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Chapter Five




Roderick was just finishing filling the chamber pot
when he heard screaming from his bedroom. At first he was amused,
the sound was obviously Pauline reaching her peak and letting free
the orgasm that had been building in her body. But then the tone
and timbre of the scream changed. Something was wrong.

He rushed from the privy, spilling the contents of
the pot as he ran back to his bedroom where he had left his best
friend fucking his pregnant mistress.

The scene of horror he found waiting for him brought
Roderick up short. He had seen more than enough death, blood, and
gore in his short stint in the army. It had never been a delight to
him, unlike some of the more vicious members of his military
detachment, and what he found in his bed now shattered him to his
soul.

Pauline was on her back, her legs spread and
pregnant belly curved up into the air. Eirik was between her legs,
his big cock still buried in her cunt, fucking her for the second
time that evening, and up to a few moments before, had been
enjoying the inviting cunt of his best friend’s mistress. It was a
doubly good cunt because Pauline obviously enjoyed a good round of
sex and it was with Roderick’s approval and participation.

The horror originated at the thin steel blade that
had erupted from Eirik’s chest. It stuck out a good foot, covered
in a film of red blood that now sprayed out of the wound and down
onto Pauline’s naked body. Blood was running out of Eirik’s mouth
and his friend was desperately trying to say something, but his
power of speech had failed him.

The assassin looked up from behind Eirik when he
heard Roderick enter the room. His face was masked, but the look of
panic was obvious in the man’s eyes. He was struggling to pull the
blade free from Eirik’s body, either to escape with the weapon or
perhaps to kill Pauline as well. Roderick didn’t give the assassin
the opportunity to do either.

Reaction on pure instinct he snatched up the short
sword that Eirik had earlier deposited in the padded armchair. It
flashed twice as Roderick used the sharp blade. The first blow was
partially knocked aside by the assassin’s arm as he sought to
protect himself. The sword cut deeply into the man’s forearm. He
cried out in pain and dropped his guard. That gave Roderick the
opening he needed and plunged the weapon into the assassin’s
throat. A second later the man’s dead body fell to the floor.

Roderick stared at the body a second and then looked
at Pauline who was whimpering in fear. She seemed fine. Only then
did he scream for the guards.

He didn’t blame the guards for not reacting when the
screams started. They were used to hearing the screams of passion
from his bedroom. He did blame the fools for not being able to
distinguish between the cries of panic and the sounds of passion.
He blamed them even more for allowing a killer into his
bedroom.

When the guards rushed in, confusion and panic truly
set in. Roderick whirled around to see his friend slump to the
side, uncoupling from Pauline. The sword was still in place but
amazingly his friend still lived. Roderick went to Eirik to easy
his friend’s pain.

“What happened?” was all he could think to ask.

“Sorry…” was the only word that Eirik could force
out before his eyes went dark.


Chapter Six


Margareta hated traveling in general, even just to
go into the city to enjoy the sites and shopping. However,
travelling in the royal coach wasn’t so bad. The seats were padded.
The driver was excellent at his job and kept the jolting on the
cobblestones to a minimum. The windows were of thick glass with
curtains to keep the warmth inside, though on this fine spring day
she had the curtains flung wide open and had even cracked open one
of the windows for the fresh air.

Still, it was a gilded cage. Margareta looked sourly
across the coach at the woman assigned to protect her. It was a
joke. The woman was no older than her and was of a dubious
background. Her skin was honey-kissed and she sported angular brown
eyes that unsettled Margareta. Her black hair reminded the princess
too much of Roderick’s mistress, even if she kept it tightly bound
in a bun at the nape of her neck, unless the hussy who too often
shared Roderick’s bed.

“May I be of assistance, ma’am?” the woman said.

The question roused Margareta from her thoughts.
“Why would you ask that?”

“You’ve been staring at me for five minutes,
princess. I thought that perhaps you were in need of
something.”

Margareta sniffed. “Hardly. What I am in need of is
not you?”

“Ma’am?”

Lifting her chin, Margareta said with more than just
a note of superiority, “If I’m supposed to have a bodyguard to
protect me, why do I have…you?”

The woman stiffened. “I served in His Majesty’s army
for six years. I’m a commissioned lieutenant and I have been
trained to protect anyone from harm. Ma’am.”

Margareta had her doubts, but the woman seemed to
hold herself competently, and there was definite look of strength
to her body. She was stuffed into a walking dress that was in
fashion, but it didn’t fit her quite correctly, as if she were too
muscular for the cut of the garment.

Before Margareta could say anything more, the
carriage came to a halt. “We’re here, ma’am,” the bodyguard
said.

They were outside the most exclusive and expensive
dressmaker’s shop in the city. Margareta didn’t have any particular
need or desire for a new dress, but shopping was better than
sitting in the drawing room of the palace. The bodyguard exited the
carriage first and the footman assisted Margareta out of the
carriage. It was only a few steps between the carriage and the shop
door. It all happened so quickly.

Her bodyguard moved without Margareta realizing it.
The glint of the gun’s muzzle caught the bright sunlight. The glint
flared into a beautiful explosion followed by a loud bang and then
a scream. Margareta found herself on the ground, pushed there by
the bodyguard who now lay atop her, struggling. Margareta fought
back, but she didn’t know what she was doing. While she struggled
against the bodyguard who had obviously betrayed her, there were
two more sharp bangs and Margareta lay still, paralyzed by
fright.

“Back into the carriage,” the bodyguard screamed.
Margareta wasn’t sure who the bodyguard was screaming at, but she
found herself hauled to her feet by the muscular woman and all but
thrown into the carriage.

“Leave!” she shouted to the driver still seated on
front of the carriage. They didn’t move.

Margareta looked out the window and saw two men on
the cobblestones bleeding. One was a footman from the carriage, the
other was a commoner.

The bodyguard thumped heavily with a club on the
ceiling of the carriage. “Move! Now!”

“But Norman—”

“Leave him!”

Only then did the carriage begin to move. Margareta
looked at the club and realized it wasn’t a crude wooden weapon; it
was a small double-barreled pistol. Where had it come from?

“You’re kidnapping me?” asked Margareta, amazed at
how fast all of it had happened.

The bodyguard’s brow furrowed and then she laughed
to relieve the tension. “No, ma’am. I’m not kidnapping you. I’m
returning you to the palace. Someone just tried to kill you. I’m
saving your life.”

“But if they were trying to kill me…why is my
footman dead?”

“The assassin’s shot missed,” the bodyguard said
calmly as she opened the gun, dropped out two shells, and replaced
them with two fresh ones from the purse she carried. “I
didn’t.”

“I see.” Margareta marveled at how calmly her
bodyguard was handling the situation. It wasn’t a calmness she
felt. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, ma’am. It’s my service to you.”

“Thank you,” Margareta repeated and only then did
she faint.

 


The confusion at the palace was nothing but a minor
inconvenience to the bodyguard who pushed aside all other concerns
and focused on the safety of the princess. The palace was in chaos
although for the life of her Margareta couldn’t understand why. She
had recovered from her faint, but wasn’t yet herself. She was
ushered into her private chambers where the bodyguard ordered her
maid to remove her dress.

“Why?” asked Margareta as the maid began undressing
her.

“I need to make sure you weren’t hurt in the attack.
I can’t see anything with all these stays and frills and thick
material,” she said in her clipped tone.

“Oh. That makes sense.” She allowed her outer jacket
and dress to be removed and in no time at all she was down to her
underclothes.

“Besides, I pushed you onto the dirty ground. I’m
afraid your dress might be ruined. At the very least it will need
to be washed.”

Margareta nodded and then stood stock still as the
bodyguard ran her hands all over her body. “What are you doing?”
she managed to ask.

“Checking for wounds. We should remove these
things,” she said of the white cotton
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