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In a land where the oceans roared with unyielding strength, there was a mighty Queen who ruled the seas. She was known to all as the Shark Queen, powerful, fierce, and commanding. Her beauty matched her strength, and her heart, though guarded, beat with the intensity of a thousand waves. But even the strongest of hearts could be shaken by the storms of life.

One evening, as the sea turned dark and wild, the Queen grew weary. Her strength, which had once carried her through battles and storms, began to falter. The waves no longer felt like a song of freedom but like a reminder of the weight she carried alone. The Queen longed for the one who had always been by her side, the one whose love was as steady and unshakeable as the shores.

Though far apart, the love between her and her King never wavered. And in that moment of doubt, when the Queen needed him the most, the King whispered to her heart through the wind.

"You are not alone," the voice of the King carried, like a gentle breeze over the waves. "My love for you is the calm that follows the storm, the strength you can draw upon even when you're standing alone. You are my Queen, and I stand beside you in every battle, every storm, and every moment of peace."

The Queen closed her eyes, feeling his love surround her. She could almost feel his touch, strong yet tender, the warmth of his presence wrapping around her like a blanket against the chill of her fears.

"I am always with you," the King’s voice echoed, "not just in the fierce storms, but in the quiet moments too. In every breath you take, in every step you make, I am there. You are never alone."

And just as the storm began to subside, the Queen smiled, knowing that her love her King was with her in spirit, unwavering, no matter the distance. She stood tall again, her strength renewed, knowing that their love was the force that could calm any storm, no matter how fierce.

With that, the Queen set her eyes on the horizon, ready for whatever came next, knowing that no matter the trials, her heart was always anchored in love.

...Days passed, and though his words carried her through the rough waters, the Queen longed for his arms, his warmth, his presence beside her. And then, one morning just before sunrise, she heard a familiar voice outside her chamber a voice that made her heart skip.

It was him. Her King had crossed the seas, pushed past every storm, just to be with her. The moment their eyes met, her strength returned. He held her, gently at first, helping her heal with his hands, his words, and the unshakeable energy of his love.

Every night, he was there by her side rubbing her back, holding her hand, whispering to her, “You don’t have to be strong alone anymore, my Queen. I’ve got you.”

But it was one late night, when the moon was full and silence wrapped around them, that the moment changed.

She awoke, her body aching not from pain, but from desire the deep, burning need to feel his love not just in spirit, but in flesh. She turned slowly and saw him there, asleep but close, his chest rising steadily as if he were dreaming of her.

Quietly, gracefully, like only a Queen could, she leaned in and kissed him softly on the lips just enough to stir him. Her hand moved down, slipping beneath the waistband of his pants, wrapping around the part of him that always belonged to her. He gasped, eyes fluttering open to find her gaze locked on him with that wild, fire-lit look he craved.

“Wake up, my King,” she whispered, her voice silk and smoke. “Your Queen needs to feel you... all of you.”

And in that room, under moonlight and shadows, the storm returned but it was no longer outside. It raged between their bodies. Every kiss was fire, every touch was electricity, every breath they took was shared as if they were one being. She took him with the intensity she always carried—the passion, the power, the need. He let her lead, let her claim him with heat and hunger, responding with groans of devotion.

“You're mine,” she growled. “Always,” he whispered.

Her favourite words echoed between gasps and moans “My Queen,” “Yours forever,” “No one touches you but me,” and “You make me lose control.” Over and over, until neither of them could hold back.

When the storm passed and they collapsed together in each other's arms, sweaty and breathless, he held her close, brushing the hair from her face.

“You bring me back to life,” he whispered. She smiled, resting her head on his chest. “And you... are the only one who makes me feel this alive.” From that night forward, the King never left her side.

Through every ache, every tired morning, every quiet tear she didn’t want anyone to see he was there. Cooking for her, massaging her shoulders, carrying her when she was too tired to walk, and reminding her every single day, "You’re still the Shark Queen. This is just a tide you’re riding through. And I’m swimming right beside you."

And day by day, she rose. Stronger. Louder. Smirking again. Laughing with that wild edge he adored. The sparkle returned to her eyes. The Queen who once ruled the waves with fire and elegance was back but sharper, wiser, reborn from the pain.

And on their final night together before he would return to his duties, he saw her standing on the balcony, moonlight glowing off her skin like silver silk, her body curved like the ocean herself. She turned to him, lips parted, eyes full of hunger.

She didn’t say a word. Just stepped toward him with that walk the one that promised both danger and heaven. He didn’t need asking.

They barely made it to the bed before her hands were under his shirt, nails trailing fire across his skin. His lips found her neck, biting just hard enough to make her gasp. And then she shoved him down, climbed on top, straddling him with a wicked grin.

"This is my night, my King," she growled, grabbing his manhood firmly, teasing him until he twitched with need. "You don’t leave this bed until I say so."

And gods, he didn’t want to.

She rode him slow at first, making him feel every inch of her heat, her hunger—then faster, harder, slamming into him while her hand found her own clit, rubbing it in tight circles as she moaned his name like a spell. He held her hips, thrusting up into her, deeper with every movement, letting her take everything.

The room was filled with the sounds of skin on skin, breathless groans, and the whispered filthy things only two lovers who knew each other’s bodies could say.

She leaned forward, biting his lower lip, sweat beading between them. "You think you can tame me, my King?"

He growled through clenched teeth, thrusting up harder. "I don’t want to tame you I want to watch you burn while I drown in you."

That pushed her over. Her head flew back, body trembling in climax, her cries shaking the walls. And just as she came, he followed spilling into her with a roar, hands gripping her thighs like she was his anchor in a storm.

They collapsed into a tangled, breathless mess. And as the fire calmed, he wrapped his arms around her and whispered against her ear, “You're not just my Queen... you're my religion.”

She smiled, exhausted, sated, and more alive than she’d felt in months. “Then worship me again in the morning.”

He grinned.

“Until the sea calls us back.”

The words lingered between them like salt on warm skin as the first hints of dawn painted the horizon in rose and gold. She traced a lazy finger down the centre of his chest, feeling the steady drum of his heart beneath her touch. He was still buried inside her, softening but unwilling to leave the heat of her body.

She clenched around him once, deliberately, and smiled when he hissed through his teeth.“Morning comes too soon, my King,” she murmured, voice husky from the night’s exertions.

“But you made a promise.”He opened his eyes, dark with renewed hunger. “I did. And I intend to keep it.”Before the sun had fully risen, he worshipped her exactly as she commanded.

He started slow, reverent lips brushing the sensitive skin beneath her ear, down the column of her throat, across the swell of her breasts. When he took a nipple into his mouth and sucked, she arched with a low moan, fingers threading through his hair to hold him there.

His hands explored every curve as though memorising her anew: the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips, the strong thighs that could command a ship or crush a man between them. He slid lower, kissing a trail down her stomach until his breath ghosted over her slick folds. “Let me taste my religion,” he whispered, then dragged his tongue through her centre in one long, slow stroke.

The Queen’s head fell back against the pillows, a sharp cry escaping her as he devoured her with devotion. Two thick fingers joined his mouth, curling just right while he sucked on her swollen clit.

She came hard on his tongue, thighs clamping around his head, hips rolling against his face as waves of pleasure crashed through her. But one release was never enough for the Shark Queen.

She pulled him up by his hair and kissed him fiercely, tasting herself on his lips. “Inside me. Now.”He obeyed without hesitation. Flipping her onto her stomach, he entered her from behind in one smooth thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

The angle made her gasp, fingers clawing at the sheets. He set a deep, punishing rhythm, one hand fisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks she would wear with pride.

“Fuck, you feel perfect,” he groaned. “So wet... so tight... made for me.”“Harder,” she demanded, pushing back against him. “Remind me who I belong to when you’re gone.”He gave her
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