








The Line of Succession 6:

God Save The…?




Harry F. Rey




Copyright © 2023 by Harry F. Rey

Cover design copyright © 2023 by Story Perfect Dreamscape




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission from the publisher. However, brief quotations may be reproduced in the context of reviews.




Editor: Craig Gibb

Proofreader: Margaret Larson







[image: ]




Published November 2023 by Deep Desires Press, an imprint of Story Perfect Inc.




Deep Desires Press

PO Box 51053 Tyndall Park

Winnipeg, Manitoba R2X 3B0

Canada




Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.







WIN FREE BOOKS!

Subscribe to our email newsletter to get notified of all our hot new releases, sales, and giveaways! Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter to sign up today!




Chapter 1







Bill sweated under the television lights. The Britain Today studio was a busy morass of cables and clipboards, of assistants and stars. He’d already been miked up, the thin black wires lashing him to the curved desk and the printed expanse of London washed in pastel colors as the backdrop. At any moment the news segment currently on air would finish, and Daisy Angus, the saber-toothed interviewer disguised as a sweet, perky Northern blonde, would begin her disemboweling of Bill live on Britain Today. An assistant producer had promised Bill water, but it had failed to materialize. Instead, headsetted assistants scurried between lumbering TV cameras, as rats might run between sleeping dragons. As soon as those cameras were turned on, it would be like waking those beasts, wondering if their mechanical jaws would breathe fire.

Bill had never been burned by journalistic fury. In fact, not very long ago, Bill had been the one to command dragon fire, burning whomever he wanted across the pages of what had once been Britain’s biggest tabloid newspaper, The Gazette. But the events of the last few years had raided and plundered his beloved Gazette, now left as a shell of its former glory. A barely literate rag of recycled viral pictures from the internet and a repository for press releases. Bill wished the powers that be had let his life's work die, instead of pulling the strings of the zombie paper like Frankenstein’s Pinocchio.

The decline and fall of Bill Honnington’s thirty-year tenure as editor-in-chief of The Gazette had begun one ordinary evening a few years back. The night before the royal twins, Prince James and Princess Alexandra (Bill cursed their names), had turned thirty. He remembered the moment with pristine clarity. Roger, his royal correspondent, had burst into his office with the scoop of the year. A rare voicemail message Roger had…procured from Prince James’ mobile phone. A message left by one Andrew Hodes, the long-time press secretary to James during the fifteen years James was heir apparent to his late grandmother Queen Victoria II. 

Bill remembered the odd grin on Roger’s face. Roger had been hacking the royals’ phones for years, and had written a steady stream of front-page worthy articles detailing Prince James’ penchant for big-breasted models on yachts and supposed Jacuzzi sex with starlets. Roger had even found ways to download laddish pictures swapped between James and his upper-crust Eton friends. James’ drinking shots from a Spanish actress’ G-strung buttocks or dallying around Monaco or Barbados with his best friend Andrew, storming private beaches as if the world was their Playboy Mansion. Yet, as Bill had learned, Prince James' Playboy life had all been a carefully crafted, and some might say overproduced, bare-faced lie. 

That voicemail years ago left on James’ phone by Andrew Hodes had been the chink in the armor that had changed everything. Not all at once, and not publicly either, not until James’ coming out much later. But Roger and Bill knew the secrets the royals kept. They knew Prince James was hiding his sexuality and had been for years. Even as the royals defrauded the public with lies that the Swedish princess Katyn was James’ girlfriend, Bill knew the truth. Even as Andrew worked for The Gazette, pumping out stories to support James and Katyn’s so-called relationship, Bill knew the truth. Even after a terrorist attack stole Katyn’s life, Bill knew the truth. Even as the police raided The Gazette and he’d been thrown into a cell and came face-to-face with MI5 director Lisa Mantis, Bill knew the truth. 

The powers that be said Bill had committed treason. They were ready to jail him for phone hacking. But what really irked the British establishment was the simple fact Bill knew the filthy truth about the royal family. The state covering up James and Andrew’s secret gay affair for God knows how long was the very least of it. The royal family had covered up a hell of a lot more than the fact their heir and now King had spent half his life as…what Bill's son Greg would call a “power bottom”. Or, as Bill had joked with Greg back when the two had been speaking, Britain's Next Top Bottom. 

But the TV was calling. The presenter, Daisy Angus, was shuffling her papers, blabbing to the nation with her kitchen-table extremism. Thick black cables swung like tails. The dragons with their single eye scopes swarmed around the sweltering lair that was the Britain Today studio. Snapping clipboards counted down the moments until the fiery lick of live TV would scald Bill’s skin. But all he could think about were the things he knew. James and Andrew were the least of it, the very least of it.

“It’s been a wild ride for our beloved monarchy these last few years, in’t it?” Daisy told the cameras. Bill perspired like Niagara. He’d held the evidence in his hands. The secret book by renowned Irish war reporter Liv Finnegan. “What with the canceled referendum on if we want one or t’other to be queen or king.” The book that detailed in all its gruesome glory the so-called Gaveston Protocols that the security agencies, the late queen, and the government had used to blow up Prince Richard’s helicopter, leaving Alexandra and James fatherless at only fifteen and thrusting James into the spotlight as heir. “Some of us are rightly saying, ‘Hold up, why even bother with having a king or queen at all?’” Where was Liv Finnegan? No one had given Bill an answer, not through any of this. She’d sat in his office, and she’d sold him her book proving that Prince Richard’s first wife wasn’t James and Alexandra’s mother, the commoner Princess Alice, but someone even more unsuitable. An undercover IRA agent turned royal mistress Calista Murphy, who had married Richard in secret and birthed the woman the world knew as nothing more than a royal cousin, Lizzie Windsor… “Joining me to discuss where the monarchy goes from here…” Where was Liv Finnegan? Would the British state really murder a journalist who had evidence the rest of the line of succession were nothing but…bastards? “Is the former editor of The Gazette…” Bill couldn’t breathe. He was locked in a nightmare he couldn’t leave. If he did, he would be killed. like Richard. Like Calista. Like Liv. “Recently ennobled by King James for his years of service to media, the Marquess of Essex, Lord William Honnington, good to have you with us.”

“Good to be here, Daisy, nice to be sitting on this side of the panel for once.”

“Well deserved after your years on Fleet Street, Lord Honnington. But please, tell Britain, is there a crisis in our monarchy?” Bill felt the saliva pooling in his mouth. He swallowed, and it at least quenched his dry throat.

“No, I don’t think our monarchy is in crisis. But I think it's right to say we have gone through many tragedies as a nation, tragedies which have undoubtedly affected His Majesty the King, and of course her royal highness, his sister. I mean, I’m old enough to remember the horrendous night we lost Prince Richard in a helicopter crash.”

“I was still in primary school.”

“Well, exactly, but even more recently we had the tragic death of Princess Katyn in a car bombing. I mean, for anyone to lose a loved one that way is horrendous, but just a few months later King James, who was Prince Regent at the time, lost his beloved grandmother, Queen Victoria, who had been a rock for the family, and for this nation, for over half a century. I mean, we’ve all been through a collective trauma. And I wouldn’t be surprised, Daisy, if we weren’t all suffering a little bit, as a nation, from some post trauma.”

“So, let me ask you, Lord Honnington,” Bill braced himself for the sharp edge of her incisors as Daisy tapped her painted nails against her cheek, “is that the cause of the referendum debacle? Collective post-trauma?”

“I wouldn’t call it a debacle, Daisy.”

“Wouldn’t you? Parliament passed an abdication act for James to sign. The former prime minister Zia Wajid all but pledged her allegiance to the idea of Alexandra as Queen, yet we ended up later that day with James as King.”

“Yes, and that’s why the royal family, in consultation with the government of the day, thought it wise to propose a referendum on who should be the next monarch.”

“Which was only canceled a few weeks from the vote and after millions of taxpayer pounds was spent on setting it up.”

“But you’re forgetting the context, Daisy. James had just buried his beloved Katyn, the woman whom we all thought was going to be queen one day. I remember publishing those stories at The Gazette. It was right after such a tragedy for James to take some time out from royal duties, and naturally the question was asked if Princess Alexandra should perhaps serve as monarch instead.”

“And while the king was taking this ‘time out’, he realized he was gay.”

“I don’t think it’s appropriate to label His Majesty’s sexual orientation, Daisy, but he is engaged to the Duke of Cornwall, Prince Andrew, and I, for one, look forward to attending their wedding.”

“Are we any closer to a date on this gay royal wedding, Lord Honnington? I mean they have been engaged for nearly a year now.”

“I’m not privy to such discussions, Daisy, but I believe they want to get next month’s coronation out of the way first.”

“Uh huh.” Daisy bit her lip and scoured the notes in front of her in that pre-gotcha moment Bill knew was coming. “I only ask you, Lord Honnington, as your son Lord Gregory is rumored to be on rather good terms with King James.” Bill did not react. Not under the glare of dragon fire, at least, but the cameras raised his blood to boiling. “Partying it up with His Majesty at Windsor Castle, in Mykonos—” Daisy shot her famous sly grin that might as well have seen her turn and wink to her audience “—all the while the country is asking where exactly is the Duke of Cornwall, Andrew Hodes? I mean, the royal couple haven’t been seen together in public for nearly a month while your son, Lord Honnington, appears to never be far from the King’s side. Are we seeing a change of favorites, perhaps? You, yourself, very rapidly went from under arrest for illegal phone hacking to peer of the realm. I just wonder if the next time we have you on the program, we won’t be calling you…well, won’t be calling you Queen Mother, for want of one of your gender-neutral terms.”

Bill smiled. Daisy smiled back. Between them both was an epic war of fire and brimstone. Flaming daggers and poisoned arrows. All contained in a journalist’s grin.

“It does amaze me, Daisy, the extent to which programs like yours will debase themselves for some frankly homophobic insinuation and gossip.”

“Are you refusing to answer the question, Lord Honnington?”

“No, I just expected you, as the anchor of the leading breakfast television program, to ask better questions.”

“Well, I’m asking this one, Lord Honnington, and if you don’t know the answer, perhaps your son can ask it instead. When is King James going to have his gay wedding and will he force a split in the Church of England by insisting to marry his gay lover…or one of his lovers, at least, in a holy church?” 

“It is simply not appropriate for me to engage in petty innuendo about His Majesty’s private life, nor about Prince Andrew, and nor, for that matter, my son.”

“Fair enough, Lord Honnington, so let me ask this, then: Princess Alexandra announced a separation from her husband Prince Faisal a few weeks ago. Since then, he’s been back in Saudi Arabia with their children who are, still, second and third in line to our throne. Is she going to divorce her husband?”

“You’ll have to ask her.”

“Well, I am asking you as someone personally raised to the office of Marquess by the King.”

“I won’t be speculating on that, either.” 

Daisy nodded, the smile not leaving her face. Job done, in her books. Complete meltdown avoided in Bill’s mind, too. He just had to get out of the studio, find Greg, and wring his bloody neck. Daisy shuffled her papers and turned back to face the camera.

“There you have it, folks. Crisis, what crisis? So say the royals. Next up, a coronation of sodomy, so says a parish priest in Yorkshire who is going on a hunger strike in protest against the sodom-ation of King James. And we’ll meet a wiccan high priestess who says she can cast a spell on King James and Prince Andrew and bless them with a child. We’ll be back after the break.”

Bill didn’t wait a second. He tore up from the studio seat like the dragons in the lair had all awoken at once. He unleashed the microphone from around his neck and chest, and stormed off in the direction of the exit. The truth was, the creatures in this cavern had already had their fill of Bill. He’d been skewered and roasted. It was more fun for the tabloid beasts to play with one who used to be more powerful than them all, to toss his hide around, never quite landing a death blow so their fun could be had once again. Near the exit he saw a young assistant scurry hurriedly, she clutched a small glass bottle of soda water, patently intended for a guest other than him.

“Finally,” Bill said, descending on the hapless production assistant. He snatched the bottle before she could let out a bleep. Twisting off the cap, he drunk it in front of her. The bubbles burned, but he didn’t care. He’d survived a mauling. Storming through the double doors of the studio into the emptier hallway, Bill coughed away heartburn and angrily thumbed his phone. The first number was, of course, turned off, as it always was these days. Unsurprised, Bill was at least glad of the fact his new position as Marquess of Essex came with a staff and office.

The assistant, Freya, started babbling the second the call connected.

“I thought you came across very well, sir, very calm and in control of—”

“Enough!” Bill roared as he finally burst out of the TV studio and into the overcast morning. “Find my son. Now!”




Chapter 2







James lay back on the cushioned pillow. Daylight streamed in from above, through Windsor Castle’s ancient arrow slits now covered in glass. Still, there was always a darkness in the castle’s dungeon, even after James had converted the dungeon into…well, a dungeon. He nestled into the cushioned pillow, finding some comfort in the sling. James’ hands were cuffed to chains behind his head, and his feet wrapped in leather stirrups. The king was immobile, just how he liked to have sex. 

Andrew had always been afraid to do these things to James. There was always an excuse; what if the public or press might see rope marks on James’ arms, or what if the strange men they invited to Andrew’s flat under the guise of anonymously fucking a man in a hood took liberties and tore off James’ hood while he was chained up? How would they discreetly purchase the items James wanted, since ordinary ropes or cuffs would not cut it. James loved the clink of metal and the spank of leather. He was already hard with the weight of the custom-smelted collar locked into place and currently pressing into his shoulder blades. When the men who worked in Windsor Castle, from the stable hands to the footmen, were let inside the dungeon to fuck James, one after the other, the thrashing chagrin of metal chains rattling as he was pounded would very likely bring King James the Eighth to a hands-free orgasm, as he’d come to expect over these last few weeks.

James glanced to one side, where his aide Samuel—clad only in a jockstrap and leather waistcoat—prepared a small table of lubricants and poppers for the morning shift. Against the wall was the St. Andrew’s cross James could also command he be lashed to, and then the myriad of shelves cluttered with instruments of torture and ecstasy. The ancient stony walls still had many of their original shackles attached. Medieval torture chamber or modern BDSM dungeon, there wasn’t much of a difference.

“Are you ready, Your Majesty?” Samuel asked. A keen, kinky smile plastered on his face at ten in the morning. With a coronation to prepare for, scheduling some dungeon time had to be coordinated with various secretaries and government departments. Without any other royal stand-ins James would give permission to represent him at state functions, His Majesty’s schedule was as tight as the cuffs around his wrists and ankles. Could not the Duke of Cornwall perhaps take this audience, Your Majesty? This engagement would be perfect for Prince Andrew, should we not reach out to him? Traditionally, Your Majesty, the spouse of the monarch would…

James rattled the sling with frustration, which Samuel took for impatience. 

“Nearly ready, sir,” Samuel said, stretching a cock ring around himself. “The lads are all waiting outside, they know we only have half an hour.”

Another thing to blame on Andrew. They only had half an hour for the King to be secretly engaged because next on the schedule was to open some hospital clinic Andrew had made himself patron of. Andrew this, Andrew that. The whole world wanted Andrew, but Andrew didn’t want them. 

Andrew had always maintained that thrusting James into a shot-gun relationship with Princess Katyn had been an accident or a misunderstanding. James had thought differently. He’d always feared his lover of almost two decades would one day get bored of this secretive life, and leave James trapped in the position he’d been born in. To James, the Katyn set-up was Andrew’s crowning glory of an escape plan. James remembered with piercing clarity the morning of his thirtieth birthday, when he’d been taking tea with his mother, of all things, an activity in itself as stressful as an exam. Lo and behold, Andrew Hodes, the royal press secretary, had sat on breakfast television programs and not only refuted tabloid claims that James had never had a girlfriend, claims which James was now convinced his sister Alexandra had planted, but to tell the world James did have a serious girlfriend and the world was on the verge of meeting her that very evening! 

It boiled James’ blood to think of it. Moreover, that he’d thought they’d moved on, put it behind them, but here Andrew was again, accepting James’ offer of royal titles, accepting on TV his marriage proposal, yet still for Andrew it wasn’t enough. He’d got upset once again, stormed off once again, and left James quite literally in a bind. The only way for James to satisfy himself, to find five minutes in his insane life was to slip away into a dungeon, and then go off and carry out the duties which were supposed to be Andrew’s as well as his own. And for what, all because James wouldn’t fire Samuel? Because he was jealous of the one man James had in his life who didn’t actually let him down. Did Andrew seriously expect the aging butler Charles to smuggle in a Berlin sex club’s worth of equipment into Windsor Castle? 

Maybe all James had wanted was the heavy weight of Andrew’s body pressed next to him at night. Maybe all he’d ever dreamed of was to go about his royal life hand in hand with Andrew, not hiding his lover away from the world. Maybe the burden of half a life of secrets wasn’t so easy to overcome in just a few weeks, but had Andrew really tried? Had Andrew given James a chance? The anger pulsing through him was enough to make James lose his hard-on. He needed Andrew out of his mind, and he needed a dick in his ass. No, he needed several. To be fucked until the line between pain and pleasure, reality and fantasy, was as non-existent as the current line of succession.

“Samuel, I’m ready.”




• • •




James knew the first man by taste. Sweat dripped from the hairy chest of the brown-skinned footman. His cock had a familiar curve to the right that left James gasping when he slammed his weight fully inside James, as he did with every thrust as he got closer. The chains rattled with the pneumatic whacks from this barrel-chested top. Samuel was behind James, offering a hit of poppers every so often, but James was well-versed in the art of being gang-fucked. James couldn’t throw his legs around the man’s middle, because they were chained to the sling, but he could squeeze his thighs against thick working-man muscles. He could clamp his ass around the hefty curve of the man’s uncircumcised cock, and savor the drips of sweat which dribbled from his forehead and splashed—if he was lucky—straight into James’ mouth.

The man was getting close, but James wanted more. He lunged up from the sling’s cushioned headrest and planted a hefty kiss on his surprised mouth. There wasn’t much else for a footman to do when the king kissed him, so he kissed back. Reluctant at first, James could tell, but he eased into it. Samuel held up James’ head for him as their mouths locked into a nasty smack of lips, the footman angling himself farther back to deliver a proper pounding into James, thrusting the tip of his curved dick so deeply James could feel it in his stomach.

A few slaps of their tongues later, the footman engorged himself into a full-throttle groan. James held onto his tongue as his hips whacked into an orgasmic wall. The motion of the sling shoved James’ pummeled ass straight into his explosion, soaring deep inside James with ball-aching pumps he could feel. Their kiss broken, the footman withdrew himself and smirked with one corner of his mouth. He slapped the royal ass as James collapsed back onto the sling, and Samuel wafted the familiar stench of poppers under his nose. James breathed in deeply, causing the pang of deep, horny hunger to crest across his body as the next man stepped forward.

This one was a Coldstream Guard; a military man James had seen once or twice standing outside Buckingham Palace in his big bearskin hat and red and gold coat. Out of dress, he was just as imposing. Arms as thick as trunks that grabbed onto the chains as he slipped inside James. Smaller than the one before, he fucked with a smoother tone. He even caressed James’ chest, gently grazing nipple in a way that had him quickly remembering whom he was fucking, before withdrawing his hands back to the chains under the watchful nod of Samuel.

James let himself settle into the rhythm of the fuck, glancing at the line of another four men standing naked in the castle dungeon, waiting to do their royal duty. The rules were clear for those stationed in the King’s personal guard. Samuel vetted each and every one of them. James was pretty sure his personal secretary auditioned the men by having them fuck one of the subbier twinks of the royal household staff. They were forbidden from having sex outside of the household “bubble” and also tested for a myriad of infections every fortnight. All were asked to go on PrEP, despite there being no risk due to James’ undetectable status, but the men might play with each other, too, and the system was designed to offer the King the maximum amount of pleasure, while giving those offered the honor of pleasing His Majesty a safe environment to enjoy themselves. The system seemed to be working quite well, as James’ personal “bubble”, vetted by Samuel, had grown from around half a dozen men when he'd first taken the throne, to well over a hundred now. 

They were stationed across the royal palaces and throughout the staff. So, whether James was working at Buckingham Palace, holidaying at Balmoral, entertaining diplomats at Kensington, meeting political leaders at St. James’s, or just day-to-day living at Windsor Castle, there would be a platoon of men on hand to provide His Majesty with every possible bodily desire.

The Coldstream guard panted then shouted a Northern-accented, “Oh fucking hell, man, fuck yeah,” as he came inside the King. He was quickly replaced by one of James’ favorites, a well-hung Scotsman with a ginger beard and Viking chest, who used a thumb and finger to spread open James’ hole before slapping his girthy cock straight inside, right up to the wild bush of flame-colored pubes. But, still, it was never enough. 

The sensations were all correct. Every thrust, every slam, every load brought James closer to his own spontaneous eruption. Or, at least, it used to. These days, the once common-place hands-free orgasm had become such a moving target James didn’t even bother reaching for it. He just jerked off in the shower afterward while thinking about Andrew. 

Andrew wasn’t the most well-hung, he wasn’t the thickest or lasted the longest. He didn’t have the perfect body. He wasn’t the tallest or the slimmest or had the most well-defined muscles. He didn't bend over backward at James’ every wish and command like Samuel. Nor did he give in to James’ every whim and desire. Like this sling. Like this row of vetted and vaccinated men, the very cream of Britain. But Andrew had something else none of these men had. That none of the hundreds, if not thousands, of men who had been inside James had.

James just didn’t know what the hell that missing thing was.

The Scotsman finished. It could have been one minute or ten. The clinking chains and pumping thrusts all blended together in a symphony of sex that rattled the dungeon walls. There was everything in here. A torture chamber of BDSM gear; a wall of whips, a chest of collars, shelves of cock cages. Every imaginable item James had ever seen through a mobile phone screen in the darkness of an unfulfilled night. When Andrew was softly snoring beside him. In those endless, quiet hours, James had laid awake. Scrolling. Imagining. Wondering what it would be like to live in that world. Of darkened dungeons and cigar-chomping leather daddies. Dreaming of the very places he could never visit, all because of an accident of birth. He could abdicate and still he would never be let alone. Always hounded, always known. 

Yes, the custom-built dungeon beneath the castle depths was fun. But it was fake. The twinky Polish cook who was now sliding his long, uncut cock inside James hadn’t chosen to be here. He hadn’t stumbled across this place of his own accord, and found James laying there, ripe for the fucking. The feeling now burning inside James, as a dick pounded at his flesh, was analogous to those scary first days of school, when James had feared the other boys only wanted to be his friend because his dad had told them to. Or more likely, they’d all been told who his dad was. This wasn’t real life, only a version of it. With Andrew gone, it was all James could ever have, or ever hope for. 

A crack as the dungeon door opened disturbed his thoughts and the fuck’s flow. The men already spent and drinking sports drinks glanced over. The Polish man balls-deep in James stopped. James leaned up, crunching his abs while awkwardly holding onto the chains to stop from slipping away from his top. The light was blinding.

“S-sorry I’m late,” a voice from the door said. Nervous. Familiar.

Samuel ran to the door like a bat out of hell, his bubble-butt ass strapped into the jock bouncing as he did. James couldn’t quite see, but Samuel was speaking rapidly, if not harshly, to the figure by the door. It wasn’t a cleaner or anything like that. James’ eyes adjusted to the light. Someone in only underwear. Made sense. Beyond the door was a sort of changing area and locker room, along with purpose-built showers, for the men to get ready and hang up their fatigues. It reminded James of a stable. Stallions readying to pound a mare. No one got into the stables who was not invited. He looked cute, James thought. Slim and small, but inquisitive, soft-looking. Maybe even real. Walking into a top-secret orgy announcing sorry, I’m late, made James smile. 

Soon enough, the door closed with the newcomer on the other side. Samuel scurried back. The spent men returned to their sipping sports drinks and protein shakes—just another workout for them. The Polish cook still inside James spat onto his cock and slipped back inside. James registered the depth of his cock, but was more intrigued by what Samuel had to say.

“Who was that?” James asked, looking up at Samuel who seemed on the verge of disturbed.

“Um…” He began in the typical prefix to unwanted news. “Lord Gregory Honnington, sir.”

“Greg? You mean…Andrew’s Greg?”

“The very same. He’s on the vetted list, but I had no idea he was invited. Such a mix up, sir, please forgive me. Half of the Dragoons are away in London preparing for Trooping the Color tomorrow and he must have received a message to join us here by mistake. So sorry again, sir.”

“No, no…” James said, the jackhammering thrusts becoming more annoying than horny. “No need to apologize. Um…” James reached up and tapped the top’s shoulder. It broke the spell, and a question of surprise covered his sweat-drenched face. “It’s all very nice and whatnot, but I just remembered I have an…engagement to get to. Isn’t that right, Samuel?”

“Oh, um… yes. An engagement.” Samuel checked the time on his phone on the small table of lube and poppers. The confused look on his face told James there were at least ten minutes to go of scheduled dungeon time. Samuel might be a wonder as a private secretary and procurer of unmentionables, but he was not a man who could adapt to a shifted schedule. 

“Well…if you wouldn’t mind,” James said, as if excusing himself from an awkward conversation with an archbishop. James shooed the man off, who floated away, slightly confused. Hard, glistening cock still in hand. James rattled the chains as it took a moment for Samuel to acknowledge James wanted out. Cottoning on, he began to unbind James then helped him out of the sling. One of the men took initiative and handed James a royal velvet robe and some slippers. Slinking back a sweaty head of hair, James clothed himself as if he wasn’t standing around half a dozen men who’d just bred his ass. James turned and nodded to them briefly, like thanking the waitstaff.

“Good show,” James said to them, not oblivious to the cloddish way the situation was wrapping up, but not really caring, either. “Oh, Samuel. Ask Lord Gregory if he couldn’t spare me a few minutes for a brief audience after I’ve hosed myself down. I’ll receive him in the Orchid Room.”

“Very good, Your Majesty…for any particular reason?”

“Why yes,” James said, approaching the basement door. Oftentimes he would watch the men who’d just fucked him wash and dress in the newly constructed communal showers outside of the dungeon, but not today. The hospital opening he didn’t care to be late to. Tomorrow’s Trooping the Color ceremony didn’t require much more preparation. But James was in a rush for another reason entirely. “He’s the one Andrew’s been fucking. I bet he knows where the bastard is.”




Chapter 3







The long, intricately-carved table was set with so much fine silverware it rivaled the half an army’s worth of clunking suits of armor clasping swords that besieged the dark mahogany-paneled walls. Wrought-iron candelabras hung low from the dining room’s high ceiling, with more candles melted into sconces between the priceless impressionist art on the walls. Lisa Mantis, Director General of MI5, sat at one far corner of the table, the only woman among a sea of admirals and marshals and intelligence grandees drinking themselves sozzled.

The flickering candlelight bothered her. She hated these EMP-protected rooms. Entering an electronic dead zone always made her feel like a coup d’état was in progress, and she’d be gassed or poisoned or stabbed in the back somewhere between the fish course and the sorbet. God knows she’d planned enough of those “set menus” as Pudgy’s MI6 called those operations.

“Not drinking, K?” Pudgy asked, refilling his own wine glass from a bottle. Lisa, or “K”, eyed with suspicion. She ignored the question from “C”, her Secret Intelligence Service counterpart. Also known as Sir George. 

“It’s barely lunchtime.”

That didn’t stop the other twelve “shadows” around the table having their fill of a lunchtime wine. These “shadows” were the individuals who folded into the margins of British public life, yet wielded inordinate power. All held varying titles of nobility, all except her. Sir Arthur, chief of the defense staff. Sir John, a former foreign secretary. Lord John, she should say. Two former chancellors; one a baron, one an earl. Sir Alan, a former prime minister and current lord president of the Privy Council. And Sir Peter. Queen Victoria II’s former private secretary and sworn enemy of the current king. He’d managed to fall dramatically upward, newly installed as the Cabinet Secretary, in other words, the United Kingdom’s shadow prime minister. The thin man with a thinner mustache practically twirled his whiskers as he sipped on port from a crystal goblet.

“Come on, K,” Pudgy said again, nudging her. The room remained a clatter of good-natured conversation. She sighed, twiddling with her empty plate while the others dined on hors d'oeuvres of Caspian caviar. He lifted the bottle with an expectant, ruddy grin. “It may be a Chateau Lafite, but it’s far from poison.”

“Fine,” she grumbled, nodding to the wine glass which he gladly glugged full. “But if masked men barge in and start shooting at us, I’m using you as a human shield.”

“Fair enough. Plenty of me to go around.” He tugged on his cummerbund, already stretched to oblivion. Lisa sipped the wine, channeling her ear to different snippets of conversation. Each as uninteresting as the last. Mainly about the mess the recently ousted prime minister Zia Wajid had left in her wake. And just how damned hard a job Sir Peter had in cleaning up the mess.

“I say,” she overheard him chattering away, “it would be a damn sight easier to run Whitehall without those pesky politicians poking their nose in where it doesn’t belong.”

“Here-here!” piped up Sir Alan.

“Pudgy,” Lisa said quietly, holding back an eye roll, “why exactly have I been invited to the Old Etonian buggery club’s annual taxpayer-funded piss-up?”

“What?” Pudgy said, caviar smeared across his rouged cheeks. “I thought you women were always banging on about a seat at the table. Well, where are you sitting?” He grinned. The head of MI6 rather enjoyed his little wind-ups. Such as calling her up in the middle of the night and claiming a cyborg had gotten loose from a research facility in the Welsh marches, or an alien spacecraft had landed and was demanding Stonehenge be returned in its original packaging. 

“How about an update on my request?”

He cleared his throat and began to speak very loudly: “I shan’t be assassinating any more ex-husbands of yours, K.” A few from the table glanced over with a vague smirk. Lisa plastered on a fake grin, but spoke to him quietly, and with deathly seriousness. 

“Oh, Pudgy. I know your wife’s internet search history. In fact, I have it somewhere in my purse.” She began to reach under the table. 

“Poppycock. My wife can’t use a computer. She calls up rent boys in the Yellow Pages and has them pop round to do the gutters, then force-feeds them Chelsea Buns.” Pudgy was again speaking loudly, grifting a laddish joke across the table, but it wasn’t landing. Lisa, however, was still in no mood, despite the wine. 

“Ah, so it’s you who has the username: GranniesPanties?” Pudgy’s face dropped. The joke wasn’t funny anymore. MI6 might be the ones always running around foreign rooftops and assassinating nuclear scientists with pointy umbrellas, but K had the most dangerous weapon of all: real time access to the entire internet activity of just about everyone in the United Kingdom.

“All right, Lisa, what are you bothered about today?”

“The whereabouts of Andrew Hodes.”

Lisa asked it with earnest, but in reality, she knew the answer. He was in Saudi Arabia with Faisal. Andrew had been keeping a low profile there, but he was hardly in hiding. Taking meetings and helping Faisal build a new Saudi Arabia or whatever the Crown Prince’s new mantra was. And it seemed Andrew had quite the ear of Faisal, although that wasn’t news to Lisa. This whole ruse was to test how much intelligence MI6 had on Faisal. For all the years he’d been in Britain, Faisal and his company Royal Arabian Petroleum’s operations had been under Lisa’s purview. And she’d penetrated his operation pretty well. Now that Faisal’s operation had upped sticks and moved to Saudi, her intelligence assets had moved with them. In the constant battle between the intelligence agencies, this gave Lisa an ace in her sleeve. Getting inside the Saudi government was notoriously hard for any foreign intelligence service to do, given how half the government was stuffed with members of the Al Saud clan. If Lisa had better intelligence in Riyadh than Pudgy, she wanted to know that for a fact.

“Oh, that old chestnut.”

“Yes, Pudgy. That old chestnut. I’ve asked you for weeks now. I know you dismissed it as…what did you call it, a ‘bum boy’s tiff’, but if you’ve not forgotten, coronation season is fast approaching, Pudgy. The press smells a scandal, and I’m not sure the monarchy can survive another one of those, do you?” She was more upset than she’d suspected, and took a long sip of wine. She knew that he knew something she didn’t, and that was the most annoying of all.

“That’s not true.”

“What’s not?”

“I never said ‘bum boy’s tiff’.”

“Oh?”

“Of course not. You said, ‘Prince Andrew’s gone missing, and the King is busying himself with half the infantry units in the country’, and I said—”

“Buggers can’t be choosers,” K said, rolling her eyes at his so-called wit. He offered his glass up, she reluctantly chinked it.

“But I do have a little bit of…what do they call it…tea to spill.” Pudgy’s face turned redder and, well, pudgier as he drank. “It turns out those bum boys did have a tiff. On the night of their engagement, as it happens.”

“I know that. Don’t you know I’ve had Windsor Castle bugged for years?”

“Since well before your time, K. The chap before Dame Esmeralda, God rest her soul, we called Bugger-in-Chief! Can’t get away with that these days.”

“Couldn’t get away with it then, either. But go on then, C, spill that tea.”

“Who paid a visit to Andrew after their fight, but none other than Prince Faisal.”

Lisa swirled the Bordeaux, thinking and sipping. If this was what Pudgy was basing his intelligence on, then Pudgy didn’t have much of an operation to speak of.

“Andrew’s switched sides in the past,” she said. “He worked with Alexandra and Faisal shortly after James began his relationship with Princess Katyn.” It still smarted for Lisa that the young woman, by all accounts an innocent victim in these sick royal games, had died thanks to Lisa’s intelligence failures. She’d never suspected the thing police detectives always start with; that the culprit was likely known to the victim. In this case, the culprit was Lizzie. James and Alexandra’s supposed cousin, but actually their older half-sister. Perhaps Pudgy didn’t know Lizzie was now firmly in the pocket of Lisa Mantis.

“Maybe Andrew’s turned again.”
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