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The Night Before Death




The first thing Ron noticed was the weight.


    

      It wasn’t pain. It wasn’t fear. It was weight. Heavy silk pressed against his skin. Layers upon layers, suffocating in their richness. The fabric clung to his arms, his chest, his legs—embroidered with threads that shimmered like liquid gold whenever he moved.

    


    

      He opened his eyes.

    


    

      Above him stretched a canopy of deep violet, embroidered with constellations he did not recognize. The air smelled faintly of incense and something colder beneath it—steel, perhaps, or winter.

    


    

      This was not his apartment. Ron’s last memory was the glow of his laptop screen at 3:17 a.m., the cursor blinking on the final line of a quarterly report that would never be submitted. His heart had stuttered, the room tilted, and then—nothing.

    


    

      Ron sat up abruptly.

    


    

      The bed beneath him was enormous, large enough for four people to sleep without touching. Velvet sheets pooled around his waist, dark as spilled wine. His hands trembled as he lifted them, staring at fingers that were longer, slimmer, paler than his own had ever been.

    


    

      Not his hands. His breath hitched.

    


    

      “No…” he whispered. His voice was different too. Lower. Smooth. Refined. Not his voice.

    


    

      Fragments crashed into his mind. Not memories. Knowledge. Arthur Hovertahrn—Crown Prince of Nabula Kingdom—male—twenty-three years old—unstable—violent—obsessed.

    


    

      Ron froze.

    


    

      Arthur Hovertahrn.

    


    

      He knew that name, because Arthur Hovertahrn was a character; a character in a book Ron had read only a week ago; a book he had stayed up until dawn to finish, cursing its ending even as exhaustion dragged his eyes closed. A book he had died reading.

    


    

      “No way,” he whispered. His heart pounded harder. He forced himself to breathe slowly.

    


    

      The Nabula Kingdom existed in a world with three genders: male, malae and malam. All of them are basically male in reality, but some of them will look too beautiful so they can be passed as women.

    


    

      Male could impregnate. Malae could conceive, but rarely. Malam were the most fertile of all.

    


    

      And Arthur was Male. Which meant—Ron’s stomach dropped—tonight was the wedding night. The beginning of everything. The beginning of Arthur’s death.

    


    

      A cold sensation crept down his spine.

    


    

      In the original story, Arthur had forced his husband to submit. Humiliated him. Claimed him like property. And in the morning, Victor killed him. Not immediately. Not loudly. But with quiet, merciless certainty: a blade through the heart.

    


    

      The rebellion followed. Victor became king. Victor fell in love. 

    


    

      Victor lived. Arthur died.

    


    

      Ron swallowed. He was Arthur now. Which meant, he was going to die tomorrow.

    


    

      A soft sound broke the silence. Fabric shifting.

    


    

      Ron’s body stiffened. He wasn’t alone. He turned slowly and saw him.

    


    

      Victor. Marshal Victor. His husband.

    


    

      Victor stood near the far side of the chamber, beside a tall window where moonlight poured in like silver water. His posture was straight, unyielding, his silhouette carved from shadow and light.

    


    

      He was still wearing his uniform. Not the ceremonial robes from earlier. His marshal’s uniform. Black. Severe. Functional. He hadn’t even bothered to pretend.

    


    

      Victor’s hair was silver, falling just past his shoulders, loose now instead of bound. His face was beautiful in the way of statues—precise, cold, untouched by warmth.

    


    

      His eyes met Ron’s. Sharp. Watchful. Not submissive. Never submissive.


 Victor was Malae. But there was nothing fragile about him. He looked like a blade waiting for the moment to strike.

    


    

      Ron’s pulse thundered.

    


    

      This was the man who would kill him. Not someday. Tomorrow.

    


    

      Victor said nothing. He only watched. Measured. Waiting.

    


    

      Ron’s mind raced.

    


    

      In the book, Arthur had spoken first. He had ordered Victor to kneel. Ordered him to obey. Ordered him to submit. That had been the final mistake. Ron knew the script. He knew exactly what would happen if he followed it. 

    


    

      He would die. His throat felt dry.

    


    

      Victor took a step forward. Slow. Controlled. Not hesitant.

    


    

      “I assume,” Victor said quietly, his voice low and calm, “you intend to give your orders now.”

    


    

      There was no fear in his tone. Only inevitability.

    


    

      Ron stared at him. This was it. The moment that decided everything.

    


    

      He could feel Arthur’s instincts lingering in his body like ghosts. The desire for control. For domination. For ownership.

    


    

      They whispered to him. Demanded obedience. Demanded Victor’s submission.

    


    

      But Ron was not 

      Arthur.

    


    

      Ron knew the future. He knew the consequences. And he knew one thing with absolute certainty.

    


    

      He did not want to die.

    


    

      Silence stretched between them.

    


    

      Victor’s gaze sharpened slightly. Suspicion.

    


    

      He was already noticing the difference. Of course he was. Victor was not a fool.

    


    

      Ron forced himself to speak, “No.”

    


    

      Victor stilled. The single word hung in the air.

    


    

      Victor’s eyes narrowed.


	 “No?” he repeated.

    


    

      Ron swallowed. His heart pounded so loudly he was certain Victor could hear it. He needed to say something. Something Arthur would never say. Something that would change the future. Something that would keep him alive.

    


    

      Ron looked directly into Victor’s eyes. “I don’t have any orders,” he said.

    


    

      Victor’s expression did not change. But something shifted. Subtle. Dangerous.

    


    

      “Is that so,” Victor said. It wasn’t a question.

    


    

      Ron forced himself to remain still. To not look away.

    


    

      He remembered how the story described Victor. Proud. Unyielding. A man forced into marriage for the sake of a dying kingdom. A soldier, not a consort.

    


    

      Victor did not want this. He did not want Arthur. He never had. And Arthur had repaid that unwillingness with cruelty.

    


    

      Ron inhaled slowly.

    


    

      If he wanted to survive, he needed to become someone Victor would not kill. Or at least… someone Victor would hesitate to kill.

    


    

      Victor stepped closer. Close enough that Ron could see the faint scar along his jaw. Close enough to feel the cold authority radiating from him.

    


    

      “You’ve been waiting your entire life for this night,” Victor said quietly.

    


    

      Ron froze.

    


    

      Arthur had. Arthur had been obsessed with this moment. With possessing Victor. With proving his dominance.

    


    

      Victor leaned slightly closer. “And now,” Victor murmured, “you hesitate.”

    


    

      Ron met his gaze.

    


    

      Victor was testing him. Watching for weakness. For deception. For the monster Arthur had always been.

    


    

      Ron’s mind screamed warnings. Careful. Careful. Careful. Because somewhere inside Victor’s calm exterior was the man who would drive a blade into his heart.

    


    

      Ron forced himself to relax his shoulders. “To be honest,” Ron said softly, “I expected to feel differently.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes flickered. Not with softness. But with curiosity. Dangerous curiosity.

    


    

      “How?” Victor asked.

    


    

      Ron hesitated. Because the truth was impossible. Because he didn’t know how to explain that he had died once already. That he knew exactly how this story ended.

    


    

      “That I would feel victorious,” Ron said instead.

    


    

      Victor studied him. Silent. Searching.

    


    

      “And do you?” Victor asked.

    


    

      Ron held his gaze. “No.”

    


    

      The word was barely more than a whisper. But it was real.

    


    

      Victor did not respond immediately. The silence deepened. Thick. Heavy. Uncertain.

    


    

      Ron realized something then. This was not the Victor from the later chapters. Not yet. This Victor had not rebelled. Had not become king. Had not fallen in love.

    


    

      This Victor was still trapped. Still bound. Still standing in a marriage he had never chosen.

    


    

      Ron’s chest tightened. This man was not his enemy. Not yet. But he would be.

    


    

      Unless Ron changed the story. Unless Ron changed himself.

    


    

      Victor straightened slightly.

    


    

      The distance between them returned. But the tension remained.

    


    

      “You should sleep,” Victor said. Not gentle. Not cruel. Just factual.

    


    

      Ron blinked. That hadn’t happened in the book. Arthur had never been told to sleep.

    


    

      Arthur had taken. Demanded. Forced. And paid for it with his life.

    


    

      Ron nodded slowly. “Yes,” he said.

    


    

      Victor turned away. Returning to the window. Returning to his watch. Like a guard. Not a husband.

    


    

      Ron lay back against the pillows. His heart still raced. 

    


    

      Tomorrow. He was supposed to die tomorrow. But tonight had already changed.

    


    

      Ron stared up at the unfamiliar canopy. His mind burned with a single, desperate thought. 

    


    

      He didn’t want to die again. He didn’t care about Arthur’s pride. He didn’t care about Arthur’s obsessions. He only cared about survival.

    


    

      And if survival meant becoming someone else, then so be it.

    


    

      Behind him, Victor stood in silence. Watching the night. Watching him. Waiting.

    


    

      For now, Ron closed his eyes. But sleep did not come easily. Because somewhere in the darkness, fate was already shifting.

    


    

      And for the first time since entering this world, Arthur Hovertahrn did not follow the script.
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The Choice Between Two Hell




Ron lay motionless beneath the suffocating weight of silk and fate, his eyes fixed on the unfamiliar constellations embroidered above him. Every breath felt fragile, borrowed, temporary.


    

      He was alive for now.

    


    

      Behind him, Victor had not moved. He stood by the window like a silent sentinel, neither husband nor companion—only a marshal enduring an unwanted sentence.

    


    

      Ron’s mind churned. He had already changed the script. Victor had not knelt. Arthur had not commanded.

    


    

      Nothing had happened. That should have been good. Shouldn’t it?

    


    

      If nothing happened, Victor would have no reason to kill him. If nothing happened—

    


    

      Warning! Out of character detected.

    


    

      The voice exploded inside his head.

    


    

      Ron’s body jerked upright.

    


    

      It wasn’t sound. Not exactly. It bypassed his ears entirely, vibrating directly inside his skull—cold, mechanical, inhuman.

    


    

      Script deviation: 30%.

    


    

      Ron’s breath caught. What—

    


    

      Correction required.

    


    

      His heart began to pound. No. No, no, no—

    


    

      Punishment initiated.

    


    

      Pain came. Not gradually. Not mercifully. It arrived all at once.

    


    

      Ron screamed in silence.

    


    

      His entire body seized as invisible electricity tore through him, violent and absolute. Every nerve ignited at once, fire racing beneath his skin, forcing his muscles into rigid, uncontrollable spasms.

    


    

      It was worse than pain. It was violation.

    


    

      His fingers clawed into the sheets, his back arching violently as the shock consumed him from spine to skull.

    


    

      

    


    

      

    


    

      “Electric—shock—?!” he choked.

    


    

      Another surge hit. Stronger. Ron’s vision fractured into white.

    


    

      “FUCK—!!!”

    


    

      The word ripped from his throat, raw and helpless. His heart felt like it might explode. His lungs refused to obey him. His teeth clenched so hard his jaw screamed in protest.

    


    

      This wasn’t dying. This was worse.

    


    

      Dying had been quiet. This was merciless.

    


    

      “Hold—on—hold—FUCK—!!! WHAT THE FUCKING HELL—!!!”

    


    

      His body betrayed him completely, convulsing against his will.

    


    

      He clawed the sheets. Convulsed. Couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. Couldn’t exist.

    


    

      Then it stopped. Just as suddenly.

    


    

      Ron collapsed forward, gasping, shaking, drenched in cold sweat. Phantom current still crawled under his skin. Cold sweat soaked his neck, his chest, his back.

    


    

      He sucked in air like a drowning man breaking the surface.

    


    

      First punishment complete.

    


    

      The voice returned. Calm. Indifferent. Inhuman.

    


    

      Ron’s fingers trembled. He didn’t want to hear it. He didn’t want it to exist.

    


    

      Time limit: five minutes.

    


    

      His stomach dropped.

    


    

      Objective: Spend the wedding night with the male lead.

    


    

      Ron froze. No. No—No.

    


    

      Failure to comply will result in additional punishment.

    


    

      His hands clenched weakly in the sheets.

    


    

      “What the hell…?” he whispered hoarsely. His voice barely existed.

    


    

      The system did not respond. 

    


    

      It did not need to because Ron understood.

    


    

      He wasn’t just inside the story. He was inside a prison. A prison with rules. A prison that could hurt him. A prison that would hurt him. If he didn’t obey.

    


    

      Ron’s chest rose and fell rapidly, panic clawing up his throat.

    


    

      Five minutes. 

    


    

      Five minutes to make Victor follow the script. To spend the wedding night. To do what Arthur had done. Or suffer again.

    


    

      His body still remembered the pain. Still feared it. Still trembled from it. 

    


    

      He couldn’t endure that again. He wouldn’t survive it.

    


    

      Slowly, Ron lifted his head.


 Victor was still there. Still by the window. Still watching the night. Unaware. Or perhaps pretending to be.

    


    

      Ron stared at his back.

    


    

      This man would kill him tomorrow. But tonight, Ron had no choice. Not anymore.

    


    

      His voice came out hoarse, “Victor.”

    


    

      Victor did not turn immediately but Ron saw it. The slight shift in his shoulders. The awareness.

    


    

      Victor turned slowly. Moonlight cut across his face, illuminating eyes that were sharp, intelligent, and already suspicious.

    


    

      “Yes,” Victor said calmly.

    


    

      Ron’s throat tightened. The system’s presence lingered in his mind.

    


    

      Waiting. Watching. Ready to punish.

    


    

      Ron swallowed. His fingers clenched into the silk sheets. His heart pounded—not with desire, but with fear. Fear of pain. Fear of death. Fear of something far worse.

    


    

      He had wanted to change the story. But now, the story was forcing him to change.

    


    

      Ron met Victor’s gaze and realized—for the first time since waking in this world—he was no longer in control.

    


    

      Ron’s body still trembled. The pain hadn’t returned—but the memory of it lingered. It clung to his nerves like a phantom parasite, waiting for the next excuse to strike.

    


    

      Inside his head, the silence was worse. Because he knew it wasn’t gone.

    


    

      It was waiting. Counting. Judging.

    


    

      Five minutes. Five minutes to obey or suffer again.

    


    

      Ron lowered his gaze, staring at his hands. They were steady now. Elegant. Powerful. Hands that belonged to a prince, not an overworked office slave who had died alone in front of a monitor.

    


    

      He let out a slow, shaking breath. Better to die tomorrow than endure that again.

    


    

      At least death was quick—ended. That electricity was torture.

    


    

      His throat tightened. He lifted his eyes.

    


    

      Victor stood beneath the moonlight like a figure carved from iron and frost. His uniform hugged his form perfectly—broad shoulders, narrow waist, long legs grounded in absolute certainty.

    


    

      Ron had never seen a body like that before. Not in real life. Not in mirrors. Not in his own miserable existence.

    


    

      Victor was beautiful. Dangerously so.

    


    

      Ron’s lips parted slightly.  At least before he died, he could have this. He could experience something he had never even dreamed of. Something he could carry with him, even into hell.

    


    

      A bitter, fragile laugh echoed silently in his chest. Yeah. He could brag about it. Even in hell.

    


    

      The system’s countdown pulsed in his mind.

    


    

      Time remaining: three minutes.

    


    

      Ron swallowed.

    


    

      His fear hardened. His hesitation died.

    


    

      If he had to play Arthur—then he would play him.

    


    

      Ron lifted his chin. When he spoke, his voice was no longer Ron’s. It was Arthur’s. Cold. Commanding. Unquestionable.

    


    

      “Strip.”

    


    

      The word fell into the chamber like a blade.

    


    

      Victor did not move. Silence stretched.

    


    

      But Victor did not look surprised. He did not look confused. He only looked… resigned.

    


    

      Of course Victor had always known this would happen.

    


    

      This marriage had never been about love. Never about choice. Only duty. Only survival.

    


    

      Victor’s eyes met his. Calm. Accepting. Like a soldier stepping onto an execution field.

    


    

      The system’s presence pressed harder.

    


    

      Time remaining: two minutes.

    


    

      Ron’s stomach twisted. Victor still hadn’t moved.

    


    

      Panic flared. What if he refused? What if the system punished him again?

    


    

      Ron’s fingers curled into the sheets. He forced the words out. 

    


    

      “Strip,” he repeated, colder this time. “And come here.”

    


    

      Victor’s expression did not change. But something behind his eyes dimmed. Not fear. Not weakness. Something quieter. Something heavier.

    


    

      Ron’s heart pounded violently. Inside, he was screaming. Come on. Come on, damn it— Move. Move! Or should I do it for you? he almost said—but the words caught in his throat.

    


    

      The system pulsed again.

    


    

      Time remaining: 60 seconds.

    


    

      Cold dread flooded him.

    


    

      Inside his head, Ron was no longer a prince. He was prey.

    


    

     Come on, you bastard! I don’t want that shock again! His breathing grew shallow.

    


    

      Victor finally moved. Slowly. Deliberately.

    


    

      His fingers rose to the clasp of his uniform. He did not rush. He did not hesitate. He simply obeyed.

    


    

      Not because he wanted to. But because he had to. Because this was his role. Because this was his fate.

    


    

      The faint sound of metal unclasping echoed louder than thunder in Ron’s ears.

    


    

      Each movement was precise. Controlled.

    


    

      Victor never looked away. Never lowered his gaze.

    


    

      If he felt humiliation, he did not show it.

    


    

      If he felt hatred, he buried it deep.

    


    

      He stepped forward. Once. Twice. Closer. Closer.

    


    

      Until he stood beside the bed, within Ron’s reach.

    


    

      The system fell silent. Watching. Waiting.

    


    

      Ron’s heart pounded so violently it hurt.

    


    

      This was it. This was the moment that sealed his death. The moment Arthur had chosen control over mercy. The moment Victor had chosen revenge over submission.

    


    

      Ron stared at him. At the man who would kill him. At the man he was about to claim.

    


    

      Fear and something darker twisted together inside his chest.

    


    

      He had chosen this. Not for power. Not for pride. But to survive.

    


    

      Even if survival only lasted one more day.

    


    

      Even if tomorrow—

    


    

      He died.

    











System Judgment




Thirty seven seconds.


    

      The number burned inside Ron’s head. Not spoken. Not heard. Etched. Carved. Condemning.

    


    

      Victor stood before him, close enough that Ron could feel the heat of his body through the cold night air. Close enough that Ron could see every detail—the calm in his eyes, the restraint in his posture, the quiet acceptance of what he believed was inevitable.

    


    

      Not submission. Endurance.

    


    

      Victor was enduring him. Ron’s jaw tightened. His heart slammed violently against his ribs.

    


    

      This was wrong. All of it was wrong. He didn’t want to do this because of fear. He didn’t want to be controlled. He didn’t want to be punished. He didn’t want—

    


    

      Thirty six seconds.

    


    

      The system pulsed again. Watching him like livestock.

    


    

      Something inside Ron snapped.

    


    

      “Fuck it,” he whispered.

    


    

      His voice trembled—not with weakness, but with fury. His fingers clenched tightly in Victor’s uniform.

    


    

      “I am going to kill you,” he hissed under his breath. “You hear me? I’m going to kill you, you fucking system.”

    


    

      The numbers did not stop.

    


    

      Thirty four seconds.

    


    

      It didn’t care. It only wanted obedience. Not consent. Not choice. Not humanity.

    


    

      Obedience.

    


    

      Ron’s vision burned. He wasn’t Arthur. He wasn’t their puppet. He wasn’t—

    


    

      His hand shot forward. He grabbed Victor by the collar and shoved him backward.

    


    

      Victor’s body hit the bed with a heavy thud, silk sheets collapsing beneath him like dark water. Surprise flashed across Victor’s face—not fear, not panic—but something sharper.

    


    

      Ron leaned over him immediately, driven by anger, fear, desperation—emotions tangled so tightly he could no longer separate them.

    


    

      Their mouths crashed together. Not seduction. Collision.

    


    

      Victor stiffened for half a heartbeat. Then he let it happen. Not returning it. Not fighting it. Just… allowing it.

    


    

      Ron kissed him like a man drowning and furious about the water.

    


    

      The system’s countdown roared in Ron’s skull.

    


    

      Ten seconds.

    


    

      Ron knew, this wasn’t mercy. This was only a stay of execution. Tomorrow the blade was still waiting.

    


    

      Nine seconds.

    


    

      Tonight he had to become the monster the story demanded.

    


    

      Just to keep breathing until dawn.

    


    

      Eight seconds.

    


    

      And then—silence. Complete. Absolute.

    


    

      The number froze.

    


    

      Ron felt it. The shift. The judgment. The decision.

    


    

      He broke the kiss, breathing hard against Victor’s mouth.

    


    

      Victor’s breath ghosted against his lips, steady despite everything. His hands had not pushed Ron away. But they had not pulled him closer either.

    


    

      “I’m sorry,” he whispered—so quiet even he barely heard it.

    


    

      Victor didn’t answer. He never had. He simply waited. Like always.

    


    

      And Ron hated how much that hurt. More than the electricity ever could.

    


    

      Hated the system most of all.

    


    

      The voice returned. Cold. Mechanical. Victorious.

    


    

      New task assigned.

    


    

      Ron’s stomach dropped.

    


    

      Objective: Spend the wedding night with the male lead.

    


    

      His hands trembled slightly where they rested against Victor’s chest.

    


    

      Duration requirement: Full night cycle.

    


    

      Ron’s teeth clenched. Of course it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. Inside his mind, Ron snarled. 

    


    

      “Fuck you,” he whispered. Not to Victor. To it. To the thing that owned his fate.

    


    

      Victor’s eyes searched his face now. Closer than ever before. Studying him. Confused. Suspicious. Because something about Arthur Hovertahrn was wrong tonight.

    


    

      Ron could see it.

    


    

      Victor didn’t understand. He didn’t know about the voice. The pain. The prison inside Ron’s skull. He only saw a prince forcing a moment neither of them had chosen.

    


    

      Ron slowly pulled back, just enough to breathe. Just enough to see him clearly.

    


    

      Victor’ silver hair fanned across pillow and soft against the violet sheets. His chest rose and fell steadily, controlled even now.

    


    

      Ron’s new body reacted instantly—heat pooling low, a thick, insistent ache. The word echoed in his mind like a drum. He could impregnate. Victor, as a Malae, could carry, though the texts had been cruel about their low fertility. The kingdom’s birth rates had been collapsing for decades; that was why every noble pairing was arranged at birth, consummated on command, and monitored like livestock.

    


    

      Ron leaned closer again, his voice low—barely more than a breath. “This night,” he said quietly, more to himself than anyone else, “is a curse.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes flickered. Just slightly.

    


    

      The system did not respond. It didn’t care about curses. It only cared about completion.

    


    

      Ron closed his eyes briefly.

    


    

      One night. He only had to survive one night.

    


    

      Tomorrow he could die.

    


    

      But tonight, he belonged to the script.

    


    

      “Your Highness,” Victor whispered, voice tight. “If you mean to take what is yours, then do it quickly. I will not fight you.”

    


    

      Ron realized something then. The system could force his actions. But it could not control his heart, he thought, a dark, reckless grin tugging at his lips, if I’m going to die tomorrow, I’m going to make tonight count.


    

      Arthur leaned closer, lips almost brushing Victor’s ear. “I don’t want quick, Marshal. I want you to remember every second of this night. I want you to feel so good you forget how much you hate me.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes snapped open—storm-gray, furious, and startled. “What game is this?”

    


    

      “No game.” Arthur slid one hand beneath the uniform, palm skating over warm skin, feeling the rapid flutter of Victor’s heart. “I know what I am. I know what they call me. But tonight I’m going to fuck you like a man who’s running out of tomorrows. And I’m going to put a child in you, Victor. A prince. My prince.”

    


    

      Victor’s cheeks flushed dark. “Malae rarely conceive—”

    


    

      “Then we’ll try until it takes.” Arthur’s voice dropped to a growl. “And you will come for me. Loudly. Until the whole damn palace hears how thoroughly their marshal submits.”

    


    

      He didn’t wait for permission. He captured Victor’s mouth in a kiss that was hungry, deliberate, and far too skilled for the mad prince the marshal had been dreading. Victor made a shocked sound that melted into a moan when Arthur’s tongue traced the seam of his lips and pushed inside.

    


    

      Arthur’s hands moved with purpose—untangling, baring Victor’s body to the candlelight. The marshal was lean and battle-hardened, every muscle carved by years of war, yet his skin was satin-soft where it mattered. Arthur kissed down the column of his throat, teeth grazing the pulse point, then lower, sucking a mark just above Victor’s heart.

    


    

      Victor’s fingers tangled in Arthur’s dark hair, torn between shoving him away and pulling him closer.

    


    

      “You’re… different.”

    


    

      Arthur murmured against Victor’s sternum. “Death makes a man honest.”

    


    

      He found Victor’s nipples—small, dusky, already peaked—and lavished them with tongue and teeth until the marshal was arching, biting back whimpers. Lower still, Arthur mapped the ridges of Victor’s abdomen, the sharp cut of his hips, until he reached the hard length straining between Victor’s thighs.

    


    

      Arthur wrapped his hand around it, stroking slow and firm. “Look at you. Already leaking for me. Your body knows what it wants even if your mind is still fighting.”

    


    

      Victor’s hips jerked. “Bastard—”

    


    

      “Your bastard, tonight.” Arthur lowered his head and took Victor into his mouth in one smooth glide.

    













The Night That Change Everything




Ron knew what he had chosen. Not because the system demanded it. Not because Arthur would have done it. But because tomorrow, he would die.


    

      And before that happened, he refused to leave this world as a ghost inside someone else’s cruelty.

    


    

      The sound Victor made was broken, beautiful. His thighs trembled; his fingers tightened in Arthur’s hair. Arthur worked him with ruthless patience—sucking, licking, humming around the thick shaft until Victor was gasping, hips stuttering, trying not to thrust.

    


    

      Victor’s breathing was steady, controlled—but Ron could see the tension in his shoulders, the readiness. Like a soldier bracing for impact.

    


    

      Ron’s chest tightened.


	This man had done nothing wrong. He had been born into a dying kingdom. Forced into a marriage he never wanted. Offered like a solution to a problem he didn’t create. And now forced to endure a husband he did not choose.

    


    

      What could he say? Sorry I’m about to become the man you’ll kill tomorrow? Sorry I’m trapped just like you? Sorry I don’t have a choice? None of it mattered.

    


    

      Instead, Ron did the only thing he could. He slowed down.

    


    

      When Victor was right on the edge, Ron pulled off with a wet pop. “Not yet.”

    


    

      He rose, shedding the last of his own clothing. His cock—heavy, flushed, already beading at the tip—curved proudly against his stomach. Victor’s gaze locked onto it, pupils blown wide.

    


    

      Arthur pushed Victor’s knees apart and settled between them. He slicked his fingers with the scented oil left on the bedside table—rose and sandalwood—and pressed one inside the tight, untouched heat of Victor’s body.

    


    

      Victor hissed, then moaned as Arthur crooked the finger just right.

    


    

      “Relax for me,” Ron whispered, adding a second finger, scissoring gently.

    


    

      Deviation detected. 

    


    

      Ron’s eyes snapped open.

    


    

     Emotional tone incompatible with original Arthur Hovertahrn character profile. 

    


    

      Victor’s lashes were lowered, lips parted, breathing uneven for the first time since they started. His body—battle-scarred, disciplined, perfect—had begun to respond. Not eagerly. Not passionately. But honestly. A faint flush along his collarbones. Hips shifting unconsciously toward Ron’s hand where it stroked between his thighs. A soft, involuntary sound caught in his throat when Ron’s fingers found the right rhythm inside him.

    


    

     Current interaction registers as mutual pleasure. Unacceptable.

    


    

      Victor was… feeling it.

    


    

      And the system hated that.

    


    

      Corrective directive issued: Break the Malae. Humiliate. Degrade. Force verbal submission.

    


    

      Ron’s stomach turned to ice.

    


    

      Pleasure must be conditional on obedience and shame.

    


    

      Ron wanted to keep going like this.

    


    

      Wanted to prepare him properly—slow stretches, more oil, careful curls against that spot until Victor forgot to be a soldier for five fucking minutes. Wanted Victor to come at least once before Ron even thought about pushing inside. Wanted, stupidly, for this not to be another wound.

    


    

      Failure to comply within the next three minutes will result in level-two neural correction.

    


    

      But the system didn’t care what Ron wanted.

    


    

      It wanted the original script. It wanted cruelty. It wanted Arthur.

    


    

      Ron’s hand stilled between Victor’s legs. Rage burned through his chest.

    


    

      “What are you?” he whispered bitterly in his mind. “Some kind of sick cameraman?”

    


    

      Victor’s brows drew together slightly—confusion, not anger. “Your Highness…?”

    


    

      Ron swallowed the bile in his throat. 


He couldn’t let Victor enjoy this freely. Not if he wanted to avoid another round of white-hot agony ripping through every nerve.

    


    

      He hated himself already.

    


    

      But he hated the system more.

    


    

      So he leaned down, lips brushing the shell of Victor’s ear, voice dropping into something darker, rougher—something that sounded like Arthur but tasted like poison in his own mouth.

    


    

      “You think this feels good?” he murmured. “You think your body opening for me like a whore is something to be proud of?”

    


    

      Victor tensed instantly. The haze in his eyes fractured.

    


    

      Ron forced his fingers deeper—slow, deliberate, still stroking that spot—but now he twisted just enough to make it borderline too much.

    


    

      Victor’s breath hitched. His thighs trembled.

    


    

      Ron kept talking. Low. Cruel. Filthy.

    


    

      “Look at you. Marshal Victor. The kingdom’s unbreakable blade. And here you are—legs spread, dripping on my fingers like some desperate malae bitch in heat. Did you practice for this in front of a mirror? Did you touch yourself thinking about your prince finally claiming what’s his?”

    


    

      Victor’s jaw clenched. He didn’t answer. But his cock—still hard, still leaking—twitched violently against Ron’s palm.

    


    

      Ron hated how his own body reacted to that. Hated that part of him still wanted to make Victor feel good.

    


    

      He circled the head of Victor’s cock with his thumb, smearing the wetness, then squeezed—hard enough to sting, not enough to hurt.

    


    

      Victor sucked in a sharp breath.

    


    

      Ron smiled. It felt like a snarl.

    


    

      “You don’t get to come yet,” he said. “Not until you beg for it. Not until you admit what you are tonight.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes flashed—anger, humiliation, something dangerously close to tears he would never let fall.

    


    

      “I will not—”

    


    

      Ron crooked his fingers sharply.

    


    

      Victor’s back bowed off the bed. A choked sound tore from his throat.

    


    

      “You will,” Ron whispered. “Because if you don’t, I will stop. And you stay like this—aching, empty, humiliated, dripping for a male 

      you hate. All night. Until morning. Until everyone in this palace knows their proud marshal spent his wedding night humping the sheets like an animal in rut, begging for nothing.”

    


    

      Victor’s breathing came in short, ragged bursts.

    


    

      Ron moved his hand again—slow, torturous strokes inside, feather-light touches outside. Never enough. Always pulling back right when Victor’s hips started to chase.

    


    

      “Say it,” Ron ordered, voice cold even though his own pulse was roaring. “Say ‘please, Your Highness, let your worthless malae husband come.’”

    


    

      Victor’s fingers dug into the sheets so hard the silk tore. Silence.

    


    

      Ron slowed even more. Almost stopped.

    


    

      Victor’s hips jerked helplessly toward the touch that wasn’t there anymore. A low, broken sound escaped him—not quite a whimper. Not yet.

    


    

      Ron leaned closer.

    


    

      “Three seconds,” he said softly. “Or I pull my fingers out and leave you like this. Aching. Needy. Untouched. While I sleep beside you like none of this ever happened.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes closed.

    


    

      One tear slipped free—not from pain. From fury. From shame. From the unbearable truth that his body was betraying him.

    


    

      He opened his mouth. Voice hoarse. Shaking.

    


    

      “…Please.”

    


    

      Ron’s heart cracked. He didn’t want this. He didn’t want any of this.

    


    

      But the system had gone silent again. Watching. Satisfied.

    


    

      Ron pressed a kiss—almost gentle—to Victor’s temple. The only apology he could give without words.

    


    

      Then he moved his hand faster. Deeper. Harder.

    


    

      Victor shattered with a raw, wounded cry—back arching, thighs clamping around Ron’s wrist, seed spilling hot and endless across his own stomach.

    


    

      Ron didn’t stop touching him through it. Didn’t let the pleasure turn cruel.

    


    

      He kept the rhythm steady, soothing, until Victor’s body finally went limp—trembling, spent, breathing in shallow gasps.

    


    

      Ron didn’t let Victor come down. Not fully. Not ever.

    


    

      The moment Victor’s body stopped shaking from the first forced orgasm, Ron flipped him onto his stomach, knees pushed wide, chest pressed to the ruined sheets. He slicked himself again with the rose-scented oil—slow, deliberate—letting Victor hear every wet sound.

    


    

      Victor’s breathing was still ragged. His silver hair stuck to his sweat-damp neck. His fists clenched the pillow so hard the fabric split.

    


    

      Ron leaned over him, chest to back, cock nudging against the slick, trembling entrance he’d already worked open.

    


    

      “Marshal,” he murmured, lips brushing the shell of Victor’s ear, “I’m going to breed you tonight.”

    


    

      Victor’s entire body locked.

    


    

      Ron pushed in—slow at first, letting him feel every thick inch splitting him open again. Victor’s breath punched out in a sharp, involuntary sound.

    


    

      “How many babies do you think we’ll have?” Ron continued, voice low and mocking even as he rolled his hips in a deep, grinding circle. “Three? Four? Or should I keep going until your belly rounds so much you can’t even buckle your sword belt anymore?”

    


    

      Victor snarled into the pillow.

    


    

      “Shut—up—”

    


    

      Ron laughed—soft, cruel—and thrust harder. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the chamber.

    


    

      “You don’t get to tell me to shut up,” he said, fingers digging into Victor’s hips hard enough to bruise. “Not when you’re clenching around me like you never want me to leave.”

    


    

      Victor’s back arched despite himself. A choked moan escaped before he could bite it back.

    


    

      Ron reached beneath him, wrapped a hand around Victor’s aching cock—already leaking again—and gave one slow, torturous stroke.

    


    

      “Oh—you want to come?” Ron’s voice dropped to a dark purr. “Beg me, Marshal. Use those pretty words you save for giving orders on the battlefield.”

    


    

      Victor’s teeth ground together so hard Ron could hear it.

    


    

      “I won’t—”

    


    

      Ron stopped moving. Completely. Buried to the hilt, but still.

    


    

      Victor’s hips jerked backward instinctively—searching, desperate.

    


    

      Ron squeezed the base of Victor’s cock. Hard.

    


    

      “Wrong answer.”

    


    

      Victor’s whole body shuddered. A low, furious whine slipped out.

    


    

      Ron waited. Five seconds. Ten.

    


    

      Victor’s forehead dropped to the sheets. His voice came out shredded.

    


    

      “…Please.”

    


    

      Ron rewarded him with one brutal thrust.

    


    

      Victor cried out—half rage, half pleasure.

    


    

      “Good boy,” Ron crooned, resuming a punishing rhythm. “See? Was that so hard?”

    


    

      He pulled almost all the way out—let Victor feel the drag, the emptiness—then slammed back in.

    


    

      “You like it here, huh?” Ron growled, angling to hit that spot again and again. “Right here—deep where it makes your toes curl. You little bitch.”

    


    

      Victor’s answer was a string of curses—vicious, creative, military-grade profanity—cut off every time Ron drove home.

    


    

      But he didn’t stop pushing back. Didn’t stop meeting every thrust. Didn’t stop leaking onto the sheets.

    


    

      Ron hauled him up by the hair—gentle enough not to truly hurt, cruel enough to remind him who was in control tonight.

    


    

      “Spread it wider,” he ordered.

    


    

      Victor’s knees slid further apart without hesitation.

    


    

      Ron groaned at the sight—Victor’s hole stretched tight around him, slick and flushed, taking him so perfectly.

    


    

      “Very good,” he breathed. “What a good boy.”

    


    

      Victor’s shoulders shook—with fury, with shame, with something dangerously close to need.

    


    

      Ron wrapped an arm around his waist, pulled him flush, and fucked him harder—deeper—until the bedframe groaned in protest.

    


    

      “Say it,” Ron demanded. “Tell me you’re my good boy.”

    


    

      Victor’s voice cracked on the words.

    


    

      “…I’m—your—good boy—”

    


    

      Ron bit down on the slope of his shoulder—not breaking skin, just marking.

    


    

      Victor came again—sudden and violent—spilling over Ron’s fist with a raw, broken shout.

    


    

      Ron didn’t stop. He kept going. Kept talking. Kept humiliating. Kept making it feel so fucking good Victor couldn’t think straight.

    


    

      Hours passed like that. 

    


    

      Position after position.

    


    

      Ron on his back now, Victor straddling him—forced to move himself.

    


    

      “Ride it,” Ron ordered, hands locked on Victor’s hips. “Ride your prince like you mean it.”

    


    

      Victor’s palms braced on Ron’s chest. His thighs trembled. His eyes were glassy with rage and overstimulation.

    


    

      He rode anyway. Hard. Fast. Angry.

    


    

      Every roll of his hips drove Ron deeper, making them both gasp.

    


    

      “You hate me,” Ron panted, “don’t you?”

    


    

      Victor’s nails dug crescents into Ron’s pectorals. “Yes.”

    


    

      Ron thrust up to meet him—sharp, punishing.

    


    

      “And you still can’t stop fucking yourself on my cock.”

    


    

      Victor’s head fell forward. A sob-like sound tore from his throat—not tears, not quite—but close.

    


    

      “I hate you,” he whispered again. But he didn’t stop moving. He couldn’t.

    


    

      Ron flipped them once more—Victor on his back now, legs hooked over Ron’s shoulders, folded nearly in half.

    


    

      Ron drove in deep—stayed there—grinding.

    


    

      “Gonna fill you again,” he growled. “Gonna pump you so full it leaks out for days. Everyone will smell me on you. They’ll know exactly who bred their precious marshal.”

    


    

      Victor’s hands flew up—clawing at Ron’s shoulders—pulling closer.

    


    

      “Shut up—shut up—shut up—”

    


    

      Ron kissed him then—brutal, claiming.

    


    

      Victor bit his lip hard enough to draw blood.

    


    

      Ron laughed into his mouth. And kept fucking him through another orgasm. And another.

    


    

      Until Victor was hoarse from begging.

    


    

      Until his thighs shook uncontrollably.

    


    

      Until every insult turned into a plea.

    


    

      Until the rage in his eyes flickered with something exhausted—something broken—something that looked almost like surrender.

    


    

      And still—he kept taking it.

    


    

      Kept clenching.

    


    

      Kept whispering “more” when he thought Ron couldn’t hear.

    


    

      Dawn was close.

    


    

      The candles had guttered out.

    


    

      The room smelled of sex, oil, sweat, and rose.

    


    

      Ron buried himself one last time—deep as he could go—and came with a low groan, flooding Victor again.

    


    

      Victor shuddered beneath him—body clenching, milking, greedy even now.

    


    

      Ron stayed inside him. Didn’t pull out. Just held him there—chest to chest—listening to Victor’s wrecked breathing.

    


    

      Victor’s voice came out small.

    


    

      “I still want to kill you.”

    


    

      Ron pressed a kiss to his sweat-damp temple—the gentlest thing he’d done all night.

    


    

      “I know.”

    


    

      Victor’s arms came around him—slow, hesitant—like he wasn’t sure whether he was embracing or strangling.

    


    

      Neither of them moved.

    


    

      The first gray light of morning slipped under the heavy curtains.

    


    

      Ron closed his eyes.

    


    

      The system hadn’t spoken again. Not yet.

    


    

      But the blade was still coming.

    


    

      And Victor’s fingers were still digging into his back—like he couldn’t decide whether to hold on or tear him apart.

    


    

      Ron didn’t blame him.

    


    

      He wasn’t sure either.

    




***




    

      Victor lay beneath the weight of his husband and could not move.

    




    

      Not because Arthur’s body pinned him—though it did, heavy and warm and still buried deep inside him—but because his own body had betrayed him so completely that moving felt like admitting defeat all over again.

    


    

      Dawn light bled through the curtains in thin gray blades. The air was thick with the scent of spent candles, rose oil, sweat, and sex. His thighs were slick with it. His belly felt swollen, full, leaking slowly around the cock that refused to soften even now. Every slow twitch of Arthur’s hips sent another lazy ripple of pleasure through nerves that should have been numb hours ago.

    


    

      Victor hated him.

    


    

      He hated the low, filthy voice that had spent the night carving him open with words sharper than any blade.

    


    

      “You like it here, huh? You little bitch.”

    


    

      “Spread it wider—very good. What a good boy.”

    


    

      “Ride your prince. Ride him like you mean it.”

    


    

      Every sentence had been a lash. Every lash had made his cock throb harder, made his hole clench greedily, made him sob and beg and come until his voice cracked and his vision whited out.

    


    

      He had begged.

    


    

      Marshal Victor—victor of the Northern War, breaker of the Western Rebellion, the man who had never knelt to anyone—had begged a mad prince to fill him, to breed him, to let him come.

    


    

      The shame burned hotter than the overstimulation still humming under his skin.

    


    

      And yet…

    


    

      His body still pulsed around Arthur’s length. Still fluttered. Still  wanted. Even now, exhausted and aching and leaking, a treacherous little voice in the back of his mind whispered: More. Just once more. Let him ruin you again.

    


    

      Victor clenched his jaw until his teeth ached.

    


    

      This was not desire. This was a weapon.

    


    

      Arthur had used pleasure like a torturer uses the rack—stretching him, denying him, forcing him to chase it until pride shattered and only need remained. Victor had watched himself break in real time: the way his hips had rolled up to meet every thrust, the way his voice had fractured on please, the way he had spread his own legs wider when ordered, sobbing curses even as he came untouched for the fourth—or was it fifth?—time.

    


    

      He had planned to kill the prince at sunrise.

    


    

      A single vial of nightshade in the wedding wine. A quiet death. A swift ascension. The rebellion already simmering in the barracks would ignite the moment the mad prince stopped breathing.

    


    

      That plan now felt… fragile.

    


    

      What if the seed had taken?

    


    

      Malae were rarely fertile, but the prince had been relentless. Load after load, deep and hot and deliberate, whispered filth about babies and rounded bellies and how the whole kingdom would smell Arthur on him for weeks. Victor’s hand drifted unconsciously to his lower abdomen, pressing lightly.


 The skin there felt tender, oversensitive. He imagined it swelling—his armor no longer fitting, his soldiers staring, the court whispering that the marshal had been bred like a common broodmare.

    


    

      The thought should have filled him with rage.

    


    

      Instead, a shiver ran down his spine that had nothing to do with cold.

    


    

      He hated that shiver. He hated the gentle kiss Arthur had pressed to his temple between the cruel words. He hated the way Arthur’s arms had stayed around him even after the last orgasm, holding him like something precious instead of a conquered enemy. He hated most of all that some broken part of him had leaned into that hold.

    


    

      Victor turned his face into the pillow so the prince wouldn’t see the single tear that escaped.

    


    

      I still want to kill you, he had whispered hours ago.

    


    

      He had meant it. He still meant it.

    


    

      But the blade he had hidden beneath the mattress now felt impossibly heavy. If he drove it into Arthur’s heart now, would the child die with him? Would Victor be left carrying the last remnant of a man he despised—tied to him forever by blood and duty and the memory of this endless, degrading night?

    


    

      Or worse—would some treacherous corner of his soul mourn the loss?

    


    

      The thought made him want to vomit.

    


    

      Arthur stirred above him, a low, sleepy sound rumbling in his chest. His hips rolled once—slow, almost tender—and Victor’s traitorous body answered with a soft, involuntary moan.

    


    

      Victor bit his lip until he tasted blood.

    


    

      Stop. 

      His mind screamed it. His body arched anyway, seeking more.

    


    

      Arthur’s voice—rough with exhaustion, still carrying that mocking edge—brushed his ear.

    


    

      “Still hungry, Marshal?”

    


    

      Victor’s fingers dug into Arthur’s back hard enough to draw blood.

    


    

      “Shut up,” he rasped.

    


    

      But he didn’t push him away. Didn’t clench to force him out. Didn’t reach for the blade.

    


    

      Arthur chuckled softly—almost fond—and rocked deeper.

    


    

      Victor closed his eyes. He would kill him. Tomorrow. Or the day after.

    


    

      After the heat in his blood cooled.

    


    

      After the ache between his legs faded.

    


    

      After he could look at the prince without remembering how perfectly he had been filled, how thoroughly he had been broken, how desperately he had begged.

    


    

      He would kill him.

    


    

      He had to.

    


    

      Because if he didn’t, the next time Arthur whispered good boy in that dark, velvet voice, Victor was terrifyingly certain he would spread his legs again without being ordered.

    


    

      And that—more than any blade, more than any poison—was the true death of Marshal Victor.

    


    

      He turned his face into Arthur’s shoulder, hiding the fresh tears.

    


    

      And hated himself for how right it felt.

    











The Edge Where Steel Breaks




The system had not spoken again.


    

      No new directive. No correction. No punishment.

    


    

      Just silence.

    


    

      Heavy, expectant silence.

    


    

      Which meant only one thing: the script was still hungry. It wanted more. It wanted degradation.

    


    

      It wanted proof that Arthur Hovertahrn had broken his husband completely.

    


    

      And Ron—trapped inside Arthur’s skin—was too afraid of the next electric scream in his nerves to stop.

    


    

      So he didn’t.

    


    

      He pulled out slowly, deliberately, letting Victor feel every dragging inch until the head popped free with a wet sound that echoed obscenely in the quiet room. Victor’s hole clenched on nothing—pulsing, aching, already leaking thick white trails down his inner thighs. The sight made Ron’s cock twitch violently against his stomach, still hard, still glistening with Victor’s slick and his own spend.

    


    

      Victor’s chest heaved. His eyes were glassy, unfocused, silver hair plastered across his forehead in dark, damp strands. He looked wrecked. Beautifully, horribly wrecked.

    


    

      Ron reached down, fingers tangling in that silver hair, and tugged—not gently.

    


    

      Victor’s head lifted with a soft, involuntary sound.

    


    

      Ron guided him lower.

    


    

      “Open,” he ordered, voice rough from hours of filthy commands.

    


    

      Victor’s lips parted before his mind could catch up.

    


    

      Ron pressed the swollen, slick head of his cock against those lips—smeared them with the mess of come and oil and Victor’s own arousal.

    


    

      “Suck it, my consort,” Ron said, low and deliberate. “Suck it really good. Okay?”

    


    

      The word consort landed like a brand.

    


    

      Victor’s eyes flared—sharp, furious, the marshal surfacing for one clear, murderous second.

    


    

      He should bite down. He should snap his teeth closed and end this nightmare right here.

    


    

      One brutal clamp and the prince would bleed out on silk sheets instead of inside him.

    


    

      The blade under the mattress was still within reach. His fingers twitched toward it.

    


    

      But then Ron’s thumb brushed the corner of his mouth—almost tender—and Victor’s body remembered every time that same thumb had circled his clit-like nub, every time those hips had snapped forward and filled him until he couldn’t breathe.

    


    

      His jaw relaxed. He opened wider.

    


    

      Ron slid inside. Slow. Deep.

    


    

      Victor’s throat worked around the intrusion—gagging once, then forcing himself to take more. Tears pricked the corners of his eyes, not from pain, but from the sheer humiliation of how easily he obeyed.

    


    

      Ron groaned—long and low.

    


    

      “Fuck… that’s it.”

    


    

      He could feel it all: the velvet heat of Victor’s mouth, the way his tongue flattened instinctively, the flutter of his throat when he swallowed around the head. Victor’s cheeks hollowed. His lashes fluttered. A soft, broken hum vibrated up Ron’s shaft.

    


    

      Ron’s hips rocked—shallow at first, then deeper—fucking Victor’s mouth with the same relentless rhythm he’d used between his legs all night.

    


    

      “Look at you,” Ron rasped. “The great Marshal Victor. On his knees—well, on his back—with his prince’s cock down his throat. You’re drooling for it, aren’t you?”

    


    

      Victor made a choked sound—half denial, half plea.

    


    

      His hands came up—gripping Ron’s thighs—not pushing away, but holding on. Nails digging in. Anchoring himself as his head was guided up and down.

    


    

      Ron’s other hand stroked Victor’s cheek—mocking gentleness.

    


    

      “You’re so good at this,” he murmured. “So fucking perfect. My perfect little consort. Swallowing like you were born for it.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes squeezed shut. A fresh tear slipped free. 

    


    

      But he didn’t stop sucking. Didn’t pull back. He hollowed his cheeks harder. Swirled his tongue around the sensitive ridge. Let Ron use his mouth like another hole to fill.

    


    

      Ron’s breathing grew ragged. He could feel Victor’s pulse—racing against his cock, frantic and alive. He could feel the way Victor’s throat fluttered every time he bottomed out. He could feel how Victor’s own cock—still hard, still leaking—twitched against his stomach with every thrust into his mouth.

    


    

      Ron’s hips stuttered.

    


    

      “I’m going to come,” he warned, voice gravel. “And you’re going to swallow every drop. Understand?”

    


    

      Victor hummed—vibrating straight through Ron’s shaft.

    


    

      That was all it took.

    


    

      Ron buried himself to the root and came—hot, thick pulses straight down Victor’s throat.

    


    

      Victor choked once—then swallowed. And swallowed again. Greedily. Desperately.

    


    

      Even as fresh tears tracked down his cheek.

    


    

      Ron held him there until the last tremor faded—until Victor’s throat worked one final time around the softening length. Only then did he pull out. A thin string of saliva and come connected Victor’s swollen lips to the head for one obscene second before it broke.

    


    

      Victor gasped—chest heaving, mouth open, wrecked.

    


    

      Ron looked down at him. At the man who had begged all night. Who had ridden him. Who had spread for him. Who had just swallowed like it was the only thing keeping him sane.

    


    

      Ron’s chest ached. He leaned down—slowly—and pressed the softest kiss to Victor’s forehead.

    


    

      Victor flinched. But he didn’t pull away.

    


    

      Ron whispered—so quiet the system might not even hear—“I’m sorry.”

    


    

      Victor’s voice came out hoarse. Barely there. “Don’t be.”

    


    

      Ron froze.

    


    

      “Don’t… stop being sorry,” Victor rasped. “Because if you stop… I might actually start liking you.”

    


    

      A broken, bitter laugh escaped him. And then he closed his eyes. And let the prince hold him. Because dawn was here. And the blade was still untouched.

    


    

      And Victor—Marshal Victor—was terrified that the next time he reached for it, his fingers would hesitate.

    


    

      Ron’s grin was wicked—sharp enough to cut, dark enough to swallow light.

    


    

      He leaned over Victor again, silver hair tangled in his fist, cock still half-hard and slick from Victor’s mouth. He dragged the wet head along Victor’s swollen lower lip, painting it with the last traces of come.

    


    

      “Then I will fuck you,” Ron said, voice low and velvet-dangerous, “until you only know how to beg. I will treat you well.”

    


    

      Victor’s eyes—storm-gray, usually so steady—were already glazing over. His chest rose and fell too fast. Every muscle in his body trembled with the aftershocks of too many orgasms, too much stretch, too much everything.

    


    

      He should have fought. Should have rolled, reached for the blade, ended this before the sun fully rose.

    


    

      Instead his thighs parted wider on instinct. A soft, defeated exhale slipped from his lips.

    


    

      Ron saw it—the moment the last thread of resistance snapped.

    


    

      He didn’t hesitate.

    


    

      He pushed back inside in one long, slow slide—deep enough that Victor’s breath punched out in a broken moan. Victor’s walls fluttered around him, still so sensitive, still so greedy despite the ache. Ron could feel every pulse, every involuntary clench, the way Victor’s body sucked him in like it never wanted to let go.

    


    

      Ron set a brutal rhythm. 

    


    

      Each thrust dragged over that swollen spot inside Victor until his hips jerked helplessly upward. Ron pinned Victor’s wrists above his head with one hand—easy, effortless—while the other gripped Victor’s hip, he could see the bruises start to appear.

    


    

      “Beg,” Ron growled against Victor’s throat. “Beg your prince to breed you again.”

    


    

      Victor’s head thrashed once—side to side—like he could shake the words away. But his voice betrayed him.

    


    

      “…Please—”

    


    

      Ron rewarded him with a punishing snap of his hips.

    


    

      Victor’s back bowed. A raw, animal sound tore from his throat.

    


    

      Ron didn’t let up.

    


    

      He fucked him through the next orgasm—Victor coming dry this time, body shaking so violently the bedframe rattled. Still Ron kept going. Kept grinding. Kept whispering filth into Victor’s ear.

    


    

      “You’re mine now. Every hole. Every breath. Every fucking sob. Say it.”

    


    

      Victor’s lips moved—soundless at first. Then—

    


    

      “…Yours.”

    


    

      The word cracked something inside him.

    


    

      Darkness crept in at the edges of Victor’s vision.

    


    

      He had never fainted.

    


    

      Not in the Northern War when arrows rained like black hail. Not when the Western Rebellion’s war-beasts tore through his lines and he fought knee-deep in blood. Not even when the frostbite took two fingers and he cauterized the stumps himself with a heated blade.

    


    

      He had always stayed conscious. Always stayed steel. Until now.

    


    

      Ron felt the change—the sudden limpness in Victor’s limbs, the way his eyes rolled back, lashes fluttering once before they closed completely. Victor’s mouth fell open on a silent cry. His body still clenched rhythmically around Ron’s cock—milking even in unconsciousness—but his head lolled to the side, silver hair spilling across the ruined pillow like spilled moonlight.

    


    

      He had fainted.

    


    

      From pleasure.

    


    

      From overload.

    


    

      From being fucked so thoroughly, so relentlessly, that even the unbreakable marshal’s body finally surrendered.

    


    

      Ron slowed—then stilled—buried to the hilt inside the limp, trembling heat.

    


    

      For a long moment he simply breathed.

    


    

      Listened to Victor’s shallow, uneven gasps.

    


    

      Watched the slow rise and fall of his chest.

    


    

      The system stayed silent.

    


    

      No correction. No new task. 

    


    

      Ron eased out carefully—Victor’s hole gaped for a second, then fluttered closed, leaking fresh spend onto the sheets. Ron gathered Victor against his chest—gentler now—tucking the marshal’s head under his chin.

    


    

      Victor’s unconscious body curled into him instinctively.

    


    

      One arm draped weakly across Ron’s waist.

    


    

      Ron pressed his lips to Victor’s sweat-damp temple.

    


    

      “I’m sorry,” he whispered again.

    


    

      But this time the words tasted different.

    


    

      Not just guilt.

    


    

      Not just fear.

    


    

      Something softer.

    


    

      Something dangerous.

    


    

      Because Victor—fainted in his arms, wrecked and marked and finally quiet—didn’t feel like an enemy anymore.

    


    

      He felt like something Ron might want to keep.

    


    

      Even after the blade was supposed to fall.

    


    

      Even after the script demanded death.

    


    

      Ron closed his eyes.

    


    

      The sun was fully up now.

    


    

      The palace would wake soon.

    


    

      Guards would knock.

    


    

      Servants would bring breakfast.

    


    

      And Victor—when he came to—would remember everything.

    


    

      Would remember begging. Would remember fainting from pleasure alone. Would remember the crazy prince who fucked him into oblivion instead of cruelty.

    


    

      Ron tightened his hold.

    


    

      He didn’t know what came next.

    


    

      He only knew one thing with terrible clarity:

    


    

      If Victor still reached for that blade under the mattress…

    


    

      Ron wasn’t sure he would stop him.

    


    

      Because some part of him—some reckless, exhausted, aching part—thought maybe dying would be kinder than whatever this feeling was turning into.

    


    

      He buried his face in Victor’s silver hair.

    


    

      And waited for the marshal to wake.

    


    

      And for the world to decide whether they would live as enemies…

    


    

      or something far more terrifying.

    











The Morning He Didn't Die




Arthur fell asleep still inside him.


    

      Not fully hard anymore, but thick enough that Victor’s body stayed stretched, plugged, holding everything Arthur had poured into him through the long, merciless night. The prince’s arms were heavy around Victor’s waist, face buried against the crook of his neck, breathing slow and even in exhausted slumber.

    


    

      Victor woke first. He always did.

    


    

      Years of military discipline had carved it into his bones. No matter how late he slept, no matter how exhausted his body was, his mind rose with the sun.
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