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“IS THERE NO OTHER WAY?” I ask my husband, Prince Cynfael, heir to the throne.

“He has made his decree.” He throws the unfurled scroll onto our carved oak credenza. The signature of his father, the king, is at the bottom of the edict, swirled in heavy black ink.

With a lump in my throat I scan the words.

––––––––
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Their Royal Highnesses, Prince Cynfael and Princess Mida, will report to the Grand Hall at eventide...

––––––––
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Cynfael treads back and forth along the corridor of our castle. “We’ve been married for five cycles of the seasons and have not yet produced an heir.” With each step, his boots make a heavy thud against the stone floor. “He’s been patient with us, Mida. He wants to secure the line of succession.”

“I understand, but the Rite of Mating? Before the eyes of the court?”

Cynfael stops his pacing. “I’m not happy about it either, but he sees no alternative. He’s been in consultation with the Ministers of Vitality. They have determined this day, this night, to be your peak fecundity. We must perform the ritual to the satisfaction of the king, in full view of the kingdom, to ensure we are doing our due diligence.”

I glance toward the wing of our quarters. “Aren’t our private efforts enough? He has my ladies-of-the-bedchamber reporting on every instance of our martial congress. He’s even assigned me the kingdom’s wet nurses as aides, as if that might inspire me to spur my efforts.”

“His heart is of ice, even to his own family.”

I flail my arms. “And if we refuse?”

Cynfael hangs his handsome and weary head. His dark curls fall forward. He flips them back. “He will demand an annulment and I’ll be forced to wed another.”

Fighting the tears welling in my eyes, I clasp my arms. “Has he no mercy?” I mumble.

“His rules are harsh.” He approaches me. “If we conceive an heir by this garish charade, we won’t have to repeat it.” His compassionate kiss alights on my forehead. “May the stars align in our favor.”

***
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With the moon’s rising, we arrive at the palace in our carriage. I wear only a lace nightgown and silken robe. The prince is similarly attired in a nightshirt and robe. He holds my hand. It is a comfort but not romantic.

My ladies and his valet, Georg, support us as we disembark from the coach. The head chamberlain escorts us to the Grand Hall where the king and queen, perched on their thrones, await us.

We bow and curtsy. “Your Majesties.”

“I’m pleased you have come. May the line of succession come to fruition by the height of the moon.” The king’s voice is deep and stern but also excited. “Take your places. Your attendants may assist you.”

We proceed to a large mattress in the center of the open court. While it is grand in scale, it is plain with only sheets, a perfunctory pile of pillows, and no other dressing.

My maids and his valet take our robes. Cynfael and I face each other in our night clothes.

“You look lovely,” he says. His sentiment is genuine, though sheepish.

I glance at his groin. There is nothing to note. No bulge. No protrusion. No tent.

“Prepare them!” the king bellows.

At once, my maids remove my gown. Standing naked in the cold night air, my nipples tense. 

My maids on either side of me stroke the nubs and caress my breasts. “Princess Mida,” the one with raven hair whispers, “we will prepare you to take the prince easily and smoothly.”

I glance at their milk-swollen busts spilling over their scoop necklines. I glance at Cynfael who is eyeing them, too. At first, I’m envious, but then I realize it might help him along with this dastardly display.

Also helping him along is Georg, who has his hand under the prince’s nightshirt, tugging and squeezing him to attention. He glances up at the prince, who presses his mouth into a tight line. Georg stands and bows at the king. “The prince is ready, your Majesty.”

“Let us then proceed with the Rite of Mating!” the monarch orders.

Trumpets blare. A heavy door opens with a loud creak. A parade of nobles, men and women, finely dressed and holding ornate masks over their faces streams along the perimeter. The swishing of voluminous skirts and the clicking of heels reinforce their presence. They pack the space along the walls on all four sides, peering at us through eye holes. I find it horrifying, and yet, to my great surprise, arousing. 

In addition, the Ministers of Vitality make their grand entrance in their white capes and sit in a neat row beneath the king’s vantage point. They nod to each other and eye us like specimens.

My ladies help me recline back onto the bed against the pillows. They hook their arms under my knees, spreading me wide. The air hits my wetness and sends a tingle into my pelvis.

I whisper to them, “I appreciate your help, but the prince and I have done this before.”

“This is for show, your Highness,” explains the one with coppery hair. “The court must witness your union.”

I relent to their bracing.

With singular focus Cynfael homes in on my portal. 

Georg lifts the prince’s nightshirt.

My ladies gulp as his regal branch springs forth, thick and heavy. High-pitched gasps also rise from the gallery.

“Proceed!” the king bellows again.

Cynfael kneels on the bed and taps against my cleft, rubbing himself in the slickness there. He positions himself at my entrance and lingers. His eyes meet mine. Then, with a determined thrust, he enters me completely.

My hips tilt at the sudden fullness. My maids’ arms tighten around my legs.

I feel the length of him as he slowly pulls out then rams me. Again and again, he makes his foray. My breasts wobble with each smack of his hips against my buttocks. 

A sensual energy surrounds us, radiating from the borders of the room and converging at our intimate junction. I feel it lifting us and cheering us, even though the room is silent aside from our grunts of pleasure echoing against the vaulted ceiling.

We carry on with vigor, but completion eludes us. Perhaps it’s the artificial conditions. The pomp and circumstance. The extraneous participants. I note the nervous glances between my maids and Georg. Even the Ministers of Vitality lean forward from their gallery.

“Leave us,” Cynfael softly orders our servants, “but stand by.”

The ladies obediently release me. In line with Georg at the side of the bed, they all bow, then retreat, remaining at the ready near the row of ministers.

Cynfael pulls out, glistening with my passion. At full staff, he lays on the bed and urges me up. “Come, sit upon me.”

As directed, I straddle. I sink down. His fullness inside of me is a boon. With heat in my face, I turn toward the king, then I gaze out at the masked crowd. What debased low have I achieved, performing like a caged animal, out of duty and at the whim of the monarch? 

Despite my shame, something about the anonymity of the audience, the expectation of spectacle, and the permission to let go of my inhibitions fuels my desire. Every set of eyes upon me is a potential judge, but I make a conscious choice – I convert their scrutiny into sensual energy. A feeling of purpose and infinite power courses through me. The knot in my stomach dissolves.

A flood pours from my wellspring. I bring the prince’s hands to my chest. His squeezes rein me, guiding my rhythm and ride.  

As I grind against him, the pressure inside me mounts. He kisses my nipples. Relishing the sensation, and I collapse against his hands. More thrilled gasps emanate from the crowd.

I feel a hint of my cresting, though I’m seldom confident of when it happens. More importantly, my sweet prince hasn’t finished. 

“Spin around,” he says, coaxing my hips.

Without separating, I swivel. The new angle brings a novel pleasure. Supporting myself by clasping his ankles, I bounce my hips. My breasts jiggle with the momentum 

“Aaahhh, aaahhh,” he moans. I feel his thumbs in the cleft of my buttocks. They settle at the rim of my rear passage, stretching it ever so slightly.

My eyes wander into the masquerade in front of me. “Oh, oh, oh!” I cry out, playing to their lascivious appetite.

Directly in front of me, a platinum-haired man in a gold brocade waistcoat and breeches grips the stem of his mask. Even from behind his disguise, his intense stare penetrates me like a sword.

The prince presses deeper with his thumbs. I feel his fountainhead grow and throb inside me, followed by a rush of warm pulses. All the while, the stranger and I are locked in a fervent stare. He licks his lips, visible beneath his concealment, revealing his desire.

With a loud moan, Cynfael makes a final thrust and exhales. “It is done.” After croaking his gravely pronouncement, he lets his head fall back.

The king claps, and the spectators follow suit. My maids hurry to me. They urge me to lie down and place pillows under my hips. “We must make sure the royal seed takes root,” they explain. 

The ministers also rush over to examine me. They dip their gnarled fingers into the fluid inside. Satisfied at the outcome, they press my legs together as I lay tilted and upended. With clasped hands, they nod to each other and to my ladies.  

With a gentle twinkle of hope in their eyes, my handmaidens cover me with my robe. Meanwhile, Georg cleans the prince with a textured cloth.

The crowd files out, but even from my upside-down vantage point, I see the gentleman in the gold suit. Shuffling along with the throng, he fixes on me until he leaves the room. 
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