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Chapter 1


On the road to the Crowned Horn Lodge, long ago and far away

“If you look at the top of that ridge, you’ll see the procession from Walcorin,” said King Reynald from his armored destrier.

Queen Marguerite shaded her eyes and tried to see if she recognized anyone in the party. Their standards waved in the wind, announcing that an important personage was receiving an official escort.

Margot’s heart leaped when she saw soldiers mounted on their war horses and advance riders on sleek steeds. Would he be among their number, her erstwhile lover?

“Don’t look too expectant, or the guards will suspect something,” said King Reynald under his breath, catching her ‌chin playfully.

“I’m simply gazing upon the horizon,” returned Margot, nudging her mare into a trot.

“I know better,” said the king. “You’re anticipating seeing him again.”

Marguerite didn’t respond, simply carried her head high and kept her horse moving towards the meeting point. Aside from Reynald, nobody else in either kingdom knew just how important that person was to her.

Her husband wasn’t wrong. Beneath her heavy gown and warm robes, Margot’s stomach churned. The king’s imposter had come to her some weeks ago in the disguise of a confessor and taken her on the floor of the chapel in ways she had never known possible. She had hoped for a few moments alone with him before they reached the lodge. Perhaps more.

Reynald and his queen watched the traveling party slowly make their way into the valley, unfamiliar banners waving as they progressed.

When the procession met their own, Marguerite held herself with the required queenly bearing and placid face, all the while wondering if her lover gazed upon her even now.

As the parties merged, she suddenly recalled her words from their last moments together — this time in the king’s company:

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

Her face heated at the memory of the demand — made while she was entirely nude, filled by another man, and about to take her husband into her mouth. Far from enraging Reynald, it had fascinated and aroused him mightily.

“My queen has a good seat,” boasted Reynald to one rider from Walcorin. “She came to me a maid, riding her mare all the way from her convent school. Wouldn’t hear of riding in a carriage.”

The king came to her side as more of the party pulled ahead or fell behind. “Queen Marguerite has a good seat and moves her hips like she enjoys riding. Do you enjoy riding, Margot?”

In truth, she didn’t know what to say. This wasn’t the first comment he’d made that could be taken in more than one way, and she didn’t know if he hoped to continue the intimacies they’d shared in the imposter’s presence.

In the weeks since her ecstatic confession in the chapel, Reynald hadn’t visited her bed. Was he disgusted by her conduct? Or did he have something else in mind entirely?

“I wonder if I might induce the envoy to consider a change of plans,” called Reynald when the Crowned Horn Lodge came into view.

The progress of the horses slowed, and the wheels of the envoy’s carriage creaked to a halt.

“We hope to make progress on a treaty of mutual defense over the winter holiday, as long-standing friends. Perhaps he might consent to send our servants and staff on to the castle on the other side of that hill and deal directly with me. In my private lodge.”

The assembled party was quiet as they waited for a response to this unorthodox request.

“We will not be without our comforts. Staff may deliver food to us, and we will have my queen as hostess.”

Reynald’s eyes, devoid of the gold flecks she’d found so charming in his double, met hers. “Perhaps we’ll come away from the holiday bearing something new and precious.”

Margot fought not to gasp. Did he mean…

“Long-standing peace, of course,” he said.

From the envoy’s carriage, there was a scraping sound. A wooden panel opened, and a man’s hand emerged from within. With a single gesture, he gave his assent to the plan, and they carried on to the lodge.

Something about that hand struck Margot as familiar. Not the rings or the fine fabric at the cuffs, but the hand itself. Her womb fluttered at the memory of her lover’s fingers, so similar to the ones she’d just seen, stroking her from within until she was wet and sated. Entirely under his control.

The small party came to a halt outside the lodge. Margot slowed her movements so she might watch the envoy emerge from her high perch on the mare. At first glance, she had to contain a sob of disappointment. This man, swathed in rich robes, in no way resembled him.

It was as Reynald helped Margot down from her horse that the envoy directed his gaze her way. And in that moment, she saw what she’d missed at first: flecks of gold in the man’s eyes.


Chapter 2


In her excitement, her body had shifted, and Reynald had to catch her so that she wouldn’t stumble and fall in the drive.

“Fare you well, Marguerite?” he murmured into her ear.

“You arranged this, did you?” she asked, studying his noble mien.

“I often struggle with what to give the wife of one king and daughter of another for the winter holiday,” he said cryptically. “And finally, it occurred to me. I know exactly what you like.”

Margot studied the lovely gold buttons on his cloak, fearing that her face would give away her hopes if she showed it to him in full. “And what’s that? The thing I like?”

“It has come to my attention that you like a hard cock,” whispered Reynald. “You like being stuffed full, used hard, and covered in spend. Do I have that right? Or would you rather we return to the castle and I present you with the usual jewels?”

Her breath caught. Reynald was being so crude, abominably lewd to his lawful wife and consort.

And she loved it.

“If we go into that lodge together, there’s a chance the envoy from the west will demand things of you, as a test of loyalty from me. Can you please him? So we might achieve peace between our nations?”

Oh, so that was the game Reynald wished to play: allowing a man to use her in order to finalize a treaty. What a demeaning game, wholly inappropriate for a queen and mother.

And she longed to play it with them.

Marguerite’s heavy gown and cloak weighed on her as she walked into the lodge. She wished to shed those trappings and feel her lover against her skin once again. Reynald escorted her in, waving off their staff once the stove had been lit and hot water poured into a freestanding bath at the center of the cold, expansive kitchen. A small fire had been lit in the hearth, but it had yet to dispel the winter chill.

“Is that for me?” Margot asked hopefully, removing her gloves and hood.

“I see that you have prepared my bath,” said a loud voice from behind them.

The king and queen turned together, watching as the envoy sauntered into the lodge. His ornate robes swept after him.

“Perhaps your woman might assist me with my traveling clothes. And scrub my body,” continued the envoy. “Having traveled so far in hopes of negotiating this treaty has left me aching.”

He was enjoying this, the dratted man! Marguerite fought back a laugh.

It was him, the imposter who had taught her pleasure during Reynald’s illness. He stood with his boots far apart, surveying her, as if he truly meant to make her his servant.

Fortunately, she rather had a hankering to play the wench.

“Of course, envoy,” she said, her eyes downcast. “But if I am to assist you in the bath, I should likely remove my gown so it does not become wet. With no servants to attend to stains, it might be ruined.”

“We wouldn’t want you to become wet,” said the king.

“How right you are, Reynald. Will you assist me then?” she asked.

The king chuckled to himself as he unhooked, unbuttoned, and unlaced his wife under the watchful gaze of the ostensible envoy from Walcorin.

When Margot was down to her fine chemise, she turned to give him a clear view of her nearly nude body. “As your hostess, I have been remiss! Can I offer you refreshment? I believe we have some honeyed wine or perhaps—”

“That’s not the refreshment I want,” said the envoy, his eyes focused on the place where Margot’s nipples were visible.

“Why don’t you go to our guest and assist him, my queen?” said Reynald softly. “Assist him in any way he asks.”

Her skin flushed down to her exposed chest. If Reynald had tried to suggest anything of the sort with a man she didn’t actually know, she might, well, she might have stabbed him with a hairpin!

But this man, this supposed envoy, she knew him. When she drew near, she could smell it was him; no application of western fragrance could muddle her head.

“Perhaps you’ll assist me with my belt,” said the envoy, holding his arms wide, so it was clear he meant for Margot to do all ‌the work. “The clasp is in the back.”

She drew near to him and let their bodies press together. After she found the clasp of his belt and released it, Margot started to step away, but she felt his hand on the small of her back.

“Let it drop,” he said. “The belt. Release it.”

Marguerite let go of the ends, mindful of her bare toes. It hit the floor with a clank.

He brought a hand to her chemise-covered breast, palming it slowly while pressing close so she could feel that his cock thickened for her.

“This is what I mean to drink,” he said lowly, nodding to her aching breast.

“You wouldn’t want to get milk in your beard, would you?” she asked lightly.

“I can think of many things I’d like to get on my beard, serving girl. Unlace my hose.”

Marguerite awkwardly tugged at them, wondering how this meeting with him had been arranged. Was he truly an envoy from another kingdom? But if that were the case, why would Reynald trust him to rule in his place during his illness?

“You’re thinking,” he said, now down to his fine braies. His body was just as she remembered it: angles and bulging muscles with a healthy thatch of hair on his chest and nipples so dark they were nearly purple.

“I wish I couldn’t think so much,” she confessed. “All day long, I sit and stand and think. Spin flax in my tower and think.”

He looked at Margot with unexpected tenderness. With no warning, he removed his beard, tugging it free of his face and brushing off some adhesive that had stuck to his skin.

“You missed a place,” said Margot, gently plucking the gum from his fine jaw.

The imposter she had known carnally, but didn’t actually know, stilled. And then he kissed her.

He had a hand on her jaw, controlling every movement, and his lips were tender against hers. Each touch was a caress so soft she wished to cry. When a gasp opened her mouth, his tongue darted between her lips to stroke hers, then just as quickly retreated.

“Oh,” said a voice behind them.

Margot turned, recalling at last that her king and husband was yet in the room with them. Reynald had settled in a chair by the fire, his thighs spread and his hands gathered in fists. Would he command them to separate?

She waited for some signal from Reynald that he approved. The envoy spared no such consideration for the king, using her distraction as a chance to lower the straps of Margot’s linen and tug at it until her breasts were freed.

The king’s eyes locked with hers until he glanced down at where his hand was now working his cock over his breeches.

“He wants to watch us. Let him see you, sweet Margot,” the imposter murmured between tiny kisses on her cheek.

“But what am I to do?” she asked nervously. Though he had taught her much about pleasure, she was still very new to the art of more than perfunctory coupling and felt wholly adrift in this unfamiliar lodge.

“Simply follow my orders. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Reynald,” she whispered before realizing that the man before her wasn’t playing Reynald anymore, nor did she know his true name.

But before she could ask, his voice rang out. “On your knees, wench. And take down my braies.”

Margot scrambled to comply, kneeling before his big, hairy legs and bringing her trembling hands to the tie at his waist. She fumbled with the knot, then gently drew the garment down to expose his cock.

He was hard, his rod pointing up and out, trying to reach her. Marguerite’s hands came to his thighs of their own accord, smoothing up.

“Get it wet,” he ordered. “Wet my cock with your lovely mouth. Earn peace between our nations.”

She leaned forward and took the head of his cock between her lips. It tasted of salt and linen and leather.

“I have your queen on her knees before me, my cock in her mouth,” he announced, playing his role to taunt Reynald. “Shall we count this as surrender?”

Reynald snorted while feeling his hard cock within his braies.

“The king requires more!” the envoy cried, drawing Margot to her feet. “Come bathe me, beautiful serving girl. You know how to wash a man, don’t you? Or does this eastern king not know how to use a wench?”

They stepped into the warm bath, the water soaking the hem of Margot’s chemise and traveling up the garment until even her waist was wet.

“Settle into the bath with me, wench. Soap my body.”

He had his back to the edge of the tub, his thighs open, and the only place that remained for her was between them. She lowered into the water.

“Fuck,” he muttered, bringing a hand to her exposed breast and shifting his hips so the head of his cock broke the water.

“Sir, do be aware that I must wash you efficiently,” she said, playing the role of a dutiful servant. “The king awaits you.”

“Do it fast,” he ordered. “I plan to take you before my appointment with him.”

Margot found the soap and lathered it between her hands. “But sir, I serve only the king’s pleasure. I’ve never been taken by anyone else.”

“I won’t tell him if you don’t,” he wheedled, spreading his legs further when she soaped his lower belly and moved towards his cock.

“But he’ll surely know if you take me and…leave evidence,” she said, imagining a husband discovering another man’s spend yet within his wife. The idea made her feel strange and lightheaded. Might she be sick? But mostly sick with desire.

“Should he dislike finding evidence of another man, he can simply remove it,” he said with a flourish. “With his tongue.”

Margot gasped, bringing her hand to her lips in shock.

He crowded closer to her, correctly sensing that he’d hit upon something most exciting.

“You like that idea, do you?” he asked, guiding her hand below the water and between her thighs. “Taking another man’s cock, getting your sweet cunt stretched and filled, and making the king lick it clean?”

“Reynald,” she whimpered when their tangled fingers parted her cunny lips.

“Is it wet?” he asked against Margot’s ear.

“I’m wet all over,” she replied. “We’re in the bath, after all.”

“I mean here,” he said, pressing their index fingers into her channel at the same time. Margot held on to the side of the tub, bracing as she felt herself stretch.

“He’s left you tight as a virgin, sweet wench,” he murmured. “Have no fear: I’ll do what he can’t and open that cunny up.”

The fire crackled in the open hearth, and Margot felt she might be within those roaring flames, consumed by fire and left mere ash when he inevitably disappeared again. The thought made her sad, that she would soon be alone.

“You do think all ‌day long, don’t you?” he asked as he brought a skein of her hair that had fallen back to her elaborate hairstyle. He considered the design and gently wrapped and tucked it in. It was like her hair had never changed at all. Would that the same could be said for her.

“I don’t want to think so much,” she confessed. “I’d drink to excess to make things quiet, but we have hopes of…”

A baby. The long-awaited heir Reynald had lost hope of siring himself.

He settled a big hand over Margot’s lower belly, cradling it as if her flat stomach already harbored the hopes of the kingdom.

“Then you’re sure? There is no child yet?”

The urge to cry pinched at her nose and eyes. She nodded, unable to speak.

“Then rise from the water, and I’ll give you one. Right here,” he said, roughly turning her to face Reynald when she rose. “Let the gods witness my promise to give you a baby.”

They stood in the tub, the water up to their legs, and he helped direct Margot’s hands to the edge, where she held on tight. Behind her, he tugged the waterlogged linen to her waist to expose her legs and backside. The wet fabric clung to her skin like bandages. Thus bound, but not, she finally looked to her husband.

His dark eyes widened when she gasped at feeling the envoy fit his cock at her entrance. How she must look, bent over in the bath, her breasts exposed, and covered by the king’s double!

But far from repulsed, Reynald seemed fascinated. The envoy slid into her aching channel, and she cried out, feeling relief at the warm weight of him inside her again. He had promised her a baby, but this time she wasn’t motivated by dynastic considerations; she wanted this for herself.

Reynald’s lips trembled. Was he trying to speak? And when her lover pulled out and shoved in again, she suspected her lips fluttered the same way.

“You go gentle on your wenches here in the east,” said the envoy from behind her. “But no worries, I’ll stretch this cunt for us.”

Margot gasped at his degrading words, then gasped again when she felt him rub at the bump throbbing between her cunny lips.

“You like that? Do you do that for yourself in that big, cold bed of yours now that I’ve left you in the care of your husband?” he asked.

“I haven’t wanted…wanted to…”

“No wonder you’re so tight on my cock, little queen. Attend to your pleasure; I’ve got to get deeper.”

At first, she didn’t know what he meant. But when he grasped the wet fabric of her chemise below her breasts and used it to drive her body against him as he thrust in, Margot realized that she’d need to touch herself — or go without.

She held more tightly to the tub with one hand and brought the other between her legs, pushing up the hem of her linen until her fingers could delve between her heated cunny lips and rub as he had taught her.

Margot saw her breasts sway under the force of his thrusts and wondered if Reynald would be disgusted by seeing his queen used like an animal before him. She stared at his disarranged clothes and pumping hand rather than at her husband’s face, afraid of what expression she might see.

But the noises he was making only grew louder and more insistent the harder the envoy worked her on his cock. The slap of their bodies was punctuated by little cries of ascending pleasure from her husband.

When at last Reynald emitted a long, ungoverned moan, Marguerite felt herself contract around the envoy, her body jerking as she released, sending water over the edge.

Her nub grew sensitive, and she returned her slick hand to the edge of the tub, bracing against the envoy’s rapidly escalating strokes.

“I’ll give you what you need, my sweet serving girl. You’ve only to keep it all inside, that’s a good girl,” he said, shoving deep and keeping her hips against his own while he jerked and released inside.

Her lips and breasts and belly felt heavy as if, in that moment, she had become pregnant under the watchful eyes of her husband. A husband who was now sitting uncomfortably in his chair, his spend likely cooling in his braies, as he watched his double breed his wife.

Marguerite shuddered again, a second shock of pleasure making her spine bend in submission to the man who had first taught her how glorious coupling could feel.

He pulled himself from her clasp and was gone from behind her. When he took her hand to help her from the tub, Margot almost sobbed to feel him again. She was so sensitive, so vulnerable.

“Shh, now, you’re cold and tired, sweetheart,” he breathed. “I’ve worked you too hard; let’s get this off, and you may sit beside the fire.”

He peeled the chemise from her body as efficiently as any lady-in-waiting and directed her to where her husband sat.


Chapter 3


“The queen requires a chair,” said the envoy, his tone brooking no refusal. He stood entirely nude, yet he commanded the room far more than did her husband in the trappings of the monarchy.

Reynald stood uneasily, his hose in hand as he made way for her.

“And she’s cold,” the envoy said, looking pointedly at the king’s warm cape draped over the chair.

Reynald pulled the cape about Margot’s shoulders and helped her settle into the chair that had been his.

“But I fear I might stain the fine fabric,” she whispered to the envoy, imagining his spend on the cloak’s rich velvet.

“Do you hear that?” asked the envoy with a laugh. “I fill her belly with my seed, and she fears some might leak out and ruin your cape. Even now, I might father your child, and she considers how you look to your people.”

The king gazed down at his wife. “She knows the velvet was part of a gift from a distant land in the year I was born. Margot always considers what is best for the crown.”

The envoy’s lips curled into a smile, the visage of a trickster. “Then she is not remiss in bringing forth such concerns. You should help her with this problem.”

Both men looked at Margot, one triumphant and one puzzled, as though she‌ didn’t quite make sense.

“You should clean her up,” said the envoy. “As we have no servants, you should assist her.”

The king fumbled about for the edge of his shirt, since he was not accustomed to having to carry his own handkerchief.

“With your mouth.”

Before Reynald could sputter, the imposter was pressing at his shoulders until the king knelt before Marguerite. He turned his head to protest but turned right back upon finding his double’s cock next to his face.

“We’re not so different, you and I,” muttered King Reynald, jerking to throw off the imposter’s hands.

“And yet I think we are!” cried the imposter. “You see, you had four years with the queen and, if my sources are correct, you never once put your mouth to her cunt. Whereas I made a royal banquet of it.”

Margot watched the imposter’s raillery with fascination. Who was this man that he could say such things to the rightful monarch, a man who had won his kingdom in battle?

Reynald looked to the heavens. “Such methods are not required for fathering heirs,” he returned.

“And yet you have not managed that either, so you have neither a son nor a satisfied wife.”

She held her breath, hoping not to draw attention to the outrageous insult, if the king had somehow not heard it. Reynald could do anything from protesting that she was very satisfied to naming the day of his double’s execution.

Instead, he unexpectedly dipped his head in submission. “I’ve not…”

Margot’s eye jumped to the imposter’s cock, which jerked slightly.

“I’ve not done such a thing to any woman.”

The imposter stretched his arms wide. “Why did you not say so, my man! I’ve made things easy for you.”

“Have you now?”

“Yes, all you need to do is lick my spend from your wife’s body. Now, before you protest that such a thing might set back our attempts to make an heir, I can assure you: I’ve more than enough seed to fill your lovely wife many times over.”

Not even the logs in the hearth dared pop; such was the silence that came over the lodge.

“I’ll even let you watch as I fuck her again.”

Reynald said nothing. He gazed at the apex of Marguerite’s thighs and decided.

“I need you to teach me,” he said lowly, his eyes at the place Marguerite pinched her knees together as she’d been taught from a young age. “As I once taught you to be me, teach me to be you. In this, I wish to be you. Guide me, shepherd.”

“You want to please your queen?”

“I do.”

“Then I will be your keeper and you my little lamb.”

Marguerite didn’t need to hear more. She let her legs part and took the king’s gold chain of office in hand to lead him forward. He followed on his knees, as if a prisoner or a supplicant.

And in many ways, he was both. The marriage to Marguerite, which had brought him a tract of land and river access much needed in the north, had seemed a pale imitation of what he’d had with his first wife, Bettina, chosen in his youth for love and companionship. Reynald had tried to bear his second union, knowing Margot had little say in the marriage that joined their fortunes and protected his borders. But that restraint had clearly translated into neglect.

So now he was a supplicant before his beautiful, hurt wife. His beautiful, wet, languid wife, who demanded that he pleasure her with his mouth.

“Let him see ‌you, little queen. Show him that pretty cunny you gave me so well,” said the imposter.

Her thigh shifted, and she opened more. Reynald felt pulled into the breach, guided by instinct as in battle. Forward, relentlessly forward until the leg she’d swung aside rested on his shoulder and she was bared to him.

“I suppose you’ve never seen this, certainly not in this state,” said the imposter, reaching down and spreading Marguerite’s little lips. She was red and swollen, well used, and glazed with that man’s spend. Was he really going to do this? Taste a woman — and while she wore another’s seed?

“That’s it, mouth to cunt, no need to think,” said the imposter wryly, pressing Reynald forward from the back of his head.

Reynald’s lips met Margot’s spread cunny awkwardly, and she flinched. Reflexively, her thighs came together just as he moved to the side, earning him an accidental hit on his twice-broken nose.

“Try again; this time softly. Pet it like a kitten you wish to see grow old and fat on mice in your castle kitchens someday.”

This fool was exasperating! But Reynald couldn’t help but huff as he experimentally extended his tongue and gently gave his kitten a stroke.

Margot moaned.

He stroked the same place again, ‌harder, his tongue spread wide, and felt the queen’s thigh contract against his shoulder.

“Oh, Reynald,” she whispered.

It loosened every ligament in his neck until his head seemed disconnected from his body. He surged forward, wanting more, and planted his hand on the armrest to drive closer to Marguerite.

“How does she taste?” asked the imposter, a man who had done him great service while being the most irritating fellow of his vast acquaintance.

How did his wrecked wife taste after taking another man’s cock and spend?

Like something precious drawn from the earth after a long hunt. A root, a tuber, prepared just the way he liked.

Reynald sniffed her as he lapped at her folds, a grunt escaping.

Without having experienced this before, he knew by instinct that some of the taste came from his wife and some was the product of his imposter. Their wetness mingled, and the man’s seed glazed her cunt, showing him where he’d yet to clean.

And clean he did. It was irrational, but he wanted to snatch away the prospect of a child and present the problem to her anew.

It seems we’ve failed. Won’t you take my imposter again? Perhaps we’ll be successful if this time I watch and aid you in your efforts.

The king saw a drop of milk roll down Margot’s lovely belly, and he moved to lap it up, but the imposter saw to it more quickly.

His queen’s hips shifted as she gazed down at the two men licking her clean. Did she like this? Having both of them taste her at once?

When Reynald moved to lick his wife’s entrance, he recalled a conversation from long ago. Overheard and confusing at the time. Something about a lady-in-waiting nursing her sons until the moment they were turned over to tutors — so she might avoid having more.

“Inside. Fuck her hole with your tongue.”

He slid it into the place his imposter had used so recently, and he swore he could smell the leather of the imposter’s purse, worn near his cock, inside Marguerite. On either side of his face, Margot’s soft thighs shook, his ears and cheeks and hair pressed between them.

Reynald wished to press his cheek harder against that pillowy skin, reveling in the embrace of her. Never could he have imagined craving his wife’s body in this most animal of ways.

But then, he’d never experienced lust of the sort that drove so many men. It had once been a point of pride, his continence, his lack of royal bastards clamoring for allowances and freshly made titles.

How alarming that he’d discovered himself no different from any other man, while being instructed in how to taste his own wife.

“In, in,” ordered the imposter, putting a hand at the back of Reynald’s head to direct his motions. The controlling force combined with strange fingers combing through his short hair settled a stone at the base of his broad back, an uncomfortable ache that he’d never experienced before.

“It’s so good, king,” murmured his wife, her own hand sliding into his hair from the other side. Their fingers met, and the queen pulled away, only for his imposter to draw her hand back.

“He likes it,” said the imposter conversationally, revealing a secret Reynald had only just discovered himself.

“Likes what?” asked Margot, stroking ‌his temple.

“Being controlled thus. He wants to serve, to obey.”

“That seems…”

“Impossible? If you doubt me, look at his cock. Well, maybe you should stay where you are; you’re taking his service so well. He’s hard. Again. And right on the heels of soiling his braies. I bet his spend is even now cooling on his skin and he can’t help but get hard because he loves to serve on his knees. Adores an insult. Wants to be made to do what he should have been doing all along.”

Reynald felt his limbs go cold while his face heated. Who was this man to say such things?

Margot groaned, holding the back of his head to her cunny while she directed his movements, a woman possessed. Or unspeakably aroused.

He brought his arms beneath her legs and helped hold her to his ravening mouth, licking and sucking and thrusting. His imposter wasn’t wrong; he was unspeakably hard, but he’d not shift his wife for fear of stealing this moment from her.

Or from him. He had her — and the imposter’s spend — on his nose, cheeks, and even his eyelashes, somehow. More was in his mouth and on his tongue.

Her climax was nothing like what he expected: a guttural cry akin to the sound of a man dying in battle. He’d have paused to regard Margot, but his traitorous body turned hard all over upon hearing her pleasure, and he spilled yet again in his braies. Just as his imposter had predicted.

He wasn’t sure how it happened, but somehow, he came off his wife at last and was left kneeling before the chair as his double carried Margot’s spent body away as if he were the husband and she his bride.

***

Reynald stood before a pitcher and basin, helpfully left for their use in the great kitchen of the lodge. And then he walked to the tub with its cooling, used water and washed his face with it.

He stripped off his doublet and linen, handling the soap Margot had used on the envoy, and cleaned himself. When he got down to his braies, he winced and took hold of his taxed cock. Even now, it was drooling in anticipation of the next service he might perform. This wasn’t the winter holiday he’d imagined. It was something far better and more raw.

The king was sore from the ride and sore from the insults. For all he knew, that imposter of his might be fucking his wife even now, making use of how wet he’d gotten her sweet little kitten.

He shouldn’t think like that. His sac could only take so much.

Reynald dried himself on his soiled shirt and grimaced at the thought of their servants coming tomorrow to refresh the lodge and finding the laundry in such a state. They’d simply need to accept some mess if they wished to see an heir.

He looked at the door through which his imposter had taken Margot. That cape of his, pristine despite his wife’s concerns, lay draped on the chair where he’d brought her to pleasure. Brought her to pleasure for the first time.

The king brushed off one last drop of water and went further into the lodge, his body nude.


Chapter 4


When Marguerite woke, the king’s imposter was fondling her nipple.

“You had a long journey,” he said, pinching it between his manicured fingers. Strange; for a man who claimed to be a shepherd, his hands bore no calluses.

“I traveled in comfort,” she admitted. “Which was not very comfortable. Days in that royal coach pretending to read. By the end, I demanded to ride alongside Reynald.”

“How you’ve suffered, my little queen.”

“I have, haven’t I? All to see…”

Margot reached for him rather than have to finish the sentence she’d started, and he came willingly between her parting legs and to her soft mouth. Their movements were frantic; they both felt the time of this visit passing before they would be ready to part again.

“Should we invite your husband to watch?” asked the imposter, his staff at her entrance, teasing her well-used body until Margot lifted her hips to take him within.

“He’s likely sleeping,” she whispered back. “He’s worked so hard since his illness. Let him rest.”

Let me have this, this forbidden thing with you, one more time. Just us. Before I must give you up again.

“You’ll have to be quiet.”

“I promise I will.”

“You weren’t quiet in there,” replied the shepherd, nodding toward the kitchen.

“But you like that. When I’m loud.”

“So does he.”

Margot softly exhaled when he pressed in.

“What will you name him?” he asked, holding himself deep.

“Name who?”

“The baby. The child we might make right now?”

Marguerite’s stomach dropped. Until now, the baby they’d been trying to make was an abstraction, simply ‘the heir,’ nothing more. But he would be his father’s child. His secret father’s child. While officially the son of King Reynald.

“I hadn’t thought…” she said, suddenly feeling the urge to cry.

The imposter pulled out and eased himself back in again.

“If I knew your name, I could suggest it for him,” she said haltingly. “His father, the king, his ostensible father, would have the final say. But I could request it of him when the baby is safely delivered, and he might grant that to me. As a boon.”

Margot could feel tears filling her eyes, so she studied the lace adorning the bedclothes.

“It could be a way of recognizing what you’ve done for us. Your sacrifice.”

“It was no sacrifice.” Was his voice rough?

“I should call you Shepherd, just until I know your real name,” she said. “It seems unfair for you to know mine and the king’s but for yours to be hidden like that of a god.”

His strokes slowed until Marguerite felt she was carried across a placid ocean in a bark, her body relaxed and warm.

“I can assure you, I am very much a mortal. Too mortal. Close your eyes and go to sleep, my darling queen,” she heard. “I’ll take care of everything.”

***

When Marguerite rose from her slumber, she was alone in the lodge’s sleeping chamber. She found a blanket, musty from disuse, and wrapped herself in it before coming into the main hall.

It was at that moment she discovered Shepherd and her husband were not, in fact, perfect doubles.

“Whatever has happened to you?” she cried, rushing to Reynald’s side. Her hands were on the muscles of his shoulders and running down his abdomen, cataloguing the scars on his naked body, which she was seeing for the first time since he always came to her bed in the dark.

He caught her hands in his. “Such is the lot of a soldier, my queen.”

“But, but!” she cried, still trying to touch the wounds that had healed in ridges.

“I pray you will not see my leg,” he muttered.

“Whatever is wrong with your leg?” she asked, looking about.

Before she could investigate more, Margot found herself moved suddenly.

She was sitting on her husband’s thigh, her own leg dangerously close to that part of him.

“The king has distracted you from his old wounds by seating you on his lap,” said Shepherd’s voice behind her. She looked about, surprised that she hadn’t noticed him. Such was the shock of Reynald’s old injuries.

“What were you two doing in here?” she asked warily.

“Trading confidences and discussing the latest fashions,” said Shepherd. At the same time, her husband said, “Staring into the fire manfully.”

“Waiting for you to awake,” admitted the king when Marguerite fixed him with a look.

“You could have, oh, gotten dressed and gone riding. Or played cards, if you’ve committed to staying bare for the duration of our visit.”

“I don’t play well with others,” muttered the king.

“Perhaps you might learn,” she responded.

“Bit late for that, don’t you think?” asked Shepherd from where he sat.

“We’re the same age!” protested Reynald.

“And yet you seem so much older,” said Shepherd.

Margot giggled. She could envision Shepherd brushing Reynald’s objection away, even though he was behind her.

“Oh,” said the king softly, regarding her face as if she were a map of unfamiliar territory. It was disconcerting to be studied so, and she cast about for any distraction she might offer.

“Where did you get this one?” she asked about a nasty scar on his chest. Her fingers hovered over it, afraid to come closer.

Admittedly, it was a snarled mass of healed flesh, once cut by an axe in a battle just preceding Rochefort, where Reynald had taken the crown. He hadn’t had time to get it treated and sewn properly, so he now wore a gash over his heart. “I don’t know, perhaps training,” he said. “It was so inconsequential that I’ve forgotten.”

“As you forgot to tell me about your fall here last summer?” she asked.

Reynald’s eyes flicked to Shepherd.

“He didn’t tell me. I knew all along.”

“You must understand that I didn’t want you to worry. Didn’t want you to—”

“To lose a baby, should I be carrying?”

Reynald ran his tongue over his teeth. His eyes darted to the ceiling until they came to rest on one of the many stuffed heads lining the chamber.

“Do you see that beast?” he asked, pointing up at a snarling boar.

Margot spotted it and recoiled. “That’s not…”

“It is.”

“Why keep it? You should have ordered it burned! Or, or, cast into a pit!”

“I was half-mad. Out of my mind in pain. I must have thought it would make me feel better to see it dead and stuffed, if I visited this place again. But I didn’t really plan to come here again after that. It wasn’t until we…needed this time away that I considered it.”

“Until I needed another attempt at making an heir,” she said, her face lowered.

Reynald took her sharp chin between his fingers. His were rough, the product of days and nights of training, even when he wasn’t at battle. “It was in this lodge, during my convalescence, that I learned the truth about my inability to sire a son.”

Margot glanced at the apex of his thighs in shock, misunderstanding.

Reynald chuckled. “You know it’s all there. But a wise woman saw the truth of my curse. And saved my life.”

“And that’s when you…”

“When your dear husband sought me out and made me him,” said Shepherd rather jauntily, coming to her side.

“You once said that you’d like for my imposter to train me in how to…”

“How to fuck me,” she said in a whisper.

“But I’m certain it would come to naught. It was confirmed in this very lodge. And I wouldn’t want to disrupt your attempts…”

“You think your dainty royal seed can somehow outlast my mighty peasant spend?” drawled Shepherd, taking Margot’s hand and helping her stand.

“I wouldn’t want to—”

“You won’t,” he said with some finality. “If your wife wants me to teach you how to fuck her, I’ll be more than happy to fill her so many times over that your worthless seed is washed out.”

“Shepherd!” interjected the queen.

“Do you want me, Margot? Knowing what you do,” said the king.

She rounded on him. “Were my wishes unclear?”

She allowed the blanket to fall from her body, revealing herself once more to her husband’s gaze. Marguerite came nearer, her breasts at the level of his eyes.

“Shepherd is going to train you.”

Reynald’s eyes settled on her nipples, then flitted away. “Then lie down on that fur before the fire. I’ll see to your wishes.”


Chapter 5


Margot settled on the skin of what had once been a ferocious black bear. The stuffed head was still attached to the skin and served as a somewhat pleasant, if disconcerting, pillow. The soft pelt felt glorious against her naked back as she lolled before the hearth.

“We should feed you,” said Shepherd, returning from the kitchen with a basket left by their servants.

“You think of food just as I’m about to fuck my wife?” asked Reynald skeptically.

“We must keep the queen’s strength up.”

Reynald’s eyes looked towards the beasts ringing the hall again. Margot stifled a laugh. These two men bickered like an old married couple rather than monarch and servant.

“They’ve packed grapes,” said Shepherd in confusion. “Where does one even get grapes at this time of the year?”

Reynald regarded him with a raised eyebrow.

“Right, anything is possible if you’re the monarch,” said Shepherd, taking out cheese and bread.

“Do you like grapes?” Shepherd asked Margot solicitously.

“I do,” she said, accepting one from his hand.

“As do I,” said Shepherd, bringing the bunch of grapes between her thighs. It was clear what he wished to do, and she opened to him, allowing the skin of the grapes to brush over the place that was throbbing with anticipation once again.

“Delicious,” he said, eating one from the bunch.

“Why not just lick her?” asked the king, still perched on his chair and regarding them in confusion.

“Why do the same thing over and over?” asked Shepherd philosophically as he snapped off a grape and pushed it into Marguerite’s sheath, only for her to push it out again. They repeated the game several times until Shepherd said, “Now eat that grape. Out of your wife’s sweet cunt.”

Reynald came between her thighs, kneeling yet again, and lowered his mouth to her. His lips looked swollen, his eyes hungry. Involuntarily, her inner muscles pushed the grape to her entrance, and he snatched it away with his tongue.

“You must learn to lose a battle to win the war, king,” said Shepherd, nodding his head in disappointment. “She wants to play.” He moved his hands about. “Play with her.”

“I don’t have a great gift for play,” said the king, much to her disappointment. She was watching their exchange while propped on her elbows, and let them collapse at the news Reynald wouldn’t engage in a game with her. “What’s the opposite of play? Something very serious and noble. I can try that.”

And that’s when she felt him, his fingers moving over her folds and slit, followed by his mouth, open and wet, kissing her quim with fervor. Her hands grabbed for the fur beneath her as he slid his thick tongue into her channel, as he’d only just learned to do.

“That’s it, lick my spend out,” said Shepherd with a smirk, casually letting his overlord know he’d fucked Margot while they’d been ostensibly sleeping.

Far from disturbing the monarch, the taunt spurred him on, his mouth moving faster until Margot thought she might expire on that pelt, yet another prize of the hunt.

“Now, you should rise off ‌Margot if you mean for her to come on your cock,” said Shepherd, his hand boldly on Reynald’s shoulder. He did not fear the warrior lashing out at him.

And Reynald did not lash out at him. Instead, he sat back on his heels and awaited further instructions. Margot huffed. She’d been so very close to breaking.

Shepherd joined them on the floor. Reynald was between her spread legs, and Shepherd was next to him. They were both nude, their cocks thick. They regarded her the way she’d been surely eyeing those out-of-season grapes.

It was heady to have their eyes roving over her breasts and belly, lingering on the place she was wet with spend and spit. Her hips rocked with need, and they both opened their mouths.

She’d been about to complain when Shepherd spoke. “You see, she’s so hot for you she’s thinking about begging. She sees the muscles of your chest and arms, and she wants them over her, caging her, as you drive into her cunt.”

Yes, it was true. Margot spread her thighs wider to invite her husband in.

“She’s seen your arse, fine specimen that it is, and wants to grab it as you fill her.”

Well, she couldn’t say that she’d noticed his backside, but she’d be sure to look now.

“Why don’t you fit your cock at her entrance?” asked Shepherd at the king’s side. “Don’t push in yet, just set it there so the queen can feel the weight of it.”

Reynald took himself in hand, that thick cock that had never seemed so impressive before, and lowered it to her cunny lips. They cushioned him, soft and swollen and wet from all the hard use, and cradled him there as he looked at where their bodies met with uncharacteristic heat in his eyes.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” asked Shepherd.

“Aye,” gasped Reynald.

“Why don’t you fuck the outside of sweet Margot’s cunt? Just run the head of your cock over it and see how she responds.”

Reynald took himself in hand once again, supporting his weight on one bulging arm, and stroked through her lips, teasing the head of his cock at her entrance.

“And at the top, pet that bump and make your wife mewl,” said Shepherd, spreading her cunny so Reynald could see the nub that was beating with its own pulse.

The king followed his instructions and teased the drooling head of his cock over it.

“Oh gods, oh Reynald,” murmured Margot. His skin was slick against hers, and she felt herself building to a peak.

“She likes it,” whispered Shepherd into Reynald’s ear theatrically. “She likes your big, fat, royal cock.”

“Fuck,” gasped Reynald. He shoved himself in, his hips jerking, and his face contorted in something like pain.

“You came,” Shepherd said, this time not teasing Reynald at all.

“I…yes,” said Reynald, starting to withdraw from Margot’s clasp. His expression was that of both defiance and shame. If he left this room now without having accomplished their task, she might never know pleasure within her marriage. She cast Shepherd an imploring look. Would that he not poke at the king too hard at this moment and ruin everything!

“Stay inside,” ordered Shepherd. “We shall try again.”


Chapter 6


Reynald would be damned if he was about to withdraw from his wife’s slit now.

That fucking imposter had distracted him when he was so close to pleasuring Margot with his cock. He should have known that allowing Shepherd to train him in fucking his own wife would be a disaster. Still, it was what his queen wanted, so he had no choice but to try again.

“Just stay inside a moment before you thrust,” said Shepherd, “wouldn’t want to bend your cock from overuse at the wrong moment.”

“Are you implying that my cock is soft?” asked Reynald in disbelief. He might have erred on the side of being too considerate in his lovemaking with Margot, but he’d never failed to get hard!

Shepherd held his hands up in false innocence. “I said nothing of the sort. Merely thinking that most men require some rest after spending. I should know better; I am speaking to a king, a man unlike any other.”

The underlying insult grated.

Reynald pushed in to show his cock was up to the task.

“Slowly now, make her feel every bit of the stretch,” Shepherd said.

“You say that, yet I saw you take her hard with my very eyes.”

Shepherd held up a finger. “But at first, we must go slow. Seduce your wife’s cunny. Let her rise to your ardor and wet your cock.”

Reynald considered how wet and well-used Margot felt and cast him a look. The smirk on his face suggested he knew the king’s objection without him saying a word.

“I won’t always be here to plow your fields for you.”

If any other man had looked even somewhat similar to him, he’d have been spared dealings with one of the most trying bastards in all the kingdom. Was it too late to pitch him to the wild boars that he well knew ran about in this country?

“Now withdraw your cock,” said Shepherd over his shoulder.

Reynald pulled out and felt hands against his back. “Not so fast!” exclaimed Shepherd. “Think of coupling like a hunt. You don’t charge the moment you see the beast.”

“Sometimes you do,” corrected Reynald.

“Set those examples aside,” said Shepherd with frustration.

“Can’t you simply allow me to fuck my wife?” Reynald asked, his throat tight.

“You mean what you’ve been doing ineffectually for four years?”

It was a blow that landed sure as that axe over his heart. His eyes darted to Margot’s face. She was studying the pile of the rug upon which she lay, her features carefully composed to not show her disappointment.

“Don’t speak of him like that,” she said quietly. Then, to Reynald, steadier: “I want you to learn.”

He’d need to do better. Reynald dropped his head, trying to arrange his thoughts.

“Guide me,” he said. Simply asking for what he wanted more than anything — in the Privy Council and his marriage bed alike — felt more dangerous than any of his treasonous machinations.

“You may not—”

“I’ve asked you to guide me,” said Reynald, his patience running thin.

When Shepherd reached between his thighs to grasp Reynald’s cock, he didn’t immediately register what was happening. His double’s arm looked so much like his — save for a few scars — that it looked like he was touching himself.

But it was another man’s hand on his cock. When his brain caught up, he froze and watched his double’s strong hand work over it from tip to base in horror. He should balk. He wasn’t…he wasn’t the sort of man to accept service like this, even from a servant.

“I, oh,” he breathed, riveted by the sight of Shepherd’s palm caressing his cockhead until liquid ran from his slit despite just having come.

He heard Margot make a tiny noise and discovered that she watched them with her tongue between her teeth, all while one hand fondled her nipple.

“She likes you like this,” said Shepherd. “Ready to fuck her.”

If he were honest with himself, he suspected that Margot really enjoyed seeing them together. Her eyes looked sleepy, and she even rocked her hips as if imagining herself filled and ridden hard. He’d need to work to satisfy his young, surprisingly lusty wife.

“What are you doing?” Reynald asked Shepherd under his breath when the imposter stroked his shaft.

“Getting you hard again so you can fuck your wife,” he said, all practiced innocence, the scoundrel.

“I can do that,” Reynald said, clamping his hand over his cock.

The problem was that Shepherd’s hand already grasped him, and their fingers tangled together. Reynald squeezed and only exerted more pleasurable force.

“Careful, you’ll spill too fast again,” warned Shepherd. Reynald could hear the amusement in his voice, and he hated it, to be made a fool after so many years of seeing unwavering respect in the eyes of far loftier men than this rogue.

“Let me—”

“Allow me,” Shepherd said, a hand on his lower back to guide him to Margot.

Reynald was too shocked for words. That hand was warm and big. Was his that large? It settled heavily on his back, certain and unmoving, then guided him forward until his cock was once again at Margot’s entrance.

He expected Shepherd to release his shaft, but he held on and restrained him by the base when he thought to push inside.

“Not yet.”

“Then why did you push me?”

“Let it sit a moment. Wait until she asks you inside.”

Margot wiggled to tease his cockhead, letting it slip the barest bit into her sheath before she used her inner muscles to push it back out.

He was naught but a pampered grape under his queen’s control. He might burst this way, unmanned by his own wife.

“Can’t I—”

“Let her tease you,” said Shepherd. “Doesn’t it feel good to have her fucking you? Wetting your cock with her sacred essence?”

It felt too good, damn him. Shepherd’s hand wrapped around his shaft, keeping him from pushing into Margot even if he wanted to. And he wanted to, but he wouldn’t. This time, he had to show himself to be a worthy lover so she might have some succor after Shepherd bred her.

“Now, slide in, gently,” whispered Shepherd, releasing his cock and pressing at his back.

Reynald slid in, watching Margot’s face. She accepted him in but didn’t seem especially moved by his cock.

“All the way in, skin to skin, let her feel your cock test her depths.” Shepherd’s hand pressed him at the crease where his arse met his thigh, and he seated himself within Margot more abruptly than he’d intended.

“A warning, man,” he growled.

“You need instruction,” said Shepherd unapologetically. His hand stayed in that sensitive spot, holding him deep within his queen. “Ask her if it feels good.”

“She’s not complaining,” muttered Reynald.

“Ask.”

“How does it feel, Margot?”

Margot looked at him. “Deeper,” she said. “And slower than that.”

Her inner muscles fluttered around him, and he gasped.

“Now you may advance your campaign,” Shepherd said. He had one hand low on Reynald’s belly — when had he done that? — and guided him back from Margot’s clasp.

“I think I can figure out how to thrust in and out of my wife. I’ve been doing it for four years.”

“And how many times did she wail with pleasure?”

Reynald dug his hand into the fur rug’s pile to avoid ruining Margot’s pleasure with a row unsuited to feminine eyes. But he wished he could drive a shoulder into that fool’s midsection and drop him to the floor!

Between his thighs, his heavy balls brushed against something that set his arse clenching in a quest for control. He felt it again, the barest brush, the stroke of a mere finger.

“And in again,” said Shepherd, guiding his back so he stroked into the queen in an unfamiliar way.

She whimpered and her back bowed in the manner he’d only ever seen her do with Shepherd.

“Do you think you can go faster without erupting, old man?” asked Shepherd.

Reynald turned his face so he could cast that bastard a look rather than open his mouth and say something that might upset Margot.

Except his face was very close. It was likely a result of needing to be near so as to direct his body, but it was disconcerting to see someone so like him save flecks of gold in his eyes and lips that seemed swollen. Did he ever look like that? Like he’d sucked and fucked all day and still had room in his belly for more?

Shepherd glanced at his lips.

“Are you close?” he asked.

“Close enough.”

“Then I’ll guide you in how to bring her to pleasure fast,” Shepherd said. “Use these muscles to draw her body to you. You remain kneeling.”

Reynald grabbed Margot under the knees and easily lifted her hips and lower back until she was a doll under his control. Far from protesting, he watched her hand slide down her belly and rest just above her little thatch of hair, tempted to touch herself.

“Do it, my sweet queen,” the king rasped, wanting to see her pleasure herself. Watch how she stroked her little kitten. Feel her body as she shook and squeezed.

Margot spread her lips, and Reynald was transfixed by the sight of his cock sliding in and out of her helpless body.

“And now you ride her to completion,” Shepherd said over his shoulder. Behind him, Reynald felt Shepherd so near that his strokes faltered. Shepherd pressed his front to Reynald’s back and let him feel how his hips rolled. “Like this,” he said.

All Reynald needed to do was mimic the motion, but he was frozen. Was that a cock he could feel pressed to one hip? Shepherd was far too close.

Hot breath against his neck made him buck into Margot, earning him a cry of pleasure. Shepherd’s hand curled around his hip and urged him on, hips behind his to guide the strokes.

How must they look to the queen, two nude men moving in tandem, their faces and bodies almost identical?

Her eyes were open and fixed on them, unblinking. She wasn’t terrified. She was studying them.

Her hand moved with sloppy imprecision over her cunt, approximating something like a slap as she took his hard ride. The other hand covered her mouth, her thumb between her teeth as if she were terrified of the noises she might make if free.

He hiked her body higher, using it more relentlessly, until she let free a squeak, then a series of unguarded cries.

“You need to come soon,” murmured Shepherd. Reynald gasped, his nipples hardening at words that shouldn’t have affected him so.

“She likes it, a heavy load,” he continued in a low voice. “Likes to be filled and left dripping. Well, maybe that’s because she wants you to see evidence of where I’ve been. Where I’ve been spending to make your heir.”

“Fuck,” Reynald muttered, the sensations too much for him to find the spark that would detonate them. He had Margot squeezing his cock like she was trying to milk it, and that bastard Shepherd actually riding his arse like he was the one fucking his queen. And then that hand at his hip, which wasn’t at his hip at all, but moving to where his tightly curled hair grew around his cock. “I can’t.”

“You can. Do it.”

Easy for him to say. Frustration mounted, and he wanted to roar.

“I can’t seem to…to make it…”

“You’re struggling to come?”

“Damn you, man, yes. It’s too much.”

All the while, Marguerite wailed and shook, clearly so near to release. He needed to give her that; needed to show he could fuck her just as well as Shepherd.

“Or not enough.” He heard a wet sound behind him, but didn’t look back. It was when he felt something prod at his arse that he finally paid attention.

“What are you about?” he demanded.

“You want to come? Make her come?”

“Yes, man, but what’s—”

“Let me in, I’ll help you make it over that last ridge.”

His fingertip waited at Reynald’s entrance, just as he’d instructed him to do with Margot. Even as the king fucked into Marguerite and failed to combust.

He had no choice. He had to do it, at least try it. Anything to live up to the promise he made.

“Do it, put it in.”

“You’re sure?”

“Blast you, put it in me!”

Two fingers slid in, and Reynald’s hips shuddered in shock. He felt full, offended, and unspeakably hot. His leg — damn the leg, damn last summer and the boar, all of it — sent a pulse of old pain up his hip, and he shifted to ease it without thinking.

Shepherd’s free hand settled against his thigh, steadying. Adjusting him. Minding him.

Then the fingers eased back, almost gone.

“No, I want—”

He slammed in again. On and on, Shepherd fucked into him with his fingers, setting the pace of his strokes into Margot. And summoning something from the deep.

“Yes,” he breathed, “that, yes.”

Reynald clenched his jaw to stop himself from saying more, wailing, or crying out Shepherd’s name. It was impossible what he was doing, where he was feeling him, but his sac drew tight at last.

“Keep, please, please, keep…”

“My poor virgin king,” whispered Shepherd into Reynald’s ear. “Do I need to stretch this arse before slipping my cock inside? Because I plan to use you hard.”

His hips stuttered, and shock prevented him from speaking.

“Is this all it takes to please my king? Open up, you’ve got it. Drain those balls for me. Flood your wife.”

His fingers, that clever bastard’s fingers, pressed on something, and his world split in two. Under the big, warm hand laid over his lower belly, he felt something the likes of which made him think he might break or die. Deep and warm, waves built higher and higher until they broke with his yell.

“Fuck!” he cried, spending into his wife with rough strokes that sent her crying and spasming around him.

On and on it lasted, the unbearable tension breaking with a violence and duration that seemed nothing like what he’d experienced before.

Reynald pulled from Margot, watching the mess he’d made of her cunt. She was awash in his seed, a fat drop rolling towards her arse, her channel so full that a late spasm sent some spilling out. He couldn’t help but look at it with satisfaction.

As he returned to his body and Shepherd pulled from him, Reynald’s fingers twitched, and his muscles locked one last time. A last, late bit of seed hit the fur pelt upon which he’d brought his wife to ecstatic pleasure.

For the first time, he felt empty there. He hadn’t even known what…what that was, what was possible, and now he clenched to feel the pleasant ache of his stretched rim and reassured himself that it all had really happened, just as he remembered.

“You did well,” said Shepherd, clasping him on the shoulder and looking at where Marguerite lay wrecked and sated before them.

He hoped that man didn’t see how his cock faintly jerked at the touch.


Chapter 7


The king had cleaned Marguerite, wrapped her in that ridiculous cloak of his, and carried her off to the sleeping chamber. He’d learned something about marriage at last. From the man he’d asked to take his place.

Shepherd stood before the basin in the kitchen, washing himself while trying not to shiver. The fire in the hearth had long since burned down to ash, and he was still bare.

The trappings of his disguise lay strewn across the floor. He kicked at his houppelande and came away with a slight cut on his toe. Stupid western fashions and their profusion of buckles!

The chair where Margot had sat while taking her pleasure was hard. The smooth wood raised goose pimples on his arms, and he rose from it expeditiously.

In the main hall, Shepherd banked the fire and ran his feet over the pelt on which Margot had been fucked to pleasure by her husband.

By her husband…with his aid.

He recalled the feel of Reynald’s body, not so unlike his own but somehow very unfamiliar. How he shuddered at his touch. The feel of that solid cock within his hand.

The smooth slide of his fingers when he pushed into the king’s hole and fucked him until he exploded with a howl.

And now his cock was hard again — fuck! — damn Reynald. If only he’d never gone hunting, never fallen, never realized that he needed an imposter on hand to take his place. All of this could have been avoided with just a few better decisions.

But now he was here, willing his cock to settle by trying not to think about the things he couldn’t have. A married queen who simply needed a son. A king who was a right pain in his arse but felt so hot and willing under his touch. Both guided to something better by him.

And him? He wanted things but would not give them names, else make them real tormentors on his sleepless nights. He was tormented enough without giving them form.

The stone floor felt as though the cold of the outside world were sneaking long fingers beneath the lodge. He considered where he might sleep tonight.

Shepherd thought of telling her. Opened his mouth, even, to feel the words. Then considered what it would cost all three of them and closed it again.

He walked to the only sleeping chamber in the lodge and let himself inside.

***

Margot seemed to be asleep. Or at least her eyes were closed.

Perhaps in pleasure. Reynald lay beside her, tucked under her arm as if it were a wing. He had his mouth on her nipple and was idly sucking it.

All about them were bedclothes and blankets. A bolster elevated the queen’s head, and she sighed in her sleep, enjoying the king’s touch even as she dreamed.

Shepherd waited at the entrance, watching husband and wife together, and waiting for the moment he’d be dismissed. Would it be for good this time?

Reynald caught sight of him and blinked slowly. Like a satisfied cat. Something built low in his belly, an unctuous mix of jealousy, rage, and something he couldn’t name that made his balls feel heavy. He might be one of those mounted beasts in the main hall by the time the winter holiday was done.

The flickering fire made the king’s skin golden. The soft light obscured his scars and highlighted the hard bands of muscle covering his body.

Beside him, Margot was soft. Her breasts were the softest thing on that plush bed, and he longed to settle his head on her belly. Surely he’d sleep then.

Hard and soft tangled together, and he wanted both. The fire must have given up soot because his throat was suddenly tight.

When the king did not rise from suckling his wife, he decided.

Walking to the other side of the bed, Shepherd climbed in beside Margot and gently set his lips at her nipple.

King Reynald stared back at him, but did not order him away.

It was warm here, in this bed shared by husband and wife. He closed his eyes, if only for a moment.

For just a moment, he’d allow himself this succor and not think of the wintry days and nights alone to come.

***
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Topped by the Fool: Medieval MMF Erotic Romance (The Queen's Men Book 4)

The fool claimed the monarch's seat. Tonight the king discovers what else he's willing to surrender.

It's Carnival, the one feast when the court may mock its sovereign, and Queen Marguerite has dressed her husband's double in motley and bells. King Reynald plays along — cedes his throne, stands among the squires, and watches the fool charm Margot at the high table. Reynald has endured worse for his people.

Then the fool's hand slips beneath the table, and the conqueror who scaled fortress walls is across the hall before he can think. He arrives jealous, and for one appalling moment cannot say of whom.

In the royal chambers, the fool unseats the king with the same sure hand that once breached the queen. Reynald never imagined being taken himself. Now he learns to yield, and grinds back for more. By firelight, Marguerite takes her pleasure astride her husband while the fool fills him in turn.

The king who knelt before no man has finally found one worth surrendering to.

Topped by the Fool is the 12,000-word fourth story in The Queen's Men, a five-part MMF historical erotic romance series. The books stand alone, but read in order for the sweet and filthy HEA awaiting the king, his queen, and the imposter who came between them.

Coming 10 August 2026 to eBook and Kindle Unlimited: elizabethroubaix.com/QM4
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Loaned to the Imposter King: Medieval Erotic Romance (The Queen's Men Book 1)

She agreed to bed a stranger to save her kingdom. She wasn't supposed to enjoy it.

King Reynald is dying. The sweating sickness has him flat on his back, there's no heir, and the nobles are restless. His solution is unthinkable: an identical imposter will take the throne and do what Reynald never could — get Queen Marguerite with child.

He looks exactly like her husband. Same jaw, same hands, same broad shoulders in the doorway of her bedchamber. But he leaves the candles burning. Her husband never cared to see her.

He plants his standard deep. Performs fealty before mounting the throne. Breaches her walls, floods the keep, and shows his queen what a royal staff can do when wielded by a man who wants her.

The kingdom needed an heir. What Marguerite got was worse: a reason to want the imposter on the throne forever.

Loaned to the Imposter King is the 10,000-word first story in The Queen's Men, a five-part MMF historical erotic romance series. The books stand alone, but read in order for the sweet and filthy HEA awaiting the king, his queen, and the imposter who comes between them.

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/QM1

***

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

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/filling

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/MatronsBundle

***

A Few Good Bucks: The Complete Series

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

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

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

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

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

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

Amazon: elizabethroubaix.com/BucksBundle
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