
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
© 2015 Chera Zade

(Cover image:
Depositphotos.com/Demian)

All Rights Reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be
reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express
permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations
in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons, livior
dead, or places, events or locations is purely coincidental. The
characters are all productions of the author’s imagination.

Please note that this work is intended only for adults over the age
of 18 and all characters represented as 18 or
over.






Excerpt:

Col got to his feet, and she gasped with
surprise when he lifted her into his embrace. She seemed to pose no
burden to him as he carried her easily to the massive bed. Johanne
had already pushed back the curtains and pulled down the blankets,
so the bed was welcoming for her new husband.

It was equally welcoming for her new
husband’s father, as was Amé herself. She lay quietly after he
placed her in the middle of the soft mattress, spreading her legs
so he could kneel between them. His head lowering toward her aching
slit filled her with anticipation, and her stomach knotted with
tension as she waited for the moment of contact.

Amé moaned when his lips engulfed her mound,
sucking her puffed labia between them. A flood of moisture
saturated her folds and leaked into his mouth. When he hummed his
appreciation, the sound sent vibrations through her that made her
cry out.

The king tongued her slit before dipping
inside. He had made the appendage firm, and it glided easily
through her silken depths, honing in on her clitoris. She squealed
with pleasure when he sucked the nub gently, but more firmly than
Cateline had ever done. His tongue swirled around her clitoris as
he alternated licking and sucking her.

Col penetrated her sheath again with two
fingers, while worshipping her clit. She had never been filled
before while having stimulation to her nub, because she’d had to
keep her maidenhead. It was an intoxicating sensation, and her
climax built faster than she’d ever experienced. When he sucked
forcefully on her clit and surged into her with three thick
fingers, she came with a small scream that she hastily muffled with
her hand. He lapped her cunt until the last of her climax had
crested and waned. When she was a sated heap on the bed, he lifted
his head, looking smug.
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Princess Amé smoothed her brown curls,
brushed fetchingly to frame her face. Her lady’s maid, Johanne, had
been correct about the shorter length suiting her and bringing out
the tawny flecks in her green eyes. She allowed her lady-in-waiting
to remove the heavy crown from her head. “You may go for the night,
Cateline.”

“Thank you, Your Highness.” With a proper
curtsey, she left the sumptuous suite.

Left to her own thoughts, Amé paced the cold
stone floor in her thin slippers. The long hem of her fine linen
nightdress brushed against the floor as she walked. It was a
soothing sound, but did nothing to quell her anxiety.

The prince would be here any moment. Her new
husband would take her to the large bed on its platform in the
center of the room and make her his wife in every sense. She
shuddered a bit with dread at the thought.

Elric was not a man she would have chosen for
her spouse, had she been allowed any input—a laughable concept,
especially for a princess. As the ruler of France, her father had
used her to broker a treaty with the king of Luxenwold, her
marriage to its heir designed to strengthen the union. While she
was happy to see the war end, being sacrificed to ensure its
continuity hadn’t pleased her.

Still, she hadn’t complained. What good would
it have done? As the princess, it was her duty to do what her
father commanded, even if it meant taking a slightly built man as
her husband. It wasn’t so much Elric’s build, but more his manner,
that made her think of him as a boy instead of a man.

It was too bad he wasn’t like his father.
King Nicholas was a large man with inherent strength in every
movement or gesture. Unlike her own father, the king had led his
soldiers in battle throughout the war, and it showed in his solid
form. The long scar slashing across his eye and down his cheek only
served to make him more attractive.

She imagined he was bedding one of his
mistresses this evening. During her short time in the Luxenwold
court, she had heard he had a voracious sexual appetite and often
took more than one woman in an evening. His queen had died birthing
Elric, and he seemed to have no interest in remarrying, so she
supposed he took his pleasures where he could.

The thought of Nicholas bedding a wench made
her stomach clench, and her thighs tightened. Hard buds pressed
against the thin gown, and she wrapped her arms around her chest to
hide the evidence of her embarrassing arousal. She would have to
declare the sins of lust and envy to her confessor, because she
lusted for her father-in-law and envied whichever woman graced his
bed this evening.

Would Elric never arrive? The tension of
waiting for him was almost as awful as the task facing her. She
knew what would be expected of her, because her mother had told
her. Melisande was a sensual woman, and she had spared no detail
when it came to educating her daughter about the pleasures of the
flesh. Amé didn’t doubt it could be quite enjoyable with the right
partner, but she felt nothing for Elric.

He was a nice boy, and he had treated her
with courtesy and friendliness, but he was more interested in
training with his men than spending time with her. Amé didn’t
believe that would change. Nor did she think she imagined he had a
certain tender regard for his close confidant, the knight Godric.
Her mother had educated her about the various pairings between
males and females, so the idea didn’t shock her.

Still, if his preferences were for his own
gender, he would not be enthusiastic about their joining. It would
be stilted, brief, and likely painful. She regretted that, having
anticipated enjoying a full sexual relationship with her husband.
Perhaps she could take a discreet lover after providing an heir.
And there was always her dear friend Cateline, whose tongue was
magic…

The sound of the door opening broke off her
thoughts, and she took a deep breath to brace herself. Amé blinked
when she saw the king framed in the doorway. Automatically, she
dropped into a deep curtsey, aware of the way the neckline of the
gown gaped open as she did so. “Your Majesty.”

He inclined his head. “Good evening,
Amé.”

She was slightly startled by his informal
address, but didn’t protest. Instead, she bowed her head
respectfully and waited to see why he was in her chambers. It was a
blatant breach of decorum.

“Dear Amé, does your country have the custom
of primae noctis?”

She looked up with a small frown. “I have not
heard of it, sire.”

“Hmm.” He walked closer, his rough hands
peeking out from the long sleeves of the purple houppelande he wore
so dashingly. “I believe it is an English custom, but our people
follow it too. It is also known as First Night.”

She blinked, still not recognizing the
phrase. “I am unfamiliar with it, sire.”

“Primae noctis allows the ruling lord
to have first night with the brides in his kingdom.” His lips
curved slightly at her small gasp, drawing attention to the fine
threads of silver threading through his black beard and mustache.
“Of course, noblewomen are usually exempt.”

“Of course,” she said softly, licking her
lips as nervousness made her stomach quiver.

“I know we have not spoken much, my dear, but
would you permit me to be blunt with you?”

Amé nodded. “Of course, sire.”

“Please call me Col,” said Nicholas, with a
faint rasp his voice.

She nodded, but was rendered speechless by
the invitation. Only those closest to the king were given such an
honor, and being married to his only son didn’t automatically
bestow the privilege.

“I have come for your first night, Amé.”

She gasped again, much louder this time.
“I…Your Majesty, that is…”

He held up a hand, the ruby in his ring
sparkling in the light from the candelabra. “Speaking bluntly, I
assure you if we wait for Elric to break your maidenhead and put a
babe in your belly, you will die an untried maiden, and there will
be no heir for Luxenwold.”

“I…” She licked her lips. “I do not
understand, sire.”

He arched a brow. “Do you not? I thought you
more aware than that, my dear. It seems obvious to me that he has
an unusual attachment to Sir Godric.”

She swallowed and nodded just once. “You will
not turn him over to the Church, sire?”

He shook his head. “Nay, I shan’t. He is my
son, and I love him. I care naught for whom he takes to his bed,
except it affects the country’s future.”

“You need an heir.” She spoke as briskly as
she could manage, trying to sound businesslike.

“Aye. We must be discreet about Elric’s
preferences, so this is the most practical solution. I shall bed
you, and if timing is on our side, you shall carry an heir after
one night with me.”

Amé’s stomach clenched, but not solely with
anxiety. There was a healthy dose of anticipation mixed in. Still,
she made herself ask, “Why should you not marry again and beget
your own heir officially, sire?”

He gave her a sad smile. “I loved my wife,
Amé, and it took me a long time to even consider the notion of
taking a woman for any reason besides release. By then, Elric was
older and preparing to rule after my death. If I had more children
with a new queen, I would have to slight him to name one of them as
an heir. Otherwise, I would have to leave it to chance that one of
those children would have an heir to carry on after Elric’s
passing.”

She couldn’t keep from giving him a small
smile, warmed by his consideration for his son. “Since he shall not
provide an heir, you must do so in his stead. I do understand.”

“Are you afraid, Amé?”

She shook her head, though she was a bit
fearful.

“Do you understand what must happen for me to
break your maidenhead?”

She nodded. “My mother explained.”

“Excellent.” Slowly, Col slipped off the
ermine-lined houppelande and draped it over a table. “There are two
ways to proceed.”

“Yes, sire?”

“We can do the task quickly. It will be
painful for you, but over in just a few moments.”

She frowned. “And the alternative, sire?”

“I can make it pleasurable for you, sweeting,
but it will take more time, and a greater degree of intimacy.”

“Oh.” Pretending to think about it, so she
wouldn’t seem too eager, she tilted her head. After a moment, she
said, “I believe I should prefer pleasure to pain, sire.”

Nicholas smiled. “I had hoped that would be
your choice.” As he spoke, he continued disrobing, removing his
doublet, shirt, and one-piece hosen carefully. When he was bared to
her, his body told the story of a warrior. Scars marred his flesh,
and firm muscles rippled under his bronzed skin. A light pelt of
black hair covered his chest, narrowing downward over his abdomen
to stop at the thick nest of black curls cushioning his
manhood.

Amé stared at the king with appreciation. He
was probably two decades older than her own eighteen years, and a
contemporary of her father, but lacked the soft physique of her
father and many of the men at the French court. Her woman’s place
tingled and grew slick as she stared at his erect cock. It was
large and thick, but basically matched her mother’s description of
what to expect.

When the king closed the distance between
them, she shivered at the first light touch of his callused hands
against her bare shoulders. He stroked her sweetly before pushing
the gown down her arms and the rest of her body. When it pooled
around her feet, he placed a hand on her hip. “You are a stunning
beauty, Amé.”

She flushed at the praise. Chivalrous knights
and courtly noblemen had wooed her with pretty words, but none had
ever felt so honest or exciting as his simple declaration. “I thank
you, sire.”

“Col.”

She nodded.

“Say it. I wish to hear my name on your lips,
sweeting.”

Shyly, she said, “Col.”

He pulled her closer, until her bare torso
pressed into the soft hair of his. Cupping her chin in one hand, he
pulled up her face and lowered his. The first touch of his firm
lips against hers made her tremble. Though gentle, his was harder
than Cateline’s delicate kisses, and the feel of his facial hair
against her lips was oddly erotic.

His tongue probed the seam of her lips, and
she yielded to him. When his tongue breached her mouth, Amé stroked
it with her own, boldly sharing the kiss rather than submitting to
it. He made a sound that could have been surprise, but faded to a
groan when she placed a hand over his chest and raked her nails
lightly around his nipple.

The kiss seemed to last forever, and she was
in dire need of oxygen when they parted. Dragging in deep breaths,
she stared up at her king, proud of the naked need in his gaze. She
had inspired that.

He cupped her buttock with one hand, the
other still stroking her neck. “You kiss expertly for a
maiden.”

She blushed. “I have kissed another,
sire.”

Col frowned. “I should only care if your
maidenhead is intact, to ensure any heir is mine, but I find myself
unsettled by the notion of another man’s lips on yours.”

She trembled at the angry undertone, wishing
now she had not displayed some level of skill. “’Tis not what you
think, sire. My lady-in-waiting is my…companion.”

He blinked, and then a slow smile formed on
his face. “I have witnessed such acts among my consorts. I did not
realize highborn ladies indulged in such passions.”

 

She lifted a shoulder. “I am French. My
mother is a sensual woman, and she encouraged me to take Cateline
as a partner so I could have pleasure without the risk of losing my
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