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ONE.


Lona squeezed her hands tighter around Lady Kyra’s
neck. The noblewoman’s face was a mask of fear, her eyes were wide
and it was obvious that she couldn’t breathe. Oddly, there was a
twisted smile on the woman’s lips as if she were somehow enjoying
this torture.

“Harder,” Prince Revard encouraged Lona.

Her hands were already tired from the strain and
length of time she had been holding fast to Kyra’s neck. It seemed
the prince wanted to ask the impossible. Still, for him, Lona tried
her best.

If someone had walked in on them, the interloper
would have assumed a murder was taking place, a particularly
perverted murder. All three were naked, or mostly so. Kyra was on
her back in Revard’s bed, her hands restrained behind her back,
bound there with a leather thong that the prince had secured
tightly the moment she had removed her clothing. He was on top of
her, between her splayed legs, his cock buried deep into the lady’s
cunt. Their faces were close together, close enough to kiss, but
Lona hadn’t observed a single kiss between the two tonight. Revard
was supporting his weight on his elbows and forearms. It would have
been possible for him to strangle to his lady and lover if he had
wanted, but it would have been a difficult effort and, as he had
explained to Lona earlier, his hands would have been at the wrong
angle which would have greatly risked crushing Kyra’s windpipe and
that would have ruined all the fun far too quickly.

That’s why he needed Lona with him on this
celebrator night. She was there to cut off Kyra’s air supply. Lona
understood almost everything about the noble class, it was her job
as a slave, after all, but she didn’t understand this. Sex was
supposed to be enjoyable. Why would a refined lady want to risk
death while her lover fucked her?

Suddenly Kyra started thrashing around. Revard had
warned her that this might happen and she remembered his warning
even as he reminded her. “Don’t let go!” he grunted as he thrusted
harder and faster into her cunt. “Don’t let her breathe!”

Lona locked her hands around the woman’s slim throat
and wondered if Revard had accidentally killed a lover this way
before. He wouldn’t have faced any serious consequences; he was the
grandson of the king. Or rather, he had been the grandson of the
king until the king had died three days earlier. The official royal
funeral had taken place earlier in the day and having his lover and
his slave in his bed was Revard’s way of unwinding and celebrating
for he was now the crown prince.

As Kyra’s flailing became wilder, but weaker, Lona
wondered if Revard had killed someone this way. She had only
been in the harem a few months but there were stories about why
slaves and concubines didn’t come back when summoned out of the
cloistered quarters. Sometimes they were sold off, Lona knew,
sometimes they were given away to the king’s allies and attendants.
It wasn’t outside the realm of possibility that one or more had
accidentally been killed by an overenthusiastic lover.

Revard grunted hard and his face strained. He was
cumming and Lona smiled. He was already a handsome man and she was
familiar with his face when he was cumming. She had seen that
expression many times since her first encounter with the prince.
After slamming his cock into the lady three more time he finished
his orgasm and barely managed to mutter, “Let her go,” as he
collapsed on Kyra’s body.

Even though she had reached the end of her strength
Lona kept her fingers locked tightly around Kyra’s neck for just a
second longer than necessary. Only when she saw the desperation in
the other woman’s eyes did she pull them away. The timing had been
perfect; Revard hadn’t noticed.

The instant her grip relaxed Kyra pulled in a long,
hard rasping breath. The sound she made fell somewhere between a
raspy cough and a sink drain suddenly emptying of water. Weakened,
but not helpless, she bucked her body to push off Revard and sat
up, coughing and spluttering. Without thinking, Lona leaned forward
and quickly released the leather thong around Kyra’s wrists. The
noblewoman held her hand to her neck as Lona returned to her
position on the bed, kneeling and remaining quiet, waiting for her
next order. She couldn’t help but see the angry red marks around
Kyra’s wrists.

“You’re a fucking devil,” she hoarsely cursed at
Revard. “That was cruel.”

“Did you cum?” the unconcerned prince asked. He had
rolled to his side. His wet cock was still semi-erect and laid
heavily against his thigh. He was clearly amused at Kyra’s
annoyance.

She sniffed at him and looked away. “Your slave
needs to follow orders better.” An ugly glance was shot at Lona
while Kyra stumbled out of the bed and peered into the looking
glass on top of the chest of drawers. She examined her neck
carefully. Small bruises were starting to form. It took no
imagination to see the marks that Lona had left behind. Kyra had
long ago learned to control her emotions and expressions when it
was necessary. Still, in this moment it was almost impossible for
her not to smile a little. The way Revard had fucked her…

“But yes, I did cum,” she said curtly, craning her
neck back and forth. There were ways to bring out bruises but she
didn’t want to do that tonight. It would cause too many questions
so close to the king’s death. “Did you?”

Revard chuckled, rolled across the bed, and
stretched out his hand, reaching between her legs. Her cunt was
still wet from her own juices, but he felt his cum starting to drip
from between her lips. “I came very well,” he said.

Kyra slapped his hand away and moved to the side,
out of reach. Revard withdrew his hand and laughed, rolling to his
back. “But poor Lona here got nothing out of your little game, my
dear, other than sore hands.” He offered his fingers to the
slave.

There was no hesitation from Lona. She gently took
his wrist in her hand and began to lick away the semen he had
extracted from Kyra’s cunt. She knew her role as a slave.

But that didn’t mean she wanted to remain a slave
for the rest of her life.

After watching for a few second, Kyra turned away
from the two and gathered up her silk robe from the floor where
Revard had tossed it aside when she came to him in his bedroom
where he was supposed to be mourning his grandfather’s death in
private. She had found his slave sucking on his cock, but that
didn’t surprise her. Kyra took care in wrapping the material around
her body. She didn’t want to snag her nipple rings on the smooth
fabric. She had to wear restrained jewelry for the funeral, plain
earrings and a simple pair of rings on her fingers, but under her
clothing she wore her most ornamental golden nipple rings. A large
charm hung from her navel, the thin chain connecting the ring to
the charm swung back and forth as she walked. It made her think
about the jewelry she could wear once she was married. It made her
wonder what a chain and a charm would feel like between her thighs,
dangling down from her cunt…once she was married.

“When will we announce our engagement, Revard?” she
asked, trailing her fingers down from her chin to the bit of gold
in her nipple.

He pulled his clean fingers away from Lona’s mouth.
“You want to get married?” he asked her, amused. “I’ve never seen
you as the sort of woman who wants to limit herself to one man the
rest of her life.” He chuckled slightly. “You seem the sort of
woman who needs to fuck multiple men…and women.”

Kyra lifted up her chin. “Sex is ancillary to a good
marriage,” she told him. “I intend on being a very important woman
in this kingdom. The most important woman. You and I will marry and
when your father dies, you’ll be king…and I’ll be your queen.”

Revard put his hand over his heart. “My lady, you
wound me. My grandfather is just buried today and now you’re
talking about my dear father’s death as well?”

She snorted in a most unladylike fashion. “How many
times were you actually in the same room as your grandfather during
your life? A dozen? Same question for your father? A score?”

Revard frowned. “Well, you speak truth, but still,
my lady, you wound me.” He pouted.

She rolled her eyes. “When will we announce our
engagement, Revard?” she pressed.

Now he frowned and glanced at Lona. The beautiful
red-headed slave had the talent of disappearing into the background
when she needed to. “I’m not sure we will ever marry.”

His words cut Kyra to the quick but she didn’t let
him see that. “Why is that? You have some other woman in mind? A
slave perhaps?” Her eyes flicked at Lona. “Maybe that slut Micha,
from House Antipodes? Rumor has it she sucked off ten knights one
afternoon while boating down the Tinese River. Is there some other
better and richer family House other than House Sunterland?”

Revard allowed himself a small shake of his head.
“You have an excellent point…except I’ve been fucking you for how
long? Almost two years now?”

“And so?” she asked.

“Two years of steady fucking and I have yet to fill
your belly with offspring?”

“I’ve being drinking pennyroyal tea,” she said
casually, making reference to the natural contraceptive herb sipped
by noble ladies conducting affairs where an unexpected and unwanted
pregnancy would be problematic.

He let out a barking laugh. “You expect me to
believe that?” he asked. “I’m certain your father would be more
than willing to marry you off to the royal family, thereby avoiding
the scandal of a bastard son, even the bastard son of a prince.” He
paused. “And even then the
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