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A young woman, one amongst dozens crammed into a too-small cart with bars, stared down at her clasped hands as the bumpy road caused them all to be jostled. From outer appearances, she looked to be praying, but she was doing anything but. Instead, she was reciting in her head the principles of etiquette that had been pommeled into her head since she was a small child.

She jumped when a loud bang startled her out of her reverie. Turning her head, she found herself looking into the eye of the shortest imp of the band, his red eyes narrowed in a glare.

“No. Pray.” It snapped, smacking the bars of the cart with his bully stick again. The girls shackled to that side moaned in pain.

“I was not praying,” she attempted to protest, but it hit the bars again.

“No. Talk.” Its Common was rough, almost like he wasn't used to moving his tongue in that manner. She turned her attention to the front of the overly full cart where several young girls huddled together. Beside her, a woman moaned in pain. Blood poured from her head, right above her left eyebrow.

The first woman grabbed her left sleeve, ripping the already torn fabric enough to create a makeshift bandage. With clumsy hands, she pressed the bandage to the woman's head and slowly tied it into place. The pillowing of her right sleeve got in her way. Another woman scooted closer to her.

“Well done,” she whispered, inspecting the bandage. “It'll do.” That's when her eyes fell to the first woman's hands. “You're bleeding.”

The second woman pulled a brown clothe from inside her dress. She held out her hand and the first woman closed her blue eyes as she gave her the right hand.

“I know who you are,” the second woman said, winding the bandage around her hand. Eyes flying open, the strawberry blond gasped. The second woman, clearly either a physician or midwife, pushed her sleeve up, revealing the tattoo of her family's crest. “I won't tell, Princess, but we have to cover this.”

The princess nodded.

The physician wrapped the bandage around her wrist, covering the tattoo entirely. The cloth itched.

“Call me Hana,” the princess said after a moment.

The physician nodded. “Petras.”

They both fell silent and Hana allowed herself to drift off to sleep in exhaustion.

––––––––
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HANA ADJUSTED THE NECKLINE of her bodice to be more modest as her servant tamed her naturally curly hair into ringlets. The dark blue color of the simplest gown the princess of Calvinia contrasted against her porcelain skin. She stared into the mirror, glad once again that she did not own one of the enchanted mirrors, like her sisters did. Carefully, her servant, Matilda, placed her necklace around her neck.

Her mother had given her the necklace shortly before passing from the Plague which was rumored to have been created by the Demons to eradicate Humans. They'd all gotten it, but only their mother had passed. They were the lucky ones. Most families were completely wiped out.

Her father, Gerald, King of Calvinia, remarried a year and a month later to a woman who truly stepped into the role of mother and queen. Giselle was as kind and loving as any mother should be. Hana was grateful to her.

No wicked stepmothers here.

Of course, she was preparing to do something her stepmother would, no doubt, disprove of. Her eldest brother and sister were more than eager to assist.

“Matilda, my shoes, please,” Hana said, turning. The servant rushed to obey, slipping the simple clogs onto the princess' dainty feet.

Hana stood. “How do I look?”

“Beautiful, miss.”

Hana grinned before hugging her servant and sneaking out her tent.

Elric, Crowned Prince of Calvinia, already stood outside in his simple hosiery and tunic, both a dark green and bringing out the red hair.

“Just waiting for Clarabelle, then,” he said, trying to find a place for his hands without his sword on his hip. Hana covered her mouth to hold in the giggle at his awkward appearances.

All of the children of King Gerald and Queen Penelope of Calvinia and shared their mother's lithe, but athletic build and strawberry blond hair. They also share their father's devastatingly blue eyes.

“Why are you two always early?” Princess Clarabelle, eldest princess and twin to the Crowned Prince, asked upon arrival, donned similarly to Hana, save the lavish engagement ring. It was the official betrothal gift she'd been given by Crown Prince Valkas of Treria which shared Calvinia's Southern borders. A love match made by accident, created by Giselle instead of the typical royal matchmakers when she realized the connection between the two at the last ball. The royal matchmakers were still seething.

They were on a tour of their kingdom to celebrate Clarabelle's upcoming nuptials.

The eldest princess had confided in Hana that she wanted to find Valkas a betrothal gift of her own.

“Let's go!” Elric declared and the three of them began to make the trek to the village from camp. The village was on the border to the kingdom to the East, which was Mephisto, home of the Demons.

––––––––
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WHEN THEY REACHED THE village, they were met by several drunk men meandering out into the fields surrounding them. Hana giggled as Clarabelle led her straight through the street to the center where girls were dancing around a bonfire as the nearby local band played a jovial tune. Turning, the younger princess looked for her brother, but found him already wooing the blacksmith's daughter. She watched them walk off together before turning her attention back to the festival. Clarabelle was flitting between stalls that were set up to sell like a hummingbird, leaving Hana by herself.

The strawberry blond stepped forward and into the throng of dancing girls, allowing herself to be swept up in the crowd and pulled into dancing by a nearby girl her age. They laughed and danced, pulling the young men's attentions. The girl pulled Hana away fromt eh crowd and to a stall where food and drink was served.

“Please, eat and rink,” she insisted, pushing a small chicken leg and pint into her hands before running off. Hana watched her go before carefully digging into the food. As for the drink, she offered it to offered it to one of the lushes walking around. She ran into Clarabelle on the way back to dancing.

“Did you find anything for Valkas?” Hana asked, linking her arm through her sister's.

Clarabelle held up a pendant on a chain, with a dragon curled around an egg. It was so similar to their family crest, which was tattooed on the inside of their right wrists. Smiling, the younger woman gave her a thumbs up before they were both swept in opposite directions to join the dance.

Hana enjoyed dancing with the stranger around the bonfire. They moved with the rhythm, hummed and laughed.

A sudden scream silenced the celebrations. Hana turned to where it came from to find a woman dangling by her arm from a large fist. The fist was attached to an arm which led to a rather large Demon whose horns alone took up the wingspan of an Albatross, red eyes scanning the Humans in attendance. Clarabelle's hand fisted in Hana's sleeve as she attempted to pull her younger sister away subtly, but all they did was catch the Demon's attention.

The Demon then screeched, a sound of many voices coming from one set of vocal chords, and causing a ringing in Hana's ears, even as she covered them. A split second after the screeching stopped, a horde of Demons flooded out of the forest.

The reaction of the Humans was instantaneous. Most began running, screaming in different directions while a few, mostly drunk men, grabbed weapons to fight against the onslaught. Hana froze for half a second before turning to run, realizing too late that Clarabelle and Elric were already too far away for her to catch up to easily. Huffing, her legs burned as she ran, following them.

Something snagged her arm.

She turned to hit whatever it was, but the demon blocked her hand. Hana felt a punch to her gut, causing her to lose her breath and her vision swarm. Bile rose in her throat, but she kept it down, choosing to scream instead.

The next thing she saw was darkness.

––––––––
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HANA WOKE SUDDENLY as the cart stopped violently. The only thing stopping her from being flung forward was that she was cuffed to the cart. Around her, women were groaning at the harsh treatments. She looked around, frantically trying to find an escape route, but instead found herself staring up at the the castle of Mephisto where the Demon King himself lived.

The castle rose well above the trees, made of some sort of black stone with cracks of what appeared to be magma. She was surprised that the windows were mostly stained glass. The drawbridge was made of black wooden planks bound together by black cast iron. There was clear damage from some sort of lava and rock, probably from the volcano located just north to the castle. A Demon suddenly dragged the girls at the front of the cart away.

The girls were one by one unshackled from the cart and led to a long chain outside the gate. Many girls were bruised, Hana noticed as they were pulled out, but the guards who took them used surprisingly gentle hands. When they came to her, they removed the shackled from the cart and led her out without violence. Surprise must've shown on her features, because one Demon chuckled as he added her to the chain. Petras was the last one added.

One of the guards walked the length of the chain and then back up, shouting in Mephistian. Hana only caught the words “slaves” and “forwards”. She cursed herself for being less than diligent in learning the language. The initial jolt of the chain startled her at first, but she was quick to follow their lead inside.

They were led through the Great Hall and into the Throne Room where soldiers lined the walls. Hana lifted the front of her skirt the way she was raised as to avoid tripping over it. The guards lined them up across the hall and Hana maintained her proper posture, despite keeping her eyes downcast.

As a princess of Calvinia, it was still her job to maintain her dignity for the sake of her kingdom.

Even if her heart was hammering in her chest.

The guards roughly lined them up side-by-side width wise of the Great Hall, where they stood for what seemed like forever to Hana. She continued to keep her back straight and her eyes downcast. After a while, the head guard shouted in Mephistian again, but no one moved.

“Kneel,” one growled in Common before forcing the girls one by one to their knees. Hana, carefully, and with much less grace than that of her older sister were she in the same predicament, brought herself to her knees before the Demons could force her. She heard the sound of hooves approach them. She swallowed thickly. A voice sounded, deep and masculine. The sound of it sent shivers down Hana's spine and set a seductive fire somewhere deep inside her that she was not expecting. The bass of his voice shook her to her core, but she swallowed her reactions down. A whine started in the back of her throat, but she stopped it before it could come out of her mouth.

His voice made her want something.

Distantly, she heard girls being unshackled and dragged out of the room All her attention was kept on this Demon's voice.

Hooves were suddenly in front of her. She attempted to peer up through her lashes at his face, but she was far too short and kneeling to see. Instead she could see glimpses of his rock hard abs peeking out of the gap in his shirt. Sharp claws grazed over the flesh of her cheek, causing her to shudder before warm, almost fiery skin made contact with her cool. He murmured something to her in Mephistian before those fingertips moved down to the point of her chin and he pulled her face up to meet his. Her mouth went dry upon seeing his face.

He was handsome, devilishly so, with a face full of sharp angles and eyes that glowed like gold in the morning sun. Two ebony horns grew from his head and arched gracefully back. His ears were sharp as a sword. Locks of dark hair fell across his forehead and down his back. Hana tried not to gasp as she took in his appearance. She felt herself drawn into his eyes, pools of amber liquid that beckoned her to swim in their depths.

Her heart raced as he leaned closer until his lips were only a hair's breathe away from hers. He smiled and said something in Mephistian.

“I choose her. She's mine.”

And then he was out the door and Hana suddenly found herself able to breathe again. A guard grabbed her roughly under an arm and escorted her out of the hall.

––––––––
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HANA FOUND HERSELF pulled through the halls of the castle until they reached a large, ornate wooden door. One of the guards opened it while the other continued to hold her like she was a flight risk. Once opened, the door revealed a space of comfort. Pillows and cushions thrown every which way, and women and men lounged over them with drinks and foods galore. The people in the room were many different species, but none of them were Human.

Demons clearly did not discriminate much.

The princess swallowed thickly as she looked at the barely clad figures. She knew what they were. What she was now.

A Demon woman approached them at a languished pace, the bun atop her head swaying gently with each step. Her ears, shaped like bat wings, were close to her head, slightly turned towards them. Hana found her beautiful and wearing a painted red lip color. She stopped just before the three of them.

They spoke Mephistian again. This time, Hana could not understand the words.

“Speak Common, please,” she demanded quietly, putting on the minuscule amount of the authority she would have needed as a princess, but was never able to summon. This was the closest she'd get to holding the power of her position in her voice. Well, former position.

“My apologies,” the woman said, voice dripping with a thick accent. “We forget that the new girls never know Mephistian.” Hana didn't bother to correct her. “My name is Irraz, Madame to the concubines of Mephisto.” She waved her hand and the guards left, slamming the door shut behind them. Irraz grabbed Hana\'s arm and began to lead her through the large towards a row of doors. “Most of the concubines here are considered General Population, visited by nobles and wealthy people alike. A few, such as myself and now you, have specific patrons who call upon us.”

She pulled a key from the sleeve of her red dress, if you could call a wrap made of a thin, red, gauzy material a dress, and opened the door furthest to the right. The door swung inward and she Hana the key.

“This is your room.”

Hana stepped inside. The room was as large as hers back in Calvinia and was only minimally furnished, but had a simple, oak desk, a four-poster bed, and two beautiful oak side tables.

“This is so much,” Hana said after a moment of looking around.

“Only the best for the King of Mephistian's personal concubine.”

Hana froze, hands hovering over a sheer, white robe hanging in the wardrobe. “The king's personal concubine?”

“Oh yes. He picked you himself.”

A blush snuck its way across Hana's face. She'd suspected that he'd been the king, but all the stories back in Calvinia had depicted him as ugly. The strawberry blond had thoroughly enjoyed the sight of him, even with his hooves. It was then she remembered how tall he was, standing at least two full heads above where she'd been if standing. She had come up to his chest.

“We've got to get you ready,” Irraz said, jolting Hana from her reverie. “There is much for you to learn.”

With a snap, four woman walked into the room to drag Hana down towards the bathing room. A tub was already full of steamy, soapy bathwater. Faster than Humanly possible, the ladies stripped the princess and had her in the tub. She was surprised on how good the water felt and sunk down happily with a groan of pleasure.

“Have you ever fucked?” One concubine whose name escaped Hana at that moment asked, pushing mahogany hair behind her ear. Hana shook her head. “Don't let him know that. No Mephistian is willing to take a virgin as their concubine, especially the king.”

They scrubbed the dirt and blood from her body before helping her out of the tub. A Demon woman walked over with a pot of sweet smelling oil. Together, the other concubines massaged the oil into Hana's skin. She was surprised how good it felt. A blush spread across her face when she giggled when they massaged the oil into her foot.

“Do not spend the whole night in his bed unless you are conducting business the whole time,” the madame stated, putting an ornate comb into Hana's hair. “It will bite you in the ass down the line.”

A dress was draped over her body and they made her sit down to apply a small amount of makeup. They had her look at herself.

“H-how?” Hana asked, staring at herself in the mirror. She didn't recognize herself.

She stood, wearing a dress made of tulle layered upon itself in a shade of emerald that complimented her skin color splendidly. Her makeup was minimally done, only used to enhance her already beautiful eyes. Her strawberry curls were tamed into gentle, loose curls trailing down her back.

“Every concubine who has ever spent the night in her owner's bed has fallen for him and been discarded.” Another girl walked up, black hair sleeked back. “You're quite lovely.”

Hana blushed again. “T-thank you.”

Butterflies danced in her stomach. Could she do this?

Do I have a choice?

“I think you're ready, girl,” Irraz said. The princess nodded.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2



[image: ]




Hana stood outside a large, ornate door with the guard who escorted her. He knocked on it, the sound ringing through the corridor. Something in her stomach danced vigorously as she waited for them to swing open. Flashes of his handsome face, full of sharp angles and bright, yellow eyes that burned went through her mind, followed by the way her nerves went aflame when he touched her face. Her skin goose bumped in remembrance and she had to calm her own breathing.

Those nerves mixed with mild excitement over just being in his presence again, even if she had to something she'd never done before to do it. Something she'd never thought she'd ever debase herself enough to do, but for reasons unknown, was looking forward to doing. There was a growing ache between her thighs that she had no idea how to ease.

The door swung inward. Hana shivered in anticipation, but before she could take a step of her own, the guard behind her shoved her inside. Nearly tripping and falling, she managed to catch herself as the door slammed shut.

In front of her, lounged on the chaise by the fireplace, was King Razzoth of Mephisto. His robe was left untied and open, revealing the hard planes of his abs and chest as he breathed, a trail of ebony hair leading down into the trousers he wore. Tattoos covered every visible inch of him. Hana's breath caught in her throat.

His eyes moved up from the book he held in his hands to meet her own blue, heat in every amber speck. The princess gasped quietly as he placed the book on the nearby table and he stood to his full height. She barely noticed when the book fell off, revealing illustrations of men and women in various poses, nude, and doing things she'd only ever read about. Before it could garner all her attention, he strode forward, stopping in front of her.

She gulped and curtsied. Both because it was customary when meeting with royalty, but also to compose herself.

His hand, rough from the callouses that came with being trained in combat, smoothed over the skin of her cheek before his fingers arched under her chin. Those fingers then pushed her face up to meet him, nerves on fire from his touch.

He murmured something in Mephistian before blinking at her confused look. Chuckling to himself, deep and dark in his chest, he spoke again, this time in Common. His accent only added to his appeal.

“You're beautiful.”

She squirmed lightly, finding herself beginning to grow wet between her legs as he leaned in. Their lips touched and electricity raced through her veins, making her lightheaded as she reached forward to cling to his arm as his lips moved over hers.

When he pulled back, he was smiling. He began walking around her, dragging his fingertips and claws over the skin at the base of her neck, at the top of her robe. The touch was just as electric as his kiss.

“If at any time, Little Dove, you tell me to stop, or no, I will stop. I will not be mad. We will find another way to entertain ourselves instead,” he said, his voice thick and rich with accent and gruff. Gently, he pressed into her from behind, just enough that she could feel something hard, thick, and long in the trousers he wore. She gasped. His form was unmistakable and almost painfully warm. He kissed her neck, gently. She groaned as he pulled away.

Realizing he was waiting for a response, she nodded. The king walked back around in front of her. His smile was almost predatory. She almost groaned at the sight. He looked even more gorgeous.

“This one time, I will allow you to get away with being nonverbal, Little Dove, but after this night, I expect you to use your words. Do you understand?”

Her voice was a breathless, “Yes, your majesty.”

With two fingers, he untied the front of her robe and with very little effort, the light fabric fell from her shoulders. Hana was lithe with large, but perky breasts and a flat stomach that led down into the delicate “v” of her groin. She heard him groan at the sight of her before his robes joined hers on the floor. He invaded her space, scent spicy and ashy all at the same time, but causing her to feel almost irreverent. Slowly, he moved forward so that she backed up, caging her small form in his large frame. Soon, the back of her legs bumped into the chaise and he gently lifted her so that she was laying down..

She opened her mouth to speak, but he kissed her again, stroking and massaging her tongue with his own. Hana found herself moaning into his mouth, back arching. He pulled from her lips and began kissing down her neck. She felt teeth and sucking on her pulse point, making her moan and squirm. She pressed her thighs together and her hands came up to grip at his shoulders. He continued to kiss, lick, and bite down her chest. Stopping at one breast, he took her nipple into his mouth. Sparks flew across her eyelids as her breasts tingled. Biting gently, the Demon King seemed almost pleased with how much she arched against him. The junction between her legs throbbed. He switched to her other breast, copying the ministrations he did upon this one as the first.

After a few moments, the ebony haired man started back down her body. As he made his way down her body, Hana found herself in a puddle of pleasure. She had no idea that her body had so many places that could make her feel so good.

“Your majesty!” she gasped, feeling the wetness between her legs drip delicately down her thigh. At the junction of her legs, he pushed her legs wide apart to gain access to her sex. He seemed to inhale thickly before something wet hit a spot she was not aware could send the shock of pleasure up her spine. He moaned and then pulled away.

“Your name, Little Dove?” he rasped against her flesh before diving back down between her legs.

“Hana,” she gasped, back arched almost unnaturally from the chaise as she felt him drive his tongue straight into her entrance. As he fucked her with his long tongue, stopping to lap at her clit every once and a while, she felt something inside her rise up and up. It continued until she felt something shoved deep into her entrance and scissor, causing her to crest. Everything exploded at once and she was left feeling loose and relaxed when she came back down. The Demon King was grinning up at her from between her thighs.

He stood and scooped her up into his arms before carrying her over to a massive, black bed. Setting her gently onto the covers, climbing in after her. His lips descended upon hers and she found herself reaching for him, pulling him closer. Moments later he pulled away enough to slot his erection between her legs, but his lips were right back on hers. She moaned into his mouth as he slipped and hand between her legs, fingers slipping inside her.

Quickly he worked his finger in and out of her, adding a second in when he thought she was ready. She could hear the squelching of her juices as he fucked her with his finger. A third finger was added and she could feel the stretch. Her body shivered and she moaned into his mouth. She pulled away, gasping.

“Your majesty,” she groaned, back arching. “Please.”

He grinned. “Call me Razzoth,” he whispered before crooking his fingers and she found herself falling over the edge again. Carefully, he pushed himself on top of her, angling his cock at her entrance. Her eyes widened at the size of him, large and pink with a knot at his base. She swallowed thickly.

Hana knew that Razzoth could bringer her even further past pleasure by sliding his giant cock into her body, but she felt a little fear tinge her pleasure just then. He was her first, and he was massive. There was no way he'd fit!

“Don't worry, Little Dove. It'll fit.”

Razzoth spread her legs as far as they would go before carefully sliding the head along her slit. The tip brushed against her clit multiple times, bringing moans from her mouth. He paused, right at her entrance, but when she made no move to stop him, he slowly started sliding inside. Inch by inch, he took his time, stopping to allow her to adjust and sliding out to bring more of her juices down his shaft. She forced herself to relax, gripping tightly at the sheet under her as the stretch went from painful to pleasurable. She grunted and moaned his name as his thrusts went from careful to aggressive. He moaned and growled in her ear, form bent nearly in half as he fucked her.

Her deflowering continued for almost twenty to thirty minutes more, Hana coming with his name on her lips multiple times during the duration. She'd never felt the sort of pleasure his cock created by scraping against the walls of her pussy. He grunted and growled her name in response, enjoying how tight and wet she was. On her final orgasm, his hips suddenly stuttered and thrust forward until the knot at he base of his cock caught on her entrance. As it wedged in, she let loose one final scream of his name, back arching fully off the bed. All the muscles in her body tensed as she was skyrocketed out of that bed and into the heavens from pleasure before she fell back, exhausted and relaxed. Tentatively, she tried to move, but he stopped her.

“I've got to stay here,” he said, gently rolling them onto their sides. “You'll be free soon enough.” His claws gently scratched at her scalp before running through her hair, which had fallen loose due to their activities. He started humming and the sound of the song calmed her more.

Soon, Hana was drifting off to sleep.

––––––––
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HANA AWOKE TO A KISS being laid upon her forehead. She opened her eyes and stared blearily up at Razzoth, who stared down at her with a small smile.

“I would stay here with you all day, Little Dove,” he said, claws running through her hair again. “But alas, duty calls to me.”

His lips came down and met hers again, but then she dozed off again.

––––––––
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WHEN HANA AWOKE THE second time, it was to servants in the bedroom tidying up the mess. One girl was throwing some firewood into the fireplace, warming up the chilled room considerably. The princess pulled the silky covers to hide her figure more as they seemed to ignore for her for the time being. Her face felt hot. Movement out of the corner of her eye brought her attention to a servant smiling at her before she looked to see trays of fruits and strange pastries sat on one of the tables near the bed. That servant approached her with a plate of fruit.

“Good morning,” the servant said, smiling. “My name is Lily. I've been assigned as your personal servant.”

Hana went to open her mouth to try and ask her not to be, because she really did not want to be a bother in a strange land, but the glares sent by some of the servants caused her to stop short. She looked down at the black fabric of the sheets in her lap.

“Oh, ignore them, Miss,” Lily said, making sure the strawberry blond got her plate of food. “Many of them wish they were in your position.” She started carefully laying garments at the foot of the bed, far away from Hana's short frame. “King Razzoth is so handsome that many a woman has dreamed of gracing his bed, even once.”

Hana couldn't stop the blush that bloomed across her face.

Lily watched as Hana carefully ate the fruit, and refilled the plate with pastries as soon as it was empty. As the young woman took a bite, intense sweet and salty flavor assaulting her taste buds in ecstasy, Lily shooed the rest of the servants from the room, save two other girls. As soon as her plate was finished, Hana carefully climbed out of the bed. She kept the sheet around her body.

“I'm sorry,” she said quietly. “I did not realize I was intruding.”

Lily appeared dumbstruck. “You aren't intruding. King Razzoth, High King of Mephisto and Mephistians, bringer of peace and war, chose you to grace his bed and be his concubine. You have nothing to apologize for, my love.” After a moment, the servants pulled the sheet from her body and brought about a tub of steaming water. “How do you feel?”

Hana flushed. “Sore. Um... between... B-between my legs.”

Her heart rate picked up as she remembered just what she'd done so wantonly the night before. With a Demon, the sworn enemy of her family and religion, no less.

But his hands had felt like Heaven on her skin. And his cock had brought her to heights of pleasure she did not know existed.

Her blush deepened.

The servants looked on her fondly before corralling her into the tub, where the warm water made every single muscle relax. As she sat there, soaking, the soreness caused by her indiscretions with the king eased.

As soon as the water began to cool, the servants rushed her out of her bath and dried her off before pulling a chemise over her head. A short, structured garment was pressed over her breasts , up her arms, and around her back where she sat still as they began to string a braided rope through metal grommets. It came down to about her mid ribcage. Soon it was tightened, but instead of feeling suffocated, Hana felt her large breast to be more supported than they were before.

“This is strange,” she murmured as they pulled a pastel green gown over her head.

Lily smiled at the sight she saw, although Hana still hadn't seen it. The servants immediately went to work, putting half her hair up and allowing the rest to fall naturally around her shoulders after being brushed., The curls felt soft against the back of her neck. Once they were done dressing her, they brought her over to the eight foot mirror beside the king's wardrobe and Hana audibly gasped.

She looked like a vision. A smile touched her face until she noticed the bite marks on her neck, leading down under the bodice of the gown. Her face heated up again as she remembered how King Razzoth had nipped and kissed and licked her on his way down to...

Suddenly feeling heated, she pulled her attention way from the reflection. Her whole body remembered the night, the apex of her thighs becoming wet with arousal. He'd only had her once, but clearly her body was ready again.

“This gown is gorgeous,” Hana said, forcing herself to smile. It wasn't the sort of forcing one would do when unhappy with something, but trying to hide it. Instead, she was trying to hide how her body reacted to such a visual claim.

Lily squealed before leading her out of the king's chambers. A guard was stationed outside, and the three of them walked back to Hana's rooms.

––––––––
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IN HANA'S ROOMS, SHE was left alone to sit on a chair at a desk, an embroidery of a bird laying on the surface. She'd been there for hours, embroidering a bird from her homeland. She and her sisters, Clarabelle and Ashlynne, would sit for hours in the private royal garden, embroidering while watching the birds chirp and dance among the branches. Hana wondered idly if the castle of Mephisto held a garden, or it if it were just a charred hunk of ash like the rumors about the surrounding areas said.

Looking out the narrow window, she could see the rumors for the most part were untrue. There were places where volcanic eruptions had caused some damage to the landscaping, but most of it was intact, filled with various animals and creatures alien to her eyes. Otherwise, the courtyard she could see into when walking to another window showed the men in the king's army training. Most were in some state of undress, but they barely stood still long enough for Hana to see any of their faces.

She wondered if her homeland's armies had faced any of them.

Suddenly, gracefully arched horns that she recognized stepped out into the courtyard. The king had arrived and she could not help but allow herself to take in his appearance. He was shirtless, the muscles of his back tensing under the various Demonic tattoos that adorned his body as he moved. He shouted in Mephistian at his men, turning so that Hana could admire his profile, the strong jaw. Almost like he could tell she was watching, he turned and made eye contact with her. He smirked and raised an eyebrow, causing her to blush furiously and pull away from the window.

She returned to her embroidery, but the blood in her veins ran hot.

She should not want him.

So why did she?
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The Madame found her hours later, having finished one embroidered bird and started on the second, the green floss practically glowing in the sunlight. Irraz had grabbed her by her upper arm and pulled her out into the communal space of the concubines. After sitting her down in a random chair, the older Demon spread Hana's legs.

“It's time to inspect the damage,” she said, her fingers going straight to Hana's core. The princess was bright red. After a moment, the woman pulled back. She seemed satisfied. It was at that moment Petras made her appearance.

“I'm glad your bandages didn't fall off during your late night activities,” she said, ushering Hana back into her room and shutting the door. “Sit on the chair.” It was as the strawberry blond sat that she noticed the basket in Petras's hands.

“How did you...” Hana trailed off, unable to figure out how to word it.

Petras knelt at her side and began unwinding the bandages from around her hand and wrist. “I told the king that I am a healer. That I'd bandaged your hand and wrist. That you'd be more comfortable with another Human caring for you over a Demon.”

Hana glanced towards the window that showed the courtyard. “And what did he say?”

The healer looked over the princess's hand, gently prodding and ignoring the wincing she did. “That perhaps I was right. You're healing well.”

Petras pulled bandages from her kit and began wrapping Hana's hand and wrist properly. Once they were secured, the two of them walked back out to the common area. The other concubines glared. Irraz greeted Hana warmly.

“Be careful here. Clearly, some here are not so friendly.” And with that, she was gone.

––––––––
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THE AIR WAS HUMID AND thick, the open windows doing nothing to stifle the heat of being near the lava pits. The common room was spacious, designed to be a meeting place of all the concubines in the palace and every inch of floor covered in cushions of bright colors. Exotic incense was perfumed the  room. It caused both relaxation and anxiety in the sole Human sitting among the rest. Hana sat perched, barely touching the soft, satin fabric of the violet-colored divan among the other concubines as they participated in their daily activities, lounging and gossiping about the noblewomen their men married. Her fingers traced the gold filigrate patterns weaved into the fabric with a slender finger.  

She turned her head to look about the room, her strawberry curls bouncing against the bare skin of her arms. To see so many different species was around the room was fascinating. An Elf, lithe and strong lounged nearby, braiding her hair in intricate braids that would only fall out later once she was called.

The atmosphere was almost charged with pure electricity as the women and men gossiped amongst each other. Their whispering was no where near quiet enough to hide the contents of their conversations. Hana was on the lips of almost everyone present. She'd barely been the king's personal concubine for twenty-four hours, but was already the topic of endless speculation. Through it all, the princess gathered that a Human being in the Demon king's bed was unprecedented. The kaleidoscope of species from across the vast realms still eyed her with thinly veiled suspicion, but she supposed she expected that since she was so new. And because there were still talks in her own kingdom of her stepmother being suspicious, marrying the husband of her deceased best friend.

“And how was your first night with the king,” one girl asked, her sunshine hair swishing as she turned to look at Hana. She was a slender being with iridescent scales and fin-like ears, the voice the left her throat was a melodious chime. “What was he like, the king?”

The princess found herself blushing. As a princess, stares and scrutiny came with the territory. As did the gossip of the ladies of court, but speaking about her fist night with King Razzoth was something else entirely. She lowered her lashes, a swirl of gold and auburn, letting her gaze drift tot he large, ornate window that looked out over the king's garden.

“It...it was like unlike anything I could have imagined,” Hana confessed, her voice quiet. She knew she was as red as Irraz's lip color. “He is... magnificent. His presence alone... it fills the room to bursting.”

The sighs around the room were a chorus of different divisions. Aelia, a petite creature of brown and black spotted fur with large, tawny eyes, crawled closer. She clutched at the small, blue cushion beneath her.

“Did he hurt ou, little bloom?” she asked, her voice laced with worry and sounding more like the tinkle of a single bell than a voice.

Hana's cerulean met Aelia's tawny, a soft smile on her face. “No. He was...gentle. Careful with my virginity. Surprisingly so. And he told me I could say no.”

She was careful to avoid the details of the night: the overwhelming sensations of his calloused hands on her soft skin, the warmth of his gray skin, the fire he ignited in her with a simple caress. The way he made eye contact with her, his amber eyes seeming to burn into her very soul, recognizing something deep inside her. It'd been both terrifying and utterly, undeniably addictive. But those thoughts stayed in her head, hidden behind the veil of quiet modesty.

“I have to admit,” confessed Selene, a female Naga with her serpentine form covered in scales the color of moon light, her voice a low, seductive hiss that, had Hana definitely not been attracted to women, would have made her beg for more. “I imagined him to be... brutal.”

“He has a reputation to uphold,” Xylla, a fierce-looking Orc with a fiery mane and sharp laws, interjected. “But they say he has a gentler side as well. It depends on the mood.”

A nervous giggled tore through the room. Hana shifted uncomfortably, her blush intensifying. She knew that she was the anomaly, her upbringing having been to keep such topics in the privacy of one's own bedchambers. This world, with it's frankness and raw passion, was a stark contrast to her life before she was kidnapped. The concubines knew about pleasure and intimacy in a way that she had not been allowed to explore before. And the curiosity was slowly building to a peak in Hana.

An impulse, born of a desire to understand, suddenly overcame her. She took a steadying breath, hoping she wouldn't be judged harshly by these experienced concubines. And then she asked the question that had been burning through her mind.

“I...well, I am new to... this...sort of thing,” she began hesitantly, drawing everyone's attention to her. “I was... I was a virgin before last night.”

A weighty silence fell over the room. It was an expectant silence that made Hana's heart pound behind her ribs.

“That explains a lot,” Lyra murmured, her scales shimmering as she lifted her head. “We were wondering why he'd be so...accommodating.”

“It is rare for a woman to be chosen by the king, especially one so...” Selene paused, choosing her words carefully. “Untouched.”

Hana nodded, feeling her cheeks practically catch fire. “Yes. And... I was wondering something.”

She took a deep breath, steeling herself. “Do... Do all Demons have...” she swallowed thickly, the words catching in her throat as the memories of Razzoth filling her flashed through her mind quickly, “knots?”

A gasp echoed through the room and some of the concubines burst into fits of laughter. Hana's face could not go any redder, wishing she could disappear. Had she said something wrong?

“Oh, Little Blossom” Aelia chuckled, patting Hana's hand with a soft, furry paw. “Most Mephistians do not.”

“The royal family is different,” Selene said, smiling and drawing her long body up. “His pleasure is different. More... potent. And rare to find. Did he really pop his knot for you, little human?”

Hana nodded mutely, brows furrowing in confusion. “Different how? I don't understand.”

“Well, he is the king, after all,” Lyra said, flicking her fin-like ears. “He's more than any of us could ever dream of.”

Irraz sat beside the princess, her own needlepoint in her lap. The strawberry blond looked down at her embroidery, now sporting three little birds. The Demon Madame kept glancing over at her lap, but she kept it hidden.

Looking down at the embroidery, she realized that the birds had gotten a little out of control. At first they started out as the classic green birds, but turned into the dragon-like creatures she'd seen out her window. Finding that she sort of liked the transition, Hana continued.

After a few moments, Lily cleared her throat from side of the room. Irraz glanced at her.

“State your business,” she barked.

Lily cleared her throat. “King Razzoth requests his concubine to join him in the kitchens.” The other concubines eyed her. “I am to escort her.”

Hana's heart kipped a beat. She stood, smoothing down the silken robes that had become her uniform. Her mind raced with thoughts of Razzoth, the way his gaze seemed to pierce through her carefully constructed defenses, the way his touch made her feel alive.

She glanced at the other concubines, their expressions a mix of curiosity and envy. She felt a strange  pang of sympathy for them, knowing that they yearned for what she had been given, even if that given was the attention of a king who felt like a destiny that had been hidden from her for far too long. She smiled at them, a soft, genuine smile that belied the turmoil raging within her.

“Let me put this back in my room,” Hana replied, standing. Carefully, she gathered her supplies and returned them to her room before she headed back to the common room. Carefully, she stepped around the other concubines in order to make it to the door. “I'm ready.”

Lily smiled and held open the door.

As she followed Lily through the opulent corridors of the palace, she couldn't shake the feeling that she was a tiny boat adrift in a vast, unpredictable sea. She was a princess, yes, but now, she was also a concubine, a woman who was quickly falling in love with a king ho was not Human. She was a secret, a fragile flower blooming in the harsh, unforgiving landscape of the Mephistian court. And as she walked, she couldn't help but wonder if this strange, beautiful, and terrifying journey was only just beginning.

Hana was confused by the twists and turns that led to the kitchen, so she felt relief when they finally walked through the final doorway. Lily excused herself and left, leaving Hana alone with the King of Mephisto.

The clang of metal against metal echoed in the vast, stone kitchen of the Mephistian palace. Hana stepped further inside the room, hands folded neatly over her stomach. She surveyed the bustling kitchen, finding cookware and ceramics lining the shelves on the wall to the right, overtop a large, wooden table cluttered with various ingredients. A fire was roaring in the fireplace on the same wall as the one with the door she walked through, but a cooking station with a giant arch made of bricks over it. The scents of cooking meats made Hana's mouth water.

Razzoth stood by one of the counters, a smile lighting up his handsome face. His amber eyes burned into Hana's. A flush crept its way across her face at his attention. She approached him slowly.

“You called for me, your majesty?” she asked, curtsying. He reached out a hand. She took it and he pulled her to him, flushed against his hard body. The blush began creeping down her neck. He simply grinned in response.

“Little dove, do you know how to cook?” he asked, his voice dripping honey. She had to stop a moan in her throat.

“No, your majesty.”

“I told you, Little Dove, call me Razzoth. You are one of the few who may.”

“Yes, Sir. I apologize, your maj—my apologies, Razzoth.”

His grin lengthened. “Call me Sir again, and we won't get a chance to cook.”

Flashes of their night together played in Hana's mid.

“Are you nobility?” he asked after a moment. She was thankful that he did not comment on her blush reaching below her gown.

Before she could reply, the head cook walked into the kitchen, saying something over her shoulder in Mephistian. A few of her assistants followed after. They all stopped suddenly when they saw the king. She immediately launched into what appeared to be praises based off the smiles and excited looks on everyone's faces. They surrounded him, pushing Hana out of the way, to speak to him all at once.

His people clearly adored him.

Hana smiled at the sight of Razzoth interacting with the cooks. It was clear that he had a great admiration for his people. She could see the pure love he had for them.

Her chest grew warm. Gently rubbing it, she turned her attentions back to the scene.

“Ladies, allow me to introduce you to my personal concubine,” Razzoth said, quieting the room. Multiple pairs of eyes turned to Hana. She waved lightly. Razzoth rushed over to her, wrapping an arm over her shoulders.

“This is Hana,” he said, smile on his face as he looked down a her. Hana's breath caught in her throat when their eyes me. There was a warmth she couldn't explain in her chest again.“I hope you don't mind,” he continued, pulling her hand to his lips for a kiss. “But Hana and I are going to cook a meal.”

“My liege?” one asked quietly.

“We'll be fine,” he said never leaving Hana's side. Quickly, Razzoth ushered the women out of the kitchen before turning back to Hana. She smiled nervously.

“Shall we?” he asked. She nodded.

––––––––
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THE CLANG OF METAL against metal echoed through the vast, stone kitchens of the Mephistian palace. Hana, her strawberry blonde curls hastily pulled back in a loose braid, carefully sliced a bulbous, purple root with a skill that belied her delicate appearance. A stray strand tickled her cheek, and she frowned, tucking it behind her hear. Shew as used tot he hushed reverence of her who castle's kitchens, not the boisterous energy of this place, dominated by the scent of unfamiliar spices and the deep rumble of Mephistian voices in the hallway.

“You handle that with surprising confidence,” Razzoth's voice, a deep, resonant growl, broke the relative silence.

Hana straightened, placing the chopped root in a bowl. “My... my mother insisted I learn t do everything myself, regardless of station.” A carefully crafted lie, she hoped sounded as genuine as her own late mother's teachings.

He leaned closer, his cologne an intoxicating musk. He stopped close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating off his skin. The musk and earthy scent of his skin only intensified the closer he was.

“Good,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “It s important to know the basics. All, man or woman, should, I believe.”

He gestured toward a pile of crimson, spike vegetables. “These are razor thorns. Handle them with care.”

He picked on up, demonstrating how to carefully peel away the outer layer, revealing what looked to be similar to an onion.

Hana couldn't help watching his hands, calloused but nimble, then tentatively picked up one for herself. “What are we making?”

Razzoth chuckled, a low sound that vibrated in her chest. “A traditional Mephistian stew, called 'Zanther's Delight'. It is name after one of my ancestors and was a dish of my childhood. Something my own mother taught me. Though,” he added, a hing of a wistful tone in his voice, “she would never have guessed I'd be cooking it with a Human.”

Hana's fingers faltered for a moment. He used the word “Human” so casualy, as if she wre a strange animal put on display. She recovered, continuing to peel the razor thorns. “I've never tasted Mephistian cuisine before coming here.”

“Then tonight, you will,” Razzoth said with a hint of something intense n his voice she couldn't quite decipher. He reached above his head and plucked down a large, clay pot and pulled a jar of dark liquid from a shelf. As he poured it in, he continued “This is the spiced broth, the base of the stew. The key is to let it simmer.”

Together, they worked in a surprisingly comfortable silence for a while, Razzoth showing her how to measure the spices using the different looking utensils than were in Calvinia. His voice was an intoxicating rumble as he explained how to properly dice the strange, alien vegetable fruits found in Mephisto. As the Mephistian King and princess of Calvinia worked diligently together, he shared the stories of his people living in the barren, volcanic landscape of his home, their traditions passed through generations. Stories of his youth fell from his lips easily like rain. Hana giggled at the shenanigans of a young Demon princes and his siblings. His amber eyes never really left hers.

She, in turn, regaled him with anecdotes about her Human kingdom, the verdant forests that surrounded her home. Her stories of her siblings were a mix of truth and lies. It was safer that way.

Lying to him is better than dying.

His questions were gentle, probing, an attempt to understand not just her cooking, but her mind.He asked about her family, her dreams, her fears. She, n turn, found herself wanting to know more about him—the man beneath the intimidatingly sexy exterior. Hana tried to keep her answers vague, as to avoid her royal status, but she found herself revealing more than she meant in response to his stories, his raw vulnerability that flashed beneath his regal facade whenever he spoke about his people, his kingdom.

“You really love you people,” she said, inhaling the aroma of the gently bubbling stew on the hearth. The complex blend of sweet, savory and spicy notes were mouth-watering.

“I do,” he said, taking a taste of the stew, his eyes narrowing in concentration. “It's almost ready. We must add one final ingredient.”

Out of a nearby drawer, he pulled out a small, intricately carved wooden box. Inside, nestled on a bed of dried herbs, were glowing, iridescent pearls. He carefully picked on up, demonstrating how to crush it between his fingers, releasing as shimmer of golden dust. “These are the tears of the firefish, a delicacy only found deep n the volcanic rivers.”

Hana gasped. “Beautiful.”

Razzoth smiled, a flash of white teeth against his gray skn. “Indeed.” He added the crushed pearls to the stew. “Now, we wait.” He turned to her, his gaze direct. “You have surprised me, Hana. I did not expect you to be so... capable.”

Hana blushed, a faint warmth spreading across her cheeks. “I enjoy cooking.”

He smiled in response. His hand moved to the base of her neck, his calloused fingers sending a jolt of heat through her. “And I enjoy watching you.” He slid a finger along the delciate curve of her jawline, his touch sending goosebumps across her skin.

It wasn't much longer that the food was finished.

Together, they carried finished food over to the table. Hana worked on arranging the dishes to look beautiful while Razzoth laid out the tableware before pouring the red wine.

He took his seat first.

“Hana,” he said, breaking the princess from her admiration of their hard work.

“Yes, your majesty?” she asked, curtsying. He grinned at her.

“Come sit on my lap.”

Hana glanced at his lap, flushing when she saw that he'd released his hard manhood. Her heart raced and her pussy grew unbelievably wet. Her core throbbed in undeniable want, knowing that he wanted her so much. She could remember what his knot felt like sealing him into her.

“Hana,” his voice turned stern. “Come sit on my lap.”

“Yes, Sir,” she breathed, walking around her him. Once she reached him, he cupped the back of her neck, drawing her forward so that their lips met in a fierce, hungry kiss. Hana's breath hitched, her nipples pebbling. She wrapped her arms around his neck, deepening the kiss, her carefully constructed defenses crumbling.

He broke the kiss, his eyes dark with raw desire. He tiled her chin, looking deep into her eyes. “I want you, Hana.”

“And I want you,” she answered, her hands running through his hair, her fingers grazing the base of his horns. She turned around and slowly lifted the skirts of her robe to reveal her throbbing, achy hole. As she slowly brought herself down, Razzoth guided his cock inside her. Hana gasped as the head breached her lower lips. She moaned as he pushed deeper until he was sheathed to his knot.

“Razzoth,” she gasped, leaning back against him.

“Hana,” he growled, kissing her neck as his hands grasped her thighs in a bruising grip. Slowly and clumsily, she began to bounce. His hands smoothed up to her hips, his callouses adding to the sensations of electricity and pleasure racing through her nerves to her core, to help guide her pace.

She moaned loudly. His cock rubbed against the sensitive walls of her cunt deliciously. The head of his phallus brushed against something inside that made her see stars. She gasped as his right hand moved from her hip to cup her breast, his fingers tweaking her nipples one at a time. Her clit throbbed in time to his pinches. His hand continued up to her throat where is wrapped around. He squeezed the sides, making her breathless. Instead of making her scared, it added to the overall experience.

He could easily kill her if he so chose.

That was a thought that only ramped up her pleasure.

His teeth found her neck, biting into the delicate skin there hard enough to leave a mark, but not bleed.

“Razzoth,” she gasped as her eyes rolled to the back of her head, an orgasm overtaking her system. As she came back down, her balance was thrown as the Demon King stood and pushed her over the table. Hana screamed out his name as he began a rigorous pace, hitting her cervix and causing a pain-pleasure that made her come once again with tears in her eyes. She reached back to grip something for better leverage, her hands finding purchases on his horns as he was bent over considerably to fuck her. He groaned into her neck.

“Grip them tight, baby. It feels good,” he moaned.

She turned her head and caught his lips with hers in a fiery kiss that was all teeth and tongue. He was close, his swelling knot brushing in and out of her entrance with a loud, wet pop sound. She adjusted her grip on his horns, drawing a gasp into her mouth.

It was heady, the sounds she could make him voice. She pulled away from the kiss.

“Razzoth... please.”

“Please what, Little dove?”

Hana wasn't sure how to ask as she approached another peak.

Another orgasm?

More of that deep pain that made her toes curl with pleasure.

His sinful hands on her skin? His knot locking inside her?

“More,” she begged.

Growling, Razzoth jerked her forward by her neck in such a way, she was sure it would bruise, the thought bringing her closer. She found herself atop the table, her robes ripped from her shoulders and pulled over her ass. Her hips were held up in a bruising grip as he began to truly relentlessly thrusting into her. Her mind went blank, eyes completely glazed over as the tears of pleasure overwhelmed her vision completely, save for lightning that flew from one side to the other with each painfully-pleasurable slam of her cervix. Her body shuddered its release again and again. She found herself floating, adrift in the sea that was the sea of the King of Demons.

The sudden, last hard thrust into her followed immediately by his knot locking into place caused her final, Earth-shattering orgasm.

––––––––
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WHEN THE PRINCESS CAME to, she found herself cuddled against the king, leaning back with his pectoral used as a pillow. Her clothes had been righted as best they could be, though the skirts were rucked up around her hips, and draped to hide where they were still connected. He'd gone soft while she'd been passed out.

The kitchen staff had returned and were eating at the table. They were acting as if dining with the king, as if his concubine on his knot at the table were normal.

Hana sighed, contented. The fur of Razzoth's lower body was soft against hers. A clawed hand was running gently through her curls, which must have come loose from the elaborate hairstyle during their lovemaking.

“My liege,” one of the girls—a young-looking Demon girl whose ebony hair was done up in a tight bun. “Your concubine has awakened.”

Razzoth's gentle and calming caress moved from the top of her head to her cheek. From there, his hand moved to her chin where he tilted her face up to his.

“Are you ready to eat, Little Dove?”

Throat sore from screaming, Hana nodded mutely. He proceeded to feed her by hand.
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The silk sheets, the color of the night, felt cool against Razzoth's skin as he came back to consciousness after a night of ravaging his concubine. He stretched, a groan rumbling from his chest, and the weight of Hana shiftd slightly in his arms. Her soft berath tickled the coarse hairs on his chest, a subtle counterpoint to the echoing silence in his chambers. No even the fire still roared. He opened his eyes briefly, the dm light of dawn filtering though the heavily draped windows. The room was painted in shades of gray and blue. Smiling, he reopened his eyes to look down a the gorgeous woman laying in his arms.

Hana was still sleeping, her long, curly strawberry hair spread out on the bed behind her. Her usually animated face was serene in slumber, one slender hand curled near her cheek. The other was nestled between them. They had reached a level of comfort with each other that should have unsettled Razzoth, but instead he felt only peace with her in his arms.

His concubine graced his bed every night, careless for whether he planned to take her—taste the flesh of her lips, her skin, and her pussy—or not. Most nights, he had her screaming his name as he brought her to the pinnacle of pleasure on his fingers or tongue until he could no longer resist her charms and plunge into her depths until they were locked together. Some, he spent talking to her. The dam that had kept them from having a conversation was broken the day they cooked together. And there were nights he sat on a sofa to work in his quarters as she sat on the other end, embroidering a pattern she refused to let him see, or she'd lean against him, eyes glued to his face. Razzoth grinned as he carefully stretched his limbs again to avoid jostling the beauty sleeping. With a regretful sigh, he untangled their limbs. After he comforted the young woman with his words, he watched as she pulled his pillow into her arms, face smooshed into it.

His heart grew warm.

Last night, they had spoken for hours before he took her about her life in the village. Her memories of the garden she grew in her chilhood village with first her mother and then her stepmother, and the songs her mother used to sing, had been a precious balm to his soul. He'd confessed his guilt about how he left the lands of his enemies: scorched and unusable for generations. It was a confession he'd never dared speak aloud before.

In his chest, he felt a strange pull. It was an unfamiliar tenderness, as he gazed at her. He'd always considered emotions a weakness, something to be controlled and conquered like the lands he held under his iron fist. Yet, here he was, feeling something akin to...affection? It was something he'd not allowed himself to feel since his father passed from illness.

Hana stirred, her dark lashes flutterng against her cheeks. Her eyes blinked open slowly, like the unfoldng petals of a rare orchid She blinked once, then twice, focusing on Razzoth's face, a soft smile on her lips.

“Good morning, my king,” she mrmured, her voice still roughened with sleep.

“Hana,” Razzoth responded, his own voice surprisingly gentle. He lifted his hand, brushing as tray strand of hair from her face. “Go back to sleep, Little Dove. The servants will be in to help you later. I must get to my duties.”

“Yes,” she murmured, eyes drifting clothes. He stayed by the bed until her breathing evened out again.

––––––––
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AFTER QUICKLY DRESSING himself, Razzoth set off. The corridors were a familiar sight as he walked through them. He hesitated outside the hall of portraits. Something akin to sentimentality led him to enter the hall.

The heavy oak door to the gallery groaned as Razzoth pushed it oepn, a familiar, mournful cadence in the otherwise silent castle. He'd always hated that sound. It was the sound ofs ecrets, of dust motes disturbed, of ancestors whispering disapproval. He preferred the clang of steel on steel, the roar of a cheering crowd, the decisive thud of a royal seal on a decree. And recently, the sounds of Hana as she crested from the pleasures he wrought from her body. But here, in the long gallery lined with the portraits of his forebearers, there was only the weight of the past.

He didn't usually stop here. It was too much, the stark reminder of the long chain of Razzoth's bloodline, a chain he felt the crushing weight of eacha nd every day. The kingdom had been poised on the precipise of war with the Humans living in Calvinia upon his inheritance, a court riddled with ambitious and treacherous scum he had to scourge before he could truly rule. Unfortunately, on of the now dead courtiers had already pushed them over that edge. And now the crown sat heavier with each sunrise, which each battle.
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