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The banquet hall was full as Prince Hal celebrated his twenty-first birthday under glittering golds and chandeliers resembling starlight. A feast had been laid out before him; the Prince helped himself to more wine than he could handle. Envy coursed through his veins after watching a myriad of couples dancing together.

Perhaps, Hal should have known better—but soon, he was tipsy, his feet unsteady as he marched through crowds in order to isolate himself onto the banquet hall’s balcony.

It didn’t take long for one of his attendants to find him. An elderly man—Siegfried—who had served as the main butler in Hal’s family for decades, handed Hal a large cup of water; in his other hand he held a jug, ready to refill Hal’s cup whenever need be. “Your Highness, your father would not approve.”

Hal scarfed down the water as he sat on the cold, stone flooring. His head spun. He tilted his chin backwards, a huff escaped him, causing his blond strands to rise ever so slightly into the air. “I just wanted to have fun!” Hal cried. “Father has everything he could ever want in life—of course, he wouldn’t understand.”

“Your Highness,” Siegfried furrowed his brows, “whatever are you referring to? Lest you forget, you are the Crown Prince. Once His Majesty decides it is time, you will be the one standing on that throne.”

To his butler’s words, Hal could only roll his eyes. “No!” Hal cringed as he shook his head. “Why is everyone always so obsessed with the throne?” His head hung low. Tears rose to his eyes. Hal lowered his voice. “I just want a boyfriend, Siegfried. Or, at least, a lover…”

Siegfried poured the Prince another glass of water, that Hal downed just as he had the wine. “Is that so, Your Highness…” his butler merely said, surely in hopes of ending the conversation that Hal would likely regret once morning come.

However, unfortunately for the Crown Prince, the alcohol in his blood and the sadness he’d felt all night compelled him to continue. “Yes!” Hal sighed. “It is unbelievably difficult to approach people, especially once they realize I’m the Crown Prince!”

Hal groaned. He held out his glass towards Siegfried, watching, as it was filled yet again. “Siegfried!” The Prince sniffled, he wiped away his royal snot with the back of his hand before it could drip down his nose. “How was father able to court mother under such grueling circumstances?” The Prince’s eyes, now glossy with tears, met with Siegfried’s jaded gaze. “Tell me, Siegfried—what was his secret?”

“Your father…” Siegfried knitted his brows together whilst he considered the question for a moment; he swiped a handkerchief out of his pocket, then handed it to the Prince who took it with great thanks. “Your father didn’t hesitate.”

“Didn’t hesitate?” Hal asked, as he blew his nose with a lack of elegance that would have caused the demise of his tutor back in etiquette classes. “What do you mean by that?”

“W-Well,” Siegfried rested a hand against the back of his neck, in an awkward manner, that made Hal wonder if his family’s butler had perhaps said a tad too much. “Whenever your father was”—Siegfried brought a hand to his lips, he cleared his throat—“interested in another party, if you see what I mean, Your Highness: the King would do his best to let it be known to said other party involved.”

“Oh.” Although he had been crying like no other day mere seconds ago, Hal stopped to smile. “I see exactly what you mean, Siegfried.”

A moment of silence filled the air. The chatter from the guests’ gossiping back inside the banquet hall, slipped in through a half-open window nearby.

“Your Highness,” Siegfried started again, “I fear you may come to regret this conversation.”

“Oh, come now!” Hal held onto his butler’s arm like he used to in his youngest years. He sniffled once more. Truly, the alcohol had gotten to him quite a bit. “Everyone has someone except me! I must be doing something wrong!” The Prince huffed. “Sometimes, I wish I could use magic to simply will the perfect man into existence.”

Siegfried’s gaze darkened. “Your Highness. You know you do not mean that.”

As the air around them grew grim, the two exchanged a knowing glance.

“Yes, yes, I know,” Prince Hal eventually said, as he rolled his eyes again, he waved the air of seriousness out of his butler. “Magic would be a curse for someone like me—of course, I jest.”

“Regardless,” Siegfried leaned against his better leg, “I would advise His Highness against speaking of such things in public.” He shooed Hal’s arm away, then straightened out his suit’s now-crinkled sleeve. “Now, for the sake of His Highness’s decency—please, do trust me, you will come to thank me later—I will deliver the advice you seek on how to find the perfect man in the shortest way possible, before I excuse myself in order to take care of your sister.”

Siegfried cleared his throat. “Now then…” He eyed Hal, who awaited his most cherished butler’s words of wisdom on love with stars in his eyes. “Merely from knowing and observing you,” Siegfried said, “I do not think you are doing anything wrong: as a matter of fact, the issue likely lies in the fact that you are not doing anything at all. Perhaps,” Siegfried dusted off the front of his suit as he poured the last remaining water into Hal’s cup, “next time you meet someone that catches your fancy, why not try courting them, and seeing how it fares? A few words and niceties can go a long way. You would be surprised.”

As Hal pondered the advice, Siegfried’s footsteps melted into a distant echo, until the Prince could no longer hear his butler’s shoes.

The moon’s gentle light shone down across the Prince’s best suit, whose fabric had now been ruined with both water and wine. Truly, what a mess he’d made. The chatter from inside grew louder, competing with the ringing in Hal’s ears.

In the end, Hal did not return to the party.

He excused himself under the pretense of feeling unwell, then retired to his quarters and called it an early night. Although the guests were slightly concerned, most of them did not seem to care much about the lack of their Prince’s presence. They continued to enjoy themselves without a hint of worry wearing them down—and Hal was not the least bit surprised. He knew, most of them were here out of duty, and not because they felt some sort of attachment to Hal himself.

As the Crown Prince laid in bed, listening to the party that lived on without him, he shut his eyes.

He sighed. “Gods,” he whispered. “I wish I could meet the perfect man—why must he be so difficult and complicated to find?”

* * *

Hal was mortified.

He awoke, one hour before sunrise, with his eyes widening in shame and ridicule. The Crown Prince wanted it all to have been a dream—yet, he had no doubt that the words he’d spoken to Siegfried last night were all but imaginary.

His poor butler had already aided Hal many a time throughout the course of his life. When the Prince was still a child, Siegfried had the biggest hand in helping Hal convince his parents that he truly was a Prince, and not a Princess—not only that, but now Hal had ranted to his butler about his unsuccessful love life… truly, Hal was relying on the man to an unhealthy extent. “Oh, no!” Hal brought a hand to his head that pounded with the ache of a pulsing hangover. “This is horrid!”

Is this how I start my twenty-first year? Making a fool of myself? the Prince thought, his fingers trembling, as the urge to break out into a sob crawled up his throat again, Father would definitely, definitely not be happy. “Gods, I truly hope Siegfried didn’t say a—”

“A word?” Siegfried asked, whilst he strolled into the Prince’s room and showed Hal a curt nod; a smile. “Worry not, Your Highness. Last night will stay between you and me. However…” Hal’s butler rose a finger into the air. “I do recommend you cut down on your wine intake, Your Highness—especially during public events. Had I not been the one to find you, this could have ended quite badly and tarnished your reputation. But, anywho!” Siegfried took a deep breath, before he set Hal’s clothes down for the day across the Prince’s bed.

Usually, Siegfried would attend to him, but Hal was not comfortable with having others see him bare—and so, from the earliest moment he could do so, Hal had requested to dress himself going forth.

“I must say, I’m glad to see you’re awake already!” Hal’s butler chimed, whilst he opened the curtains, which gave view to a forest leading to the mountain lands. The sun had barely risen in the dimmed, violet sky; if Hal looked hard enough, he could still see the shine of a few stars sparkling. “We have much to do!”

Hal squinted through his fatigue. His eyes were puffy, swollen, from having cried so much last night. “Uh—” The Crown Prince paused, as he forced himself to smile. “Remind me, Siegfried, what are we doing again today?”

“Oh, Your Highness!” Siegfried laughed. “You truly did have a tad much to drink last night, didn’t you? Now that you are officially twenty-one, you will be assigned your own personal guards! And you know what that means!”

Hal frowned. “Better protection?”

“No!” His butler shook his head as he rushed over to make Hal’s bed in a hurry. “All three of you will partake in your family’s traditional hunting ceremony, a bonding experience, so that you may get to know one another better!” he chimed. “So, Your Highness,” Siegfried huffed. He turned to face Hal once more. “Are you ready for the start of an unforgettable adventure? Your father truly loved going on this trip when he was your age. His Majesty made such fond memories by—” 

Although Siegfried kept talking, Hal tuned out the rest of his butler’s words. Hal’s eyes widened. Shit, he thought to himself, his shoulders tightening alongside his ever-growing nerves. The guards.

The tradition.

I completely forgot about that.

It was safe to say that the Prince was definitely not ready. He’d snuck out of his training lessons to read romance novels. Taken a few mornings off to sleep in. What am I going to do? Hal wondered, as he grit his teeth together, panic spread through his mind. In the back of his head, he knew this day would come—but, somehow, it had arrived much sooner than he’d anticipated. Where had the days flown off to?

Was Siegfried certain there wasn’t another week left, before he was to depart?

As much as Hal wanted to stay and cancel the trip, Hal could not find any valid excuses to do so—neither did he want to incur the wrath of the King, his father, for tainting the family’s name by refusing to go—and so, Hal soon found himself dressed for the occasion in his hunting gear, as he walked down the steps of the palace, he readied himself to go outside in order to meet his new guards.

The Crown Prince wondered what they would be like. Old, like Siegfried? Strong, like his mentor in the art of swords? Or, quick-witted, like the professor who’d taught him most of what he’d learned from birth? Although Hal was not exactly excited for the trip itself, he could not help but feel giddy at the prospect of meeting his new guards.

“Do not worry yourself,” Siegfried huffed as he saw Hal out and opened doors for the Prince to walk through. “I’m sure you are aware this trip is a mere formality at this point—no one has seen that old serpent in years. It is about the journey itself, not what lies at the end of it, Your Highness.”

Granted, Siegfried’s words should have reassured him, yet, Hal feared the mythical serpent his family had been charged with slaying eons ago would somehow show its face this time. The Prince really didn’t want to be the one to deal with it. He didn’t feel qualified.

As sunlight warmed Hal’s face once he took his first step outside into the palace gardens, the Prince stared down to the stone pavement, before he glanced upward once more.

The sight Hal was met with left him speechless, it was as if someone had heard Hal’s yesternight wishes, for the Prince suddenly found himself face-to-face with two of the most handsome men he had ever seen.

Who are they? he wondered, with his lips agape, his face warming into a blush.

“Siegfried!” Hal called. His eyes darted around the courtyard in search of his family’s butler. “Who are these men standing in my—” 

“Your new guards, Your Highness,” one of the men provided, as he showed Hal a curt bow. The man’s long, braided ash-blond hair drifted over his broad back—it seemed as though no matter what he wore, shirts would always look a tad too small on him due to his muscular physique. “Elwood, Your Highness,” he said, as he rose once more, then readjusted round glasses up his nose. “It is my greatest pleasure to make your acquaintance.”

“My—” Hal’s attention darted from left to right, his voice caught his throat, he blinked twice. “M-My new guards?” he had not meant to sound so surprised, nor for the words to come out as loud as they did, but the Prince could not help himself. Hal stared at the other man, who had remained silent with his arms crossed together during all this time, long dark hair brushed to one side of his shoulders. Although his other guard was a tad leaner than Elwood, the intimidating glint in his onyx gaze, and the long scar that ran across his eye then finished at the man’s jaw told Hal he likely wasn’t a force to play with either—Hal wondered, if this man was one of the rumored reformed assassins he’d heard so much about when he was just a boy.

“Kaiser,” the man finally muttered, likely upon noticing that Hal had been staring for quite some time now. “I live to serve you, Your Highness.”

Hal was well aware these words were mere formalities. He’d gotten wind of rumors from the court—about the Royal Army pairing two guards who weren’t quite familiar with each other on purpose, so that they would not hesitate to assassinate one another, if they were failing to prove their loyalty to their future King. This trip was a test of loyalty, as much as it was a ritual: one guard had to be ready to kill the other at any given time, should either of them show signs of treason. And although Hal could not see it in their faces, he was certain, this pact weighed on Elwood and Kaiser, too.

I live to serve you, Your Highness.

It is my greatest pleasure to make your acquaintance.

Even though his guards’ statements were likely only flattery, hearing all these declarations of protection from such attractive individuals did little to calm Hal’s nervous heart.

The Crown Prince gulped. “T-Thank you, I… appreciate that,” he told them both. Hal could barely look them in the eye. His hands turned into fists as he grabbed at the hems of his leather coat. Gods, he thought to himself all the while screaming internally at whomever had granted his wish in the most ironic of ways. My soul will not survive this trip.

Soon, a carriage pulled up and stopped before them.

Hal heard Siegfried calling after him from afar. “Your Highness!” His family’s loyal butler waved his way. He rushed over to where Hal stood alongside his new guards. “Here,” Siegfried raised two large-sized bags into the air, which he held up with a huff and a sigh. “Your luggage! You mustn’t leave without it! I will secure it at the top,” he declared, as he hurried on over to the carriage, then stood on the steps in order to properly adjust the Prince’s luggage across the vehicle’s roof.

Siegfried worked harder than anyone Hal had ever known, and Hal made a mental note to ask his father upon his return, if he would not grant Siegfried a raise—or, at least, give the man another extra day off or two. “Thank you, Siegfried,” Hal told his butler with only kindness and gratitude residing in his tone. “Truly, I do appreciate all that you do for me.”

“Nonsense!” Siegfried barked out a laugh. He waved Hal’s praise away. “This is merely part of my daily work as the royal family’s butler, Your Highness. Worry not!” Although Siegfried did not say it aloud, Hal had known his butler long enough to recognize the elderly man was, indeed, touched by the sentiment.

The Prince smiled. “If you say so, Siegfried.” The Prince tilted his chin downward in acknowledgement towards his butler. “Then, I’ll be off!” Hal told him as he put a foot onto the carriage’s steps, then hauled himself upward; for now, he did not want his guards to aid him, Hal did not think his shy heart could take it. “Take care, old friend!”

“Likewise, Your Highness!” Siegfried chimed, as Hal’s new guards swiftly made their way into the carriage in turn, Hal did his best to avoid all eye contact with them and waved his goodbyes at his butler. “Safe travels!” Siegfried added. “Have a wonderful hunt!” It was with these parting words that Siegfried shut the door to the carriage, which wasted no time in its departure right after.

After exchanging such heartwarming words with his butler, Hal had briefly managed to forget about his current predicament. However, once he stared at Elwood, who was now seated beside him—and Kaiser, who had taken the liberty of getting comfortable on the bench opposite of Hal’s and observed the amble scenery out the window—Prince Hal remembered everything.

He was stuck.

Stuck between two men so dreamy he would have a difficult time even dreaming them to life—men, with whom he was supposed to somehow bond over the next week, despite barely being able to find the courage to talk to them during their journey thus far.

The Prince’s head hung low. A few seconds passed, before Siegfried’s words from last night echoed in his mind.

I do not think you are doing anything wrong: as a matter of fact, the issue likely lies in the fact that you are not doing anything at all.

Hal raised a brow. He closed his eyes as he considered his butler’s advice. Siegfried wasn’t wrong. It was true that Hal tended to avoid any sort of contact with individuals he found to his liking. But could anyone blame him? Asserting himself as a man was terrifying, in this world where everyone and anyone judged his every move merely because he was royalty. Oftentimes, Hal feared most people were only being cordial and played along with his wishes to be recognized as man out of obligation, and not acceptance. His potential love interests included… This, was enough to drain every single drop of motivation for socializing out of Hal’s body.

Yet, despite all this—and although Prince Hal certainly wasn’t planning on courting his guards—Hal figured that, perhaps, this would be good practice. He raised his head, cleared his throat. “How has your day been so far?” he asked the two men seated around him.

Once Hal’s question broke the awkward silence which had lingered, heavy in the air, he immediately regretted speaking up. For now, both his guards’ gazes were on him, and Hal could not handle the feeling of being watched with such intense vigor. The Prince recoiled into his seat.

Hal, he thought, please.

Please, get a hold of your loins.

* * *

The three of them arrived at the inn right before sundown.

Hal’s attempts at making conversation hadn’t gone unrewarded. It took a bit of getting used to, at first, but the two men eventually loosened up—asking Hal questions about the palace, what their duties would consist of once they would officially begin serving him in his usual environment, and so on. In comparison to talks in banquets his family held, the Prince found himself much more at ease with such subjects, for he had no need to improvise, he already knew all the answers.

In the end, the carriage ride was not as terrible as he had feared. Dinner, however, was quite the odd experience.

As the coachman retired for the day, bidding the three of them farewell, Hal and his guards sat inside Hal’s luxurious and rather private room, in front of food served upon their arrival.

Hal had barely begun to eat, when he noticed Kaiser scarf down as much of the meal as he possibly could. Although Kaiser didn’t seem starved, Hal’s guard ate as if he had not eaten for days, making quick work of his meat pie and beef stew in the span of mere seconds; after which he declared he would keep watch over the room in Elwood’s stead, then urged Elwood and Hal to enjoy both their meals.

Before either of them could stop him, Kaiser rose to his feet. He deserted dinner and the table. He made his way over to the room’s entrance, where he remained, motionless, as he guarded the door in silence.

Hal leaned forward so that Elwood would better hear him. He lowered his voice to a hushed, discreet whisper. “Is… he all right?” the Crown Prince asked Elwood. Hal’s eyes darted between his guards. “I…” The Prince’s attention fell back onto his lap in shame. His hands, which had been rested atop his knees, tightened into fists. “I hope he isn’t uncomfortable,” Hal muttered, as fears of him being a terrible host and a bore began to fill his mind.

What if Kaiser had taken guarding the door as an excuse to leave early? After all, Hal had never seen such a dedicated guard, most of them tended to slack on the job, even; that’s how his second great grandfather was assassinated: out of their carelessness.

However, Elwood’s next words came to Hal as a surprise. “Oh, Kaiser?” Elwood tilted his head and grimaced. “He’s a workaholic.” Hal’s guard motioned towards Kaiser with a closed fist and his thumb. “Terrible. Worse than me!”

“Elwood,” Kaiser growled from afar; his arms were crossed, his chin tucked into his chest. “I can hear you, and that is simply not true.” Kaiser perked up. He pressed his lips together in frustration. “I am merely making sure not to neglect my duties.” He turned his head to the side then looked away from them both. He huffed. “There is nothing wrong with being thorough.”

Hal was taken aback. It seemed as though he had greatly misunderstood Kaiser from the start. What had initially appeared as a standoffish, cold personality, was apparently, merely, Kaiser being extremely concentrated on his work.

That is… quite charming, the Crown Prince found himself thinking, before he shook his head and the thought away, then scolded his mind for even going there. “Thank you for being so diligent, Kaiser,” Hal told his new guard with a humble nod of acknowledgement. “I appreciate that dearly.”

“Your Highness, I am merely doing my job.” Kaiser cleared his throat. He kept his arms crossed as he turned his head away from Hal’s gaze again. “But,” he muttered. “Thank you. It makes me grateful to know you appreciate my efforts…”

Kaiser fell silent once more soon after their exchange, and Hal didn’t dare break his concentration whilst his guard was hard at work. The Prince picked up his fork yet again. He dug into a piece of chicken on the table, seasoned with quite the delicious mix of herbs.

From outside the slit of the room’s half open-window, snuck in the sound of a bard, playing his lute for a crowd at a nearby tavern. Hal was not used to hearing these types of songs. His mother had insisted he stay away from what some would consider music for the common-folk. Despite that, the Crown Prince found himself humming along to the tune with a smile strewn into his lips.

“Enjoying the music, are we, Your Highness?”

Hal’s gaze rose. Elwood was grinning at him in a rather fond manner, causing a brief slither of heat to travel up Hal’s neck. “I—” Hal gulped. “Uh—” His fist tightened around his cutlery. “Yes…” The Crown Prince tugged at his collar. “Yes,” he echoed. “I suppose you could say so.” Although Hal attempted to chuckle, the sound which left his throat was a very forced, choked up laugh. Gods. No, Hal cringed. Why must I always make such a fool of myself?

“Prince Hal?” Elwood asked, with his brow raised high, his attention entirely set on Hal. He placed his own plate of food down for a moment. 

Hal straightened up in a swift manner, as if pulled up by invisible strings. “Y-Yes?” The Prince cursed his stutter. It always came at the most inopportune moments, and often caused whomever he was speaking to, to take him less seriously. He wanted it gone. “What may— What might I— H-How—” 

Truly, he should have stopped talking when he still had the chance. “Sorry…” the Crown Prince muttered with his head hung low. His palm rested flat against his nape in an apologetic manner. “Sorry.”

If he had wanted to make a good impression on his guards, and command respect just like his father had instructed him to, Hal had—without a doubt—failed marvelously.

Elwood shook his head. Atop the table, Hal’s new guard threaded his fingers together. An expression of concern was woven into the man’s features. “Please, Your Highness, there is no need for that,” he said. And then, Elwood paused. “Prince Hal,” his voice was a tad more quiet, serious, this time. “Have we made you uncomfortable in any sort of way? And,” Elwood cleared his throat as he stared down to his knuckles. “If so, Your Highness, is there anything we could possibly do to remedy that?”

“Oh.” Hal paused. He had not expected Elwood to be so bold. But, Hal was grateful. “I…” The Prince scratched at his cheek, which warmed as he blushed. “Not really,” he mumbled, as he pecked at his own meal once more. “This is just… how I am.” With men I find attractive, Hal omitted the words, thinking they would do more harm than good.

“Huh.” Elwood paused. He brought a finger to his lips. “Your Highness, if you are not too tired, how would you feel about exploring the beach after your meal? It is to my understanding that you haven’t seen the ocean in years.” His guard smiled again, the sight brought a flutter of heat to Hal’s chest each time—a feeling, the Prince wanted to ignore.

“Perhaps,” Elwood hummed, “you would appreciate the sight.”




* * *

It was true that Hal missed the sea. He was glad Elwood suggested the outing, for he hadn’t even considered stopping by here, since they were set to leave tomorrow at dawn.

“I thought you were nervous because you’re traveling with strangers,” Elwood suddenly blurted, as Hal walked between his two guards, towards the ocean. 

Hal stared up at his guard—although it had been obvious to Hal when they’d first met back at the palace, he had momentarily forgotten about the difference in their heights, when he and Elwood were both seated for dinner. “Ah, well,” Hal scratched at the back of his head. He looked away. “Maybe,” he muttered. “I’m a little bit nervous.”

Kaiser shot Elwood a look that seemed to be a warning, Hal couldn’t comprehend why, nor did he have much time to ponder on the matter—for soon, they had arrived.

Lanterns were hung up across strings which were twirled around old lamp posts, empty market stalls and buildings nearby. Hal remembered spotting a few villagers by the inn’s door when he’d walked out of the place with his guards: the group were huddled together, talking of a yearly festival which had been held not too long ago. Were these the remnants of that very same celebration? the Crown Prince wondered, as he stared at the lanterns, which swayed along with the warm midnight breeze. Hal took a moment to enjoy the sight, relishing in the present moment, and how lucky he was to be here in order to witness all this.

Back when his father was his age, his kingdom had been at war for quite some time; things were much more dangerous. Had Hal been born any earlier, he likely would have not been able to partake in these nightly escapades. The Crown Prince was grateful for the peace. He hoped that when he would come to rule, those times would not be grueling but fruitful. This was the kingdom he loved and wanted to grow old with.

The moon above their heads reflected pale, crescent whites across the waves. For a moment, Hal had forgotten about who he’d traveled with, and why he was here. Until Elwood spoke up again. “Would you like to take a walk across the sand, Your Highness?”

Hal gasped, the sound rang happy, as he nodded with enthusiasm. Perhaps his guards would find his response to the suggestion an overreaction, however, Hal didn’t care. He wanted to savor this. He’d been so overwhelmed with his duties as a Prince back home, that he’d forgotten what it was like, to give himself a moment to breathe. No more paperwork. No more politics. No more working until he’d fall asleep atop his desk at the light of dawn. Hal’s heart raced at the idea of doing something so simple, yet out of the ordinary. He felt like a young boy again, discovering the world for the first time.

The Crown Prince peered around to check for any signs of another villager in sight. Once he saw no one, he deemed it safe to behave in ways the entire royal court would have likely disapproved of, Hal took off his boots. He rolled up his pants until their hems hugged the undersides of his knees. He took a step forward, then walked across the beach.

“Well,” Kaiser huffed, whilst he stared at the empty streets, the tavern in the distance that had yet to close up shop. “In that case, I will stand watch again and—”

Before Hal’s brooding guard could finish his sentence, Hal wrapped a hand around Kaiser’s wrist. “Kaiser,” as their eyes met, Hal found himself feeling a tad more brave. “I insist. Join us, please.” Hal spotted Elwood taking his shoes off in the corner of his eye, before he brought his attention back to Kaiser. “You do not have to stay far, in order to guard me,” the Crown Prince added, as he realized he’d been holding onto Kaiser’s sleeve this whole time, then finally let go with an apologetic mumble.

Kaiser hesitated for a moment as he considered Hal’s request. Eventually, his shoulders dropped. He sighed once more. He shrugged off his boots in turn. “If Your Highness insists…” Kaiser muttered. “I promise, I will still do my best to keep careful watch over you.” Kaiser placed a hand over his chest. “For my heart belongs to you, Prince Hal.”

For the first time since they had crossed paths, Hal’s guard grinned a little. Hal found himself growing quite fond of Kaiser’s determination. “I’m glad you were chosen as my guard, Kaiser.” He turned towards Elwood. “You, too, Elwood,” Hal nodded as he stared at the footprints the three of them left behind in the sands. “I have not spent a long time with you, yet, the moments we have shared together so far have been nothing but a delight.”

“Please.” Kaiser took a step forward. Hal found it interesting how he always sounded so serious, so blunt. “I am the one who is grateful, Your Highness.” Hal’s guard turned towards the ocean, he looked out to sea. “I quite like it here,” he whispered. “I’ve missed it.”

And Hal raised a brow at him. “You’re from this town?”

“I’ve been around,” Kaiser shrugged. He shoved his hands into his pockets again. “It’s rare for me to find a town I’ve never lived in before.”

“Wow,” was the only thing Hal found to say as his lips remained parted in awe. “I envy you,” the Crown Prince kicked at the sand by his feet. “I’ve barely ever known anything else than the world inside the palace walls.”

Kaiser barked out a laugh. “Trust me, Your Highness,” the smirk he wore as he stared at Hal, amusement brimming in his gaze, reminded Hal of a wolf ready to pounce on its prey. “It’s interesting for a few weeks, until it gets old.”

“Oh.” Hal wasn’t quite sure what to say anymore. He felt the urge to say sorry, but he figured Kaiser would feel awkward to have the Crown Prince apologize to him so many times in one night. So, out of a lack of better things to say, Hal turned towards Kaiser, he changed the subject instead. “Where do you hail from, then,” he asked his guard, “if not this town?”

Kaiser placed his hands across his hips. He hummed, he glanced upward at the sky and its many stars. “I’m…” His eyebrows narrowed in what seemed to be shame, before he finally tilted his head to face Hal again. “Frankly put, Your Highness, I doubt you would even know the name of my village if I told you.” Kaiser tried to smile and keep up appearances, but Hal wasn’t fooled. “My past is quite the bore,” his guard said. “Like Elwood, I left home once I was of age. Life passed. Time passed. I was alone. Now, I’m here.”

“That’s amazing, though!” Hal found himself blurting as he waved his hands with enthusiasm before his guards, and mainly Kaiser. “You travelled the world! And ended up becoming a royal guard! I don’t—” Hal bit his lip. He grabbed at his own shoulder, as if to shield himself from the world. The Crown Prince didn’t know what had possessed him to be this honest, however the words left his lips before he could even think. “I don’t think I’ve ever truly taken such risks before, if I’m being honest.” Hal looked back and forth between his two guards. He thought back to the days where he would stay inside, reading, wishing for adventure and time away from a sheltered life inside golden walls that had begun to feel like a prison. “I admire you both a lot,” he said. “You’re both…” Hal’s face warmed. “Very impressive.”

The Prince’s guards paused to stare at Hal once more, in a loving manner that found the Crown Prince blushing yet again. “W-What?” Hal asked, his pulse quickening, as it rose to his throat.

“Nothing.” Although Kaiser’s tone implied it truly wasn’t anything at all, his expression of longing betrayed him. “That was a very endearing thing of you to say, Your Highness.”

Hal’s voice caught in his throat. He leaned forward on instinct. “I—”

“Your Highness,” Elwood held out his hand for Hal to take. He smiled. “If you wish to take a risk, then, why not do so right now?”

There was a moment of silence, in which the waves lapped at the sand, and chatter could be heard from a faraway inn. The wind whisked Hal’s hair into his face. “How so?” Hal asked.

Elwood raised his hand as if to brush the Prince’s stray stands away—yet, he lowered his arm shortly after, seemingly deciding not to in the end. Elwood’s grin grew devilish. “How about a swim?” he offered.

Hal blinked. “A swim?”

His guard nodded. “If you don’t feel like getting undressed, I understand.” And that is when Hal realized, what Elwood had been implying this whole time, when offering him to take a risk.

The Crown Prince’s neck warmed with both excitement and embarrassment at the thought—he liked the idea more than he thought he would. After all, wouldn’t this be the perfect opportunity to bond with his guards?

What a vulnerable, yet unique activity! the Crown Prince thought to himself with a hum and a finger pressed to his lips.

Still, he hesitated.

The Prince brought his arms upward and covered his chest on instinct. He hunched over himself. Hal barely ever let anyone attend to him in the mornings—let alone naked, during the long baths he enjoyed taking at night. Swimming without any of his current attire on, alongside two men who may very well end up being his guards for life was… a daunting thought, to say the least.

Hal gulped.

His pulse quickened beneath the wrist he kept tightly pressed to the left side of his chest. He feared they would judge him for having the body that he did. A heavy, anxious weight lodged itself deep inside his gut, when the thought of his guards suddenly not viewing him as a Prince anymore upon seeing Hal bare, shrouded Hal’s mind.

Yet, something else—a rather impatient and bold part of Hal—tugged at Hal’s heart. What if his guards did see everything? Hal’s lips thinned into a line. He urged his palms back down to his sides. Would that truly be a problem? he wondered. After all, it was quite likely that his guards would eventually have to see Hal naked at some point, if the Prince were to get injured or needed to change in a hurry before them.

Why not get this over with now?

Hal would not have to fear being seen in his outfit of birth, and all the possible repercussions that could come along with it. If his guards took issue with Hal being the man that he was, it was true, that Hal would rather know today, than in the many later years to come.

At least, that is what the Prince thought as he took a deep breath, then said, “All right.” Hal stared up at Elwood once more. “Let us go for a swim.”

* * *

The three of them reached the water in no less than a few minutes.

To Hal’s unexpected surprise, Kaiser insisted on joining him and Elwood during their nightly swim. “It is my duty to stand watch over you, Your Highness!” his guard had exclaimed when Hal had asked him why. “No matter the elements nor my attire, I wish to prove that I am willing to follow you wherever you so choose.”

Yet, now that they had arrived, Hal and his guards went quiet, the banter that once lived between them ceasing in its entirety.

Elwood held a closed fist to his mouth. He cleared his throat, puffed up his chest. “Well,” Elwood shifted on his feet, “shall we… test the water?” he asked, whilst stepping forth. Hal’s guard dipped the tips of his toes into an incoming but gentle wave.

Hal watched him with great intent. It did not seem like the water was cold, judging from Elwood’s reaction. Elwood strode into the waves, and let out a sigh of relief. “Adequate?” Hal asked him, with a curious, tilt of his head.

“We shall see,” Kaiser replied in Elwood’s stead, as he strode past Hal with his head held high, his steps filled with pride. He joined Elwood into the water, under which he submerged his entire leg; Kaiser shivered, a brief, barely audible gasp escaped him. He turned towards the Crown Prince.

The glint in his eyes was that of a man ready to kill. “It’s perfect, Your Highness,” Kaiser motioned to the sea. “I doubt it would be possible for you to catch a cold, even if you tried.” Kaiser lowered his head ever so slightly, his fingers still frozen in the direction of the ocean. “After you,” he said.

Hal barely found the time to tease Kaiser, on how serious he was being about a mere swim, for his nerves returned as quickly as they had faded. Granted, Hal knew he could still back out. Say no. He was the one in charge, here.

Whether it was the enticing moonlight glow that rendered his surroundings akin to a dream, the change of scenery, or being alone and away from the palace—Hal couldn’t say. But, something made his mind sink into a bravery he hadn’t known existed within him until today.

Slowly, he brought his fingers to his sleeves. Hal’s hands trembled with anticipation. Warmth bloomed across his chest, as he tugged his shirt off his shoulders; his guards were staring, and although they were only waiting for Hal to join them, Hal couldn’t help but feel flustered under their gazes.

Soon, all that remained of Hal’s clothing were his breeches, and the tight undershirt he liked to wear as a means to make his chest more discrete. The Prince swallowed, hard, as he pinched the fabric of his undershirt between two fingers. Granted, it occurred to him that he could always keep it on, but that would be uncomfortable. And Hal was truly curious. He wanted to experience the thrill of swimming nude inside the ocean’s waves.

Hal braced himself to strip completely free of his clothes, but an intrusive slither of horrid thoughts filled his mind, causing him to pause. What if they mock me? he wondered.

What if, this is a bad idea?

What if, I will feel terrible after revealing myself to them?

What if—

“What if we go first, Prince Hal?”

Hal lifted his head. The grasp he’d kept around his clothes loosened. Elwood was looking at him with a hint of understanding in his eyes. Had he figured Hal out?

“I…” The Crown Prince’s chest rose, then fell, as he inhaled deeply. The sigh that followed was long, exasperated. “Please,” Hal’s tone sounded dejected. Part of him was disappointed—in himself—even though he knew he could not help it, feeling the way he did. “I would appreciate that…”

“It’s quite all right, Your Highness,” Kaiser interjected; he motioned to Elwood with a rather disgusted gesture. “Not all of us are as debauched as this one,” although it was quite the venomous statement, Kaiser’s tone remained playful, leaving Elwood laughing as he listened.

“Yes, well,” Elwood shrugged in an overexaggerated manner as he rolled his eyes, he brought his hands up as if he were lifting the Earth, “I quite enjoy feeling nature’s breeze across my body, it is a lightness like no other, the very taste of freedom, after wearing such heavy armor all day!”

At his guards’ words, Hal began to wonder if Elwood was truly that much of a nudist. He supposed, he would find out in due time.

“All right, then!” Elwood exclaimed. He hooked a thumb into the waistband of his trousers and gave them a tug. His eyes met Hal’s. “May I?”

Hal gulped again as his hands tensed by his sides. “S-Sure,” the Prince’s voice was meek, and full of nerves. “Go ahead…” Hal’s attention caught onto Elwood’s nether regions on instinct as the man undressed. Upon realizing this, however, Hal quickly looked away. Have you lost your mind, Hal? The Crown Prince cringed. You are being no better than a lowly pervert. His shoulders tensed. Stop it, you fool!

Hal shut his eyes. He heard the shuffling of fabric, silver armor clinking then falling to the ground with a dull, slow thud. It took all of Hal’s mental strength to blink again—and, when he did so, the Crown Prince found himself quite surprised.

He expected only Elwood to be without clothes. Yet, here was Kaiser, completely bare, his skin illuminated by the moon’s gentle light. Hal’s gaze fell onto the man’s arms; they were wrapped in scars that had long-since healed.

The Prince wanted to ask Kaiser about his history, however, now definitely wasn’t the time. They barely knew one another. Hal was in a position of power, this much was true. But that didn’t mean he had to push his guard’s boundaries in such a rude manner—nor did it feel right to question Kaiser, when he was donning his most vulnerable attire.

Hal averted his gaze. He cleared his throat. He did his best not to stare at the two men, at how both their bodies were built like the ones of gods; yet, it seemed as though Hal’s best was not enough, for he couldn’t help but take one last peek at his guards.

“Is everything all right, Your Highness?” Elwood asked as he smirked. And Hal wondered, if his guard had caught him looking.

The Crown Prince took yet another deep breath. He grabbed at his breeches, and then at his undershirt as he played around with the idea in his mind, of which one he would take off first.

He decided it would have to be his underwear.

And so, the Crown Prince stripped.

Hal did not take a moment to look up in order to search for his guards’ reactions. He was filled with dread and fear and dark, intangible things yet again. He quickly took off his undershirt afterward, like a scab peeled away from skin, there was something oddly painful about this experience. He couldn’t explain why.

“Prince Hal,” it was Kaiser who spoke up first. “You are trembling, Your Highness,” his voice was rugged, low. “Are you cold? Shall we get dressed again, and return to the inn?”

“N-No!” Hal blurted, loudly enough to startle both his guards. “I-I—” He tried to explain everything to them. But, he couldn’t find the words. The Crown Prince lowered his head. The sight he caught of himself in the water made his throat tighten into a forest of nerves.

Kaiser’s eyes widened for the instance of a second. Hal’s guard parted his lips. “We don’t care, Your Highness,” he said. And Hal frowned. He hadn’t heard Kaiser’s tone ever be so blunt until this very minute.

The Crown Prince raised his head. Finally, he dared to look. At his guards. At their faces. Though, he did so in silence. Hal bit his lip. “What’s that supposed to mean?” He hadn’t wanted to sound so defensive, however, it was too late now. The way his pulse crept up his throat, how the ends of his hands chilled—the Crown Prince felt like a wild animal cornered in a cage.

He wondered, why he had ever thought this would be a good idea.

“You seemed self-conscious.” Kaiser shrugged. He looked Hal up then down, casually, as if it were nothing. He said, “We are between men, here.” Kaiser met Hal’s frightened gaze once more. “You’ve no need to feel so nervous.”

Hal froze. The Crown Prince blinked the widening in his eyes away. Kaiser’s words sent a tingle of heat up his nape, and Hal now found himself at a loss for what to say. “Right,” was the only word Hal could manage, as he finally stepped towards the water, which welcomed his feet with a temperature that—in his royal opinion—was just right. “Thank you, Kaiser…”

Kaiser did not reply.

Elwood, however, wrapped his fingers around Hal’s wrist and chuckled. “Shall we go in, then, Your Highness?” he asked. Hal could not help but notice how big his guard’s hands were. For the first time in his life, the Crown Prince found himself grateful to be born in his own body, for he was certain that if he’d been blessed with a penis, he would be very, very erect right now—attempting to shake off such an awkward predicament would have been a nightmare; the warmth that bloomed between his legs was already enough to drive Hal up non-existent walls.

How had he ended up here, swimming naked, alongside these two beautiful men? Hal knew nothing would ever happen between them, of course: they were his guards, and unless Kaiser or Elwood showed interest in him first, the Crown Prince did not want to put them in an uncomfortable spot if he were to make a move. There were too many dynamics of power at play, here. It would not be right. But, Gods, was he ever flustered.

The three of them advanced deeper into the ocean. The water was calm, as was the night. Hal was hit with a wave of relief, this wasn’t as terrible as it had first seemed. In fact, it was all quite pleasant, once he was fully submerged in the water—free to swim as he pleased.

The Crown Prince and his guards fooled around in the sea’s embrace for a little while longer, the three of them making sure to stay close to the shore: although the moon was bright and round enough to illuminate their surroundings, they did not want to take any chances, in case a storm would later brew.

Elwood splashed closer to Hal as he swam, then stopped by the Crown Prince’s side. Even in the water, the difference in their heights and physiques were clearly visible. “I’m glad you feel better, Your Highness,” he said with a snicker, as he cupped ocean blue then snapped his wrist to the side, so that the water would reach Hal’s direction.

“I am,” Hal smiled. “Thank you, Elwood.” To have the certainty that his guards accepted him fully lifted a weight off his heart that he hadn’t known existed until now. It was nice, to feel lighter, free of burdens. The Crown Prince felt ready to grow old with Elwood and Kaiser by his side. He was thankful that these were men who’d been chosen to protect him.

Hal readied himself to swim towards Elwood, but a slight cramp in his foot made him stumble forward, into the water. And onto Elwood’s chest. “…Elwood?” Hal glanced upward at Elwood, who caught him just in time, in a manner so effortless it could have been rehearsed.

“Careful, there,” Elwood chuckled, as Hal did his best to ignore the feel of their bare chests, now pressed together. The Prince hoped Elwood would not hear, how hard his heart was beating against his ribcage.

“Ah!” Hal forced himself to laugh, yet it rang hollow. “It’s been a while since I’d gone swimming!” He did his best to continue speaking, he could not stand another bout of silence right now. “Good save, Elwood!” The cramp left his foot as quickly as it had arrived.

Hal pulled away from Elwood, his pulse still pounding inside his ears. “You’ve got some… great reflexes.” He could still feel the places where Elwood had touched him. The lack of Elwood’s hands on his body. It was only for a minute but Hal had loved it, being in Elwood’s arms. This, drove him mad.

Kaiser joined them again; he’d been swimming around the perimeter, checking for any signs of danger. “It’s getting late,” Hal’s guard warned as he bobbed up and down in the water. It seemed Kaiser was not fond of stopping once he’d begun to swim, for he continued to kick himself forward then back again, as if this required no effort at all. Hal wondered where Kaiser found the energy to do so—though, he figured it was for the best, that his guard had quite a bit of stamina.

Prince Hal tilted his head, whilst his attention shifted between his two guards. “Should we head back?” he asked.

And Elwood nodded, wrapping his hand around Hal’s wrist again, as if to make sure not to lose Hal to the sea. “I believe that would be wise, Your Highness.” He motioned for Hal to follow him and Kaiser back to the shore. “We have quite the early rise ahead of us tomorrow morning. Not to mention we’ll still need to bathe after this.”

“Right,” Hal muttered. “Right…” He had forgotten all about his reason for being here in the first place—and how Hal wished he could have stayed longer! But the night was not so young anymore, which found the Crown Prince in complete agreement with Elwood’s suggestion.

As they headed back to land together, Kaiser took the lead, insisting that it would be the most efficient formation, in case an assassin was hiding in the shadows.

Thankfully for them, the journey out of the water and back to the inn was quite uneventful. But the same could not be said, for the moments that would come to occur next.

* * *

That night was a strange one for Hal. The Crown Prince found himself experimenting with ideas he’d never dared approach even in his wildest fantasy.

He and his guards returned at quite the late hour to the inn. Once Elwood and Kaiser began to discuss who would shower first right after Hal, there was a growing concern amongst the three that one of Hal’s guards would have to lose out on some much-needed shut-eye, if they were to each take turns with the bathroom.

That is when Hal came up with a solution—one that left both his guards nodding in agreement, yet baffled all the same by the Crown Prince’s suggestion. “Why don’t we all just shower together, then?” It would indeed solve all their problems. And the idea had seemed fairly reasonable in Hal’s mind: after all, the three of them had already experienced being naked in water together tonight, what harm would going back to that state do?

Yet, after Hal had finished speaking the words, he realized, this would not be the same at all.

“Are—” Kaiser parted his lips in disbelief; though, like Elwood, he did not seem against the suggestion. “Are you certain, Your Highness?”

Although the difference in proximity that would come with showering together dawned on Hal’s mind, he still felt bad that showering individually would cause either Elwood or Kaiser to sacrifice their precious sleep—so, the Crown Prince nodded. “If you two are comfortable with doing so, then yes, I am quite certain.”

His guards hesitated for a few moments, until Kaiser stepped forward, and finally said, “All right.” He looked Hal in the eye. He placed a hand against the sword that was hung across the left side of his waist. “But I hope you don’t mind me leaving my weapon next to the bathroom’s door. It’s what I usually do before bathing.”

“I…” Prince Hal paused. His shoulders tensed. “No, of course, not,” he said. “Please,” Hal motioned towards the bathroom, “proceed as if you were alone.”

“Very well, then!” Elwood chimed, before Kaiser could even say another word. He winked at Prince Hal. “Count me in. And…” Elwood chuckled. He showed Hal a smirk. “Thank you for being so considerate of our sleep, Your Highness.” Hal’s guard licked his lips, lowered his voice, until it was raspy, a tease. “You’re very kind.”

It wasn’t long before the three of them had fumbled into the bathroom, locked the door, and turned on the shower—thankfully, the inn booked on Hal’s behalf was home to an enchanted fire, that could warm large quantities of water at a time. Considering the tanks adjoining the showers were quite tall, the three would have at least a good few minutes without cold water to wash themselves. It should be enough.

Hal was the first to enter.

At first, this was not so different from being naked before his guards at the beach. However, after Elwood and Kaiser had joined him, the Crown Prince realized this experience wouldn’t at all be the same. As much as the shower was big enough to hold the three of them, one awkward move could lead to Hal brushing up against either of his guards’ members, and Hal hated how much he wanted to make such a mistake.

“Your Highness,” Elwood whispered, his voice almost completely drowned out by the sound of the falling water. When Elwood spoke, Hal noticed his guard’s cock twitch slightly as it hardened. “May I be frank with you, for a moment?”

Hal gulped. In response to Elwood’s question, he nodded.

“We know you’ve been staring at us throughout this entire outing.” Elwood scoffed. “Your Highness, are you that desperate to be fucked?”

The Crown Prince’s breath caught in his throat. Perhaps, he should have been angered, however, this was exactly what he had wanted to hear—there was no way for him to make a move on his guards considering his position. But, if they initiated it, that was a different story…

In the background, Kaiser choked on his spit. Although it seemed as though he had been trying his best to avoid making eye contact with either of them, now, he was staring right at Hal. And at Elwood, too. “Have you gone mad, Elwood?” Kaiser snapped; Hal could tell his guard was holding back from shouting, he assumed, in order to avoid making a scene. “That is not how you should speak to—” 

“Oh, come on!” Elwood chuckled, as he shrugged then held the pose, he tilted his head. “You think the Prince is pretty cute, too, don’t you? You even told me it was a shame the two of you hadn’t met under different circumstances, because if so, you would have loved to court him.”

Elwood glanced around, back-and-forth between Prince Hal and Kaiser. “It’s not like we all accepted to shower together out of pure intentions. Must we be hypocritical about this?” His gaze darkened. “Why must we hold back from acting on our desires, when we’ll have to be around each other for quite a long while starting from now anyway?” Elwood shrugged, then gazed back at Hal again. “Personally, I’d love to fuck you, Prince Hal.” Elwood’s smile was a devilish one as he spoke the words. “Would you enjoy that?” he asked Hal, who stood there, agape and uncertain as to what he should say.

Was this truly happening?

“I—” Hal’s lips remained parted as he considered the offer, warmth spread throughout his chest. He gulped. Yes, please, he thought, as he shut his eyes.

Please.

Since birth, everyone in the land had been at Prince Hal’s beck and call. The Prince wanted to know—for once—what it felt like to serve.

He got down on his knees.

He stared up at the two men, who were so much bigger than him in ways which both intimidated and excited him, for this situation was all the Prince had ever wanted and more.

Hal opened his mouth, his eyes were lidded, his lips trembling with lust as he asked them, “Who first?”

Kaiser’s face flushed a deep red; it seemed, Elwood had been telling the truth.

Elwood reached out to pet Hal’s head. “Wow,” he hummed. “What a good boy,” he whispered, whilst he stepped forward, then presented his cock to Hal. “Let’s see what you can do, sweetheart.”

Elwood was fully erect now. And any sort of nerves that the Prince had been feeling before, were washed away by the water’s comforting warmth and his guard’s gentle praise. Hal leaned forward, nice and easy, to take his guard’s cock against his tongue.

As the Prince began to work at Elwood’s cock, bobbing his head up then down, Elwood grunted. “Oh, fuck, that’s great,”  he thrust his hips into Hal’s mouth.

Hal’s legs quivered when Elwood twitched against his tongue. There was an unbearable pulse between Hal’s thighs, now wet with the Prince’s own come; Hal wanted to be touched.

But he wanted to work for it.

Although Hal’s knees ached from kneeling for so long, he rested his hands against Elwood’s thighs regardless, and continued to suckle on his guard’s cock. He had needed this. He had needed this for so long. Losing control.

Spiraling into pleasure with a man he barely knew.

Hal couldn’t let it end now.

“Tell us if you ever need to stop,” Elwood added, his voice a tad softer than before, as he continued to stroke Hal’s head.

Hal moaned around his guard’s cock. He blinked, teary-eyed from pleasure, his vision a blur before it finally cleared to settle on Kaiser. 

Even though Kaiser was clearly trying to appear unaffected by the entire situation, he had soiled himself with thick, white come that dripped down his thigh—Hal wanted to lick it all off.

The Prince pulled away from Elwood with a pop. Hal trapped his swollen, lower lip between his teeth. “Kaiser,” he mumbled, as a shy yet elated giggle escaped him, he looked Kaiser in the eye. “I can do it for you, too,” Hal offered, his words slightly slurred as his head spun from both the heat of the shower and the mere adrenaline of sucking his guards off, on the floor of an unfamiliar bathroom.

Kaiser did not reply with words. He nodded in a rather sheepish manner, then stepped forth in turn. Because of how shy his handsome guard was being, Hal found himself feeling a tad more assertive than before. Instead of taking Kaiser’s cock whole—like he had done with Elwood—the Prince left trails of kisses alongside Kaiser’s length as he licked his guard clean, he grinned. He was having so much fun. If this was a dream, Hal could only hope it would last a little while longer.

Hal tilted his head and peered up at his guards again. The sight that met him made his cunt involuntarily clench around what was nothing, yet what Hal wished to be both of his guards’ cocks, filling him whole. Kaiser was panting and had bitten his lip hard enough that his teeth had drawn red.

It seemed as though Kaiser was intent on saving face even in such situations. But Hal had a plan. The Prince wanted Kaiser to enjoy this, just as much as he was relishing in the act. “Kaiser,” Hal whispered as he thumbed at his guard’s waist, his eyes never leaving Kaiser’s, his grin a hot mess. “Kaiser,” the Prince echoed, his tone a tad more playful this time. “Wanna fuck my mouth?”

Kaiser, who’d kept silent until now, could not help but blurt out a muffled curse in surprise before he cleared his throat, then said, “Y-Your Highness—” Kaiser covered his lips. He averted his gaze. Hal thought he caught his guard’s face flushing a darker color, but he wasn’t sure. It could have just been the shower…. even if Hal had a hard time believing that.

“I—” Kaiser caught his breath. “That would be…”

Yet, instead of finishing his phrase, Kaiser decided to kneel before the Crown Prince. He cupped Hal’s jaw with his free hand, then pulled Hal in for a kiss.

Hal’s knees buckled, then shook, as his guard’s tongue slipped into his mouth. The Prince had never been kissed like this before—nobody he’d courted had ever dared.

Yet, here, in his guards’ gentle embrace, there were no limits—only the taste of Kaiser’s lips on his, and the hot burn of both his guards’ come, coursing down his throat. And what a treat that was.

“Kaiser—” Hal blurted, as the two of them pulled away panting for air, their breaths hot when they intermingled. “I…” Hal blinked. He looked away for a moment, before finding the courage to face Kaiser’s gaze again. “Am I doing good?” The Prince didn’t know what had compelled him to ask such a question. Hal usually took great care in keeping up appearances—in pretending that, at least, he knew what he was doing, even when he didn’t.

Yet, the strings that kept Crown Prince Hal so tightly wound together had all unraveled here tonight, amid the inn’s minuscule bathroom.

Kaiser smiled; the expression was warmer than Hal expected it to be. His guard nodded, then leaned in to kiss Hal’s cheek before his lips brushed against the Prince’s ear. “You’re adorable, Prince Hal,” Kaiser whispered. His tone was loving, safe. Hal could hear the grin in his voice, and the tension that had once lingered in his shoulders immediately faded.

A whimper left Hal’s lips, he leaned forward to embrace Kaiser, for a moment. The Prince breathed in the scent of his guard—lavender and pine, just like the soaps provided by the inn. 

Kaiser dipped his head, he kissed Prince Hal’s clavicles. “Thank you,” he whispered, before he rose to his feet again, then nudged at the Prince’s lips with his stiffening cock that he rubbed across the Prince’s mouth, before finally entering him in full.

Hal closed his eyes.

He let it happen, as Kaiser fucked his throat raw.

The Prince indulged in the moment. He surrendered to the feeling of being used by his guard. He’d had fantasies about these sorts of things many a time in the past—yet, to think it was actually happening thrilled him to no end. Hal wondered, what would happen after this. Would his guards join him in bed? Fuck him until he could no longer remember his name?

Hal touched himself to the thought as he felt Kaiser tense against his tongue, his guard’s hot, warm come spurting down his throat.

The Prince swallowed all that he could, until Kaiser pulled away early, his cock still dripping wet and slick. Kaiser twitched before Hal’s face again, once, then twice, and Hal looked up at him hungry, he licked his lips of Kaiser’s taste. His guard was panting. Hal took a deep breath in an attempt to regain his composure, too, his face was covered in the white spurts he’d failed to catch. Kaiser pet his head—and so did Elwood, who’d been watching them with a grin all this time.

Elwood kneeled beside Prince Hal with a coo. “You’re doing so good.” As Elwood ran his tongue alongside Hal’s jaw, cleaning off Kaiser’s come from the Prince’s skin, he leaned forward and kissed Hal’s cheek in turn. “What should we reward you with? I wonder,” Elwood hummed, whilst he slipped his arms around Hal’s chest, stopping only once he had reached the Prince’s back. He urged Hal onto his feet again.

Hal’s knees shook. His legs were numb from kneeling for so long. He leaned into Elwood’s embrace, then took another deep breath. A grin tugged at the Prince’s lips, when Kaiser stepped forward to join them, and held him from behind. “Hey,” Kaiser whispered, “having fun without me?”

The Crown Prince wondered if he had died and reached a happy afterlife. He had complained for so long—even yesterday, too—about being both single and lonely. And now, here he was, sandwiched between two of the most perfect men he had ever seen in his lifetime. How was this possible? Hal wondered. How could this be?

And, if he had not already perished, would he eventually succumb to an overdose of pleasure?

This felt so terribly different than touching himself alone.

This was exquisite.

Hal still couldn’t believe this was happening. And as much as he wanted to ponder on these matters, these thoughts were stripped from him quickly as his guards kissed his neck. Another whine erupted from the Prince’s throat. Hal’s mind went empty. His back arched as he leaned into their touch. 

Hal tilted his head to rest against Elwood’s shoulder. He giggled when he felt Kaiser’s erection brush up against his ass. He was ready—ready for a night that would last forever—until he finally caught a glimpse of himself in the bathroom’s mirror. And the fantasy fell.

Like a stray soldier tripping and falling over a cliffside, Prince Hal could feel his footing being robbed from him. He couldn’t move. He was frozen in place—unable to glance away or escape the sight of him, and the many uncomfortable thoughts which now plagued him so.

He hadn’t meant to stare for so long, to concentrate on the differences between his body and theirs, but a pit of dread settled in his stomach nevertheless. His entire body tensed.

“Prince Hal?” Elwood was the first to pull away, however Kaiser followed suit, shortly after. “Is everything all right?” Elwood asked.

To Hal’s great relief, his two guards were still each holding onto his hands, giving Hal the support he needed to properly speak his mind without any further apprehensions.

“Um…” Hal pressed his lips together in sorrow. He was saddened by the limitations his mind had imposed on what—in his opinion—would have been a very pleasurable experience. 

“A-Actually—” Hal cleared his throat. “Could we… stop for tonight?” Prince Hal did not want to speak these words. What if this was my only opportunity to do something like this with them? he feared, as he mentally kicked his mind for giving him such unpleasant feelings, whilst he was having the time of his life. But, he had no choice. There was no way Prince Hal could carry on as if nothing were amiss, not after being hit with such dread, a painful heaviness in his heart that he had carried for much too long.

Sometimes, certain things made Hal feel lighter, and he was able to forget the weight of it all. However, that weight often returned without warning. It was hard to predict when this would occur until it did.

Tonight, was one of those moments.

And Hal suddenly felt the pressing need to cover himself up, in hopes of forgetting his own appearance, as reality settled in his bones like the coldest winds of winter. His fingertips were numb. A slight nausea made his throat tighten. “I—”

“Did we do something wrong?” Kaiser asked Hal.

Elwood squeezed Hal’s hand.

His guards both sounded—and looked—incredibly worried.

“Not at all…” Hal bit his lip. He squeezed both their hands back. The Prince was not sure how to explain it. His body was still excited, and although deep down he still wanted them both very much, Hal had completely lost his mental urge to frolic with the two men; for the time being. “I’m just…” Hal stared at the ground. His head hung low. He only realized now, that he was crying. “I’m sorry. I apologize,” he muttered with a sniffle.

If only I could get over my discomfort.

If only I could love my body more.

Hal cursed himself again. “This happens to me sometimes,” he admitted, his voice shook as he spoke, “even when I’m alone. You didn’t do anything wrong.”

Kaiser let out a sigh. “Your Highness,” his tone grew stern once more. “Please, do not apologize for that which you cannot control.”

“Prince Hal,” Elwood whispered. He stepped closer to Hal, until they were beside each other again. Elwood’s hand found the Prince’s shoulder. “Is it all right if I hug you?” he asked Hal.

Hal blinked. He wondered if, somehow, his guards had figured him out. “Sure?” he said, after a moment of considering whether or not a hug would make matters worse. “But… maybe not like last time.”

“Of course,” Elwood quickly said, as he embraced Hal.

Elwood made sure to keep a moderate distance between them, so that their chests were not touching, despite Elwood’s arms being around Hal’s shoulders. “This okay?” his guard whispered.

Hal nodded against him. “Thank you, Elwood,” he mumbled. “I…” Hal took a deep breath, he shut his eyes. “I still want you. Both of you,” he said. “If you still want me, too, of course.”

“Why wouldn’t we?” Kaiser asked from behind them, his voice a tad softer than before—despite Hal being embraced by Elwood, Kaiser had yet to let go of the Prince’s hand.

“I stopped.” Hal’s face warmed with the shame of guilt. “It’s not… fun anymore,” he sighed again, the sound was so heavy, full of dread. “I’m not fun anymore.”

“So, what?” Elwood pulled away from him.

Kaiser raised a brow at their conversation.

“It’s not meant to be fun,” Elwood continued. He shook his head. “It’s meant to be pleasurable.” Elwood raised a brow, he smiled at Hal. “If this does not bring either of us pleasure anymore,” he chuckled, “wouldn’t we be fools to continue?”

Ah, Hal blinked. Such a thing had never occurred to him. Hal had always felt so inadequate, and anxious at the idea of potentially ruining someone’s night, it had indeed stopped him from even wanting to try. “That’s…”

Elwood’s words resonated in his mind.

Fools?

Prince Hal laughed in turn; he rested a hand against the back of his neck. “I suppose so.” Suddenly, Hal felt a little lighter. His shallow breaths dissipated; breathing wasn’t as difficult as it’d been before. Hal parted his lips again, in hopes of expressing how grateful he was to Elwood for saying those words. However, all that left the Prince was a yelp of surprise—followed by similar sounds echoed by his guards—as a sudden rush of cold water hit the three of them at once.

It seemed as though they had depleted the inn’s hot water for the night.

Although the mood had shifted, any lingering urge they may have had to fuck one another again was quickly stolen, by merely knowing they needed to finish their shower under water so cold Hal was certain it had chilled his veins.

“Fuck!” Kaiser grunted, as he angrily washed the soap out of his hair, then rushed out of the bathroom after grabbing his sword that he’d left by the door.

Elwood and Hal stared at each other in silence for a few seconds, before they both burst into laughter; the two finished in a hurry as well, before they joined Kaiser in the bedroom.

A gentle warmth filled Hal’s heart at the sight of his guards staying together in his room. Hal wondered why he had worried so much in the past. The worst ended up happening tonight—and yet, it only seemed as though the three of them had gotten closer afterward, instead of being pushed away.

“Prince Hal,” Kaiser strode up to Hal’s figure. He reached for the Prince’s hands once more. There was a pained look in Kaiser’s gaze, when he took a peek at the Prince’s legs. “Your knees, Prince Hal…”

My knees? Hal knitted his brows together in confusion. Kaiser’s comment prompted him to look downward in turn. “Ah.” Hal’s skin was indeed quite bruised, likely from the position he’d held during he and his guards’ incredibly passionate activities.

“I see,” was the only thing Hal found to say. In truth, the Prince didn’t mind it too much. If anyone were to ever question him, Hal could always claim to have gotten the marks during his hunting trip. Technically, Hal thought to himself with a chuckle, that wasn’t a lie.

“Your Highness,” Kaiser insisted—it seemed his guard was much more perturbed by the state of Hal’s knees than Hal himself. “This won’t do.” As Kaiser led Hal away from Elwood by the hand, towards the bedroom’s mattress, Hal couldn’t help but smile.

Elwood snickered as he watched everything unfold before his eyes. “You’re quite right, Kaiser!” he chimed, before he held his index finger up in the air; the Prince’s guards exchanged a look of understanding. “I’ll go fetch it for you!”

Before Hal could even question what exactly It was, Elwood had already sprinted to the other side of the room in order to rummage through his and Kaiser’s bags.

“Don’t worry,” Kaiser said, as he gave Hal’s palm a gentle squeeze, then urged the Prince to take a seat atop his bed. He smiled, and kneeled before Hal. “It’s merely a little something for you.”

Hal readied himself to speak and ask for more clarifications, however, the Prince paused. Hal figured that, whatever was going on, he would find out soon enough.

As if summoned by his thought, Elwood returned with a small round, glass container in his hands. He handed the container to Kaiser then walked past him. Soon, Hal felt the mattress dip behind his figure, under Elwood’s weight. “May we attend to you, Your Highness?” Elwood asked the question in a way that was mellow, soft.

Hal stared at wood floorboards in silence. He felt the heat of a blush rise to his face. “Sure?” Although Hal wasn’t entirely certain about what it was that Elwood implied in his question, Hal had no doubt he would enjoy whatever his guards had in store.

And enjoy it, he did. As Kaiser leaned forward to press kisses across Hal’s knees, Elwood took the liberty of drying the Prince’s hair with a spare towel he grabbed from the bedside table. Once his hair dried, Elwood tasked himself with giving Hal’s back a gentle massage, whilst Kaiser twisted open the container, then dipped his fingers into an opal balm that he applied with care to Hal’s knees—Hal had expected it to hurt, yet, Kaiser touched Hal as if he were something precious to cherish; and Hal barely felt any pain. Only the cool relief of the ointment’s chill. Only Elwood’s large hands gliding across his shoulders.

Only love, from his guards.

Elwood leaned forward. He kissed the crown of Hal’s head. “Such a good boy,” the words were a whisper, almost lost to the wind. Hal shivered as he laid back then melted into Elwood’s embrace. The Prince shut his eyes. He concentrated on the feeling of being cared for. His guards were so tender with him, so attentive and gentle. Hal had never felt this relaxed in his life. It was as if he was sinking into a pile of clouds, on a warm summer’s day. He sighed, felt himself drift off into slumber.

“Sleep well, Your Highness” one of his guards mumbled, as the other threaded his fingers through the Prince’s hair—Hal wasn’t sure who it was anymore, but he relished in their safe caresses nevertheless.

The Prince heard the faraway call of an owl as a soft breeze brought in the ocean’s scent through the window, he fell asleep to the sound of waves lapping at the shore, and Elwood’s gentle humming.

* * *

The next time Hal blinked, morning had come.

Hal could not remember how he’d fallen asleep, but he felt better rested than ever before! It was rare for him to get such a good night of rest: stress-filled dreams about his ascendance to the throne weren’t uncommon. And yet, last night, none of those had been present.

As the Prince slowly woke, he noticed then that he was not alone. Beside him, Kaiser laid, sound asleep. Hal watched his guard’s chest rise, then fall, alongside his heavy breaths.

The Prince’s attention lazily waned towards the window where he found the view of the ocean. Perhaps, it was the change of scenery and traveling alone that had caused bravery to find Hal, yet Hal was suddenly filled with a sense of freedom unlike any other he’d ever felt before. Everything was exhilarating, just as much as it was fun.

His eyes darted back to where Kaiser slept again.

Hal’s guard let out a yawn. As Kaiser stretched his arms to the ceiling, he slowly pushed up against his hands then sat atop the mattress, the blanket he and Hal had shared slipping off his chest.

Hal gulped. He admired the virile form of Kaiser’s broad shoulders, and he finally understood the true meaning of being sculpted like a God.

Although the Prince tried his best not to stare too much, Kaiser was quick to catch on, it seemed. His guard laughed a tad, though, the sound remained quite reserved. “What an interesting sight to wake up to,” Kaiser’s voice was rough around its edges. “I did not ever think I would sleep in a Prince’s bed.”

As Hal held himself back from awkwardly blurting: I am not sure if there are many who would turn down the opportunity to sleep with you, good sir! he asked Kaiser, “Why not?”

Kaiser merely scratched the back of his neck. He hummed, whilst he stared upward once more. “Good question, Your Highness,” he told the Prince, his grin a smug one.

Hal’s attention trailed downward to the many scars carved into his guard’s chest, all of them much more visible now in the sunlight; he wondered, if they had anything to do with what Kaiser had just said.

A sudden wave of sorrow hit Prince Hal. He reached out to brush Kaiser’s skin with the tip of his fingers on instinct, but when Kaiser flinched, Hal stopped himself. “Apologies,” the Prince muttered. “I—” 

His guard shook his head. “It’s quite all right, Your Highness.” Kaiser grasped at Hal’s wrist, then led it with a slow ease towards his own chest, until Hal’s palm rested atop Kaiser’s heart. “I merely feared, for a moment, that you would not want to touch something so unsightly,” he muttered, behind his teeth that were gritted with an anguish Hal wished he could somehow heal or wish away.

“I do not think that you are unsightly, Kaiser,” Hal whispered: he stared down at his hand, where Kaiser’s pulse had accelerated upon hearing his words of reassurance. “It must have hurt…” The Prince found himself saying without thinking. Hal’s brows were knitted together in pain, as he traced every single old slash, every tear that had marked Kaiser’s body into that of a survivor’s. “And yet,” his eyes met with Kaiser’s, “you still fight.”

Hal felt Kaiser’s hand tense around his own. Kaiser averted his gaze. “It is all I can do,” he said, under his breath.

Before Hal could apologize, and express his regret for having brought up the subject, Kaiser blinked; he found Hal’s eyes again. “I’m grateful to have been given this opportunity to be your guard, Your Highness.”

The Prince perked up. “You weren’t always a guard?”

His guard scoffed, then raised a brow at Hal. “A guard?” Kaiser snickered, and Hal gulped at the feel of his guard’s chest shaking under his palm. “Gods,” another smirk tugged at his guard’s lips. “No.” Kaiser recollected himself. He shook his head once more. “No, Your Highness,” he echoed, “I was more of what they like to call a bandit—their leader, to be more precise. Some, even called me their King.”

King, the title rang within Hal’s mind. He had heard the legends of a ruthless and cunning man, who would go around spreading havoc wherever he walked. At some points, Hal had even dreamed of meeting him, for there was something about that bandit’s carelessness for authority—not to mention, his wit—that excited and intrigued a much younger Hal. But, to think that man was Kaiser… Hal blinked as he observed Kaiser in silence. “You are—” He paused, then raised a fist to his chin. “Quite calm, for a bandit.”

But Kaiser waved his words away. “I’m no bandit. Not anymore.” Kaiser reached out to cup Hal’s jaw between his large, rough hand. “I am your guard,” he said.

Hal frowned. He remained confused about one thing. “My father let you live?”

“Barely. But, we made a deal.” Kaiser shrugged. “The throne needed my knowledge—after all, there aren’t many people out there who know how to get around this kingdom’s every city. Your father agreed to spare me, if I were willing to offer up my services to the Crown.”

“I see…” A moment of silence instilled itself between them. Hal stared down to his knees. “And Elwood?” he asked. “Is he also—”

“That old fool?” Kaiser shook his head. “No,” he laughed, “Elwood’s from a good family. He’s nothing like me.” Kaiser motioned towards Elwood’s belongings. “Which is likely why they paired us together, to serve as your guards. Manners aren’t my forte as you may have seen.”

“I see…” Hal hummed. Interesting, he thought. His guards did appear to be older by at least a good decennium, so it was no surprise to him that they had some history behind their names, but to think the two of them came from such different backgrounds… Hal couldn’t have guessed. Royal Guards were… fascinating people. Hal had always wondered how his father chose them, and why the King would often keep his answers vague.

This explained a lot.

Kaiser paused. “Your Highness.” His expression suddenly grew a tad more serious. “In case you have your doubts, please know that… although Elwood likes to tease, he truly does care about the well-being of the people he serves. Just this morning, I caught him rising earlier than needed. He wanted to be certain everything was in order so that you would not be late in your travels today. Additionally…” Kaiser’s words trailed off. Hal swore he caught a glimpse of his guard’s face blushing a light pink, yet, he could not be certain of it, for his guard soon turned his head away. “If you ever wish for us to be just your faithful guards again and nothing more,” Kaiser cleared his throat, “we would both understand. I…” Kaiser’s arms tensed by his sides. “Merely wanted to make this clear.”

Hal’s heart warmed at the words as he leaned forward, closer, until his jaw was pressed to Kaiser’s collarbones. He wrapped his arms around Kaiser. A loving smile tugged at Hal’s lips. “I like what’s going on a lot. Don’t worry,” a giggle escaped him. “You’re surprisingly softer than I initially thought, Kaiser.”

A small bird flew past their window again. From the floor beneath them, a wind chime could be heard swaying amidst the cool morning air.

Kaiser cleared his throat. “W-Well…” Hal had never heard him sound so embarrassed—even yesterday, when Hal had his lips around Kaiser’s cock, his guard had not seemed as flustered.

“It would not be befitting of us as Royal Guards, if we did not look at least slightly intimidating on the outside!” Kaiser eventually blurted.

Hal merely grinned again. “Yes,” he cooed. “Certainly, that sounds about right,” the Prince told his guard, all the while thinking to himself how lucky he was to have met such an endearing man.

“You… wanted to know more about Elwood?” Kaiser added, after a moment.

“Huh?” Hal blinked. “Oh. Yes, that would—”

Yet, before Hal could muster a proper reply, the door to his temporary bedroom flew open with a loud creak.

“Talking about me, are we?” Elwood asked, as he waltzed in, shutting old wood behind him. He made his way over to the bed then immediately sat down beside Hal, whose waist he grabbed, his weight causing the mattress to dip again—why this man was allowed to have so much muscle was beyond Hal’s understanding. Elwood stared at Hal, he squinted. “Pray tell, what would His Highness like to know?”

At his guard’s words, Hal gulped. Perhaps, talking behind Elwood’s back like this hadn’t been the best idea, if he wanted to get on Elwood’s good side. “I apologize, Elwood…” Prince Hal averted his gaze. He bit into his lower lip. “I was a tad curious about your past, however… I admit, I should have asked you first.”

A ringing silence reigned for the next few seconds, until Elwood’s cheeks puffed up. Hal’s guard exploded into laughter, as he held his sides, he wiped a tear away from his eye. “My apologies, Your Highness!” Elwood’s shoulders were still trembling, whilst he attempted to hold in his amusement. “I simply could not believe you were answering to me, when in reality, it should be the other way around.” He grinned as he observed Hal with a certain fondness in his eyes. “Any other Master would have likely had me disciplined by now.” His gaze darkened. “If not worse. You are much too kind.”

And Hal had to find a way to get himself used to blushing, because he was doing a lot of that lately.

Kaiser cleared his throat. “Never mind,” he said.

Hal turned to face his guard with a raised brow. “Never mind?”

Kaiser showed him a curt nod, then two, as if he were agreeing with something—himself, perhaps? “I should not have praised Elwood’s manners,” he muttered. “It seems that in certain ways, he may be worse than me.”

Elwood’s jaw dropped open, he stared at Kaiser in disbelief. “I beg your pardon!”

The two continued with their bickering for quite a while longer. Although Prince Hal had carried apprehension in his heart for today’s hunt, watching his guards’ rather lengthy quibble was enough of a distraction for him to gain peace of mind. Even if Hal could not say what potential dangers would await them in the hours to come, the Prince could tell, he was in good hands.

Still—something weighed on his heart. Hal pursed his lips together. He stared at both his guards, who paused in unison, likely from seeing Hal’s expression suddenly turn grim. “Can I ask you something?” Hal blurted.

It was likely the wrong time for such questions. But Hal was not certain, if there would ever be a right time.

“I don’t see why not,” Elwood quickly said.

And Kaiser nodded in agreement.

“Do you—” Hal bit his lip as he tried to conjure the question in his mind. He stared down to rumpled bedsheets. He wanted to look anywhere but at his guards. “Is it not odd to you, that my body is like this? Do you not feel…” Hal averted his gaze. His throat tightened. Disgusted? he could not say the word aloud.

As if his guards were under a spell that unified their thoughts, both Elwood and Kaiser reached for Hal and embraced him together. As their heavy, muscular arms weighed on his shoulders, grounding him, Hal gasped. “K-Kaiser?” Hal’s voice cracked. “Elwood? What—”

“Hush,” Elwood whispered. He pet Hal’s head in a gentle manner that found Hal soothed; and oddly, made him want to cry, too. “I do not find it that outlandish,” Elwood added, after a moment. “Many of my old friends are elven-folk, and such occurrences are quite common in their culture. Your situation did not surprise me at all.”

Kaiser, in turn, let out a sigh against Hal’s neck; the heat of it drew goosebumps out of Hal’s skin as the Prince shivered, Kaiser’s grasp around him tightened. “I agree,” for reasons Hal ignored, Kaiser sounded angered—though, not at Hal, but at the world. “In my travels, I have met many men like you. Perhaps, things are harder for you—having been raised a royal—but I assure you that your feelings are not difficult for me to understand, Your Highness.”

“Oh,” Hal suddenly felt a tad silly. But in a good way. It was as if every apprehension he’d held—every warning the court had ever given him about the risks of daring to be himself around others—came crashing down like a wave that’d been looming over Hal ever since the day of his birth. “Thank you, and… s-sorry—” Hal muttered, as he buried his face into Kaiser’s shoulder, he hoped Kaiser would not feel his tears fall. “Could we… stay like this for a little while longer?”

* * *

After a rather emotional morning, but a much needed talk that left Hal feeling lighter on his feet, the three of them finally set out for the hunt together. Hal was excited. He could not wait to fight by his guards’ sides.

Yet as Hal’s carriage climbed up the mountains, it wasn’t long before things started looking grim. Although Hal had been calm when they had first departed, the road was growing more unstable with each passing minute, every bump—every stone—could be felt throughout the ride.

The sky, too, was darkening, and the Prince couldn’t help but gulp in apprehension at the sight.

Kaiser, who’d been seated next to Hal this whole time, reached for Hal’s hand. “It’ll be all right, Your Highness.” He gave Hal’s knuckles a reassuring squeeze. “Should anything happen, we’ll be here to protect you.”

Before leaving his castle, Hal had been slightly skeptical about the idea of bonding with his guards, over a mission where the monster he was meant to slay would quite likely not even show up—however, it was in this moment that he understood, how grueling and tiring the journey itself would be. Everything made sense now, and Hal was regretting having made light of this trip before his departure.

Elwood placed his hand over Hal’s knee in turn, as he looked at Hal, an emptiness Hal had never seen in him before clouded his guard’s gaze. “Use us as you must,” Elwood told the Prince, as he pressed down a tad, against Hal’s leg.

It was when Hal was on the verge of replying, that lightning struck and thunder roared in the sky. The pitter-patter of rain hit the carriage’s roof. Harsh rains fell upon the land.

“Your Highness!” the coachman shouted from his seat, outside. “We must turn back!”

“Are you certain?” yelled Hal, as he did his best to ignore the trembling in his fingers, the noise inside his mind. Hal hated when it stormed.

“Yes!” the coachman’s voice was hoarse, as he tried to make his voice louder than the elements. “This amount of rain isn’t normal for a spring day—the roads will be riddled in mud, should we decide to stay! It would be dangerous to continue our journey, Your Highness!”

Elwood and Kaiser both turned to Hal.

“It’s your decision, Prince Hal,” Kaiser merely said. “We will follow you wherever you decide.”

“But! It would probably be best to go back!” Elwood chimed with a shrug and a forced smile—unlike Kaiser, it didn’t seem like the man was in the mood to risk his life.

Hal hesitated as he turned to face the outside world, dew that had already been splattered against his window, like an ominous sign. The Prince gulped. His hands tightened into fists atop his knees. “I…” Hal parted his lips.

Eventually, he sighed. “Let’s go back,” the Prince’s head hung low as he said this, he truly did not want to turn around—he knew it would worry his family, to stay for an extra day like this, he would be late in his return. But they could always send a messenger bird. Not to mention, putting everyone’s life in peril would be a worse evil than returning to the inn.

The way down the mountain was a lot scarier than their previous travels. Hal immediately noticed the difference in terrain with the current weather, by how much the carriage tottered. He grit his teeth, did his best to keep his composure—but Hal could feel the blood slowly leave his face.

“Prince Hal,” Elwood leaned forward to rest a hand against the Prince’s shoulder. “You seem worried, Your Highness.”

“I mean…” Hal cringed. He shut his eyes to the sound of thunder. Stay calm, he thought. “Is this… normal?”

Hal heard Elwood huff. “The weather, or the carriage, Your Highness?” his guard asked.

There was another bump in the road. Hal opened one of his eyes to the sight of a smirking Elwood. He frowned. “Both,” he muttered, before he looked outside once more, dread filling his gut.

Elwood’s touch left him, once his guard was forced to take a seat again, when the carriage took a sharp turn to the right.

Although he had not chosen to be pushed back into his bench, Elwood had certainly made the act seem intentional in a flawless way that found Prince Hal quite impressed.

Beside him, Kaiser pressed a fist to his lips and cleared his throat. “It’s definitely unusual,” he said. Hal’s guard stared at the ground with an intensity that had Hal wondering what weighed on his mind.

Across them, Elwood nodded in agreement with a hum. “Kaiser’s right. I haven’t seen rain like this in years. And the last time I did see it… it was not caused by any natural phenomena.”

Hal’s eyes widened. Magic? he wondered. Was this what Elwood was alluding to?

“I mean,” Elwood put a hand against the back of his head then laughed. “It’s probably nothing. Just terrible luck and weather.” His gaze met with Hal’s again. “Rare are the creatures who could possibly achieve such a feat in so little time.”

Hal felt himself breathe easier as his arms relaxed by his sides. “Yes, that’s…” He sighed. “You’re probably correct.” The Prince leaned up against Kaiser, buried his face into his guard’s shoulder as he listened to the rain. Whenever the carriage would shake, Hal held onto Kaiser’s arm a little tighter. Of course, Hal thought to himself with a small shake of his head. He shouldn’t worry.

There was no way the serpent would show up today.

* * *

The new inn they found was quite close to the mountains—so much so, that the local villagers referred to this place as the borderlands.

Although they still had the entirety of an afternoon left before nightfall, Hal was exhausted from the stress of the journey. All he sought to do was spend the day in bed to rest his tired backside, that had suffered quite enough, from all those bumps in the roads.

Atop a rather comfortable and large mattress, Hal pushed up against his elbows to catch a glimpse of his guards. Kaiser was staying put near the door as per usual, whilst Elwood was in charge of watching the windows—however, as much as Prince Hal appreciated their efforts, he doubted anyone would try something in this weather.

Not to mention, he was in the mood for a hug. And… Warmth bloomed between Hal’s thighs. Possibly more.

“Your Highness?” Kaiser asked.

Prince Hal perked up immediately. He swallowed. Hard. Was he being that obvious? “Y-Yes?”

Thunder shook the inn’s poor roof, the building was clearly in a state of distress from the current weather.

“Forgive my impertinence if I turn out to be wrong,” Kaiser continued, “but it seems as though you have something on your mind.”

Hal thought back to the shower. To last night. To Elwood’s and Kaiser’s cocks, hot, wedged between his legs. He bit his lip. “That is a fair assumption,” Hal told his guard, as he wondered how on earth he could possibly explain the rest of his thoughts, in a way that would not make it seem like he was coming on too strong.

From afar, Elwood chuckled. He crossed his arms, shifted against the floorboards that creaked under his boots. “Ah,” Elwood cooed like a maiden in love, even though his tone remained haughty all the same, “I do wonder what His Highness could possibly be thinking about at a time like this.”

Prince Hal felt his throat go dry as a flutter of warmth creeped up his neck, he tilted his head backwards, then pressed his lips together. Elwood knew exactly what words to say to leave Hal in a state of disarray. And now, all Prince Hal desired, was to do the unthinkable again. To see the continuation of last night. To learn how long he could withstand being fucked into the mattress by these two, powerful men.

He wanted them to teach him.

To teach him how to take cock.

“I-I—” Hal lowered his gaze. “I was thinking of you,” he stuttered out the reply, then immediately felt his body warm, from admitting to such things out loud.

At his words, Elwood chuckled. “Oh, isn’t he adorable, Kaiser?” his guard said in a singsong voice, as he crossed his arms, Elwood shifted his weight back and forth across his legs. “We should give him a good fucking, don’t you think? He deserves it, after being such a sweetheart.”

The words went straight to Hal’s pussy. Hal pressed his thighs together. A small, quiet whimper escaped him.

Elwood turned back to face the Prince. He smiled. “I like people who are easy to read,” he said, before he took a single step forward, then sat down beside Hal. Elwood leaned forward, to whisper in Hal’s ear. “You’re so flustered, Your Highness—is everything all right?”

Hal furrowed his brows. He pouted, his eyes narrowing in frustration at his guard’s teasing. Prince Hal may have been inexperienced in the bedroom, however, this did not exclude him from being capable of courting someone either. And although he appreciated that Elwood was treating him like a regular lover, not the Crown Prince, Hal figured it was time to surprise Elwood with some tricks of his own. “Don’t I look all right to you?” Hal chuckled in hopes of hiding his nerves.

Hal did his best to calm his rapidly beating heart, as he gathered his courage, then leaned forward to kiss Elwood’s cheek—even when the two were seated side-by-side, their differences in heights still dawned on Hal, for the Prince had to push himself up ever so slightly with his hands, in order to reach Elwood’s face.

Elwood’s skin was hot under his lips. He smelled of pine and of the rain, as he deepened their kiss. When Hal finally pulled away, he’d lost every sense of resolve that had once resided within him.

Hal had not expected Elwood to kiss him in such ways. It left him a hot mess, the warmth between his thighs pooling into his gut as the back of his neck tingled with anticipation. The feeling spread across his shoulders.

“Your Highness?” Elwood asked again, his head tilted now, his coy glance meeting Hal’s. He placed a hand atop Hal’s knuckles. “Why are you trembling?”

A pure quietness drifted between them. The Prince shied away from Elwood for a moment, in which he bit his lower lip in embarrassment then sighed. He supposed, there was no point in hiding it anymore. “I want you,” Hal admitted. “I want you and Kaiser to fuck me.”

Hal still couldn’t bring himself to look Elwood in the eye, his attention travelled to where Kaiser stood instead, alert and intent on listening in to the conversation at hand. Kaiser’s lips were parted, he seemed stunned by the Prince’s bluntness, and a faint blush had spread across his features—this, reassured Hal. Up until now, both his guards had seemed so confident when approaching him, that Hal hoped he was not merely being toyed with: Kaiser’s expression and Elwood’s silence was enough to confirm this likely wasn’t the case.

They liked him, too.

“But, are you certain you’re ready for that, Your Highness?” Elwood asked. He reached for Hal’s jaw, then urged Hal to face him. “You’re barely able to look us in the eye, sweetheart.” Elwood leaned forward, until all that Hal could smell in the air was his scent again; Elwood pressed his lips to Hal’s forehead, and Hal could feel his guard grin against him.

“T-That’s because…” Hal pressed his lips together. He stared downward at the silken sheets that lay atop the mattress. “I-I’ve never done this before.” Hal feared this would potentially put Elwood and Kaiser off from fucking him for good—but it was hard to keep this a secret. Hal did not owe them his past, still, he did feel more at ease knowing they we were aware of his history and did not mind.

Upon hearing Hal’s confession, Kaiser immediately rose from where he stood against the door and marched towards Hal. He stopped only to kneel before the Crown Prince. “Prince Hal,” Kaiser grasped at Hal’s free hand, whilst Elwood still held onto the other. “Forgive us,” Kaiser pleaded, his eyebrows were arched up in pain, as he looked at Hal with regret. “Last night, that was much too—”

“It was fine.” Hal shrugged. “Really, it was,” he assured his guards, who both listened to him with care. “I…” Hal stared at his knees, his mind wandered off as he thought back to the times where he would touch himself to fantasies of men taking him in every possible way, overpowering Hal at his own request. “I’d wanted to experience this,” Hal told them. “In fact, I was waiting and hoping that one day, I would meet someone who would want to help me take my mind off the throne in such ways. Or…” His attention shifted from Kaiser to Elwood, then to Kaiser again. “Maybe more than one person,” Hal grinned.

“But, I’ve always been shy,” Hal added, tension wove itself into his shoulders as a huff escaped him. “I didn’t know how to ask for… such things. Nor… where to find someone who would want to do them with me. Really, I—” Hal stared at them both again. “I’m grateful, honestly, that you brought this out of me. I don’t think I would have had the courage to ask. And as the Crown Prince, I didn’t want you to feel obliged to…”

“Prince Hal,” Elwood lowered his voice, as he reached for Hal’s jaw once more.

Hal parted his lips to reply—yet, before the Prince could say a word, Elwood’s mouth was on his, and Hal was moaning against him, as his guard’s tongue brushed up against his own. In the midst of their kiss, and before Hal could lose himself to the feeling of Elwood’s sweet touches, Hal took Kaiser’s palm with his free hand then led it to his waist. He hoped Kaiser would understand.

And it seemed Kaiser did—for soon, Kaiser had wrapped his arms around Hal, and busied himself with leaving lustful marks against the Prince’s neck as he rubbed Hal’s back. Hal leaned into Kaiser’s touch. He closed his eyes. His skin felt as if it were fire they’d set alight—and Hal wanted to burn. “El-Elwood,” Hal whimpered, his voice muffled by Elwood’s mouth. “K-Kaiser—” The Prince did not know where to look anymore, nor whose name to call, all he could do was surrender.

Give in.

They kissed again. Except this time, it was Kaiser’s mouth that played with Hal’s, and Elwood’s hands that massaged the knots out of Hal’s shoulders. Hal didn’t know—he couldn’t say how long it all lasted—but they indulged in each other’s affections for what felt like a forever Hal never wanted to leave. Until finally, they had to pause to breathe, and the three found themselves forced to pull away, panting, their faces red, lips swollen from how much they had kissed one another.

“What now?” Elwood asked, his voice breathless, his tone still a low rumble that made Hal’s chest quiver.

“We…” Hal’s gaze drifted to the tented fabric in Elwood’s pants; it did not take him long to notice Kaiser was in a similar state of disarray.

Elwood kissed Hal’s cheek, just as Hal had done so earlier on. “Whatever makes His Highness comfortable,” Elwood spared Kaiser a glance. “Right, Kaiser?”

And Kaiser leaned forward, he pressed his lips to Hal’s temple, threaded his fingers through Hal’s hair that he ruffled soon after. “Of course,” he replied, “and His Highness is free to stop us whenever he wishes so.”

Elwood chuckled. “Glad we agree!”

Hal didn’t know what to do with himself—he had not thought his first times would feel so safe. But he was glad. Relieved. His heart was full, his chest warm. Hal felt sensitive all over, but he didn’t mind. His guards would take care of him, after all.

The Prince took a deep breath, then said, “…together…” Hal’s words were muffled, spoken into Kaiser’s shoulder as he rested his palms flat against his guard’s chest.

Elwood raised a brow. “What was that, Your Highness?” he asked from behind him.

“Together,” Hal echoed, still barely able to keep his voice steady, nor loud. Even if he felt at ease, saying all these things aloud remained quite embarrassing, and new. “I want to take you both together, inside me,” the Prince blurted.

“Oh. What a greedy little thing you are, Prince Hal,” Elwood hummed in an innocent, coy manner, as if he still weren’t sure what it was that Hal spoke of. “Does that mean His Highness would like both of us in one place?” he asked, and Hal could practically hear him smiling. “Or would His Highness prefer to have us both at the same time, in different places?”

Kaiser had been right, Hal thought to himself, as his pulse accelerated against his ribcage once more. Elwood was dangerous, and much too good with his words.

“I want to try everything,” was Prince Hal’s response.

A response that was met with laughter from Elwood’s end. And complete, utter silence from Kaiser, who merely stared at Hal as if he’d expressed the desire to eat an entire banquet by himself. Perhaps, in some ways, this was the equivalent of that.

“Do you, now?” Elwood asked, his voice still enveloped in a lascivious tone, that he often liked to use when teasing Hal. “And what of tomorrow?” his guard questioned with innocence as he continued to observe Hal like a hungry, wild thing.

Hal raised a brow. “What about tomorrow?”

“Your legs, sweetheart,” Elwood placed a hand against Hal’s thigh, he splayed out his fingers across the Prince’s soft skin. “You won’t be able to walk tomorrow if we do that.”

“Besides,” Kaiser interjected, he rested his chin against Hal’s shoulder, then kissed Hal’s neck once more. “Wouldn’t His Highness wish to take things slowly, for his first time?”

Hal tilted his head back to look at him. His eyes were round as he blinked. “Is it that important?”

“I cannot say it is important, but…” Kaiser’s lip twitched. He sighed in an exasperated manner, then scratched at the back of his head as he looked away. “All I’m saying,” he lowered his voice, “is that rushing into things might do you more harm than good.”

Hal gave his guards’ words some thought for a short moment. Outside, the cawing of a crow had replaced the birdsong Hal had heard earlier in the morning. The Prince let out a breath, his shoulders dropped. “Fine…” he mumbled. Maybe, he was getting ahead of himself.

“However!” Elwood exclaimed with pride, whilst he gave Hal’s thigh a gentle pat. “We could give you a taste of what it might feel like,” he chuckled, as he nipped at Hal’s ear, his voice fell to a whisper again. “Would this please His Highness?”

Hal pursed his lips together. He frowned. “Sure, but…” He groaned. “I’m not that fragile. I can take at least one of you tonight.”

Elwood cupped a hand to his own ear. “Ah, do you hear that, Kaiser?” he chanted towards a very invested Kaiser, who was trying yet failing very much at feigning disinterest; it wasn’t difficult for Hal to notice how Kaiser leaned forward in order to avoid missing any part of their conversation, and tensed at Hal’s every word.

“I wonder who’ll get to fuck His Highness first,” Elwood muttered, as if he were lost in thought, or casually talking about the weather.

Elwood’s behavior aroused Hal to a great extent. Hal had a hunch Elwood knew, and had caught on quickly, for the Prince found it comfortable that his guard was taking the lead, paving the path of debauchery for Hal to walk.

Hal licked his lips. He couldn’t wait to give himself over to his guards once more—and this time, there were no dratted mirrors in sight to ruin the experience for him.

Good, the Prince thought.

“Prince Hal,” Kaiser cleared his throat. He placed his big, warm hands across Hal’s shoulders as if to ground Hal. And Hal leaned into him on instinct. “I can wait,” Kaiser said, his expression as serious as ever. “I do not mind. I can guard the door if—”

“Why don’t I also suck you off?” Hal raised a brow at him, then at Elwood. The three of them exchanged a knowing glare in silence.

“What?” Hal asked his guards, after a while. He threw his arms up and shrugged. “I’ll still be able to walk even if I take one of you in my mouth.”

Elwood didn’t reply, instead he merely turned to Kaiser. “It’s your call, Kaiser.” He motioned towards Hal, who was practically vibrating with enthusiasm and excitement at the idea of pleasing both of them at once. “You heard our Prince.”

Kaiser remained mute—eventually, he showed Hal a small, curt nod. “Your drive is admirable, Your Highness,” he huffed, as he crossed his arms. “Very well,” Kaiser rose to his feet. He wasted no time in undressing. Hal’s guard slid his armor off, then laid it to rest across a nearby bench. Silver steel clanked together as Kaiser’s shoulder plates collided for a brief second.

Soon, Kaiser was completely naked. His cock sprung free as he pulled off his trousers, and Hal’s eyes widened. Kaiser’s cock was a lot more visible in the light of the room than it had been amid the shower’s steam last night, the sight of his guard’s member found Hal swallowing, the Prince could not believe he had managed to fit something so large inside his mouth.

“You don’t have to,” Kaiser said.

“Huh?” Hal parted his lips, he stared at Kaiser’s cock, then back at Kaiser’s face again. Had Kaiser misunderstood Hal’s reaction for discomfort? “But I want to,” Hal assured him. He stood from the bed in turn, feeling Elwood’s gaze on his back as he walked towards Kaiser. Prince Hal stood on his toes in order to reach Kaiser’s neck, around which he wrapped his arms. He kissed his guard deeply, then reached for Kaiser’s cock. The feel of it was interesting between his palm, drier than last night, but warm and soft and welcoming—Hal wanted it in his mouth.

To Hal’s surprise, Kaiser moaned against him as Hal palmed at his cock, his guard bucked his hips forward then thrust into Hal’s hand. Kaiser’s reaction got a smirk out of Hal, who was finding more confidence in what he was doing with each passing second, it was nice to feel like he was doing a good job.

Kaiser and Elwood seemed much more experienced, after all, considering their differences in age, Hal was glad he was still able to please them despite that.

Now that Kaiser was completely hard, come dripping out of his tip, Hal was about ready to kneel when footsteps approached him from behind.

Elwood wrapped his arms around Hal’s waist. He pulled Hal back, against his toned chest. Hal noticed then, that Elwood—too—had stripped off his shirt. “Just a moment, sweetheart.” Elwood kissed the crown of Hal’s head. “Why don’t you come enjoy yourself on the bed instead?” Elwood pulled away. He bent down to tug Hal’s pants downward, until they were under his knees, then kissed the places where last night’s bruises had formed. He stared up at Hal. “I don’t have a lot of balm left.” Elwood’s hand hiked up Hal’s thigh until he reached the Prince’s ass that he cupped without hesitation; he left his hand there, grinned. “We should try to conserve our resources for the hunting trip.”

“Ah.” Hal’s gaze quickly darted between his two guards. “Right, apologies.” He lowered his head. “I am…” The Prince scratched at his cheek, an awkward laugh escaped him. “I am a little impatient, you see.”

Elwood gave Hal’s ass a firm squeeze before he stepped away. “We see, yes,” he casually told Hal, whose face warmed at the words.

An awkward cringe spread across Hal’s features. I suppose, Hal thought to himself, it is true, that I have not been subtle…

As Elwood grabbed Hal’s hand again, he led Hal over to the bed once more. More footsteps followed behind them. Kaiser, likely, Hal thought, whilst he allowed Elwood to gently undress him in full, Kaiser joined them not long after.

Soon, both Hal’s guards attended him, pressing gentle pecks across Hal’s skin as they worked, leaving small bites across places where silk and armor had once lived on Hal.

“Your Highness,” Elwood growled. He ran his hand down the mid of Hal’s chest, whilst still making sure to keep away from Hal’s nipples; Hal could feel his guard’s erection dig into his ass. “Is anywhere off limits?” Elwood asked Hal.

Hal shook his head. “I’ll let you know, thank you,” he told his guard. “Right now, I feel… fine.” Hal surprised himself when he spoke the word.

Fine, Hal didn’t think that would ever be the case in this situation, but everything was going so well, the fears he’d held about his first time all melted away into the background. Elwood and Kaiser had given him the courage to explore desires Hal had assumed would remain mere fantasies until the end of his days—although being born in this body brought Hal much unpleasantness in his day-to-day life, Hal, still, had always held a thirst to test what pleasures it could give him—after all, fingering himself alone had felt quite pleasurable on multiple occasions, it was hard not to be curious about what an actual dick would feel like inside him.

Elwood and Kaiser helped Hal onto the bed again, they laid him down, touched him in places Hal didn’t ever know could bring him pleasure, and an overwhelming sense of peace washed over Hal’s mind. Hal realized, perhaps, he was not so flawed for wanting this. If anyone were to judge him for seeking pleasure with the means the Gods had given him, those commoners did not deserve Hal’s time of day.

“Your Highness,” Elwood asked, as he stood on the edge of the bed before Hal, who had his legs spread open for his guard. “May I touch you?” 

Hal bit down on his lower lip that quivered with anticipation. His back trembled against the mattress. “Please—” he let the word out like a breath, a sigh, as he observed Elwood near. Elwood towering over him. Elwood reaching down to slip a finger inside his wet pussy.

Hal clenched around Elwood’s finger as Elwood pushed into him. The Prince tilted his head back on instinct when Elwood added a second digit that he curved upward, rubbed against Hal’s sweet spot, leaving Hal breathless, his mind empty. Although Hal had done this alone in the past, Elwood’s fingers were much thicker than his, and reached places Hal had not been able to—and this felt different in the best of ways. And Hal wanted more.

More, the Prince thought, as he moved his hips downward, in hopes of fucking himself on Elwood’s hand.

But Elwood paused. Hal’s guard tilted his head, then stared down lovingly at Hal’s pussy. “Look at how swollen your perfect little cock is,” he hummed, as he thumbed at Hal’s cock, all the while keeping his fingers lodged deep inside Hal. “You like that, Prince Hal?” Elwood breathed, hot and heavy, beside Hal’s ear. “Having your cock stroked while I’m stretching you open, filling you up?”

Hal parted his lips, his eyes widened as he held onto Elwood’s shoulder then dug his fingers into his guard’s skin. “Hah—” A guttural moan rose from Hal’s throat as he desperately grinded down atop Elwood’s hand. Elwood was touching him in all the right places: yet, Hal’s guard was being so slow, and soft, that it did little to relieve Hal from the unbearable heat that pulsed between his thighs. “Please—” Hal pleaded, as tears rose to his eyes, his breaths hitched. “Please, Elwood, I—”

Elwood kissed Hal before Hal could finish his phrase. As he took Hal’s mouth with his, Elwood’s fingers moved again, rubbing up against Hal’s insides that tightened around him. Hal moaned, but the sound was muffled by Elwood’s tongue, that explored every corner of his mouth.

When Elwood finally pulled away, he smirked at Hal, then asked the Prince, “What do you want?”

Hal observed Elwood through lidded eyes. “I-I—” He could not stop squirming on instinct against Elwood’s hand, as he did his best to hold back his whimpering. “Y-You—” Hal blurted. “And Kaiser. I want you both. I want you to f-fuck me.”

“Would His Highness beg for it?” It sounded like a command. And Elwood’s gaze felt demeaning, as he stared down at Hal, who relished in every single minute of whatever was going on, because Yes, Hal did in fact, very much want to beg.

Hal shut his eyes. He took a deep breath, felt the world spin as the blood rushed to his groin. The Prince placed his fingers against his pussy and spread himself open for Elwood to see. “Please, Elwood,” he whispered, his voice weak yet determined all the same. “I beg you to fuck me. I want to feel you i-inside… I w-want—” Hal hiccupped, he could feel his face redden as it warmed. “Want you to use me,” he said, before his gaze wandered lazily over to where Kaiser stood, palming at himself. “You, too, Kaiser,” Hal muttered, his eyelids still heavy with lust as his mouth watered at the sight of Kaiser’s dick twitching. “Use me.”

Use me, Hal thought, again, and again. Elwood’s chuckles reverberated against him and Kaiser neared.

“Good boy,” Elwood whispered, as he fucked Hal’s cunt at a much faster pace this time, and Hal choked on a moan from surprise, that he was unable to control. He held on to Elwood’s shoulders again in hopes of grounding himself. And watched—with a greedy, crooked smirk, when Kaiser positioned himself before his face. Kaiser’s cock was almost touching his lips now. Prince Hal opened his mouth to welcome his guard, licking the come that had dripped down Kaiser’s tip, as if he would perish if he were to miss a drop.

The Prince was on the verge of bobbing his head down, when Kaiser grabbed his hand, causing Hal to pause.

The Prince stared up at his guard, befuddled by Kaiser’s actions—Hal observed, as Kaiser led Hal’s hand to his thigh. “Pinch me if you need to stop, Your Highness,” he told Hal. And Hal wanted to hug him. 

Kaiser had truly thought of everything. He and Elwood did indeed make for wonderful guards. Even in times like these, where both men could have been selfish, they were so endearingly thoughtful and cared to protect him.

“Thank you, Kaiser,” Hal said, as he gave Kaiser’s thigh a gentle squeeze. “I appreciate that.” Thank you for looking out for me.

Hal did not linger on the sentiment for long, for once he faced Kaiser’s cock once more, the lust inside his heart was set alight again as he readied himself to accommodate both his guards. Hal couldn’t wait.

He couldn’t wait, to know what it would feel like to be filled by these two, strong men, who were all his for the night.

“Ready, sweetie?” Elwood asked, his voice soft, a tease, as he wrapped his free hand around Hal’s waist, then inched himself closer to the Prince’s cunt.

At these words, Hal groaned. A weak, helpless laugh left his lips. “Haven’t I begged enough?” the Prince asked, in a playful tone, riddled with lust.

Elwood leaned forward to press a kiss against Hal’s heart. He stared up to find Hal’s eyes. “You’re right, sweetie,” he grinned. “You have. You did so well. You’re such a good—” Elwood’s teeth grazed Hal’s lips; his breaths were hot as they fell on the Prince’s skin.

“Good—” Elwood’s fingers left Hal’s pussy, only for Elwood to replace them with his cock, that nudged at Hal’s throbbing entrance. “Good, obedient boy.”

Hal’s legs would have closed in on themselves, if Elwood weren’t holding them open by Hal’s knees.

Hal was caught off guard when Elwood suddenly pushed into him. The Prince clawed at the air and let out a timid whine—a sound he hadn’t known himself capable of making until today.

The Prince’s eyes filled with tears once more. Hal found himself shaking, shivering, unable to move nor make sense of anything, anymore. It was all so much, almost too much, and Hal was losing himself. Falling. Unable to find his thoughts.

“Relax,” a voice called.

Hal blinked the tears away from his vision. His surroundings blurred for a moment, until he was able to shift his focus on Kaiser again.

Kaiser’s voice.

Kaiser’s touch, Kaiser’s hands, that were now rubbing circles into Hal’s shoulders to ground him, keep him here and his mind from floating off into a dream. “Relax,” Kaiser echoed, and Hal let out a breath he hadn’t known to be holding.

All the tension that had once been threaded through the Prince’s muscles loosened, as Elwood reached for Hal’s hand, he pushed into Hal—slow enough that it was painful, and found Hal panting again, starved for reprieve. The feel of Elwood’s cock that stretched him open raw overwhelmed him. There was nothing Hal could do but surrender, and trust Elwood, trust Kaiser.

But as Elwood entered Hal, Kaiser paused.

Kaiser did not start fucking Hal’s mouth with his cock.

Instead, Kaiser kneeled before Hal, kissed the Prince’s forehead, then brushed the hair out of Hal’s face. “Your Highness,” Kaiser whispered, his voice a gentle anchor, “I don’t want to hurt you. If it is all right, could we stay like this?” he asked Hal, who could barely make out the words, completely blissed out from the feel of Elwood who continued to thrust into him and slowly filled his pussy with every inch of his cock.

Eventually, Hal nodded. He followed Kaiser’s voice that reminded him to breathe many a time, sunk into the intoxicating feel of Kaiser’s soft kisses that contrasted with the back-and-forth rocking of Elwood’s hips, which intensified with each passing second.

Prince Hal quivered, sweat-soaked skin in the darkness of candlelight, his guards had turned him into a sweltering mess, an object of pleasure ripe for their taking: and Hal was a starved man, always wanting more. “Kaiser,” he whimpered, “Elwood—” Hal’s back arched off the mattress. “Fuck.” Hal bit his lip until the taste of iron coated his tongue. “S-So good—”

Hal was certain his guards could both feel him trembling, losing his mind—the thought was mortifying, yet exhilarating all the same. As Kaiser talked Hal through the act, and massaged Hal’s body to keep the Prince’s mind from tipping into a heavenly state of no return, Hal’s insides warmed. The Prince tightened around Elwood, who let out a grunt from the sudden change. And Hal felt it, when Elwood came. The heat that filled him started off slow, yet it grew, and grew, and grew until a feverish haze found Hal’s toes curling, Hal’s lips trembling, Hal cried out and reached out for something—anything—as an immense wave of pleasure crashed down upon him, he heard Kaiser say it yet again, “Breathe,” and Hal obeyed, closed his eyes, he let it take him, until it calmed, left him trembling, doe-eyed and stunned as he stared at the ceiling in silence.

“That’s—” Hal’s breaths hitched. “I’ve— I’ve never e-experienced something like that in my life,” he found himself saying, without giving it thought.

The candles burned dimmer around him, and the room darkened to a deep orange shade. Elwood pulled out of Hal, drawing some of his come out of Hal’s pussy along with it. “Fuck,” his guard said; Hal had rarely heard him this upset.

The Prince perked up, he pushed against his elbows in a daze, as he stared at Elwood with confusion stirring in his mind. “Fuck?” Hal giggled, still high from his orgasm. “What’s wrong, Elwood?”

“I came inside you, Your Highness, I—” Panic. An actual look of panic that Hal had never seen before on Elwood’s face, painted his guard’s features with fear. “Gods, forgive me, Your Highness.” Elwood stared at the ground, his head lowered in shame. “I’ve failed in—”

“In what?” Kaiser asked, as he steadied Hal with a palm pressed to Hal’s back, Kaiser looked Elwood dead in the eye. “You aren’t going to run away, are you?” His gaze darkened. “You’ve been tasked with keeping His Highness safe.”

“Of course, I wouldn’t do that.” Elwood turned his back on them both. He made his way toward his armor, which he grabbed with a single hand, before he dressed himself once more. It seemed as though Elwood did his best to try and appear calm, yet Hal could still hear the guilt that ate away at his guard’s heart, merely from listening to Elwood speak.

Elwood grasped at his dark, forest green cloak, whose hood he used to cover his eyes. “Follow me, Your Highness,” he said. “I will accompany you to the apothecary.”

* * *

The night was colder than expected.

Hal held his own cloak, closer to his sides. He shivered as he glanced to the full moon that shone like an eye, above the horizon, where pine trees swayed softly in the wind.

In the end, Kaiser had joined their outing, too—though, he made sure to stay farther from Hal and Elwood, neither of the three wanting a potential rumor to break about the Prince taking his guards as lovers.

Elwood had barely spoken a word since they’d left the inn. And as both he and Hal wandered, across stone pavement that guided them through the village they’d been forced to make a temporary stop in, Hal cleared his throat.

Finally, he broke the silence that had lingered between them to an uncomfortable degree. “It hasn’t even been a day yet,” Hal told Elwood. “I’ll take the potion, and be on my way. No harm will be done.”

At these words, Elwood raised a palm to his forehead and sighed. “Oh, but the harm has already been done, Your Highness!” His features scrunched into a cringe. “What if the potion gives you side-effects? You could become extremely ill, or perish from—” 

“Perish?” Prince Hal turned to raise a brow at his guard, he scoffed. “There won’t be any side-effects, Elwood.” Hal stared at his guard as if Elwood had gone mad. “I can afford to buy potions made from ingredients of the highest quality—those won’t make me ill. Do not worry yourself.” He shrugged. “Being a Prince has its perks.”

Elwood stared at Hal in silence for a moment. He pressed his lips together. His eyebrows were arched up in pain. “Prince Hal, are you certain that you are fine?”

Hal continued to march forward, though he slowed once he felt more of Elwood’s come dripping out of him, down his leg. The Prince’s hands balled into fists by his sides. His head hung low, giving his stretched shadow the odd impression of a decapitated figure, two shoulders with only half a neck remaining in between. “Do you regret fucking me?” he asked Elwood.

“What…” Elwood’s voice trailed off. His footsteps came to a halt. “What makes you think I do?”

Hal motioned at the space between them. “I knew the risks that were involved with doing what we did.” The corners of Hal’s lips twitched. “I thought about it, and I didn’t care. I wanted everything that happened tonight. It wasn’t an impulsive choice. And I knew it could very well end with a trip to an apothecary.” Hal averted his gaze. A dissatisfied huff left him as he reached for his left arm then gave it a squeeze. “Are you certain that you are fine, Elwood?” Hal echoed the words, as he met Elwood’s eyes again. “Because I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but you’re the only one who’s been freaking out about this ordeal, this whole entire time.” Pain flashed across Hal’s frustrated glare. “Was it impulsive for you? Did you fuck me not out of want, but merely because you were caught up in the moment?”

“No.” Elwood shook his head. “No, that’s not…” His guard’s voice fell to whisper. “That’s not what this is at all,” Elwood admitted. Hal’s guard stared at the pavement in deep concentration, as if he were trying to summon something; perhaps, an entity that could turn back time. “Forgive me, Your Highness. Although I wanted this, too, I feel as though we should have discussed these things prior to doing them. I have failed you, both as your protector and as your lover. And for that, I apologize.”

“As I said,” Hal reached for Elwood’s hands then gave them a squeeze, held them briefly, before he finally let go. Relief settled in Hal’s heart, now that he knew Elwood had truly wanted this as well. “No harm was done. But,” Hal nodded, a fond expression took his features. “I agree. Let us discuss these things better next time, to avoid any misunderstandings.”

The two started walking again. Hal didn’t like the silence that had instilled itself between them once more, so, he cleared his throat. He asked Elwood, “How did you become a Royal Guard?”

“I was a healer, at first.”

The two of them turned towards a light in the darkness. The candle inside a nearby street lamp shone a golden glow across a wood door: the entrance to an apothecary. This one, it seemed, was rarely closed.

“But healing is not enough these days if you want to make a proper living,” Elwood continued. “Even when I was considered gifted in my field: it was never enough. I’m no sorcerer, I can’t enchant potions, nor did I have the connections needed to become a Count’s or Royal’s healer. And…” He shook his head. “I couldn’t be born into the job either, since my destiny was sealed at birth. My parents could have possibly introduced me, however…” Elwood let out a deep, sorrow-filled sigh. “As soon as they learned I was seeing another man, they cut all ties, and I haven’t heard from them since.”

Hal and Elwood arrived before the apothecary’s entrance. Elwood lifted his arm then grasped the door knocker—a circlet that hung below gold carved in the shape of a dove—that he braced himself to use.

“Is that why you’re always doing that?” Hal asked. He wasn’t able to hold back his words in time.

As if putting on a mask again, Elwood smiled at Hal. His tone grew flirty, light, once more. “Doing what, Your Highness?”

“That,” Hal muttered, as he showed his guard a knowing glare.

And Elwood hummed. “Hm. Maybe.” He sighed. “After all,” Elwood lowered his voice, the look in his gaze flashed empty. “Nobody can hurt you, if they don’t know who you really are.” He paused for an instant, to observe Hal. “You needn’t look so sad,” he told the Prince. “My life is not that horrid. I picked up the ways of the sword rather quickly, too. Even if being a guard was not necessarily my goal, being a good healer was an edge that I had over many others in this field.” Elwood grinned; it seemed genuine this time. “And I have an inkling that is also why I am here today. Maybe, this was all for the best.”

Before Hal could reply, Elwood knocked on the door.

Ah, Hal thought. He’s way too good at keeping to himself.

I never had a chance in leading this conversation.

The sounds of shuffling and glass tinkling could be heard from the other side of the apothecary’s old wood. When the odd noises faded, a healer rushed forward, and opened the door soon after. The young woman observed Hal and Elwood with a certain wariness, likely due to the both of them donning cloaks, which covered most their faces. Hal hoped he and Elwood did not seem too suspicious—or, at least, that the healer would let them in without any further questioning.

“May I help you?” the healer asked. “It’s quite late out.” She paused. “If you’re seeking any immediate enchantments, I can’t help you. Our sorcerer is away.”

Hal readied himself to speak, but Elwood decided to take the lead, before the Prince could do so. “You don’t have any potions that… happen to ward off pregnancy, do you?” Elwood cleared his throat, the sound was an awkward one, which left Hal cringing as he observed Elwood in silence.

The healer’s shoulders dropped. A more relaxed look washed over her features, Hal supposed, after getting over the initial shock of their arrival and realizing they were not thieves.

However, Hal wasn’t sure why Elwood tried to feign the illusion of having a different voice: his guard was not a good actor. And the healer could immediately tell. Because her brows twitched in annoyance beneath her red bangs. She stared at Elwood with a judgmental glare. “Ward off?” The young woman squinted. “Pregnancy is not a ghost, good sir.”

Gods, please make us disappear, Hal thought, whilst he shrunk in on himself, his neck retreating between his shoulders. Hal appreciated that Elwood was trying, but… Had Elwood never done this before?

As Elwood started stuttering and spurting even more nonsense than before, the Prince’s fingers tightened into a fist, he could no longer remain silent.

“What my good friend means to say,” Hal spoke over Elwood, as he put a palm out before Elwood’s chest, in hopes that his guard would understand the message to be silent. Behave. “Is that we’re in need of a potion which can prevent someone from getting pregnant, after they’ve already, um…” Hal scratched at the back of his head, he was glad the woman could not see his face, for he was likely making a strange expression. Fucking a man was one thing, telling a complete stranger about it was another.

“Oh, Gods,” the healer rolled her eyes, she waved both of them off in utter exasperation. “Yes, come in. But, please stop talking, both of you. Please.” She ushered them in, and didn’t even spare them another glance: it was as if she could not stand to look at them anymore, and honestly, Hal didn’t blame her. He felt the same. This was a lot more uncomfortable than he’d anticipated, and the Prince was also quite nervous at the idea of this woman potentially discovering their identities.

After he and Elwood arrived inside the building which resembled a modest cottage lined with potions and books, strange knick-knacks and glistening crystals atop a counter, the healer motioned towards a few chairs that rested by the entrance. “Give me a moment,” she said, “feel free to take a seat in the meantime.”

Hal and his guard both nodded with their hands in their pockets, their heads hanging low, but they did not take a seat. “You don’t need to put on that voice,” Hal hissed, his words a whisper, though still loud enough for Elwood to hear.

“It’s too late now,” Elwood replied, as he made sure to lean in, so that only Hal would be able to make out his response. “If I suddenly stop using this voice, it would be bizarre. I have no choice but to keep this going until we leave.”

As if this weren’t already bizarre, Hal wanted to say; though, he held himself back from doing so, once he heard the healer’s incoming footsteps.

The young woman deposited a range of potions across a wooden table: some filled with herbal concoctions contained in rather simple vials, others in flasks that could be considered works of art, with how much effort had been put into sculpting the intricate shapes around their necks. “They’re all efficient,” the healer told Prince Hal and Elwood, “however, I must warn you: some may cause pain, nausea, cramping, possible death and—”

“I-It’s okay.” Hal gulped. He stepped forward, then reached into his pockets from where he took out a large sack of gold that he laid atop the table as well, next to the potions. The bag landed with a heavy thud. “We’ll take your best ones,” Hal told her. “And, if you have any… preventative potions for pregnancy. The ones that last a week. Or a month—we’ll take those, too.”

The healer stared at the money in silence, before she turned back to Hal and raised a brow at him. “Who…” Her voice trailed off. She looked away again then squeezed at her arm. “Never mind,” she muttered, before she walked behind the counter, to collect whichever of the potions fit Hal’s demands. “Will that be all?”

“And healing balms!” Elwood chimed. “If you have them, of course.” Elwood rose to his feet. Out from his pockets, he took out a sack of gold of his own—it was smaller than Hal’s, though still large enough to make the healer’s eyes narrow with suspicion yet again. “Three, preferably!” Elwood added.

Hal gave Elwood the side-eye—it was true, they were running short on healing balms, too. But Hal feared the healer would come to figure out their identities if they started buying more products. The Prince elbowed Elwood in his side. “This is the last thing we’re getting,” he said.

“Y-Yes, of course…” Elwood’s voice was a tad sheepish; perhaps, he’d realized what he had just done.

The healer gave them another odd look. Eventually though, she merely sighed, then told them, “I have some in the back. Give me a moment.” And Hal decided that he would tip her greatly, for putting her through this entire ordeal, so late into the night.

The transaction that followed after went rather smoothly.

As the healer handed the bag of potions to Hal, she huffed. “The preventative ones last a month. The ones you take after you’re done with your… business, will cover you for about two to three days. So, you’ve no need to take another one in between that time. Please don’t take too many in one go, it won’t make it more efficient, you’ll risk adverse effects. These potions are all enchanted, therefore, they will work as intended.”

“Ah.” Hal grasped the bag from her hands and gave her an awkward nod. “Thank you. I will… keep that in mind,” he mumbled. “I appreciate that.”

“Of course.” The healer smiled at him. “Enjoy your night.”

“Thank you! You, too!” Hal called out, as he and Elwood finally exited the apothecary. The two let out a breath at the same time, once they found their way onto the streetside again. Not too far away, Kaiser was still watching over them. He motioned for them to take their time from a distance, and remained where he was.

Elwood turned to face Hal. “What now, Your Highness?” he asked. “Shall we go back?”

Hal merely took Elwood’s hand in his, and stood on his toes in order to kiss him. “We should, yes,” the Prince said.

The mute lull was a comfortable one, now. The sounds of crickets singing, filling the empty space where their hands had once intertwined.

Kaiser walked past them, towards the inn, and brushed Hal’s waist briefly with his hand as he did. “I’ll wait for you,” he told Hal, his voice lowered to a whisper that made Hal’s knees tremble.

And then, he was gone.

Hal and Elwood nodded, then took off in the direction behind the inn, in order to wait for a moment. Entering the inn together, right after Kaiser, would likely give away Hal’s identity. 

There weren’t many citizens around this late at night, it would have been odd for Hal and Elwood to pass the time out in the open, right before the inn: the two figured finding a less visible spot was a safer bet when it came to being discreet.

Now, Hal and Elwood were wedged between a line of modest trees and the inn’s cool wall. Neither of them wanting to stand out, they inched closer to one another, until the heat of their breaths intermingled, giving Hal a rather salacious idea.

Lust filled Hal’s mind as he leaned forward, until his lips ghosted against Elwood’s neck. “You know, Elwood, it aroused me,” he said.

“What did, Your Highness?” Elwood sounded as though he knew exactly what Hal spoke of, yet, he still asked for the fun of it.

Hal let his weight rest on Elwood’s chest, his head atop Elwood’s shoulder. “When you fucked me,” Hal said. “You were so handsome, I very much enjoyed staring up at your face while you climaxed. Your cock felt like heaven.” A smirk took Hal’s lips as he felt Elwood’s manhood harden against his thigh. “I would be thrilled to have you come inside me again, my lover,” he told his guard.

Elwood’s skin felt hot to the touch, suddenly, when Hal pressed his lips to his guard’s shoulder. Ran his teeth along Elwood’s neck, until he was kissing Elwood there, listening to his guard panting, heated breaths, as Elwood desperately tried to keep his composure.

“I could take care of that for you,” Hal murmured, his lips still pressed to Elwood’s body. The Prince felt a certain wetness dampen his breeches, when Elwood growled beside his ear.

“Careful,” Elwood warned, his hand hiking up Hal’s back despite his words, as he pulled Hal in closer. “I might make a mess of you again.”

“Oh?” Hal stood on his toes once more to kiss Elwood’s cheek. “But, I would love nothing more than that,” he chuckled, and Elwood groaned.

Elwood tilted his head downward to take Hal’s lips with his—the sounds Elwood made as they kissed were guttural, low, and found Hal’s ribcage trembling alongside the deep vibrations of his voice. “Touch me, Your Highness,” Elwood whispered, his words a plea.

And Hal could not wipe the lustful grin off his face—not when his hand moved downward to palm at Elwood’s erection, nor when Elwood thrust into his grip—Hal was enjoying this in vicious amounts, the feel of a man twice his size, trembling under him. If submitting to Elwood had been exhilarating, this, too, was something he would never forget.

Hal dipped his fingers beneath Elwood’s breeches. He felt the wetness of Elwood’s tip, ripe with Elwood’s thick, hot come. The Prince’s mouth watered, whilst he rubbed at Elwood’s cock in a rather lazy motion—he watched, as Elwood came undone beneath his touch. Payback, one could say, for how Elwood had made Hal wait earlier tonight. Prince Hal wanted to bend over, to lean against the wall and spread his cunt for Elwood to take. Or, he could get on his knees, and relish in the sweet warmth of Elwood finishing inside his throat, Elwood drawing tears from Hal’s eyes, with how much of a tight fit his cock would be.

But they had to be discrete.

And so, Hal settled—for now—on pumping Elwood at a steady pace, listening to Elwood’s stifled grunts as his guard bit down on his lower lip, Elwood trembled. Until he finally came into Hal’s hand with one, strong thrust.

Elwood was panting, dazed, his eyes lidded as he observed Hal, who smiled at the sight of his fingers, now coated in his guard’s come. Hal kept his attention on Elwood’s gaze, he snickered, brought his fingers to his lips, and licked, with an appetite that found Elwood growling again.

Hal only stopped once Elwood’s come was completely cleaned off his skin. 

Elwood grunted at the sight. He wrapped his fingers around Hal’s wrists, pinned Hal to the side of the inn, as he slid his tongue into the Prince’s mouth.

Hal’s hips arched off the wall and came to meet with Elwood’s own. The Prince moaned into his guard’s mouth; Hal couldn’t believe Elwood was kissing him like this, when he could still taste Elwood’s seed on his tongue.

The Prince shut his eyes. He lost himself to their moment of desire as Elwood ran his hand up Hal’s shirt, let his fingers drift across Hal’s nipples, and Hal shivered at the touch, the heat of Elwood’s big, warm hands that contrasted against the chilled wall of the inn.

It was when the Prince leaned to kiss his guard again, that Elwood pulled away. It seemed, it was time to leave.

“Come,” his guard said, as he left another kiss against the crown of Hal’s head, then ruffled the Prince’s hair. “We must return to our room.”

As much as Hal wanted to linger, it was true they could not remain out here all night. Hal still needed to take one of the potions they’d bought together, not to mention prepare for tomorrow’s hunt, and bathe, for real this time.

They returned to the inn’s small, welcoming courtyard, where vines grew across rooftops—Prince Hal and his guard wandered past the entrance, filtering through tables lit by candlelight, they strode away from the inn’s inner tavern, taking steps which led them back to Hal’s room.

* * *

Hal had slept like a hibernating bear, sandwiched between his two guards. In comparison to yesterday, the Prince had been the one to awaken before dawn. A fond smile took his lips as he watched Elwood and Kaiser dreaming, fast asleep.

Hal shut his eyes. He took a deep breath. He still had trouble believing yesterday had happened—that yesterday was even real—but real it was, indeed. And everything started sinking in after a few hours, when the sun finally rose, and the three slipped away from their temporary bed in order to ready themselves for the day.

Hal hoped, that the weather would treat them kindly this time.

“Are you feeling all right, Your Highness?” Ever since they had gotten back last night, Elwood had taken to doting on Hal, especially after Hal had downed one of the potions.

“I’m feeling perfect!” was Hal’s reply, as he dressed himself. His guards had offered to attend him, but Hal figured it would be best if he were to do this himself, lest the three of them get… carried away again.

However, there was something that remained on Hal’s mind. “Say…” Hal mumbled, whilst he slipped into his shirt, and hoped that both Elwood and Kaiser would hear. “Did you truly mean that?”

“Mean what?” asked Elwood. Kaiser raised a brow next to him.

“Y-You know—” Hal gulped, his shoulders tensed. “Would you really be both willing to fuck me… together? At the same time? In my—”

“Absolutely,” his guards said in unison.

“But,” Kaiser added, as he cleared his throat with a firm fist pressed to his lips. “Only after the hunting trip.”

“Indeed,” Elwood chuckled, his eyes meeting with Hal’s. “Don’t worry, Your Highness, once this is all over,” he winked, “we’ll be sure to explore every inch of your cunt.”

“O-Oh.” Hal blushed deeply. He averted his gaze whilst he continued to dress himself, his eyelashes fluttering as he thought back on the words. “T-Thank you, then. I am… greatly looking forward to it,” Hal mumbled, feeling his guards’ gazes still on him as the two chuckled, before they finally moved on with the rest of the preparations for the trip.

This week felt like a dream.

This entire morning had, too.

What didn’t feel like a fantasy, however, were the harsh bumps of the carriage, that had Hal’s behind pulsing in pain.

They were finally setting out on their journey, and the weather had cleared up quite a bit—still, the roads remained rough.

But the mood in the air was lighter, nevertheless. For Hal, his guards and the coachman, were all feeling hopeful about the day to come. The coachman had gotten up to prepare the horses at dawnlight, so that they could depart as soon as possible, saving them a great deal of time.

Hal yawned while he observed the scenery through the carriage’s window—groups of trees that had been turned to crystal and stone centuries ago, during the Great War Of Mages: if Hal looked close enough, he could see the offerings that had been left. Flowers from sorcerers, who wanted to pay homage to their ancestors. Small gold tokens to ward off evil energies, courtesy of superstitious villagers.

The Prince rubbed at his eyes again. Even though he had gotten more than enough rest in theory, a heavy fog clouded his mind. Hal tried to pay it no heed, yet Prince Hal could still feel the fatigue looming over his eyelids that threatened to close, as the carriage took another wayward turn. 

“Sleep, if you want to,” Kaiser said. He threaded his fingers through Hal’s hair, and let Hal use his arm as something to lean against, that was not the carriage’s shaking wall. “I’ll wake you once we arrive, Your Highness.”

Hal mumbled something inaudible in response as he felt a wave of fatigue wash over him. Although the Prince had initially thought to protest the idea of a nap, the comfort of Kaiser’s nearness drew him into a rather relaxed state. Before he knew it, Hal had blinked and an hour had passed.

The bumps in the rather rugged roads had woken him. “Oh. Your Highness.” Kaiser tilted his head to better observe Hal.

Hal noticed, then, that Kaiser’s arm was wrapped around his shoulders. So, that’s why sleeping had felt so comforting, despite the rough ride.

“Was your rest fruitful?” Kaiser asked.

“Very.” Hal nodded. “Thank you, Kaiser. I appreciate you lending me your shoulder.” Hal’s gaze trailed off to the bench opposite of him. Elwood, surprisingly, had also apparently fallen prey to slumber.

Hal’s lips parted in surprise. “Should we wake him?” he asked Kaiser.

“No need,” Kaiser whispered as he continued to pet Hal’s hair, in a gentle manner that found the tension in Hal’s back dissipating again. “I told the fool to rest. It seemed as though he had troubles sleeping last night.”

Hal raised a brow. “Elwood did?”

Kaiser nodded against him. “Indeed, he was whispering something in his nightmares about being arrested by the Royal Court for coming inside His Highness’s pussy.”

At Kaiser’s bluntness, Hal couldn’t help but scoff. He had not expected this. Hal’s eyebrows arched upward as he stared at Elwood with sorrow. “I’m sorry to hear last night’s events even haunted him in his dreams.” Hal stared up at Kaiser, he squinted. “You don’t seem phased at all after taking a Prince as your lover.”

And Kaiser raised a brow at Hal. “Do you want me to be?” he asked. “I assumed you’d prefer to be treated like any ordinary man, for the most part. I enjoy your company. I do not care about your status.” Kaiser motioned towards Elwood. “This one thinks a lot about class, and rank, and titles. He will likely never tell you directly, but I can tell my colleague is nervous about potentially not living up to your expectations.”

“I have no expectations.”

Another bump shook the carriage. Kaiser pulled Hal in closer to kiss Hal’s temple. “I know, Your Highness. You don’t look down on us, that is something I like about you.”

“Thank you, Kaiser, I…” Hal couldn’t help but grin. “I like you, too.” The Prince closed his eyes. “Kaiser?” he asked.

“Yes, Your Highness?”

“When we get home,” Hal hummed. “Let’s spend a whole week in bed.”

Kaiser placed a hand atop Hal’s knee. “It’s interesting of you to mention it, Your Highness.” He smirked, then moved his palm upward, to squeeze at Hal’s thigh. “I recall staring at you and Elwood last night.” Their gazes met. “And I thought to myself,” Kaiser licked his lips, “that it must be a treat, to be between His Highness’s legs.” 

Hal bit his lip. He leaned sideways to straddle Kaiser’s waist, then turned his head to properly kiss Kaiser this time. As Hal rested his hand against Kaiser’s face, he thumbed at his guard’s jaw.

Kaiser’s palm found Hal’s hips, where it stayed there to steady him. And if Hal had not been inside this carriage that was arriving so soon—if he weren’t on this dratted quest—he would have undressed for Kaiser. And begged for his guard to take him. He wanted answers, to what it would feel like, for Kaiser to make love to him.

But Hal could not do such things. Not yet. So, he pressed his lips to the warmth of Kaiser’s mouth. Again. Again. In hopes that it would bring him some sort of reprieve. “Kaiser,” Hal panted as his legs trembled above his guard; he noticed, how Kaiser smiled into their kiss. How hard Kaiser had gotten. And how tight those pants now looked around his guard’s groin. Gods, how Hal wanted to fuck him. “Kaiser, you—”

“Hush.” Kaiser pet his head again. “Enjoy this, Your Highness,” he whispered, as he mouthed at Hal’s neck then kissed an invisible trail up the Prince’s jaw. “Do not worry about me.” Kaiser tugged, ever-so-slightly on the back of Hal’s hair, before he leaned forward again to take Hal’s lips with his.

It was interesting, how Kaiser kissed. He was softer than Elwood, yet harsher, and more eager in certain ways—Hal supposed this made sense, considering their personalities.

Hal returned to his seat not long after. The remainder of their trip up the mountain went on without any further troubles.

The carriage came to a halt two hours later, so that they could all eat breakfast and give the horses a moment to rest. As the horses left to drink water from a nearby lake, the coachman walked Hal through safety measures once more—just in case—if a storm were to suddenly brew. Elwood made an inventory on which weapons, potions and balms they had on hand; thankfully, it seemed none were missing. Whilst Kaiser ran through some basic fighting drills with Hal, once Hal was done speaking with the coachman.

“I would be surprised if we ran into the serpent, Your Highness,” Kaiser told Hal. “But it is always best to come prepared.”

Hal was relieved he likely wouldn’t be forced to face a mythical creature on this trip. Even if he and his guards were competent, there was only so much they could do without a sorcerer among their ranks. Although Hal would have liked to summon one just to be on the safer side, magic was a rare thing, and not many were lucky to inherit such powers. Wherever the nearest sorcerer was located, they would not have time to play around on such an expedition, that was merely meant to represent Hal’s coming of age.

Besides, Hal was quite certain summoning a sorcerer would have been against his Kingdom’s laws anyway. A royal family keeping a sorcerer in their court was an infringement of trust between Kingdoms, for it would immediately tip one King’s power into unfair territories, putting the balance that the world currently held in grave danger. Had Hal been born a sorcerer, he, too, would have been disowned from birth and stripped of his status.

There was no room for spells, amongst a people that only fought with words, magic meddling with royalty was but a curse to be erased.

The Prince huffed. He shook away his thoughts. They did not matter. His grip tightened around a wooden sword that he used to strike at Kaiser.

“Very agile, Your Highness!” Kaiser called out, as he returned the blow. Although it should have been obvious to Hal, when he felt the push that went through his own sword as it received the strike, it was clear Kaiser’s strength was no laughing matter. Hal gulped at the thought of being on the receiving end of a serious battle against Kaiser. Considering his guard was barely using half his skills during their sparring session, Hal prayed he would never have to be in that position.

Eventually, after two more rounds, they decided to call it quits.

A worrying amount of clouds were forming in the sky. Hal, his guards and the coachman all gathered once more inside the carriage, as they resumed their trip in hopes of arriving before a storm would have time to hit.

Elwood opened the curtains that separated them from the outside world. The sun had faded from the sky, and the once lush mountains filled with emerald tones were now tainted in a rather grim shade of grey. Elwood’s brows were knitted together with worry. “This doesn’t look good for us,” he said, behind gritted teeth.

“It’s fine, Elwood,” Kaiser waved him off in a nonchalant way. “A few clouds won’t hurt us.” Right after he spoke, thunder roared across the horizon, rattling the carriage’s windows as it illuminated the vehicle’s core. Kaiser coughed into his fist. “Probably.”

Hal bent over as he remained atop his seat, he covered his ears and whimpered. His eyes were wide with tears. He’d managed to hold on throughout this entire journey, however, he had not expected the sound to be so loud nor for it to hit so close by. The lightning reminded Hal of a darkness from long ago. Of memories he would always rather forget.

“It’s all right, Your Highness,” Kaiser whispered. He shifted to the side, in order to take Hal into his arms.

Hal buried his face into his guard’s chest.

Elwood leaned forward in turn, he held Hal’s hands. “We’re here for you,” he told the Prince.

“T-Thank you—” Hal pulled away. He wiped his tears then took a deep breath. Hal wanted to tell them everything, but, he could not bring himself to delve into the past again. It was possible, too, that his guards already knew about The Incident. “I apologize,” the Prince muttered, his hands turning into fists across his knees. “I got… a tad startled, there.”

“Nothing wrong with that.” Elwood gave Hal’s knee a curt pat.

Kaiser nodded at his words. “It was quite the startling sound, I agree.”

Hal wanted to cry again, yet, for entirely different reasons this time. His guards were the sweetest. How had he gotten so lucky?

Were these past few days the pivotal moment where his life would turn around for the better, and Hal would live happy, content, until his final days?

It sure seemed like this could very well be the case.

The carriage came to a halt.

“We’re here!” the coachman called out, over the sound of pouring rain and winds strong enough to shake the carriage’s windows again like they were mere, brittle twigs.

Truth be told, Hal did not want to leave. But his father had gone through this. His father’s father had gone through this. And so did all his ancestors.

Now, it was Hal’s turn.

Hal grabbed at his cape and flung it over his shoulders. Determination lit a fire in his gaze. Crown Prince Hal grasped at the door, he took one last breath before he pushed it open then stepped down, into the fray.

The road was slippery, and Hal’s back was already drenched. From the carriage, Kaiser handed him a sword; he followed Hal in turn.

Elwood was the last to leave—with him, he took along a bag full of potions and healing balms. “Are you certain, Your Highness?” he asked Prince Hal.

And Hal faced his guard, gave Elwood a single, silent nod, before he marched on towards a lake that had formed amid a circlet of mountains, across a clearing.

Hal held on tightly to the sword that swung by his side. The Prince’s dearest guards trailed behind Hal. Eventually, Kaiser took the lead.

A ball of tightness formed in Hal’s throat. He was unbelievably nervous. The rain wasn’t showing signs of letting up, and although he gulped and tried to swallow down his fear, something felt off. Hal knew, that in theory, all he needed to do was walk to the lake. Look into the water. And check.

For signs of life.

For the serpent.

And if the serpent was not present, then, Hal would walk back.

He would return home.

He would invite Elwood and Kaiser into his quarters, and let them fuck him raw.

But once Hal stood, in front of a pool of deep blues: he saw it. An eye. Then two. Giant eyes. Eyes that came closer with each passing second.

And Kaiser screamed. “Your Highness!” Kaiser jumped to where Hal was, he shoved Hal to the side, so that they both ended up on the floor covered in dirt, instead of becoming food for a foul beast.

Hal’s eyes widened as he rested his weight against his hands and panted, hard. He could not stop staring at the spot where he’d been standing seconds ago. The serpent had devoured pieces of the earth, creating an enormous crevasse from the land.

“W-What—” A whimper left Hal’s lips.

Get up, a voice echoed inside the Prince’s mind.

Rise and fight, Hal.

And yet, Hal’s body was frozen in fear.

“Prince Hal!” Kaiser shouted, his voice hoarse as he picked Hal up, then started running as the serpent attempted to strike again in their direction.

The ground rumbled, shook. From afar, Hal noticed Elwood struggle to stay on his feet. Hal couldn’t believe this was happening right now. He wanted it all to be a dream, a horrid nightmare he would wake up from soon. Perhaps, if he waited long enough, Hal would be back at the inn again, opening his eyes to the sight of his two guards sleeping soundly beside him.

“Your Highness!” Hal had never heard Kaiser sound so serious before. “What are your orders?”

“I…” Hal gulped. They were wasting time—he was wasting time. But no amount of training in the ways of the sword could have prepared him for such an encounter. The serpent was huge, tailored to mythical proportions, there was no way that they could possibly get close enough to even strike. And would striking it even do anything? Hal had never encountered a beast like this in his lifetime.

But… Hal bit his lip. If the three of them returned without having slain the damned thing, it could escape, and wreak havoc on the villages nearby.

So, they at least had to try.

…Or slow it down.

“Tell Elwood to take cover,” Hal blurted, as he did his best to remember every lesson he had taken in the past, that contained any sort of tactics for fighting off enemies bigger than himself. “We’ll need someone to heal us if we fail,” he told Kaiser—yet, as Hal spoke the words, he feared for his life: surviving an attack from a beast with that much power seemed unlikely. He wasn’t sure how Elwood could even revive them if the serpent got its way and swallowed them whole.

He didn’t want to linger on the thought, though.

Hal decided to think of the people he may save instead. That is what a good king would do, he thought.

“I’ll take him on while you let Elwood know,” Hal added. His attention briefly wavered to where the serpent had run into the ground. It seemed as though the beast had hurt itself during the attack, and was still recovering from the consequences of its actions.

“Take him on?” Kaiser stared at Prince Hal with horror in his gaze, he parted his lips. “How in the world do you plan on doing that?” it didn’t sound as though Hal’s guard agreed with the idea.

“I don’t know?” Hal admitted, as Kaiser let him back onto his feet. “However,” Hal wiped the dirt off the front of his shirt then straightened up. He unsheathed his sword, looked Kaiser dead in the eye. “I must try.”

Hal stood on his toes to kiss Kaiser one final time—and then, he was off. Running towards the serpent, screaming as he did, with his weapon raised high into the air.

It was unclear if any actual damage would be done—the serpent’s scales were thick, as they reflected emerald shimmers against the pale light of day—but this was Hal’s only chance at leaving any sort of strike against the foul beast.

Hal’s sword made contact with the serpent’s head as he swung. There was a moment when nobody moved. Hal stared down at his weapon. Cracks formed across steel in the pattern of veins. Before Hal could even think, the serpent hissed, and the Prince’s sword shattered into a multitude of different pieces.

The rain fell down louder, heavier than before. It occurred to Hal that this was likely the serpent’s doing. Hal’s hands trembled. The only thing remaining between his palms was a miserable, lone hilt, that he threw at the serpent’s head with the only strength left in his heart, before he fell backwards with a whimper.

A pitiful sob escaped Hal’s lips as a single tear streamed down his face. He was much too close to get away now. The serpent had recovered, and was raising its head, readying itself to strike where Hal sat. Helpless.

Alone.

What a fool he had been, to think this could have all worked out.

The Prince’s guards cried out. Hal thought he heard them running towards him, too, their feet splashing against mud—but it was too late. It was over. Even the fastest man in the world, would not have been able to get away in time.

Hal’s breaths hitched. He shut his eyes and accepted his fate. He wished to be stronger.

He wished for more time.

He wished he could have been wiser.

He covered his head with one, swift motion of his arms. And the world went silent, dark.

Hal felt cold—so cold. It was as if he’d been standing in the Winter’s snow for hours. Yet, he felt no pain. Heard no impact from the serpent. The rain, too, had disappeared.

The Prince opened his eyes. His lips parted in shock, as his breaths materialized amid the cold air, Hal rose to his feet. His limbs felt heavy, but he was alive.

Behind him, his guards were left speechless.

Hal tilted his head upwards, where his eyes met with the serpent’s bared teeth—the serpent, who was now completely frozen, left to perish in a prison of ice. The air was so still, silent, that a ringing in Hal’s ears was all Hal could hear in the distance.

Until his beloved guards called out to him.

“Prince Hal!” Kaiser was the first to run towards him again.

“Your Highness!” Elwood followed not long after.

The two of them stood by Hal’s sides, each with their hands on Hal’s shoulders. Hal peered down to his wrists, his fingertips coated in frost. “I…” Would it have been better, if he’d died? Hal wondered, as his heart sunk inside his chest.

“Prince Hal,” Elwood said; his grip tightened around Hal’s shoulder. “We… We didn’t know you could use magic.”

Hal continued to stare at his hands in horror, whilst thoughts of what this would mean for his future flashed through his mind. His fingers trembled. He bit his lip until he tasted iron. He told his guards, “Neither did I.”







END OF BOOK 1







  Thank you for reading The Prince’s Dearest Guards!
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          His Darling, Dangerous Count
        

        

        

        
          
            A dashing older man cursed by the God of Death.

An infamous thief saved by his hand.

Tonight, their fates intertwine…




After outlaw Clément is kicked from a group of bandits for being transgender, Clément is left to fend for himself alone outside, during a deadly blizzard.

With nowhere to go and the biting cold threatening his life, Clément finds refuge inside a castle outside his village, that’s rumored to hold a cursed Count prisoner within its walls.

The Count, Hans, shows Clément great hospitality and more kindness than Clément has ever known. As the days go by, Clément grows attached to the older man, he wishes to learn more about him—but most importantly: Clément is determined to help Count Hans break his curse, no matter the cost.




A deliciously steamy M/M Dark Fantasy Romance Novella with a splash of danger, passion, and everything naughty.
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          Warrior Of Hearts - Book 1: ONLINE
        

        

        

        
          
            At the age of twenty-one, Alex Winters has already repaid his student loans, gotten his own apartment, and become officially recognized as a rising artist to watch out for in the character design field. Everything is perfect, except it’s not, because Alex is miserable.




To distract himself, Alex signs up to become a moderator for his favorite video game. He figures it shouldn’t be too hard. He just has to answer a few questions, and that’ll be that. But life loves proving Alex wrong. Because the first message he receives is: [she’s not breathing, and I don’t know what to do, because when my mate’s parents get home they’re just gonna find this girl on the floor and I know we don’t know each other but you’re the only one I can count on right now so please help me.]




Now, Alex is stuck chatting with David—an equally depressed medical student, who’s coincidentally also the king of unhealthy coping mechanisms. When Alex realizes David also hates himself to a point of no return, what started off as an online joke slowly blooms into a genuine friendship between the two. So, it’s all nice and wholesome. Mostly. Until Alex falls in love. Then, it gets complicated.
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          White; and the colors you showed me.
        

        

        

        
          
            White was all Chance Lyons had ever known. It was the color of hospital walls and silence, the color of the blouse he wore, his pills and his skin after he stopped seeing the outside world. White tainted everything he ever touched—it was his color. That is, until he met Owen and Gabriel, two friends determined to show Chance what it’s like to live again.
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