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Chapter One
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From the Epilogue of The Gentlemen’s Agreement 

“You have to choose someone soon.” Tristan, Lord of Middlethorp and Crown Prince Rupert of Simigile’s companion at the coronation wasn’t saying anything Rupert didn’t know. 

“My father’s hosting his annual hunt in just three weeks. After that we’ve got a glorious week of hunting at the Huffington Estate to look forward to. The next three months are filled with events you and I enjoy, and we’re stuck here in Monce.”

“We’re not stuck in Monce,” Rupert snapped, making sure he kept his tone low. The last thing he needed was for his father to hear he’d behaved inappropriately at one of the biggest events of the year. “I didn’t even want to come here. Father insisted I attend the coronation on his behalf.”

“He also told you, you’re not allowed back in Simigile until you’ve got a signed marriage contract under your belt. We might not be stuck in Monce, but we can’t go home, either. And don’t think I missed you mooning over King Consort Jaq. You were a fool to rescind your contract with him, and you know it.” 

“I don’t moon over anyone,” Rupert reminded his friend sharply, taking a quick swig of his whiskey. “I didn’t even want to get married in the first place, but Father’s getting pushy. Honestly,” he waved a hand at the guests who were mingling in their finest clothes. “Who would want to deal with this rubbish? I had every right to rescind my contract for Prince Jaq before he got snared by Serron. He was rude to me, not even bothering to turn up for our appointment.” 

Rupert didn’t mention how he’d even hired a person to abduct the prince before the marriage. That secret he’d take to the grave. Suffice to say, once Rupert read that the wedding was finalized, he paid the man off and told him to move countries. That wasn’t mooning, that was me trying to help an innocent. If he kept saying that long enough, he’d believe it. 

“That might be the case with Prince Jaq at the time.” Tristan leaned closer to him. “But he can’t have been that rude. In case you didn’t notice, your Prince Jaq has got two husbands who seem very attentive and cozy with him, while you’re stuck not even being able to go home unless you’ve got a signed marriage contract.”

Rupert took another drink from his glass and then sighed. Tristan wasn’t the only one who wanted to go home and have his life go back to normal. “You know,” he said, as he got the glimmer of an idea, “it would teach my father a lesson if I married someone totally unsuitable and took them home.” 

“A commoner?” Tristan looked appalled. 

“Of course not. I’m not Serron. I don’t know how the hell that one managed to sway the World Council to accept a second consort, especially someone who used to work in the markets, but as far as I’m concerned, Serron is welcome to the headaches that come from having a spouse, or two, would cause.”

“From what I’ve picked up from the gossip around here, it was Prince Jaq who petitioned the council to accept Patin as a second consort. Apparently, he’s the one with all the brains between the three.” 

Rupert shuddered. “Another reason I was glad my marriage to him didn’t go through. The last thing I want is a spouse who’s going to talk my ear off every day, boring me with policy and research garbage. The only reason I considered Prince Jaq at all is because I was told he barely socialized, and he was quiet and shy. It was you who told me that. Now look at him, flaunting his relationship as if it were normal. 

“And see? Didn’t I tell you there was more to Serron and Patin’s friendship than they were admitting publicly? You can’t tell me two men could dance together the way they did tonight if they haven’t been sneaking off together for freaking years.” 

“It sounds like you were right, but that doesn’t help us with our little problem now.” Tristan leaned back in his chair and sniffed. “You need a spouse – man or woman, your father said that didn’t matter. All they need is royal blood. I don’t think your father was particularly impressed with King Serron and his two consorts business, either.” 

“Royal blood, hmm.” Rupert tapped his lip with his glass as he scanned the crowds. Because he had royal status, he was seated with the other royal guests on a stage, raised about a foot above the regular seating for the Monce society families. The height of the stage and his own tall stature gave him an advantage. 

Most of the royals Rupert dismissed because they were already married. Rupert was also determined he wasn’t going to tie himself to someone who had equal status to his own. That didn’t give him any leverage in pre-marriage negotiations. “What I need is someone small...”

“What is your thing for shorter men?” Tristan complained. “They’re not going to want to join you on the hunts, go camping, or do any of the things we enjoy.”

“My point exactly.” Rupert put his glass down. “I’ve tried doing things Father’s way, but telling me I can’t go home without a spouse was the last straw. He said I had to get married. He didn’t say I had to live with that person, travel with that person, or court that person. My gifts just get returned anyway.”

“I told you those garters and keepsakes weren’t suitable gifts for someone you’d refused.”

“Any gift from me should be appreciated. But no, I’m not doing any of that nonsense anymore. If Father wants me to have a spouse, then I’ll have one. They can keep Father company while you and I are hunting. I just need to find someone suitable, or not, whatever the case might be. Who’s that?” Rupert pointed to a shorter man with long blond hair, a trim build, and finely sculpted facial features. The man was laughing at something that Queen Evangaline from Tyrion was saying. 

“Hmm.” Tristan squinted in the direction of Rupert’s finger. “I think that’s Prince Winter from...he’s from...Martingale. That’s right, Martingale. That little country that sits at the foot of the Dragon Mountains.” 

Rupert wrinkled his nose. “He’s not a dragon rider, is he?”

“Goodness, no. I think he does something for the World Council, but I haven’t got a clue what. He’s probably a glorified pen pusher. From memory, the Martingale royal family has a lot of children. Prince Winter is a spare, spare, spare heir, I think.”

“So, a royal with no real position. Perfect.” Rupert smiled for the first time that evening. “Send a missive to the Martingale royal family in the morning and let them know I have graciously decided to take Prince Winter as my spouse. I expect him to arrive at the Simigile Castle in two weeks’ time for the ceremony.” 

Tristan looked at him sideways. “You could just go over and talk to him, ask him yourself.” 

“Nope. I’m going to bed.” Rupert drained the last of his drink and put the glass on the table. “We can set off for Simigile as soon as the contract is signed.” 

“You’re not going to talk to him at all?”

“And give him a reason to reject me? Not this time. No talking, no gifts, no nothing. This is purely a marriage of convenience. I don’t need to get to know the man.”

“Are you that sure he’ll agree to the contract?”

Rupert glanced at the man in question again. Winter was dressed in a brightly colored robe and seemed to have rings on every finger. Everything about him screamed “frivolous”. “I don’t see how he has any choice. I outrank him. Even if he doesn’t appreciate the honor I’m giving him, his family will. 

“Father can send out an escort for him and arrange transportation, make all the arrangements for the wedding the way you know he wants to do. If we time this right, I can be married the day he arrives, and then you and I should be at your father’s estate just in time for the next hunt.” 

“If you say so. Can’t say I won’t be happy to go home.” Tristan got up at the same time Rupert did. “I’ll get the paperwork done in the morning. If Winter and his family are staying here overnight, it’ll save me hunting down a messenger.” 

Rupert wasn’t worried about the details. He was mentally chuckling at the look on his father’s face when he brought home a peacock of a man who would be more at home in a fashion house than on the back of a horse. 
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Chapter Two
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“All right then, my lovely people. What have we got? Can we work this marriage business to our advantage, or do I need to pull in a favor at the World Council and get this debacle stopped for reasons of national security or something similar?” 

Closing the sitting room door behind him, then rubbing his hands, Prince Winter of Martingale went over to the fire, warming his fingers. It was just before lunch, the day after the coronation in Monce, and Winter had been up and about since dawn. 

The coronation of King Serron and his consorts, King Consort Jaq and King Consort Patin, had been a perfect opportunity to network, gather gossip, and meet a few people in what most would perceive as a casual social situation. Very few people knew that nothing Winter did was casual. 

Although the three people gathered around the table did. His hands feeling a little less chilled, Winter went over to the chair left for him. “Who wants to go first?” he said as he took a seat and accepted the coffee slid in front of him. “Thank you. Pippin?”

“Crown Prince Rupert and his companion Lord Tristan of Middlethorp left the castle shortly after breakfast,” Pippin said quickly, peering at Winter from under his curly bangs. “I didn’t hear much more than what I heard last night...”

Winter grinned. Pippin, being under Rupert’s table at the time the man was discussing his marriage issues, had been a stroke of luck rather than good management, but Winter would take all he could get. “You did good last night,” he prompted gently. “What happened at the stables?”

“Lord Tristan was trying to explain the importance of the marriage contract details to Crown Prince Rupert, but the crown prince wasn’t listening. At least that’s what I thought,” Pippin added quickly. “The crown prince seemed very abrupt, talking about trying to get back to Simigile so that he could attend a hunt that starts in three days. From what I can tell, he wants to attend that one, and one more before the wedding, and there was mention of a ball...?”

“That will be the Fall Festival Ball, held at the Pinkle’s estate just outside of the Simigile central city.” August, Winter’s brother, looked up from a pile of papers. “We were invited, but under the circumstances, Father felt it was best you didn’t attend. You’d left before he could discuss this marriage contract with you this morning.” 

“I had those two jobs to attend to this morning. Both successful,” Winters said, nodding. “I thought I’d told Father, but things have been hectic lately. What else did Father say? I take it, he’s headed home?” The king of Martingale took the running of his kingdom very seriously and rarely left. 

August nodded. “Joseph is with him. They made their departure not long after Crown Prince Rupert did.” 

Winter had expected that. Joseph, the crown prince of Martingale, traveled with their father on those rare occasions he attended any function outside of their own country. “All right, then. What is included in the marriage contract? Did Father sign it on my behalf?” He looked over to Sigmund, who worked as his adviser. 

“No, sir.” Sigmund pulled out a short scroll. “The king was happy to abide by your decision in this. It was drafted by Lord Middlethorp and appears to be a direct copy of a template the World Council uses for such occasions.” 

“A template contract? That could be fun.” Winter chuckled. “What conditions is the crown prince determined to inflict on my person?”

“I doubt the crown prince bothered to even read it, and Lord Middlethorp appears to have done the bare minimum.” Sigmund sniffed, indicating his disapproval. “With our king making ready to head home, I attempted to go through the clauses with Lord Middlethorp, but he seemed very impatient with me. Crown Prince Rupert’s signature was already on the bottom of the document.” 

Sigmund tapped the inky flourish. “Far too many curly cues for my liking, but regardless, Lord Middlethorp simply insisted that if there were any conditions you’d like included, then to fill them in and file the paperwork. ‘Immediately’ was the word he used.” Another sniff let Winter know what Sigmund felt about being ordered to do anything, especially from a person none of the family had a high opinion of. 

“That’s not surprising. Thanks to Pippin, we already know the crown prince can’t go back to Simigile until this contract is lodged with the World Council.” Winter tapped his chin. “What’s Joseph’s take on this, August?”

August let out a long huff. “You know what Joseph is like, Winter. He thinks the marriage would be a good idea for the family business. We don’t actually have a contact anywhere near Simigile, so it could be useful to operate out of there. It would allow us to expand our reach. But Joseph doesn’t have a high opinion of your intended spouse, and he worries about you because marriage is a serious commitment. He wants you to be happy, so he’s not pushing you on this either way.” 

“No, Joseph would never do that.” Winter knew he was lucky. He came from an extremely supportive family. He had eight brothers and three sisters, and after their mother’s untimely and unexpected death two years before, the family had pulled closer together than ever to support the devastated king. 

“It’s only four days ride from Simigile to Martingale on a fast horse. I’ll still want to visit Father at least once a month.” 

“From what I heard, sire, the crown prince in Simigile is barely going to be at the castle, so is not likely to notice if you’re not there,” Pippin pointed out.  

“That would make the business side of things easier as well,” August added. 

“True. True.” Winter looked at Sigmund. “How likely is it that my intended fiancé will want to stay married? I’m not moving the base of my operation to the Simigile castle, only to be kicked out under the piss-off clause three months later.” 

Sigmund tapped the desk with his ornate pen. “I’m more concerned about what you’ll do if you want out of the marriage, sir,” he said, frowning. “Lord Middlethorp put a line through the exceptional clause section. If I could offer an opinion, I believe that was done because either the crown prince or Lord Middlethorp, worried you wouldn’t want to stay married to your husband once you got to know him.” 

“Hmm, that changes things.” Winter was thinking fast. “What about the clause relating to infidelity? Does my fiancé intend to remain faithful to his husband?”

“Neither option has been ticked, struck out, or anything else,” Sigmund said, checking the scroll. 

“Which would suggest that my intended hasn’t considered that I might have an opinion about his behavior, both with me and when he’s with others. How extremely lax of him.” Winter waggled his eyebrows, causing his team to laugh, before turning to Pippin. “What do we know about the crown prince’s dating habits? The man is in his thirties, isn’t he?” 

“Thirty-five, sire,” Pippin said. “I did reach out to our friend Lady Julia at the World Council at first light for any information she might have, and she sent a reply via crystal radio.” 

“Good thinking.” Winter nodded. Lady Julia was a long time friend who knew everything worth knowing about any royal family in the known world. “Did she feel our match might be a good one?” 

Pippin wrinkled his nose. “I’m not sure, sire. She said to wish you luck.”

“That’s not ominous at all.” August chuckled. 

Lady Julia was an excellent judge of character, so her good luck wishes, likely made in jest, did make Winter pause. “What did she say about his dating habits?” he asked again. “Crown Prince Rupert has to have had some liaisons in the last fifteen years or so.” 

“He’s had some unlucky courtships,” Pippin said slowly. “His infatuation with King Consort Jaq was just his latest attempt at securing a marriage with someone small, compliant, and someone who wasn’t keen on being seen in many social situations. He had shown previous interest in Prince Remy and Prince Syrius, although Lady Julia said she wasn’t sure if he’d actually met those two princes before losing interest.”  

“That’s a shame. I would’ve loved to have heard how well my intended got on with Prince Remy’s lizard. Both of those princes are now married to other people, so clearly whatever he did didn’t work there.” Winter put the new puzzle pieces into the mental picture he was forming of the man who’d decided to marry him. “Women?”

“Numerous acquaintances, nothing serious,” Pippin said. “According to Lady Julia, Crown Prince Rupert has many, many friends who enjoy similar interests to his own. He’s also been known to enjoy female company at the end of a social engagement, discreetly, of course. Lady Julia mentioned that he’s never allowed anyone to get too close, because he never intended to marry.”

“Hmm.” Winter leaned back in his chair. “We already know the only reason he’s offering to marry me is so he can go home to Simigile. I think we can safely assume he’s not going to want to have much to do with the Prince Winter he saw at last night’s function, which is why he chose me specifically. 

“It’s my opinion that Crown Prince Rupert wants to continue living his life the way he always has. He clearly believes that by marrying someone he perceives as inferior to his ideal of a manly man, he can keep me in my place or ignore me completely. It’s not ideal, but it could be a workable situation for us and what we do.” 

“Sire, if I can voice one issue you appear to have overlooked,” Sigmund said. “Marriage to anyone is a very serious matter. This contract is as binding on you as it will be on the crown prince. Marrying him will prevent you from ever marrying someone more suited to the person we all know you to be. Is this really a good idea?”

Winter smiled at his adviser. Sigmund had often been the voice of reason Winter needed at times, especially when he thought a harebrained scheme was a good idea. “That contract will raise my status to crown prince consort of Simigile?”

Sigmund nodded. “That is applicable from the moment you sign.”

“All right. So I’d get an increase in status, our family would get a wider reach geographically than we’ve had before...” Winter tapped on the table. “Combine that with a husband who will barely stomach being in the presence of the peacock of a man he believes me to be. My friends, we could do a lot worse. Royal marriages have been formed on a lot less.” 

“At least the crown prince hasn’t insisted on an infidelity clause,” August added. “You could still find affection outside of the marriage, provided you’re discreet about it.” 

But Winter shook his head. “No. I wouldn’t do that. Not because of Rupert – I don’t even know the man – but because I would never be so callous about another person’s affection. That’s not right. Besides, the fact that Rupert didn’t choose an option means I get to make the first decision in our married life. I imagine he’s left that part blank, perhaps knowing I would refuse the offer, or that my father would, if he refused to be faithful to me, so we might as well use that to our advantage.” 

Winter wasn’t sure where the flutter of butterflies came from as he said, “Sigmund, pass the contract over. When you file the paper with the World Council, can you ask them to ensure my fiancé is notified that all the clauses in the contract apply from that moment forward? They may have to send him a copy to refresh his memory of what he’s signed up for.” 

“As long as you’re sure, sire.” Sigmund slid the paper across the table, along with a pen. 

Winter glanced at his brother, who was watching him closely. “Will you be coming along for the ride?”

August shrugged. “I’m expected in Southland in about six weeks, so I can come with you until you’re safely married. I’ll let Joseph know I’ll stand with you at the wedding as our family representative. We’ll have a lot to organize, and I’m not sure what resources the Simigile castle might already have, or what we have to bring in. You can leave all that to me while you’re prepping for the wedding.” 

“Hmm, that’s a thought.” Winter flicked his hair over his back as he bent over the contract, skimming the contents. “Shall I wear the white and gold colors of Martingale for the wedding? Or should I go with something exceptionally gaudy and colorful? What do you think?”

At least the darn man will be pleasant enough to look at if I am ever seated across a table from him, Winter thought as he quickly scribbled his signature at the bottom of the contract. 
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Chapter Three
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“Sire, Your Highness. I don’t mean to interrupt, but I have to insist you come with me. Sire, I need to speak with you, now.” 

“I’m busy.” Rupert smiled at his companion for the evening. Lady Abigail was slightly more seasoned than he preferred, but she knew how to blush prettily, and with the coy way she didn’t meet his eyes, she was deliberately acting in a way that set Rupert’s blood aflame. It was a ploy – they both knew it – but Rupert was in a good enough mood to accept the ploy for what it was. 

All was finally right in Rupert’s world. He’d had a successful hunt. Being back in Simigile was truly everything he needed to feel comfortable again. From the moment he’d crossed the border, Rupert felt a sense of relief and a warm feeling of coming home – back in the lands he was used to and where people were used to him. He’d informed his father about the marriage contract, and then had disappeared to a local estate for a hunting expedition, confident that his father wouldn’t have gotten the invitations for the wedding out yet, meaning he didn’t have to mention his impending marriage to anyone. 

Back among his friends, having successfully bagged two boars that day and proving that he still had what it took to be a successful hunter, Rupert was intent on pursuing other pleasurable pursuits. 

“Your Highness, I have to insist, it’s a matter of the state,” Tristan whispered urgently in his ear. “You’ve had a communication from the World Council.”

That did sound serious, at least serious enough for Rupert to pat the lady’s shoulder as he stood up. “Keep my seat warm for me, would you, dear? I shall be back shortly.”

Leaving the table, Rupert only stumbled slightly as he followed Tristan out of the room and into a little nook in the hallway that was hidden by a couple of heavy curtains affording the illusion of privacy. 

“What are you doing, interrupting me like that,” Rupert hissed. “You know what I’m like when I’ve had a successful day hunting. You saw me today. I bagged two boars – two of them - and then you had to come along and ruin what could prove to be an equally enjoyable evening. What were you thinking?”

“I told you. You got a note from the World Council.” Tristan didn’t back down. That was one of the reasons their friendship had lasted so long. Tristan was one person who didn’t get offended by Rupert’s dominant nature. 

“What about?” Rupert felt a sliver of fear run down his spine. No, don’t be like that, he warned himself. No one knew what he’d tried to do to Prince Jaq before that man got married. “Did something happen to the king?”

“No. If something happened to your father, someone from the castle would’ve notified you. The message from the World Council confirmed that your marriage contract has been registered with the council. Prince Winter is now Crown Prince Consort Winter and will be arriving here in time for your wedding, due to take place in nine days, at the Simigile court.”

“Is that what you pulled me away from my company?” Fueled with whiskey, Rupert’s mind was still on the lovely Lady Abigail. “I know about the marriage contract. I was the one who signed it. Why are you interrupting me over something so trivial? All that crap is days away. I’ll worry about the wedding closer to the time.”

“Seriously, you have to worry about it now.” Tristan was pushing further than usual. “Remember how you told me to get rid of the piss-off clause?”

Rupert nodded. “All that information was in the contract. Winter had to have consort status, because the World Council insists on that sort of thing, and I told you to cross out the piss-off clause. The last thing I need is to be embarrassed by a useless husband who goes running to his mommy the moment I make a casual comment he takes as an insult against those gaudy clothes he seems to favor.” Rupert had a blunt way of speaking. It had gotten him into trouble in the past, and he wasn’t going to lose his marriage over it. 

“I believe Prince Winter’s mother died two years ago. Do you remember what else was in the contract?”

“What else is in there that’s important? Get to the point, man. I don’t want Lady Abigail going chilly on me.” 

“If you insist.” Tristan frowned. “Crown Prince Consort Winter has invoked the infidelity clause in the contract. And it’s already filed with the World Council, so it can’t be changed.” 

Rupert felt the blood drain from his face. “What are you talking about? I didn’t agree to that.”

“I asked you a dozen times about the infidelity clause,” Tristan reminded him. “All you could think of was the hunt you went on today.” 

“I wanted to come home. I wanted to be back in Simigile.” Rupert vaguely remembered saying something about the infidelity clause. He clicked his fingers in Tristan’s face. 

“I thought we agreed that we’d allow Winter to decide whether or not the infidelity clause was invoked. You told me that he probably wouldn’t do that because he and I have never said a word to each other. Who would agree to be faithful to someone they hadn’t met? I just wanted him to sign the contract, and we both agreed he might turn my offer down if I made it clear I didn’t plan to be faithful to him.” Rupert hadn’t planned to have anything to do with his new husband at all, but now it looked like he might not have a choice. 

“Well, that backfired because your new husband has invoked the clause and clearly sees your fidelity to him as something important,” Tristan said. “There was a note waiting for me when we arrived here this afternoon. I’ve been trying to talk to you since lunchtime.”

“I wasn’t going to talk about anything like that when we’re hunting. I wanted to have some fun before our friends find out what I’m planning to do.” Rupert was distracted, trying to work out what impact a clause like that would have on the life he’d created for himself. “Couldn’t this have waited until morning? There must be a way around this, but I’m not thinking straight right now.”

“I would’ve left it until morning if you hadn’t been leaning into Lady Abigail’s chest,” Tristan hissed. “That clause, in fact, all of the clauses in the contract came into effect from the moment the papers were filed with the World Council. If you’d continued your evening with the Lady Abigail the way you’d hoped, you would be breaking your contract with Crown Prince Consort Winter before the wedding even takes place.” 

“Are you sure?” Rupert thought that sounded strange. “We haven’t said the vows yet. They’re not due to be said for nine days. Until then, I’m a free man, surely.”

Tristan shook his head. “That’s not how it works. The World Council is very strict on these matters because of contracts that are signed with child brides, or where the contracts are signed by parents rather than the parties involved. You told me to tell Winter’s man to lodge the papers urgently, because that was the only way we were going to be allowed back at the Simigile court. I did as I was told.” 

Rupert leaned against the wall, any hopes for having fun for the rest of the evening disappearing in a puff of smoke. “How on earth did this happen?” He looked up, meeting his friend’s eyes. “Do you think that simpering fop has got the ridiculous idea he’s actually important to me? Is he going to be hanging all over me from the moment we’re married, expecting me to court him and come to care for him? Is that why he doesn’t want me dallying with anyone else?”

“I have no idea,” Tristan said. “The note we received was short, but clear. Effective from the moment those papers were filed with the World Council, your new fiancé has got a restraining order on your royal appendage, and from now on, nobody else is allowed to go near it except him.”

Peeking through the curtains, Rupert peered down the hallway, before looking back at his friend. “Winters doesn’t know anybody here. How’s he going to even find out?”

“Are you seriously prepared to take that risk?” Tristan shook his head. “Think about it a moment. If your consort finds out that your royal appendage has been handled by someone you’re not married to, then he can take you before the World Council and lay a complaint. You’ll be called in to answer questions, and they have truth-sayers there who will know the moment you try to lie about anything.”

“For goodness’ sake. All I wanted was for my life to go back to normal where I can hunt when I like and take pleasure where I want.” Rupert groaned, his mind already racing ahead. He could imagine the shame and the disgrace. There would be a good chance that if his fiancé complained about him, he could have his crown prince title stripped from him for behaving in a socially unacceptable manner. 

“I’m going to have to talk to him,” he said, his heart sinking at the very idea. Rupert was never good at discussing sensitive matters with sensitive people. They never seemed to understand his way of doing things. “Why would Winter do this? It’s not like he knows anything about me, so why would he do something like that?”

“I doubt he’s heard anything about you. He wouldn’t have had time before he signed the contract,” Tristan agreed. “It’s not like we move in the same circles. But unknowingly or knowingly, your consort has just hit you in one of the most important areas of your social life.” 

“Exactly. What the hell am I meant to do, Tristan? I’m not going to stay a eunuch for the rest of my life. I didn’t sign up for that.” 

“Maybe he’ll be reasonable,” Tristan suggested. “You saw the man yourself at the party in Monce. He likes pretty things, rings, and bright clothing, and all that sort of carry-on. Maybe you could get him a few gifts and talk him around to your idea that you two can have an arrangement. As long as you’re discreet and he never hears about it, then you could continue on the way you were before. You’d have to make sure the same exceptions apply to him, of course, but it might work.”
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