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	Content Warning




	All the King’s Men is an erotic novella based in a Medieval fantasy that has similarities to our own world but is not an exact replica. All characters are consenting adults and none of them share familial bonds. Content warnings for this novella are daddy kinks, age gaps, deep throating, raw anal, and mentions of war/battle. Enter or retreat at your own discretion. 




 


 


	Dear Reader,


	I hope you adore this short foray into the magical Kingdom of Perineia and the campy but sexy comparisons between King Arthur’s Court and Simeon of Emberhelm. If you want a more immersive experience, you can read the Glossary and the Titles section at the end of this book.


	If you enjoy saucy MM stories, please consider signing up for my newsletter. I offer free short stories, deleted scenes, product launches, and erotica sales for my loyal followers. Featured BDSM, kink, magical creatures, and obsessive love are the norm in my newsletters, and I’d love to share my salacious shorts with you.


	Hope to see your name on my mailing list soon!


	 


	XOXO,


	Monique Morgan


	 




	I


	Simeon cocked his head slightly as he looked passed the King’s arm to the map he had laid out before him. Typically, Simeon wasn’t privy to the King’s Council of War, but Simeon went where he was told and rarely asked questions. His job wasn’t to make King Faramund or any of his subjects’ lives more difficult, if anything, he was exclusively tasked with doing the opposite.


	“See that Duke Evander is given the new perimeters of the march,” Faramund sighed, waving his hand dismissively at the lords and soldiers around the table.


	It was a weary gesture, and one that made the King look far older than he was. He wasn’t a young man anymore, but it would be at least a decade before anyone could call him old. Still, silver hairs dotted his temples, and he let his shoulders slump when most of the men had left the war room. Only Simeon and a few attendants remained in the chamber, but Simeon waited patiently to be summoned, his hands clasped behind his back.


	“Emberhelm,” the King muttered, not even looking over his shoulder at Simeon as he motioned with his finger, his eyes still scanning over the map before him.


	Simeon obeyed with a graceful ease; his light brocaded robe swishing handsomely around his knees. He only wore the finest attire, all of it gifted to him, of course. He dressed according to other people’s preferences, but all of his tunics were tailored for mobility, the fabric taut across his chest, but billowy and loose along the arms and legs. He typically wore stockings and high boots to match the fashions of the time, but he steered away from heavier and more cumbersome outerwear. It covered too much of his body, and Simeon knew that he was on display anywhere he went within the kingdom.


	“Your Majesty,” Simeon said deferentially, bowing his head as he reached the King’s elbow. It took him a moment to reply, and Simeon did his best not to hover.


	“How long have you served as King’s Candour, Simeon?” Faramund asked, still staring at his map, his eyes raking over every mountain and field.


	“Five years, give or take,” Simeon replied smoothly, clasping his hands modestly in front of himself. Simeon always tried to radiate a calm and relaxed demeanour, keen on keeping his charges at ease whenever he was in their presence.


	“Five years…” Faramund echoed, rubbing his chin gently, his short beard hairs making a soft scratching noise as the King’s calloused fingers ran over them.


	King Faramund had such impressive hands, and they were much like his men’s—rough, worn, and strong. They were working hands, ones that bore responsibility gallantly, and could easily fit around a wrist or an ankle. Faramund was a man of books, but he met every battle the same as his soldiers, and he didn’t shy away from the ways of the sword. He wasn’t like his brother, Evander, who dove toward combat like a madman, but they could both fight. 


	“Then you would have joined my court when… about…” Faramund continued, thinking out loud as he pondered over his war table.


	“During the Barbarians’ Uprising, shortly before we travelled north, Ser,” Simeon supplied, not wanting to assume that the King didn’t know, but wanting to move the conversation along.


	"Ah, yes, Bear… Bear and his barbarians,” the King sighed, smiling lightly before finally turning to face Simeon. “So, you’re not unused to chaos ripping through every hall of this castle, are you?”


	“No, Ser. A… trial by fire, some would say,” Simeon answered, bowing slightly once again before meeting the King’s eye, a gentle smile spreading across his face.


	It had been some time since Simeon had thought about Bear, and he had to admit that it had not been easy going on the road with the King’s procession so quickly after he had been promoted to King’s Candour. His tasks were still so new to him then, and moving in a caravan full of men had been intimidating, though be it thrilling.


	Bear had not been a straightforward charge either, and after his day of passion with the man had ended, Simeon had been expected to ride a horse back to Perineia with the rear guard. It hadn’t been a comfortable trip, but with time and distance, Simeon could recall the march fondly now. It had been a trial by fire, but he had come out the other side of it unscathed.


	Faramund chuckled gruffly and pulled in a breath, seemingly heartened by Simeon’s easy expression.
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