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Excerpt from Private Record of Beca Lewis (from entry dated May 6, 2042)

“Well, this is bloody daft.”

I muttered these words to myself as a stern-faced guard pushed the door closed behind me. Her glare unnerved me as I watched the ancient oak wood slice vertically through the space between us until I saw her no more. I clamped my jaw shut and waited as I heard the lock click into place and boot-steps march away. I released the breath I had been holding as I silently reminded myself to keep my mouth shut around the American zealots.

I turned and faced princess Lilly. I’ll never forget her face, pale, slender, and high cheeked with those piercing grey eyes as deep and cold as the northern sea peering at me from beneath the Norman vaulted arch of her enclave within the tower that served as her prison. Sunlight filtered in weakly through ancient stained glass cut into diamond shards by the iron bands which served to reinforce and support the glass. I would have fancied I stepped into the Tudor era if not for her “prison chamber” bearing a multitude of modern, embossed placards for tourists to read up on the history of Raleigh’s imprisonment in the chambers of the long disused London Tower. It also boasted a replica, period-accurate fireplace, labelled artifacts sitting on elegant end-tables, and a now broken projector which had once educated tourists on history. The small footpath before me led through the room to an information kiosk on the left. A portion of the modern, half-height wall which separated tourists from history had been knocked down allowing one to easily step across the forbidden threshold into the past. She sat on the history side of the room at the very same table upon which Raleigh had once studied.

I shifted my load uneasily as I had been required to carry a white dress with a corset-laced rigid bodice, elastic body-contoured skirt, long sleeves, and of significantly greater heft and rattle than any proper dress had right to be. In my other hand I carried what I wanted to bring, a small bouquet of daffodils wrapped in foil about their bottom. The princess tipped her head slightly to the side and squinted at me in confusion. I drank in the view of her, knowing it was perhaps the last time anyone would lay eyes upon British royalty. The small gash on her forehead, her disheveled blonde hair, and the muddy streaks on her simply elegant navy-blue sleeveless, sheath dress did nothing to dim her royal presence. I’m no medieval peasant but she did bear an odd aura of power and dignity which made one ponder the old beliefs in divine right to rule. This only highlighted the madness of her imprisonment within a room which had been, up till three years ago, nothing more than a tourist trap to squeeze quid out of Yankees keen on seeing the ancient evils of merry old England.

She spoke and the air seemed to stir about me as she asked in a cheeky tone, “So, is it my fate to pose for tourist photos for the rest of my days? Mighty fine display I would be, tower London’s latest royal to reside as prisoner within its walls. Should I narrate my own tale to the gawkers, or shall a museum docent recant my history to bored school children on their field trips?”

She flashed me a shockingly warm smile given her situation. I sighed and looked down at my black boots unable to return her pleasantry. I always thought wearing military fatigues would give one quite a sense of power, though perhaps this works better for blokes than birds. If anything, I felt like an ugly little schoolgirl wearing camouflage rags about to receive a reprimand from her better for muddying the floor.

“Not in the mood, I see. I joke when I’m nervous. I quite looked forward to sharing a laugh with you before discovering whatever ghastly reason has caused you to enter this museum-prison. Perhaps it’s my attempt to maintain a firm upper lip, keep calm, carry on… do all the things they say to do.” She continued with a shudder but shook her head as her gaze drew distant and her eyes narrowed in anger as she continued, “though everyone who told me such things is now dead.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” I sighed.

“Are you?” She asked, pointedly.

“Yes.” I replied quietly.

“And what of my cousin, Louis?” She asked. Then her face turned cold as she stared daggers at me and continued, “or can I trust you to give me accurate account of the outside world without spewing propaganda?”

I glanced back at the door from which I had entered. The same ancient stone walls and original, heavy oak doors which held us together in the prison of the museum also secured our voices from any ears outside.

I stepped in close to her and lowered my voice, “I’ll tell you the truth.”

“Why?” She asked the single hardest question to answer of them all. I glanced at the door and then back at her before saying “because I can.”

I could feel her eyes reading me carefully for an uncomfortably long period of time before she replied.

“Go on.”

“Prince Louis was captured trying to escape to France.”

“Where?”

“Isle of Wright.”

“I mean, where exactly?”

“Puckaster.”

She sighed and bowed her head saying, “That’s the agreed-on rendezvous point. Thus falls the house of Windsor.”

I stepped in and set the dress down on the table off to one side and placed the daffodil bouquet wrapped hastily in a foil-made vase of my own crafting in the middle of the table. “Lorncraft has ordered your execution.”

“Where is Louis?”

“Did you not hear me.”

“I did. Where is my cousin?”

I hesitated before continuing, “they put him in the Little Ease below.”

Her face blanched as she took in my words. “The Little Ease is scarce meter and a half circle while Louis is neigh two meters. It was torture to be in Litle Ease five hundred years ago when men barely reached one-hundred and seventy centimeters. How must my poor cousin suffer?”

She panted and looked down at the table and then back to me saying, “and here I sit in the bloody fine flat of Raleigh? Am I to enjoy fresh flowers on the table and posh, museum furniture while my cousin curls up in a black hole?”

She swallowed and I could tell she was fighting back tears as she said, “Put me in the Little Ease. I may not be tall enough to suffer its effects fully, but I can stand to be here in comfort while my poor cousin suffers so horrid.”

“It’s not my decision.” I told her flatly.

Her eyes trailed across my body for a moment before looking back at my face as she replied, “what is your decision then, Corporal Lewis?” At first taken aback by her words I realized any reasonable degree of education would give her knowledge of chevrons and a glance at my sleeve would fit rank to the nametag on my pocket. I gestured towards the flowers saying, “there be my decision.”

“Flowers.”

I nodded and continued, “I saw them growing outside. Ye don’t see flowers too often these days, never growing in any decent order that is. Bloody miracle they been spared. They made me think of the old days. I… uh… I wanted you to have them. Figured it harmless enough to bring you some flowers.”

Princess Lilly twisted her lips skeptically as she said “flowers and a new dress. Is this another one of that ponce, Lorncraft’s, ridiculous attempts to recruit my crowned head to serve as her lapdog?”

“No. The flowers are from me. The dress is your execution.” I replied, sadly.

“I see. Since that queer American bird seems to favor the theatrics of British history, putting me up in a museum as she did, am I to expect a Spanish axe at my neck this time tomorrow?”

“No. Worse.”

“Sword?”

I shook my head.

“Firing squad, gas chamber, noose… spit it out woman!” Princess Lilly hissed out in rapid succession.

Her eyes went wide as she gasped, “not drawn and quartered.”

“No. Quite worse than that.” I said.

“Worse? What the bloody hell could be worse than drawn and quartered? Is she planning a fucking Roman crucifixion!?” Lilly shrieked these last words dropping all illusion of regal flair from her voice.

I swallowed hard and recited the bloody queer explanation which had been issued to me by the burly, red-headed Staff Sargent Kelly a few minutes prior as I gestured towards the dress.

“It’s a new form of execution Lorncraft created. Specifically, for you.”

“That’s never good.” Lilly sighed.

I nodded saying, “she calls it the dance of the red dress.”

“But the dress is white.” Lilly replied.

I carefully peeled back the hem revealing the interior of the dress. Hundreds of razor blades glittered back at us from the interior. Sewn within the folds of the bodice lay folds of concertina wire turned inward. The skirt and sleeves bore hundreds of double-sided razor blades stitched into the fabric so as to ensure continuous contact with the wearer. The biting interior of the dress juxtaposed harshly against the elegant exterior of the instrument of torture. Lilly’s eyes went wide with terror as I explained, “Tomorrow, on the execution stage, I am ordered to put you in this dress…” I swallowed hard before continuing “…and dance with you until you die. Lorncraft calls it the dance of the red dress because, as we dance, the dress will turn from white to red with your blood.”

Lilly’s chest heaved within her own blue bodice as she panted in horror, “Bloody fucking mental! I knew Lorncraft lost the plot decades ago, but for God’s sake what hellish nightmare conjured such execution?”

I bowed my head and shook it saying, “I don’t know.”

She sneered at me saying, “so, you came to taunt me, eh? Scare a little piss out of the princess before squeezing every last drop of blood from her?”

“I was instructed to inform you of the dance of the red dress.” I replied.

“And good little soldier girl always follows her orders to a tea?” Lilly snorted at me.

“I’m not really a soldie-” I started to say and then shuddered as I bowed my head.

A silence hung between the two of us, captor and slave, murderer and victim, executioner and condemned as the ghosts of Tower sufferers past looked upon us in their hallowed and bloodied chamber.

“You seem less than enthusiastic to kill me. I figure most of your kind would consider it the highest honor. That is… unless… were you Shanghaied?” Lilly asked.

“Aye. Pressed to serve.”

“That’s an interesting story to hear from a woman with both eyes.” Lilly squinted at me suspiciously.

“I gave up before they got to cutting an eye out. I told them what they wanted to hear. I gave them what they demanded.”

“And they ordered you, of all of Lorncraft’s soldiers, to murder a princess?”

I looked back up at her feeling like a kicked puppy.

“I’m so sorry.” I whispered to her.

She reached across the table and wrapped her thin fingers around my hand. I started to flinch away, but then left my hand in place letting her hold it in her regal palm. I broke the one rule which Sargent Kelly had pressed upon me most ardently and looked directly into the princess’s eyes. I saw true empathy within and knew that by tomorrow those eyes would hang listless and hollow from her lifeless corpse as I danced her to death.

Would I do that?

Could I do that?

Murder a princess… my princess? Gender war be damned, I’m still British. Schoolgirl chants for memorizing kings and queens of ages past filtered through my mind. And here, me, of all people, I would be the one to end the very kingdom bloodline of Britain itself in the most horrific and humiliating way possible. I stared into the void of the monster I was about to become and shuddered with terror at myself.

She shook her head and said, “I’m just grateful I’m not getting killed by some bloody American zealot who would be laughing with glee the entire time.”

I gave her a small smile and replied “Aye. instead your murder comes at the hands of a coward.”

She smiled at me with a glow of love and support as she said “we quite all have our flaws, corpor…” She snorted and said “bullocks to that. What’s your first name, love?”

“Beca” I replied.

She gave my hand a squeeze and let it go before reaching over running her fingers over the intricate bead and lace work on the exterior of the white dress, “You know who I pity, Beca? Not the woman who must wear such a dreadful dress and dance within it until she dies, but the woman with a mind so depraved and squirming with insanity as to concoct such a thing. I never knew Lorncraft felt so passionate about me. I never even met her personally, only having seen her broken face on television and the old Forbes magazine covers of the technology billionaire from the Americas. If my choice is to live on as her puppet or perish, honestly, I would rather die. It’s better to die in a day of pain than to live a lifetime of humiliation.”

I smiled at her softly and replied, “Quite brave. I always thought my ability to survive any situation made me strong and resilient. But, in the face of death, you’re a stronger woman than I am.”

Lilly cocked her head inquisitively and I continued, “when faced with servitude or death, I caved and decided for servitude. I thought I would end up guarding a supply shack, or even better, pushing a pencil around at a desk job so monotonous no one would even care that I existed. I only found out today that I had been ordered to execute you. When they told me how, I lost my lunch.” I sighed and nodded to the flowers saying, “then I picked some flowers. My last pathetic attempt at Welsh hospitality lies there.”

“I did always like Daffodil’s.” Lilly replied.

“Open the foil.” I continued, with an ominous tone in my voice despite my attempt to hold it even.

She cocked her head oddly to the side as she looked at me but took the flowers from where I had placed them and peeled back the foil revealing a tiny capsule filled with a clear liquid. She pouted as she looked at them and glanced back up at me.

“Cyanide?” she asked.

“Saxitoxin. It’s fast, most people who swallow it are dead before they hit the ground. I got it from a special air support girl last month for a tenner. She seemed quite happy to be rid of it, truth be told. I’ve been holding it for myself up until now.”

I gestured towards the dress saying, “I know it’s a horrible thought. But, in the face of this madness… no one would think less of you. Quite bluntly, if you have to die at my hand, I would rather kill you this way.”

“And the plan for yourself after my corpse hits the floor and the guards rush in?” She asked.

“God knows how you smuggled that pill in. All I did was bring you some flowers, tell you about the red dress, and watched helplessly as you swallowed a suicide pill before I could stop you.”

Lilly flashed me a smile and wrapped the foil back up over the pill saying, “thank you for the flowers. Don’t get me wrong, Beca, this pill is tempting, and I do appreciate being given the option. But I have to be there tomorrow. Even if it is to watch me suffer and die, my people still need me, and I will not let the house of Windsor die a coward.”

I sighed and bowed my head. She reached across the table and took my chin in her hand holding my face up as she leaned in saying, “hey, no tears in front of me, understand?” I nodded.

She looked off deep in thought and said, “There is so much evil, so much pain. There is so much that I cannot control. I have but one choice.”

“What is that?”

“I’m not going to play her game.”

“Huh?”

“Why show me this device of torture if not to make me despair? Lorncraft wants me to spend my last night alive shaking in terror and crying my eyes out. She fears me and wants me to be as weak as possible tomorrow when she faces me on stage at my execution. I may not be able to control what happens to me or my poor cousin. I may not be able to control the situation, but I can control myself and I choose to not play her game. I will not cry. I will not despair. I will not even stiffen my British upper lip. Instead, I will choose to find something to be happy about.”

“Sounds like a good plan.”

“Will you help me?”

“Gladly”

2.

Her eyes trailed along the dress saying “at least it is a pretty instrument of torture and execution. I’m surprised they put the effort into the lace and beadwork as they did.”

“Aye, they did a banger job on the outside of it.”

“And yourself.”

“Huh?” I asked.

Lilly licked her lower lip slightly and continued, “the other half of my execution device is my dance partner, is it not?”

I cringed and replied, “I… don’t like thinking about myself that way.”

Lilly chuckled lightly saying, “but you are. Your face is the last thing I will see before I die. Your hands are the last ones I will touch. Your body is the last sensation I will feel pressed against my own behind the wall of razors. I’ve been pondering why they picked you. Surely it is no accident. Some two-meter-tall, one-hundred-kilo sized angry American tomboy beast chanting ‘death to the patriarchy’ as she drags my bloodied body across the stage would make more sense than to press some pretty little Welsh girl into so odd a role. Would it not?”

“I never really thought to ask why they chose me for this. I’m not even a good dancer, not that such a thing matters in so ghastly an affair.”

“I think I know why Lorncraft chose you. She seems to enjoy so heartily her own wanton lust for pain and blood. I suppose you are aware of my preferences between blokes and birds.”

“Aye, quite public knowledge.”

“And you know the type of girl I fancy most?”

I squinted at her in confusion. She reached across and caressed my cheek saying “Lithe build, pale skin, raven black hair, glistening green eyes… Lorncraft knows my weakness. She’s making me die in agony while clutched in the arms of such a beautiful woman as one final, stinging insult.” She sighed sadly and continued saying “…and knowing Lorncraft, you are almost certainly straight as a ram rod.”

I chuckled at this mirthlessly and replied, “I suppose. I have not given much thought to who I fancy at all for three years, though. Survival has vexed me more than sexuality.”

“I suppose you’re right. How long are you with me tonight? Is it just to show the dress, offer the flowers, and pop off then?”

“I’m locked in with you for the night.”

“Really?”

I nodded with a wry smile, “Suicide watch.”

Lilly snorted a chuckle as I continued “Tomorrow I am to be by your side until the very end.”

“Well, I am grateful for that. Does Lorncraft have any further nasty tricks in store for me tonight?”

“None that I know of.” I looked at the flowers and sighed saying “I really do wish I could do something for you.”

Lilly gave me a small, sad smile and said “Well, since we are in abundance of time, shall we practice dancing?”

“Practice?”

“I don’t want my final act in life to be stumbling about on two left feet do I?

“But you’ll be in so much pain that…”

“I do hope you are willing to lead.” She said with a smile.

I don’t know how she does it. Something about her spirit felt infectious and I could not help but return her smile. I rose to my feet and stepped around the table saying, “Quite. Shall I have this dance?”

“Quite.” She replied happily.

She rose to her own feet and took my hand in her own daintily. She bit her lower lip slightly as she brushed back a piece of her blonde hair. I pulled her gently in towards me. We both moved our arms about one another awkwardly before I realized I needed to hold her like a man. I wrapped an arm around her waist and she placed a small hand on my shoulder before placing her other hand in my own.

Then we danced.

The feel of her dainty hand clasped in my own and her slender, warm body pressed against me made me feel like a burly fool clomping about in my military boots as she lightly floated about on her dirty, bare feet. An ethereal feeling overflowed me as I realized I had Britain’s last princess in my arms.

“I must admit, it feels quite forbidden to touch a royal.” I said to her.

“For tonight, we give you permission.” She replied smirking at her own use of the royal ‘we.’

She leaned her head against my shoulder as we swayed back and forth as she spoke, “No matter how wretched it may be, I will enjoy dying in the arms of such a beautiful girl. Will there be music for my dance of death?”

“I don’t think so.” I said as we continued.

“Too bad.” She muttered.

After a few minutes, I began singing. Of all the appropriate songs I could have sang, I quietly sang Sosban Fach instead, letting my native Welsh tongue flow from my lips in front of the English queen.

“The old rugby song?” She chuckled at me making me bite my lip and hold my tongue. She leaned her head back up and shook it saying, “you don’t have to stop. It sounds quite the better coming from a single woman’s mouth than from thousands drunken fans.” 

“It wasn’t always a rugby song. The lyrics are about the hardship in a poor woman’s life as she cooks over her little saucepan. Her son is injured, her servant has died, her baby is crying but the song is about the pride in a woman’s hearth but the Welsh word can also mean her home or heart.”

“Cooking in a little saucepan over her hearth while the world falls to pieces around her. Dancing on a stage while the kingdom falls to pieces around me. How appropriate.” Lilly muttered thoughtfully as I returned to singing.

As we danced on, Lilly said “I feel like I have a good feel for the rhythm of my death here. That is unless you want to give me a spin during my death.”

“I couldn’t do that to you. That would hurt horribly.”


“Dying will hurt horribly. I might as well make that American bitch scrunch up her angry, broken face while she watches me dance a nice proper step during my torture. Let’s give whirling a practice.” I held up my hand and she spun about beneath it letting her dirty blue dress splay out around her thighs slightly as she flashed me a joyful smile. 

“Pull me in.” She said.

I pulled and she rolled up into my arms until I held her from behind wrapped in my arms. Our faces were close enough to kiss and she panted slightly smiling at me as I held her from behind.

“The Americans have a tradition that the condemned receive a final meal before they die. Any chance Lorncraft saw fit to supply me such a last meal?”

“I wasn’t allowed to bring any food.”

Lilly cocked an eyebrow at me and said, “Mmm… really? I think Lorncraft quite provided me with a last meal. I don’t think she intended to, but she managed to nonetheless and I am enjoying every last, delicious second of my time with her.” My heart pounded heavily in my chest under the weight of her sensual gaze.

It felt as if she granted me a moment of mercy as she spun out from my arms, and we began dancing once again.

“I am quite well practiced. But I enjoy the feel of this dance. I’m fantasizing we’re on a fancy date, by the way. I doubt my date would be in military fatigues at such an event, though.”

“Unless it was a fancy-dress ball.” I replied.

She laughed in a good-natured way, and I continued, “I do feel quite out of place in these boots, though. I’m scared I’ll ruin one of your cute little toes any moment now.”

“What is your opinion of taking them off then?”

“Happily.” I replied. She let me go and I leaned against Raleigh’s table while unlacing my boots as a princess watched me patiently as I shed my boots and socks. I took her once more in my arms and we danced again for a bit barefoot.

“Tell me about yourself.” She said.

“Oh, I’m quite plain.”

“Beca, I’m going to die in your arms tomorrow. I would like to know more than just your name and rank.”

“Well, I grew up in Caernarfon.”


“Oh, yes, with the castle on Menai straight. I visited it as a child.” Lilly replied. 

I smiled and said, “you remember it? A fine attraction it is. My family ran a pub nearby. I can still panfry a sewin faster than most people can spell the word. We had no shortage of tourists from all over the world to see the castle.” I asked feeling local pride in the impression our landmark had made in her majesty’s mind.

“Quite. Well-crafted polygonal towers banded outer bankments, a fine fortification for its time. Of course, everyone back to the Celts and Romans had some form of fort there.” Lilly muttered before saying “Not sure if it helped much in this war, though. Seems we could fight any enemy other than ourselves.”

“The kingdom secured it in operation for a full year.” I replied.

“Impressive for stone ramparts against mortar fire and explosive drones, it’s sad to think it no longer stands.” She said with a sigh.

She smiled at me supportively, noting the hint of regional pride in my voice. She continued, “It overlooked the port, quite strategic for travel. Did many men escape by sea?”

“As many as we could. My brother escaped to America as well as many other men and women. We fought pretty hard to keep the women at bay. We tried to save as many as possible but some…” I trailed off as the ghosts of my father’s screams filled my mind.

“We? So, you fought on behalf of the men as well?”

“Aye.”

“Why?”

“What sort of question is that?” I protested.

She nodded her head to me saying “Did not Lorncraft promise Wales their independence? As a Welsh woman you would have been doubly blessed.”

I snorted “independence, under a mad dictator like her, go on then. No one believed that crazy American bird would give us independence.” The princess flashed me a warm smile before I continued, “though many women hoped to make lives better, or simply to get their revenge. My mother…” I trailed off as the princess’s smile disappeared.

“Quite sorry.” She muttered.

I nodded and continued “…it was their Night of Mercy, as the women called it. I woke to the sounds of my father screaming and begging in Welsh before his voice choked off in a wet gurgle. I stumbled out into the hallway and called out into the darkness ‘mom, dad?’ I’ll never forget the look on my mother’s face as she stepped out into the hallway. I couldn’t tell if it was shame, pride, anger, love… I had never seen her eyes so wide. She held a chef’s knife in her hand and was covered in blood.  I asked, ‘mom where’s dad?’ but she didn’t answer. She just said, ‘the world will be a better place for us women now, sweet daughter.’ Then my brother came out blearily asking ‘what’s going on.’ As soon as she saw him, my mom lunged for him shrieking ‘hold still, I’ll make it fast, so you don’t suffer.’ I grabbed him and started to run, terrified that she would catch us. She slipped on our dad’s blood, and we got away. Everything changed after that night. I don’t know what happened to my mom after that night, but at least I got my brother out of the Kingdom safe.”

Princess Lilly stopped dancing and wrapped her arms around me pulling me in for a close, warm hug. She shuddered and I felt her hot tears falling against my shoulder as she cried. Somehow, over the past three years, I had not stopped to consider the very brutality of my introduction to the gender war. I pretty much just grabbed my brother’s wrist and ran and then… just… kept… running. I had never simply taken a moment to just stop. Because I knew if I took a moment to stop, time to process, time to think, time to…

The past three years hit me like a load of bricks. I clung onto the princess in the Tower of London. My body shook as my vision blurred with tears.

“I want to go home.” I blubbered as sobs started pouring down from my eyes as I continued, “I just want to cook bloody fish for tourists with my mom and dad. I don’t want to kill you. I just want to go home.”

“Shh…” Lilly said as we held onto one another letting tears flow free. “it’s not very executioner of you to cry.”

“I’m not a bloody executioner. I’m just a Cofi pub-maid.”

We hung onto each other there as the room darkened with the setting of the sun outside beyond the iron-lattice barred windows cast its last feeble orange rays into the prison-cell room. I withdrew my head from her shoulder lest I slobber on a princess as I wiped my face with a camouflage sleeve and said, “quite sorry, princess.”

She patted my shoulder and said, “we both needed a good cry, didn’t we?”

“You were crying for me?”

“You did get your brother out.” She grabbed my shoulder and said “that’s a good act you did, saving your brother’s life. Let no one take the nobility of it away from you.”

“Thank you.” I said to her.

“Many people died trying to save my life, such as it were.” She continued with a sad sigh. She pouted and patted my shoulder as she continued, “but now look at me, falling right into Lorncraft’s trap spending the last day of my life crying and feeling sorry for myself. Let’s see what Raleigh left us.”

“Huh?” I asked in confusion.

“I’ve quite well practiced dancing, and we had a good cry about everything gone from our lives. I’ve only been here for the day and have not properly explored the place. I’m quite hoping to stumble on a water closet lest Lorncraft see fit for me to relieve myself in a bucket.”

This brought a laugh to my mouth and relief to my tormented mind. Of everything I could be doing at that moment, I suppose helping a princess find a proper pot to piss in was the best of it.

Poking through the memorabilia only yielded extremely interesting artifacts and quaint replicas. Luckily we did find a few candles and a small book of matches. In short order, we had a few lit candles providing oddly appropriate illumination of flickering orange which matched the ambiance of such an old chamber giving ample darkness for the ghosts to hide in.

Besides these, we found little else of value save for a dark-oak, elegantly carved four-posted bed complete with red bedspread and red curtains which would serve as our resting place for the night. The irony of “just one bed” was not lost on me. Uninterested in spending the last night of her life reading tourist placards to learn more about the prior inhabitant, we moved on. Sadly, no proper water closet could be procured. A small room bearing a modern door and conventional lock presented an interesting possibility which I chose to investigate further. I ran and fetched a fire poker, but Princess Lilly stopped me saying “surely you don’t intend to break out.”

“Of course not. I’m breaking in. Completely different.” I replied before shoving the poker into the door jam and prying until the lock failed.

“You’re quite strong.” Lilly gasped in admiration. I flashed her a smile and replied, “I quite suppose basic training for two armies was good for something. Let’s see what we found.”

Candle aloft we discovered a janitorial closet complete with bottles of cleaning agents, a set of buckets, a water spigot and a floor drain. Lilly and I looked at each other and she crinkled her nose as I said, “the best we will get, sadly. I’ll give you some privacy.” 
 

“Quite.” Lilly replied.

I wandered the rooms as I heard her muttering in annoyance and the sound of urine splashing against metal grating. Afterwards, the sound of the spigot turning on and a spray of water.

“Bloody wonderful, the hot water works in this thing.” Princess Lilly called out joyously.

“Quite?” I asked heading back to her. I stepped in and saw her sprinkling some water onto the floor drain from the spigot presumably rinsing away the last of her urine. She looked up at me and said, “I know it’s quite queer to say as such, but would it be quite acceptable if I cleaned up a bit? It’s no shower but there are some clean buckets, warm water, and a bit of soap.”

I pursed my lips and thought about it for a second before saying “Of course. Actually…” I held up a finger and said, “I can help.”

She shivered lightly at this and turned away from me shyly. I felt horrible about what I had just said. I spoke comfortingly saying “Oh, Lilly, I don’t have to. If you prefer I can just…”

“No, it’s quite fine.” She said flashing a coy smile. She clasped her hands together in front of herself and continued “just… getting naked in front of a cute girl always makes me nervous. Not very princess of me, is it?”

“I suppose not.”

She shivered lightly and reached up behind her head clumping her blonde hair up in her fist and pulling it to one side revealing her back to me over her shoulder. Her voice sounded breathy as she said, “will you unzip me?”

I stepped in behind her suddenly feeling a tremble in my hand. I suppose for a man with bullocks, this would be a wet-dream come true though the janitors closet left quite a bit to be desired in terms of setting. I pinched her zipper and ran it down her back bringing a sigh from her mouth as a sliver of her pale flesh came into view from between her shoulder blades. I clenched my jaw and thought about my next steps. Clearly, cleaning her up was on my agenda but then what? The poor girl would suffer so much so soon, and I had nothing to comfort her save for a suicide pill, a pocketful of daisies, and…

my own body.
 

My mind whirred. Would it be right? Would it be proper? Absolutely not! It couldn’t be. A Welsh pub-maid shagging a princess in the Tower of London made as much sense as a sewer rat humping the leg of God, but she had already made so many flirtatious overtures and I knew her preference for women along with her statement that I was her ‘type.’ I swallowed hard as she began to pull the dress down over her shoulders revealing her smooth, pale back as the open wedge from the drawn zipper descended delicately across the small of her back and opened ever so slightly over her rounded buttocks hinting at the cleave which lay between.

Growing braver, I placed my hands on her bare shoulders. She turned her head to look at me with her dress now wrapped loosely about her waist.

“Lilly.”

“Yes?”

“This is a real question, and you can pick either choice, but I feel I should offer it.”

“Go ahead.” She replied cautiously.

“Would you like… er… would it be okay for… um…” I gritted my teeth as I felt my face grow hot in a blush for a moment. She turned to me with her small, smooth breasts standing pertly at attention like a pair of soldiers ready to obey orders.

I breathed out a sigh and continued “would having sex with me help you feel better?”

She blinked in surprise at what I had asked, and she looked off to the side pursing her lips as she wrapped an arm around her breasts shyly saying “I…uh… quite never heard that question put that way before…”

“I just know you mentioned you like girls who look like me and you’re attracted, at least somewhat. I feel so bad about what I must do to you tomorrow I just feel like I should at least offer… uh…”

She blinked at me in confusion for a moment before she replied, “well I’m not going to bloody force you to have sex with me out of obligation.” She held her left arm around her breast as she rested her right hand on my arm saying “look, I know you want to do something to make up for the grisly manner, in which you have to kill me tomorrow, but you owe me nothing. Understand? You don’t have to force yourself to have sex with me as some kind of apology.”

“Well, I don’t know if I would say ‘force’ is quite the right word for it.” I continued.

“You’re straight though, right? Lorncraft leaves nothing to chance and would never miss out on twisting her dagger just a little harder into my soul. Of course she would pair me with a perfectly cisgendered, heterosexual woman who has as much attraction to my body as she would to a broom handle.”

I chuckled.

“What?”

“You quite won’t believe this.” I said swallowing hard.

“Believe what?” Lilly asked skeptically.

“My first…um… sexual experience actually was with a broom handle.”

She squealed with laughter and clasped her hand over her mouth to hold it in. “Bloody hell! Really?” She asked.

I cringed and continued, “Aye, before the war, this tale starts with a lonely teenage girl who nicked one of her mum’s romance books. I quite fancied the muscular shirtless man on the cover pulling open the woman’s bodice and gave it a go. I got about half-way through and read about the main girl getting pinned up against a wall. Her legs were spread open with hot lips on her mouth and a sweaty cock inside her fanny. A thought struck my fancy, so I ventured out into the closed pub to satisfy some girlish curiosity. Didn’t quite have anything proper, so I managed what I could with a well-polished broom handle. I never did quite look at that broom the same way again after the night that it claimed my virginity.”

Lilly chuckled as I explained it and she continued, “I suppose my metaphor was a bad one then.”

“Perhaps, but… I don’t think you would be forcing me. My offer is honest, even if I can’t quite put proper words to it in front of my princess.”

She seemed deep in thought for a while. Her eyes flickered up to me and she said, “how about a test?”

“A test?” I asked.

“I show you what you will get if you have me. You will see all of me. Look as much as you want. If you feel nothing then, we shower, go to bed, and you kill me tomorrow. If my body can elicit as much desire in your heart as, let’s say… a broom handle.”

I started laughing at this, but she continued, “if you feel desire then, yes, I will very much enjoy having sex with you tonight as a way to get my mind off my traumatic past and gruesome future. In either case, you can in no way claim me to be a liar, for you will see what you get, and I shall hide nothing.”

I thought about this for a moment letting my eyes trail along her soft curves and delicate features. “Go ahead and show me.” I said quietly.

She shifted her hips back and forth sensually letting her dress collapse from around her shapely thighs and lay in a crumpled heap at her feet. She pulled her arm away from her breasts and put her hands over her head collecting up her hair in her hands as she shifted her hips to stick them out to the side first and then the other in an exquisitely sensual manner. Her small breasts bore pert, tight little nipples while her smooth belly descended to her most stunning feature which was her hips. Round, perfectly shaped, deliciously smooth and widely effeminate her hips were clearly the most alluring feature of her body. Between her legs, her short-trimmed pubic hair lay in a neat little triangle just north of a pair of delicate little labial lips from an ever so slightly jutting mons pubis. I let my eyes trail across her features and although I didn’t quite feel a desperate urge to have sex with her in that moment, I did truly desire to touch her. I wanted to cup her breast and feel its warmth and softness in my hand. I wanted to slide my hands along her smooth hips and talk to her about how beautiful she was. I wanted to wrap my arms around her heart and whisper lies to myself about how I could protect so precious of a woman, but the truth was… I couldn’t. The woman before me bore no future save for a painful death and even I, as perpetrator, stood equally helpless to stop it as my own victim did. I did not quite feel fully the urge to have sex with her, but I did feel an overwhelming desire to…

“Oh, hi there.” She whispered as my hands softly slid into place beneath her breasts. She put her arms down to her sides, and I felt her breasts shift in tone and weight as they relaxed into the palms of my hands. I softly slid my thumb across the smooth flesh enjoying the sense of comfort and warmth they brought to me just by their mere presence. This sensation felt quite odd in my mind, as I did not need to venture forth in search of a princess to hold a pair of breasts. Indeed, I had some, maybe slightly larger than hers, affixed to my own chest and yet here I stood ogling and fondling the doomed princess like I had never laid eyes on a woman before.

She looked down at me cupping her breasts and smiled as her breath turned slightly shallow in expectant tension.

“Let’s get you cleaned up.” I said to her quietly while releasing my hold on her breasts. I wanted to defer the oncoming decision which toyed about between my heart and mind.

“And then?” She asked, sparing me no quarter.

I pouted and took this in thoughtfully before saying, “I… I’m afraid it might make tomorrow harder.”

She took this in and replied “I suppose you’re quite right. It wouldn’t be fair to sleep with you and then have you kill me.”

“Mostly I’m afraid that I’ll fall in love.” I blurted out back to her.

She sighed and said “Quite. I’m sorry I…”
 

“No, you don’t need to apologize. It’s…” I said placing a hand on her shoulder. She looked into my eyes with an inquisitive stare. “It’s… it’s just this… I don’t know what to say. I’m confused…”

“Say the thing you’re scared to say.” She suggested.

“I don’t want to have sex with you.”

She blinked at me, and I continued, “I want to break you out of this bloody tower. I want to gun down every fucking bitch in my way, get you to America and...”

“And then what?” Princess Lilly asked.

I sighed and said, “and… it doesn’t matter because we both died at step two.”

Lilly nodded and continued, “killed by a guard while fleeing isn’t very princess of me. I need to die tomorrow like a royal. A public execution is how royals die. I may or may not gain chance to speak but, in my own way, I hope to face Lorncraft tomorrow.”

She reached up a small hand and wrapped it over my own on her shoulder as she continued “Beca, you are willing to face an army to help me escape.”

She smiled at me softly and continued “That’s already love.”

I’m not sure what came over me, but I wrapped my fingers over her shoulder and dragged her in quickly pulling her naked body against my military fatigue covered chest and locked my lips over her own. She gasped slightly but then relaxed into me as I wrapped my arms around her, and she tilted her head to kiss me back. Our lips danced back and forth, and I felt the warmth of her soft body against me. A strange sensation of disbelief filled my heart. I had the bloody princess of England in my arms.

She broke the kiss and asked, “what changed your mind?”

“I just realized that I can either kill you tomorrow weeping over how much I love you or kill you tomorrow weeping over how I missed out on the one opportunity to share pleasure with you.”

She trembled in my arms and leaned against me sighing as I continued, “I’ve never had sex with a woman before, though. I’ll need your help. I’m not sure if I can quite do it properly.”

“You’re off to a smashing good start with that kiss.” She said with a chuckle. “I would rather not do this caked with dirt and mangled up such as they captured me. Perhaps we can clean up together.”

“Yes, my princess.” I said with a bit of flourish.

“do me a favor.” She replied as I felt her small hands start fidgeting with the top button on my fatigues working it loose.

“Which is?”

“Don’t call me princess while we’re having sex. Tomorrow, as I face Lorncraft on my stage of execution I will be princess but, for tonight, just let me be Lilly.”

“Will do, Lilly.” I answered as I felt my top button come undone.

I began unbuckling my pants and Lilly said “hold on there, Beca. We have all night, do we not?”

“Aye.”

“Then let me open you up slowly and enjoy every little reveal of your body.”

Although I had not been quite excited for sex with her before, those words sent a small quiver through my body which found it’s rest within my pussy. I waited patiently as the naked princess before me slowly worked at opening up my hideous camouflage jacket. I regretted that underneath I wore a sleeveless vest, the kind of garment the Yanks mirthlessly call a ‘wife-beater,’ along with some bra which I could not even remember the color of quite properly save that it was ugly and functional. I felt sure the ratty old thing was not fit for a princess but could scarcely conjure any means to change it now. Despite this, a wave of admiration and acceptance flushed over me as I watched Lilly’s smile spread across her face as my cleavage, unimpressive as it is, came into her view. I had originally felt compelled to do this as a favor for her, the only act of kindness I could pay to a woman I would soon make suffer so much, but the weight of her penetrative, hungry eyes upon my flesh filled me with an odd desire that I had not felt before. Not since snogging in the backseat of a car with my pre-war boyfriend had I ever felt the sensation of desire so strongly in another person.

I tipped my shoulder’s back and held my chest out proudly as if I expected to receive a metal as she finished opening the buttons along my jacket. I tipped my arms back letting her slide it off my shoulder leaving me in my soldier pants and a white, sleeveless vest. Here she stopped and held me by my shoulders studying me carefully for a bit. The surreal oddity of a bloody princess impressed with the body of a Cofi pub maid pressed soldier to executioner stung of dissonance just as hard as our prison in the historical museum of London Tower. Despite this, my skin still trembled and a sensation like electric tickles danced along my flesh as I felt her small fingers caress my arms and shoulders before coming to cup my well encased breasts.

“Want more?” I pressed as her warm hands ran over the top of my vest and bra.

“Quite a bit more but I’m enjoying the process of seeing you at each stage along the way. Thank you for letting me take my time at this.” She replied. 

She slid her hands in under my vest and I felt her palms and fingers press softly against my tummy. The move took me off guard and I flinched at first before relaxing back into her touch blowing out a sigh before it became a gasp. I felt equally penetrated as if she had slid her fingers into my pussy and yet still stood here mostly dressed. The sensation quaked in my womanhood, and I felt the gradual rise in slickness there between my lower lips as my pussy apparently understood enough to salivate in anticipation of the sweet princess’s touch.

“I’m enjoying the process, too.” I said, breathily.

The princess let out a low, appreciative growl and that did me in. Lorncraft may have pressed me into the princess’s chambers straight as a spaghetti noodle but, just like the titular food, I was only straight until I got wet and feeling the princess’s fingers work under my vest over my belly and chest as she muttered in low tone’s “ciao, bella” definitely made me wet. Now I couldn’t wait to find out what she wanted to do to my body and what she would want me to do to hers as we plotted our dance of pleasure before subjecting ourselves to a dance of pain.

I suppose there is some magic in the royal family after all because I only vaguely remember the sensation of her unclasping my bra and my chest coming fully into her view as I lifted my vest and bra over my head. By the time I had done as such, my pants were somehow already unbuttoned and unzipped. Perhaps a few drops of blood from ever promiscuous Henry the Eighth, and his menagerie of wives, flowed in Lilly’s veins for she could undress a woman with expertise and ease. Unburdened by boots, my body quivered in desire and anticipation as princess Lilly slipped my pants over my buttocks and ran her hands along my legs as she went. The intense pressure of her stare and her touch gave me the distinct sensation of being under a microscope and the gritty roughness of my own legs beneath her fingers made me cringe slightly in insecurity.

“Quite sorry, it’s been a few days since I shaved.” I said to her feeling like I had just let her down.

“Shhh… it’s okay.” She said quietly. I felt her fingers dance along my inner leg as she ran her hand up my inseam sending trembling sparks of vulnerability and desire as she went. “I quite fancy enjoying a bit of rough. It’s always been a fantasy of mine.” She said as she rose to her feet. Being close to my same height, she looked straight into my eye with a crooked, mischievous smile on her face.

My eyes widened in surprise. It was one thing to know that I am a peasant fucking a princess, but quite something else to hear her say it in as many words. She back peddled saying, “oh, sorry, quite not proper of me to say such a thing.”

“No, no it’s fine.” I said quickly grabbing onto her shoulders before she turned away. “Tonight is for making any fantasy you have come true. You enjoy a bit of rough?”

“Aye.” She sheepishly replied.

I pulled her in and kissed her passionately feeling her tense body melt against me as our chests pressed together and I dove into the sensation of her warm flesh pressed against my own.

I broke the kiss and bit my lower lip before asking “so a Cofi pub-maid a bit sexy to you?”

“The soldier who is going to snuff out my life tomorrow… is queerly sexy to me.” She whispered back with her voice trembling on the edge of a whimper as she looked down.

I reached up and ran my hand across her cheek. My rough, calloused hands against her nearly porcelain perfect skin made my heart quiver in terror that I would harm her, but then she nuzzled into my hand accepting the roughness therein bringing relief to my heart.

“I’m glad it’s you.” She said softly, giving me that piercing stare which felt as if she could plumb the depths of my soul with her eyes.

Hot and cold water mixed into buckets as we abused a mercifully discovered bar of simple soap for all it could proffer. “Quite like men, are we not?” Princess Lilly chuckled as I rubbed the bar of soap across her hair and down her back before dropping it into a bucket containing her dress and a bit of warm water that we saw fit to do laundry in. “Aye, like men and like us soldiers. Fifteen-in-one soap does everything, does it not? Not quite fitting though. I wish I could find at least something floral scented instead of this bit of drab.”

“I’m just grateful to be getting cleaned rather than tortured.” Lilly said.

“Quite, ready to rinse?” I asked lifting a bucket of warm water.

Lilly held up her hands to her eyes covering them as I poured the water over her hair and body splashing it across her and the floor. She came out from the waterfall sputtering and giggling “A fair shower they have in the Tower, innit?”

I laughed in return, and she said “aye, you’re turn now.”

“My turn?” I said.

She grabbed up the soap from the bucket before saying, “aye, there’s only a few scant things I can do before I die, and I decided to make this one of them.”

It took some convincing, but I managed to quell my inner critic and quietly let my princess bathe me as tenderly as she could with so mean an apparatus as we could concoct in that janitorial closet. Unlike my quick, coarse, cleanse, she took her time with my body running not only the soap but also her hands along my shoulders, down my arms, across my belly, along my breasts, and down my thighs bringing shivers with her touch. In short order we both were clean, albeit dripping wet from head to toe and her freshly washed dress suspended by a bit of twine we had liberated from a back drawer in the closet. I began fiddling through odds and ends back there finding screwdrivers, a hammer, a spanner. In short order my busy mind began concocting an escape plan. Luckily, before I could traverse this track too far, Lilly wrapped fingers about my wrist and tugged my wet and naked body away from the tools. Just as well, for lock-picking the medieval door would yield nothing other than placing us in hallways filled with zealot bitches armed with automatic rifles.

Happily, she pulled me in the direction of the bed, and I realized that I would soon be shagging a princess of the house of Windsor in Sir Walter Raleigh’s bed…

…I’m not quite sure how anything could be more British than that.

I feared slightly that the red covers over the mattress hid some odious contraption of medieval bed craft, such as a rope-tied mattress with straw stuffing, but as Lilly drew the dusty sheets back she revealed a thoroughly modern mattress underneath. I breathed a sigh of relief thanking whatever lazy museum employee reckoned none would see beneath the covers and so dropped some quid at a local furniture store rather than track down a truly period accurate bed.

Lilly turned to me, we were both still wet in more ways than one, having no access to towel or other means to really dry off. She pulled me in close and we shared an intimate kiss as I felt her hand slide down my belly, across my abdomen, and to my womanhood. I gasped as she gently parted the folds of my lips, covered in unkempt and unruly pubic hair, and slipped a finger inside knocking the wind from my lungs with a slight graze of her fingertip across my clitoris. I broke the kiss and grabbed onto her for support as I shuddered and gasped.

“What should I do now?” I panted back as she continued stroking me. She cupped her hand across my womanhood fully causing me to spread my legs a bit as we stood there giving her more access to my core. “Hmmm... never had sex with a woman before. Let’s start with something fun for both of us. Takes a little coordination though. You quite ready?”

“Aye”

“Hop up on the bed and sit with your legs facing towards the head of it.”

3.

She let go of my pussy and I obediently obeyed feeling a bit self-conscious about getting Raleigh’s sheets wet as I crawled onto the bed. These were surely priceless artifacts though, in truth, that probably didn’t matter anymore. I doubted the new United Queendom would ever be politically stable enough to host tourists again and, by that time, this whole place would be ransacked. The princess followed and said to me, “slide your right leg under my left one here so we can scissor.” She gestured and I followed as she slid her body in between my legs, and I felt her legs sliding their way up my body. Her toes playfully flexed against my breast as her leg and thigh lay over my abdomen and our bodies were turned slightly aside. I didn’t fully understand what she was doing until I felt her crotch slide up tight, hot, and wet against my own.

She rolled her hips and ground her womanhood against mine until our lips parted and I felt the slickly wet folds of her pussy caress my clit. I whimpered and gasped in pleasure while trying to hold myself up on my arms spread out on the bed behind my back. The princess groaned and said “oh, that’s good. Oh, sweet Beca…” Her breathing turned ragged as she continued in between thrusts of her hips against my womanhood spreading pleasure to us both as she said, “Your pussy feels incredible. Rub it against me.”

I returned her thrusts feeling pleasure slide through my womanhood as our pussy lips danced and caressed each other within the hot confines between our legs. She moaned and leaned her head back breathing out a languid sigh of satisfaction. My arms grew weak, and she leaned back falling onto her elbows as we continued our horizontal dance of delight. “Oh, god, please… take me!” She panted out and I gave up on trying to hold myself up anymore rather letting my upper half flop across the bed as I used my newly freed hands to reach down, and grab hold of her legs sprawled up on either side of me as we scissor-shagged there on the bed. I pulled on her legs driving her crotch even harder against my own as I ground my womanhood to her own feeling dancing sensations of pleasure spreading from my abdomen mixed with an insatiable desire to be filled and stretched out from the inside. More important than my own desire, however, was hers and I focused my attention on driving my own womanhood against hers with a powerful, overwhelming rhythm. Soon her moans and pants devolved into howls and screams as a silent prayer went up from my lips that the guards stalking the hallways outside would assume I was torturing her rather than fulfilling her final sexual fantasies. I felt my own body rising towards orgasm as pleasure overwhelmed me, but I fought back against the desire, not willing to risk losing my own mind to animalistic desire until I had just as fully squeezed every last drop of pleasure from the princess same as I will squeeze every last drop of pain from her tomorrow.

Her legs shook in my hands as her body shuddered, and I continued to grind against her until she convulsed and let out an animalistic scream. I felt, rather than saw, an incredible flood of wetness squirt against my pussy and I feared for a second I had knocked her bladder loose leaving her to pee all over me and the bed. The smell told me that this was not the case as no odor of urine came rather the same, faint, sickly-sweet odor of a woman’s sexuality. Her legs clamped around me as she bucked and shuddered violently, and her screams dropped and octave into a throaty howl of orgasm. I felt her own hands wrap around my feet, more to steady herself than to pull on me, as she gurgled out a final “oh god!” before I felt her body fall limp from pleasured exhaustion. I slowed my pace until I came to a complete stop but still lay there deeply entangled within the delicious web of her smooth, sensual legs feeling her hot, quivering womanhood buzzing with delight as it lay pressed up against my own.

“Never had sex with a woman, you say? You’re bloody amazing.” She gasped out after finally finding her voice in the space beyond the several minutes she spent panting and quivering. I felt her slowly start to shift and I followed suit quietly disentangling from each other.

She turned around and began to crawl over my body slowly as I watched in rapt delight. She smiled at me seductively and leaned down close enough to let her warm, soft breasts slide their way up my body across my legs, thighs, belly, and finally up to my own where she stopped and planted a warm kiss on my lips as she wrapped her arms under my shoulder pressing her hot, damp body against my own. I moaned in pleasure as she did this for my pussy had grown so sensitive during the debacle that even the slightest motion sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

I felt her release the kiss on my mouth and her eyes flickered with a strange apparition of latent desire. The corners of her mouth ticked up slightly as she said, “I want to taste you.” With those words, she began kissing her way down across my neck giving me a surprisingly delicious feeling of submissive vulnerability. My instincts told me to shove her away from my sensitive neck while my desire urged me to arch my neck so she could gain even better access. I tilted my head back and felt her lips and tongue work their way across my neck making me whimper with sensual pleasure. She shifted lower again kissing her way down my shoulder and to my chest. I shuddered as she balled my breasts up in her hands gently squeezing them rhythmically making my already sopping wet pussy feel even hotter and more desirous of touch. I would say it quite felt like butterflies in my tummy but rather the butterflies resided a bit lower than my stomach. She suckled on my breasts, and I craned my neck to watch a princess suckling on my nipple. Damn tomorrow and damn the queendom. I’m going to enjoy this tiny sliver of delicious time with this beautiful royal.  She proceeded kissing her way down across my tummy making me arch my back chasing her touch until she came to my lower abdomen where she did not stop instead kissing her way down straight to my pussy.

I slapped a hand over my mouth to stifle the scream as I felt her sweet, pink tongue caress my clitoris. My legs fell open, and I thrust my hips forward to feast upon the pleasure she fed me there in that delicious dance of pleasure. I felt her fingers dig into me as she wrapped them around my thighs, and I reached down threading my fingers into her hair feeling her head bob up and down in rhythm to the waves of pleasure which assaulted my very soul pleading with me to succumb to the void of pleasure over which she dangled me.

“I…I… shouldn’t…”

“Shh…” She said pulling her head back from my crotch. She looked up at me and I stared back with eyes surely as wide as saucers as my chest shuddered with the building pleasure within my core. “Enjoy this.” She commanded before she returned to massaging my clitoris with her tongue pushing all thought from my mind.

“As you command, my princess.” I muttered to myself letting my head fall back and giving my body fully over to her. She gave me no quarter as I felt her press two warm fingers inside my body in the most wonderful way possible satisfying that empty craving within my womanhood. She flexed her fingers inside me and continued licking such that I lost everything save for consciousness. I do remember looking up at the canopy of the four-posted bed and seeing dark wood surrounded by red curtains with orange light dancing across it from the candle. My eyes registered these things, but my brain didn’t really register their existence. It felt as if my whole body was nothing more than a singular organ of touch as princess Lilly worked her lesbian magic between my legs conducting pleasure like it was a symphony. I was helpless to do anything but to writhe and scream as the symphony overtook my body. It felt like the way ocean waves pushed me around back when we used to go on beach holidays. The wave of pleasure overtook me, and my brain stopped processing anything at all as a deep, animalistic urge raged through my core leaving me shuddering and gasping between grunts and screams as I orgasmed on the command and tongue of my princess.

Princess Lilly carried me all the way through keeping her fingers and tongue busy through the entire wave of pleasure as it carried me to shore leaving me collapsed in a quivering pile of pleasured flesh unable to move save for the involuntary trembles and shivers which danced across my legs and chest flexing every muscle in turn. At last, she ceased and crawled up beside me lying down against my shoulder and resting her arm across my belly as she cuddled next to my pleasure paralyzed body.

“Bloody…quite… that… was…” I panted out disjointed words.

“Shhh…” She said giving me a kiss on the cheek which smelled like my womanhood as she continued “The way your body shook told me everything I needed to know about how much you enjoyed it.”

We lay like that for some time, our pale bodies illuminated by the flickering candlelight as we rested amongst a heap of ancient red blankets. Lilly grabbed up a corner of the blanket and pulled it over her slender, nude body as she cuddled up against me with a smile on her face. “Thank you.” She whispered to me before planting a long, wet kiss on my lips and spreading the cover over me as well while draping her body across my own. I felt her left inner thigh resting sweetly over my abdomen while her arm lay across my breasts with her hand gently playing with my left breast as she rested her head on my right shoulder. “Are you quite all right now?” I asked her.

“I just had sex with a beautiful woman and I’m laying across her soft, sensual. I’m perfectly smashing at the moment. Please don’t ruin it by talking about tomorrow. Just let me have this. That’s all I ask.” She replied.

I tenderly kissed her forehead, and she looked up at me. I whispered, “with pleasure, my princess.”

Darkness filled my eyes when I awoke with a shock wondering where the fuck I was. It was not my room back home, my tent, or the barracks I stayed in during basic. The sounds of sobbing beside me drew my attention and my mind slowly started to piece together why I felt so much warmth and why the moon cut dim, diamond-shaped rays of light into the room from a nearby stained-glass window. “Princess?”

“I don’t want to die.” She sobbed and cried as she curled against me.

“Shhh…shh… it’s okay. You don’t have to die right now. Alright?” She continued to whimper so I did the only thing I could think of. I reached my hand down across her and pressed my fingers against her crotch. She gasped and I said, “I’ll take care of you. Don’t think about tomorrow. Just enjoy the here and now.” I felt my chest shake slightly as she nodded her head rolling over onto her back and letting her legs fall open for me. Her sobs subsided as I massaged her clit with my finger and clung her close to my chest with my other arm. “Here, suckle on my breast. It will calm you down.” I said shifting my body about to proffer up my breast to her. She turned her head towards me and buried her face in my chest. I felt wetness than warmth and a gentle tugging sensation on my left nipple which gave me a disturbingly maternal sensation as princess Lilly suckled me like a baby while I caressed her womanhood with my hand until her sobbing ceased and new sounds emanated from her mouth. Her muffled groans manifested as sweet vibrations which added pleasure to her caress of my nipple with her tongue.

“There you go, Lilly. Just enjoy. I’ll take care of you. I know it’s a scary night, but I’m glad I can be here to help you through it. Would you like to have sex again?”

I couldn’t easily see her head, but I felt my nipple flex up and down as she nodded her head. “Okay, to do this properly I’ll need to move. Are you ready to part with my nipple?”

She suckled for a bit longer while I continued to finger her before she released my breast from her mouth gasping out “yes.”

“Okay. I’m glad it could help you, alright?” I said this gently reaching out into the darkness with my other hand to caress her cheek. I missed and felt her nose briefly before adjusting and feeling her cheek beneath my fingers. “Thank you so much for being here with me tonight, Beca.” She whispered in reply. “I don’t think I quite could have survived this hellish fear without you.”

“Don’t think about it. Focus on me instead.” I replied as I lifted my body up from the mattress and worked my way down her body making my way to her crotch following my path by feel. I found her pussy and, although it made my nose crinkle in disgust to think about what I was about to do, I pushed through my inhibitions for the sake of my princess and gently parted her lips with my fingers sticking my tongue in between them and caressing the swollen knob of her clit. She gasped and shuddered, and I felt her hands reach down and grab onto the back of my head as her knees bent upward and she spread her legs even wider open begging me to take her. I continued licking for a bit feeling her grow hot, wet, and squirmy beneath me as her breath turned ragged and she moaned. I gently pressed my fingers into her womanhood feeling the soft, wet, hot flesh flex and squeeze around them hugging my digits as they plunged inside of her. She let out a squeal and I felt her hands on the back of my head ball up into fists as she clumped my hair into her hands. I ignored this as I continued to lick doing to her, as best as I could manage, what she had done to me, and the effect seemed to be the same as after what felt an eternity she built up to releasing a bestial bellow and her body convulsed wildly in orgasm. I slowed my pace and let her wide the wave of pleasure back down as her body grew wet again with sweat from the exertion of pleasure. At long last, I quit lapping at her with my tongue and slowly withdrew my fingers from her womanhood drawing a shuddering gasp from her lips as I felt the soft, smooth muscles inside her stick to my fingers as if her pussy was reluctant to let my fingers go.

After finishing, I crawled back up next to her and felt her warm, smooth, naked body press up against my own as she wrapped me up in her arms. For a long time, we simply lay like that wrapped up in one another as I listened to her breathing slow in pace and felt her heartbeat fade back to normal. “I love you, Beca. I could never repay you for what you’ve done for me tonight. I love you for it. Nothing you do to me tomorrow will change how I feel. Even if I lose my mind with pain and scream hateful things at you, I want you to remember that I love you. Don’t forget that, even after I’m dead. Please.”

“I won’t.” I promised as we both slowly drifted back to sleep.

A soft tapping rapped on the door back in the main alcove of Sir Raleigh’s study. I groggily rose from the bed wrapping his bed sheets around me leaving princess Lilly snoring lightly on the bed as I padded my bare feet across the hard floor over to the door.

“UQ-fifteen-seventy-four.” I spoke to the door, and it creaked open slightly revealing a stern-faced lieutenant. Her taught, thin face bore a long, thin scar which descended diagonally across her forehead and onto her cheek. Her dark brown eyes, almost black to the sclera, could cause one to imagine sinking into them to be the very act of passing beyond this mortal veil in and of itself. Her neatly pressed uniform bore almost as many specks of dried blood as it bore medals and quite a few on both accounts. I clutched the blanket close around me as if the tattered, red bedclothes of Raleigh could protect me from her. “Lieutenant Frost?” I gasped at her before flashing a pathetic excuse for a salute while trying to not drop the blanket. She scowled at my state of disrobement and her lips pealed back into a his as she asked, “What the bloody fucking hell is this?”

I swallowed hard. There are many ways to die in the United Queendom and showing weakness is the fastest of them. I stiffened my back and replied, “You interrogate prisoners your way. I interrogate them my way.” I snapped this back, bitterly praying I would not fall victim to the rumors I had heard about her so-called “exercise” regiments.

“And?”

“The rallying point for the royal’s escape is Puckaster.”

“We already knew that.” She snorted back at me. She cocked her head to the side and said “you had an entire fucking night. What else did she tell you?”

“She knows nothing more of value.” I replied.

Lieutenant Frost blinked at me then her eyes narrowed as she said “are you absolutely sure? Perhaps I should spend some time asking the questions.”

A protective instinct overwhelmed me, and I knew only something stupid and brash could save the princess from a fate worse than the Dance of the Red Dress, so I opened the blanket around my body brazenly letting Lieutenant Frost get a full eyeful of my nudity. She cocked an eyebrow at me as her mouth peeled open in a sneer. I mustered all my courage to reply, as cattily as I could manage, “trust me, if she knew anything, she would have told me. You know she was a hopelessly horny lezzie even before the war, and you would be surprised how more effective making someone’s sexual fantasies come true can be at opening their mouths than any of your techniques.”

I gritted my teeth and raised my eyebrows as my words ‘any of your techniques’ to drive in the insult. Frost growled at me, and I met her stare just as coldly as she met mine. “Lucky for you, Corporal, the war is over.” Frost growled at me through clenched teeth. I fought the urge to run, scream, vomit, or panic as she drew near to me. I could feel her hot breath and pondered if it bore an odor of sulfur as she leaned in close to me seeming to measure me up before she continued, “she is to be on the execution stage at eight-am sharp. Get your uniform on and get her ready. If I hear of you bragging behind the barracks about your night topping this bitch, I will take you home for a bit of exercise.”

I felt the weight of her gaze slide across my body as the left corner of her mouth lifted into a sinister smirk as she seemed to be fantasizing about me. I knew Frost’s fantasies would be more brutal than sexual. She stared at my pale, smooth flesh the way a toddler looks at a clean sheet of paper with a red crayon in his hands. She couldn’t wait to cut me open, break my bones, or do other horrifically unspeakable things to my flesh. I resisted the desire to tremble under her stare knowing full well this would only serve to entice her predatory instincts..

“Understood.” I replied, as swiftly as I could trying to break the uncomfortable silence.

Frost snorted back, “lucky for you, the war is over.” She then stomped off down the hallway while an American zealot with an automatic rifle in her hands cowered against the wall trying not to interfere with her. I slowly closed the door back shut again and leaned my head against it.

“You’re a good liar.” The soft whisper came from the bed.

I looked back at the princess and put my finger to my lips indicating for her to be quiet.

I stepped back over to the bed and sat down onto it next to her burying my face into my hands quaking with terror. “So, sex with me was just a ploy to gain information?”

“What do you think?” I asked back softly.

“I don’t quite remember you asking any tactical questions while you were diddling your fingers around in my fanny.” She said pursing her lips wryly.

I gave her a small smile and nodded saying, “They told me to learn what I could from you using any means at my disposal. Of course, they also say the war is over. They say we’re going to kill all men or maybe castrate them or maybe enslave them. They say we are on the brink of conquering France. They say the Americans are going to nuke us any moment. They say… a lot of things.” I shrugged and said, “I say that I seduced you last night and discovered that you knew nothing of value. They say things that aren’t true. I say things that aren’t true. Seems quite fitting, innit?”

“Quite.”

I sighed as I smiled at her and slipped off the bedsheet completely letting it crumple to the ground and giving her full sight of my naked body as I continued, “You know that wasn’t what happened. Right?”

“I know. Thank you.” She replied quietly before continuing “I suppose since we’re confessing lies, I wasn’t quite asleep for these past several minutes. I opted to bide my time and wait to see how your conversation went.”

“That was a good plan.” I replied. I looked up at her and said “Lieutenant Frost and others like her are predators. If they smell fear, weakness, or blood, they strike. Doesn’t matter if it’s man or woman. There are some mad stories about her but… well… no way to know if they are true.” I reached out my hand and took Lilly’s in it saying, “enough about her. I need to prepare you to die. Are you ready?”

Lilly studied me for a while and a small smile rested on her face as she said “quite. Let this be my last memory of this world. The sight of your naked beauty in this grand, old prison.”

With a bit of ingenuity, I managed to tinker-scavenge up something like a comb from the janitor closet tools and swept Lilly’s hair back with it before returning to her the now clean dress. She still wore no shoes, nor did we have any, and I felt a twinge of guilt as I slid back on my own underwear and military fatigues complete with boots before taking up the flowers and giving her one last offer of their contents. She waved it away and so I pocketed the deadly mercy while leaving the flowers wrapped in foil upon the mantle over Sir Raleigh’s fireplace. Truth be told, they may be there still to this day. I’ve never heard of any efforts to renovate or restore the Tower as a museum, and no one else ever rose to prominence to deserve such a prison. I like to think that there is a small pile of dead daffodil blooms wrapped in foil atop Sir Raleigh’s fireplace as an eternal reminder of the final occupant of London tower prison.

“How do I look?” She asked me quietly as we prepared to leave the chamber. I reviewed her carefully. Our efforts in cleaning had removed a fair amount of the dried blood from the small gash on her head such that it now appeared to be a minor cut. Her now clean dress and body looked infinitely more dignified than what I had witnessed yesterday. I smiled at her and replied, “like a princess.”

“Thank you.”

I rapped on the door and a guard opened it.

“We’re ready.” I said holding the dress over my left arm and holding onto Princess Lilly’s arm with my right hand. The guard squinted at princess Lilly and snorted saying “quite a fine night she had. Much better than the prince.”

“What happened to Louis?” Princess Lilly blurted out. The guard scowled and drew back a fist to punch her, but I intervened saying “beat her and she will die faster. Better to let her bleed to death slowly in the dress.” The guard glared at me but stepped aside letting me lead Princess Lilly out into the hallway. We marched past signs telling tourists about important historical points within the tower and down a set of stone stairs walking past several soldiers as we went. Whispers and stares followed us, but none of the grunts conjured up enough courage to actually speak to us. We passed more soldiers and curious onlookers as we arrived at an iron portcullis closed gate. “I didn’t even know this ancient thing still worked.” Princess Lilly marveled as a pair of privates set about working the wheel to raise the iron grating clearing the way for us. “A real old Britain feel for my last day.” She muttered as walked along ancient cobblestone through a tunnel constructed of one continuous gothic arch past a sign marked “Torture at the Tower, discover more about the chilling history of torture in the lower Wakefield tower” with an arrow pointing in the direction we had just come.

Beyond this lay a dilapidated wall of nearly Roman era construction which stood out in contrast to the elegant, Tudor era construction of the other buildings. We followed up a short staircase and passed through more cobblestone squares as larger crowds began to draw in near to us. A group of soldiers came alongside us and took up defensive positions around the princess and myself as we pushed through the crowd. I expected chanting and screaming, but there was nothing save for the hum of conversation matched with occasional cries of surprise. One eager young woman shrieked out, “Princess, just join us, you don’t have to die!” as we passed. Lilly did not even dignify the scream with so much as a glance. We finally arrived at another square, in the distance one of the towers of tower bridge could be seen although one side of it bore blackened damage from mortar fire. We could almost smell the fabled scent of the Thames river as we climbed a hastily constructed wooden platform which bore all the trappings of a gallows save for no noose. Rather it had framing timbers nailed into a pair of triangular structures at least twenty feet tall from which a series of ropes hung suspended through a system of pulleys and eyes.

Here a throng of women, tens of thousands, had gathered in tightly packed screaming and yelling. A roaring cheer went up from the crowd as we climbed, and I glanced across the crowd. A triple line of soldiers clad in camouflage stood near the front holding back the women. Apparently Lorncraft had deemed fit to spread the word that red would be the color of the day as I looked out across a sea of women clad in red sweaters, dresses, and all manners of red clothing. About this ocean of red were the occasional soldier, a dot of green camouflage in the ocean of red.

“What’s that for?” Lilly asked me quietly eyeing the triangular structures. “It’s just for displaying your body after you’re dead.” She shivered but I gripped her arm tightly saying “Don’t think about it. Look.” I nodded and she followed my gaze.

A pair of Challenger 3 tanks sat a little way back in the crowd and between these, sat a half-track army truck. In the bed of it sat the golden, high-backed coronation chair of England. The elegant wood-carved lions for its feet, the triangular back decorated with crenulations made the fact that the priceless artifact from the thirteenth century had its location in the back of an army truck all the more dissonant in its appearance. Even more blasphemous was the occupant. A black patch covered the left-hand eye socket of Lorncraft’s face while her grey hair rose within a sharp, militaristic crewcut. She wore black slacks, a red blouse, and a navy-blue military blazer over the top of her blouse.  There may have been a time in which Lorncraft’s face could have been considered beautiful or inspiring, but years of brutality had twisted her thin lips into a permanent sneer which looked almost ghoulish against the taught, starved skin of her thin and wiry frame. It was hard to believe that the despotic lunatic before me had been the same, pretty young woman to have once graced the cover of “Forbes” magazine as an up-and-coming American billionaire, but names don’t lie, and this was the very same Tricia Lorncraft.

Madly enough, clustered around Lorncraft were a professional camera crew covering both Lorncraft herself as well as the execution from a multitude of angles with full television cameras. If I had been clearer of mind, I would have waved to everyone watching BBC 1 during my fifteen minutes of fame there on stage.

Across a sea of screaming women, and alongside her executioner on the day of she would be tortured to death, Lilly stared down her one-eyed enemy. Suddenly the screams reached an even more fevered pitch and we realized we were not alone on stage. Four soldiers carried prince Louis, naked and beaten with his mouth covered by a black leather gag and a bleeding hole where his left eye used to have been. Lilly gasped and clasped her hands over her mouth as she saw his left leg flop along turned backwards just below the knee where it had been broken and his right arm hung limply and sharply turned out of socket as the four women dumped his body onto the stage where he lay. I half suspected he was already dead, but I heard a muffled whimper of a scream as they dropped him, and he writhed slightly in agonizing pain as tears fell from his remaining eye.

Lilly started to take a step towards him, but I gripped her shoulder saying, “you can’t save him.” She looked back at me with her eyes wide and terrified. Lorncraft raised her right hand in a fist and silence fell over the crowd with terrifying speed. All the women of the square stared at us with singular purpose and lethal intentionality. I shivered feeling a chill run down my spine. “You’ll have your chance to speak to Lorncraft.” I said as Lorncraft rose from the coronation chair.

“Behold, the last of the house of Windsor!” She cried raising both hands. The women cheered and screamed “Down with the Patriarchy!” and “Death to the Kingdom!” for a few moments before Lorncraft silenced them once again.

She looked to Prince Louis first and then to Princess Lilly. It felt as if her one good eye, full of steel and hate, burned deep into my soul and I looked away and pretended to tend to the dress.

“Let no woman say, I lack for mercy. Even now, Princess Lilly, you may receive mercy. Even now, you can save yourself from that dress beside you and take place within my Queendom.” Lorncraft’s words cut through the air like flying lead and yet still bore the sickly venomous flavor of a serpent. “you’re on your own.” I whispered bowing my cowardly head as Lilly took a step forward and tossed her head back.

“You offer me mercy in exchange for slavery?”

“No.” Lorncraft said calmly. This drew my attention and she spread her arms saying “even simpler. You may live on in my Queendom as a common citizen with no debt, no quarrel, no hindrance from your past. You may join your sisters here in the throng if you please and watch as we dispatch the prince. Afterwards, you are free to go and live your life as you please knowing that you will never be princess of any land ever again.”

“Interesting offer. Though I quite suspect there is something from me that you want more than anything I can get from you.”

Lorncraft scoffed and a smattering of chuckles went up from the crowd which Lilly ignored. “What could I possibly want from you?” Lorncraft sneered.

“Two words.”

Lorncraft squinted her good eye at us as Lilly continued saying “For these two words, you have spilled blood on our beaches, you have slaughtered us on the landing grounds, you have rained mortar fire upon our fields, burned our corpses in our streets and bombed us on the hills.” Lorncraft shifted uneasily at Lilly’s words as the crowd began to murmur amongst themselves quietly.

“And so now you shall have it. The two words you have fought so hard to hear from my lips.”

Lilly swallowed hard and spoke…

“You win.”

Lorncraft blinked in surprise as a hush fell over the square.

It felt so…

…anticlimactic.

Lilly looked to the camera and continued, “To any United Kingdom military units remaining loyal to the crown, do not lose your lives in vain. A feat unfathomable since the time of the Roman emperors has been accomplished and the United Kingdom is no more. The war is over. Britania has lost.”

She turned to Lorncraft, and her eyes narrowed as she continued in a patronizing tone, “So there you have it. Congratulations, Lorncraft. You have destroyed the UK. You must be quite proud of yourself.”

Lorncraft’s face reddened as her lips pealed back in a sneer as she replied “stupid girl living off tax dollars and fairy tales. I liberated the women of the United Queendom and...” Lorncraft’s voice trailed in an unsure fashion as she continued, “…some of the former Kingdom’s smaller colonies as well.”

Lilly may be the one to bleed today, but I as well as every woman in that square saw it. Lilly’s words to Lorncraft had just drawn first blood. Lorncraft’s subtle stammering belayed the uncomfortable fact that her glorious revolution had been nowhere near as successful in most other places, including her home country of America where it fizzled out in the face of compromise between men and women. 
 

“And now what?” Lilly snapped back.

“What do you mean ‘now what?’”

“Now what? What are you going to do now that the war is over? You heard it from my own mouth that you have won? Congratulations. However, it is far easier to burn, shoot, and bomb than it is to build, grow, and administrate. You clearly have talent for destruction, but rarely can those who thirst for blood successfully govern. Sure, you brutally conquered the UK, but what makes you think you can rule this land?”

“I was running a fortune five-hundred company when you were in diapers, you little bitch!” shrieked Lorncraft as the crowd of women gasped and looked back and forth between Lorncraft and Lilly. Muttering and muted conversations spread through the gathered women, and I trembled. Lilly had struck a nerve both in Lorncraft and in everyone gathered there. A tiny shard of Lorncraft’s impenetrable armor had just flaked off, and the mutterings of the crowd threatened to reverse the fortunes of the two women. The war had just ended, officially speaking less than thirty seconds ago, and naturally every woman had either a rifle slung over her back or a pistol in her belt. Sure, Lorncraft had her army, but who knows how reliable that could be when my own ‘loyalty’ to Lorncraft hung on the shred of my cowardice. I started plotting an escape route for getting the princess over to a group of disgruntled looking women talking angrily nearby.

Lorncraft took a deep breath and let it out before sitting back down on the throne saying, “my mercy is not infinite. Do you accept life or death?”

Lilly replied, “if the life you are offering is to continue breathing in whatever desolate hellscape you turn this once proud land into, then I quite consider dancing in a dress full of razor blades to be less painful.”

“Kill them both!” Lorncraft growled out and the crowd cheered once again.

“I’m so sorry.” I whispered to Lilly as I drew in close to her.

“It’s okay.” She replied while trembling. Her skin glistened with sweat and her hands shook as I clutched them in my own. I flexed my fingers hard without truly squeezing so that, by all appearances, I would be roughly handling her although I truly worked to ease her nerves.

“At least I got to tell that slag the truth before I die. Now all I have left to do is die. Dying is quite easy, is it not?”

“I wish I had a fraction of the courage you have.” I answered.

Her eyes turned fierce as she said quickly, “Don’t! Otherwise, they’ll sew up a second dress of razors for you as well.” She grabbed my shoulders and we looked intimately into each other’s eyes as she said, “You’re a good woman. When the tidal wave of blood from the throne of this usurper has ebbed, the kingdom will need good women like you to rebuild what’s left of it. Stay alive for that hope. Understand?”

“I’ll try.”

She smiled and continued, “You’ll succeed. God knows a Welsh woman like you can survive anything.” We laughed together before she continued, “I would ask you to kill me quick, but we both know that isn’t going to happen.”

“I…uh… need to strip you.”

“I quite understand. No dignity in execution I suppose. Should I pose in stocks for the crowd so they can throw rotten vegetables at me before I die?”

“They hardly care about you.” I answered seeing the other executioners setting about on Prince Louis. Between a bonified member of the male patriarchy, and a stubborn woman who chose the wrong side of the war, the crowd was infinitely more eager to see Louis die. I quietly turned her around to face away from me and unzipped the back of her dress. She glanced over at Loius who had been dragged to the front of the stage. He whimpered as one of the female executioners shockingly knelt down before him and pulled up his flaccid cock bending over. “Surely she isn’t doing what I think she’s doing.” Lilly muttered as I slid the dress off her body. The sight of her pale, lithe naked body out in this brutal public platform felt blasphemous and heretical. The conditions had done nothing to dim her beauty, and the fact that I would soon destroy this beautiful body of hers brought grief to my heart. I wanted badly to cover her back up, in her own dress, and take her off stage. Of course, I also wanted to put a few rounds through the back of Lorncraft’s skull, but I did stand charged by a royal princess to stay alive. Lilly turned towards me demurely covering her breasts with her hands. I purposefully stood between her and the crowd as best I could to offer her what privacy I could afford. I looked over at Loius as well and blinked in shock as the woman brought his cock into her mouth and began suckling it.

“What the bloody fuck?” I muttered in confusion. He clearly did not enjoy his suckling as he writhed and moaned trying to push her away with his one good hand as the other two executioners rolled out a miniature guillotine which had become quite infamous by this point in the war.

“Stop taking the fucking piss, Corporal. Get her in that bloody dress!” I heard the shout off from the side and I turned to see Sargent Kelly glaring at me from alongside the stage.

I nodded and hastily folded her blue dress setting it down carefully to the side as Sarge shouted “What the bloody fuck you doing? If they think you’re wasting time this crowd will rip you to shreds, Corporal. Get on with it!”

“Sorry, I’m delaying you.” Lilly whimpered.

“I’m sorry too.” I said as I trembled in terror. I gritted my teeth and lay the dress open in front of her saying “step into it.” She trepidatiously tried placing a foot into the middle of white cloth and glittering steel but instead steppe don my own toe instead saying, “I’m sorry to step on your foot, it was not on purpose.” I nodded and helped guide her foot into the middle of the dress saying, “I quite know.”

She drew a deep breath and continued, “I can do this.” She looked into my eyes and pulled away her arms saying, “let them see me.”

“Are you quite sure?”

“I should not die a coward.”

I stepped aside and placed her hands comfortably down on either side of her body as she stared out impassively at the crowd. I could see more than a few eyes tracing along her body with a faint twinge of sadness at the form that should soon suffer in blood and then be no more.

“I’m ready.” She said, quietly.

I gingerly lifted it over her body trying my best to not touch her with the razor blades as I went knowing full well that it soon wouldn’t matter as I could not protect her forever.

I carefully brought the dress up onto her chest and she whimpered as the first blades bit into her skin. I grabbed her hand and guided it into one sleeve. She looked at me with stark terror in her eyes and I whispered to her “we’ll do it together on the count of three.”
 

“One

Two

Three.”

She screamed in agony as I pushed her arm into the razor-blade embedded sleeve of the dress. She crumpled against me sobbing as I shushed her saying “Deep breaths. Deep breaths.”

“No one said dying wouldn’t hurt.” She muttered. She looked at me with her eyes watering as she said, “but I’m too weak to hold tongue.”

“You can be weak now. You showed your strength already.”

She nodded. Already splotches of red spread across the dress across her right arm which I had pushed into the sleeve of the dress as blood dripped slowly from the cuff. My eyes trailed along these. In a merciful world the cuts would bleed her out quickly, same as slitting one’s wrist, but the cloth of the dress itself served to both bandage and inflict the wounds at the same time, such that her life would last longer than if she had simply been slashed in a normal fashion.

“One more arm. We can do this.” I said to her trying to sound as supportive as I could while murdering a princess.

She sniffed back a tear and said, “give me music, please. Anything to drown the terror.”

I nodded and sang back to her quietly “Mae bys Meri-Ann wedi…”

I pushed her hand into the sleeve and sang louder as she shrieked “…brifo!”

Both arms of the dress grew red as I stepped around behind her. I had just said, “Mary-Ann hurt her finger” in Welsh, but Lilly had hurt a great deal more than her finger. 

She watched through tears over at Louis as his cock grew hard in the executioner’s mouth despite his best efforts. The women lifted him up propping his broken body against the so-named ‘peckertine’ forcing his erect cock into the slot beneath the blade. A countdown thundered from the crowd before one executioner gave a dramatic pull of the cord dropping the blade severing cock from man. It flopped bloodily to the stage floor where one guard snatched it up and waved it in the air to the screaming crowd. Lilly bowed her head as Louis crumpled body lay on the ground bleeding from his crotch. A pool of blood spread beneath him.

“He’ll bleed out quickly, okay.” I whispered reassuringly to her. She nodded weakly. “Faster than I will, won’t he?”

“Yes. Take a few more breaths. These will be the last ones which won’t hurt. I have to tighten your bodice next.”

She nodded saying “I can feel the blades against my chest and belly. God, I’m terrified of what they will feel like pressed into me.”

“Scream as much as you need to. Okay?”

“Okay.”

“I’ll sing again.”

“Okay.”

“A Dafydd y gwas ddim yn…”

I pulled the laces on the back of the dress tight driving blades into her chest and torse from all directions at once. I sang out “…iach.” The word was lost, however, in the blood-curdling scream Lilly shrieked out and collapsed. This drew the attention of the crowd who looked at us for the first time in her execution. As the other executioner’s strung Louis up on the frame where he hung limply, presumably unconscious from shock and pain, though hopefully dead for his sake, I lifted Lilly back up to her feet. Poppy-red florets of blood swelled all over the dress now crimped tight against her body and tears streamed down her face as she whimpered at me mutely. I looked over her shoulder at where the other executioners reached up from under Louis’s body as he hung from a series of straps wrapped around his arms, torso, and neck tying him to the frame. They tied his broken legs out spread apart and one produced a bayonet which she used to crudely cut away at his bloody crotch bringing only the faintest flinch from his body and a weak flow of blood as his balls fell neatly into her hands. She threw these into the crowd with screams of delight as she wiped the blood from his crotch across her face before wiping it on the faces of her fellow executioners in the tradition of ‘bloodying.’ Likewise, I saw several women in the audience wiping bits of blood from the disembodied balls on their cheeks before passing them along.

“It’s okay. I know you can’t speak without pain.” I said to her. She nodded and winced as even this move shot pain through her body. I grabbed up one hand of hers and slid her other hand up onto my arm felling her hot, wet blood soak into my camouflage fatigues. Ruined uniform was the least of my worries as she whispered, “I can’t dance.”

“I understand. Just like we practiced, okay?”

“Oh god no.” She whimpered as she sniffed staring down across the bloody red dress.

“Look at me.” I said to her, and she lifted her head to look at me. “You’re the strongest, bravest, most beautiful woman I have ever met. I will never forget you. And…” I swallowed hard and continued “I love you, Lilly. You are my princess and always will be.”

I saw her face soften at my words. She even gave a small smile as a tear formed under my eye at the tragic view of her. “If we’re going to do anything dramatic, it has to be soon while you’re still healthy enough to even attempt it.”

“Spin me.” Lilly whispered as her eyes turned fierce and she continued, “let these bitches know how a proper royal dies.”

“Aye.” I said quietly.

Her feet staggered a bit as I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her through a spin dance move bringing a gasp of shock from the crowd. Her face reddened and she ground her teeth together as her dress fully came to live up to its name turning full crimson from her blood. Despite this, she bravely held her silence and to the gathered crowd it appeared as if she were dancing not only to death but doing it well. I pulled her back into me, and she whimpered in pain as I pulled her in close wrapping my arm around her pulling tight shifting my hips back and forth feeling her body weakly pantomime my motions as she sobbed leaning her head against my shoulder.

“This should kill you quicker.” I said to her as she gagged lightly while I tightened my grip against her and felt her hot blood soak through my fatigues and slick across my own skin. She made no attempt to reply, and I expected none from her. I looked out across the crowd who stared at me now falling into a strange silence which contrasted sharply against the screams and cheers of Louis’s death. I knew she couldn’t ask for it, but figured she would like some music as she dies so I sang Sosban Fach as we danced. I sang loud enough for the crowd to hear.

“What the fuck is she saying?” Lorncraft growled and I sang it out louder drawing several others from the crowd into the song. Lorncraft snapped her head back and forth in agitation before waving over an aide who probably explained the concept of Wales to that stupid American bitch.

I resisted the urge to cry out something counter-revolutionary in Welsh, instead simply continuing my song as I felt Lilly grow weaker and weaker in my arms until her legs buckled and I merely dragged her limp body through our crude pantomime of a dance. I looked down into her face as she had collapsed against me with her arms simply dangling over my own as I held her in a bear hug. Her eyes fluttered and she gave me one final smile before her eyes closed and her body dropped heavy in my arms.

I stopped my song and sighed muttering “thank god it’s over.” I gently set her body down onto the execution platform into the same pool of blood which had spread around us during our dance.

“Tie her up!” Sargent Kelly hissed at me, and I looked over at her with a sad stare. The executioners who had by now finished their work on Louis came over to me and said “Aye, we’ll help you get the bitch mounted.”

I said nothing as they lifted Lilly up from the ground. In quick succession, they untied the back of her dress and stripped her out of the horrible device revealing her body, stained with blood and covered with deep, angry gashes over her entire flesh save for her face, hands, and a bit by her feet. Blood seeped from her slowly as they lifted her bloody corpse onto the frame and tied her arms and legs to it letting her dangle naked and mutilated before the eyes of the crowd. I watched quietly feeling her sticky blood congeal across my own clothing and skin. “At least she’s dead.” I whispered before seeing her chest move as she gave a shuddering gasp of a pained breath. A trickle of liquid, which was not blood, drizzled out from between her legs as her head flopped forward weakly while urine spread across the floor beneath her in one final, disgusting act.

Lorncraft gave an insidious laugh. That disgusting, shrill noise cut through my soul like a razor.

I turned and bolted from the stage wrapping my own blood-soaked hands over my face as I burst right past Sargent Kelly and shoved my way through guards and crowd alike until I came to a small enclave in a private corner away from crowds and executions, dictators and dead royals, men and women, guns and bombs, soldiers and civilians, towers and platforms, just…

…away.

I crouched and sobbed for a few minutes.

“Corporal!” I heard the shout from behind me and turned my head to see Sargent Kelly laying chase. 

“Fuck off!” I screamed at her and ran down through side-streets and thoroughfares. I didn’t have a destination in mind just… away. Buildings and people blurred past me as I ignored the staring confused eyes. Women in the streets watched a blood-soaked soldier maniacally sobbing as she sprinted past them. Most pulled back and several turned to see who I ran from, likely seeing Sargent Kelly hot on my heels.

I came to the bank of the Thames. Ignoring all caution and common sense I stumbled into the dank, muddy water dunking my body into it and splashing the cold, smelly draft across my face and skin feeling the sticky, cloying layer of blood slowly washing away from my clothing and flesh.

“Corporal.”

The word cut through the air, and I turned to see Sargent Kelly. She stared at me with a look that felt unreadable as we stared at one another. She had a submachine gun slung over her shoulder, but she watched me quietly without making a move to use it. The pregnant pause pushed down upon us as heavy as a five-hundred-pound bomb before I finally sputtered out, “I didn’t want to die with her blood on my hands.”

Kelly blinked at me in surprise.

“So, what’s it going to be. You shoot me here and let my body float down river or take me up to the square and kill me for entertainment.” I hissed out at her.

Sargent Kelly shook her head and said, “neither.”

She shifted and I saw she held the blue dress of Lilly under one arm. She eyed me closely and frowned saying, “I just got the letter that command created a composite team volunteered for a special assignment. Your name is on the volunteer list.”

“You expect me to go on some fucking suicide mission for you? Fuck off! I already killed the god-damn princess. Just shoot me now.”

“It’s not a suicide mission!” Kelly barked back. I blinked at her feeling dirty water drip down my face and limbs as my rancid uniform dried in the soft breeze. I looked past Kelly and saw two civilian women draw near peering at us curiously. Kelly glanced over her back at them and said “…fucking gawkers. Corporal, get out of the Thames so we can discuss this like adults.”

I wandered, bloody, sopping wet, and shell-shocked along behind Kelly as we made our way through the streets. One eager young woman grabbed my limp arm up and pumped it in an eager handshake. Her wide smile stretched across sharp, polished teeth like those of a shark as she said “bloody good show, killing that princess. Saw the whole thing on the Telly this morning. You sure taught that patriarchal bitch a lesson.”

I didn’t even reply as I looked at her blearily before mumbling something and stumbling forward behind Kelly.  An elderly woman clapped my back and held me close for a second before pulling away realizing I left a smear of river soil and blood on her white blouse. “Aye, quite bloodied you got there, innit? None more of that royal shit now I say. Bet you can tell your granddaughters about the day you killed the princess now.”

I bowed my head and trudged on enduring congratulations and accolades for the worst thing I had ever done in my life. A group of screaming teenage girls mobbed me, grabbing me all over. For a moment I thought my life would soon be over. Many a man had succumbed to such an act of finding himself surrounded by teenage girls, perhaps feeling an inkling of hope in his heart for some sexual release, before one of the girls produces a knife and the bloody lot of them set about penetrating his body instead of the other way around. The girls had no violence for me in mind, however, save only excitement at having seen my now disgustingly famous face on the Telly. I now knew why executioners wear a hood and it doesn’t have a damn thing to do with their victims as Kelly shooed the girls away before dragging me along back to the barracks.

The tone on base was significantly muter than it was on the street and I lacked the celebrity status. Those whose job is to kill are much less impressed by the theatrics of torture and terror than the masses who merely watch it on the telly.

4.

The barracks were deserted when Kelly and I entered. She shoved me into a large shower room setting her gun off to the side. Concrete posts stretched floor to ceiling bearing a series of spray nozzles overlooking putrescent green tiles and gape-staring floor drains. Had I not showered in this room hundreds of times before? How does it look so odious now? Even the buzz of the fluorescent lights overhead filled me with an urge to shatter them and scream.

I slumped against one wall and Kelly stepped in close to me. She had tossed her gun aside back in the barracks as well as stripped off her jacket, now wearing her thin vest and pants. She was a large, burly woman with muscles firm from months spent on the training grounds. She had shoulders so wide as to look like a short man with a shock of bright, Scottish red hair tied up in a set of braided pigtails behind her head. She looked down at me for a bit before saying, “Do I need handle you like a child?”

“No, Sargent.” I replied. A small smile spread across her face as she cocked her head to the side and reached in under my chin unbuttoning my fatigue jacket.

“Good. The princess looked positively glowing before you put that dress on her. Fancy any idea how that could be?”

“None, Sargent.” I replied robotically.

I felt her further opening my jacket with a sinister leer forming across her lips as she continued “Oh, I think you know quite a bit. Spent the night with that girl you did. Other executioners spent their nights with the prince. You could see how they spent their night with him in the odd bends of his legs and arms. But for you… oh… you, Corporal Lewis…”

Sargent pulled me in, and I felt her hot breath on my face as she continued “I could see how you spent the night with the princess by the look on her face. Girls don’t glow like that when their fannys are dry. So, you want to tell me why the princess had the afterglow of sex on her face, and you were prissing about with her like she was your bloody fucking prom date?”

I looked her dead in the eyes and replied “no.”

She drew back her hand into a fist and I braced myself for a punch before she lowered her hand and said “Aye, would be a waste of such beauty.” I felt her grab my chin squeezing my face tight as she leaned in close to me saying, “lucky you’re a pretty girl. That gives me better things to do with this cute face of yours than to use it for punching practice.” I shuddered as she let my face go. I absently felt her working her way down grabbing the button on my pants and undoing it before unzipping the crotch of my fatigues.

I shivered and cowered back clutching my hands around my body as she stripped my pants off leaving them crumpled about my ankles before standing up and pinning me against the wall again.

“Is this fucking rubbish your special assignment?” I asked bitterly.

“No. That’s special assignment is bloody real and something else. They are taking you away from my command. We won’t ever see each other again.”

I glared at her spitting out, “bloody good.”

Her mouth twitched slightly as she continued, “there’s something I’ve been wanting to do to you ever since I laid eyes on this tight little body and sparkling blue eyes of yours. I don’t normally go for a Welsh girl, prissy little things the lot of you are, but I’m never going to get a chance like this again. Of all the women of the Queendom, I’m the only one who gets to shag the princess’s executioner. Now be a good girl, and nothing bad will happen to ye. Mum’s my word on what you did with the princess last night and in exchange mum is your word on what I do to you now. I’m going to wash you up first. I don’t want to shag a girl who smells like the fucking Thames.”

She reached over and turned on one of the nozzles sending up a spray of hot water nearby. She looked back at me and waited a moment before blurting out, “well, you going to make me do everything?”

“You’re the one raping me.” I hissed back.

She rolled her eyes saying “No I’m not. I’m just… blackmailing you into sex. It’s… different... Bloody rubbish! Just because sex wasn’t your idea, doesn’t mean you get to lay there like a fucking whitefish while I do all the work. Come on with it, get your bloody clothes off.”

She started taking off her own pants before continuing more softly, “it is bloody rotten this can’t be under better circumstances though. I would have loved to take you for a girlfriend. I would have danced at a pub with you, walked along the shore, laughed as we sang along to our favorite music…” I snorted at her as I tugged my shoes off and she continued, “I hear you. I hear you. I know that you’re out of my league. A beautiful woman like you can get any girl she wants.”

She finished stripping off her clothing and now stood before me naked. Her abdomen boasted faint abs while her breasts hung small as a man’s pecs. A faint triangle of red cunt hair clung to her crotch like a crab, and her thighs rippled with muscle.  She helped strip my shirt off lifting it over my head leaving me bare and vulnerable with both our clothing laying sopping wet on the floor. A tell-tale hue of pink flowed from my clothes to the drain as the spray of the shower overhead washed away more of Lilly’s blood.

Sargent Kelly leaned in close to me and placed a hand on my shoulder as I flattened my back against the cold, tiled wall. “Taking your body like this is a sad consolation prize for me, compared to the relationship that I really wanted with you, but beggars and choosers and all that. You probably would have rejected me for some pretty little blonde thing anyhow, so I’ll just have to settle for what parts of you I can get.”

I sighed and said, “Sarge, I’ve had a really bad day. Is there any chance I can talk you out of raping me?”

She leaned in close and whispered, “No, Beca. You can’t.”

I shuddered and nodded. Brutality is the only language spoken in the Queendom and the fact that I did not yet sport a swelling eye or broken nose proved that Sarge spoke no lie. She did legitimately like me, at least enough to not beat me to a bloody pulp.

“Open your lips, girl. Give me a kiss.” Sarge commanded.

Reluctantly, I obeyed feeling her lips press against my own. I kissed rather unenthusiastically before feeling her tongue penetrate into my mouth. I looked up into her eyes and she shifted them upwards a bit and back down again in a ‘come-on’ gesture. Obediently, I suckled on her tongue lapping at it with my own as I felt her warm body slide in pressing firmly against mine as she lifted a hand to my cheek laying the flat of it across there for a moment before breaking the kiss.

“Oh, good girl. No wonder that princess couldn’t keep her lips of you.” Kelly gasped out. She leaned in and pressed her forehead against my own as I felt her shift her hips pressing them against my abdomen with the thin, wiry hairs of her crotch tickling my own skin as she said intimately “see, corporal, no reason for you to get hurt, understand? You’re going to be safe with me here. No one in the fucking Queendom is going to miss Lorncraft’s afterparty parading about the corpses of those royals. You just keep kissing like that, and you’ll be fine. Understand?”

I swallowed hard and replied “Quite.”

“You don’t have to be afraid.” Sarge said firmly. I looked up into her eyes and she said in an oddly reassuring manner “It’s okay. I can’t get you pregnant or any rubbish like that. You just do this today and you’ll be fine.”

“Why are you telling me this?” I asked.

Kelly blinked in surprise, looked off for a second, then back to me saying, “I don’t want to take you completely by force.”

“Quite the job of it you’re doing though.” I scoffed back.

“You didn’t want to kill that princess.” She countered.

“That’s different.”

“Aye, but she not only let you do it, but she participated. She did her own little pirouette before succumbing to blood loss.”

“I was forced to kill the princess against my will. No one is forcing you to rape me.”

“Quite off it then with that word. What I’m saying is if the princess can go along with her own bloody death, you can go along with having a casual little shag with me instead of sobbing and struggling the whole bloody time.”

I took this in quietly and she pulled me in close wrapping me up in a tight hug pressing us skin-to-skin and I felt her heart pounding quickly in her chest from the anticipation and terror of taking me. She whispered in my ear saying, “I promise you won’t be hurt. None of that spanking or choking rubbish. Just a nice little shag.”

I felt her hand slide down across my buttocks and down around the side of my thigh before she reached in between us spreading my labial lips open and sliding a finger in between grazing my clit and making my body tighten in response.

“Shhh…” She said as she started massaging me softly “I can be tender.” She whispered before continuing “All I want is the experience of it with you. Don’t hurt that beautiful head of yours with worries about why this is happening, how you came to be here, or what you should do. Just have a sweet little casual shag and don’t overthink it.”

“Okay.” I whispered back.

She smiled and kissed me again before releasing her hold on my pussy and pulling me forward into the spray of water saying, “let’s get cleaned up, girl.”

It felt odd to quietly go along with Sargent Kelly, but I felt I had as little choice as I had of future. Princess Lilly’s final order to me, to survive, rang in my ear. Her words regarding the tide of blood and its flow felt oddly appropriate as I stared at my feet watching the pinkish waters flow out from my own body and down the drain. Kelly busied herself fiddling about with soap and a scrub pad cleaning our bodies as I quietly awaited the tide of blood to ebb. Time turned the water to suds with an irate little slap at the back of my head from Kelly who barked at me to stop dawdling and making her do everything which made me sullenly begin rubbing the soap and scrubber across my own skin washing away what remained of Lilly’s blood from my body. She then handed me one of the cheap plastic razors the army seemed fond of issuing to soldiers. Likely these things worked quite well on a man’s face, but they were bloody rubbish for a woman’s legs. Still, I mindlessly went through the routine of shaving my legs and armpits as I did for morning showers.

I watched Kelly’s body, my unwanted destiny, as I washed myself. I suppose she wouldn’t be considered absolutely hideous, a taught, fit, strong woman to be sure and her presence made my heart flutter in fear, not desire. Scarcely twenty-four hours had passed since I reluctantly accepted my sapphic role to soothe the princess and now I would be doing it again with another woman. I pondered how both of them had spoken of my amazing beauty.

Beauty?

What use is beauty to a woman in the United Queendom? What would I do with beauty… beguile a man? Find a husband? What men remained alive were either in hiding or prison camps.

Then what?

Use my beauty to arouse women? Fine lot of trouble that has gotten me into so far. The very parts of me I gifted to Lilly as a token of my patriotic love for her, were now going to be stolen by this Scottish skank.

I felt her grab my shoulder roughly and give it a shake. “Are you quite falling asleep on me?” Kelly grunted out.

“No, Sir.” I replied.

“Sir?”

“I mean… no, Sargent.”

I turned to face her, and she turned off the spray of water leaving us standing there on the tile floor both dripping wet with our hair matted down about our heads. Suddenly the world shifted and spun about me as Kelly swept her arm under my legs bringing a scream to my throat which cut off as soon as I felt her other arm slide in behind my neck. I stared at her wide-eyed and terrified but mutely silent as she cradled me in her arms lifting my body as easily as if she hoisted a small bag of potatoes. As my shock and terror wore off, I let my face fall back to the same despondent stare I had worn the entire shower as I stared off quietly.

“Tsk, tsk, I had quite hoped that would impress you. You’re quite light-weight, you know. I could easily carry you about all day like a handbag.”

The tile and showers moved about us as she carried me back into the main barracks room where luxuriant racks of stretch-cloth cots covered with scratchy green sheets awaited the arrival of my body so Kelly could have her way with it.

“That was a compliment, if’n you weren’t listening.” Kelly said.

“I understand, Sargent.” I replied quietly.

“Bah!” She bellowed with a scowl at me which drew my eyes back to her face. She chastised me saying, “what is that? ‘I understand, Sargent’… rubbish! You’re acting like I’m putting you through calisthenics on the practice field.”

“I’m doing what you told me to do. What more do you want?”

“Go easy with it, Lewis. That’s what. Put your arm around my neck, talk to me like a normal person, maybe even crack a smile on that stiff face of yours. I know you can smile I’ve seen it before. It bloody brightens up a room. Lighten up a little.”

“I just tortured the princess of Windsor to death and now I’m about the be raped by my commanding officer. What part of that sounds ‘light’ to you…” I hissed back at her before finishing with a bitterly curt “…Sargent.”

She snorted and flopped me down onto one of the cots. As I flailed catching and balancing myself on the cot she said “again with that rape nonsense. It’s quite an attitude you have there.”

“Did I not warn you that I was having a bad day?” I replied.

“Aye, but no reason to be a bloody killjoy about it.”

“Fine, I’ll make you a deal.” I replied.

She put her hands on her hips and jutted them out to one side asking, “what kind of deal?”

“Answer me one question and I’ll have sex with you with a smile on my face. I’ll be perky and cheerful and everything you want me to be. It will be fine acting on my part, but I’ll give you the experience you want. Get the question wrong and you stop bothering me with this nonsense and let me sulk my way through this wretched business like a sensible assault victim. Do we have a deal?”

Kelly shook her head and sighed saying “Bloody fine. Give me the question.”

“Do we have a deal?”

She frowned but stuck out a hand nonetheless and I gingerly took it in my own shaking it curtly. To her credit, she did not use the touch as an opportunity to torture the bones of my knuckles with her iron strength. She grumbled, “You make sex feel like haggling over a bag of bloody vegetables but, fine, we have a deal. Give me the question.”

“What is my first name?”

She scowled and looked off to the side thoughtfully.

“…and it’s not Corporal.” I continued sternly raising a finger at her.

“Mary?” She guessed.

I shook my head and replied “no.”

“Fuck! Give me another chance.” She growled out.

“No, no bloody tries. You’re prattling about relaxing and having fun with shagging you, and you don’t even know my first name. Let’s stop pretending that this is anything other than what it is. You are raping me.”

I rolled onto my back, propped up on my elbows and let my legs fall open leaving my core womanhood vulnerable as I continued, “And there’s nothing I can do to stop you so I’ll do whatever I have to for my own survival. I won’t struggle. I won’t scream. Just tell me what I have to do and I will do it.”

She sighed and sat down on the cot with a sad look on her face “you have quite a way of sucking the joy out of everything.”  I felt her eyes slide slowly across my body as I gave her a full, open, clean view of my crotch and breasts. She seemed to be drinking the view of me in. “what is your first name?” She asked quietly.

“Beca.” I replied.

She nodded saying, “that’s a pretty name. Well, get what I can, I suppose.”

She crawled in over me as our wet bodies quickly saturated the thin blanket beneath me and the cot protested beneath our combined weight. “I lost your game, but I’ll still be taking my consolation prize.” She muttered as I felt her powerful body slide in warmly between my legs as she lay across me. Her muscular abs compressed against my own smooth little tummy and her powerful arms fell into place on either side of my shoulders as I lay back letting her plant warm kisses on my lips. I returned her kisses, not daring to provoke her any further as I had promised to give her the sexual experience she desired from me in exchange for leaving me alive, unharmed, and no one the wiser as to my earlier privileges with Lilly. She worked her kisses down to my neck where she suckled, and I tilted my head back proffering up the vulnerable parts of me for her to play with. Any pleasure from the act felt sucked clean out of the moment, for I dared not let my mind traipse along soliloquys of submission or my heart warm to her presence in any meaningful way. She continued kissing along until she found comfort in suckling on my breasts for a bit. I lay there quietly feeling her warm lips and tongue play about with my nipples as I patiently glanced over at the clock pondering how long before she grew bored with my breasts and moved on. She came up from her suckling and said, “you do have a delicious and delightful body, bloody shame you’re so prissy about it.”

I didn’t dignify this complimentary insult with any answer. She crawled up onto her knees straddling herself over my midsection as she said “well, let’s see your tongue then.”

I stuck out my tongue and looked up at her feeling weirdly humiliated, but not quite as traumatized as I should feel from the experience. Perhaps the forced acts of my own hands during the morning had left me so hollow that assault, by comparison, felt a trivial matter. Just another bitch making me do what she wants me to do while I clung my soul onto Lilly’s words feeling grateful that she gave me the gift of such inspiration and simultaneously hateful that she wrecked my plans to suck down the suicide pill myself should things grow too unbearable.

“Lovely.” Kelly muttered with a small smile. She slid her body up and I smelled her mercifully fresh-cleaned flesh close in over top of me as she hovered her crotch over my face encasing my head with her legs. 


“Go on, give me a lick then.” She ordered. 

I began rhythmically bobbing my head drawing my tongue along her clitoris bringing a shout of delight from her mouth. “Bloody hell, you lick better forced than most girls do willing.” I felt her legs shake as she bucked about slightly over me with my bare, wet body feeling chill in the cool air of the barracks and my head hotly encased within her thighs and womanhood. “God fucking damn it! If I had married you I could have had this every night for the rest of my life. Sorry prize is a taste of the pie without eating the whole thing.” She muttered with her breath growing hoarse and ragged. I felt grateful that no response from my lips seemed necessary as my mouth was full of her pussy. I continued licking feeling her red pussy hair tickle my cheeks and nose. I neither sped nor slackened my pace and felt her womanhood grow hot beneath my tongue as her clit swelled with desire. A veritable flesh-quake shook about my head as I continued licking until her moans of appreciation grew into shouts of desire and finally devolved into animalistic screams of ecstasy as she orgasmed hard and violent over my head. To her credit, she did not sit her heavy body over my face bringing my life to a most undignified end. Instead, I licked her through to the end of her pleasure until she flopped down on the bed next to me shivering with pleasure.

“Let me hold you.” She said and I cuddled against her as she wrapped her arms around me. I felt her hot body slide against me with the terrifying, yet comforting sensation of her powerful muscles wrapped around me. We lay like that for quite some time, myself waiting patiently as she slowly proceeded through rolling down the other side of the mountain of pleasure.

After a while, I wiped the back of my mouth with my wrist seeing a few bits of her red pubic hair stick to the back of my hand. Disgusting, yes, but not the worst fate that could have befallen me by a long-shot.

“Satisfied?” I asked her. Despite having been forced into the situation, I did feel a bit of chilly appreciation for the fact that I had pleasured her so efficiently. I could neither place myself neatly in one box of either victim or femme fatale, so I straddled the categories in my mind quite grateful however that the hard part was now over.

“Quite not!” She protested, gasping slightly.

“The bloody fuck! Did I not just give you a proper licking?”
 

“Aye, but now it’s your turn.” She replied with a mischievous smile.

“Ah, fuck off!” I growled at her. I gestured towards her naked and still twitching body saying, “you got what you wanted.”

“Is that any way to talk to your commanding officer?”

“Not anymore. I’m being ditched on the allegedly not-a-suicide mission now. Whose my new CO by the way?”

“I’ll tell you… after I make you squeal and squirm.”

“Why? Why the fuck would you care about doing that? Are you just wanting round two? I can lick you again, if that’s what I have to do to feed your gluttonous slag fanny.” I spat back at her.

She placed a warm hand in the middle of my chest as her eyes turned sad and I noted a hint of empathy. I suppose I learned that day that the only thing worse than being sexually assaulted is when your attacker feels sorry for what is going to happen to you in the future. She continued “just… let me do this… please. It may be the last chance for pleasure you ever get.”

I said nothing, but I let my legs fall open in an unspoken invitation. Kelly flipped over on top of me and kissed her way down across my belly until she reached my pussy where I felt her warm mouth part my tender lips while her soft pink tongue caressed my clitoris. The instinctual groan left my lips, and I arched my back as the lizard part of my brain enjoyed the touch. Despite this, I didn’t feel any real pleasure or satisfaction at her touch. After several minutes of her trying her best, I realized I had to do the most woman-thing in all history and fake my orgasm. I pantomimed shaking my legs while vocalizing loudly, trying my best to reproduce the same actions of what I would feel had any part of this insane encounter been my idea. I pondered Lorncraft’s old promise that faking orgasms would be a thing of the patriarchal past under her rule, and yet here I lay play-acting my way through ecstasy while feeling nothing save for hollow anger within my heart.

After I reached my fake peak of pleasure and let my howls die in my throat Kelly lifted her head and muttered “bloody faker.”

“Am not!” I protested.

“Dry as a dessert and cold as the tundra. I’m not some stupid man shoving his cock into a hole he doesn’t understand.”

I frowned and she sighed sitting up and saying, “Your choice, I suppose. I did give you an honest effort. My tongue’s quite tired.”

“You can make me do what you want, but you can’t pleasure me by force.” I replied, quietly.

She looked down across my body sadly saying, “god you’re such a gorgeous girl. I would have loved you for a wife.” She reached and placed her hand on my thigh holding my leg firmly but gently. “I would have loved you like a wife. It would have been nothing like this. No threats, no fear, none of this bloody army rubbish. I would have cared for you so gently. I would have gotten to know you deeply.”

I knew I could shut her mouth with the simple words “I’m shanghaied” but also I stood under mandate by the princess to survive until the wave of blood had ebbed. Getting too talkative about my status as pressed to serve could bid ill for my life expectancy with a true zealot. I wasn’t fully sure if Kelly constituted as a true zealot, or if she was just a typical arsehole using the war to just be her own horrible self. In either case, uncomfortable questions about how many women I killed during the war protecting men could leave me in the position of sharing a cot with a woman on the opposite side of the war from me. I held my tongue and waited for her to end this lovey-dovey rubbish. She finally shrugged saying, “but, it will never be.”

“Am I allowed to know more about my volunteer position?”

“Aye, I got the letter here.”

She stepped over to the lockers and shuffled out a note saying “runner pushed it into my hands during the bloody execution. Said it was urgent to get you notified right away. Of course, I didn’t expect to chase you into the river over it. Though, not all was lost. It brought us here. Did it not?”

I said nothing instead focusing on reading the letter.

“United Queendom Military Memo: The Queenshire Project, Volunteer status”

I frowned as I saw a blank line with my name hastily scribbled above it.

“Know that Corporal Lewis is hereby volunteered to the Queenshire Project. She is to report to Waterloo railway station at 0700 tomorrow. The Queenshire Project is selected for unique individuals whose sacrifice for the good of the Queendom is appreciated in advance. This is a potentially hazardous project during which the volunteer will be exposed to the presence of men in a unique action performed outside the standard procedures of the Queenshire Military. In addition to standard kit, the volunteer should be prepared with civilian clothing, specifically a dress, as part of evaluating methods regarding the domestication of men for use by the Queendom. The Peace-Time Translational Subcommittee of Parliament (PTTSP) as well as Lorncraft herself will be directly overseeing the operation.”

“Domesticating men? PTTSP? What the bloody hell is this?” I shook my head. I looked at Kelly and continued, “a dress?” She picked up and waved Princess Lilly’s blue dress which I had taken off her this morning “Lucky you and the former princess are the same size. Would be a bloody shame to toss this elegant piece in the rubbish bin.”

I sighed and Sargent Kelly shrugged as she put a pair of panties on. She said, “The runner says Lorncraft asked your name during the execution and scribbled it down while you were dancing the princess.”

“Lorncraft… picked me… for this operation…during the most important execution in all of history?” I asked slowly in confusion.

“That’s what the runner said.”

I flipped the paper back and forth but found no further details, “how is this not a suicide mission if they appreciate my sacrifice in advance?”

“I think that’s just the sacrifice of being around hazardous men. The war is over though so they should be harmless enough.”

“Quite what they say.” I muttered before continuing “It doesn’t say who my CO is though?”

“Aye, it doesn’t. I asked the runner who was in charge…”

“Who did she say?”

“Lieutenant Frost.”

My blood ran cold at her words.

“Frost?”

“Aye.”
 

“The Lieutenant Frost?”

Sargent Kelly frowned lightly and placed a hand on my shoulder saying, “I’ll miss you.”

“I’ll miss me too.” I muttered staring at the memo in my hands.
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