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Chapter One







Prince Galen stared out the carriage window with unease as he began the return journey home. He usually rode his horse with his traveling party, but this time opted for the carriage that carried supplies. He was exhausted, mind awhirl with conflicting thoughts, and he just wanted to rest.

The betrothal had not gone as planned.

Galen was both relieved and disappointed when he was turned down as a suitor to the princess Malaya. It would have been a good match politically, but romantically?

Well, that was something Galen had been struggling with his whole life.

Galen shook his head, tossing those thoughts away. This wasn’t about love, marrying Malaya would have been good for his kingdom and his reputation; now he was coming home empty handed.

What was he to do? There had been unease in the kingdom these past few years as his father grew ill. A wedding would have been good news—hope for the future. Galen knew his father didn’t have much longer on this Earth, and it would have made him happy to hear that his only son would be wed.

There was a tap on the carriage door, then it opened and Captain Melina of his personal guard jumped inside. She wore her leather and chainmail armor and had her hair braided and tightly pinned to her head. She heaved a deep sigh and leaned back in the opposite chair, propping her feet up.

“Can I help you, Captain?” Galen gave her a teasing look of appraisal.

“Just needed to get off my feet,” Melina said, giving him a wink. “Plus, you’ve got that look on your face like you’re overthinking things again.”

“I’m not overthinking, just regular-thinking,” Galen protested.

“Really? You sure you’re not thinking about how you failed to woo princess Malaya, and you’ve let the kingdom down, and your father’s going to be disappointed, and blah, blah, blah?”

Galen grumbled and crossed his arms. “Shut up.”

“No one cares, my prince.”

“I’m pretty sure they do,” Galen huffed. “I think the kingdom cares if their prince doesn’t have a wife.”

“They care in the same way they care about the local trollop getting pregnant, or an execution. It’s gossip and drama, that’s all. It’s not going to effect the politics.”

“It just would have made things so much easier. What if we got married, Melina?”

“Stop, my beating heart,” Melina said in a monotone voice. She fanned herself, “You give me the vapors.”

“I’m serious. We’ve known each other since childhood, and you’re a dear friend and of high rank. Not noble blood but close...”

“Gee, if this is how you propose I can’t wait to hear your wedding vows.”

“My point is, I would take care of you, and you would be a skilled queen. It’s a good match!”

“Why are you so desperate to have a wife all of a sudden? What’s the big deal?”

Galen slumped. “I just figured if I have to get married to a woman it’d be better with a friend than a stranger, you know?”

Melina gave him a sympathetic look. “I mean, it doesn’t have to be a woman, does it?”

“I think it’s preferred.”

“Well, unfortunately for you, I kind of want to marry someone I’m in love with. I’m just weird that way.”

“You would make a good queen though.”

“I know,” she smirked at him fondly. “Tell you what. If neither of us find the love of our lives in the next five years, we’ll get married, okay?”

“Really?”

“Maybe ten years. We’ll play it by ear.”

Galen chuckled. “Thanks, Melina.”

“Now then, your majesty, would you like to stop in Galstern for the night?”

Galstern was a small, convenient travel town. They had stayed there during their journey to the Central Kingdom.

“Yes, send a rider ahead to secure rooms and stables,” Galen said. Melina nodded and stood up, giving him a casual salute as she jumped out of the moving carriage. Galen leaned back again and closed his eyes, going back to the task of quieting his mind so he could rest.




• • •




He woke with a jolt when the carriage stopped, jostling him in his seat. Galen looked out the window and realized he had fallen asleep, for the sky had darkened and he was surrounded by the buildings of Galstern.

Galen stepped out of the carriage and stretched. He was ready for a good meal and a bed. He was greeted by a jovial innkeeper who assured him he was being given the best room. Galen thanked him politely, inquired about dinner, then went to work making sure his party also had food and lodging for the night. In the end he decided they should all gather for a meal at the local pub. The men heartily accepted, they filled their bellies with pork and mead, and soon the tavern was filled with song and merriment. Melina joined them for food but turned in early, insisting, that as captain, she had to keep her wits about her.

“Someone has to,” she winked as she headed back to the inn.

As the night deepened, a group of women entered the tavern, flirting with the tipsy men and testing the waters to see who would want their bed warmed that night. Galen took a random woman on his arm and rose from the table.

“Goodnight, gentlemen,” he said and then with an exaggerated wink, “don’t get into too much trouble.”

“Looks like you’ve got enough there for all of us, your majesty!” someone shouted. The group laughed and Galen took it good-naturedly. He squeezed the woman to his side as she hugged his shoulders and guided her out of the tavern.

He gave the innkeeper a blushing smile as he and his companion made their way to his room. When the door shut, she reached for the buttons of his shirt, but Galen took her hands gently.

“I’m happy to pay you for your company but I won’t be taking bed with you,” he said.

The woman lifted an eyebrow in surprise. “Oh? You know I’m very...versatile, I’m not shy to do whatever you would like.”

“Thank you, but I just want sleep tonight.”

“Then why bring me up here?” she asked. Galen shrugged in response and went to the bed, taking his boots off.

The woman studied him a moment, then understanding lit up her face. “You know I have a…gentleman friend who’s happy to provide company to men like yourself.”

Galen paused halfway in removing his sock and looked at her with some panic. He saw that she was serious.

“How did you know?” Am I that obvious?

“You’d be surprised. You’re not the first man to use me as a cover. Why don’t I sneak out the back and let him know where you are? He’s very good company, I assure you.”

Galen cleared his throat nervously. He fished some coins out of his pocket and placed them in her palm. “You may do that with the utmost discretion.”

“Of course.” She winked and went to the door, letting the sleeve of her blouse fall off her shoulder. “Give me ten minutes,” she said, then slipped out the door.

Galen sighed nervously and unbuckled his belt. Was this really happening? He hadn’t really done things with men before. Back home he and a servant boy had touched each other, the boy allowing Galen to explore and learn why he never turned his head to look at a woman the way other men had, but it hadn’t gone farther than that. This could finally be his chance to go all the way.

This was the first time he had been on a journey without his mother or father present. He wouldn’t dare hire a male escort at home for fear of the rumors—though he had taken female ones to keep up appearances—this was his chance to have a proper night with a man. His member grew at the thought, pressing against his pants, desperate for the touch of another man. His heart palpitated as he undressed, and then, there was a knock at the door.

Galen struggled to compose himself as he answered the door. His palms were sweaty and breath shallow. He reminded himself that he was a prince as he pulled the door open. A younger man stood on the other side, skinny but handsome, with dark hair and skin, and a light smile. Galen relaxed and stepped aside to let him in.

“Corana told me of your needs,” the young man said.

Galen nodded mutely. The man went to the bed, slipping off his shoes. Galen watched with mounting fear as the man removed his shirt.

This was really happening.

The man held out his hands. As Galen took them, he realized he was trembling.

“We’ll take it slow,” the young man assured him, pulling Galen to sit next to him on the bed. Galen’s face was burning as the man began to stroke his hair. When Galen stopped shaking, the man leaned forward and kissed his cheek. His lips were sweet and soft, so tantalizing that Galen couldn’t even worry about the potential scandal. He wanted this so bad.

“W-what’s your name?” Galen whispered. Maybe it shouldn’t matter, but to Galen it did, he wanted to know who his first time was going to be with.

“Ramon,” the gentleman lowered his voice as well.

“I’m Galen.”

“Would you like to fuck me, Galen?”

Galen grabbed Ramon’s arms to keep himself from jumping away. He felt like a bead of water dancing on a hot skillet.

“Y-yes.” He ran his hands over Ramon’s bare chest and lowered his face onto his strong shoulder, drawing comfort from the support. He smelled sweet, like fruit. “In...in a minute.”

Ramon chuckled lightly. “We have all night. Why don’t I get you started?”

Galen felt Ramon’s hand wander up his thigh to the waist of his pants. Galen kept his face in Ramon’s shoulder as he worked. His cock gave a needy throb as Ramon’s hand brushed over it through the fabric of his trousers, making him shudder.

“Just let me know if you need to stop,” Ramon whispered. Galen nodded. Ramon’s hands went under his shirt, pushing the fabric up as he ran his fingers up Galen’s stomach and onto his chest. Galen leaned back so that Ramon could remove the garment completely.

Galen slowly relaxed as Ramon touched him, messaging his shoulders and kissing his neck. As Galen began to let his tensions fall away, Ramon began running his hands back to his crotch. Galen released a shuddering breath as Ramon slipped his hands into Galen’s pants.

He was hard, straining against the fabric as Ramon’s touch coaxed his dick to lengthen further. He was so slow and gentle, which Galen was grateful for, but now he was growing needy and desperate. Ramon cupped his balls in his palm and messaged them. Galen couldn’t stop the moan that choked up his throat.

Ramon smiled. “Take off your pants and I’ll undress.”

Galen stood up and did as he was told. He watched greedily as Ramon took off his clothes as well, showing off his slim, tanned body, his penis, hard and upright. This was much further than he had gone with the servant boy as clothes had always been left on while their inexperienced hands groped each other in the dark. There was so much Galen wanted to do to him but knew he probably wouldn’t last long enough to make it all happen.

Ramon took a glass bottle from a pocket on his discarded pants and tipped it over to drop a creamy substance onto his hand. He leaned forward and began to rub it on Galen’s penis, stroking it up and down. Galen moaned again.

“Wh-what is that?”

“A lubricant for my tight little ass,” Ramon teased. Galen blushed. “Unless you just want me to use my hands...?”

“N-no I…I want your ass,” Galen said. He had been jerked off before, this was his chance to get something more.

Ramon nodded and laid back on the bed, bending his knees so he was fully presented to Galen. The prince stared. There was still lubricant on Ramon’s hand, and he smeared it over his hole, pressing his fingers inside to get himself ready.

Galen got on the bed, pressing his hands to the back of Ramon’s knees to hold him in place. Ramon removed his hand and Galen lined his cock up to his entrance.

“Are you ready?” he asked. Ramon smiled and nodded.

Galen carefully began to push himself inside. It was slow work, Ramon was so tight, and as the young man began to pant beneath him, Galen felt a sharp pang of horniness run through his body. He wasn’t going to last long.

Once he was inside, he began to move his cock back and forth, carefully picking up speed as Ramon moaned with pleasure. There was an awkwardness that came with any first time, but Galen just followed his body’s natural urges, pumping his dick into the younger man’s ass. Ramon’s cock bounced against his stomach with each thrust.

Ramon grabbed his own member and pumped it with vigor. The sight of Ramon touching himself set Galen aflame with pleasure.

“O-ooh, I’m going to—” before Galen could finish his sentence he came hard inside Ramon, panting and trembling. Ramon hadn’t come yet, so Galen kept thrusting through his orgasm, trying to hit deeper, harder...

With a cry, Ramon came on his stomach, sighing and going limp. Galen pulled himself out and fell next to him, catching his breath.

The two men lay in silence for a few moments. Galen wanted so badly to ask how it was, how he was, but didn’t want to ruin the moment with any criticisms. Instead, Galen rose and fetched a washcloth so that Ramon could clean himself up. He then counted out the coins for Ramon’s services.

“Thank you, milord,” Ramon said, graciously accepting the payment. “Please call upon me if you are ever in town again.”

Galen nodded and watched Ramon leave the room. Once the door was closed, he locked it and returned to the bed, sleepy from travel and euphoria.




• • •




Sleep seemed to end far too soon when Galen was woken abruptly by a knocking on the door. He opened his eyes and frowned at the half light of the early morning falling through his window. It was far too early to resume the journey.

When he answered the door, he found Melina, primly dressed in her uniform and wide awake. It reminded Galen of when she first joined the guard for training—how prim and quiet she had been back then. She had joined the castle staff as a squire when she was young—pretending to be a boy. But she wasn’t able to hide her feminine features as she grew up, and when they found out she was a girl, the captain of the guard tried to kick her out.

Melina fought him, leaving the man a bloody, pathetic mess. Eventually, she took his position.

She had just been a teenager then, and when Galen had heard about her triumph, he immediately befriended her.

After all, misfits like them had to stick together.

“Galen, I...” Melina took a deep breath. Galen felt his blood run cold.

“Melina? What is it?” Why does she look so harrowed? Did she see a ghost?

“A messenger just arrived from the castle. It’s your father, Galen. The king has passed away.”

Galen sighed sadly and, he realized shamefully, with some relief. His poor father had been suffering for a long time. “We knew it would happen soon, I wish we could have made it back in time, I would have liked to have seen him again.”

“I’m so sorry,” Melina murmured.

“Thank you,” Galen’s words choked in his throat, and he cleared it, fighting back tears. “Is the messenger still here?”

“Yes.”

“Send him back with word to begin preparations for the funeral, we’ll only be another couple of days on the road.”

“I will. Galen...I know this is the last thing you want to think about, but should we tell them to prepare the coronation as well?”

Galen froze. “Coronation?”

“I know you’re in mourning, but they’ll want you to take up the crown as soon as possible.”

Galen felt his stomach flip dangerously. He covered his nausea with a cough and tried to gather his thoughts. King. I am king now.

“Y-yes. The coronation will be held after the funeral.”

Melina nodded and started to leave, but Galen stopped her, grabbing her shoulder. “Do me a favor and see if the kitchen is awake yet. If so, ask for tea, please.”

“Of course.” Melina reached up and touched his hand, squeezing it reassuringly.

Then he was alone again. Galen went to his bed and started to cry.

I’m an orphan.

I’m a king.

I…don’t know what to do.




Chapter Two







After his tea was delivered and he had the chance to properly wake up, Galen decided to leave the inn before the rest of his troupe woke.

He wasn’t ready to face them.

He dressed in a plain cloak and slipped out the back way, through the alley and onto a side street. He smelled fresh dough in the air as he passed shops and homes slowly coming to life. It was still early enough that fog hung thick against the ground, and Galen was alone.

He walked for a short while, focusing on the fresh air, and trying to keep his mind from going to his current burden.

He almost missed the only other soul wandering the early morning streets, but then he instantly recognized the physique of Ramon as he slipped out of an alley, hands in his pockets. Ramon spotted him and nodded his head lightly.

“Good morning, Ramon,” Galen greeted, much to Ramon’s surprise.

“Good morning, milord.”

“I hope you had a prosperous night.”

“I did, milord.” He heaved a deep yawn. “I’m usually the only one out this early though.”

“I received some bad news and needed the fresh air.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Would you like to walk with me?”

Galen nodded and let Ramon lead the way. They left the main road and stuck to the quieter side streets. Galen recounted the news he had received while Ramon nodded his head sympathetically.

“I’m not one to feel sympathy for a prince, but such a loss is hard, no matter your stature.”

Galen stopped, feeling a beat of fear. “Wait, how did you know I was a prince?”

Ramon smiled. “News traveled pretty fast once your caravan came into town, and when you told me your name, I figured it out. Don’t worry, what happened last night stays between us. I keep my clients’ secrets. Wouldn’t have a job if I didn’t.”

That gave Galen some relief. “Well now I feel like a cad. Here I am, a prince, telling my woes to someone in your position. It can’t be an easy life you lead.”

“It has its ups and downs, like anything,” Ramon said good-naturedly. They had reached the edge of town to a shambled residential area. Ramon paused in front of one of the homes.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
MINNA TOUGHE





OEBPS/images/Image0.jpg
DEEP DESIRES PRES:






