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Chapter Seventeen




“Dangerous words,” said Oliver. “I never knew you
hated your mother.”

Roderick sniffed. “I think it’s she hates me. And my
father.”

Tis, the little whore whom Oliver had all but given
to Roderick wrapped her arm around Oliver’s leg and rested her
cheek on his thigh. This distracted him enough to push her away
again. As much as he wanted to fuck either Tis or Tev, it wasn’t
going to happen now. “Leave us,” he ordered. The two whores climbed
off the bed and disappeared into the next room.

Roderick’s eyes narrowed as he watched the two
depart. He automatically followed the lithe sway of Tis’s buttocks.
“Can we trust them?”

Oliver shrugged. “For the most part. I’ll keep them
under lock and key for the next few weeks. I’ll sell them off if I
need to. Who is going to believe a couple of whores, anyway?”

“That’s the problem,” said Roderick. “If anyone
believes them—”

“That’s not the real problem,” Oliver pointed out.
“The real problem is why your mother—supposedly—has had so many
people killed. Including an attempt on your life.”

Roderick slowly shook his head. “No, the real
problem is what happens to her next.”

 


Aphra tightened the thin rope around her victim’s
wrist. The rope was thin but strong enough to hold a man in place.
But her victim wasn’t a man, it was the Princess Margareta. The
pretty wife of Prince Roderick was naked and bound to her bed,
limbs splayed, wrists and ankles bound to each corner post of the
bed and a gag securely fixed in her mouth.

“Too tight?” Aphra asked her lover.

Margareta shook her head back and forth. In her
right hand she had a wadded up red scarf that she continued to
grip.

What they were doing was dangerous, not because
Aphra didn’t know how to effectively bind and control another
person, but because if they were interrupted there would be too
many questions to answer. “Good,” she said with a confidence she
didn’t feel.

To heighten the tension of the moment, Aphra was
still fully dressed while the princess was naked and vulnerable.
She used that power imbalance to delight the princess. Reaching
out, she grasped the princess’s nipple between thumb and forefinger
and pinched and twisted it.

Margareta arched her back and cried out in pain, but
the cry was muffled by the gag. No one could hear her.

Before proceeding Aphra glanced at Margareta’s right
hand and saw the scarf still there. Without asking permission or
giving warning, Aphra brought her hand down sharply on the
princess’s other breast, slapping the nipple as hard as she dared.
Margareta gasped and twisted in pain. “Too much?” Aphra asked as
she watched the pinkness spread across Margareta’s chest.

Once more Margareta shook her head back and forth.
Aphra marveled at her pain tolerance. Next she dipped her fingers
into the princess’s cunt, pushing them deeply into the crevice,
discovering her wetness and then withdrew her fingers before
Margareta could get any real enjoyment from the penetration.
Tasting her fingers, Aphra proclaimed, “Your cunt is a sweet
delight.”

Margareta didn’t react. Aphra knew what she needed.
The wooden pegs were split nearly in half and were used by the
laundresses to hold clothes on lines to dry them. They fit neatly
on Margareta’s pretty nipples. She shook her head and whined
through her gag, but Aphra ignored that; she knew the pain wasn’t
that great. The scarf remained wadded up in Margareta’s hand.

“With your permission,” she asked mockingly and got
into position between Margareta’s legs. She licked the length of
the princess’s swollen and wet lips before getting the clit between
her lips and sucking as hard as she dared. Margareta bucked her
body about, but Aphra was much stronger than the bound princess and
it was an easy feat to hold her in place while she continued her
vigorous bout of cunnilingus. It was an honor to do this to the
princess, and Aphra was delighted that the princess liked her
lovemaking rough. The princess was so desperate for attention and
affection it was incredibly easy for Aphra to make her cum.

Margareta practically levitated her body off the bed
when she came, partially propelled by the muffled noise that was
diminished by the gag in her mouth. Aphra didn’t stop eating the
princess’s cunt, and pinned her back to the bed, trying for another
orgasm. Margareta was already on edge and when Aphra reached up
with both hands and plucked the pegs from her nipples, the painful
orgasm that ran through her body was the height of perfection.

Aphra didn’t release the princess from her bindings
right away, but she did remove her gag so she could kiss Margareta.
Tears were seeping out of the corners of the princess’s eyes and
Aphra kissed them away. “Thank you,” Margareta said softy. Her
lover noted that the scarf was still gripped tightly in her
fist.

“It was my pleasure, my princess,” she said as she
curled up next to Margareta. Her silk dress felt cool and
comfortable against Margareta’s naked skin.

“You know, you could be tried for treason for what
you just did to me,” Margareta teased. “Think of what would happen
if Roderick walked in right now.”

“I think he’d want to fuck me,” Aphra said boldly
and reached between Margareta’s legs. “Or maybe he’d like to fuck
you while making me watch. After all, your cunt is more than
ready.” There was a slowly spreading wet spot on the bed, but Aphra
knew to expect that with her lover.

“He’s more interested in his mistress or some other
coquette rather than me,” Margareta said dismissively.

“I’d give you a child if I could,” Aphra said
softly. They both knew that was impossible.

“I should take a male lover. It doesn’t matter who.
My husband can’t do the necessary feat with me, so maybe someone
else could.”

They both knew that was also impossible. Roderick
happily tolerated Margareta dallying with Aphra, but he considered
her cunt his property and no other man’s cock was allowed anywhere
near it.

“You’re starting to bruise,” Aphra pointed out, her
finger circling the princess’s areola. Little purple marks were
growing on her breasts where Aphra had been too rough.

Margareta sniffed. “Release me. The bruises don’t
matter. He’s happy I have a lover that poses no threat to him.”

Aphra loosened the ropes, stopping with each limb to
admire how the rope had left regular marks on wrist and ankle. When
Margareta was free, she pulled Aphra down to her for another
kiss.

“I love you,” the princess said abruptly.

Her words startled and frightened Aphra. “No you
don’t,” she said quickly. “We have affection for our dalliance. Not
love.”

Margareta didn’t address Aphra’s denial. “Does
serving in the king’s army preclude you from marrying?” she
asked.

“No, but I have no desire to marry a man.”

“And I’m already married,” said Margareta. “I
suppose I’ll have to be satisfied with having you as a lover.” She
pulled Aphra back down to her on the bed and they cuddled together.
Aphra let her hands roam over the princess’s smooth skin, feeling
the slope of her limbs and the pleasant curve of her belly down to
her cunt.

 



Chapter Eighteen


“You can’t accuse your mother of treason based only
one the tortured confession of one man, a questionable man at that.
Besides, why would she want all those people dead—including you?”
Oliver had a good point.

Roderick had an answer.

“She has effectively cut off the bloodline from my
father’s family ever controlling the throne again—but that would
mean I have to die as well.”

“Even if she did kill you, her only living son
because Martin is also dead, that wouldn’t put her on the
throne.”

“No,” agreed Roderick. Oliver had put on a dressing
gown, but the thin silk hid nothing from Roderick’s eyes. “After I
die, you’d be next on the throne.”

Oliver’s jaws worked in protest, but no words came
out of his mouth. Abruptly he laughed. “You don’t honestly believe
I want to rule this kingdom, do you?!”

Roderick considered his cousin. He was seated on the
edge of the bed and all but naked. Roderick was standing, facing
his best friend from childhood. He could feel the weight of the
dagger at his belt.

“No,” he said after a long, uncomfortable silence.
“You’d rather fuck your lovers and drink my wine. You have no plans
to put your ass on the throne.”

Oliver exhaled in relief.

“But I believe you’re the pawn of my mother’s plan.
I have need of more proof and you’ll help me get it.”

 


“Just kill the
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