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Beg for the Queen





“Your royal highness, the Duke of Westingham is here to see you,” Howard, my steward, says, bowing as he enters the chamber. He sweeps low, bringing his eyes to the ground, and I marvel that Howard may be the only man in the realm that I trust. “Shall I give him an audience?” 

Sighing, I examine my gown of azure blue with green accents, the bodice low and barely covering my nipples. If the men at court think I don’t notice their eyes on my breasts at dinner and during court business, they’re daft. However, the idea of a new duke to toy with has my nipples at attention and threatening to rise out of the delicate fabric and my corset. I have yet to meet the Duke of Westingham, and he may prove to be the distraction I need for my boredom.

Such is the life of a single queen. I’m beautiful, only twenty-seven with my figure unmarred by childbirth, and blessed with the good genes of my mother. Long, dark hair waves down my back, and my eyes are the same blue as my dress. With creamy skin and a glow on my cheeks, every royal prince from here to the Orient has asked for my hand. Kings offer me land, boxes of jewels, and gold to marry their sons, but I decline them all. 

I want for nothing but pure freedom. 

Since my older brother, the king that preceded me, died and didn’t leave a male heir, I was reluctantly crowned. If I were to ever marry, my husband would assume the title and role of king, only passing it to any sons I’d birth. I doubt I’d be able to keep my title since the men of court would probably suggest that it’s too stressful for my child-bearing body and that it takes time away from my embroidery and talk with the other ladies. I’d be pushed aside. Thank you for your service, my lady, now kindly get back to your needlework and let your husband rule.

I don’t intend to marry for that very reason.

Power is power, and the spot between a powerful woman’s legs is a hot commodity. 

“Send him in,” I say, hiding the excitement in my voice. It’s best not to let the men know you care about their presence, even if this should be a nice break to the minutiae of my day. My thighs rub together under my dress at the thought of a handsome, virile duke, probably wanting some type of property to entice a woman to marry him. They always come begging. 

And I always make them beg more. 

I’m not expecting two men to enter my throne room. The taller man that walks out front is obviously the duke. Another man, handsome and stocky with wide shoulders, trails behind his overlord, a small smile on his face as he catches my attention. The man in clean shaven with dark blonde hair curling over his ears.

“Your royal highness,” the duke says, bowing low until his knees practically whisper the floor. “It’s an honor to finally be in your presence. Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Richard, the duke of Westingham. I knew your brother, of course. Please accept my condolences for your loss.”

“A loss for all of us,” I cluck. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. Please be at ease. You had a concern you’d like me to consider? I don’t assume you would be here without court in session if not.”

Richard straightens and squares his masculine shoulders. His red waist-coast is tight against his chest, the white shirt under it untied a little at the neck. I look down the length of him and like what I see. Cream breeches tied at the waist. Spotless black riding boots that make me think of him riding me as he would his mare. 

Would I like him to leave the boots on as he bends over my bed and feels my flogger on his bare skin? Such choices a queen must make. Then again, kings have had these thoughts about their serving maids for centuries. 

His smile is nice and full, unlike a lot of men of their late thirties that are starting to experience the unfortunate vexation of tooth rot. He’s also clean shaven, even after his travel, and his dark hair is tied neatly at the nape of his neck. 

“Westingham borders Suffolk, and it’s my understanding there is some land between the two that is not spoken for, my lady. A small patch and out of the way, but it would be a feather in my cap to increase my land size. I wish to discuss annexing that land to my duchy and discuss price.” He finishes his request with a short nod, sure to smooth my decision on this land. 

Always land. Always trying to make their marriage proposals better.

“And what is the young lady’s name?”

“Your highness?”

I ignore the question. I may be female, but I’m not daft. “Who do we have here?” I nod to the man behind the duke. 

Richard steps to the side and waves his hand at the man as if making an introduction at a dinner party. “This is Charles Roberts, the new Viscount of Kensington.”

Charles Roberts bows again like he did when he walked into the throne room. I nod and smile at the young man. He’ll also do nicely for my pleasure and entertainment. “And what business does he have in this land dispute? Or are you travel partners?”

Richard clears his throat. “He is the brother and guardian of the noble woman I’d like to marry.”

“Ah, I see now. Obviously, the viscount has come to not only provide moral support for your quest, but also to make sure that you ask me for the land. Proof to take back to the family that you’re a man of your word. Do I have that correct, your grace?” I ask, opening my fan and fanning away the heat coming through the windows of the room. “Then again, two of you came to see if you could intimidate me more that way. After all, I’m but a woman.”

Dust moats swirl in the afternoon light as the men stand in front of me, lost for words. Are they not used to a woman who can see their plans and ruses?

I rise from my seat, and both men step back. It’s an instinctual move, and I step down the two carpeted steps from my throne until I’m standing on the stone floor with them. “You mentioned price. What is your offer?”

“Would you like to discuss it over a meal, my queen? That’s how I’ve done these things in the past.”

Once again, a man stands before me telling me how to conduct business in my court. I smile a cold smile and run my eyes the length of both men. “If you’d like some wine, I’ll have it brought to you, and the cheese is fresh. But I have my own way of doing business in my court, my lords.”

“My queen?” Richard asks, a smile creasing his lips. As I step forward, I notice his green eyes practically twinkling with the challenge. “Surely, you won’t have Suffolk and I joust for your business like the old times.”

“Nay, my lord. Nothing like that. I have…other hunger in mind.”

The lilt and coo of my voice hits its mark, and the men redden and look at each other, shock creasing their foreheads. “Of what do you speak?” Richard whispers.

“Come now, gentlemen. We all have needs we can speak freely of. I’m no maid you need to impress for marriage, and I’ve lived in a man’s world long enough. I have hunger and certain tastes. I may not do business over a sideboard of meat and bread as my musicians entertain us, but I have other desires to feed and other means of entertainment.”

“Do you mean in your bedchamber?”

“Yes, my lord. I’m glad you are intelligent.”

He startles as if I slapped him. “You wish me to bed you for land?”

“Come now, your grace. You speak of it as if land and money don’t change hands for women all the time. I’m asking for you to please me. After all, I’m the queen, and the one with the land to give.”

Richard looks behind him, fear widening his eyes. I register the look between the men. Richard fears this will get back to Charles’s sister. Personally, I’m not convinced he’s ever thought that a woman could also feel pleasure in bed. That may also be a shock.

Charles shrugs and bows his head in deference to Richard. “There is nothing to fear if you’re worried about the young maid learning of an indiscretion with the queen, your grace.” 

Richard nods but otherwise looks away from Charles. He inhales two times and visibly straightens himself before addressing me. “You wish me to entertain you in your bedchamber?” he asks again, his eyes cloudy as he wraps the concept around his mind. 

“No. I want both of you to entertain me in my bedchamber. The viscount is also invited. I like it when you share.”

The silence permeates the air, and I’ll be damned if Charles isn’t salivating at the thought, small lines around his mouth forming a smile. He wants this and practically bounces in his boots. 
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