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Part Four

ONE.


Tishin found herself drawn in the strange world the
Crown Prince Revard had created. At first she was scared and
uncertain, but after some time with both her husband-to-be and his
lover, she found that what was asked of her wasn’t so terrible and
she rather enjoyed her private time in the prince’s bedroom.

Having been raised with the understanding that she
was nothing but a vessel for her family to continue and improve
their lineage. Therefore, if the prince wanted to fuck her, her
family would encourage it. Even if all she ever produced was a
bastard female child, they were that much close to the throne for
it. Ideally, she would please the prince, they would marry, and she
would produce a son for him, but at the moment she did what she had
to do.

Sex with Revard was more than just enjoyable; Tishin
found herself looking forward to it, which was good because the
prince wanted to use her body on a regular basis. Sex with Lona was
disturbing at first. The sin of sex between women loomed large in
her mind, but the former harem girl knew exactly what she was doing
when she manipulated Tishin’s body. If anything, sex with Lona was
better than with Revard. The orgasms Lona managed to pluck out of
her were incredible. The redhead knew how to use her fingers, lips,
and every other part of her body to pleasure Tishin. Plus maybe it
was knowing that what she was doing was wrong that made the orgasms
that much more intense.

As much as possible, Tishin encouraged Revard to
fuck her and finish in her cunt. She wanted to get pregnant and was
reminded every day that she was at a standstill while Lona’s belly
and tits continued to swell. Still, sometimes it was tempting to
have Revard in her mouth. The spunk he produced was oddly flavorful
and not at all repugnant, but in her mouth in was useless. And
sometimes Revard’s preference was to fuck Lona which annoyed Tishin
because it wasn’t like the concubine was going to get any more
pregnant.

But Tishin knew her place and continued to play the
game. And despite herself, she was fascinated by the confident
former harem girl, now prince’s favorite plaything. Lona stood
apart from every other woman in the kingdom. She wasn’t a commoner
and she wasn’t a slave, though she had been both. She wasn’t a
whore—she could never be something so gauche—but neither was she a
simple harem girl. She certainly wasn’t a noblewoman, but neither
was she just a concubine and passing fancy of the prince.

The marks on Lona’s body should have revolted
Tishin, but instead she was intrigued. The brand on her buttocks
Lona refused to speak about, though Tishin managed to discover the
prince’s sigil was put there against her will and without Revard’s
permission. Lona didn’t mind when Tishin traced her fingers over
the scarred pink flesh, and this only deepened Tishin’s interest in
the beautiful redhead.

The piercing between her legs was another matter.
Tishin was well-aware of the tradition among the kingdom’s
noblewomen to place a golden ring through their intimate flesh upon
marriage. The ring would be marked with the husband’s insignia and
for each child the wife bore, a chain would be added to the ring.
But Lona’s ring was silver and it was smooth and unmarked. She was
not married and the ring carried no chains to signify offspring.
Would Revard allow her to have one after her child’s birth?

When she dreamed, sometimes Tishin imagined herself
with a brand like Lona’s and a piercing as well, but her ring would
be gold and it would carry Revard’s sigil. After all, she was
better than some jumped up beauty plucked from the gutter.

“What will you do with Lady Kyra?” Lona asked Prince
Revard as she smeared honey over her breakfast cake and devoured
it. Tishin was fascinated by how much Lona ate. Of course the other
woman was pregnant and needed the food, but it seemed like she
wanted to consume everything around her

“She’s been stripped of her title,” Revard said
primly. “Refer to her as Kyra Sunterlund…at least until the end of
her sentence. And I haven’t decided her fate yet.”

Tishin knew the story of Kyra and cared not to
comment on it. She didn’t want to risk the prince’s wrath. Instead
she sate and ate breakfast with the other two. But at the moment
she just watched as two drops of honey slid from Lona’s cake and
dribbled on the upper slope of her breasts. The redhead didn’t seem
to notice, not even when Tishin licked her lips.

“Are you waiting for the end of negotiations with
Tish’s family?” Lona asked, indicating the third person at the
table. Their eyes went to her and Tishin’s first instinct was to
cover her bare breasts, but she resisted. She had learned to
suppress that instinct.

Revard preferred his bedmates to eat in the nude
when the three of them were alone. It was a strange request but
easily done. More than once Revard had pushed aside the food on the
table, placed one of the women there, and fucked her while the
other watched and ate. That Tishin didn’t mind at all.

“Everything is complicated,” Revard said, trying to
dismiss the question. He saw Tishin staring at Lona. “What are you
looking at?” he asked his fiancée.

The drops of honey had started to move down Lona’s
breast, toward her areola. The speed of the thick sweet liquid
increased as it warmed from Lona’s body. “Lady Lona has a few drops
of honey on her breast,” Tishin said. She was so mesmerized that
she didn’t think to dissemble and avoid the issue.

Lona looked down at herself and Revard followed
Tishin’s gaze. With a slight shrug, Lona moved to wipe up the spill
with a linen napkin, but Revard stayed her hand. “I think that Tish
would like to clean that for you,” he said softly.

Always happy to please Revard in any way possible,
Tishin reached out with her own napkin, but again Revard stopped
the motion.

“With her mouth,” he added.

It wasn’t a punishment. Revard liked to watch the
two women together. Sometimes he’d join in. Sometimes he’d watch
and pump his cock with his hand, finishing on the both of them.

Tishin got up from her chair and wiggled her hips a
bit. Already she could feel the moisture building in her cunt. As
she walked around the small table, Lona pivoted in her chair but
remained seated. Kneeling down to bring her head to the right
height, Tishin leaned forward and placed her mouth over the warm,
thick droplets. The sweetness sparkled on her tongue. Knowing what
Revard wanted, she moved slowly downward until Lona’s nipple was in
her mouth and she sucked the nub of flesh, feeling it harden in her
mouth.

Lona let out a little moan and drew Tishin to her.
The blonde noblewoman wrapped her arms around the statuesque
redhead.

“Keep going,” Revard said as he leaned back in his
padded chair. His dressing gown opened up, revealing his chest.
Tishin glanced his was and saw his hand go to his turgid cock.
Slowly he started pumping the stiffening flesh while he
watched.

“Would you like me to eat her cunt?” Tishin asked,
having learned long ago that the prince liked to hear rough, crude
language from her lips. “Or do you want me to do as I want with
her.”

“Go to the bed,” Revard instructed them. “Keep
sucking on her tits and play with her cunt, but don’t make her cum.
Not yet.”

Lona moved slower than before. Her growing belly was
slowing her down. But she laid back down on the bed they had
recently abandoned. The blankets were still warm. ON her back she
opened her legs and let Tishin curl up next to her. The little
blonde girl latched on to her breast and reached around Lona’s
large belly and found her cunt. The intersection of flesh and
silver ring was still jarring, but Tishin the concubine liked the
ring to be manipulated during sex.

Tishin lost herself in the mechanics of sex. It was
easy to let her mind go blank and just focus on what her body was
doing. It was easier that way. She didn’t have to wonder if what
she was doing was wrong or not. And there was a good amount of
pleasure in the activity, whether she was giving or receiving,
though Tishin would never admit that.

She barely felt it when Revard joined them on the
bed. He pressed his body to hers. When his hard cock probed between
her thighs, she lifted up her knee and exposed her cunt, allowing
him to penetrate her from behind. This was no longer strange or
abnormal to her; it was what her life was like from day to day.

Since Revard liked to watch Tishin continued to suck
and pinch Lona’s nipples. Though she would be loath to admit it,
Tishin found a certain enjoyment in playing with the other woman.
Her skin was soft, her breasts were round, and today there was a
definite sweetness to her tits. Their bodies jiggled with the
impacts of Revard’s hips into Tishin’s buttocks and all the while
Lona moaned though the proceedings.

It didn’t take Revard long to finish. He took his
pleasure and was done. Neither Tishin or Lona came, but that didn’t
matter to the prince. He ejaculated within the little blonde and
then pulled his cock out. Tishin groaned in frustration.

“Finish me off,” she begged.

Revard chuckled. “Have Lona do it for you.”

Tishin looked down at the redhead’s body. “Her tits
are sweet this morning,” she said before applying her mouth to
Lona’s nipple again.

He watched them for a moment and then said, “That’s
because she’s leaking. Mother’s milk is the sweetest.”

Tishin pulled back in surprise and took a close look
at Lona’s tits. The one she had been
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