fuck you and implant you with my royal seed.”

She stared at me for a moment.

“Now?” she asked.

“Is mucking out stalls more important?”

She looked around for a place to lean her pitchfork.

“And you’re of age,” I asked her, “aren’t you?”

“Aye, nineteen.”

“Good, good. These things are important to double check.”

She leaned her pitchfork against some hay bales, then wiped her hands on her dress. “How do you want to do this?”

I looked around the stable. Horses in their stalls. Hay on the floor. The smell of leather and manure. It wasn’t the most romantic setting, but romance wasn’t the point. Procreation was the point. Royal duty was the point.

“Turn around,” I said. “Put your hands on that stall door.”

She did. Her dress came up easily — rough fabric, loose fitting. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Stable girls rarely did. Her ass was round and firm, the muscles of a girl who’d done physical labor her whole life.

I freed my cock from my breeches, positioned myself behind her, placed my cockhead at her entrance and…

I frowned.

“Uh… Martika.”

“Brigid, Your Highness.”

“Yes, sorry. I’m not sure how to best say this, but… you’re not very welcoming to your prince.”

A pressed my cock harder against her entrance, but I just sort of bent. I certainly wasn’t going in. There was just the dry, unyielding resistance one might encounter trying to penetrate an ear. Or a navel.

She looked back at me over her shoulder. Her expression wasn’t as apologetic as I might have expected. “I’m sorry, Your Highness, but you didn’t warm me up much, did you?”

“What are you talking about, woman?”

“You just bent me over a stall door and shoved it in. A girl needs a little more than that.”

I was still pressed useless against her intransigent entrance, the awkwardness of the position becoming more awkward by the second. “I told you I was going to squirt my seed in you. What more warm-up do you need?”

I shifted my weight. Tried to push a fraction deeper. She winced. I stopped.

“All right,” I sighed. “What would make you wet?”

“Talk pretty to me, at least.”

“Pretty?”

“Yes. Say something nice. Something… romantic. You’ve read books, haven’t you?”

“Not really.”

“Well in books, there’s always a bit where the knight tells the lady that her eyes are like stars...”

Women are in infinitely ridiculous sex, but if this was what was required, I have never shied away from a little hard work, at least where fucking is involved.

I tried to think of something. The stable stunk of hay and manure, and a horse was gazing at me mockingly. In a more favorable circumstance I could have spouted an original sonnet, but now my imagination was laboring,

“Your eyes,” I said. “Are like… like orbs.”

“Okay,” she said, considering that. “What kind of orbs?”

“Like the moon and the sun. One eye warms my days. The other makes dogs howl.”

She kind of frowned. “Would you like to try again, Your Majesty?”

“Your hair is the color of…” I looked around. “Hay.”

“Hay?”

“Good hay. The expensive kind. From the northern provinces.”

She laughed a little. And I felt something shift — not in my cock, but in her. A subtle relaxation. A slight give.

“Keep going,” she said.

“I adore your teeth.”

“Teeth?”

“I noticed them yesterday, when my cock was in your mouth. They’re very… straight, which is rare among the common folk. I’d imagine when you bite an apple it comes off very cleanly.”

I pushed in, and now there was a little give — dare I say, even a bit of moisture — and I managed to get my cockhead in her before getting stopped up again.

The pretty talk about her teeth was doing its devilish work. I continued mining that rich vein.

“Your face rarely seems oily,” I said. “I’ve often wondered if that’s due to some natural quality of your skin, or whether you cleanse it.”

“Perhaps we could stop now and just fuck, Your Majesty.”

“Very well.”

My honeyed words had driven her to such a state that now she began rubbing herself, and closed her eyes, a look of deep concentration on her face. One can never know what goes on inside a woman’s mind, but I suspect she was thinking of my seed, and the royal bastard that would soon be growing inside her. Those thoughts, and my observations about her eyes and face, had gotten her to a tolerable level of wetness, and I began pushing my way in.

Once I was fully seated my cock pulsed a little, added some of my own fluids to her increasing moisture, and when I drew back and then thrust into her again, I dare say she was wet enough for a proper fucking.

So fuck her I did. The angle was good. Her hands gripped the stall door. She began emitting little gaspy breaths. One of the horses — a gray mare — snorted and stamped its foot, mildly annoyed by the commotion. I ignored it.

“That’s it,” I said. “Take the royal cock.”

I was truly pounding her now, and her hips pushed back against me. I fucked her harder. Faster. The stall door rattled. The horse snorted again. “Oh, you’ve done it to me!” she cried. “You should finish too now!”

And that raw desire sent me over the edge. I plowed deep and cried out as I began pumping her full of royal cum, gout after gout filling her womb, seeking out the place to plant itself and start growing my royal bastard.

I held there for a moment, breathing hard, hunched over her. I pulled out, and some of my seed splatted to the ground, but no matter. I had shot so hard and deep, I was sure a baby would be growing there within ours.

“Well done,” I said. “You’ve done your duty for the kingdom.”

She turned around. Her face was flushed. She lowered her dress. There was hay in her hair. “And if there’s a child?”

“Send word to the castle,” I said nobly. “He’ll be provided for.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

I left her there in the stable, surrounded by slightly annoyed horses, and walked back toward the castle. One down. A few dozen to go.

Perhaps I needed a system.


The Steward’s Daughter

One stable girl was a start, but it wasn’t going to be enough. I needed numbers. I needed efficiency. I needed to approach this the way my father approached tax collection — methodically and without excessive concern for the feelings of the people involved.

I got my steward, Farrow, to prepare a list of every girl in a ten mile radius between the ages of eighteen and twenty-four. He stood over me nervously while I reviewed it.

I scanned the names, tapping the paper thoughtfully. “And you’ve filtered out the uggos?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Each girl was carefully assessed for pulchritude and whether she’s your… type.”

“Excellent, Farrow. Good work.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

I frowned at the list. “Huh,” I said. “Don’t you have a daughter?”

“I’m sorry?”

“You have a daughter, don’t you?”

“Oh. Oh, come to think of it, I do. Is she not on the list?”

“No, no, I don’t see her here… how old is she?”

“Well, eighteen Your Majesty but…” he snapped his fingers, “I recall the problem. She’s quite homely. Plain, and… homely.”

“No, I don’t recall that being true. I’ve seen her about the palace. She’s actually quite a lovely girl.”

“Is she?”

“Yes, wonderful firm tits. I’m surprised you hadn’t noticed.”

“It entirely slipped my attention, Your Majesty.”

“You know,” I said, “now that you’ve brought her up, that gives me an idea. Why don’t I do her next! You can bring her to my chambers tonight.”

“Oh, well I’d hate to be accused of favoritism — we could give some other lucky girl a chance.”

“Don’t be silly!” I slapped him on the shoulder. “You’ve been an excellent steward. You deserve this.”

He bowed, so honored he could barely meet my eye. “I overflow with gratitude, Your Majesty.”

I gave him another slap on the shoulder. “Don’t mention it.”

∞∞∞

Trina, the steward’s daughter, arrived at my chambers right on schedule.

She was small — shorter than her father, which I hadn’t thought possible. Brown hair pulled back too tightly. A dress that looked like it had been chosen by someone who wanted to make a good impression and had no idea how. She was clutching her hands together so tightly that her knuckles were white.

“Your Highness,” she said. Her voice was barely above a whisper. “My father said you wanted to… that I was to…”

“Come in,” I said. “Close the door.”

She closed the door. Stood there. Trembling.

“You’re nervous,” I said.

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“That’s understandable. This is a significant moment. You’re about to bear a royal heir. Your child will be a prince or princess. Your family will be provided for. This is an honor.”

“An honor,” she repeated. “Yes, Your Highness.”

I clapped my hands together. “So. Let’s get started. You want to take off your dress?”

She didn’t move right away.

“Your dress? Honestly, it’s not very flattering. You’ll be prettier naked.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Her hands moved to the laces. Slowly. Painfully slowly. I watched her fumble with the ties, her fingers shaking so badly she could barely manage a knot. By the time she got the dress off — standing there in her shift, her arms wrapped around herself — my cock had partially disengaged from the situation.

“The shift too,” I said.

She pulled it over her head. She was pretty, underneath the nerves. Small breasts. Narrow hips. She’d make an excellent vessel for my seed, but the trembling was getting worse, not better.

Suddenly I just kind of wanted to get it over and done with.

“Lie on the bed,” I said. “On your back.”

She walked over, climbed on the bed, and lay down. Stiff as a plank. Arms at her sides. Staring at the ceiling like it might fall on her.

Unschooled in the seductive arts, this one. Ah, well. They couldn’t all be my Olivia. I just needed to breed her, not lie on a picnic blanket with her.

I took off my trousers and climbed on the bed between her legs.

Somehow, by the time I got there, my cock was soft.

All that fumbling with the laces. The trembling. The deer-in-torchlight expression. It had killed the mood entirely. I leaned in and tried to push inside her anyway — maybe the contact would wake things up — but there was nothing doing. Just a damp, uncooperative press of flesh that went nowhere.

“Give me a moment,” I said.

She didn’t respond. Still staring at the ceiling.

I took myself in hand and started working. The familiar rhythm since I was twelve years old. My mind drifted to Olivia — Olivia on her knees, Olivia’s mouth, Olivia’s dark eyes looking up at me while she —

There. Something. A stirring. Not fully hard, but getting there. I kept going. Felt it stiffen. Felt it firm up enough to do the job.

Then I looked at Trina’s face.

She had stopped staring at the ceiling and was now staring at my hand. At my cock. At what I was doing. Her expression wasn’t fear anymore, or nervousness. It was confusion. Pure, unfiltered, what-in-the-name-of-the-gods-is-happening-right-now confusion. Her brow was furrowed. Her mouth was slightly open. She looked like a puppy who’d been shown a card trick.

I went soft again.

“Gods damn it,” I muttered.

This was not supposed to be so complicated.

“All right,” I said. “New plan.”

I climbed up the bed, swung one leg over her, and positioned myself above her face. My cock — soft again, disappointing again — hung above her mouth.

“What—” she started.

“You’re going to use your mouth.”

“My… mouth?”

“Your mouth. On my cock. To make it hard. So I can put it inside you. This is not complicated.”

She stared at my cock like it was a snake that might bite her.

“I don’t… I’ve never…”

“Yes, I gathered that. Open your mouth.”

She opened her mouth. About halfway. Like she was at a dentist and he’d asked to inspect her teeth.

“Wider.”

She opened it a little wider.

I lowered myself and pressed my cock against her lips. She didn’t move. Didn’t close her mouth. Didn’t do anything. Just lay there with my cock resting on her bottom lip like she was a statue that someone had placed an object on.

“Suck,” I said.

She closed her lips around me. Barely. The lightest possible pressure. “That’s not sucking. That’s just closing your lips. Use your tongue. Move your head. Do something.”

Her tongue moved. Prodded at the underside of my cock experimentally, the way you might poke a questionable piece of meat to see if it was spoiled.

“Better. Keep doing that. Up and down now. Move your head up and down. Like you’re nodding. Yes, like that. No — not that fast. Slower. Gods, not that slow either. In between. Find a rhythm.” I helped by thrusting back and forth with my cock a little.

Not too much — I didn’t want to overwhelm the helpless girl — but a little seemed to help. At least I was sliding in and out a bit, and I was starting to harden.

And she was trying, quite dutiful. Her tongue was clumsy, her lips were too loose, and her teeth made an appearance twice — once on the upstroke, once when she tried to breathe through her nose and panicked. But she was trying, and the trying was, against all odds, working.

I felt myself stiffening. Not all the way, but enough. Maybe. If I hurried.

“That’s enough,” I said. “Stop.”

I scrambled back down between her legs, my erection already feeling precarious, like a sandcastle in a rising tide. I had maybe ten seconds.

I pushed her legs back, positioned my cock, and shoved.

She gasped — a little wounded-animal sound, sharp and pained. She was tight. Uncomfortably tight. And not exactly Olivia-slick, but wet enough that it didn’t hurt. But I was hard enough now, barely, and I wasn’t stopping. Not for anything.

Her face was rather pinched, and I reminded myself she was a virgin. “Does it hurt much?” I asked as I thrust.

“A bit, Your Majesty,” she said through gritted teeth, her face registering every slap of my thighs into her ass with a little wince.

“I’ll finish quickly.” She was actually nice and wet now, and I wasn’t eager to rush things along, but I was starting to feel a bit caddish.

Looking at her face, expression pitched somewhere between indifference and endurance, wasn’t helping, so I looked down at our bodies. She had a lovely flat belly, and the sight of my cock disappearing and reappearing and then disappearing back inside her was definitely doing the trick.

I came with a grunt, pressing hard into her. I could feel the head pulsing deep within her warm confines, my seed shooting deep, each blast of liquid disappearing into the center of her. She clenched her teeth and let out a little groan of her own, clutching at my shoulders.

I like to think that was physical pleasure, but perhaps it was just the pleasure a prince’s subject feels when she serves her prince.

My cock was already softening again as I withdrew.

“Done,” I said, trying not to sound as relieved as I felt. “You can get dressed.”

She climbed off the bed and picked up her shift. Her hands were still shaking. She wouldn’t look at me.

“Tell your father the kingdom thanks him,” I said. “If you bear a child, you’ll be taken care of.”

She nodded. Then she was out the door, and I was alone in my chambers, and I felt… fine. Not great. Not bad. Just fine. One more heir planted. Dozens more to go.


Olivia’s Friend

A few nights later, Olivia took an opportunity to grab me in the hallway after supper.

“I have something they may interest you,” she said, keeping her voice low.

“I’m listening.”

“My friend Demetra. From my old neighborhood. She’s heard about your… project. She wants in.”

“Pretty?”

“You’ll like her. Eighteen. Slender, soft, delicate features, not too bosomy.”

“Sounds lovely. Hair?”

“Blonde.”

Not my favorite, but as long as she had hair.

“And she wants to carry my baby?” I asked.

“Very much. She’s a royalist through-and-through. She’s rather giddy at the idea.”

I felt a stirring in my cock. “When can she come?”

“Well here’s the thing,” Olivia said. “She’s quite the virgin. She’s also rather shy.”

I felt my cock wilt a bit. Another one of those. At least this one was, reportedly, eager.

“So I told her I would be there to help facilitate.”

“Oh.” I thought about that, and decided I liked it. “That could actually be rather fun,” I said.

Olivia laughed. “I thought so too.”

“When?” I said, doing little to hide my eagerness.

“How’s tonight?”

∞∞∞

Demetra was pretty in a different way from Olivia — blonde where Olivia was dark, soft where Olivia was sharp. She had the kind of face that suggested she’d led a sheltered life and was only now realizing what she’d been missing. She curtsied when she saw me, a little unsteady, and looked to Olivia for reassurance.

Olivia put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s all right. The prince knows you’re a virgin. There are no expectations.”

“Let’s start with a blowjob,” Olivia said, giving Demetra’s shoulder a squeeze. “You’ve never tasted a man before, have you?”

Demetra shook her head, cheeks flushing pink. But her eyes — those big blue eyes — stayed fixed on my crotch. Nervous, sure. But bright. Hungry, even if she didn’t have the words for it yet. The thought of those virgin lips wrapping around my cock made me throb.

“Sit, please, Your Majesty,” Olivia said, gesturing toward the edge of the bed.

I quickly squirmed out of my trousers and sat. My cock stood straight up, hard enough to ache, the head already slick and shiny. Demetra’s mouth fell open a little. She didn’t look away.

Olivia took her hand and guided her until they were both kneeling on the floor in front of me, shoulder to shoulder like altar girls, there to worship.

“The prince has a very lovely cock,” Olivia said, casual, like she was discussing a painting. “They’re not all this lovely. Look at it. Really look.”

Demetra looked. Her breathing had gone shallow, her chest rising and falling under her bodice. “It’s... dripping,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

A clear bead had welled up at the tip. Olivia smiled.

“Taste it.”

Demetra looked uncertain, but Olivia encouraged with her eyes, and after a moment she leaned in and touched the tip of her tongue to the head, lapping the precum into her mouth.

She smiled.

“It’s nice, right?” Demetra nodded.

“C’mere. Let me taste.” Olivia touched Demetra’s cheek and pulled her into a kiss, sliding her tongue into the blonde’s mouth, sharing the taste of me between them. I nearly groaned aloud.

When Olivia broke the kiss, she turned back to my cock with a teacher’s steady composure. “Now. Before this cock fucks you, we’re going to get it nice and hard. Help me lick it. Our tongues together will feel very, very good.”

They leaned in together. Two tongues — Olivia’s experienced and Demetra’s shy and curious — met on the underside of my shaft. Olivia licked a long, slow stripe from base to head. Demetra followed the same path, less certain but game, her tongue leaving a wet trail that cooled in the air. Then they worked the head together, two warm mouths lapping at the ridge where I’m most sensitive, their tongues bumping and tangling over my skin. Olivia sucked one side while Demetra kissed the other. I felt teeth once — an accident, Demetra’s inexperience — but Olivia just murmured “gentle” and repositioned her, and then they were going again, painting my cock with spit, sharing it, making a wet mess of me while I gripped the bedsheets and tried not to buck into their faces.

Olivia pulled back just enough to speak. “Now watch the way I suck him. I’ll do it first, then you try.” Olivia leaned in, gave the head a slow, deliberate lick, then closed her lips around just the tip and sucked, soft and steady. Her tongue swirled across the underside, and she kept her eyes on Demetra, making sure she was watching. One hand rested lightly at my base, then she started stroking, deliberately, demonstrating.

It felt lovely. Not top-peak form, because she was demonstrating more than focusing on my pleasure, but Olivia’s mouth was always a fine place to be. I was not complaining.

She pulled off, passing my dick over to Demetra. “Now you try.”

Demetra leaned in, lips parting. She hesitated just before contact, breath warm on the head of my cock. Then she pressed her mouth to it — closed-lipped, like she was kissing a relative. Not quite right.

Olivia stifled a laugh. "Lips open, sweetheart. You're not saying goodnight to your grandmother."

Demetra flushed pink but did as instructed. She opened her mouth and took the head between her lips. Just barely.

"Good girl," Olivia murmured. "Now more. Take more of him in."

Demetra's eyes flicked up to me, then back to Olivia. She slid her mouth further down. Two inches, maybe three. Her tongue flattened against the underside, and her lips stretched around my shaft. Warm. Wet. Her technique was barely there — no rhythm, too much uncertainty — but the eagerness was starting to show through. She wanted to get this right.

She started bobbing her head, shallow little movements. Finding a pace. Olivia let her work. No need to rush a student.

Olivia ducked low, settling in beside Demetra's shoulder. She caught my eye with a mischievous smile and then pressed her mouth to my balls. Wet heat and soft suction. Her tongue traced lazy circles while Demetra kept sucking, and the two of them together — the rookie up top, the pro below — was getting me there faster than I wanted.

Demetra was finding her rhythm, gods bless her and her eager little mouth. Her head moved with more confidence now, and she added a little twist of her hand at the base, copying what she'd seen Olivia do. Not bad. Not bad at all. Her mouth was soft and still unpracticed, but there's something to be said for a girl trying her best on her first day.

Meanwhile Olivia's tongue was painting long stripes across my sack. My balls tightened. She took one into her mouth, sucked gently, and I felt the pull all the way up my shaft. Demetra kept bobbing, oblivious to how close I was getting, her wet lips sliding, her tongue pressing.

It felt great. I was getting too close. I looked down at the two of them—Olivia's mouth latched onto my sack, her dark curls a mess against my thigh, Demetra's big eyes closed tight as she sucked me, those plush lips wrapped around my shaft—and that view nearly sent me over the edge. A few more seconds and I'd be coming down Demetra’s throat before I'd even had her on her back.

"Whoa whoa whoa," I said, voice rougher than I expected. I put a hand on Demetra's forehead, easing her back. "Time to stop."

Olivia laughed. “You’re too good, Demetra. You almost took his seed down your throat. Which is very satisfying, I assure you, but not what we’re here for. Come.”

She guided Demetra to the bed, stripping off her knickers and hiking her skirt up. She positioned her on her back and took hold of her ankles, spreading her legs for me.

“One delightful pussy for your fucking pleasure,” Olivia said, and Demetra covered her face in embarrassment. “Oh gods.”

I gazed at that lovely glistening slash of pink between her legs and my cock twitched.

I climbed onto the bed.

Olivia helped guide my cock, and — oh! — Demetra was quite wet, and quite hot, and the first inch of me slid in easily and I felt that tight virgin cock squeezing me.

Demetra gasped, staring up at me. “Does it hurt, sweetheart?” Olivia asked her, and Demetra shook her head. Her eyes were a bit moist, though — I think it hurt a little — but she wiggled her hips.

“Please, Your Majesty,” she said. “More.”

“You heard the girl,” Olivia said, and I slid inside.

Gods, she felt wonderful. She let out a groan, and I think I did too. Her hands found my shoulders. Her legs wrapped around my waist. I started fucking her proper, my cock feeling large and powerful sliding into that tight virgin hole.

“That’s it,” Olivia murmured, her voice low and rough. “You’re doing beautifully, Demetra. Take that royal cock.”

I fucked Demetra while Olivia watched. While she talked, her voice was a steady current under the rhythm of my thrusts — praising Demetra, guiding her, telling her how good she was doing, how lucky she was to be bred by a prince.

Demetra’s breath caught, her hips bucking in erratic little jerks. “I’m— oh gods, I’m close,” she gasped, nails biting into my shoulders. Her pussy fluttered around my cock like a trapped bird.

“That’s it, sweet girl,” Olivia cooed, leaning close enough that I could smell her perfume cutting through the sweat. “Let go. Let the prince feel you come on his royal cock. Show him how badly you want his seed.”

Demetra shattered. Her back bowed off the bed and she screamed it out— “Fuck me, please, Your Majesty! Fill me up!” —the words torn raw, her whole body a clenched fist around my shaft. I felt every spasm, every rippling squeeze of that tight virgin cunt trying to milk the cum straight out of my balls. Her legs locked behind my waist, heels digging in, holding me deep.

And that was it. That hot, velvet vise grip, the way she clamped down and begged for my seed — there was no riding it out, no drawing it back. I drove in to the hilt and let go with a roar, my cock kicking as I pumped load after load into her. Thick spurts of royal seed, shot deep where it could do its work. My hips ground against her, crushing my crown against that gripping little hole, making sure not a drop escaped. I was breeding her. Planting a prince in that virgin belly, and my body knew exactly what that meant — the cum kept pulsing out of me, hot and heavy, until my balls ached empty and my heartbeat hammered in my ears.

It was the third girl I had bred since I started this project, and the first one that truly felt complete.

Perhaps it was because Olivia was there.

I had cum into Demetra. But when I pulled out, Olivia was the one I wanted to kiss.


The Ball

My father insisted I attend the spring ball.

“Your brother just died,” he said. “The nobles need to see you. They need to know the monarchy is stable.”

“The monarchy is stable,” I said. “I’ve been impregnating women all week.”

“That’s not the kind of stability I meant. Put on your formal tunic. Try not to talk to anyone about your… project.”

The ball was the same as every ball — too much wine, too many lords pretending to like each other, too many ladies fanning themselves and looking bored. I circulated as required, making small talk with dukes and duchesses whose names I never remembered. Olivia was there, attending the queen, and I caught her eye across the room twice. Both times, she smiled.

I was on my second glass of wine when the first one found me.

She was tall and dark-haired, with a gown of crimson silk that hugged her like a rumor. Lady Margot, from one of the southern houses — I recognized her from somewhere, a previous ball or a diplomatic dinner or possibly a dream. She had the kind of body that made you forget there were other women in the room.

“Your Highness,” she said. “All anyone can talk about is your project.”

“The scale model of the castle that I’ve been building out of toothpicks?”

“No,” she said, “this was something else.”

“Oh, the ‘impregnating as many women as I can’ project?”

“Yes, that one.”

“Yes.” I took a sip of wine. “What about it?”

She leaned in a little closer. “What’s a girl have to do to get a little of that royal seed?”

I stared at her. “You want to have my baby?”

“I want to have a potential heir to the throne. What noblewoman doesn’t?”

Left unsaid: particularly appealing because it would be mine.

“The thing is, Lady Margot,” I said, “my program is really for commoners.”

She gazed at me frankly. “Why?”

“Well, because they’re easier to…” I had to shrug. “I mean, no reason, really.” I felt blood flowing to my loins. “You really want my seed?”

“And I’m just here for the ball. So we’d have to find a place…”

She trailed off, because a second woman had appeared at my elbow. Shorter than Margot. Blonde. A gown of pale blue that showed the tops of breasts that were definitely worth showing. I didn’t recognize her at all.

“Your Highness,” the blonde said. “Lady Celine. House Westbrook. I also want to participate.”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“And me,” said a third voice.

I turned. A redhead in emerald green, freckles across her nose, a smile that suggested she knew exactly how this was going to end and had already picked out a crib. She curtsied — low enough to give me a view of her cleavage, which was substantial.

“Lady Kate,” she said. “House Ashford. I heard there was a line forming.” Her eyes twinkled when she said that.

I looked at the three of them — crimson, blue, green. A tall brunette, a petite blonde, a freckled redhead. It was like someone had assembled a collection for me. Possibly Olivia. Possibly fate. Possibly just the fact that noblewomen were as horny as everyone else and considerably more forward about it.

“Well I can’t impregnate all of you in one night,” I said. “I mean, I could try, but by the time we got to number three… might rather be the curds at the bottom of the milk jug, if you know what I mean.”

“I agree,” Lady Margot said. “The prince should choose one. And one of us was here first.”

“And one of us is of highest rank,” said Lady Celine.

“And one of us would be better than all the others,” Lady Kate said. “And I think the prince knows which of us that would be.”

It was a real dilemma. An awful situation for a prince to find himself in.

“All right,” I said. “Library. Five minutes. Don’t be seen.”

∞∞∞

The library was perfect. Two floors of books no one had read in a century, a fire burning low in the grate, heavy curtains blocking the moonlight. A long leather couch near the fireplace that looked like it had been waiting its entire existence for exactly this purpose.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” I said, closing the door behind us. “I’m going to fuck each of you. The one whose pussy feels the best gets my seed. The other two get nothing but a good story to tell.”

“That’s barbaric,” Margot said.

“You may go,” Lady Kate said.

“I didn’t say bad barbaric,” Lady Margot replied. “Just barbaric.”

“So who’s first?” Lady Celine asked.

Margot stepped forward. “I’ll go first.” She put her hand on my chest, and I felt my cock hardening in my pants. “Trust me,” she said. “When he’s inside me, he’ll forget the two of you are even in the room.”

The other two settled onto the couch to watch. Celine looked a little anxious. Kate looked slightly amused. Or perhaps aroused. Both were definitely flushed — the wine, the fire, the situation.

Margot began unbuttoning, and soon her crimson gown pooled at her feet. Underneath, her body was long and lean — olive skin, full breasts with dark nipples, a thatch of black hair between her thighs that was already glistening.

“Lie back,” I said. “On the couch.”

She lay back, hips at the edge, providing easy access. She spread her legs wide, her knees falling open, her pussy on full display. The folds were dark pink, swollen, wet enough that the firelight caught the shine. I freed my cock from my formal breeches — the usual ordeal of buttons — and positioned myself.

I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance.

The first moment of entry was velvet. That was the only word for it — hot, wet velvet parting around me, yielding but not loose, gripping but not tight. She made a soft sound as I pushed inside, a sigh caught between relief and hunger. Her inner walls were smooth, slick, the kind of pussy that accepted you without resistance, that pulled you deeper without effort. I sank into her to the hilt in one long stroke, and it felt like sliding into a warm bath after a cold day — enveloping, complete, every nerve in my cock reporting back that this was exactly where it wanted to be.

“Gods,” I muttered.

“Good?” she asked.

“You know it’s good.”

I started moving. Long, deep strokes that let me feel every inch of her. Her pussy was the kind that felt customized, made to order, a perfect fit. The wetness was abundant but not excessive — enough to make every stroke smooth and effortless, not so much that you lost sensation. The walls were ridged in a way that created a subtle texture along the underside of my cock with each withdrawal, a soft rippling that made the base of my spine tingle.

Her hips tilted to meet mine. She knew how to move — not the frantic bucking of inexperience, but a rolling rhythm that matched my pace. Her inner muscles fluttered around me, not consciously squeezing, just the natural response of a woman who was genuinely aroused and genuinely enjoying herself.

“You feel unbelievably good,” I said. “That’s going to be hard to beat.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself, Your Majesty,” Kate said from the couch. “I haven’t gone yet.”

I fucked Margot for another minute — partly because I was enjoying it, partly because I wanted a thorough assessment. Her pussy was warm and deep and welcoming, the kind of pussy that would make a man consider monogamy. When I pulled out, my cock was slick and shining with her wetness, and she made a small sound of protest.

“Next,” I said.

Celine was nervous. I could tell from the way she undressed — slower than Margot, her fingers less certain on the laces. The blue gown came off to reveal a body that was softer, rounder, the body of a woman who’d never done manual labor and probably never intended to. Her breasts were large — larger than I’d realized, the gown had been concealing their true dimensions — pale and pillowy with pink nipples. Her pussy was bare, shaved clean, the lips small and neat between her thighs.

She lay down. Spread her legs. She was nervous, but she was also wet — a thin gleam of moisture that caught the firelight.

I pressed against her entrance.

She was tighter. Immediately, unmistakably tighter. Where Margot had parted around me like a door swinging open, Celine resisted. The head of my cock pushed against her opening and had to work for entry — a slow, insistent pressure that yielded millimeter by millimeter. Her pussy gripped me from the first inch, a firm ring of muscle that seemed to be asking, “Are you sure about this?”

I pushed deeper. She gasped. Her inner walls were a different texture entirely — smoother than Margot’s, less ridged, but tighter. Much tighter. The kind of tight that made every stroke feel like the first one. Her wetness was thinner too — not as slick, not as abundant. The friction was higher. Not painfully so, but enough that I had to move more slowly, more deliberately.

I fucked her with short, careful strokes. Her pussy was a vise — not unpleasantly so, but demanding. Every withdrawal felt like her body was trying to keep me inside, every thrust felt like I was being squeezed from all sides. The reduced wetness meant I felt everything more acutely — the heat of her, the pulse of her, the way her inner walls clenched around me in irregular spasms.

“Please,” she whispered.

“Please what?”

“Please cum inside me. Please. I want it. I want your seed. I’ll do anything.”

Her voice was desperate, breathy, and the combination of that voice with the grip of her pussy was almost enough to undo me right there. I felt the pressure building at the base of my cock — that familiar tightening, the gathering heat. She was begging, and her pussy was squeezing, and my body was answering.

“Wait,” Kate said. “The deal was all three of us. You can’t just—”

“She’s right,” Margot added. “That’s not fair.”

I stopped moving. Took a breath. Pulled out of Celine. My cock was throbbing, angry at being denied, and Celine made a sound of pure frustration.

“You made a deal,” I said to her, and to myself. “Next.”

Kate stood by the fire and undressed slowly, every movement designed to be watched. The gown slipped down her shoulders. Her breasts came into view — small and round, dusted with those same freckles, nipples pink and hard. The slim curve of her hips. The subtle flare of her thighs. And between them, a thatch of red hair, neatly trimmed, the color of autumn leaves.

She went and sat on the edge of the couch and spread her legs for me, her wetness glistening in the glow from the fire.

My cock, rock hard and slick from the juices of two women before her, practically drew me toward her like a divining rod.

I slid inside her.

She wasn’t as wet as Margot. Not as tight as Celine. She was somewhere in the middle — warm and welcoming, a pussy that felt like it had been waiting for me. I pushed inside and felt the familiar slide of wet flesh parting around me, the heat enveloping me, the—

She squeezed.

Not a flutter. Not a spasm. A deliberate, controlled contraction of her inner muscles that gripped my cock from base to tip with the precision of a fist. So sudden and so intense that I gasped out loud.

“What was that?”

“That,” she said, looking back over her shoulder, “is years of practice.”

She did it again. Squeezed. Released. Squeezed again. Each contraction was a wave of pressure that traveled up the length of my cock, milking me from the inside. Her pussy was an instrument, and she was playing it.

I started to thrust, but she set the pace — squeezing on each withdrawal, relaxing on each entry, creating a rhythm that was entirely her own. Nothing like the previous two women. Margot had been perfect fit. Celine had been tight desperation. Kate was active, intentional, a pussy that wasn’t just receiving me but working me.

“Gods,” I heard myself say.

“She’s good,” Margot conceded from the couch.

“I hate her,” Celine muttered.

Kate squeezed again — harder this time, a long sustained contraction that held me in a vise grip for three full seconds before releasing. I felt my control slipping. The pressure at the base of my cock was building faster now, the familiar tightening that meant I was close.

“The deal,” I managed. “I’m—”

“But you’ve had all three,” she said, squeezing again. “Make your decision. Shoot your royal seed deep inside me.”

I came.

Everything zeroed down to the base of my cock—a hot, unbearable knot that snapped and unloaded in a savage, pumping flood. My shaft jerked deep inside her, each pulse blasting another thick rope of royal seed right in her womb, while her pussy clamped down in greedy, rhythmic milks that pulled every drop out of me. She didn't let up—she just bore down harder, wringing me clean until I felt the drain all the way to my balls and my brain was nothing but static and the certainty that I'd just put a prince in her. I clutched her shoulders to keep from falling, still twitching inside, still getting milked, stupid with the thought of how deep I'd planted it.

The room was quiet except for my breathing.

“Winner,” Kate said.

∞∞∞

“Congratulations,” I said, tucking myself back into my breeches. “You’ve earned a royal bastard.”

“I’ll name him after you,” Kate said, pulling her gown back on. “If it’s a boy. If it’s a girl, I’ll name her after me. I did all the work.”

“You really didn’t.”

“She really didn’t,” Celine agreed, though she sounded bitter about it.

Margot was already dressed, smoothing her crimson gown. “This was fun. We should do it again sometime. Maybe with a different prize.”

“There’s only one prize that matters,” I said.

“There’s only one prize that matters to you,” she corrected. “Some of us have other interests.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant, and I didn’t ask. The three of them filed out of the library — crimson, blue, green — leaving me alone with the dying fire and the leather couch and the faint smell of sex and perfume.

Olivia was going to find this one particularly entertaining when I told her.


The Assassin

That night I fell asleep thinking of blondes, brunettes, and redheads, legs spread, begging for my seed, until a creak drew me to wakefulness.

This was not a settling-timber creak. Not a servant-creak. It was the deliberate, weight-distributing creak of someone who didn't want to creak.

My eyes stayed shut. My breathing stayed even. The fire had burned to embers, painting the backs of my eyelids dull orange. The air moved — displaced by a body between me and the hearth. Leather. I smelled it. Oil-treated, close-fitting, warm from a body inside it.

The creak came again. Closer now. A footfall two paces from the bed.

I opened my eyes.

She stood silhouetted against the ember-glow — dark leather breeches molded to slender hips, a fitted jerkin laced tight up the front, tight over small breasts. Dark hair pulled back severe from a face that was all sharp angles and full mouth. A burglar's stance — weight on the balls of her feet, one hand extended toward the bedpost.

I moved before she registered I was awake.

My hand closed around her wrist. I yanked. She pitched forward across the bed with a gasp, leather creaking, breasts flattening against my bare chest through the jerkin. I rolled, put her under me, pinned both wrists above her head with one hand.

"Come for the prince's special seed, did you?" I said.

Her eyes went wide — dark eyes, almost black in the ember-light. Her chest heaved against mine. Her thighs tensed under me, and I felt the long muscle of her press against my hips.

"I—" She swallowed. Her tongue wet her lips. "Yes."

"Didn't want to wait in line like the others?"

"Couldn't," she breathed. The word came out half-moaned. Her hips shifted under me — not trying to escape. Pressing up. "Had to... had to be sure I got it."

"Ambitious." I released her wrists. "What's your name?"

"Raven."

"Raven." I ran my thumb along the laces of her jerkin. "Let's see if you're as eager as you claim."

I worked the first lace free. She watched my face with those dark eyes, breathing shallow. Second lace. Third. The leather parted, and under it was linen — a thin shift, and under that, the swell of her breasts, nipples peaked against the fabric.

"Take it off," I said.

She sat up enough to pull the jerkin over her head. The shift followed — a pale ghost in the dark room, billowing up and away. Her breasts came free, small and round with dark nipples tight as berries in the cool air. She had a narrow ribcage, a flat stomach that trembled slightly as she breathed. The leather breeches still clung to her hips.

I pushed her back down and took one nipple into my mouth. She arched, gasped, her fingers threading into my hair. I sucked until she whimpered, then moved to the other. Her skin tasted clean, faintly salted from the leather.

"Please," she said. "I need— please."

"Greedy little thing." I worked the laces of her breeches. "Word of my project has spread far and wide," I marvelled.

"Yes, the project." Her voice broke on the words. "I want you to put a baby in me. I want the prince's heir. Please."

That word again. Please. How could I say no?

I peeled the leather down her thighs. Under it, thin linen undergarments — soaked through already, a dark wet patch showing exactly how eager she was. I pulled those down too. Her pussy came into view, dark curls trimmed short, the lips beneath slightly parted with want, glistening in the ember-glow.

"Look at you," I said. "So eager."

“Please don't make me wait anymore."

I stripped off my sleeping breeches. My cock sprang free — hard, the head already slick. She stared at it, lips parted, breathing fast.

She reached down between her legs, spread herself open with two fingers. The pink inner folds glistened, wetness already beading at her hole. "In me," she said. “Now.

I mounted her in one motion, sliding into a delightfully tight channel. I wasn’t gentle. She didn't want gentle. Her legs wrapped around my hips immediately, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. I pushed into her and she was hot — furnace hot — and so wet I sank to the hilt in one stroke.

"Yes," she moaned. "Yes, yes, fill me."

I started fucking her. Hard. The bedframe knocked against the stone wall in a steady rhythm. Her small breasts bounced perkily with every thrust, and I bent to take one in my mouth again, suckling while I pounded into her. She made little gaspy grunts, her fingers clawing down my back.

"That's it," I growled. "Take it. Take all of it."

"Give me your seed," she gasped. "Breed me. I want to feel it. I want to feel you fill me up."

I grabbed her hips, angled deeper. Her head fell back, throat exposed — a long pale column. I could see her pulse beating wild beneath the skin. Her pussy clenched around me in ripples, hot and tight.

"Going to come inside you," I said. "Going to pump you full."

"Do it. Do it. Fill me. Put a baby in me."

The words pushed me over. I slammed into her to the root, held there, and let go. The orgasm ripped through me — hot pulses pumping deep into her, pulse after pulse, my whole body locked tight over hers. I felt her pussy milk me, clenching in rhythm, drawing every drop out.

"Take it," I breathed against her throat. "Take the royal seed."

She shuddered under me, a long full-body tremor that ended in a deep moan. For a moment we just lay there, my cock still buried inside her, her legs still locked around me.

Then steel whispered against leather.

I rolled. Not fast enough — the dagger's edge opened a hot line across my ribs. Shallow. Stinging. I hit the floor on the opposite side of the bed, scrambling to my feet as she lunged after me, naked and gleaming with sweat, the blade catching the ember-light.

"Down with the monarchy!" she shrieked, vaulting the bed.

I grabbed the bedpost and swung myself around it, putting the heavy oak between us. "Guards!"

"Your bloodline ends tonight!" She feinted left, went right, fast as a snake. The blade whistled past my ear.

The door crashed open. Three guards piled through — Sir Lemuel in the lead, sword already drawn. He took in the scene with admirable speed: naked woman, naked prince, dagger, blood running down my ribs.

"Restrain her," I ordered.

They moved. She screamed — not pain, rage — as they disarmed her. Pure fury in those dark eyes. "You bastards! You royal parasites! The kingdom will fall! The kingdom will—"

"Well, it just so happens you'll be helping to perpetuate it, you crazy harpy!" I pressed a hand to my ribs. Came away red, but not much. Shallow cut.

They started dragging her off.

"Don't hurt her!” I called after. “She's bearing my seed."

I heard her screaming as they pulled her down the hall. “Murderer! Tyrant! Sower of rot!” She had a vocabulary, I'll give her that.

I sat on the edge of the bed, breathing hard, one hand on my bleeding ribs and a grin spreading across my face despite — or because of — everything.

Olivia was going to love this one.


The Queen

After Raven, things accelerated.

Now the stakes were truly clear. If I had ever doubted that it was a matter of life or death, I knew now.

I didn’t keep track of all of them. There were so many!

The barmaid at the Lucky Bell — bent over a barrel in the back room, skirt up, one hand braced against the wall, muttering yes yes yes into her own forearm until I came into her from behind.

Two kitchen girls in the same afternoon — one in the pantry while the other kept watch, then the other in the wine cellar while the first returned to her duties. The first one I filled, but the second one was so soon after my cock was still cranky and sensitive, and when I shot into her it was a few meagre squirts. She sat for a while, knees clamped together, holding it in, so maybe it was enough, but I wasn’t overly confident about that one.

The blacksmith’s daughter in the armory, on the other hand — I took her on a pile of practice mats that smelled like sweat and old leather, and something about the angle and the depth — I seemed to have pressed into some deeper channel of her womanhood, and it was into that farthest depth that I planted my seed. With her, I thought perhaps we might have bred twins.

A merchant’s wife in a carriage on the way back from a diplomatic function, her husband riding up front with the driver, her riding me in the back with her hand clamped over her own mouth. She ground down into me as I pumped up into her.

A gardener in the greenhouse, surrounded by orchids, dirt on her knees. I took her from behind, and she had dirt on her face by the time I had filled her.

Three servants in one day — a personal record I was unreasonably proud of, though the third got the least of it.

The daughter of a visiting dignitary who barely spoke our language but communicated her intentions clearly enough by unbuttoning my breeches under the dinner table. When we fucked later, she came with a string of gibberish that I can only assume was in praise of the wonders of my cock.

Ten days. Maybe twelve women. I stopped counting.

Olivia kept the list. She had a small leather journal she carried everywhere, filled with neat columns — name, date, estimated conception window, notes. She was more organized about my breeding schedule than I was. That was why she was going to make a hell of a queen, if the current queen ever permitted me to marry her.

“You’re pacing yourself well,” she said one evening, reviewing the journal. “Eight confirmed so far. Several more on observation. The kingdom’s bloodline is diversifying nicely.”

“I aim to please.”

“You aim to come.” She closed the journal. “Oh, I’m to deliver a message. Your stepmother the queen has been asking about you.”

∞∞∞

Queen Sadie summoned me to her sitting room the next morning.

She was by the window when I entered her chambers, dressed in a gown of deep green that complemented her auburn hair. She was thirty-five, my father’s second wife, and still beautiful in a way that made men stupid. Including my father, presumably. Including, I was discovering, me.

“Garry,” she said. “Close the door.”

I closed it.

“Sit.”

I sat.

She regarded me across the small table between us. Her eyes were the same green as her gown — sharp, assessing. She’d been queen for two years, but a noblewoman her whole life. She knew how to read a room. She knew how to read a man.

“The king,” she said, “is old. The king is tired. The king hasn’t been able to—” She paused, choosing her words. “The king hasn’t been able to perform his marital duties in quite some time.”

“Dear stepmother,” I said, “this is perhaps more than I wish to know about my father.”

“We’ve been married for two years. If I don’t bear him a child soon, I worry about the longevity of our marriage.”

She gazed at me frankly until I got it.

“Ah,” I said. “You want me to impregnate you.”

“I understand this is a difficult decision for you,” she said. “The ethics of sleeping with your father’s wife. The betrayal of the crown—”

“Indeed,” I said. “So, here in the sitting room, or will we go to your bedchamber?”

She gazed at me for a moment. “The bedchamber is fine.”

The royal bedchamber was enormous — a four-poster bed that could have slept six, silk sheets in deep crimson, curtains that blocked out the morning sun. Sadie closed the door behind us and turned to face me.

She undressed with the efficiency of someone who had been a wife for a long time — no seduction, no performance. Just clothes coming off in the right order. Her body was older than Olivia’s, softer in some places, but well-maintained. She was the queen. Queens had resources.

“Lie down,” she said.

I lay down on the enormous bed. She worked her way down my body with her mouth. Slow. Methodical. A woman who had been doing this for two decades and had refined the technique to an art form.

I won’t describe it in detail because the secrets of the royal bedchamber are sacred, but I will say this: the woman had skills, and knew special places to stick her tongue… Again, she’s the queen, I shan’t sully her good name with base details, but suffice to say she got me extra hard by sticking her tongue in a place that rhymes with basshole.

Having a queen do that, seeing her down between my legs, nose buried in my balls, tongue lapping away at… well, again, it’s the queen, so you’ll have to bear not knowing.

When she finally mounted me, it was with the same calm authority she brought to state dinners. She positioned my cock into her pussy, then slid down on me, then rode me slowly, her hips rolling, her head thrown back, her auburn hair spilling down her back. The queen’s face — the queen’s body — the queen’s cunt, warm and wet and expert. All were lovely.

She bounced up and down on my cock like that until I felt my balls tightening. She felt it too. “Cum for me, Prince Garry,” she whispered. “Fill me up with that princely seed.”

I groaned and threw my head back, and she ground her hips into me. I felt her inner muscles tightening, trying to milk the cum out, and my body obliged her, firing my seed up into her, filling the queen’s womb with my cum.

She slipped off and lay on the bed, thighs clamped together. “Thank you, Prince Garry,” she said. “That will be all.”

I climbed off the bed and dressed, tucking my sticky cock back in my trousers. I headed out the door, and—

“Oh, hello Father.”

The king. Heading into his wife’s chambers.

Just as I was heading out.

He stared at me, confused. “Prince Garry. What are you doing in…”

“Uh, funny thing about that, Father…”

I floundered. What good excuse could I have for coming out of the queen’s bedroom, hair rumpled and shirt untucked?

I’d be exiled if I were lucky. More likely, I’d lose my head entirely.

And the queen? Well she would be done for too. At that moment, I felt everything coming to an end.

And then she appeared: Olivia. Somehow slipping out of the bedroom behind me.

“Oh, Your Majesty,” she said to the king. “This is so embarrassing. Prince Garry had just come to visit me. We borrowed the queen’s chambers for just the briefest of conversations.”

The king gazed at her for a long time. Would he buy it?

Then he broke into a broad grin. “‘Conversation!’ No doubt.” He slapped me on the shoulder. “Well done, son! She’s a fine little rabbit.”

I wasn’t to be beheaded? I couldn’t believe it. “Um, thank you father.”

He turned to go. “Carry on you two. I was young once, remember, ha ha.” He hustled off.

I turned to Olivia. I realized my heart was pounding.

“You may have just saved my life,” I told her. “And the queen’s too.”


The Wedding Night

When the queen learned of what Olivia had done, she would have granted her anything. And what Olivia wanted, as it happened, was me.

The wedding was small, by royal standards. A chapel ceremony. A few hundred guests instead of a few thousand. Olivia wanted it simple. I wanted whatever Olivia wanted.

The ceremony passed in a blur. Vows. Rings. A kiss that was chaste by necessity but promised more later. The reception was a haze of congratulations and too much wine and lords I didn’t care about telling me how lucky I was.

I was lucky. But not for any of the reasons they thought.

∞∞∞

The wedding night chambers had been prepared by a team of servants who clearly understood the assignment. Rose petals on the bed. Candles everywhere. A bottle of wine — the good kind, from the southern vineyards — and two glasses. The curtains were drawn against the evening light, and the room glowed warm gold.

Olivia stood in the center of the room, still in her white wedding gown. I closed the door behind us. The sound of the latch clicking into place felt like the end of something and the beginning of something else.

“Well,” she said. “We did it.”

“We did it.”

“You’re a married man now.”

“I’m aware.”

“How does it feel?”

“Horny.”

She laughed. “So, the same.”

Then she turned around, presenting her back to me. “Help me with the dress.”

The dress had approximately forty-seven buttons, but eventually I conquered them. She stepped out of it. Underneath, she was wearing something white and lacy and entirely impractical, and I decided that all forty-seven buttons had been worth it.

She turned to face me. The candlelight played across her skin — the curve of her shoulders, the swell of her breasts above the lace, the line of her hip. I had seen Olivia naked before. I had been inside her mouth, her cunt, had come on her face and watched her swallow. But this was different. This was my wife. And I was going to cum inside her.

“Lie down,” I said.

She lay down on the bed. The rose petals scattered. The candles flickered. I won’t try to describe everything that happened that night. Some things are between a husband and wife. But I will say this:

I took my time. Every part of her body got attention. Her mouth. Her throat. Her tits — God, her tits, which I would now have unlimited access to for the rest of my life. The place where her pulse beat on her throat. The curve of her hip. The inside of her thigh, where I lingered until she swore at me and demanded I stop teasing.

She did the same for me, sucking my cock… well, lovingly. That’s the only word for it. Gazing into my eyes and giving me bliss with her mouth.

When I finally moved over her, positioned myself between her thighs, she looked up at me with those dark eyes and said, “I love you.”

“Oh, sweet Olivia,” I said. “I love you too.”

I pushed inside her.

This was the part that was supposed to be familiar. We’d done this before. I’d been inside Olivia. I knew what she felt like — warm, wet, tight, familiar. But it wasn’t familiar. It was new. It was the same body but a different moment, and the moment changed everything.

We moved together slowly. No rush. No schedule. No list of women waiting and no queen to avoid and no assassin in the tower. Just us. Just this.

I wanted to savor it. To feel her, tight and hot, slick-slick-wet around my shaft, those inner muscles squeezing me, drawing me deeper. I watched the place where we joined — my thick cock sliding in, pulling out, glistening with her juice. Then I looked up and caught her eyes, those big dark pools locked on mine, and something cracked open.

The slow rhythm didn’t last. Her hips started lifting to meet me, little desperate tilts, and I answered. Fucking into her faster, harder. The sound of our bodies slapping together got louder, wetter. She reached up and dug her nails into my shoulders, and I stared right into her face, watching her mouth fall open with every deep stroke. That pussy — God, that pussy — it got even hotter, even wetter, clamping down on my cock.

I was getting closer. I started pounding her with everything I had. The headboard banged the wall. Sweat dripped from my forehead onto her beautiful small tits, her body taking every inch, her breath coming in sharp little cries that matched my thrusts. Frantic wasn’t the word — it was primal, animal, two bodies trying to merge into one. I could feel the base of my cock getting messy with her cream, her folds clinging to me on every out-stroke, and still I stared into her eyes, pistoning, chasing the end.

“Please cum inside me,” she begged. “I want to feel it. All of it. All of your cum inside me. Filling me up. Please, put a baby inside me.”

I held myself deep, buried to the hilt, and exploded. The first pulse surged up from somewhere primal, and I groaned into her shoulder as I spilled hot and thick inside her, right where she needed it. She gasped and clenched around me, her pussy gripping my cock like it was trying to wring me dry, and I gave her more as her orgasm hit. She screamed as I pumped her full, pulse after pulse, wave after wave, flooding her womb, filling her up.

I poured everything I had into her, groaning her name, and she kissed the side of my face through every last pulse, whispering filthy, perfect promises about swollen bellies and heirs and forever. When I finally went still, spent and shaking, she kept me locked inside, her breath hot against my neck, and I knew I'd never pull out of this woman as long as I lived.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes. Yes.”

Time passed. I don’t know how much. Eventually I rolled off her, and she curled against my side, and we lay there in the candlelight, breathing together.

“Was it worth the wait?” I asked.

“Ask me in nine months.”

“I’m asking now.”

She propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me. Her hair was a mess. Her makeup was gone. She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“Yes,” she said. “It was worth it.”

“Good.”

“Garry?”

“Mm.”

“I’m going to be a hell of a queen.”

I smiled. “I know.”
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