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Part Five


Chapter One


Vanda slipped through the castle. It was the middle
of the night and there weren’t that many people—guards or
staff—about and when she encountered passersby, she didn’t
acknowledge them and they said nothing to her. She wasn’t sure if
it was because they perceived her as a prostitute and she was
beneath their notice or if they simply didn’t see her because she
blended into all the background activity of the castle. She was
just another moving body.

Even if they had said something, there was nothing
to worry about. Vanda wasn’t doing anything wrong. She was just
going to see her occasional lover who lived in the worse
accommodations of the castle. Raffe, being the nephew of Lord
Raymar, could have had his pick of rooms, but he instead had his
pick of women. He even chose to turn down some of them.

Her gait was stilted and she didn’t move as smoothly
as she normally did. No one noticed. No one could see the little
secret she had hidden up inside her body. That made this little
adventure all that more exciting.

At Raffe’s door for half a second she considered
knocking, but that seemed unnecessary. There was no reason to give
him time to prepare and if he already had company…well, she’d have
to deal with that. Improvisation wasn’t her strong suit, but in
matters of real desperation, she’d make do.

Raffe’s door was locked, but that meant nothing to
her, not with the magical assistance she had earlier in the night.
Opening the lock was as easy as a thought. Raffe was asleep in his
bed and much to her delight and surprise, he was alone. Either he
had expended himself earlier or had kicked out his latest partner.
It didn’t matter to Vanda. She slipped out of her dress, stood
gloriously naked in the middle of the tiny room for a moment, and
then got under the blankets with Raffe.

Her hand went right to his cock and she found that
he was turgid, but not fully hard. Not yet.

With a moan he rolled over and offered his cock to
her. Raffe was nothing if not predictable in bed, or at least
predictable in the sense that he’d fuck whoever was available and
willing. Vanda was both of those things and so much more.

Not wanting to wake him and risk breaking the
glamor, she slowed the pace of her busy hand on his cock and
instead slid under the blankets. Her mouth found his growing
hardness and it was easy to understand why he had so many willing
partners. Everything about his manhood was perfect. The way it
filled her mouth. The way it smelled and felt. The way it pulsed
and throbbed with readiness.

What she was doing was wrong, That she knew. It
still didn’t stop her. Some things were necessary and men didn’t
always need to know why women did certain things. Men were simple
creatures. Women were complex.

Vanda felt no shame as she released his hard manhood
from her mouth and carefully mounted him, carefully sliding his
tool into her cunt. That was enough to wake him.

“Vanda,” he murmured.

“Yes. It’s me.”

“I’m tired,” he complained.

“I’m horny,” she said, shifting her position
slightly. What was up inside her cunt wasn’t causing a problem, but
it took some getting used to.

Even though he complained about it, Raffe didn’t
push her away or otherwise reject her. He could always be depended
on to take the right course of action in any situation. He allowed
Vanda to ride his cock, even encouraging her with upward thrusts
into her cunt. She reflected that he didn’t know the true purpose
of her being there and the deception she was running on him. If he
had known it would have made things worse. As it was, the sex was
rote and mechanical at best.

It wasn’t the best sex Raffe had ever had, but it
was good enough. Vanda continued to ride him until he came,
emptying his balls into her with two grunts and a sigh of
exhaustion. When it was over, Vanda realized she hadn’t cum, but
that hadn’t been her goal when she had gotten into bed with
him.

“I’m not paying you for tonight,” he mumbled at
her.

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” she said, but then
remembered who she was. “But I should charge you anyway.”

“I didn’t ask you to get into my bed.”

“Sometimes a woman has needs.”

He chuckled lowly. “Your only need is your
purse.”

She was about to reply, but noticed he was breathing
slowly and steadily because he was already asleep. It made her
wonder what purse he was talking about.

Vanda waited for a bit before slipping out of the
bed and putting her dress back on. This was assuredly the most
immoral thing she had ever done in her life…and she had done more
than she cared to admit to. But she heeded the warning given to
her. It was one thing to use deception to get what she wanted, it
was another thing entirely to get caught using deception.

No one would question Vanda wandering the hallways
of the castle in the middle of the night. They might question
Zussanna, but she wouldn’t have to answer them.

Arriving back in her room Vanda saw herself lounging
on the bed. It would have caused too many problems for there to be
two Vandas wandering about. And it was strange to thing of the real
Vanda as herself. Or was she the real Vanda. She had been warned
about this loss of self and even with the warning she was having
trouble processing what she was supposed to be thinking and
doing.

The other Vanda stood up from the bed. “Come here,
girl. Did you get his seed?”

“Yes,” Vanda automatically answered.

“Lift up your skirts.”

Vanda did as the other Vanda told her. It was easier
to obey, that way she didn’t have to think.

The other Vanda reached up into the first Vanda’s
cunt. She was still slick with Raffe’s cum so the passaged was
easy. The other Vanda rooted about for a minute before extracting
the little charm she had implanted there hours earlier.

“Will it work?” she asked. “Did it work.”

The other Vanda held the charm in the palm of her
hand. “Of course it did. I wouldn’t give you a bad charm. My magic
is perfect…when used correctly.”

“So I’m with child?” she asked.

Vanda tucked the charm away and stood up. She kissed
herself and when their lips parted she beheld Zussanna in front of
her.

Zussanna sighed and stepped back. “That was so
confusing. Was I you?”

“No. You were an imitation of me. You must have been
convincing enough. Raffe believed you were me, did he not?”

“Yes. He didn’t seem eager to fuck me though.”

“Did you speak with anyone else?”

“No. Just Raffe.”

“Good. The glamor is only so powerful. The more
perceptive the person, the more likely they are to pierce the
veil.”

“What should I do now?”

“Wait,” advised Vanda. “Let nature take its course.
The goddess has blessed you. In short order you will have a
child.”

“Is it actually…actually Raffe’s?” Zussanna was now
starting to have doubts. It was the wrong time for doubts.

“Does it matter?” asked Vanda. Her eyes were alive
and sparkling. Zussanna didn’t know what to think.

 


Winter came on the castle hard and fast. Like a
soldier eager to spend all his pay at the whorehouse commented more
than one of the sergeants to the delight of the men.

Zussanna didn’t announce her pregnancy right
away.

There were no more incidents from the mountain pass.
No invading orc army came through, but neither did any spies or
elven refugees.

Raffe spent his time as captain of the guard
seducing various solider and interrogating the two elves they had
rescued. The interrogations went well. Raffe didn’t like using
torture. He found it didn’t work well and it was rather disgusting.
Since there was plenty of time he decided to make the most of it
and get all the information from Amaranth and Larkspur that he
could.

Amaranth was the female, Larkspur was the male. It
took him some time, but Raffe was eventually able to tell the two
apart but only because Amaranth had slightly lighter colored hair
and Larkspur had a small scar under his right eye.

Like all elves they responded well to two things:
wine and sex.

Supplying them with wine was easy. Supplying them
with sex was only slightly less easy. They were somewhat reluctant
to go off alone with Raffe
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