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Four


Chapter One


The caravan that was definitely not fleeing to the
vanRivenscuv castle came upon a slower moving coach on the road. It
was pulled by a single white pony and Raffe told the ambassador to
slow down and offer them assistance. He was in a mood to be helpful
to someone after killing two men in recent duels that could have
been avoided.

“The Murderous Raffe of vanRivenscuv?” asked Vanda
when their coach pulled even with the smaller one. “Should I be
fleeing for my life.”

Raffe smiled sadly at her. “You’re perfectly safe
with us.”

She pretended to visibly relax. “Oh. Very true. The
way the rumors say it, Murderous Raffe only kills men with his
sword. It’s the sword in his pants that women need to fear.”

Not wanting to engage her in a pointless debate,
Raffe said, “Isn’t it a little unsafe for a woman of your
reputation to be traveling these road alone?”

Vanda patted the hand of the ancient man next to her
who held the reins to the white pony. “Tandril is all the
protection I need. He can fight off any threat to me.”

Raffe had his doubts Tandril was able to hold back
the pony from a mad dash down the road, but he held his tongue.
“Would you care to travel with us? Strictly for the unnecessary
protection?”

“Surely, good sir,” she said with a wry smile. “But
I’ll warn you. I’m no longer in the employ of the queen. If you
want my cunt tonight, you’ll pay for it.”

 


The vanRivenscuv family didn’t travel fancy mostly
because of a lack of money, however there was an inn along the way
home that night and Raffe dipped into his own purse to have a
decent bed in which to sleep. He invited Vanda to join him. She
agreed, for the usual fee.

He was happy to pay.

Vanda was always willing to do whatever he wanted.
Chances were she was that way with all her regulars, but he
pretended it was something special on the road with her. He didn’t
as for anything special from her, just straight, normal sex. It was
almost too much to contemplate doing something exotic after all the
misadventures in Ashton. Straight sex was what he needed. He
greatly disappointed himself when, after he came, he broke down in
tears. She held him and let him cry himself out.

It wasn’t that he was ashamed to cry. It was the he
was ashamed to have to make her comfort him because of his tears.
It was that he was paying her for the privilege of crying.

“You wouldn’t be the first man to cry after sex with
me,” she told him.

“Liar.”

“I could make almost as much gold letting men cry on
my shoulder as I can letting them fuck me.”

“Again, you’re a liar.”

“It’s the pretty boys in the bordello that only have
men fucking them, no conversation and no crying,” she went on, not
hearing them. “Men like to fuck pretty boys, not talk to them.”

“Which would you prefer?” he asked her.

“It doesn’t matter,” she said.

He rolled off her and stared at the bare wooden
beams that held up the ceiling. They had left a small oil lamp
burning while they had fucked. “How do whores keep from getting
pregnant?” he asked her, thinking back to what had happened with
Alma and Cahira. And worse: what had happened with the marquess.
All the women he had fucked, except for Vanda, had resulted in the
deaths of two other men. Maybe it was a stretch to think of his
copulation with Alma and Cahira had resulted in him bedding Vastiv
and then killing the Novarn, but Raffe’s mind worked exactly in
that fashion and he blamed himself.

Maybe fucking a whore was really the best thing for
him and he would limit himself to just whores the rest of his life.
They didn’t have jealous lovers or spurned husbands or complicated
political goals. They only wanted one thing: gold.

“I should make you my wife,” Raffe said in a rare
moment of vulnerability.

Vanda burst out laughing. “Never. I’m not the
marrying type.”

“Neither am I. That’s what makes it perfect.”

“A minor lord marrying a whore?” She sniffed.
“Probably not the first time that ever happened, but not what your
uncle wants.”

“I don’t give a fuck what he wants.”

“But he’s going to get it anyway.”

“He’s not,” Raffe said petulantly.

“If you think I’m going to carry your child, you’re
sadly mistaken. I have better goals in my life.”

“Can you even have children?”

“Yes. Of course. I just choose not to.”

Raffe had his doubts about that, but he kept his
mouth shut. Sometimes he knew when not to talk.

 


The ambassador looked across the coach at Vanda with
a jaundiced eye. He knew what she was and he didn’t like her in the
coach with him and Raffe. For his part, Raffe couldn’t let Vanda
journey all the way back to Lady Bellechose’s bordello in the cool
weather in her open-air coach. The one he and the ambassador were
using was covered and much more comfortable.

Besides, Raffe wanted to see the ambassador
squirm.

“Do you two know each other?” Raffe politely asked
the ambassador. They were sitting across from the prostitute,
traveling backwards, Raffe because he was overly polite to
everyone, especially his bed partners, and the ambassador because
he refused to sit next to Vanda, and because he knew who she was,
and because he didn’t want to seem rude. He was that sort of
man.

“No,” said the ambassador quickly.

“Yes,” she contradicted him just as quickly.

The ambassador glared at her, she smiled sweetly
back at him.

“I see,” said Raffe, amused.

“I know what she is, but not who she
is,” the ambassador clarified.

“He doesn’t know me in the commerce sense,” said
Vanda. “He’s more familiar with Millene.”

The look of wrath on the ambassador’s face was would
have been amusing if the three of them weren’t going to be trapped
in coach together for the next week of travel.

“That was years ago,” he fumed.

“Yes, but she still tells the tale,” teased
Vanda.

“She is?” the ambassador asked, suddenly
interested.

Raffe burst out laughing. “How old is she now?” he
asked.

“Old enough to know better,” said Vanda.

Raffe continued to laugh.

The ambassador turned the conversation. “How do you
know Millene?”

“She’s still at Lady Bellechose’s.”

“She still works there?” Clearly the ambassador was
amazed.

“In the kitchens. There’s almost no demand for her
in the bedrooms.”

“Almost no demand?” asked the ambassador. It seemed
unlikely to him that there would be any demand for her at all.

“Lady Bellechose’s brings in those who have certain
refined tastes,” Vanda answered him in all seriousness. “If you
want I’m sure arrangements can be made for her.”

The ambassador was offended. “No. Such a thing is
not necessary.”

Raffe continued laughing, looking directly at the
ambassador.

“What?” the old man demanded of his charge.

“I’m astonished that you visited Lady
Bellechose’s.”

“It was years ago,” he said defensively.

“It is the best bordello in the three lands,” Vanda
said, pride in her
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