
For the Kingdom of Stonehaven to thrive, her citizens had to make many sacrifices. 
For Ophelia, this meant doing something that felt wrong. Wrong to her core, wrong to who she was, wrong in the way a thorn lodged into one’s paw felt wrong. 
The young Prince needed mates - and with it, kits, to pass on his powerful genes to the next generation of warriors. 
It wasn’t like she didn’t want to serve her Kingdom, of course. To refuse to serve would bring shame to her family - and likely an execution to those she held most dear. But to do so would be betraying a deep, fundamental part of who she was.
Ophelia stepped forward into the dim lighting of the royal chambers, casting her gaze over the rich, intricate luxuries her family couldn’t hope to afford. Silk sheets, feather down, marble floors, gilded bed frames. 
The scent of incense was thick in the air - and the notes of vanilla and sandalwood reminded her of a better time, one shared with her precious Violet. 
Violet… her best friend, the she-cat she loved so dearly. She was so far away, now, though. Sent to work as an apothecary, their worlds would never mix again. 
The Prince wasn’t a terrible man - he came into the room on time, giving Ophelia a polite nod of the head as she laid down into the sheets. Spreading her legs, focusing her head up on the ceiling as he took her. She ignored the sting of his teeth buried in her neck, hissed her way through the pain of his barbs scraping against her inner walls, and ignored the burn of being stretched out. Growl her way through the pain. 
It was over as soon as it started - and she was left to clean herself. She wasn’t allowed to wash her hole until later - to make sure the seed took - but she was permitted to go back to her chambers to rest. A perk of being, for now, one of many princesses.
The only one who’d have the joy of becoming future Queen would be any who managed to pass on the Prince’s pure-white coat onto their kits. Given Ophelia had striking black fur with dark purple mottling, the chances of such an occasion was extremely unlikely. 
Still, the pain of the betrayal to herself stung further than anything else. She didn’t have the right words - how could she? Two she-cats getting together… it was a concept foreign in the Kingdom. Matchmakers would never assign two women together - they would never produce kits. 
Maybe in another life, she and Violet would have the mercy of being born one of them a tom, another a molly, a chance to have a family together - instead of one of them a caged princess, locked away in an ivory tower as breeding stock until she was matched with another noble.

