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Bard's Tales – Henry V 
 
 
"Wilt thou have me, Kate?" 
Katherine stared at the handsome monarch standing before her, her 

heart in her throat.  
Mon Dieu! Il veut que je sois son épouse! 
Henry V of England wanted her to be his wife and Queen. She was 

honored by his proposal, unwillingly enchanted by the foreigner's 
pleasant countenance and the exotic lilt in his speech. Yet the French 
blood that coursed through her veins contained rage as well as desire. 
This was the same man who had soundly defeated her countrymen, left 
them broken and bleeding on the battlefields of Agincourt, Normandy, 
Rouen. Katherine knew that she was no more than a peace offering under 
the guise of a bride, and she had no choice but to accept him as a 
husband. 

She had every reason to despise him, yet she melted each time he 
smiled at her. Katherine wanted him to see her as more than the means of 
uniting their two countries; she wanted Henry to see her as a woman. His 
woman, worthy of respect. 

He continued to woo her, and she smiled as a plan began to form in 
her mind. She licked her lips, feeling a wave of triumph wash over her as 
his eyes were drawn to moist flesh. Mais il est un bel idéal! Je le veux, et 
je le veux maintenant. Desire had won. 

Henry leaned forward to kiss her, and she offered no resistance. He 
was beautiful and she wanted him, but on her own terms. She was 
determined to have the upper hand in the seduction; she needed to hold 
power over her golden suitor. 

Their lips met and Katherine gasped aloud at the sensation, her eyes 
fluttering shut. Never in her eighteen years had she imagined the feel of 
his embrace, the mingling of their breath. His strong arms tightened 
around her waist, pulling her closer. His tongue lightly traced the closed 
seam of her slightly trembling lips, and she opened herself for him. She 
gently sucked on his tongue, wanting all of him. Through the many 
layers of their clothing, she felt the rise of his erection against her, and 
she moaned into his mouth.  

The decision was made, and there was no turning back. She would 
give him her hand in marriage, but not before she was satisfied with the 



knowledge of what she'd be getting. 
Katherine broke the kiss, her sparkling eyes searching his. Henry's 

eyes were stormy and unfocused with lust, and she smiled at his reaction 
to her. Catching his breath, he returned her smile and murmured huskily, 
"You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate." 

She turned to her chaperone, Alice, who had been watching them 
the entire time. 

"Laissez-nous, Alice." 
The servant gasped at the idea of leaving Katherine alone with a 

man.  
"Mais, ma princesse..." 
Katherine exhaled sharply, frowning at Alice's reluctance. Her voice 

was firm. 
"Je vous commande de nous laissez maintenant." 
Alice bowed to her mistress and left the great hall, finally leaving 

the two of them alone. 
 As soon as the door closed, Katherine reached for Henry, lifting her 

heart-shaped face for another kiss. He accepted her offer, and was 
surprised by the depth of her passion. This time she took the initiative, 
exploring his mouth with abandon. It was a kiss that was different, 
stronger and more carnal in nature than he had ever received.  

The King realized that his prospective bride had obviously 
restrained herself under Alice's watchful gaze. Then Katherine's tongue 
swirled inside his mouth, touching places that made his breath seize in 
his throat and his staff harden further, and all thought ceased altogether.  

Henry could hear his heart pounding in his ears, and he groaned 
loudly as her firm breasts pressed against him. He could feel her 
woman's heat against his cock through the barriers between their bodies, 
and it throbbed painfully against the coarse fabric of his breeches at the 
thought of sheathing himself inside her. 

Breaking the kiss again, Katherine placed her hands on his broad 
chest, her whole body shivering as if from fever. She pulled away, 
gathering her skirts to leave the hall. Henry's heart sank at the sight of 
her retreat until she paused, regarding him from over her shoulder. He 
was staring at her like a sad little boy deprived of a sweet, and she smiled 
wickedly. He didn't know how sweet things were about to get. 

"Suivez-moi, my lord." She giggled and ran from the room, heading 
for the stairs. Henry pursued her, curious to see what else his minx of a 
bride had in store for him. 



For several moments, the only sounds in the sun-kissed stairwell 
were that of her laughter, the echo of footfalls on stone, their heaving 
breaths. Katherine sprinted down a long corridor, her gown shimmering 
in the light of the burning torches that lined the walls. He followed her 
blindly; desperate to feel her in his arms again. Despite the fact that 
they'd just met, he already needed her more than any other woman. 

She stopped before a large door of solid oak and lifted the latch as 
he approached her from behind, placing delicate kisses on her neck. She 
opened the door and slipped inside, her eyes beckoning him. He entered 
the room, closing and securing the door behind him. 

They were standing inside a vast bedroom. A fire blazed in the 
hearth, casting everything in a warm glow. Katherine licked her lips as 
Henry carefully removed her headdress, tossing it away before releasing 
the pins that held her hair in place. The freed locks spilled over his 
hands, silky and dark. He sighed, savoring the feel of it between his 
fingers as he ran his hands through it. 

She turned her back to him and pulled the thick curtain of her hair 
to the side, presenting her neck to his kisses again as she unfastened the 
belt that held her gown together. His hands cupped her breasts through 
the fabric, his thumbs grazing the nipples, and she gasped from the heat 
that his touch generated between her thighs. 

Katherine faced him again and slipped off her elegant gown and 
petticoats, revealing lush, womanly curves in a silk chemise and 
stockings. Her excited nipples tented the fabric, and Henry fell upon her 
like a starving man. "Oh Kate, thou art exquisite." 

His eyes were tender as he lifted the chemise over her head, leaving 
her clad only in stockings and shoes. There were no other undergarments 
to obstruct his view of her naked form. Her woman's fleece enticed him, 
and he knelt before her to explore.  

Burying his face between her legs, Henry inhaled her scent, wanting 
nothing more than to remain there forever. Katherine gasped at the 
sudden shock of his tongue against her clit.  

"Que faites-vous là?" 
Henry paused in his oral worship long enough to reply, "I am 

paying homage to my Queen. Dost thou wish me to cease?" He flicked 
his tongue against her again and she threw her head back with a loud cry. 
Her breath ragged, she threaded her fingers through his lion's mane of 
hair, anchoring his head to her weeping sex. 

"Non. Continuez, s'il vous plaît." 



"As you wish, my lady. My French rose." 
He stood and took her into his arms, carrying her to the ornate 

canopied bed. He carefully lowered her onto the embroidered silk 
coverlet, and Katherine watched as he removed her shoes before 
shedding his own clothes. With each layer that fell to the floor, her 
wanting grew until she felt she would burst into flames. She told herself 
to be patient, for the time was almost at hand. 

Naked, he was magnificent. Henry joined her on the bed, and 
Katherine could no longer resist the urge to take control, to take him. She 
pushed him onto his back, and he looked up at her with a startled 
expression. "Kate, what... ?" 

He felt the blade of the small dagger against his throat, and he froze. 
He looked up and saw her watching him with dark eyes that betrayed 
nothing of her thoughts. 

"Answer me this, my King. Be thee friend or foe of France? Thou 
art responsible for the deaths of my countrymen, and yet you profess to 
love me?" 

Henry managed to chuckle even as his brow was covered in sweat, 
his eyes trained on the dagger. "My darling Kate, thou dost understand 
the English tongue more than..." 

Katherine pressed the blade harder, nicking the skin. "Répondez-
moi!"  

He met her gaze and replied without hesitation.  
"I am a friend of France and of thine." 
The hand holding the dagger shook. "Dost thou truly love me, my 

lord? I am not merely a prize to be won, chattel to be possessed? Do not 
lie if you value your life." 

Cautiously, Henry raised a hand and wrapped it around hers, pulling 
the knife away from his throat. Katherine dropped the dagger onto the 
floor beside the bed, and he kissed her hand. "On my life, I swear. I love 
thee, Katherine de Valois." 

Her face was wet with tears as she leaned forward and kissed the 
small cut that the dagger left. She rained kisses on his beloved face, his 
lips. "Forgive me." 

He reached for her and took her mouth, pressing her against him. 
There were no longer any barriers to their union, whether physical or 
cultural. He reveled in the feel of her soft skin against his, and his cock 
pulsed between their bodies.  

Katherine remained on top, wanting to explore every inch of her 



a telltale flush creeping across her face and chest as she raised her hips to 
meet him, and he felt hot all over. He looked down and watched his cock 
disappear inside her beautiful pussy and emerge all wet and shiny with 
her cream. He raised his eyes to her breasts, covered in a sheen of sweat 
and bouncing with their movements. He moved with more power and 
speed as he leaned over and took a nipple into his mouth, bringing 
another gasp to his bride's lips. 

He released her and sat up again, his face a study of concentration. 
She placed her hands against his heaving chest, tracing his nipples with 
her fingertips. His mouth fell open at the pleasure of moving inside her 
combined with her stimulation. He rotated his hips as he thrust harder, 
making sure that his cock brushed against her inner walls. She clasped 
her sex around him, her muscles rippling around him and making his 
breath catch as well as hers. The room was filled with the wet sounds of 
their joining. 

They were almost at the point of no return, determined to push each 
other over the edge. Katherine remembered what the Madame had taught 
her, and her pussy flexed around his staff, bringing him almost to the 
brink. He counteracted by bringing a hand to her clit and mercilessly 
swirling his fingertips around it while slamming his entire length into 
her. Katherine moaned and whispered, "My King, my love." 

It was impossible to tell who climaxed first. With a loud roar, Henry 
stiffened and released his essence into her while Katherine screamed and 
arched up to him, her pussy pulsing as the hot seed oozed from his cock. 
A moment later, he shakily lowered himself to the bed and took her into 
his arms.  

They embraced, exchanging sweet kisses and endearments. Henry 
smiled mischievously and looked into her eyes, caressing her hair.  

"I believe I will enjoy being married to thee, Kate." 
Katherine said nothing, taking his hand and bringing it to her 

mouth. She took one of his fingers inside and sucked on it as if it was his 
cock, and he was amazed to find himself hardening again. He looked into 
her eyes and saw the familiar teasing gleam. 

"Show me again, my lord?" 
Henry's laughter was warm and rich before he claimed her lips in a 

scorching kiss. 
"Certainly, my Queen." 
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