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Part One


Chapter One


“You don’t need to pay for it, Raffe,” said Vanda as
they entered her room within the bordello. “Not that I mind…”

Once again she sized up her client and tried not to
offend the gods by gleefully announcing her good luck. He was
incredibly handsome, even with the scar that ran along the side of
his face from eat to chin. His dark hair was longish and kept in a
wild style that matched his personality. She curled up on the bed
as she watched him strip, taking off his jacket and boots, before
he wandered to the window and looked outside. The gaslights had
just come on, pushing back the gloom of the evening. Vanda frowned.
Raffe didn’t need to pay for it, and he wasn’t. He was merely using
her. Again.

“You fuckin’ asshole,” she fumed. “Who are you
hiding from? Is it the husband of a lover or someone you cheated at
cards?”

“Neither,” he said absent-mindedly as he unbuttoned
the front of his breeches and started to remove them. When he
realized what he was said, he winced at looked back at the pretty
prostituted he had hired for the night, though in actuality he had
hired her more for the safety of the room than the promise between
her legs. “I mean—” be began before Vanda swung a pillow at his
face. He easily batted it aside and joined her on the bed. “Can’t a
man do two things at once.”

“I don’t want you dragging any trouble in here!”

“Me?” he asked innocently. It was a question he had
formed a hundred times before with the same affected innocence. No
matter how much he practiced, no one believed him.

“Yes. You. Trouble follows you.”

“But all I want is a nice, quiet night between your
heavenly thighs,” he told her, pushing up the dress’s dem that
barely came down to her mid-thigh. She allowed him to push it up
high enough to just barely afford him a glance at her cunt. Then
she stopped him. “The goddess was working her magic the day she
created you,” Raffe told her.

“You’ve told me that before.”

“Let me worship at your temple,” he begged her.

Vanda knew it was an act…and yet she still fell for
it. Pulling her dress all the way over her hips, she opened her
thighs and let him gaze upon her cunt.

Like all sophisticated prostitutes, Vanda removed
all her body hair. It was partly it was tradition and partly
protection from body lice. No woman of good breeding or status
would do such a thing, of course, so men looking for something
mildly exotic had to hire sex workers.

When Vanda realized he was gazing upon her sex for
much longer than seemed normal, she pulled his chin up so she could
look directly into his eyes. “It’s not like you haven’t see it and
others just like it before,” she told him.

“Untrue. It is beauteous beyond measure of any other
woman’s,” he claimed. “Such a cunt should be on display for all the
world to admire and other women to aspire to.”

Vanda slapped him across the face. “Why don’t you
shove your lying tongue into my needy little hole? Words only get
you in trouble.” Before he could reply, she pushed him down to her
sex; Raffe didn’t resist.

Although he was paying her for their encounter, it
was Vanda who had the first orgasm. Raffe took his responsibilities
as a lover very seriously and no matter who he was with, he took
every effort to make sure they came first, even if his partner of
the moment was a pretty prostitute just trying to survive in the
very harsh Kingdom of Laquire.

“Oh goddess,” she cried out right before she came.
Her noises then became something more animalistic before recovering
herself enough to maintain a conversation. “Why do you do that to
me?” she panted at Raffe.

“Because you are never more beautiful than when you
are in the love goddess’s embrace.”

“Most men just call it cumming.”

“I’m not most men.”

“I’m the one who is supposed to be servicing you,”
she said, sitting up and pulling her dress all the way off, up over
her head, and tossing it aside. Her one small lacking attribute as
a prostitute was her breasts. They were nice, but hardly huge and
she couldn’t form a decent amount of cleavage to rival a young lady
at her debut, even with the assistance of a corset. In a word, they
were small, capped with small nipples and small areola that were
blood pink.

“They are stunning,” Raffe said with enthusiasm as
he pressed his lover back down onto the bed and ravished her tits,
pinching and sucking and twisting them. She let out a little shriek
of appreciation but at the same time her hands searched for the
opening to his underclothes. The bulge of his erection was easily
palpated through the material, but she wanted to hold the real
thing in her hand.

“You’re a terrible liar,” she said. “They are like a
young girl’s.”

“Even better,” he said between kisses. “You can hide
your age and continue to service the needs of horny men until the
day you die.”

“Do you think I’ll work the rest of my life on my
back?” Vanda asked him sharply. The women who worked at Lady
Bellechose’s Bordello were the finest in the kingdom, both in skill
and beauty. Lady Bellechose herself made sure her girls saved
enough of their earnings that they could retire, after a fashion,
with a comfortable income.

“To undertake any other occupation would be a
crime,” said Raffe, moving his fingers into her slippery quim. She
gasped and then sighed as he penetrated her. “To not share this
lovely bit of placket-lace with the world would be a sin against
the love goddess herself.”

“You make me sound like a whore,” Vanda teased.

“Aren’t you?” he asked as she freed his manhood and
stroked the length.

“So beautiful,” she murmured.

“Yes, you are,” he replied.

Slapping him with her free hand she said, “No. Your
cock. It’s the most beautiful one I’ve ever seen or held. Not too
long or short. Neither too stout or slender. Gently curved and
deserved to journey to every Mount Pleasant in the kingdom.”

“Would you like to suck it before I shove it into
your quim?” he asked. “After all, a lady has needs, does she
not?”

“Right now my biggest need is satisfaction. Put it
in my cunny.”

It was an easy request to fulfill. One of the
reasons that Vanda was an excellent prostitute was her ability to
get very wet very fast and stay that way. Raffe’s hard work between
her thighs made her doubly wet and so when he went to slide his
cock into her he met no resistance but was pleased with how hot her
cunt was. She arched her back and squeezed down on his cock. This
maneuver caught him unexpectedly and he gasped in appreciation.

“You’re worth every gold ducat I paid,” he moaned in
her ear.

“I take pride in my work.”

They fell silent as they continued to fuck. While
Raffe had the reputation of a flirt and shameless lover, when he
was in bed with any partner, freely willing or happily hired,
distaff or not, he took great care to make sure they enjoyed
themselves. His reasoning was if a prostitute would sing his
praises as a lover, everyone would listen and believe.

Vanda knew all of this, of course, and she let Raffe
fuck her like he wanted. After all, he was paying for the
privilege. He wouldn’t stop, not until she had climaxed twice;
Raffe was reasonably certain that she had actually climaxed based
upon her body quiver and how her cunt heated up. Only when she was
satisfied did he decide to finish himself off. When she didn’t stop
him from cumming inside her, he assumed she was either looking for
a pregnancy in an effort to escape her current life, or she was
certain she wouldn’t fall pregnant. Either way, Raffe didn’t
care.

“If you’re looking for a lover, you won’t find one
in a bordello,” she told him after they were done.

Arching an eyebrow at her, he asked, “Whatever do
you mean?”

“Most men visit here looking to get off and leave.
They don’t care about what happens to the whore they fuck. You do.
You’re looking for a lover.”

Raffe affected an offended tone and gently rested
his hand on his chest, as if struck by a blow. “You wound me, my
lady. Anyone who joins me in bed is entirely deserving of the gift
of the goddess which I can only assist them with.”

“I think you don’t understand the value of the
ducats you throw around every time you come to Lady Bellechose’s,”
she said sharply.

“I don’t think you actually know that Lady
Bellechose isn’t a lady of noble breeding,” replied Raffe.

Before she could answer, there was a sharp rapping
at the door. That was highly unusual. The clients at Lady
Bellechose paid dearly for their privacy and all the time they
wanted with their hires. There were plenty of spy holes in the
walls to make sure the employees were safe, but to be interrupted
was an extreme breech of etiquette.

“Lord Rafferty? Please open the door. I know you’re
in there.”

A mildly panicked look crossed Raffe’s face.
“They’re looking for the wrong man,” he said to Vanda. “No,” he
quickly corrected himself. “They think I’m someone else. I need to
hide.”

“Hide?” she asked. “Where?” Instinctively Vanda knew
that Raffe wasn’t telling her the truth, but she wanted to believe
him. He seemed entirely sincere. It was easier just to go along
with him.

“Under the bed or in the wardrobe,” he said softly,
quickly casting his eyes around the small bedroom that was also
Vanda’s place of work.

There was another round of thumping from the door.
“Lord Rafferty, please open. This is an urgent matter!”

She shook her head. “Not there. That’s where they
always look.”

Raffe
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