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Chapter 1


 


Elizabeth
was as tense as I had ever seen her. I hadn’t known her long, but it was easy
to see that her impendent marriage was bothering her. Usually she was composed
and in control of herself; today she snapped at me several times, and even now,
about half-an-hour after we laid in bed, she couldn’t stop moving.


Should I try to comfort her? She
might like it, she might get angry at me, or we might end up doing more of what
we did during our month of isolation. My cheeks flushed at that thought. If
someone had told me months before that I would be spending my nights pleasing a
noblewoman – in bed – I would have think them mad. Elizabeth was supposed to be
in isolation with her handmaiden in preparation for her marriage, focusing
herself on her future union and making sure that if any pregnancy occurred no
one could doubt the child was the emperor’s.


I sighed when I thought about it.
Elizabeth’s scheme was very dangerous and it relied almost entirely on me. The
emperor’s wives had no contact with any man: the guards on the palace were all
eunuchs, the ministers and staff as well. Only the men in the military were
allowed to visit, and always under guard. All those measures were taken so that
the royal bloodline was kept undisturbed, and it had worked so far, but the
current emperor – Julius III – was infertile. At least, that was the only
explanation for how he hadn’t impregnated any of his many wives.


That was why Elizabeth needed me.
I was a woman – there were no doubts about that – but I had been born with something
… more. I possessed a fully functional cock besides my female sex. It was
something that had made a mess of my life, and had forced me and my family – my
mother and sister – to be pariahs, but it was also what granted me this
opportunity.


Elizabeth learned about me, and
so planned to marry the emperor and get me to impregnate her. If her plot was
successful her child would be the next emperor or empress, and she would become
the most powerful woman in the realm. If it failed, the two of us would pay with
our lives.


I don’t know why Elizabeth was so
insistent on acquiring more power. She was already a powerful noblewoman, rich,
and desired. Her beauty had been what led the emperor to propose to her even
though she lived on the other side of the empire. Why that wasn’t enough for
her I didn’t know. What I did understand was that she gave me a chance to make
sure my sister and mother would be well taken care of, and that they would
never starve or lack anything ever again. I would do anything for them – even
risk my life.


Elizabeth breathed loudly and
turned again, and I only hesitated momentarily before moving forward and
pressing against her back. She gasped, and I realized I had surprised her – she
probably thought I was asleep.


Without wasting another moment I
put my hand on her leg and rubbed gently, liking the way her breath hitched up.
No matter how much I might want to deny it, I couldn’t ignore the pleasure my
encounters with Elizabeth and Rosalie granted me. I had learned things with
them that I never thought I would, and I loved to press my body against theirs
and please them just as they pleased me.


Being alone with Elizabeth in
isolation was an exercise in resisting temptation. We could touch each other as
much as we wanted, but we couldn’t let it get away from us. She needed to
remain unspoiled for the emperor, and we couldn’t risk a pregnancy. So we had
to content ourselves with caresses, with our hands and mouths – not that we
couldn’t enjoy each other like that – but it was hard to hold back sometimes.


Elizabeth didn’t say anything as
I let my hands wander her body; her breath sped up and she stilled completely,
but she didn’t say anything. Her skin was smooth as silk, or maybe velvet, and
I found myself salivating as I caressed it and touched the goose bumps that
started adorning it. Her worries became even more apparent. Elizabeth never
wasted an opportunity to touch me or to enjoy my touch, she never shied away
from me – usually it was the opposite. That she was doing it now was worrying.


“Are you ok?” I moved forward and
breathed the words beside her ear, leaning down to kiss her neck afterwards.


Elizabeth inhaled deeply, but she
didn’t answer me – not at first – she let me touch her though, and I didn’t
waste the opportunity. I kissed her neck once again, and then her shoulders,
running my hands up her frame. Her chemise flowed with my hands, revealing her
bare body underneath, and she shivered when my hands stopped just beneath her
breasts. She arched into me at that, but didn’t say anything. She kept quiet even
when I put my legs around hers, imprisoning her, and didn’t beg for my touch as
I expected she would.


When I was about to let my
frustration get the better of me, Elizabeth took hold of one of my hands and
pulled it down her body, directing it towards her core. I frowned – she was
never this direct, this eager. She liked to tease and play around, but I
figured it was natural she was unbalanced. After all, tomorrow she would be
married to the emperor.


When I poised my hand against her
core I realized that, despite her lack of reaction, she was more than ready for
me. I did as she wanted and didn’t waste any time. I touched her sex with my
fingers, running them all over her nether lips, and when a small moan escaped
her mouth I entered her, delicately. My thumb brushed against her clit, my
indicator moved in and out of her and bit by bit I felt the tension leaving
Elizabeth’s shoulders, and she became louder and more open with her pleasure.


I kissed her neck again and she
arched into me, and I smiled against her skin. I became more insistent and
moved faster, in and out of her, and Elizabeth couldn’t resist me. With a moan
that was louder than the ones before she clamped her legs around my arm,
imprisoning it, and then came.


I kept stroking her throughout
her orgasm, caressing her core and body. Eventually Elizabeth settled down with
a sigh, and almost reluctantly turned to me, smiling sadly. I smiled back at
her, understanding what worried her. Tomorrow Elizabeth’s life would change
forever, and she couldn’t help but wonder if she had done the right thing. 


I found myself gazing at her face
and body, and marveled at her beauty. Elizabeth was smaller than I was, and
could be considered petite, but that only made her more desirable in my eyes.
Her curves were well-proportioned, and her breasts were the target of the
adulation of any man who saw them. I also enjoyed her globes, but what drew me
in Elizabeth was her hair – it was lustrous, black, long and curly, and I loved
it. Without hesitation I reached out and threaded my fingers through her curls,
and she seemed to lean against my touch.


I moved forward and claimed her
lips, and I only didn’t do more because she poised her hands against my face
and gently pushed me away. 


Elizabeth smiled. “I don’t think
I can do anything else with you right now, ok? Don’t take me wrong, but I just
want you to hold me.”


I didn’t even think about it. I
moved forward and put my arms around her, pulling her against me until it
seemed our two bodies were one. She fit perfectly against my side, and I had to
resist the temptation to do more than just hold her. My cock strained against
the flimsy underclothes I wore, and Elizabeth noticed it when her hand wandered
over my body, but decided to ignore it. 


“Everything will be alright.” I
don’t quite know what prompted me to say it. I was just trying to comfort her,
but I couldn’t say why. It wasn’t like I wanted Elizabeth’s plan to work – I
didn’t want it to fail and get discovered, but I wouldn’t mind if she never got
pregnant. It was more than that though: what we had been doing for the past
month was deeply personal and it would be a little strange if I hadn’t grown attached
to her.


“You can’t promise that.” Her
voice was cold and listless, but Elizabeth burrowed closer to me, and I put one
arm around her.   


I didn’t answer. What she said
was the truth and I couldn’t say anything against it; the only thing I could do
was hold her tight and hope my presence soothed her in some way. Part of me
hated feeling so useless.


We spent a long time like that,
simply holding one another. Thoughts of the future ran through my mind and I
wondered if Elizabeth’s plan would work, and what would happen if it did. When
I looked down at her, I realized Elizabeth was asleep and I smiled
unconsciously. She looked so pretty right then with her eyes closed and her
mouth partially open, homely even, not like when she was awake and became a
complete seductress.  


I could almost fall in love with
her when she looked like that, and ignoring the part of me that said I was
already in love with her I drifted off to sleep with a smile in my lips.







 



Chapter 2


 


The
emperor’s marriage was an incredibly small affair. I expected better, but
realistically this would be one of the emperor’s many marriages and there was
no reason for it to be some great and expensive party.


I watched it all from one of the
back seats of the temple. The emperor’s wives and their handmaidens were all
attending, and I was surprised at their beauty and exoticism. There were women
with all kinds of hair colors – even some which were not natural – some women
were pale of skin, others had it almost black. Some of the women had slanted
eyes, others looked almost masculine.


Besides the emperor’s wives there
were some ministers attending the ceremony, but from what I had gathered since
I arrived at the city it wasn’t all of them. In truth, and despite my opinion
about Elizabeth’s power and beauty, she was considered a small fry in the
imperial city. Certainly not worth a grand ceremony, especially when so many
important people had already lost hope on the emperor. And looking at the man,
I could understand them. The emperor was fat and large, balding and ugly, and
he looked almost distorted as he remained seated. Elizabeth was kneeling beside
his throne while the priest married them, but the emperor never even looked at
her, slouching in his seat. It made me angry.


Elizabeth deserved better. It
surprised me a little that I felt so vehemently about it, but I couldn’t help
it. Despite putting me at risk, Elizabeth gave me a chance to make my family’s
life better, and she gave me the taste of something I had never expected to
have – love. Rosalie helped as well. For one moment, I let the thought of
Elizabeth’s maid fill my mind.


While I had never connected with
Rosalie in the same way I did with Elizabeth, I liked her and the two of us had
interacted in a far more physical manner. I could never let myself go and take
Elizabeth in full; with Rosalie there were no such restrictions and the
brunette received me without hesitation. Elizabeth had always been there right
beside us, but I could never fill her with my cock and come inside of her. Not
before, at least. If everything went according to plan tomorrow I would have my
fill of Elizabeth.


The ceremony didn’t take long to
end, and afterwards the emperor didn’t lose any time getting to his feet and
moving out of the room. Elizabeth looked at him for a few moments but then
followed. I winced. I had learned to read her moods from her posture in these
last couple of months and she wasn’t happy, but there was nothing she could do
about it.


I shook my head, and was about to
leave the temple when I was intercepted by a brown haired woman. A quick look
at her clothes let me figure out she was a handmaiden like me. “Can I help you
with anything?” I was perhaps a little bit ruder than I needed to, but if
anything this last month had taught me just how noisy and poisonous people could
be. The royal court was a nest of vipers, especially the emperor’s wives and
their toadies, always competing to see who would come up on top.


The brunette smiled at me and
then shrugged. “I was hoping to help you actually; me and my mistress.” When I
narrowed my eyes at her, her smile widened. “You don’t know anyone here, you’re
alone, and your mistress is spreading her legs for the emperor right about now.
Allies is something everyone needs, and my mistress is interested in yours.”


I should have turned away and
left without a word, but I couldn’t deny what she said. The imperial palace was
a dangerous place and, despite my lack of experience with the games nobles played,
I knew Elizabeth needed allies. Even if her plan succeeded she would need them,
or better said especially if her plan succeeded. If Elizabeth found
herself pregnant she would gain the enmity of the emperor’s other wives and of
the emperor’s enemies – her life would be at risk, and any ally would be
helpful. “What do you have in mind?”


“Come with us to the feast.” The
brunette half turned and gestured with her head. The look in her eyes softened
a little, and she reached out to me with one hand. “We can eat and talk, and
then you’ll carry my mistress’s words to yours.”


I hesitated before accepting. I
hadn’t intended to go to the feast – I couldn’t see myself eating and drinking
while knowing Elizabeth was with the emperor, but what I could do there was
important. My hesitation must have shown in my face because the brunette’s
smile became brittle. “What’s your name?” It was the first thing that came to
my mind, the only way to gain some more time to think.


Her mouth opened in surprise and
it took her a few moments to reply. “Sophie.” She mumbled looking down
momentarily, but then seemed to regain her wits and looked me right in the
face. “Are you coming or not?”


I only hesitated for a second
before reaching out and taking her hand, letting her lead me through the throng
of people that were leaving the temple. I found the gazes of the women in our
path turning to me, and I resisted the urge to react. Elizabeth was a curiosity
in the imperial city, and she would continue to be so for a while longer. They
hadn’t expected the emperor to marry once again – he had dozens of wives and
most had already accepted that he couldn’t conceive.


The people of the capital were
just waiting for the day the emperor died to tear down his dynasty and put
another in place, and the warring factions didn’t care about how many they had
to kill to win their place in the sun. For now, and while he remained, they
consigned themselves to the shadows, playing a war by proxies. The moment he
died civil war would be upon our empire, and I didn’t have to be a genius to
realize it would be a bloody affair.


The cliques amongst the emperor’s
wives reflected the families and alliances that were waiting for him to die.
Most understood that they wouldn’t be able to make much of themselves alone,
and so they allied, considering that a part of the prize was better than none.
I hadn’t known about it before I accepted Elizabeth’s deal, and I can’t say
that I would have accepted it if I had known so much about the politics of the
imperial court. I thought the only danger we would experience here was if
Elizabeth got pregnant and they realized the child wasn’t the emperor’s, while
in truth Elizabeth getting pregnant would be just as dangerous by itself.


Sophie dragged me towards the
palace and I let her control our movements. She only slowed down when we passed
the main door, and it didn’t take us long to reach the feast. I paused for a
few moments when I entered the room. Luxury was everything in the palace, and
for someone that never had it – like me – sometimes it disgusted me the level
to which they took such things.


The feast was held in one of the
many wings of the palace, in one of the bigger salons. There were tables as far
as they eyes could see, sporting every kind of food. The emperor was a great
appreciator of the culinary arts – as his size indicated – and he made sure to
have delicacies from every corner of the empire always available.


Sophie led me to one of the
smaller tables in one of the corners of the room. The middle of the hall was
left to the emperor’s main wives, his oldest partners, and those belonging to
the more powerful families. It didn’t surprise me that Sophie’s mistress wasn’t
one of them. They would never care about allying with Elizabeth and, if for
some reason they did, they wouldn’t have accosted me so openly.


When Sophie released my hand and
gestured at her mistress I became mute for a moment. Sophie’s mistress was
beautiful, stunning. She was almost as tall as I was, with long curly red hair
and deep green eyes. Her face was smooth and her skin lightly tanned – just
enough to give her a healthy look. Her lips were a pink only slightly darker
than her skin, they were big and full of flesh, and for one moment I wondered
how they would feel upon my body. The redhead slowly got to her feet and I had
to shake my head, trying to dispel the thoughts that came upon my mind. 


“Welcome, handmaiden, to my
humble little corner of the world.” There was something like disdain in the
woman’s eyes as she looked around, but when she gazed at me that disdain became
curiosity. “What is your name?”


I found myself replying without
really thinking about it. “Frederica, my lady.”


“That’s not exactly a common
name, is it?” She didn’t wait for me to speak. “My name is nowhere near as
exotic as yours, though it quite fits me. I’m Scarlet.”


I bowed my head. “It’s a pleasure
to meet you.”


“Not yet, it isn’t. But maybe it
will be.” She chuckled and then turned on her feet, and I found myself reddening
at the byplay in her words. I looked at Sophie beside me, but she only shrugged
before following her mistress and seating herself.


I stayed still for a while, just
gazing at them, but then followed. When I was going to seat at the edge of the
table, Scarlet waved a finger at me and gestured for me to seat at her side.
Reluctantly I did as she asked.


I thought she would tell me what
she wanted, but Scarlet preferred to waste her time drinking and eating. I
tried to do the same, but then I remembered what Elizabeth was doing and I lost
any appetite I might have had. The redhead wasn’t dumb and she realized
something was bothering me – I could see it in her eyes – but she didn’t say
anything. Her eyes never left me though.


Eventually we started talking; most
of it was fairly innocuous, about family and our childhoods. I didn’t speak
much about myself, letting her talk at will, but I was sure that she wasn’t
telling me anything that could be used against her. It wasn’t hard to see that
the noblewoman in front of me was a politician at heart and, though she seemed
to wear her emotions on her sleeve, in truth she was hiding her true self in a
far less obvious manner.


Our conversation reached a point
where it became almost stale, and then she sighed. Tilting her head at me, she
let her eyes rove over me and my body, and smiled when I fidgeted. “I think we
can stop with the pleasantries, can’t we? We both know what I want, and your
mistress will probably be interested in my help.”


I let my gaze linger on her face
while I contemplated how to start. Rosalie and Elizabeth had tried to prepare
me as well as they could for this, but they had barely a month and I wasn’t
exactly a born diplomat. “And what is it that you want? Your handmaiden,” I
nodded at Sophie. “Spoke of an alliance between us, but why would you want
that? Is this about protection from the groups around us, or do you intent to
make a play of some kind and put us all at risk?”


Scarlet smirked. “I might ask you
the same. I don’t know much about your mistress, but from what I gathered, and
from what I could see in her gaze at the wedding, she didn’t seem to be a woman
who contented herself with little. So why would she accept a marriage to an
ailing, dying emperor? She must have some plot working around inside that
little pretty head of hers, and I figure you know what that is.”


“I have no idea of what you’re
talking about.” I tried to keep my eyes steady on hers, and tried not to let my
voice tremble, but I had never been a good liar, and something told me I would
need to be a great liar to fool the redhead.


She smiled and leaned forward,
and my eyes moved down of their own volition, letting me have a glimpse of her
cleavage. I moved my gaze back to her face the moment I realized what I was
doing, but it was too late and she smirked at me. She brought a hand to my face
so quickly I almost missed it, and started caressing my cheeks. It was a cheap
attempt at manipulation – I knew it and she knew I knew it – but it affected me
nonetheless. My breath got harsh, my mouth dried off, and I turned my head
away.


“You should learn how to lie if
you want to survive this place, Frederica.” She leaned forward and breathed the
last words in my ear. The way my name came out of her lips made me shudder, and
I tightened my hands in my dress, resisting the urge to reach out and touch
her.


She was affecting me more than I
wanted, and I wasn’t fooling her about it. Eventually I breathed deeply and
settled down, then reached out and gently pushed her away. She let me do it
with a pout in her lips, but her eyes remained mischievous.


I breathed once again and then
shrugged before replying. “Elizabeth’s plans are her own and I don’t care about
them. If you want to talk about it, you’ll have to speak to her.”


“Maybe I will, but later, when
she’s not busy entertaining our husband.”


I clenched my hands and gritted
my teeth at those words and Scarlet noticed. It didn’t take me long to realize
she had been expecting such a reaction, and I looked away once again. It wasn’t
exactly rare for the emperor’s wives to seek companionship with their
handmaidens, or even other wives, but upbringing made me think it wasn’t
normal. In the imperial city they didn’t care, but part of me still felt a
little embarrassed about my relationship with Elizabeth, and I didn’t want
Scarlet to know about it.


The redhead reached for me once
again, and I didn’t resist her touch. From the corner of my eyes I caught
Sophie’s surprised look, and I wondered about the source of her surprise but,
when I looked better at her, her face had already closed off and I couldn’t
discern any emotion. I wondered if that was because Sophie was better at hiding
what she thought than her mistress, or if Scarlet was simply capable of feeling
one thing and showing another.


Scarlet’s touch burned my skin,
and my attention was once again drawn to her. “Elizabeth seems to be a tough
woman, our husband is not someone she will be unable to deal with.” I wanted to
believe it, but I wondered. “And I know you won’t be able to negotiate an
alliance between the two of us, but I want you to carry a message for your
mistress. She’s not the only one to want power, and it would be easier for both
of us to make something of ourselves if we work together.”


Her voice trailed off at the end
and I just nodded, looking curiously at her. Scarlet’s eyes had moved towards
the middle of the room while we spoke, and I turned to see what was going on.
There wasn’t anything of note happening and I turned back to her, confused, and
then realized that what I could see in her eyes was jealousy and greed. Scarlet
wanted to be one of those in the center of all attentions, to be surrounded by
attendants and people who respected her, and her position as one of the
emperor’s lesser wives didn’t grant her that.


“I’ll talk to Elizabeth.” My
voice came out a little hoarse and I repeated myself more clearly a moment
later. “I’ll talk to her and pass on your message, but she will have the last
word.”


“That’s all I ask of you.”
Scarlet smiled gently, and reached for her glass of wine. She took a small sip
while she looked at me, and I found myself hesitating at the heat I saw in her
gaze. There was a promise there, and an invitation, and I hesitated not quite
knowing what I should do. She reached out and put her hand on top of mine, and
then leaned her head forward. Her voice was a whisper. “Unless you want me to
ask for something more.”


“I should leave.” I whispered
back. It wasn’t as if she wasn’t affecting me – she was –  and I wanted nothing
else but to drown the thoughts of what was happening to Elizabeth in Scarlet’s
body, but I knew part of me would regret it. It would also make me more
vulnerable to Scarlet’s manipulations, and that might lead to me being in her
hands in the future. Besides, I couldn’t show her what I had between my legs,
or Elizabeth’s plan would be ruined. I didn’t say anything else, and slowly got
to my feet.


I might have been mistaken but I
thought I saw some disappointment cross Scarlet’s eyes. “Then so be it, but
don’t forget what I said.”


“I won’t.” I promised and then
turned on my feet, leaving the room with a nod in Sophie’s direction. I didn’t
speak with anyone else and moved towards Elizabeth’s room, and once I entered I
closed myself in and tried to make sense of all the emotions in my mind. It
wasn’t easy.







 



Chapter 3


 


I woke up
when someone sneaked into the bed. In the confusion of just recently-left
sleep, I didn’t realize it was Elizabeth until she kissed my lips. I leaned
back from her, surprised at her presence, and thought to question her, but she
didn’t give me a chance. When I opened my mouth she took it as an invitation
and kissed me again, deeper.


She took my lack of resistance as
desire and moved harshly against me. Her body pressed against mine and I was
forced to lay on my back, and she didn’t take long to climb atop of me.


We didn’t exchange words. I don’t
know why I didn’t say anything – maybe I felt she didn’t want to speak, or
maybe I was simply too overwhelmed by her presence – but that didn’t stop us
from communicating in other manners, with moans and caresses, with kisses and
scratches.


Elizabeth was so eager she almost
ripped my clothes from my body, and only when her bare skin pressed against
mine did I realize she had been naked all along. I moaned at that, and felt
goose bumps appear all over my body. For some moments I forgot where she was
coming from and who she had been with, but then in a flash I remembered, and I
gently pushed her. “Are you ok?”


When I looked at her face I
realized I had made a mistake. Elizabeth had been trying to wash her memories
of her night with the emperor in my arms, and I had been foolish enough to make
her talk about it. “Am I ok? No, not exactly – I just finished bedding a tub of
lard who thinks he’s some great ruler, but can’t even rule his own cock. He
could barely get it hard, and he wasn’t able to make me enjoy even a moment of
what followed.”


Elizabeth’s anger shone through
and I hesitated in how I should react to it. Comfort her? Or give her someone
to vent at? When I didn’t say anything she huffed, and then leaned down once
again, crushing her lips against mine. With a raised eyebrow I kissed her back.
Sex it would be then.


I made sure to not hold back.
Elizabeth was angry and hurt, and she wanted me to take her mind off of what
she had been through. I could do that – I would make her enjoy, and I would
make her scream with pleasure. While we kissed, my hands wandered down her back
and only stopped when I reached her buttocks. I cupped them, and gripped tight,
using that hold to pull her against me, crushing our bodies against one
another.


Elizabeth moaned at how my cock
became imprisoned between our bodies, and I shuddered as I felt her start to
rub herself against my length, stroking me with her bare skin. My grip on her
body tightened even more, and I put one of my legs between hers, raising my
knee until it touched her core. Elizabeth arched, and brushed her breasts
against mine. I shuddered, I couldn’t help it. Her taste, her scent, her skin
against mine – all of it was driving me wild with desire.


I left her mouth and kissed her
cheeks, her nose, her chin, her throat and collarbone. Elizabeth moaned and
shuddered, and let me turn us around until she was the one laying on the bed,
and I stood above her ready to ravish her body. I attacked her breasts on the
first chance I got, putting my lips around her nipples and letting my tongue
have a taste of her flesh. 


Elizabeth arched again, and her
hands fell upon my head, clutching my hair tightly and pulling me to her. I let
her do it, and used the opportunity to deepen our embrace. I used my legs to
part hers, and sneaked between them, laying my thighs against hers. The
noblewoman moaned at the touch of my hard cock on her thigh, and I grinned
against her breasts. There was no one to stop us and, for the first time since
we met, I didn’t need to hold back. I could have Elizabeth as I’ve wanted since
the moment my eyes laid on hers, and she would thank me for it.


The thought that we were finally
free spurred me on, and I moved down, leaving her breasts behind and trailing
down to her core. My tongue left a trail of saliva over her skin as I moved,
and Elizabeth released what could only be called a meow. She knew what I was
going to do, and couldn’t wait for me to do it. When I stopped over her core
she spread her legs further apart, and shifted her hips towards me, giving me a
glimpse of her sex and begging me to touch her at the same time. I inhaled, and
her scent almost made me come.


Without delay, I leaned down and
let my tongue loose amongst her folds. Elizabeth gasped and moved her legs,
putting them on my shoulders. I let her and just leaned forward a little,
making her bend her legs until her knees were just above her breasts. My hands
trailed up her body and came to rest on Elizabeth’s mounds, and I played with
her nipples, teasing the little pink peaks as I ran my tongue over her nether
lips. I traced her wet lips, and then I thrust my tongue inside her pussy,
swirling it around.


Elizabeth arched from the bed
once again, and her grip around me tightened, becoming almost painful. I had a
grin on my lips – there was something that just pleased me about having her in
my power like this. She was a noblewoman, and I was a peasant; I could never
have imagined one day something like this would happen, and that I would bed a
noble, much less a female one. It stroked my ego as few things had ever been
able to.


The woman beneath me couldn’t
care less about what I was thinking. The dark haired woman only wanted me to
please her, and when I slowed down momentarily, Elizabeth reached down and took
hold of my hair with one hand and pulled. It made me wince, but it also made me
speed up which was what she wanted. Slowly, the pleasure mounted and I realized
Elizabeth wouldn’t last much longer. 


I stopped completely, and she
whimpered in protest, but soon paused when she saw me climb up her body. I
stilled when my face got above hers, and our eyes met. We both knew what was
going to happen, what we needed to do. What we wanted. Elizabeth took the
initiative and her hand trailed the path between our bodies and took hold of my
cock. She massaged it for a couple of moments, teasing me one last time before
letting me taste heaven.


We both shuddered when my
hardness brushed against her folds for the first time, and our sights crossed
once again. Without taking my eyes off of hers I thrust, and the tip of me slid
into her. I groaned and she followed me with a moan, and I slid back and then
forward, sinking deeper. 


Elizabeth clutched my body as I
tentatively started making love to her. It was something I had been waiting for
a long time, and I couldn’t find the words to describe how incredible it felt.
The noblewoman was tight around me, and her opening seemed to close around my
cock, trapping me within her. The breathy moans Elizabeth released were the
cherry on top of the cake, and I trembled as I shook my hips, resisting the
urge to lose all composure and just thrust away.


It didn’t take me long to realize
she wouldn’t last. Elizabeth had been on the edge when I stopped and climbed
her body, and now she was paying for it. When I thrust a little harder, she
moaned loudly and crossed her ankles behind my back. She came with a shout and
I held myself back, not wanting to disturb her pleasure, not wanting to lose
myself before it was time. I wanted her to enjoy me for as long as it was
possible, and I wanted her to beg for more.


I leaned down and poised my mouth
against her throat, kissing her while my hands roved over her torso, keeping
her orgasm going on and on without using my cock. It was hard. She looked and
felt so tempting, and I just needed to start moving my hips and hammer her to
get my own satisfaction, but I wanted her to have a night she would never
forget.


When her orgasm ended and
Elizabeth settled down on the bed, exhausted, I decided that was the right time
to continue. Her eyes met mine, and her mouth opened, but I didn’t let her
speak. I thrust, moving my hips forward and filling her as I had never done,
and the only sound that escaped Elizabeth’s mouth was a moan. 


I took hold of her hands and held
them down as I thrust, imprisoning Elizabeth against the bed, putting her at my
mercy. She didn’t seem very bothered by it. The noblewoman was louder with her
pleasure than before, which was probably helped by the sensitivity her first
orgasm brought her. There would be no slowing down, no teasing, just hard and
raw lovemaking until the two of us came once again, and my seed flooded
Elizabeth’s womb for the first time.


I don’t know if it was hers or my
idea at first, but one of us shifted and the other followed, and I found myself
taking Elizabeth from behind; with my hands around her waist, steadying her,
and keeping her from escaping my hold at the same time. She braced herself on
her hands and knees, and moved back against me, meeting my thrusts with thrusts
of her own. Pleasure didn’t take long to reach us. Once again, she got her
pleasure first, and moaned breathily, but this time her increased grip was
enough to get me to come.


Her pussy wrapped itself
deliciously around me until it seemed to be milking my cock. I couldn’t resist
it, and I came, and my member jerked inside of her as it released its seed.


We held each other throughout our
orgasms until our pleasure waved away, and then we simply held one another. I
breathed deeply and ignored the scent of our sweaty bodies, and how that made
me harden all over again. I just put my arms around Elizabeth and held her, and
the petite woman let herself be held, crawling into my body and spooning
against me.


I didn’t know if I should speak or
remain quiet; talk about what had happened to her, or let her forget it.
Eventually, I found myself drifting towards sleep and she followed me without
hesitation.







 



Chapter 4


 


The
months that followed became routine. Most of mine and Elizabeth’s time was
spent at court with the noblewoman trying to gather allies and friends. It was
easier than it had seemed to me at first. The emperor had many wives, and some
were alone and without allies. Women that didn’t belong to any of the more
dangerous alliances that ruled the imperial court, members of families with
little importance.


Their help wasn’t invaluable, but
it was better than nothing. Scarlet was one of those allies. She was the
daughter of a count from a land fairly close to the imperial court, but she had
only married the emperor because of her beauty. The emperor’s advisors believed
she might be able to incite his lust, while many of his wives had been unable
to do even that. She succeeded, but a pregnancy never occurred and the emperor
ended up putting her aside, blaming her instead of recognizing he had a
problem.


The emperor’s scorn turned
Scarlet into a pariah in the imperial court, which wasn’t helped by the
jealousy some of the more powerful wives felt for the redhead because she was
able to get the emperor to perform like a man.


I had never cared about the
emperor, but now that I knew more about him I couldn’t comprehend how this man
still ruled our nation. He was weak, and he was incapable, and only the weight
of his family behind him kept him as ruler, and only because his opponents were
just waiting for him to die to fight over the spoils that could be taken from
his corpse. My image of the emperor wasn’t helped by the fact that Elizabeth
spent a big part of her time with him.


The emperor’s preference had made
Elizabeth powerful enough that the other wives wouldn’t mess with her, but I
knew it was only a matter of time until the man got bored or blamed her for
being unable to conceive. At least, Elizabeth and I were working on that. Whenever
she came back from being in the emperor’s company, I would take hold of her and
fuck her as hard as I could.


I hated to think she had been
touching him and wanted nothing else but to cleanse her with my body and my
touch. Elizabeth never complained, and we ended up not being as careful as we
needed to be, but fortunately it seemed we were lucky.


A couple of days after her fourth
month of marriage, Elizabeth came to me pale as snow, and I knew something
wasn’t right. “What’s going on?” I put one arm around her shoulders and pulled
her against me, making her seat on the bed when I realized just how much her
legs were trembling.


“I …” Her mouth opened and then
closed, and she looked me right in the eyes, looking lost. “I think I’m
pregnant.”


I froze. For a moment I didn’t
know what to do, if I should celebrate or cry. I started reaching out to her,
and then stopped and looked at her face. Elizabeth was just as startled as I
was. It should be a joyous occasion – it meant our plan had worked and the
people would think she was pregnant with the emperor’s child – but I couldn’t
enjoy it. I just gazed down and looked at Elizabeth’s tummy, knowing inside of
her my child was slowly growing up. “Are you sure?” I couldn’t recognize my own
voice.


Elizabeth shook her head. “I
don’t know if I should speak to the physician or not.”


The motive behind her reluctance
was obvious. If news that she was with child spread her life could be at risk,
and even if it didn’t, the physician could be in someone’s pocket and he might
try to do something to make her lose the child. I almost couldn’t hold back a
grimace at that thought.


One week later, Elizabeth had no
choice. Her doubts about her pregnancy were taking hold of her mind, and she
was angry at the world. I tried to be as unobtrusive as possible, but not even
that kept me safe from her tongue whenever Elizabeth’s moods struck her.
Eventually she realized she wouldn’t have a choice, and went to visit the
physician. I asked her if she wanted me to go with her, but she was strangely
reluctant, and I preferred not to aggravate her.


While she was away I decided to
take a walk through the palace’s gardens. I barely paid attention to the
flowers and the trees, or the beauty the place held – and it was beautiful. I
was too worried for Elizabeth, and wanted to be by her side, but I understood
why she wouldn’t want me near. It could be my child she was carrying, and I
don’t know if I would be able to hold my emotions at bay if I found out she was
truly pregnant. Even now, when it was simply hypothetical, I didn’t know what
to do.


Could I really stay at her side
and see that child grow up and do nothing while knowing it was mine? I would
have to, if I didn’t want him or her to perish with Elizabeth and myself. If
the emperor found out that Elizabeth had cuckolded him she would die, and the
child and me would follow along shortly. If we were lucky, he wouldn’t torture
us first.


I breathed out in a sigh. What
should I do? I was so lost in my own thoughts that I almost didn’t heard the
sniffles. I paused. I should ignore the sound and move away; it wasn’t anything
to do with me, but then I heard the almost despair behind that voice and I
sighed again, knowing I would get myself in a mess that would be best avoided.
I started moving towards it, and stopped when I saw Sophie half-hidden behind
one of the bushes.


She turned to me and froze, and
then struggled to get to her feet, turning her head away from me and trying to
hide her tears. I didn’t let her. I advanced and put my arms around her,
pulling her against my body. She froze again, and only let herself relax after
a few moments, crying in my arms afterwards.


I held her. I didn’t know what
was bothering her, or what I could do about it, and so I let her vent,
soothingly patting her back. Sophie sobbed at first, and then she just let her
tears run down her face, but eventually she settled down and parted from me. I
didn’t say anything as she ran her hands over her face, trying to clean away
the remains of her tears, and when she turned to me I smiled gently.


“Want to talk?” I asked even
though I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear whatever it was that she was going to
say. I had so many problems already, I didn’t need someone else’s getting in
the way, but I liked to consider Sophie the closest thing I had to a friend in
this place. I needed to be careful with her – she was Scarlet’s creature, and
despite her alliance with Elizabeth the redhead might find it more profitable
to turn her back on us eventually – but it couldn’t hurt for me to listen to
Sophie, could it?


“No,” She snapped at first, but
then seemed to regret it and flashed me a look apologizing. “I don’t know.”


I remained silent. Only she could
decide for herself, and I wouldn’t insist if she didn’t want to share. And I
could understand her hesitation. As I said, you can never trust anyone in the
imperial court, and just as I had my reservations about her, Sophie must have
had reservations about me, especially seeing as she had been in this place for
much longer.


She got to her feet after a few
moments, and looked at me, hesitation in her eyes. Eventually she reached out
with her hand and helped me get up, and then gestured with her head. “Come with
me.”


I followed her without
complaints. She seemed like she wanted to talk, and I wouldn’t turn my back on
her – not now. We started walking side by side through the palace’s gardens,
although neither of us really paid attention to our surroundings. The sight of
some of the emperor’s wives distracted me for a few moments, but the women were
far enough that they didn’t see us, and they wouldn’t have bothered with two
lowly handmaidens anyways.


Sophie dragged me alongside her
until we reached one of the small lakes that bordered the imperial palace. The
lagoon had been carved out by one of the emperor’s ancestors – it had been a
grand project at the time, intending to show the power the empire possessed and
its riches. I couldn’t help but think they should have spent the money feeding
the poor, or building roads that eased the lives of everyone, but who was I to
question the rule of emperors?


“I hate her.” The words were
spoken so suddenly that I was taken by surprise, and I looked at Sophie,
wondering who she meant for a few moments. The anger in her features took me
aback; I had never seen Sophie display such hatred and fury as she did right
then, and I wondered who had put it there. “I hate her with all of my being –
she’s always ordering me about, using me as if I was some dog sworn to obey
her.”


The brunette could only be
talking about Scarlet. I paused. If there was some kind of problem between them
I might have to intervene – Scarlet was Elizabeth’s ally – though maybe it was
a spat of some kind. Scarlet’s glances at me and Elizabeth left me no doubt
that she appreciated a woman’s beauty, and Sophie could have an arrangement
much like I had with Elizabeth. Over time, resentments could appear, as they
did in any relationship.


“It’s not the same with your
mistress, is it?” 


Sophie’s question made me freeze.
I didn’t know what she meant. “What?”


“You are her lover, aren’t you?
You both desire each other and want to be together?” 


Only her tone let me know that
she was questioning me, and I hesitated before replying. “Well, more or less.”
I wouldn’t explain more than that. It wasn’t rare for the emperor’s wives to
seek female lovers. The emperor had almost a hundred wives after all, and many
of those hadn’t ever shared his bed because of his inability to perform; if
they wanted someone to warm their beds they would have to settle for another
woman, and many did so without any kind of compunction. Same-sex relationships weren’t
frowned upon on the capital.


Sophie didn’t care much about the
core of my response, only in how it facilitated her argument. “Well, I don’t
care about Scarlet, and want nothing else but to leave this place, but I can’t.
She holds my leash, and I have to do whatever she wants – even if that includes
pleasing her in bed.”


“You don’t like women.” It was
said in a tone of realization and Sophie nodded.


“I don’t – not that I have
anything against it – but I can’t feel attraction for a woman. Scarlet knows that
but she doesn’t care.”


I hesitated between questioning
Sophie further or reaching out and trying to comfort her. In the end I did
both. I put my hand on top of her shoulder and squeezed, making Sophie’s eyes
turn to me. I smiled sadly when our sights crossed and then let my curiosity
run free. “Why do you let her do what she wants?”


Sophie turned her face away and
let something like embarrassment take hold of her. “I don’t have a choice.” She
hesitated and gave me a small glance before continuing. “I was a criminal, a
thief. I stole from several rich merchants in Scarlet’s lands, but eventually I
was caught. She realized I could be useful – as a spy if nothing else – and she
forced me to be close. When she received the emperor’s invitation she didn’t hesitate
in choosing me as her handmaiden.”


“Didn’t you know what would
happen?” I asked, and then shrugged when she met my gaze. “Elizabeth explained
what she intended from me – she never deceived me in any way.”


Sophie snorted. “Then you’re
lucky. Scarlet never gave me a hint, she never even tried to seduce me before
we reached the imperial palace, though I have to be fair and say she only made
her advance months after we were here. She might have had a lover back home,
and eventually decided to settle for my company. I don’t know.”


“She should never force you to do
something against your will.” My reaction was automatic – I didn’t think about
my words. Sophie smiled at me, and I smiled back. Elizabeth could be a little
bitchy, but she had never treated me badly, nor had she ever fooled me. If
Scarlet really did what Sophie said she did, I would need to be more careful around
the redhead. “Why don’t you just leave? Are you afraid she will tell people
you’re a criminal?” I doubted it, not after she brought Sophie into the seat of
power of the empire – it would reflect too badly on her.


Sophie shook her head. “Scarlet
took hold of my family after she caught me. She’s been taking care of them, and
I know they are happy as they never were. I doubt she’ll harm them if I leave,
but she won’t let them keep the life they have been living these last few
years. I can’t do that to them.”


I drew back from her, surprised.
Her story was basically mine after all, and I looked at Sophie with new eyes.
Was this what I could expect in a few years? No, Elizabeth hadn’t lied to me,
and I was attracted to her after all. Not to say that there couldn’t be some
confrontation between us in the future, but I think we were better prepared for
it than Scarlet and Sophie. I sighed. “I made a deal similar to yours with
Elizabeth, but I knew what I was getting myself into.”


“You’re lucky then.”


Sophie looked so despondent that
I just wanted to comfort her, but in truth I had no idea of how to do it. I
didn’t know how to help her, and even trying might make things worse for her.
Maybe for me as well. “Have you tried telling Scarlet that you don’t want her?
She’s a beautiful woman, I’m sure she would have no difficulty finding someone
to warm her bed.”


She snorted. “You think she
doesn’t already? She has several lovers, but never lets me go, not fully.”


“And does she know that you don’t
like her that way?”


“How couldn’t she?” Sophie faced
me with widened eyes. “How can’t she realize that I don’t like to sleep with
her? And that just because she manages to make me come, it doesn’t mean I find
pleasure in the act itself?”


I looked down and didn’t say
anything for a couple of moments. “Sometimes, we are blind to the most obvious
things around us. I’m not trying to defend Scarlet here, but if you can’t be
sure she knows you don’t want to bed her, it doesn’t hurt to try, does it? I’m
just saying you have to speak to her and say something. You won’t lose anything
because of it, and it might help you solve your problem.”


“I doubt that.” Sophie’s answer
was hesitant and her words shaken. It was as if she had never considered what I
told her, and I wondered if it could be so easy. I kind of liked Scarlet and
would hate to find out she could be such a callous bitch. I couldn’t deny I was
a little attracted to her, and such a thing would diminish some of the ardor I
felt, but it probably wouldn’t extinguish it all together.


I leaned forward and hugged
Sophie, startling her once again. “You’ll never find out if you don’t try. And
who knows, you might be able to get her to release you.”


Sophie leaned back from our
embrace, looking shaken. She smiled momentarily at me before turning on her
feet and leaving without a word. I watched her move away, slowly, hesitantly,
and I could only hope everything would go as she wanted, and that Scarlet would
release her. When Sophie left my sight, I sighed and started walking back to
Elizabeth’s room.


I was so lost in thought that the
sight of the door took me by surprise. I hadn’t realized so much time had
passed, but once I saw that familiar door I remembered all the doubts that
assailed my mind when I left the room, and I groaned, knowing it wouldn’t be
easy to get rid of them. What happened when I stumbled inside made it happen
though.


The moment I stepped inside,
Elizabeth jumped into my arms, surprising me with her vehemence, and I found
myself being kissed by her. My arms coming around her figure were the only
thing that stopped her from falling to the ground, and I kissed her back,
losing my breath in the caresses of our mouths. When she leaned back and smiled
brightly at me, I could feel the world around us dimming. She looked so perfect
and beautiful that I fell in love all over again.


She leaned forward and whispered.
“I’m pregnant.” It wasn’t so much the words as how they were spoken that made
me brighten in reply. Elizabeth looked so happy, and it was because she was
carrying my child. I could see it in her eyes – she wasn’t thinking about her
plot, not then – the noblewoman was happy, glowing, because she was carrying my
child, because she loved me, and because for a few moments we could be happy
without caring what others thought. 


We didn’t say anything else –
most of the days we didn’t need to. When I started walking towards the bed,
carrying her in my arms, Elizabeth tightened her hold around me with all of
her, gluing herself to me. I lay her on the bed as delicately as I could, and
then kissed her lips, gently, barely brushing against them. She moaned all the
same, and the grip of her arms around my neck tightened.


Elizabeth didn’t let me move
away. She used her grip to pull me atop of her, and I did so with care, fearing
doing something that might harm the baby. It was a somewhat foolish notion, and
the noblewoman narrowed her eyes when she saw me hesitate. They widened in
comprehension after a bit, and she laughed, happy and amused, and I colored in
embarrassment. “I’m not that fragile, Frederica. You can touch me as you have always
done, and without worries. I won’t break, our child won’t break.”


I nodded and kissed her, harder
than before, my arms going around her figure and pulling her to me. In that
moment, I wanted to own Elizabeth. I wanted to mark her skin and her body with
my teeth, with scratches from my nails and with my scent. It wasn’t a sane
desire, and part of me understood it, but for once I let my jealousy get the
better of me and gripped Elizabeth tight and kissed her until she couldn’t
breathe.


When we parted her eyes were wide
in surprise.


“You’re mine.” I told her, and
she just looked at me for a few moments before nodding quickly. She reached out
to caress my face and I leaned against her touch, and then kissed her again
more gently than before.


I didn’t stop there. When I left
her lips, I trailed down, laying my mouth on her skin, and then up, kissing her
face, her forehead, her earlobes. When I kissed the flesh beneath her ears,
Elizabeth arched. She took hold of my head and pulled my mouth to hers.


She tried to make us turn and I
resisted. I wanted to be the one in control, to touch her body in full, but she
leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “No, let me. You gave me the best gift
I ever received.” Her hand took hold of mine and pulled it atop of her belly,
letting me have no doubts about what she meant. “Let me repay the favor.”


I met Elizabeth’s gaze and found
myself nodding. She laid me on the bed with a gentleness she had never showed
before, and then her mouth crushed mine, kissing me deeply. I moaned into her,
and moved my hands over her body, but she caught them and made me put them
behind my back, imprisoning them between my body and the bed. I could get free
if I wished, both of us knew that, but I wouldn’t. Elizabeth wanted to be in
control, and I would let her, no matter how much I might wish to reach out and
caress her.


She smiled down at me, and
brushed her lips against mine. The next minutes were real torture. She would
touch my face and then move back and remove one piece of clothing, throwing it
away. Bit by bit her body became revealed, and I shuddered when her breasts
spilled free, looking as delectable as ever. Elizabeth didn’t finish undressing
before she started working on me. When only her underclothes remained, she
started removing my garments.


It was impossible to completely
remove my clothes while my hands remained behind my back, but instead of
letting me help her, Elizabeth preferred to go pick a pair of scissors. I eyed
those for a moment when the noblewoman waved them in front of my eyes, and then
looked at her gaze. Elizabeth smirked and started working on my clothes,
ripping them apart until I stood naked as the day I was born.


My cock stood upright, hard as a
rock, and Elizabeth teased me for a few moments, laying the scissors against my
hard flesh, making me flinch at the metal’s coldness. Before I could protest,
she climbed my body and when I thought she would kiss me, she pushed me around,
and I found myself on my belly, looking over my shoulder at her. Elizabeth took
hold of my arms and tied them with some of the strips that remained from my
clothes.


It was uncomfortable, and turned
a little painful when she made me turn again, but I can’t deny that it turned
me on. Before, I was pretending that I was at her mercy; now, when I struggled
and was unable to regain my freedom, I realized I was in her complete control,
and from the look in her eyes Elizabeth found pleasure in it.


My love leaned down and kissed me
again, and then decided to torture me for real. She ran her hands over my naked
torso, playing with my breasts and teasing the pink nipples. Her mouth fell
upon the right one and devoured it for a few seconds, just enough for me to
have a fleeting sensation of the pleasure she could give me, and then she
retreated. Elizabeth did the same all over my body, she would tease with her
hands first, and then she would let her lips take a taste of me, but eventually
she wouldn’t do more than tease, and I despaired.


It didn’t take long until I was
begging her to touch me, to please me and not tease, but she cruelly denied me.
I came to hate the bindings she put around my wrists, and swore to myself that
I would never let her put me in such a situation again, but I knew it was a lie
even then. I would always do what Elizabeth desired – always.


Eventually, the black haired
woman got tired of her teasing, poised one hand against my stomach and moved
down. I thought she was going to take hold of my cock, but she slipped between
my thighs and pressed against my pussy. I arched when her fingers found my
nether lips, and she smiled cruelly before pressing them against my entrance. 


It wasn’t the first time that
Elizabeth played with my pussy, but something told me I would never forget what
she was going to do. She ran her fingers over my nether lips, tracing them,
teasing me a little more harshly than before. I begged. “Please, please.” She
liked to hear me beg, I knew it, and I made sure to give her what she wanted.


While she had one hand between my
legs, the other moved and started playing with my breasts, pulling my nipples
and then kneading the flesh. I arched towards her, and that was just what
Elizabeth had been waiting for. She used that moment to push a finger inside of
me and I moaned. My cock twitched as Elizabeth started pumping that digit in
and out of me, and its tip started glistening. The noblewoman gazed at it for a
few moments, but decided not to do anything right then.


She pumped her fingers in and out
of me until I was panting with need. She never increased her pace, just kept
going slowly and steadily, making me despair with need. It was the sweetest
torture she could have found, and it was driving me wild. I struggled and tried
to free myself once more, but I couldn’t and released a sob of need.


It almost seemed like that was
what Elizabeth had been waiting for. She put one of her hands around my cock,
letting the one between my thighs remain, and she played with both of my sexes
at the same time. Pleasure inundated my mind and I could only moan for a couple
of moments. Her grip on my cock was tight and secure, and she pumped my rod
with a speed I wished she could exert on my pussy. Between my thighs, her
finger moved in and out of my cunt with the same slowness than before, but she
joined a second one, stretching me.


My pleasure built up bit by bit,
and I realized Elizabeth wouldn’t change her motions until I came. With that
realization, I found myself giving up on any thoughts of resistance and just
focused on achieving my release. It didn’t take long. Elizabeth’s patience was
also fraying at the edges and she sped up, starting to fuck me as hard as she
could. My cock jerked once – it was all the warning I gave Elizabeth – before I
came and it released its seed in the air, and the fluids fell on top of me and
my breasts. From my pussy a new wave of wetness was released, and I moaned and
shook as the orgasm coursed through me, claiming my full attention for a few
moments.


Elizabeth only regained my
attention when she started pulling her fingers out of my sex, and I moaned as
her fullness left me. She smirked when I met her gaze, and crawled up my body,
leaning down and kissing my chest, my stomach and belly, licking away the
fluids my cock had released. It drove me mad with desire, but no matter how
much I struggled I couldn’t free myself. When she met my mouth I tried to
devour her, take hold of her and never let go, but after a bit she retreated
and smiled. Then, before I could process what she was doing, she moved up and
passed one leg over my body, poising her knees beside my head and spreading her
sex just above me.


I didn’t even think. I arched and
buried my mouth in her sex, licking her pussy and clit, letting my tongue rove
over her folds. Elizabeth moaned and moaned, and gripped my head with her hips,
imprisoning me – not that I would try to flee. After a few moments it became
harder to breathe, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to keep hearing the moans
that were escaping Elizabeth’s mouth, and to keep pleasing her.


She started shaking and I
realized she wouldn’t last long. I thrust my tongue inside of her and swirled
it around, and when she moaned I moved and closed my mouth around her clit,
sucking the little nub, flicking it with my tongue.


Elizabeth came screaming and I
licked her throughout her orgasm, prolonging it for as long as I could. When
she stopped shaking, she released me and laid beside me on the bed. I turned to
face her and she smiled, and then reached for me, putting her lips against mine
in a soft kiss. I let her taste herself in me, and just regretted that I
wouldn’t be able to take her into my arms.


Her hands moved over my body once
again, and it didn’t take long for her touch to become more adventurous. My
cock was hard, had been since I started using my mouth on her, and Elizabeth’s
hands only stopped when she reached it. She gripped and pumped me a couple of
times, but not for long. Giving me a last smile, she started crawling down, and
only stopped when her mouth was above my cock.


I tried to prepare myself as well
as I could for what I knew was coming, but I couldn’t stop the moan that
escaped me when her lips descended upon my flesh. Elizabeth’s mouth was one of
the more delicious treats I had the pleasure of ever tasting, and she knew
perfectly well how to excite me. She kissed my tip, running her tongue around
it and then she abandoned my cock and reached down, between my thighs, to taste
my pussy. I shuddered and I moaned, but it didn’t help ease the pressure I felt
on both of my sexes. That only happened when Elizabeth positioned herself atop
of me.


My eyes met hers as she put one
leg to each of my sides. She smiled as she flexed her knees and spread herself
wide, opening her sex for me to gaze at. I swallowed at the pink gleam of her
core, knowing how good it tasted, and how nice it would feel around my cock.
Elizabeth reached down and took hold of my hard flesh, pressing it against her
entrance. She rubbed me against her nether lips for a few moments, and when she
realized I couldn’t wait anymore she let herself fall, and my cock speared her.


We both groaned – it felt too
nice. For one moment, I forgot my arms were bound and tried to reach for her,
and then despaired when I realized I couldn’t. Elizabeth was in no mood to
tease thankfully. She started riding me almost immediately, gaining speed as
both of us got used to the motions.


I showed my pleasure the only way
I could, moaning and shuddering, raising my hips to meet Elizabeth’s motions.
It was a dance of a kind, and one we both executed willingly. Her hands fell
upon my chest, finding purchase there and I moaned as she kneaded that soft
flesh. She never stopped riding me while she caressed, and I closed my eyes
with a moan. When I opened them, I was greeted by the sight of Elizabeth moving
up and down over my cock, her eyes closed, her lower lip imprisoned between her
teeth as her face scrunched up in pleasure. It was too much.


She looked so beautiful and
desirable right then that I couldn’t resist, and with one last thrust I lost my
composure and came inside of her. Elizabeth’s pussy tightened around my hard
flesh and my lover came as well, the two of us joining in pleasure. I closed my
eyes and only opened them when she let herself fall atop of my chest.


I peered at her face just inches
away from mine, and smiled before closing the distance between us and taking
her lips in a kiss. Elizabeth kissed back eagerly, rubbing her body along mine,
making me shudder. After a bit, she rolled from atop of me and my cock slid out
of her. She bade me to turn and I did, and she released me from the bounds that
had imprisoned my hands.


I was going to turn back to her
and take her into my arms, kiss her, and then take her again with me in
control, but when I turned I glanced at the entrance of our room and what I saw
there made me freeze. The door wasn’t completely closed, and on the other side
someone was looking at me and Elizabeth. For one moment I didn’t know what to
do. Had that person seen us? Not just us making love, but the fact I had a
cock? My indecision made me slower than I might have wanted, and the person on
the outside noticed my gaze and fled. 


I got to my feet, grabbed a sheet
and tightened it around me, hiding my cock, and moved, leaving a confused
Elizabeth behind. When I opened the door I found no one outside, and no one in
sight. I got back in and closed it, harder than was needed, and then turned and
met Elizabeth’s gaze. She was a smart woman, and it didn’t take long for her to
realize why I was so scared, and then she was the one with a terrified glint in
her eyes.


My feet took me towards her and I
didn’t hesitate in taking her into my arms. The worst scenario we had conjured
happened, and I could only hope our death would be a quick one.







 



Epilogue


 


If there
was one thing that could be said about the emperor was that he liked his pomp
and circumstance. As Elizabeth approached him, guarded by two of the royal
eunuchs, he looked down upon her, trying to appear dignified. He tried,
but he wasn’t exactly successful. His gigantic belly didn’t help him, nor his
bald head. When he smiled he looked even worse.


“The first time I saw you,” He
started, his voice loud and easy to hear. It was perhaps his best feature. “I
knew you would be the one to grant me my desire.”


I held back the urge to scoff –
it wouldn’t have helped. Ever since Elizabeth and I were caught we had to walk
on eggshells, fearing the moment the axe would fall upon our heads. There had
been no way to hide Elizabeth’s pregnancy from the emperor. We thought that
whoever saw us would have gone directly to him and denounced us, but they
hadn’t. Maybe they hadn’t seen more than they should, and simply thought
Elizabeth was having a good time with her perfectly normal female handmaiden. I
don’t know.


Whatever the reason, Elizabeth
and I were safe for now, and so she would be forced to keep playing the part of
loving wife to the emperor. I hated it, but there was nothing to be done about
it.


“I’m pleased to be of service, my
lord.” Elizabeth’s words were demure, soft, and the emperor smiled at her, and
ordered her to advance. She did so reluctantly, and he gestured for the chair
beside his. It was a declaration of intent, he wanted to make her his first
wife – the most important woman in the empire – and Elizabeth accepted with
grace. It meant she would be in danger from now on, and the target of all the
ambitious wives the emperor possessed, but that had been what Elizabeth
intended in the first place – to be this powerful.


She met my gaze after her words
and I smiled at her, but then she looked away, gazing at the entire room, and I
felt my smile wilt. I hadn’t touched her since we were caught, and I wanted
her, wanted her as I had never wanted anyone before, but I understood we might
never be together again.


The ceremony didn’t take long,
and then everyone kneeled for the emperor and the mother of the next ruler of
the empire. I did so with a heavy heart, knowing Elizabeth’s position was a
dangerous one, and that if anything happened to her, her life and my child’s
would be forfeit.


I could only hope everything would
go according to plan, but something told me it wouldn’t be that easy, and many
things would change in the future, and perhaps not for the better.


To be continued … 


 


Liked it? Then please review, either in amazon.com or amazon.co.uk. A little
feedback can help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on
things you like.


Check out my author page for some of my other works.
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for her mother and little sister, someone who was treated as a pariah by the
people of the little village where they lived, simply because she was born
different.


She hated it, the thing that put her apart
from regular people, but there was nothing she could do about it.


The visit of a highborn lady though, might
end up changing Frederica’s thoughts about herself and about her body, even as
she embarks in a dangerous plot for the sake of power and for her family.


Secret Beauty is the first book in the Futa
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Futanari Princess


The Kingdom of Lyonnais was unlike its
neighbors. Ruled by women for most of its history, Lyonnais boasted of having
rulers blessed by the gods. 


One of three children born to the royal
bloodline are hermaphrodites: beings who, besides possessing the sexual
characteristics of both men and women, were capable of entrancing all those who
stumbled upon their path.


Gabrielle was the royal princess, heir to
the throne, and a hermaphrodite like many of her ancestors before her. She was
prepared to assume the crown when her father died, but an attack by an
ambitious duke intending to kill her forced her out of the palace and of the
city where she was born.


She wouldn’t give up the chance to reclaim
her birthright; however, after remembering a tale her mother told her she
sneaked into the catacombs beneath the palace and sought out the vampire
imprisoned within.


Carmilla wasn’t a creature to be taken
lightly, but Gabrielle was desperate. She hoped that with the vampire’s help
she would be able to rescue those still loyal to her and escape. Then she would
gather allies and return, stronger than before and ready to destroy the duke of
Montague. Doing anything else would mean death.


The path to reclaiming her throne wouldn’t
be easy and the princess will find that some things she believed certain might
not be, and that the secrets her family hid ran deep. 


Futanari Princess is a books that features
lesbian romance between several women, one who is a hermaphrodite. Contains
polygamy, lesbian romance, ménage, and futa on female!
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Lost in the Jungle


(Futanari Archaeology #1)


Archaeologist Mara Rivers was searching for
a sign of an offshoot Incan civilization in the depths of the Amazonian rain
forest, in Colombia, when her crew was attacked by armed men and she was
kidnapped.


Eventually, she got free and was
relentlessly pursued by her attackers, with only her fear allowing her to keep
running, until she was saved by what she had been searching in the first place.


The female warrior that struck down her
attackers was beautiful and majestic. Mara loved her at first sight, but she
would find that there were many secrets about her – one of them the reason why
her people split up in the first place.


Lost in the Jungle is a book in the Futa Archaeology
series. It features futanari (dickgirl) sex, breeding (impregnation) and futa
on female. For adults only!
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