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Chapter 1 – The Wet Nurse




As it was with all young men, no matter their birth lines, their rank in life, when, or where they were born, Prince Mearh was not immune to the allure and fascination with all things pertaining to sex. But with his father absent most of the time, and his training in princely skills taking up the predominance of his days, he seemed to always be too busy for the amorous pursuits of life…that is until he was around eighteen years of age.

Somewhere along the line, Prince Mearh’s life had taken a deviant turn. He didn’t know what started it. Maybe it was his lack of a father figure as his father seemed to always be off somewhere fighting a war. Oh, his father, King Vilhelm, a legendary warrior, was quite the role model for the boy, but unfortunately, he was never around for Prince Mearh when he needed him. And it seems that it was the same in the case of the king’s beautiful queen, Queen Adriana as she had passed the boy off to be reared by a wet nurse.

While this was unknown to Prince Mearh, being raised by someone other than his mother, the queen was bound to have some effect on the poor lad’s psyche. The prince wasn’t even aware that he’d been raised by a wet nurse, and he certainly didn’t know the wet nurse’s name. That is until one day, on one of his wandering explorations of the castle, Mearh had stumbled on the castle nursery. As with most teenagers, regardless of their rank, Mearh had a penchant for exploration and had been wandering around the castle, walking down one of the hallways that led to the ramparts when he stumbled onto the room. The door had been left ajar by someone and being his usual curious self, he had peeked inside.

In the room, there were several small beds and in each bed there was a baby. And there were three women, apparently serfs, in the room caring for the babies. One of the women was leaning over one of the beds tending to an infant, while the other two women were sitting in chairs holding infants to their mammoth, pale breasts while the children nursed.

The women’s exposed breasts fascinated the eighteen-year-old prince and he couldn’t take his eyes off them. Both of the nursing women had oversized breasts. Big, white globes of flesh with darkened tips partially covered by the children’s tiny lips pulling and sucking on the big, purple knobs jutting out of the big udders while, like contented kittens, their tiny hands clutching and pulling on the giant teats.

“Prince Mearh—“ the prince heard one of the nursing women exclaim as both women heavily struggled to their feet and curtsied while still holding the babes to their bosom.

“Uh, sorry, my-ladies,” Prince Mearh mumbled, feeling strangely embarrassed and somewhat self-conscious about gawking at the women’s exposed breasts.

“What can we do for you, My Lord?” the woman who had called out his name asked, smiling, seemingly amused by the prince’s obvious embarrassment.

“Uh, nothing, nothing, my-lady,” Prince Mearh told her, taking a step backward.

“Lorica, my Lord,” she softly laughed.

“Lorica?”

“My name, My Lord—Lorica. You do not remember, My Lord?”

“Remember?” he asked her as he watched her hand the baby she had been nursing to the other woman who had been tending to the babies in the beds.

As she did, Mearh couldn’t keep his eyes off her big breast as it hung down in front of her heavily bobbling and jiggling. It was huge and the dark circle of pebbled flesh capping its tip was covered in frothy white foam apparently churned up by the nursing infant.

The wet nurse, Lorica seemed in no particular hurry to cover the giant udder hanging down from her chest as Mearh stood gawking down at the quivering mountain of flesh. But finally, with a playful smile, she cupped her hand under the dangling globe and lifted it back inside the bodice of her dress.

“Yes, I’m Lorica. I was your wet nurse back when you were just a baby,” she softly laughed, leaning down and doing another little curtsy.

Mearh was stunned as he continued to stare down at the swell of her mammoth bosom jutting out against the bodice of her peasant blouse. As he did, he could see that there was a dark stain on the cloth where the big nipple tented the cloth as milk was apparently still continuing to leak from it.

“My, uh, my wet nurse?” the prince mumbled, unable to explain his sudden self-consciousness. He couldn’t believe that he had once had his lips around the big, purple knob he had just observed. He had suckled this woman? It had a disturbing effect on the poor lad and he felt a sizzling spark of excitement fire off down inside his tight breeches. He couldn’t explain it. This woman, this serf, who he hadn’t even known existed moments earlier, was now telling him that she had nursed him.

“Yes, My Lord, I was your wet nurse,” she softly laughed with a familiarity that Mearh was unaccustomed to.

Mearh was visibly shaken as the two of them stood looking at each other.

“I, I don’t remember,” he told her, letting his eyes wander down over her stout body. She was certainly no raving beauty, he thought to himself, but she wasn’t unattractive either. Plump and round, she exuded a motherly presence. Her cheeks were a ruddy red, either from too much sun or perhaps from a false sense of modesty at confronting the prince she had once nursed.

“That’s all right, My Lord,” she smiled at him. “I wouldn’t expect you to remember.”

Nonplussed, the prince took another step back. He rarely, if ever felt out of control of a situation, but in the presence of this woman, he did.

“Well, my-lady, uh, Lorica, I’ll let you get back to your, uh, your, uh, duties,” Mearh said, finally able to smile as his eyes strayed back down to the pair of colossal breasts on Lorica’s chest that were straining to escape their cloth prisons.

“Thank you, My Lord,” she smiled again, batting her big, brown eyes at him just before she bent down and curtsied again. As she did, Mearh expected to see her massive udders spill out into the open, but much to his disappointment, they didn’t,

Walking down the cold, dank stone hallway, Mearh found himself thinking about what had just happened. Suddenly he felt a strange closeness to the woman, Lorica. She had nursed him! She had almost been a mother to him and he hadn’t even known it. Then, as it was with most young men at that stage in their lives, he found his thoughts turning to wondering what she would look like naked. He had seen one of her giant breasts, but he wanted to see them both. He wanted to see them. Bury his face down in between them, nuzzle them as he had once done as a child. Drink from them as he had done so many years earlier. He wanted to see her naked. Would she let him, he wondered? After all, he was the prince, wasn’t he? There weren’t many who would not wish to comply with the prince’s commands. And she had been quiet affable during their brief encounter. Maybe, he thought to himself

Sitting in his high-backed chair, in front of the fireplace, Prince Mearh watched the flames dancing and flickering, sending out patterns of light and dark on the cold, stone walls. He had already changed into his night shirt and was having one last goblet of wine before retiring to bed. As he sat mired in his thoughts about the chance meeting he’d had with Lorica that afternoon, he had his hand up under his shirt slowly stroking his princely cock as he played the image of her mammoth breast over and over in his mind.

Just then, he heard a light tapping on the door.

Wondering who it could be knocking on his door at this hour of the night, he set the silver goblet on the arm of his chair, shoved his shirt down over his cock and pushed up onto his bare feet. Easing his dagger out of its scabbard as it hung down from the arm of his chair, he went trudging over to the door, lifted the heavy iron catch and slowly pulled on the bulky wooden door. A loud creaking rasp came from the its hinges as it ponderously swung open.

“My lady, uh, Lorica—“ he gasped, surprised to find the subject of his previous lewd thoughts standing outside in the hallway in front of his doorway.

“My Lord,” she smiled, curtsying.

“Is something wrong?” the prince anxiously asked, first looking to the left and then to the right down the hallway to see if she was accompanied by anyone.

“No, My Lord,” she softly laughed making her massive bosom jiggle and bob down under the thin cloth of her nightgown.

Why was she wandering the halls of the castle dressed in only a nightgown, Mearh wondered?

“Uh, come in, come in, my lady,” he told her glancing up and down the halls again, but still seeing no one else.

“Thank you, My Lord,” she said, quickly sweeping around him out of the cold, dank hallway and into the warmth of his chambers.

“I did not mean to frighten thee, My Lord,” she said when she saw the dagger in his hand.

“One can never be too careful,” he mumbled.

Closing the door behind them, Prince Mearh turned and saw that Lorica was standing in front of the fireplace holding her hands out to warm them. As she did, the glow cast by the fire silhouetted the outline of her chubby figure under the thin gown. It seemed rather apparent that she wasn’t wearing anything under the gown.

“I was just having a glass of wine,” he said, slowly padding over to the table where a pitcher of wine sat, and laying the dagger down. “Could I pour you one?”

“I would like that, My Lord,” Lorica told him, turning from the fire to face him.

Picking up the pitcher, Mearh tilted it and quickly filled a jewel-encrusted goblet with the dark wine.

Picking up the chalice, he stepped over to where Lorica stood and handed it to her.

“So, my lady, uh, Lorica, to what do I owe the honor of this visit,” the prince asked, stepping back over to his chair. Then motioning for Lorica to sit in the other chair sitting by the fireplace, he sat down in his own.

“Seeing My Lord this afternoon brought back some fond memories,” she murmured, smiling and easing her bulky frame down into the chair.

“For you, I’m afraid, my lady, but not for me. I don’t remember,” Prince Mearh said, crossing his legs to hide the obvious bulge that was still tenting his nightshirt. He also noticed that his erection had not escaped Lorica’s attention as her eyes strayed across it, eliciting a smile from her chubby lips.

“Perhaps, the prince could remember if he was given a reminder…or two?” she smiled, lifting the goblet to her plump lips and taking a tiny sip as her fleshy fingers played across the jut of her breasts.

Glancing down at her hand as it trailed across her bosom, Mearh could see that her big nipples were tenting the thin material of her nightgown. And to his surprise he saw that there were two dark circles of damp cloth encircling the jut of her nipples.

“Uh, uh, what did my lady have, uh, have in mind,” Mearh self-consciously mumbled, unable to keep his eyes off her breasts.

“Would My Lord like to reacquaint himself," she asked him, pausing to set her goblet on the arm of the chair. Then she reached up, slowly hooked her fingers under the neckline of her gown and began to pull it down over the swell of her massive, white udders. “With these?” she softly laughed making the massive tits quiver and ripple.

Stunned, the prince watched the dark cloth slowly creep down over her big, white breasts as more and more pale, bare skin was exposed. Staring down at her bosom, almost in a trance, Mearh finally saw the rounded upper edges of the cups of darkened flesh capping the rounded tips of her breasts come into view. Then, all at once her plump, swollen nipples flicked out from under the neckline. As he gawked down at the big, stiff nubs, he could see that they were both covered with a thin sheen of milk.

“My lady—“ Mearh gasped as Lorica quickly hooked the neckline of the dress down under her dangling breasts and picked up her goblet again.

“Do they help you recall anything, My Lord?” Lorica softly laughed making the big, bare breasts bobble and heave as Mearh gawked down at them in stunned silence. As he did, he saw that the paleness of her big breasts was crisscrossed with several faint, blue blood vessels hiding just under the thin skin covering them. Her breasts looked so fragile and delicate on the one hand, but so big and heavy on the other hand, it was hard to believe they could have withstood the years of abuse that they had surely taken at the hands, and mouths, of the countless children they had fed including him!

Regaining some of his composure, Mearh smiled. Uncrossing his legs, he leaned forward.

“Perhaps if I could touch them,” he smirked, “it would help me remember.”

“As you wish, My Lord,” Lorica softly said as Mearh noticed two tiny streams of pure white milk, almost the color of her pallid skin, trickling down out of the big purple nipples and slowly running down the rounded underside of her massive tits. Following the little streams with his eyes, he saw that after running down her bloated udders, the rivulets were being soaked up by the neckline of Lorica’s nightgown.

Pushing out of his chair, the prince stepped across the small distance between them. As he did, his excitement was visibly evidenced by the tenting of his nightshirt. This didn’t escape Lorica’s notice as she glanced down at it and smiled again, obviously pleased with the effect she was having on the young prince. Still smiling, she pulled out one of the pillows she was leaning back against and dropped it on the stone floor between her feet indicating, that in a reversal of roles, the prince was to bow before her.

Not giving the role reversal a second thought, Mearh dropped to his knees on the pillow. Standing on his knees between Lorica’s chubby legs, Mearh reached out and ran his fingertips across one of the big, puffy nipples. As he did, he could feel the sticky warmth of the milk coating the plump, purple nub. Lifting his hand, he licked his tongue across the tips of his fingers. There was hardly enough milk to taste, but what little there was tasted vaguely sweet.

Then Lorica reached out and curled her pudgy hand around the back of his head.

“Nurse, My Prince nurse as you once did on my breasts My Child,” she murmured.

Gently, but forcefully, she pulled him toward one of the lolling giants. As she did, Mearh could see that her big, brown eyes were twinkling in the light being cast off by the crackling fire. It was almost magical. Something passed between them at that moment. He was no longer her Prince. He was now a child once again. Her child, returned to nurse at her breast.

Pulling him against the giving softness of her big breast, she let go of the back of his head and cupped her hand around the softly-jiggling udder. Mearh’s lips were only a breath away from the oozing, purple knob when Lorica gave the breast a soft squeeze and several streams of warm, creamy mother’s milk came squirting out of the nipple. The warm, sticky milk quickly coated the prince’s lips as he eased out his tongue and slowly licked it off.

“Does that help My Lord remember?” Lorica whispered, thrusting out her oversized breast, waggling her shoulders to rub the swollen nipple back and forth across his lips.

“I think it’s beginning to come back to me,” the prince smiled.

“Take as much as you need, My Lord, all you need to help you remember ” she purred, letting go of her breast and curling her hand around the back of his head again. This time, as she pulled him against her soft, warm breast, Mearh opened his mouth and let the swollen, stiff nipple slip in between his lips.

At first the prince sucked gently as if worried he might hurt her, but then as the sweet, warm milk began to flow into his mouth, he began to suck harder.

“Ummmmmmmm--" Lorica softly murmured, gently pressing the prince against her flowing wellspring of mother’s milk.

As he hungrily feasted on the delicious nectar flowing from Lorica’s udder, Mearh felt something brush against his hard, stiff cock as it jutted up against his belly down under his nightshirt. Then he felt Lorica’s warm, plump fingers exploring the length of his oversized organ.

“MY LORD—“ Lorica gasped, leaning back and pulling her free-flowing nipple out from the young prince’s sucking, plucking lips. But even as his lips left the big, plump nipple, it continued to give up its liquid treasure and a trickle of milk dribbled down the underside her breast.

Softly pushing him back, Lorica leaned down and grasped hold of the hem of his nightshirt. Then staring down in expectant anticipation, she lifted the shirt and exposed the long, thick penis sticking out of the prince’s hairy groin.

“MY LORD—“ she exclaimed again, openly gaping down at the prince’s royal scepter as it slowly twitched up and down in rhythm with his heartbeat. “That is a royal weapon, if I’ve ever seen one…” she praised.

Looking back up at his face, Lorica saw that his lips and chin were covered with her creamy offering as it ran down his chin and slowly dripped off onto his nightshirt.

“I can remember,” she smiled, holding her hand up in front of his face and extending her chubby, little finger out from the rest of her fingers, “when it was no bigger than this,” she softly laughed. “But now, look at it,” she smirked, pulling her pinkie back down with the rest of her fingers to make a fist. Holding her fisted hand and arm up, she softly laughed. “Now it’s almost as big as me whole arm.”

Then reaching out, she pulled him back to her breast where he immediately latched onto her nipple and began to suckle her again.

As Mearh began to nurse again, he felt Lorica’s fingers on his hand. Then he felt her gently tugging on his hand, pulling it up between her corpulent thighs and then up under the bottom of her nightgown.

“Touch me, My Lord,” she softly whispered, guiding his fingers up between her pudgy thighs.

Continuing to slurp and guzzle on Lorica’s fat, seeping nipple, Mearh let his hand wander up the smooth, soft skin of Lorica’s inner thighs. Then he felt his fingers brush over the mat of soft curls covering the tip of her softly-rounded belly.

“Lower, my Prince—“ she softly whispered. At her quiet urging, Mearh let his fingers crawl lower at the same time he felt her spreading her legs to open herself to his gentle probing.

Then he felt her fingers on his hand again, this time guiding them to the hard, swollen nub of flesh jutting out just above the sticky wetness below it.

“There, My Lord touch me there—oh, yes, my Lord—there—“ Lorica cooed, bowing her back and thrusting herself up against his rubbing fingers.

Feasting on the warm, rich milk flowing from her breast, Mearh slowly rubbed his fingers back and forth across the squiggly marble as Lorica murmured out her appreciation.

This was all so sudden and even a little confusing to the young prince. This woman who had not even existed in his mind before today was now in his chambers offering up her milk and asking him to touch her. Touch her down there! Oh, it was what he had been wishing for, but for it to really be happening was mind-boggling. This woman who had once been even closer to him than his own mother had been. In fact, for a period of time, this woman had been his MOTHER! Albeit, his surrogate mother. His surrogate mother offering up her milk for his nourishment, she had cared for him, succoring him as if he had been her own child. And now here he was about to defile that closeness to satisfy his own base needs.

But wait, his fevered brain fought back. She wasn’t his mother! She was just a woman he’d been close to once upon a time. Now she was just another woman, so why should he feel guilty about it? And wasn’t she asking him to do it?

As Mearh continued to drink from her free-flowing breast, he could feel the muscles in her fleshy legs tightening, straining. Her breath was coming in soft, panty gasps as her fingernails were now digging down into his hand, guiding it, steering his probing fingers to just the right spot.

“Faster—harder, My Lord,” Lorica groaned out.

Complying with her request, Mearh rubbed harder, stroking his fingers back and forth across the swollen nub faster and faster.

“My—My—My—OHHHH, My LORDDDDD—“ she suddenly gasped out as her fat ass began to buck and patter up and down on the chair while thick, creamy juice spewed out of her pussy. Within seconds, Mearh’s hand and forearm were covered with a coat of the thick, sticky goo.

This went on for several long moments before finally, with a soft, choking gasp, Lorica dropped her plump ass back down on the chair and sat staring down at Mearh in a daze.

“Thank you, My Lord,” she whispered, running her chubby fingers through the prince’s long, flowing hair.

Lifting his milk-covered lips up off the turgid, foam-lathered cup of darkened flesh capping her breast, the prince smiled and said, “I think I remember now, Lorica. I remember what your sweet cream tasted like back when I was a babe nursing at your breasts.”

Grasping hold of the arms of the chair, Mearh slowly pushed up to his feet in front of her. As he did, both of them could see the head and most of the shaft of his hard, jutting cock sticking out from under the bottom of his nightshirt. And they could see that the bloated, purple head was glistening wetly, coated with the thick, clear juice leaking out of the hole in its tip.

“Why don’t we create more memories on this night, My Prince?” Lorica murmured, running the tips of her chubby fingers along the shaft of Mearh’s jutting prick. Then to Prince Mearh’s amazement, she leaned forward and slowly sucked the bloated head of his giant peter in between her plump lips.

“Lorica ” he gasped. No woman had ever done that to him before. He had never felt the touch of a woman’s lips on his royal staff and it sent sizzles of excitement spasming up and down his spine. Thrusting his hips forward, he drove his cock deeper into her hot, sucking mouth as he felt her wriggling tongue twirling round and round the head of his cock licking away the juice oozing out of its head.

Then he felt her fingers digging into the tightly-clenched muscles in his ass. Clutching him, she stopped the rocking motion of his hips and held him motionless as her head began to rock back and forth. He could feel her soft plump lips sucking and pulling on his cock as she pumped back and forth.

“My lady—my lady—better stop or ” he groaned.

“I’d better stop or what, My Lord?” Lorica murmured, easing her mouth off his jutting cock and looking up into his eyes. “Is it not pleasing, My Lord?”

“Yes, my lady, it is pleasing, but ” Prince Mearh, mumbled, not knowing how to tell her he was about to fill her mouth with his own cream.

Sensing the prince’s nearness to eruption, Lorica leaned back and grasped hold of one of the dangling giants hanging down from her chest. Lifting the breast, she pointed its big swollen nipple at the prince’s twitching cock as it proudly jutted up in the air. The breast was apparently very full as almost the moment she touched it, a trickle of milk began to ooze out of the big, purple knob tipping it. Then Lorica began to gently squeeze, slowly milking her fingers down the soft, pliant flesh. Aiming the nipple at the prince’s jutting cock, she began milking it harder and faster and soon had several tiny streams of milk squirting out of her nipple. Holding onto her heavy, milk-laden breast, she continued to milk herself until his cock was coated with a film of her wet, warm mother’s milk.

Then, letting go of her breast, she leaned forward and slowly began to lick the creamy coating off the prince’s cock, one long, slow lick at a time with each lick finishing with a soft suck on its oozing head. When she was done with his big, jutting cock, she finished with a cleansing lick of his dangling balls.

As she leaned back up, the prince leaned down and gently grasped hold of her chubby hands.

“Would my lady be more comfortable making those memories in my bed?” he smiled down at her as he slowly pulled her up onto her feet.

“Yes, My Lord,” Lorica whispered, melting into the boy’s arms and pulling him against her. Their lips met and they kissed soft and lovingly for the first time. Almost the kiss of a mother and child, instead of man and woman.

It was all so strange to the prince. This woman, soft and cuddly on the one hand and bizarrely, so motherly on the other hand. It was almost enough to make his head spin as he held her against him.

Finally they broke the kiss and stepped back from each other. Holding onto the prince’s hand, Lorica led him toward his bed.

Stopping beside the bed, Lorica turned to face the young prince and slowly lifted her arms straight up in the air.

Looking at her with a confused look on his handsome face, Mearh wondered what she was doing. Then as she continued to look at him, she smiled.

“My gown, My Lord ” she softly whispered.

“Oh, oh, yes, my lady,” Mearh muttered, a faint blush forming on his cheeks.

Bending down, Mearh grasped hold of the hem of her gown and slowly pulled it up her chubby legs. Pulling it higher and higher, he was finally able to pull it up off over her head.

Stepping back, the prince tossed her gown on the bed and slowly ran his eyes down her rotund figure. Her breasts, still seeping out milk were huge. White, mountainous globes of quivering tit-flesh, they gently jiggled as she stood looking at him with an inquisitive look on her cherubic face. Following the roundness of her figure, he brushed his eyes over the plumpness of her belly to the forest of copper curls covering her sex. The soft curls were glimmering softly in the light of the fire as Lorica slowly turned to expose the round, portly cheeks of her bare, white ass to his leering eyes.

“You are beautiful ” the prince said, stretching the truth somewhat, but seeing no reason to denigrate the woman as she turned to face him again.

“Oh, My Lord,” Lorica blushed, holding her hand over her mouth as she shyly turned her head to the side and batted her big, brown eyes at him.

“You are ” he smiled, reaching down to the bottom of his nightshirt and pulling it up off over his head in one swift move. When he did, it made his stiff, jutting cock flounder up and down wildly. As it did, it slung a long, stringy strand of goo onto Lorica’s plump belly.

“My Lord ” Lorica softly gurgled, trapping his head between her pudgy hands and planting a long, deep kiss on the boy’s lips. As they kissed, the nightshirt fell from his fingers to land on the cold, stone floor beside his foot.

Then, with a soft, expectant gurgle, Lorica released the prince’s head and turned around to face the bed. Lifting a pudgy knee up on the down-filled mattress, Lorica gave out a soft grunt, lifted her other knee up and started to crawl up onto the bed.

But as she did, Mearh reached out and stopped her. Holding onto her hips, keeping her from crawling up onto the bed, the prince saw her questioningly look back over her shoulder as he leaned down over her plump, upturned ass. Slowly, almost teasingly, he placed a soft, lingering kiss on each of the quivering globes of pale, white flesh.

Then, surprising even himself, he dug his thumbs down into the soft, giving flesh and slowly spread the fat globes out to expose the wrinkled pucker of her asshole down between them.

“My Lord—“ Lorica winced as the prince flicked his tongue across the puckered circle of fluted flesh.

Mearh didn’t know what had come over him as he eased his thumbs back out and let the big globes of white flesh close back down to hide her flinching sphincter.

Releasing his hold on her hips, Mearh let Lorica crawl up on the soft, down-filled mattress and roll over onto her back.

“My Prince—My Child,” Lorica softly murmured, spreading her arms and legs to welcome the prince down between them.

Having difficulty differentiating among all the conflicting emotions swirling through his head, Mearh groaned out the first thing that came into his mind as he crawled up between Lorica’s thick, spread legs.

“Mother—“ he gasped out.

A look of beatific joy spread out across Lorica’s glowing face as she beamed and reached up to pull him down between her widespread legs.

“Yes—Yes—My Child—Come to your Mother ” she groaned, shoving her pudgy hands down between them and finding his maleness. “Come to Mother —“

Mearh’s reeling mind couldn’t wrap itself around it. Mother? My Child? Did she think that he was her son? Whatever it was, it only added to the heightened sense of decadence of the bizarre game that was playing out between them.

“Mother—“ the prince groaned out again as he felt his mother’s fingers grasp hold of his jutting, twitching cock and bend it down toward the wet, oozing hole between her outstretched legs.

Then the bloated, goo-covered head of his penis brushed against the weeping slit between Lorica’s fat, gorged pussy lips

"Does the Prince wish to fuck his mother?” Lorica teased as she slowly rubbed the tapered head of his dick up and down between her juice-slathered cunt lips.

"Yes—yes—Mother—Please--" he hissed, leaning down over her supporting himself on his hands and knees as looked down at her hand curled around his princely cock.

"Mother wants her Baby Prince to fuck her,” Lorica whispered, fitting the tapered tip of his cock down into the oozing, weeping hole at the bottom of her pussy.

"Yes—Mother—yes—“ Mearh murmured.

“Put it in, My Child, put it in—“ she told him tightly clenching her eyes shut. “Put it in your Mother and fuck her—fuck her—fuck her—“ As she spoke, Mearh leaned forward and slowly eased his penis down into the hot, sucking clutch of her cunt. "Oh—Oh—Oh—My King—My Prince—My Child—“ she mindlessly babbled as he pushed into her deeper and deeper.

It was all so confusing to the young prince. Mother? Child? King? Prince? What did it all mean? Maybe it was at that moment, the poor prince’s mind snapped and he deviated from the norm to the addictive perversion of sex. Who knows, but it happened somehow, sometime, some place? Was this it?

Never mind the sick, twisted convolution of emotions, he giddily told himself, as he continued to slowly ease his cock down into her until it was buried all the way up to his big dangling balls.

“Oh—My Child—“ Lorica gurgled out as she clutched the clinging warmth of her cunt down around the prince’s invading cock. The time for talk was over, he feverishly thought as he began to fuck her with deep, teeth-rattling strokes.

Their bodies were blurs of motion as they lustily fucked. Lorica had kicked her chubby legs up and was driving her heels into the prince’s tight, muscular ass as it bounded up and down on top of her. The prince’s toes were dug down into the mattress, giving him a foothold for the deep, penetrating strokes he was inflicting upon Lorica’s wet pussy. Lorica’s hands and arms were moving everywhere, coaxing, urging, clawing the prince as their bodies wetly slapped together over and over again. The force of the prince’s powerful strokes that he was raining down on her willing, accepting pussy was sending shock waves rippling through the flabby flesh of her belly and ass. And her giant breasts were floundering up and down on her chest like a pair of beached whales. Big, white whales.

Fucking her at a furious pace, the prince leaned down and found one of her big, swollen nipples with his lips. Continuing to pound into her with wild abandon, he began to suck and pluck at her big, puffy nipple. As he did, he saw her hands curl around the breast and begin to squeeze and clutch at it. When she did, streams of thick, rich milk squirted out of the nipple, coating his tongue. Savoring the sweetness of her milk, he kept his hips rocking back and forth, hammering his big cock in and out of the clutching tightness of her cunt while she squirmed and wriggled under him. As he mercilessly fucked her, their sweaty bellies were rubbing against each other, adding to the pure animalistic carnality of it all. Picking up the pace one more notch, he lifted his mouth up off her nipple. But she didn’t stop. She kept squeezing and kneading the giant breast as more and more sticky, warm milk squirted out of it splattering all over the prince’s face and throat. Licking his tongue around his lips, he tried to keep up with the streams of milky white cream squirting out of the big purple nipple. But in a short time, her breasts, her belly, her face, his face and his chest were covered with hundreds of warm, sticky droplets of her milk as he continued to pump away at her hungry cunt.

Fucking Lorica was exhilarating in itself, but watching her milk herself and spray them with the precious elixir made it all that much more decadent and perverted.

Then, suddenly Lorica’s chubby arms flew out to the side as she began to claw and scratch at the sweat-drenched sheet. Groaning and straining Lorica arched her back and thrust herself up against the prince’s pounding attack on her gushing pussy. Seeing that she was coming, Mearh shoved his big cock down into the clutching, spasming depths of her cunt to let her ride out her orgasm on it. Her huge tits were being dragged down to the side, rubbing against the bed with their big, puffy nipples pointing out to the side as they continued to squirt out tiny streams of pure, white milk. Spurting out to the side, the streams were splashing onto her arms and clutching hands, spotting them with a mist of white droplets. Mearh could feel Lorica’s quivering heels digging down into his clenched ass as she tried to get him even deeper inside the spasming depths of her pussy. The soft, wrinkled soles of her feet were arched, curling her toes and pointing them away from their groveling bodies as she groveled and fought her way through her orgasm. With her head thrown back, eyes clenched shut, her whole body was quivering and shaking as she fought on, coming and coming and coming. Mearh could feel her hot juices leaking out around his embedded cock, dripping down to his dangling balls and coating them with her sticky heat. It seemed like it would never end for her as she whimpered and moaned her way through it, but at last the groaning and straining stopped. At last, her eyelids slowly fluttered open and she looked up at him with a dazed, groggy look on her angelic face.

“My Prince—My Child—“ she softly whispered, clutching herself down around the prince’s embedded penis. While her pale, white tits were still leaking out milk, they were no longer squirting it out in streams. It was now slowly oozing out of the big, purple nipples, trickling down the sides of her breast and onto to the bed sheets below. There were two large damp spots under her breasts where the milk was being soaked up by the bed sheets. Such a waste, he complained to himself as he began to slowly work his big cock in and out of her juice-slathered cunt once again. As he began to pump into her again, her big, brown eyes fluttered shut and a tiny frown creased her forehead as he fucked her with deep, bone-jarring strokes. Then he felt her begin to thrust herself back at his pounding attack. The frown grew deeper and he felt her fingers on his hips, clutching at him, guiding him, pushing and pulling on him, urging him to fuck her harder. His ass was rocking back and forth in a blur, moving faster and faster. As it did, his big, juice-smeared cock sloshed in and out of the hot, clutching hole between Lorica’s plump legs. As the tube of meat sloshed in and out of her, it churned its juice into frothy white foam that covered his flopping balls and her upturned ass.

At last Mearh could feel the burn down inside his balls growing hotter and hotter as they slapped up against Lorica’s fat ass. As it did, the incestuous symbolism of it all added a sick, twisted depravity to it all. It was almost as if Lorica had actually transformed herself into his true mother and now mother and son were going to step over that bound that separated sex from being intimate and loving to something dark and foreboding.

"Mother! Mother!" he gasped as he felt the explosion of pleasure blast through his cock. As it did, his cock lurched down deep inside Lorica’s clutching pussy and spewed out a massive gush of thick, potent cum into her.” My Child! My Child!" Lorica screamed out, clutching her cunt down around his erupting penis, sucking on it, pulling on it, milking out its creamy load of royal semen. He was coming, he feverishly thought. Coming down inside Lorica’s warm, wet core. His mother’s womanhood. But no, she wasn’t his mother! She was Lorica! Lorica, his once-surrogate mother! Was it the same? Coming and filling her with his fiery essence. As he did, she ground herself back against him, taking him inside her as deep as she could.

“Mearh—Mearh—My Child—“ Lorica gasped, holding onto the prince son as his villainous cock bucked and jerked down inside her hungry cunt. Wallowing in the perverse confusion of their communion, Mearh held his spewing, spurting cock thrust down into her until it finally stopped firing off.

Laying atop her, gasping for breath, Mearh couldn’t move for the longest time. Finally, slowly backing his cum-coated peter out of the widely stretched opening of her vagina, Mearh looked down to see a long, ropy strand of cum leak out of her pussy and drip down onto the bed below. Mesmerized by the sheer obscenity of it all, he watched as more and more of the gooey, white goop ran out of her. There was already a thick, goopy puddle of the stuff between her chubby thighs as he saw the stream slowly diminish to one long, thin string of cum stretching from her pussy down to the bed.

“Was it good for you, my Prince?” Lorica asked him, a faint blush reddening her cheeks. Why was she blushing, Mearh puzzled as he watched her push up onto her butt making her massive breasts swing and sway, bumping and banging against one another.

“Yes, my lady and you?” he asked her, reaching over and lovingly running the tips of his fingers over one of her weeping nipples.

“It was the best I can ever remember,” she sighed. “There was something different something. Soft and loving, but at the same time, something, something I don’t know, I can’t even explain it.”

“I know, I felt the same thing I think,” he told her, giving her breast a soft squeeze and watch several streams of milk squirt out from it.

“When you called me, Mother, My Lord it made it all seem so much more,” she whispered, leaning over and giving him a soft kiss on the lips.

“I know. I felt almost like you were my mother. At least there for a few moments,” he told her, leaning down and gently sucking on her leaking nipple.

“You’re the son I never had,” Lorica murmured. “And there for a few precious moments, you were my son ”

“Would you like to spend the night with me, Lorica?” he asked her, holding her pudgy chin on his fingers and softly kissing her on the lips.

“The babies, My Lord,” she answered. “I must take care of the children but I will come back when time allows it, My Lord.”

“You promise?” Mearh smiled.

“I promise, My Lord, I promise,” she whispered returning his kiss and stepping down off his bed.

Handing her, her gown, Mearh watched as she eased it down over her plump body and let it go whispering down to cover it.

“Good night, My Lord,” she told him, running her fingers through his hair, seemingly reluctant to leave.

“Night, Lorica ” Mearh murmured watching her slowly pad across the cold, stone floor toward the door.

 

Return to the Table of Contents




Chapter 2 – The Hand Maiden




The prince’s affection for his surrogate mother, Lorica grew over time. But as it did, his obsession with his real mother, the queen multiplied exponentially. The obsession was like an angry, raw wound that would never heal as it slowly drove the prince crazy with desire for her. But still he couldn’t bring himself to express his true feelings for her and expose the sickness that dwelled down deep inside the darkness that pervaded his soul. That and the retribution he knew he would receive at the hands of his father, King Vilhelm kept his secret from every seeing the light of day.

It seemed that the only time he could get his mother out of his fevered mind was when he was with Lorica, or out hunting with his falcon, Greystone.

King Vilhelm had been away for the better part of a year fighting with the Samarians but it was rumored that the war was drawing to a close and the king would be returning soon. This only added to the prince’s anguish. It was one thing to secretly lust after the queen knowing that his father, King Vilhelm wasn’t around to claim his kingly privileges. But knowing that upon his father’s return, Mearh’s mother, the queen would willingly give herself up to the king filled the prince’s head with an impotent, jealous rage.

It was difficult enough not being able to be with his mother, the queen. But in his deranged frame of mind and the thought of imminent return of the king, Mearh was being driven to the edge of desperation.

The poor boy was becoming haggard looking as he lurked about the castle trying to come up with ways to get his mother to notice him. And at the same time devising plans to come up with a means of watching her when she didn’t know she was being watched.

At last his rambling mind came up with a plan. A plan to see his mother naked!...

 

~~~

 

Prince Mearh looked up at the flat, gray stone. It was the last stone keeping him from stepping out into the sunlight. His little tunnel, built by his own two hands, led down from his chambers, under the stone wall of the castle and up on the other side of the wall. Up into the space behind the circle of bulrushes that ringed the secluded, confined pool where his mother, the queen bathed every day.

Slowly pushing the rock up, he moved it to the side and eased up out of his tunnel. As he did, he found himself, as planned, standing behind the hedge of bulrushes. Leaning out, he slowly parted the plants and looked out onto the pond beyond them. There were several lily pads serenely floating on the still surface of the little pool and the slight breeze that brushed across his face brought with it the sweet smell of lotuses. Across the pond, on a stone patio, he saw an iron daybed and a vanity bench sitting under a silk canopy that partially blocked the rays of the sun. This undertaking had taken Prince Mearh the better part of three months to complete but today he would finally be able to reap the profit of his efforts.

Although his mother, the queen had not arrived yet, he had a perfect view of the pool, the chaise and the little bench from his hidden hiding place. And he could not be seen.

Looking up at the sun, Mearh knew that Queen Adriana came to the pool every day and bathed in the clear, cool water to help keep the day’s heat at bay just after the sun reached its peak.

Seeing that the sun was nearing its peak, he knew that it would only be a matter of time before his mother would come.

Sitting in his hiding place peering out through the bulrushes, the prince impatiently waited for his mother to appear. As he did, he could already feel his erection growing with the expectation of seeing his mother naked.

Suddenly, the silk curtain covering the door between his mother’s chamber and the bathing area parted and his mother’s handmaiden, Ella stepped out through it. Stopping, the girl cautiously looked around then held the opening apart and the queen stepped out through it. The girl was barely more than a child, Mearh told himself. But he knew her to be the same age as he was. Eighteen. But she looked to be much younger.

As the queen swept out through the opening, Mearh followed her with his leering eyes. Gasping, Mearh watched on in reverent awe as his mother’s large, heavy breasts heaved under the scant silk wrappings. Staring on in a euphoric daze, Mearh could see that the jiggling, bobbling globes of pale flesh were tipped with huge, berry-sized nipples that were jutting out erect and easily visible through the filmy material of her gown. Sweeping his eyes down her body, he saw that her belly was slightly rounded by age and her privileged life as it swooped down to the “Y” between her shapely thighs. As he did, Mearh could see that the long, silk strands covering her sex were molding themselves against her mound revealing the shape and fullness of the black bush underneath it.

He had known all along that she was beautiful, rumored to be the most beautiful woman in the kingdom but now, seeing her svelte body concealed only by a thin, diaphanous film of silk, the rumor was confirmed. He could easily make out the outline of her curvaceous body under the filmy cloth as she gracefully made her way across the patio with Ella following a respectful two steps behind her.

In the middle of the stone patio, she stopped, reached up to the tiny cord at the throat of her gown and quickly untied it. Then holding her arms out, she let Ella slowly pull the gown back over her sloping shoulders.

What Prince Mearh saw took his breath away. The fiery spasm of perverse excitement that fired off in his brain made him feel lightheaded and weak as he gazed at her in a joyous trance. Mearh ran his eyes down her body, trying to take in every breathtaking detail as she slowly padded across the patio on her tiny, bare feet. Then she paused at the edge of the pool. Mearh pored over her beauty like a starving man being presented a feast as she lifted a long, curvaceous leg, pointed her toes and gracefully dipped them down into the water.

As she tested the warmth of the water, Mearh’s eyes were immediately drawn back up to the perfect, white spheres dangling down from her chest. They were exquisitely shaped as they softly bobbled and swayed before his eyes. Both of the flawless, round globes of alabaster were capped with perfectly round cups of rose-colored flesh and tipped with dazzling ruby-red nipples that were precious gemstones in their own right.

The handsome, young prince had seen breasts before, but none as spectacular as the ones he was now feasting his eyes on. Then as he looked on in stunned silence, the queen slowly stepped out into the pool and waded several steps into the pond. When the water was gently lapping at the triangle of ebony curls that covered the tip of her softly-rounded belly, she stopped.

Then out of the corner of his eye, Mearh saw her handmaiden, Ella step down into the pool. Initially, his attention had been drawn to his mother and he had not seen the girl undress. Almost grudgingly, Mearh moved his eyes away from the queen’s stunning figure to that of the young woman standing behind her.

Comparing the bodies of the two women, rather that of the woman to the girl, Mearh saw that the girl’s breasts, unlike the queen’s heavier, fuller breasts were just beginning to ripen and mature. The pert, jutting orbs were proudly thrusting out and it was easy to see that the nipples were swollen and stiff. Like her breasts, the younger woman’s slender body was just beginning to develop and start to form an hour-glass shape.

Then Ella stepped up behind the queen and the queen’s exquisite body blocked out the view of the younger woman. Mearh’s eyes were immediately drawn back to his mother’s breasts as the younger woman slowly ran a washcloth over the queen’s back. Mearh was fascinated by the queen’s breasts. Unlike Lorica’s massive udders, the queen’s breasts were perfect is size and shape. Full, round with faint blue blood vessels barely visible under the thin transparency of her flawless, white skin. And the darkened tips were perfectly round unlike the sprawling circles capping Lorica’s mountainous breasts. But the most intriguing thing about the precious treasures was the way the two deep-red nipples tipping the beautiful sculptures were almost pointing straight up in the air as they rested on the upper half of her breast.

At last, he swept his eyes swept down over the “V” of her softly-rounded belly to the tangle of damp, black curls covering it. The rumors didn't do her justice, he sickly thought. She wasn't one of the most beautiful women in the kingdom; she was THE most beautiful woman in the kingdom maybe even in the whole world. Then his mother slowly turned to face the girl. As she stood with her arms hanging down to her sides, her breasts were so large, Mearh could see their rounded sides extending out beyond her arms. Her glistening black hair cascaded down over her shoulders like an ebony waterfall, hanging down, the curled tips just brushing the tops of her exquisite buttocks, only inches above the water. Mearh let his eyes wander down the long, elegant sweep of back, taking in its flawless beauty as they traveled down to the cheeks of her lovely, white ass. Exploring the unblemished paleness of her ass, he marveled at its beauty. Her long, shapely legs were hidden from view by the water, but the image of their sculpted form had been burned into his memory forever while she had stepped across the stone patio earlier. Mearh stared on, watching the soap bubbles slowly slither down the sweep of her graceful back. While his mother's body partially blocked his view of the handmaid once again, he could see that the girl was running the washcloth over his mother's big, jutting breasts. Oh, would that I could trade places with the girl, Mearh feverishly thought. Guiltily, he could feel his big prick growing harder and harder as he gawked at his mother in worshipful reverence. He could not prevent his body’s reaction to the beautiful woman standing before him, even if that body belonged to his own mother. But he had known how he would react all along. This woman, even if she was the queen, his mother, and the wife of his father had been the object of his sick, twisted obsession for as long as he could remember.

Mearh was afraid that his mother might hear his heart as it pounded like a kettle drum down inside his chest. He was having difficulty breathing and swallowing was becoming impossible as his mouth was as dry as the Sahara.

Prince Mearh’s peter was so hard, he was afraid it was going to rip out through his breeches as it continued to swell and grow. And as it did, it was caught in his breeches in such a way that he knew if he didn’t straighten it out, it would snap in two. Reaching down, he struggled with the drawstring until, at last, he freed his cock and it sprang out into the open, jutting up into the air, hard and ripe. But in his haste to free it, his elbow nudged a rock and it tumbled back down into his tunnel where it landed with a soft thump.

As it did, both women jumped, jerking around to face him. Mearh froze. Watching the women, Mearh tried to swallow his heart as it had bounded up into his throat. What if they caught him, he frantically wondered?

“What was that?” he heard the queen whisper as she squatted down in the water and draped her arms across in front of her dangling breasts to hide them from the unseen intruder.

“I don’t know,” Ella whispered back, her eyes darting from side to side, studying the bulrushes that Mearh sat behind quaking in his boots.

“Go see,” the queen ordered, timidly splashing around behind the girl.

“Yes, My Queen ” Ella whispered back as she began to slowly wade toward the bulrushes.

Mearh’s heart was about to explode as he watched the girl. As she moved toward him, her pert breasts jiggled and softly bobbled while the water swirled around the “v” of the tip of her flat belly. He could see that she was still worriedly studying the bulrushes as her big, blue eyes darted from side to side.

Finally, she stopped directly in front of where the cowering prince sat fearfully watching her through the reeds. Then he saw her reach out and slowly spread the reeds apart. As she did, her eyes flared open the moment their eyes met. Her lips moved as if she were about to speak, but stopped. She didn’t say a word as they stared into each other’s eyes for several long, breathless seconds.

“What is it? Did you find something?” the queen anxiously asked, still crouching in the water to hide herself from any prying eyes that might be watching her.

Then Mearh saw Ella’s eyes dart down to his big, jutting cock as it stuck up out of his breeches.

“Nothing to fear, My Lady it is just an eel,” she softly laughed, her eyes lifting back up to his face.

“An eel—“ the queen squealed.

“But there is nothing to worry about, My Queen. It is all swollen and hard. I think maybe it is dead or dying,” she said over her shoulder then turned back to face the prince and winked.

Mearh first felt a rush of relief wash over him as Ella let go of the bulrushes and stepped back away from them.

As the girl waded back toward the queen, Mearh watched his mother slowly rise up out of the water. Streams of glistening water rushed down her body, sweeping and swooping in and out of the curves on its way to rejoin the water in the pond.

“I’ll have Captain Buwuld bring some men over and remove all the eels tomorrow,” the queen smiled reaching out and gently grasping hold of Ella’s hand. Turning her, the queen led the girl up out of the water and onto the patio. Leaving a trail of small, wet footprints, the two women padded over to the chaise where a towel lay waiting for them. Picking up the towel, Ella shook it out and slowly patted the queen dry as Adriana stood with her arms held out to the side.

Patting down the queen’s oversized, bobbling breasts, Ella smiled at the queen and slowly made her way down over the rounded softness of Queen Adriana’s belly to the swirl of damp, black curls covering the queen’s sex.

Still reeling from the adrenaline rush of his near exposure, Prince Mearh watched on as the girl softly patted the nest of black curls with the towel. Then the prince saw the queen spread her long, shapely legs to bare the pink folds of flesh between them to the girl’s probing touch.

Finally, Ella was through and Mearh watched as Queen Adriana bent over and slowly eased down onto the chaise. As Ella stood reverently watching the queen, Adriana slowly spread her legs apart to reveal the dew-covered portal that lay between her legs.

Mearh felt another jolt of excitement fire off in his cock as he sat looking at the perfect, pink-petaled blossom. Even from across the pond, he could see the glistening drops of dew covering the queen’s pink-petaled pussy.

Ella didn’t say a word as she kneeled down on her knees beside the chaise. Then to Mearh’s astonishment, Ella leaned down over the queen and placed a soft, gentle kiss right on the lips of the queen’s juicy cunt.

As he gawked on in stunned silence, Mearh watched his mother, the queen lovingly run her fingers through Ella’s whitish-blond hair. Looking down at the girl crouching over her, Queen Adriana slowly inched her long legs even wider apart. As she did, Mearh saw Ella’s hand slowly fondle its way up the queen’s inner thigh.

Mearh giddily watched Ella’s hand as it slowly moved higher and higher. Then he saw the handmaiden ease out a finger and find the large, swollen nub just above the pink ruffles of flesh extending down below it. Mearh thought his fully-hardened prick was going to explode as he watched the girl slowly rub her finger back and forth across the nub.

Was this where the title "handmaiden" came from, he giddily wondered, watching the girl rubbing the queen’s pussy?

While this was going on, his mother's giant tits softly bobbled and jiggled in rhythm with Ella’s rubbing finger. He couldn't believe this was all happening as he reached down and wrapped his hand around the monster jutting up out of his breeches. Being as careful as he could, he began to slowly stroke his cock.

Could this really be happening, his fevered mind asked? Or was it just a figment of his obsessed, overactive mind? This was his mother, the queen. The very epitome of purity and virtue in his eyes. And she was letting her handmaiden do this to her? It was all just too much. He could feel the cum down in his balls beginning to bubble and boil as he continued to whack his cock while he watched. All at once, Queen Adriana’s head flew back and she let out a loud, gasping moan as her whole body began to shake and tremble. Then her hips began to squirm and wriggle as she shamelessly humped her pussy against the handmaiden’s slashing finger.

Mearh lost it. He felt his peter lurch and spurt out a giant wad of cum onto the wall of bulrushes in front of him.

Jerking his hand up and down his spewing, spurting cock, Mearh watched his mother, the queen come and come for the longest time, until at last, he saw the grimace melt off her face and her hips ground to a stop. As they did, the handmaiden picked up the towel and gently wiped away the gooey residue of the queen’s release. At last Mearh felt his cock stop spurting and began to soften. Stuffing it back in his pants, he watched as Queen Adriana and Ella disappeared back into the queen’s chambers. Standing up, Mearh stuffed his limp peter back in his breeches and dropped back down into the tunnel. Pulling the stone back over the opening to cover it, the prince crawled down the tunnel, under the wall and up into his chambers. Pushing up into his chambers, he covered the opening to the tunnel with another stone and dusted himself off. With the image of his naked mother and her handmaiden still dancing in his head, he shuffled over to the table and poured himself a goblet of wine.

Dropping down into his chair, he hooked a leg over the arm and sat staring at the fireplace as he ruminated over Ella’s reaction when she had seen him spying on them.

She had seemed initially surprised, but quickly recovered. Why didn’t she rat him out, he wondered? He would have thought that the fact that he had seen her naked might be enough to make her angry enough to tell the queen. But she hadn’t! In fact, it seemed to be the opposite when she had given him a co-conspiratorial wink.

But then again, he was the prince wasn’t he? Maybe she thought she could blackmail him into something. But for what, she was the queen’s handmaiden and as such, she could have almost anything she wanted. What did she need him for?

He had to find out why she hadn’t fed him to the dogs. Standing up, he walked over to the long, silk rope hanging down from the ceiling by the door to his bed chambers. Reaching out, he gave the cord a quick jerk and from somewhere nearby heard a loud, clanging gong.

Moments later, he heard a rapping on the heavy, wood door.

“Enter—“ he called out. Smiling to himself, he watched the door slowly creak open.

"You called, my Sire?" he heard his manservant, James ask, making a compulsory bow as he stepped into the room. "Yes, James. I wish to speak to the queen's handmaiden, Ella. Would you ask her to join me when she has the time?" Mearh told him.

"Yes, my Sire," James replied with a knowing smile on his lips as he bowed again, turning, stepping back over to the door. On his way out, James looked back and smiled again before leaving and closing the door after him.

Stepping over to the loophole looking out onto the courtyard, Mearh stood watching dusk steal over the countryside as he wondered what Ella’s motive was for not telling the queen about him.

After a few moments of musing, Mearh turned and stepped over to his chest of drawers. Opening the top drawer, he reached in and pulled out a nightshirt made of the finest satin and silk. The edging running along the neckline, sleeve openings and the hem were encrusted small diamonds, rubies, and emeralds that softly glimmered in the light of the candle setting on the table by his bed.

Returning to the main chamber, Mearh walked over to the table, where James had earlier set out a pair of basins on the table. Laying his nightshirt on the table, Prince Mearh quickly stripped down to the buff. One basin was filled with warm, soapy water to wash with and the other warm water to rinse off with. Smiling with expectant anticipation, he washed, paying particular attention to the big, dangling cock that was hanging down between his legs. As he did, he could vainly see that the monster was already beginning to firm up and slowly lift itself up out from between his muscular legs. Finished washing, he tossed the damp cloth down on the table and shoved his hands down into the second basin. Splashing water over his chest and legs, he washed away the film of bubbles that covered his skin. Then he quickly toweled off and slipped into his night shirt. Retrieving his wine goblet, he walked over and sat down in his chair to await the appearance of his mother’s handmaiden.

A small fire, just big enough to fend off the damp coolness of the night air danced in the fireplace as the prince sat watching the flickering flames while he waited. Thinking back on the handmaiden’s nubile, young body, Mearh could feel his cock growing harder and harder as the minutes slowly ticked by. Then, as he was just about to push up and refill his wine goblet, there was a light tapping on the door. Mearh rose and quickly stepped over to it. Lifting the heavy bar, he pulled the door open to find Ella standing in the doorway looking at him with a respectful smile on her pretty face. "You summoned me, My Lord," she purred, curtsying and then coyly brushing her fingers over her budding breasts as they thrust themselves out against her thin nightgown.

"Yes, yes, come in, come in," Mearh grinned, stepping back and sweeping his hand into the room to invite her into his chambers. Demurely stepping around him, Ella obeyed him and stepped into the prince’s chambers, taking a quick look around as he closed the door behind her.

“My I get my lady a goblet of wine?” Prince Mearh asked her stepping around her to the pitcher of wine that sat on the table by the basins.

“Yes, My Lord,” Ella smiled, batting her big, blue eyes at him.

Picking up the pitcher, Mearh quickly filled a goblet with wine and handed it to the young girl.

“Have a seat, uh, Ella, isn’t it?” Prince Mearh asked, motioning toward the other chair sitting in front of the dark fireplace.

“Yes, My Lord,” she smiled, easing down into the chair as he sat down in his own tall-backed chair.

They sat, neither of them speaking for several seconds as they timidly checked each other out. A good sign, prince Mearh told himself as he saw the girl’s hard, swollen nipples were tenting the bodice of her thin gown. Then he saw her big eyes slowly drift down to his own tented nightshirt.

“What did My Lord wish to see me about,” Ella finally asked as she smiled and her eyes lazily lifted back up to his face.

He wanted to approach the subject as circumspectly as he could, he told himself as he took a sip on his wine and then set the goblet on the arm of his chair.

"Uh, I was just wondering," he mumbled, seeing that the girl’s cheeks were glowing softly in the light from the candles sitting on the table. “This afternoon why you didn’t tell the queen,” he asked, his voice trailing off and leaving the question hanging in the air.

“What good could have come from that, My Lord?” she asked him with another suggestive bat of her eyes. “What mother would want to know that her son was spying on her?”

“Uh, oh, I see,” Mearh stammered, suddenly finding himself on the defensive, put there by the girl’s sparring return.

“Did the prince wish for me to tell her?” she asked him. “Perhaps then the truth would be out and the prince would no longer have to hide his secret longings for the queen. Is that what you wanted, My Lord?” she defiantly smiled, taking another sip on her wine. “If so, I can arrange for that ”

“Uh, no, no, that is not, no, I do not wish that,” he mumbled, feeling a warm flush spread out across his cheeks.

This one was no pussy cat, he told himself. She had claws and she apparently wasn’t afraid to use them, even on the prince himself. “So, my lady, what, what did you have in mind as payment for keeping this, uh, this secret from my mother, the queen?” Mearh timidly asked her, unable to keep his eyes from sweeping down her youthful figure even though she obviously held the upper hand in the contest.

Smiling, Ella set her goblet on the arm of her chair and slowly pushed up onto her small slippered feet. Then with a playful smile on her pretty lips, like a feline on the hunt, she sveltely padded across the tiny space between the two chairs.

Stopping beside his chair, she reached down and slowly tickled the tip of her finger around the prince’s earlobe.

“I don’t know why, My Prince,” she smiled, leaning down and familiarly running the tips of her fingers over the bulge tenting the prince’s nightshirt, “but since this afternoon, I’ve had a longing for eel ”

“Eel? Oh, oh, I see,” the prince grinned, reaching up and cupping one of her youthful breasts through her gown. “And how would my lady like her eel prepared?”

“Perhaps, My Prince, I need to have another look at it to help me decide how I wish it prepared,” Ella mischievously whispered, slowly stepping around in front of him as he sat gazing up at her.

As Mearh watched, Ella reached down and grasped hold on one of the pillows that the prince was leaning back against. Easing it out from behind his back, she dropped it on the stone floor between his slippered feet. Then, reaching down, she pulled the bottom of her gown up above her knees and kneeled down on the pillow.

Mearh felt his cock lurch as she reached out and pinched hold of the hem of his nightshirt.

“Oh, My Lord, I think the eel is still alive,” she softly giggled. “I saw it move ”

“Uh, I, yes, uh, I think I saw it move, too,” he grinned down at her as she slowly lifted the shirt and peeled it back off his stiff, erect penis.

“Oh, My Lord, the eel is much larger than I remember it,” she smiled, draping the shirt across the tip of his belly just above the hairy base of the jutting creature.

“Perhaps my lady didn’t have proper amount of time to observe it this afternoon,” he grinned, clenching the muscles around its base and making it lurch.

“There, see, My Lord, it is alive,” she giggled as the prince’s big cock twitched and jumped.

“Maybe you had better grab it,” he snickered. “Before it escapes—“

“Oh, yes, My Lord, I think I should,” she laughed, reaching out with both hands and grabbing hold of his cock.

“There but now that you’ve caught it, what are you going to do with it?”

“I don’t know, My Lord what do you think I should do with it?”

“Stand up,” he told her.

“But it might escape, My Lord,” Ella laughed, squeezing it harder.

“Here, I’ll hold it for you while you get up,” he grinned, reaching down and grabbing hold of his cock with one hand.

“Hold on to it really tight, My Lord. It would be such a shame for an eel this size to get away,” Ella tittered, letting go of his peter and pushing up onto her dainty, little feet.

“Yes, it would,” he laughed, squeezing it harder. “I’ll hold on to it real tight.”

Then the prince reached down and slipped his other hand up under the bottom of her nightgown.

“I’ve heard that eel goes quite well with clams,” he told her as he slowly ran his fingers up the soft, inner smoothness of her long, slender leg.

“I’ve heard the same, My Lord, but wherever could we find a clam at this time of night?” Ella softly giggled, easing her legs apart for the prince.

“I think I know where I might find one,” he whispered, brushing his fingers higher and higher up her inner thigh. “A nice, young, juicy one. ”

“That would be nice, My Lord,” she murmured as Mearh’s fingers brushed across the soft wetness between her legs. “Oh, My Lord, I think you have found one. ” she cooed thrusting her hips forward and rubbing herself against his probing fingers. “A nice, young, juicy one. ”

“Yes, I think I have—“ Mearh whispered, searching the softness for the jut of her femininity.

“But what is this, my lady?” he asked, feigning surprise when his fingers brushed across her jutting clit. “Perhaps this is not a clam, my lady. Maybe it is an oyster, for I think I have found a pearl ”

“Oh, yes, I think you have, My Lord,” Ella sighed, spreading her legs a little wider apart and thrusting herself against his fingers as they rubbed back and forth across the hard, swollen pearl.

“I have always wanted to try a raw oyster, my lady,” Mearh told her as he stopped rubbing and eased his fingers up into the hot, tight clutch of the girl’s pussy. “Do you think I could taste this one?”

"Oh, My Prince you would do that for a lowly serf such as myself?” she cooed, reaching down and cupping her hand down around the goo-covered head of his jutting penis.

"Yes, my lady I would love to taste your creamy oyster,” he smiled, slowly working his juice-slickened fingers in and out of the slippery heat of her pussy.

Easing his juice-slathered fingers out of the gooey hole, Mearh pulled his hand out from under her gown and lifted it up to his mouth. Sticking his sticky fingers in his mouth, he coarsely sucked them clean.

“Does the prince like the taste of my clam—uh, oyster?” Ella smiled, reaching out and running her fingers through the hairs at his temple.

“I’ve never tasted finer,” he grinned, wiping the spit from his fingers on her gown.

“Oh, the prince doeth make my lady blush,” Ella smiled, bashfully batting her eyes at him as a blush actually spread out across her cheeks.

“Would my lady allow the prince to gaze upon the succulent treasure that lays hidden between your legs?”

“If that is the prince’s desire,” she murmured.

Leaning down, Ella grasped hold of the bottom of her gown and with a blushing smile, she began to inch the gown up her slender thighs.

With his hand still wrapped around his jutting cock, Mearh began to slowly stroke it as he sat watching Ella slowly, teasingly lift her gown up her body. As the white linen slowly crept up her legs, Mearh focused his attention on the “Y” of her crotch waiting for the hem to lift off it and bare its succulent secrecy to his leering eyes.

Then he saw the ruffled, pink shell of the dew-covered clam peek out from under the bottom of the gown.

“Such a lovely, pink one ” prince Mearh whispered, seeing that Ella had paused and stood on her knees holding onto the gown wrapped around her hips as he gawked down between her legs. “I hear that pink ones are the tastiest ones.”

“Why is my lady stopping?” he asked her, looking back up at her face.

“The prince said he only wished to gaze upon the clam that lay between my legs,” she softly giggled as a coy smile spread out across her lips.

“Would that I could gaze upon all your charms, my lady,” he smiled, running his eyes across her bodice and seeing that her nipples were still tenting the thin material.

“But the prince has already seen all of my lady’s charms this afternoon, My Lord. Have you forgotten so soon?” she shyly murmured, pouting out her full lower lip.

“No, but it was such a brief glance, I would like to refresh my memory,” Mearh smiled back. “Especially of my lady’s sweet, succulent pears.”

“As My Lord wishes ” Ella whispered as she began to slowly lift the gown up again.

Mearh followed the white edge of her gown as it slowly crawled up over the girl’s flat, taut tummy. Her skin, unaccustomed to the touch of sunlight was a pale white as Mearh pored over it while the gown moved higher and higher. Then the rounded undersides of her budding breasts edged out from under the gown. Suddenly, Mearh found himself staring at the pink circles of pebbled flesh capping the girl’s smallish breasts. As he did, he saw that unlike Lorica’s mammoth breasts, the darkened caps tipping Ella’s breasts were peaked, jutting out from her breast.

“You have such lovely breasts, my lady,” Mearh softly proclaimed as he watched them bobble when Ella jerked the gown up and off over her head with a flourish.

“But I thought the prince liked them larger? Like the queen’s?” Ella teasingly laughed with a mischievous smile on her pretty lips.

“My lady’s breasts are just as beautiful just smaller. That is all,” he smiled back at her. Then reaching out, he slowly tickled the tip of a finger around the jutting softness of her pink areola.

“I’m sorry that I don’t have milk for you, my prince like your wet nurse, Lorica,” Ella smiled, winking as she ran the tip of her tiny, pink tongue around her lips.

“How—How do you know about, uh, Lorica?” he asked her, surprised that she would know about his little tryst with his wet nurse.

“Nothing the prince does goes without notice, My Lord,” she said, leaning down and clasping hold of the goo-covered head of the prince’s cock.

“Does, does the queen know?” Mearh anxiously asked.

“I would imagine so, My Lord. Very little escapes her watchful eyes,” Ella said, slowly rubbing the palm of her hand around the head of his prick and spreading the slippery goo oozing out of the hole in its tip all over the head.

Reaching out, Mearh pinched Ella’s hard, jutting nipples between his thumbs and fingers, twisting, pinching and pulling on them.

“Does the prince still wish a taste of my lady’s clam?” Ella coyly smiled, thrusting her chest out and pushing her developing breasts against his groping hands.

“But, of course,” he smiled, feeling her nipples growing even harder.

Putting her hands on the prince’s knees, Ella slowly pushed back up onto her feet. Standing in front of the prince, she leaned over him, offering her nubile, young breasts to his lips as she reached for the back of his chair. Pulling his hands off the jutting treasures that were now jutting out in front of his face, the prince leaned toward her and sucked one of the swollen, hard berries in between his clasping lips.

Flicking his tongue back and forth across the springy nub, he heard a soft murmur escape from the girl’s lips. Sucking and nipping the supple nipple, Mearh reached out and slipped his hand between Ella’s long, willowy legs. But as he ran his hand up toward the weeping wetness between them, Ella giggled and leaned back up, pulling her nipple out of his mouth and pushing his hand out from between her legs all in one motion.

“I thought My Lord wished to taste my clam not play with it,” she giggled, grabbing hold of the back of his chair, lifting one long, lanky leg up and putting her tiny foot on the seat of the chair by Mearh’s butt. Then, with a soft grunt, she pushed up off the foot in the chair and lifted her other foot up beside the prince’s other hip. Straddling the prince, with her legs spread and her dainty feet brushing his hips, she looked down and smiled.

“What about the poor, lonely eel?” he laughed as he suddenly found himself face to face with Ella’s youthful, pink-lipped cunt. Unlike the lush growth of hair covering Lorica’s mature, thick-lipped cunt, the mound of Ella’s pussy was covered with soft blond fuzz.

“Ella will see that Prince’s eel is taken care of too,” she snickered, inching her hips forward and moving her pussy closer to his lips.

Reaching up, prince Mearh dug his fingers down into the soft, giving cheeks of her boyish ass and pulled her pussy against his lips. As he did, the rich pungence of her sex filled his nostrils. Flicking his tongue out, he lashed it across the hard, fleshy nub protruding out above her pussy.

Eating pussy was a new trick Lorica had taught him and he had proven to be a more than capable student in the fine art of cunnilingus.

Tilting her hips, Ella rubbed her clit against lashing tongue.

“Oh, My Prince ” Ella groaned pulling on the back of the chair as she ground herself against his mouth.

Letting go of one of the cheeks of her tight, little ass, Mearh brought his hand around in front and ran it up between her legs to the drooling wetness just below his chin. Probing the softness, he found the opening between the soft shells of her clam. Flogging the jutting nub of her clit with his tongue, Mearh stuck out his fingers and pushed them up into the clinging softness of her sex.

“Yes—My Prince—“ Ella whimpered as she began to roll her hips up and down. As she did, it rubbed her clit against the prince’s tongue at the same time it worked her cunt up and down on the prince’s probing fingers.

As the prince pumped his fingers in and out of the girl’s wet, clinging softness, he could feel her hot juices gushing out of her, spilling out onto his hand and running down his forearm. There was so much of the thick, creamy goo, it was dripping off his elbow onto his thigh below.

Balancing on the balls of her tiny feet, Ella frantically rubbed her clit against the prince’s juice-slathered face as he lapped his rough tongue back and forth across her clit. Even the heavy, wooden chair was creaking and groaning under the weight of the prince and serf as Ella’s frenzied movement grew more and more erratic.

“Yes—yes—My Prince—oh—yes—yes—“ Ella hissed as her hips worked up and down faster and faster. The girl’s fingernails were digging down into the top of the chair as she lunged up and down, dragging her clit across the prince’s lashing tongue.

Then all at once, Ella squealed as her ass began to jerk and twitch.

“Oh—My—Princcccccccceeee—“ she gasped out as a gush of thick, hot juice spewed out of her pussy and splashed down onto the prince’s chin and throat. Head thrown back, eyes tightly clenched shut, her back arched, she thrust herself against the prince’s unrelenting tongue as he continued to slurp and lick her clit. Moaning and groaning, Ella groveled her way through her orgasm as Mearh frantically pumped his fingers in and out of the spewing hole between the girl’s trembling legs. He’d never seen a woman, or girl for that matter spew out so much pussy juice. He was covered with the gooey, clinging stuff but it wouldn’t stop as it continued to pour out like water gushing through a break in a dike.

At last, with a soft, whimpering murmur, Ella was finished.

“Oh, My Prince ” she sighed as she lifted her hands off the back of the chair and curled them around the prince’s shoulders. “That was wonderful ”

With a blissful smile on her pretty face, Ella slowly leaned down and placed a soft, gentle kiss on the prince’s goo-covered lips. As she did, Mearh could feel her fingers brushing against his hips as his nightshirt began to slowly lift up his body. Then raising his arms up over his head, his view was blocked for a brief instant as Ella pulled the shirt up over his head. Then, with a soft chuckle, she gently wiped his face with it and then tossed it onto the floor beside the chair.

As Mearh sat watching, Ella held onto the back of the chair and slowly kneeled down. The prince could feel the girl’s fuzzy mound rubbing against him leaving a wet trail down his hairy chest as her knees brushed against his sides while she lowered herself down onto her knees. With her knees brushing against his hips her wet, juice-smeared pussy was poised just above the glistening head of his penis as the oversized organ jutted up, resting against his belly.

As Mearh sat eagerly awaiting her next move, Ella reached down between them and gently grasped hold of his jutting cock. Then pulling it out away from his belly, she held it up in the air as she slowly melted down toward the menacing giant.

Dropping lower, Ella sighed as Mearh reached out and wrapped his hands around her waspish waist. It was so narrow, the tips of the prince’s muscular fingers almost touched in the back as he gently, but forcefully pushed her down toward the barbed, goo-smeared head of his cock.

Ella had a contented look in her big, blue eyes as they softly twinkled in the light of the small fire. Then Mearh felt the soft wetness between her legs brush against the sensitive head of his penis.

As he waited, Ella smiled and slowly pushed his cock back and forth coating it with the slippery juice oozing out from between the ruffles of flesh bordering her pussy.

“The Prince’s eel is the biggest eel I’ve ever seen,” Ella softly whispered as she finally stopped rubbing the head of his cock up and down her pussy and seated its pointy tip in the seeping opening of her pussy.

Mearh smiled, not knowing if she was telling the truth or just complimenting him to boost his ego. But it didn’t really matter either way. He knew that either his princely staff was larger than most men’s or all women were liars He could feel the warm, fleshy folds parting to accept him as Ella flexed her legs and slowly sank down on his jutting maleness. It felt like liquid silk was flowing down over his cock as it thrust itself deeper and deeper up into the clinging warmth of Ella’s warm, wet cunt.

“So soft, my lady ” the prince softly murmured, curling his hips upward and thrusting up into the clutching warmth.

“So large, My Lord,” Ella whispered, squeezing herself down around the invading hardness as it pushed in deeper and deeper. Then just as the soft, giving cheeks of her boyish ass touched down on the prince’s hairy legs, she leaned against him and their lips touched. The kiss began soft and loving as she sat in the prince’s lap, impaled on the meaty sword jutting up from between his legs. But as time slowly ticked by, their mouths opened and their tongues ventured forth, touching, then probing, twisting, intertwining as the kiss grew more and more impassioned. Loud, wet slurps came from their interlocked, youthful mouths as they kissed with the fevered impatience of youth.

Mearh felt as if a velvet glove with a thousand fingers had grasped hold of his jutting cock as the muscles in Ella’s cunt undulated up and down its entire length. The prince quickly noticed that the girl’s educated pussy was tighter, suppler than Lorica’s meaty wound as Ella worked her magic on his lucky member.

Finally, with a soft murmur, Ella broke the fiery kiss and leaned back away from him. Then, staring deep into his eyes, she slowly pushed up, backing herself back off his drenched prick. As she did, Mearh could feel her hot, sticky juices leaking out around the shaft of his penis and flowing down to coat his balls. Then she dropped back down, thrusting down, consuming his cock in one swift gulp as their groins obscenely slapped together at the bottom of the thrust.

“So big My Lord,” she softly cooed as she began to slowly push up and down taking the prince’s lordly member up to the hilt on every thrusting drive downward. As she did, Mearh dug his fingers into her waist and aided her by lifting and pushing her up and down on his stiff, hard maleness.

As Ella pumped up and down her eyes fluttered shut and a little, effort frown creased her forehead. Watching the girl’s pointy breasts quivering and bobbing as they flicked up and down, Mearh could see a sheen of perspiration forming on her velvety skin. The reds, the yellows, the oranges, and the blues of the flames in the fireplace reflected off her sweaty skin as she softly panted and tirelessly drove herself up and down on the thick, meaty pole sticking up out from between Mearh’s hairy legs.

As she held onto the prince’s shoulders, he could feel her fingernails digging into his skin as the frown on her forehead etched itself deeper and deeper. The muscles in her flat belly were growing tauter as she worked her hips up and down faster and faster.

Suddenly, Ella gave out a loud groan as her buttocks slammed down onto Mearh’s legs. Then she began to moan and whimper as she thrust herself down onto the prince’s cock, taking it inside her as deep as it would go while her pussy clamped down around the embedded giant and began to clutch and pull on it.

“Myyyyyy Loorrrrrrdddddd—“ Ella groaned out as Mearh fought to hold back the lake of cum that was straining for release down inside his aching balls. Grabbing hold of her, he pulled her to him, holding on tightly as she groveled and groaned her way through her release. Kissing and nibbling on her neck as he held her in his muscular arms, he let her ride out the storm on his cock as her gratification poured out of her in thick, sticky gushes. This was her second climax of the night, but based on the amount of cream spewing out of her, one would never have guessed that.

The moans and mews were growing softer and softer as the spasms undulating through her pussy were weakening and growing farther and farther apart. At last, she was done as she melted against the prince’s sweaty chest.

Smiling to himself, Mearh let go of her waist and slowly pushed his hands down between her sweaty legs and under the backs of her thighs. Grunting, he lifted her, pulling her up off his jutting, cream-drenched cock.

“No—no—My Lord—you did not finish—“ she complained with a hurt look on her face.

“I will—“ Mearh snorted, holding her against him cradling her with her long, slender legs bent at the knee and draped across his arms. Mearh’s biceps bulged out as he leaned forward and slowly pushed up out of his chair. As he stood in front of the chair holding the girl in his muscular arms, the prince could feel the head of his prick nudging against the soft, rounded curve of Ella’s buttocks.

She couldn’t even weigh a long hundredweight, he told himself as slowly shuffled across the main chamber toward his bed. With her long, slender arms wrapped around the prince’s neck, Ella playfully nipped and nibbled on his earlobe as they stumbled along.

“The prince’s eel is so impatient,” Ella giggled as the bloated head of the prince’s cock bumped and rubbed against her butt while they made their way over to the prince’s down-filled bed.

“He loves sweet, succulent clams,” the prince laughed, stopping at the edge of the bed and gently lowering Ella down onto it. “If fact, clams are his favorite treat ”

Digging her heels and elbows down into the mattress, Ella pushed back until she was lying in the center of the bed.

Spreading her legs apart, she ran her hand down to the pink-lipped gash between her legs and fingered the dew-covered lips apart. “Does this one look sweet and succulent enough for the prince’s eel?” she smiled as she began rubbing the tip of her finger back and forth across the pink pearl above the unfurled lips.

“The prince’s eel can’t wait to partake of such a lovely delicacy,” Prince Mearh smiled, lifting his knee up onto the bed. In fact, Prince Eel’s eager impatience was being exhibited by the long, stringy strand of slippery goo dripping down off the tapered head of his cock.

“Oh, My Lord, your eel must be ravenous,” Ella giggled, pointing down at the oozing head of his prick. “He’s drooling ”

“That he is,” Mearh grinned, crawling up between the girl’s outstretched legs. Reaching down, the prince eased his hands down under the backs of her willowy legs and began lifting them up off the bed. Lifting them higher and higher, he kept pushing until the fronts of her legs were pinned back, brushing against her proud, pert breasts.

“Oh, My Lord, don’t snap poor, little Ella in two,” she fussed, looking up at him from between her calves as she hooked the backs of her heels on his shoulders and slowly ran her hands up her uplifted legs.

“Never, my lady ” Mearh murmured, leaning over her, balancing himself on one hand as he reached down and took hold of his cock with his other hand. Pushing the evil ogre down, he aimed the bloated head down at the cream-covered opening between Ella’s ruffled pussy lips. Rubbing the tapered tip up and down between her lips to coat it, Mearh fitted it down in the opening and pushed into her. As he did, he saw Ella’s head tilt back and her chin thrust up into the air as Mearh threaded his cock back down inside the clutching tightness of her cunt.

“Oh, My Lorddddd ” Ella murmured out as Mearh drove in all the way up to the hairy hilt of his oversized organ. With the girl’s hips tilted up and her legs sticking straight up in the air, her pussy was vulnerable to the deepest penetration imaginable. Pulling back, the prince lunged forward and drove into her as deep as was humanly possible as he felt his big balls slap up against the girl’s uptilted ass.

Mearh's eyes sparkled with lust as he leaned down between Ella’s legs and found her lips with his. Thrusting tongue and penis into the girl, he drove both into her, spreading her. They kissed like passionate lovers, Ella’s tongue coiling around the prince’s, spit dripping down, running down her cheeks as they hungrily kissed. Mearh trapped the young girl’s tongue between his teeth, sucking on it, twirling his own tongue around the soft, wet flesh. Continuing to plunge his meaty sword into the girl’s accepting softness, Mearh kissed his way down over Ella’s drool-smeared cheek to her soft neck. Throwing her head back, Ella exposed the vulnerable softness of her neck to the young prince as she curled her feet, trapping his head between the soft soles.

Grunting and panting like lust-crazed animals, they fucked, their bodies slapping together and sending vulgar, wet slaps echoing back off the cold, dank stone walls.

Mearh heard Ella cry out as he speared her deeper than any man, or object had ever gone before. Her muffled whimpers were almost drowned out by the wet slap of their bodies crashing together as Mearh plunged into the silken softness between her uplifted legs over and over again. Then Ella’s hands flew out, her fingers clawing at the silken sheets as the prince pummeled her defenseless femininity with his unyielding masculinity.

Mearh could feel her thrusting herself up at his hysterical attack, willingly taking him inside her softness squeezing, clutching, milking the mighty weapon as it thrust forward, stretching her, filling her as she had never been filled before. Softly sobbing, Ella curled her hands around the prince’s sweaty, bounding ass as it tirelessly rocked back and forth. Digging her long, sharp fingernails into the prince’s tightly-clenched muscles, she pulled him down into her.

Sweat was pouring from the young prince’s body as he fucked his mother’s handmaiden with almost maniacal strength.

Dropping down onto his elbows, pressing her legs down farther, pushing her knees up under her armpits, Mearh found the girl’s budding breasts with his clawed hands. Leaning down, kissing and gently biting, he mauled and groped her youthful breasts as he plunged his cock in and out of the hot, sucking hole between her legs.

Suddenly, Mearh felt Ella go stiff as she let out a long, straining scream and pushed up against him. Then she began to tremble and moan as her nails dug in so deep they drew blood.

Mearh seemed unmoved by her orgasm as he seemed intent on fucking her forever. Continuing to thrust in and out of the young girl’s hot, clinging wetness, the prince fought on. But now he could feel it. Feel his own triumph over the girl as the molten charge down inside his flopping balls readied itself for expulsion.

Finally, Ella felt the prince’s massive cockhead swell as Mearh let out a roar and thrust into her as hard and deep as he could. As he did, his mighty weapon began to jerk and twitch as it flooded her pussy with great gushes of royal semen. Like a runaway geyser, it wouldn’t stop as surge after surge of Mearh’s thick, creamy cum filled her hungry cunt.

At last, Mearh had none left to give the girl. Her hot, little cunt had sucked out every last drop of his princely cum.

“Such a hungry, little clam,” Mearh sighed as he leaned back and slowly withdrew his cum-slathered prick out of Ella’s overflowing pussy.

“The prince’s mighty eel nearly drowned my poor, little clam,” Ella softly complained as she slowly lowered her long legs down onto the bed beside the prince’s hairy legs. “Never has she known an eruption of such magnitude, My Lord.”

“Then the payment was sufficient? For your secrecy?” Prince Mearh smiled, dropping to the bed beside her and reaching over to one of her pert, smallish breasts.

“Yes, My Lord,” Ella smiled back as Mearh gently tweaked one of her springy nipples. “Quite sufficient ”
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Chapter Three – The King is Dead




Greystone swooped down, his talons bared as he crashed into the pigeon. The pigeon never had a chance and was dead before it hit the ground where it landed at Mearh’s boots with a muffled thump. Looking down at the dead bird, Mearh saw the poor thing’s blood pouring out, staining the ground.

Mearh couldn’t explain the sudden feeling of fright, almost panic that spread out over his mind as he started to reach for the bird. Jerking his hand back away from the fallen bird, he stood staring down at it. Was it an omen of something that was to come? Had someone died?

Whatever it was, the prince couldn’t shake the premonition as he gathered up Greystone and sent his giant charger, Gallant trotting back to the castle. As Gallant went clattering across the drawbridge and out into the bailey of the castle, Mearh got a glimpse of a rider off in the distance riding toward the castle. Reining his charger to a stop, the prince tossed the reins down to the groom waiting for him and dropped to his feet by the giant horse. Patting the horse's sweaty neck, he turned and watched the rider’s lathered horse come clanking across the lowered drawbridge.

Startled by the noise, Greystone flapped his wings and strained against the jess wrapped around his leg as the soldier’s horse clattered by the prince.

Reining his horse to a halt in front of the huge, wooden doors leading into the castle’s Great Hall, the soldier jumped off, swept his hat off his head and used it to knock the dust off his clothes as Prince Mearh strode across the bailey toward him.

With the falcon crouched on his arm, Mearh wasn’t able to catch the soldier before the man threw open the doors and stepped inside. Stopping at the doors, the prince handed Greystone to the falconer who had come out to take him back to the mews.

Pulling his heavy, leather glove off, Mearh followed the soldier inside. Watching, the prince saw the soldier drop to one knee and bow in front of Queen Adriana who was sitting on her throne as the other members of the court stood watching. As he did, the Great Hall became quiet as all movement came to a halt.

Mearh was too far away to hear what was said, but he saw his mother clutch at her breasts and fall back against the her throne.

“No—Not the King—“ she screamed as the frightened soldier staggered to his feet and stumbled back away from her. Apparently fearing that the queen might take out her despair on the messenger, he slowly skulked across the hall toward the doors.

Reaching out, Mearh stopped the man.

“What happened?” he asked as the man dropped to his knee in front of the prince.

“The King—The King is dead—My Lord,“ the soldier said, flinching back from Mearh.

The king was dead? Mearh felt a rush of feelings wash over him as he stood staring at the soldier. Sadness, happiness, relief, fear, envy, his reeling mind didn’t know which way to turn.

“Go find food for I’m sure you haven’t eaten since you began your journey to bring us the news,” Mearh told him as he looked over at his mother.

He saw that his mother was still crying as her mountainous breasts shook and convulsed with each shuddering sob. Now they would be his, he vowed. His father, the king, no longer stood between him and his obsessive lust for this beautiful woman.

Mearh stood watching the members of the court fawn and fuss over the queen. And then he saw his mother, Queen Adriana come striding toward him with tears streaming down her pretty face. She was dressed in a long, flowing, black dress and he couldn't keep from dropping his eyes down to her bounteous bosom as it swelled up from the sweeping neckline of the dress. The stark contrast between the dark velvet and the paleness of her breasts seemed to magnify their size and volume.

"Oh, my son," she blubbered, stepping up to him and wrapping her arms around him. The prince reveled in the feel of her bosom crushed against his chest as he slowly wrapped his arms around her to return her hug.

“I’m sorry, mother," Prince Mearh lied, crocodile tears streaming down his cheeks as he pulled her to him.

Then Queen Adriana broke his hold on her and stepped back.

“You must go prepare yourself for the coronation,” she wept and daintily dabbed at her tear-stained cheeks with a black, silk handkerchief before stuffing it down in the deep cleavage between her oversized breasts. “The kingdom cannot be without a king! I will summon the Lords and Ladies to the castle and we will have the ceremony tomorrow,” she told him before turning and summoning the captain of the king’s guard.

“Go, Captain Buwuld, go and summon the Lords and Ladies to the court, for tomorrow, we will crown Prince Mearh as the King!”

“Yes, My Queen,” the captain replied, dropping to a knee and kissing the queen’s jewel-encrusted fingers as she held them out to him.

The night and most of the next day passed in a drunken blur for Prince Mearh as he prepared for the coronation.

Finally the time had come as he was summoned to the Great Hall by Captain Buwuld. Stepping into the hall, Mearh saw that all of the Lords and Ladies of the court were assembled and stood respectfully awaiting him.

“Come, My Son,” he heard his mother say as she took his hand and led him toward his shield that had been laid on the floor in front of the two thrones sitting on the dais.

“Yes, My Queen,” he murmured, unable to keep his eyes off the swell of her wondrous bosom as it ballooned up out of bodice of the lace-edged neckline of her dress.

Stepping up on the shield as was the custom in coronations, Prince Mearh looked over the crowd of men and women milling around him.

“Lift the Prince,” he heard his mother order.

Suddenly Mearh was surrounded by the Lords of the court who all reached down as one and lifted the shield up into the air.

“All hail the Prince,” they shouted in unison as they placed the prince on their shoulders and began to march around the Great Hall. Swaying from side to side, trying to balance himself, the prince let himself be carried around the hall once, twice and then finally a third time. As the procession ended its third loop around the hall, one of the men thrust a spear into the now-king’s hands as the troop slowly lowered the shield back down on the floor.

“All hail, the King—“ his subjects proclaimed as he watched his mother step up to him and lift a black, silk diadem up and gently place it on his head.

“Long Live the King!” she proclaimed, leaning forward and brushing her lips across one of Mearh’s cheeks and then the other. As she did, Mearh, giddy with his new-found authority couldn’t resist the temptation to reach out and gently grope his mother’s bosom through her dress.

“My Lord—“ the queen gasped, flinching back and pulling her breast out of the king’s hand.

“Sorry, My Queen,” Mearh drunkenly laughed. “I just wanted to see if they were real, My Lady.”

“Of course, they’re real, Sire, but you had no cause to touch me there,” she hissed. “I am the Queen.”

We’ll see about that, Mearh maliciously thought as he staggered back over to his throne and threw himself down into it.

“Bring the food—“ Mearh laughed as everyone stood looking at him with a stunned look on their faces.

The servants went scurrying back to the kitchen and everyone filed over to the long tables running down the walls of the Great Hall.

 

~~~

 

Time passed and Mearh quickly grew tired of his kingly duties.

Then one day, two weeks following his father’s death, he decided that it was time to tell his mother, the queen of his plans for her.

Pompously sitting on his throne, King Mearh knew that his mother, the queen was probably in the midst of her afternoon bath as he dismissed his court and sent for her, telling the squire that he wanted to see her immediately. Hooking a leg over the arm of the throne, he sat sipping on a goblet of wine as he waited for Queen Adriana.

Suddenly the queen came sweeping into the Great Hall. As she did, Mearh’s eyes appreciatively slid over her lovely form, dressed in a scanty, black, silk wrapping that did little to hide her bountiful breasts and long, shapely legs.

“You summoned me, My King?” she breathlessly asked, stepping in front of the boy king and doing a swooping curtsy that made her barely concealed breasts heave mightily.

“Yes, My Lady,” Mearh smiled, making an obvious appraisal of her body as she stood before him waiting to see what he wanted of her. “I have decided to take a queen, My Lady.”

“I think that is good, My King,” she said, anxiously watching her son’s eyes travel up and down her scantily-concealed body. “Who? Princess Lia of Carcodia? Princess Shasha of Linodia?”

“No, My Queen,” Mearh coldly smiled. “I have chosen to usurp my right to accession ”

“What? What do you mean? I do not understand,” Queen Adriana asked with a confused look on her pretty face.

“I wish to take you as my new queen, Queen Adriana,” he smiled, pushing off the throne and stepping over to where she stood gaping at him.

“What?” she gasped, clutching at her huge, fleshy breasts. “You—you—I am your Queen, you can’t do that—“ she cried out.

“But I am King, Mother,” Mearh said, stepping closer and reaching out. Before she could move, Mearh curled his hand around one of the sagging treasures dangling down from her chest and gave it a rough squeeze. “I can do anything I wish, Mother—“

“Mearh—“ the queen rasped, stepping back, turning and jerking her breast out of his hand as she placed her hands on his chest and shoved. “You can’t—I can’t—I won’t—No, this cannot happen.”

“I, King Mearh take thee, Queen Adriana for my lawfully-wedded wife,” Mearh said in a voice so cold, it filled the room with its chill. “There, it is done. Now you are my new wife, Mother.”

Before he could move, the queen turned and sobbing, ran from the Great Hall.

Let her have time to come to grips with her new role, Mearh told himself as he dropped down onto his throne. I will not force her. I will give her time to come to her senses and realize that she is mine to do with as I see fit

...

As his mother, the queen stepped out through the opening into the pond area, Mearh was mildly surprised to see that she was wearing a sheer, black gown. He found it strange that her wearing of black to mourn the king’s death even carried down to her choice of the gowns she wore to her pond when she bathed.

He also saw that instead of letting her long, ebony hair hang down her back as she usually did, today she had it pulled up into a bun on top of her head and bound with a band of black velvet. As was her ritual, the queen stopped in the center of the stone patio untied the satin bow at her throat and held out her arms. As she did, Ella, dressed in black silk also, stepped up behind her and pulled the queen’s robe off over her shoulders.

Even though he had seen his mother’s bare breasts countless times, Mearh still felt a sizzle of excitement fire off down inside his cock when he saw the treasures dangling down from her chest heave and lurch as she stepped across the dais.

The time has come, he told himself as he crouched low and slowly crept along behind the bulrushes. Then finally when he reached the stone patio, he stepped out from behind the bulrushes. The queen and Ella, now both naked, were facing away from him as Ella ran the soapy cloth over the sweep of the queen’s long, elegant back.

Reaching down, Mearh jerked the drawstring of his breeches and they went rustling down his muscular legs to land in a puddle at his slippered feet. Looking down, the young king smirked at his rock-hard cock as it stuck out from his groin, ripe and fully charged. Stepping out of his discarded breeches, Mearh shrugged his shirt off and then took a step out into the pond.

Hearing him, both women spun around to look at him.

A look of stunned shock etched itself into the queen’s face as she froze and stared at Mearh.

Time seemed to stop as Mearh stood in the ankle-deep water arrogantly smiling at the two gawking women as he slowly stroked his hand up and down his jutting maleness.

At last, Queen Adriana gave out an incensed gasp as she dropped down in the water to hide her body from her Mearh’s seemingly, all-seeing gaze.

“Mearh—“ she gasped, crouching in the water with her arms draped across her floundering breasts to hide them from Mearh’s leering stare.

“Mother, Ella ” Mearh smiled, taking another step toward them as he continued to slowly stroke his kingly scepter.

“What? What are you doing?” Queen Adriana sputtered, splashing backwards, churning the water, almost falling as she continued to crouch down.

“I have come to see if the queen has reconsidered her denial of my kingly privileges,” Mearh smirked, looking over at Ella who was mirthfully smiling back at him.

“I, no, no, I cannot do that—“ the queen proclaimed. “It is not right—“

“You will, my queen, someday, but perhaps today is not that day,” Mearh sarcastically sneered. “But, if the queen sees fit to hoard the secret treasure hidden down between her supple legs, I will take something else of hers. Her handmaiden,” he laughed holding out his hand to Ella. “Come, Ella.”

“Yes, My Lord ” Ella softly said, reaching out and taking hold of Mearh’s extended hand. Holding onto the handmaiden’s hand, the king guided the young girl up out of the water and onto the dais. Leaving a trail of wet footprints behind them, the two of them splattered across to the center of the platform.

“What are you going to do to her?” Mearh heard his mother ask.

With an egotistical sneer curling his lips, Mearh turned toward his mother and slowly stroked his oversized cock. As he did, he saw that she was now standing, but she still draped an arm across her jiggling quivering breasts and covered the mat of black curls between her legs with her other hand.

“Hush, Woman and watch. You will see—“ he said with an angry coldness in his voice.

“My King—please don’t—“ the queen gasped, staring at Ella who was standing beside the king. “Ella—I’m sorry—“

“No, my queen, do not feel sorry for me for it is you that will not have the honor of experiencing the touch of the king’s manly staff,” Ella softly said, reaching over and running the tips of her long, slender fingers down the barrel of the king’s cock.

Smiling, King Mearh reached over and slowly ran his hand down the sweep of Ella’s back ending with his hand cupping one of the cheeks of her boyish ass. Then reaching over to the chaise, he picked up the towel lying there and dropped it onto the dais at his feet.

“Come, My Queen,” Mearh smiled as he reached out with both hands and gently placed them on Ella’s sloping shoulders. “Come watch your handmaiden anoint the king’s scepter with her lovely, soft lips,” he said, pressing down on Ella’s shoulders and slowly forcing the girl down onto her knees in front of him.

“Come closer, Mother so you can see better,” Mearh sneered as a long, creamy strand of prefuck oozed out of the tip of his cock and dripped down onto the towel between Ella’s knees.

“Yes, my King ” Ella whispered as she reached out to embrace the king’s mighty member.

Then, just as he felt Ella’s soft, warm lips enveloped the bloated head of his giant member, Mearh heard a splash of water.

Turning, he saw that his mother was slowly wading across the pond toward them. Like a zombie, her eyes had a dull glaze and the arm that had been draped across her breasts was still lifted but no longer hid the bobbling treasures from Mearh’s view.

As the girl’s lips slowly crawled down the shaft of his heavily-veined penis, her hands were busy stroking the heavy, steel rod while the queen stepped closer and closer.

Then when the queen was so close he could reach out and touch her if he wished, she stopped.

Mearh could see that she was breathing hard, standing transfixed, staring down at Ella as the girl slowly rocked back and forth sucking on the king’s giant cock.

Reaching out, Mearh eased his hand up under one of his mother’s heavy, sagging udders and gave it a soft squeeze. He felt his mother momentarily flinch back away from his touch, but then as he pinched her nipple and began to twist it, she leaned forward and thrust her breast against his hand.

This was her first concession in their battle of wills. But it would not be her last, Mearh swore as he plucked and pulled on her stiff, swollen nipple.

Still working his hips back and forth as he fucked the handmaiden’s sucking, pulling mouth, he eased his hand out from under his mother’s heavy, full breast and slowly curled his arm around her waist.

Pulling her to him, he sought out her soft, full lips with his. Feeling a soft murmur slip out from between her lips, he crushed his lips against hers and thrust his tongue deep inside her mouth.

Mearh could feel the burn down inside his balls turning into a raging conflagration as they kissed. Then to his amazement, he felt his mother’s wet, sticky mound rubbing against his hip as she curled her hand around behind his head and pulled him against her.

Mearh could sense his time was near as he uncurled his arm from around his mother’s waist. Reaching down, he grabbed two handfuls of Ella’s short, blond hair and began furiously jerking the poor girl’s head back and forth as he pounded into her mouth harder and harder.

Gagging and choking, the girl didn’t relent as she sucked and sucked while the king’s ass rocked back and forth. The deep, thrusting kiss between Mearh and the queen grew more and more fiery as their tongues dueled and fought.

Suddenly Mearh lost it and felt his giant member explode down inside Ella’s hot, sucking mouth.

“Glompfffff—glompf—ggaaaggggg—“ Ella gagged out as Mearh felt her take him into her throat.

It was crazy! King Mearh had never felt anything like it. Kissing one woman, his mother while he loosed torrents of his royal seed directly into the throat of another woman. It was bizarre and sick! Mearh could feel the muscles in the girl’s throat clutching his cock as she swallowed gush after gush of his royal nectar while his mother’s hot, probing tongue raped his mouth. The feeling was overpowering and the king could feel the strength flowing out of his legs as more and more of his seed spewed down Ella’s throat. Suddenly, Mearh dropped to his knees, abruptly ending the fiery kiss and leaving a trail of hot, sticky cum down between Ella’s heaving breasts when he dropped to his knees. Turning to the side, the king suddenly found himself facing the queen’s furry, black mound and the big, pink pearl jutting out just below it. Leaning over, he swiped his tongue across the swollen nub and felt his mother flinch back away from him.

“Nooooo—“ the queen sobbed, pushing his face away as she turned and started for the silk-covered doorway leading back into her chambers.

Too weak to walk, all King Mearh could do was watch the firm, white cheeks of his mother’s delectable ass quiver and ripple as she hurried across the dais.

He had been so close, he dejectedly thought. They had kissed. He had touched her touched her down there! But still, the battle had been lost at the last moment.

But not the war, he told himself.

Then he felt Ella’s soft, full lips on his as she gave him a long, lingering kiss, on the lips.

“My Lord,” she whispered, slowly pushing up to her feet. “I must go to the queen she may be in need of my services, too.”

“Yes, go—go to her and tell her that I await her surrender,” Mearh told her as he struggled back up off his wobbly knees and onto his feet.

 

~~~

 

King Mearh stood looking out the loophole watching two birds fluttering about in the courtyard below. One bird, the male was preening and strutting his wares as the other bird watched. Then all of a sudden, the male bird pounced and landed atop the female. Then there was a fluttering beating of wings for several seconds before the male hopped off the female and they went about their business pecking for seeds as if nothing at all had happened.

It all seemed so simple, he told himself. So why then was it so complicated with his mother, the queen? All he wanted to do was show her he loved her, and yet she spurned his every attempt. His unrequited love for her was slowly, but inexorably driving him mad with lust.

Striding down the long, dark hallway, King Mearh stopped before the heavy, wooden door that led into the queen’s chambers. Taking a deep breath to clear his mind, he reached out and lifted the bar that held the door closed. Setting the bar down beside the door, he gave the door a push and sent it creaking open.

Stepping into her chambers, he saw Queen Adriana sitting on bench in front of her looking glass as Ella stood behind her with a silver brush in her hands.

“My King,” Ella purred, turning and looking over at the young king while Queen Adriana sat looking at his reflection in the looking glass.

“Ella, I wish to speak to the queen alone,” Mearh declared, as he stepped across the chamber.

“Yes, My Lord,” Ella smiled, leaning down and setting the heavy, silver brush on the vanity in front of the queen.

The silence was deafening as he watched the young girl pad across the room in her slippered feet to the door and step out through it, closing it behind her. Standing behind his mother, he looked at her reflection in the mirror and saw that she was looking up at him.

“Mother, I came to remind you of my desire,” he softly said, reaching out and running his fingers along the neckline of her sheer, silk gown. As he did, he could see the reflection of the outline of her large, pendulous breasts through the thin transparency of her gown.

“No, My King, we cannot do that which you wish,” she defiantly whispered as King Mearh slowly ran his hands down over her shoulders to the sagging wonders hanging down from her chest. As he did, he leaned against her and roughly rubbed his achingly-hard cock against her back.

“But we must, Mother,” Mearh said, easing his hands down inside the opening running down the front of her silk gown. “Can’t you feel my need? I want you for my queen,” he whispered, gently cupping the full, heavy udders in the palms of his hands as he tenderly tweaked and teased the swollen nubs sticking out of their darkened tips all the while rubbing his cock against her.

“No—we can’t, My King—“ Queen Adriana murmured but made no move to stop the king as he softly pinched and twisted the hard, stiff nipples.

“We must—“ Mearh urgently demanded. Slowly easing his hands back out of her gown, he slowly kissed his way down the long curve of her neck as he kneeled down behind her.

“Please, My King—“ the queen groaned as Mearh curled his arms around her again, this time below the dangling treasures hanging down from her chest. Easing his hands into the opening of her gown again, he slowly ran them down over the softly rounded paunch of her belly to the tangle of curls covering its tapered tip. As he did, despite her protestations, he couldn’t help but notice her long, shapely legs part ever so slightly.

“Mother—Please—“ Mearh softly begged, gently nipping and nibbling on the crook where her long neck joined the slope of her shoulders as his fingers probed the weeping wetness between her legs.

“No, my Son, we can’t do this horrible thing—“ she wept but still made no move to stop him as she leaned back against him, arching her long neck and presenting it to him.

“I can feel your need, Mother. I could feel the hardness of your nipples, the wetness between your legs, Mother. I know that you want it as bad as I do, My Queen,” Mearh whispered as his fingers found the moist opening to her sex and eased inside the clinging warmth.

Pushing in deeper and deeper, Mearh felt her shudder. Then there was a noise. Someone had dropped something in the hallway outside her door. The moment she heard the sound, he felt her stiffen and her hands grasped hold of his wrists. The noise seemed to bring her to her senses and she jerked his hands out from between her legs. As she did, Mearh heard a loud, wet smack of flesh striking flesh as she slapped her legs together and staggered to her feet.

“Go, My King—“ Queen Adriana huffed, flinging her arm out and pointing to the door.

“But Mother—“ Mearh pleaded, pushing up onto his feet in front of her.

“NO! You must go—“ she defiantly ordered as tears coursed down her cheeks, off her jaws to drop down onto her heaving breasts.

Knowing that another battle had been lost, Mearh turned and stomped over to the door.

Stopping at the door, he turned and faced her again.

“Mother ” he started to complain, but was stopped by the queen’s brusque, “NO!”

Stepping out into the hallway, Mearh angrily slammed the door shut behind him. He couldn’t ever remember being so frustrated and achingly hard as she had rebuffed him yet again.

He had to have release—

Turning, Mearh angrily stomped down the hallway toward the nursery. Flinging the door open, he saw the women inside cringe back in fear as they sat looking at him with wide-eyed, panic-stricken looks on their faces.

Striding across the room to where Lorica sat gawking at him, he reached down and roughly pulled the suckling baby out of her arms.

“Here, take this, for I have need for Lorica—“ he ordered, holding out the child to one of the women who was not nursing.

“Yes, Yes, My Lord ” the woman sniveled, taking the bawling child and cringing back from the king.

“Come, Lorica—“ Mearh growled, reaching down and grabbing hold of Lorica’s wrist. As he did, he could see that even though the child was gone, Lorica’s huge, purple nipple continued to leak and dribble out a stream of mother’s milk.

Not even taking the time to stuff her giant udder back inside her dress, Lorica submissively shuffled along behind the young king as he hauled her across the room to the door and out through it.

“What? What is wrong, My Lord?” Lorica timidly asked as the king pulled her along the hallway toward his chambers.

“The Queen, she has spurned me again. I am in need of a woman. And for the moment, you are that woman—“ he snarled, flinging open the door and shoving her inside his chambers.

“Undress—“ Mearh shouted, his hands flying down to the drawstring on his breeches.

“Yes—My Lord—“ Lorica giggled, her chubby fingers frantically working on the buttons of her dress.

As he shoved his breeches down his stout, muscular legs, the king’s giant cock sprang out into the open revealing his lust for her. The same unrequited lust that had initially been fueled by his longing for his mother was now directed at his surrogate mother who was much more available and willing.

“Oh, My Lord—“ Lorica cooed as she saw that Mearh’s cock was swollen and throbbing with kingly majesty , longer than any other man's that she had ever seen as the boy king stepped out of his breeches and kicked them across the chamber.

“Does my lady hunger for the King’s meat?” Mearh narcissistically leered as he shrugged his broad shoulders and let his linen shirt go sliding down his back to the cold, stone floor.

“Yes, My Lord,” Lorica tittered, stepping out of her dress and quickly untying the cord that held her pantalettes secured around her chubby waist.

As her cotton pantalettes slithered down her hefty legs, Lorica stepped out of them and cupped her hands under her massive, white udders, lifting lifted them up off her chest.

“Would the King perhaps like some milk before he sets out to slay the juicy clam between my lady’s legs?” she asked him with a coy smile on her plump lips.

“Yes, he would,” Mearh leered, stepping up to her and wrapping both hands around one of the huge, white udders hanging down from Lorica’s chest. As he clutched it and squeezed, streams of warm mother’s milk squirted out of the puffy nipples, splashing onto the king’s face and chest.

“My lady’s udders runneth over with milk,” he beamed, leaning down and latching his lips on the spewing spigot.

“For My King ” Lorica softly cooed, thrusting her breast against the young king as she lovingly ran her fingers through his hair.

With his great, swollen penis trapped between Lorica’s plump belly and his own belly, Mearh hungrily slurped and sucked on the bulbous nipple as mouthful after mouthful of Lorica’s sweet cream gushed out into his mouth. But as it did, some of the delicious elixir leaked out around her oversized mammary, ran down his chin and dripped down onto his chest.

At last the streams of milk jetting out of Lorica’s breast began to wane. Bending back up, the king grasped Lorica’s head between his hands and crushed his milk-lathered lips against hers. As he did, he felt Lorica’s chubby fingers curl around his jutting maleness.

Through the long, impassioned kiss, Lorica’s hand never left the king’s erect member, slowly stroking it as their tongues fought and warred inside their mouths.

Still amazed by the size and girth of the king’s immense organ, Lorica finally broke their frenzied kiss. As their lips parted, Lorica slowly kissed down over the king’s milk-slathered chin, down onto his throat and finally onto his chest as she kneeled down onto her knees in front of his royal highness. Leaning back, freeing Mearh’s mighty weapon from between them, Lorica worshipfully ran her fingers down the thick, veined shaft of the young king’s cock.

“I can understand the queen’s reluctance to perform incest,” she sighed, looking up into the king’s eyes,” but even if you were my son, I would be tempted by this kingly cock,” she smiled up at him, her eyes lustfully twinkling in the light of the candles.

“Would that thee were my mother, Lorica. It would make this even more glorious,” Mearh murmured, reaching down and running the backs of his fingers down her cheek.

“Yes, My Lord, it would ” Lorica whispered as she kissed the goo-covered head of the king’s cock and slowly sucked it into her mouth.

“Unhhhhhh—“ king Mearh grunted, his hips involuntarily hunching forward and pushing his cock deeper inside the moist, sucking warmth of Lorica’s mouth.

“Mmmpff—“ Lorica gurgled as the huge, bulbous head of the king’s peter thudded against the back of her mouth.

Then with an impatient snort, Mearh jerked back, pulling his spit-covered penis out of Lorica’s mouth.

“What, My Lord? Do you not wish for Lorica to take you in her mouth?” she fretted, looking up at him with a hurt look on her face.

“To my bed,” Mearh told her, leaning down shoving his hands under her armpits and straining mightily, lifted her to her feet. “I have need of you hot, wet cunt—“

As he did, Lorica’s massive tits floundered and lurched heavily as milk continued to ooze out of their purple tips.

Grabbing her hand, Mearh hurriedly pulled her across his chambers to his bed. With his hands clutching her shoulders, he spun her around and roughly shoved her onto the bed. As he did, Lorica went sprawling back, her arms flailing and legs splaying out to the side to reveal the wet, sodden trench between them.

Leaning down over the sprawled out woman, the king nuzzled her neck, his lips tracing a spitty trail down over the sweep of her majestic peaks to the stiff, swollen nipples jutting up out of their plum-colored tips. Nipping and gently sucking on the oozing, swollen nubs, Mearh savored the sweetness of the cream as it squirted out onto his tongue.

“Your milk is sweet, my lady,” Mearh smiled, lifting his lips off the seeping nipple as a stream of the white liquor trickled down his chin and back down onto Lorica’s full, ripe breast.

“As is yours, My King,” she smiled, reaching for the jutting love-muscle sticking up out of his hairy groin.

“Do you wish for your King to fill your hungry cunt with his manly cream, Mother?” Mearh sneered.

"Yes my Son, take me. I am yours, My King," Lorica moaned, spreading her beefy legs wider apart, baring the thick forest of curls and the oozing wound below it. As she did, Mearh saw that her juices were freely flowing from her drenched cunt, running down over the hairless stretch of skin below it before it disappeared down into the crack of her ponderous ass. "I will be your mother for you if you wish, My King—“ Lorica hissed as she thrust her ass up off the bed, offering him the succulent wound between her outstretched legs.

“Yes, you will be my Mother, for me—today—“ Mearh snarled, crawling up between her fleshy, outstretched legs.

“Yes, My King, My Son—“ Lorica murmured as she guided his cock down toward the weeping wetness between her widespread legs.

“My Lorddddddd—“ Lorica gurgled as the huge, swollen head of her son’s cock found the slippery, juice-slickened opening of her womanhood. Spreading her, stretching the opening with his hugeness, Mearh pushed into the clinging warmth as her fleshy folds collapsed down around him, enveloping him with her softness.

“Motherrrrrr—“ Mearh gasped as he thrust deeper and deeper into the all-consuming, bottomless pit between his mother’s outstretched legs.

“My Son—“ Lorica groaned, curling her hefty legs around Mearh’s hips, hooking her ankles around the backs of his thighs and pulling the boy king into her. Arching her back, she thrust her hands down to the king’s tightly-clenched ass. Clawing, digging her fingers into the rock-hard muscles, she pulled him into her deeper than any cock had ever gone before, even his.

As he plunged his love-sword down into the clinging warmth, Mearh clutched hold of two handfuls of soft, pliant tit-flesh. Clutching, squeezing the mountainous peaks, he could feel the hard, swollen nipples rubbing against his hands coating them with his mother’s warm, sticky milk.

As the silken channel tightened around his thrusting manliness, Mearh leaned down and bit her neck.

“Ohhhhhhhhh—“ Lorica gasped, almost swooning from the pain and rapture of the moment as her son filled her body and mind with his hugeness.

Orgasmic joy exploded in her mind as their groins finally touched. But still the king continued to thrust, burying himself even deeper into the fury spasming, swirling inside the clutching, squeezing tightness between her trembling legs.

Mearh now became this son in her frantic, fevered mind as he filled her completely with his kingly presence and authority. But even though he was buried inside her as deep as was humanly possible, he continued to coarsely grunt and thrust, plunging his meaty sword into the depths of her womb again and again while her orgasm consumed her.

“SoooooBiggggg—“ Lorica sobbed, her clawed fingers digging into the king’s ass trying to pull him deeper.

Finally, the king lunged backwards, withdrawing as Lorica’s pussy clung to his cock reluctant to release its hold on the retreating giant. Then, with another loud grunt, Mearh drove back into her, driving in deep and hard as her son, the king began to piston in and out of her. Crying out in joy and happiness, Lorica took everything the king had and whimpered for more.

“Yessssss, My King—My Son—“ Lorica murmured, her chubby legs churning back and forth as the two of them moved together locked in carnal battle. The ropes under the down mattress were creaking and groaning under the weight of the two bodies writhing and thrashing around atop it as the king fucked his mother with a wildness he had never felt before.

Soon, sweat was pouring from the young king's body as he fucked his mother with selfless disrespect, mindless of her need, caring only of his own. Mearh seemed intent on punishing her for his frustration as he plunged his meaty harpoon into the belly of the whale over and over again. Trying to quiet the frustration of thousands of sleepless nights, he knew that although Lorica has given herself up, putting on as his mother, the queen, nothing could ever satisfy that sick craving except his real mother, Queen Adriana.

Leaning down Mearh rained down kisses on Lorica’s chubby face, wishing that the kisses could somehow transform her face into the face of his real mother. As Mearh continued to kiss and nip, he roughly mauled her heavy, bountiful breasts as more and more warm, sticky milk continued to squirt out of the swollen nipples onto his clutching, clawing hands.

Their bellies, groins, and thighs were covered by the liquid heat pouring forth from Lorica’s orgasming cunt as King Mearh kept up the frontal assault on Lorica’s defenseless ramparts. Groveling and sniveling before her Lord, Lorica finally felt the intense sensations of pleasure begin to wane, only to be replaced by a warm, loving sense of awe and wonder at the majesty of the boy atop her.

But her rapturous bliss seemed to be lost on the boy king as he feverishly pummeled her gushing cunt with his mighty cudgel. He seemed lost in his own frantic rush toward gratification as their bodies continued to wetly slap and smack against one another. The vulgar, animalistic sounds of their fucking filled the king’s chamber, hiding and almost covering the soft mewls escaping from Lorica as she once again began to her climb back to the top. Lost in her own pleasure as she climbed higher and higher, she could feel the change in the king’s grunting, huffing attack.

Working his hips back and forth faster and faster, the king could feel a massive eruption gathering in his juice-lathered balls as they swung back and forth under him wetly slapping up against Lorica’s plump, cream-covered ass. Locked in mortal combat, both Lorica and the king fought closer and closer to the final coup de grace blow that would that would send them both plummeting into the depths of their own climatic revelation.

Unbelievably, Lorica could feel the king’s might growing within her, stretching her even wider as his massive cockhead sloshed in and out of the battered channel of her womanhood.

Suddenly, the chamber was filled with the roar of a conquering lion as King Mearh announced to the world his conquest. With the roar still ringing in her ears, Lorica felt the king’s mighty organ lurch deep inside her clutching, milking, spasming cunt as gushes and gushes of steaming-hot cum began to flood out into her pussy.

With her body consumed by the orgasmic pleasure flowing from her cunt, her mind tumbled and floundered through the all-consuming ecstasy of total and complete surrender to the young king and the pleasure he was bringing her.

Gripped in the throes of his massive orgasm, King Mearh was totally oblivious to anything but his huge, spurting penis and the clinging, sucking heat wrapped around it. He had never experienced an orgasm of the breadth and depth of the one now consuming his mind and body.

The eruptive force of the eruption was such that it sent the blistering semen spewing through the opening of Lorica’s cervix and into her womb, filling it with the young king’s potent virility.

Lost in her own rapturous joy, Lorica wallowed in the near-incestuous depravity of it all until the king began to ease his softening, but still thick cock from her clasping cunt.

“No—No—My King, don’t, don’t take it,” she mumbled, digging her heels into his ass and trying to hold his wilting warrior prisoner inside her fleshy dungeon.

“But it has done its duty, my lady,” King Mearh smiled, continuing to ease his softening cock out of the seed-filled channel of Lorica’s clasping cunt.

“This time was so different,” she murmured, finally giving way and releasing her hold on the king’s peter.

“Perhaps it was because you were my Mother!” Mearh laughed, rolling off her and onto his back beside her.

“Perhaps, it was, My King,” she smiled rolling over onto her side and snuggling up next to him. Then she reached down to limp, sex-swollen penis and gently fondled it as she looked deep into his smoky-blue eyes.

The time had come she told herself. Time to tell her lie to the boy king.

“I’m afraid that my lady has held a secret back from the king,” she softly said, her fingers still plucking and toying with the young king’s fallen warrior.

“What, my lady? What is this deep, dark secret, my lady has hidden away down under these mountainous peaks,” he chuckled, reaching over, clutching hold of one of Lorica’s still seeping udders.

“You have a brother, My King,” she said.

“What?” Mearh gasped, staring into her warm, brown eyes in disbelief. “Where? How?”

Curling her hand around his lifeless cock, Lorica lifted it and slowly stroked as she began her tale.

“Back before you were even born, My Lord,” she said, stroking slowly, “King Vilhelm summoned me to his chambers one day. I was still a naïve, young chambermaid and had no cause to fear your father, My Lord. The king told me that it was thought his young Queen was with child—You, My Lord,” she smiled, feeling the strength flowing back into the boy-king’s slowly-thickening penis. “Then the king said that he would soon be in need of a wet nurse for his son, the prince. At first, I didn’t understand what the king meant. But when he reached down and dragged out his lordly member and told me that he wished to give me child so that I could perform that function for him, I was stunned!”

“I assume that you performed that service for the king or you wouldn’t be telling me this tale,” he grinned twisting one of her big, seeping nipples between his finger and thumb.

“Yes, My Lord,” she said as a faint blush spread out across her chubby cheeks. “But I had never been with a man before that day and I was afraid. The king’s, uh, the king’s organ was huge, My Lord. One of such size and girth, it would almost rival your kingly member, My Lord,” she smiled, blushing again as she began to stroke him harder.

“Get on with the story, woman,” Mearh complained, lifting his fingers to his mouth and licking off the film of milk covering them.

“The king had his way with me and there was bleeding, and it hurt, but he wouldn’t stop until he had filled my aching cunt with his royal seed,” she said, a lone tear leaking out of her eye and slowly trickling down her cheek.

“And?” Mearh wanted to know.

“Nine months later, I gave birth to a son and a daughter,” she sniffed. “So, My Lord, you see, not only do you have a brother you have a sister, too. Leopold and Liana—“

“But where? Where are they?” Mearh wanted to know, astonished that he had a half brother and sister out there running around somewhere. Unless, of course the king, having only use for the milk that had been meant for them, had, had the children killed or something.

“The king sent the children to serve in his brother, King Garth’s court in Agasta, My Lord,” Lorica sniffed as another tear went streaming down her cheek. “And then, your mother, your mother, the queen gave birth and you were brought you to me to care for. So you see, My King, perhaps I am the only real mother you’ve ever known, and what we’re doing might even be considered incest by some of the Lords and Ladies of the court ”

“What a twisted tale, my lady,” Mearh told her. “I can see why you could feel the way you do. You are fucking your son’s brother. That is as close to incest as you can come without doing the actual thing, is it not?”

“Yes, My Lord, it is,” she smiled, wiping away the tear with the back of her hand.

“Have you ever seen your son and daughter after that day?” Mearh asked, letting his hand wander down over Lorica’s plump belly to the forest of curls covering its rounded tip.

“No, My Lord, never—“ she sniffed, stroking her hand up and down the king’s revived charger.

“Would you like to see them?” he asked her, probing her wetness as she spread her beefy legs apart for him, once again opening herself to his probing fingers.

“Yes, My Lord ” she whispered, leaning over and giving him a soft, lingering kiss on the lips.

“If I arranged for this, my lady,” Mearh grinned, finding the slippery opening and pushing his fingers inside it, “would I have to fear a rival for my lady’s affection? Or would you shun your son as my mother shuns me?”

“I do not know, My Lord who knows the ways of the heart?” she sighed. “But that is then, My King, and this is now. Why don’t you fuck your mother while you have the chance—“

“That is a splendid idea, my lady, uh, Mother,” Mearh grinned, rolling over between her outstretched legs and pushing up onto his hands and knees above her
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Chapter Four – Queen Wynflaeth




Queen Adriana sat looking into her mirror as Ella slowly ran the heavy, silver brush through the queen’s glistening, black hair.

Suddenly, the doors to her chambers swung open and King Mearh came striding in.

“Ella Leave—“ the king ordered as he strode across the room and up behind his seated mother.

“Yes, My Lord—“ Ella meekly mumbled, bowing and then setting the brush down on the vanity in front of the queen. As Ella timidly padded across the room, Mearh stood behind his mother looking down at her reflection in the mirror.

As usual, Queen Adriana was wearing the thinnest of gowns as she sat staring back his reflection in the mirror.

“Mother, why do you continue to taunt me by your choice of clothing when you will not concede to my demands?” he growled, reaching down over her shoulders and roughly grabbling hold of her pendulous udders.

“These are my chambers, My Lord, and what I wear in them is no concern of the king,” she hissed back at him trying to jerk away from his groping hands.

“You know that I am the king and am free to go anywhere I wish, Mother. After all, it is My castle is it not?” he said, insolently pinching her swollen, stiff nipples between his fingers and thumbs, twisting them, tweaking them and stretching them out from her breasts.

“Yes,” she whimpered, but made no move to escape the cruel treatment of her sensitive nipples.

“Does that feel good, My Queen?” Mearh leered, twisting and pulling harder.

“No, My Lord, it hurts—“ she complained but did not move.

“You will be my Whore, Mother, whether you wish it or not—“ Mearh snarled, jerking his hands away from her breasts.

“No, Mearh, I will not—“ she defiantly declared.

“Lie down on your bench,” he ordered her, taking her by the shoulders and spinning her around so that she was sitting lengthwise to the bench.

“No! I will not allow you to do that to me—“ she fumed as King Mearh forcibly pushed her down onto the bench.

“Lie down—“ he sneered.

“No—No—No—I mustn’t,” she wept. “Not that—“

“Do not worry, Your Highness, I will not besmirch the precious treasure you keep hidden down between your legs with my scepter… not until you are willing to freely give it up to your king. I will just gaze upon its incomparable beauty and perhaps taste its sweet succulence,” he mocked, reaching down and spreading the silk gown to expose the ebony pelt beneath it.

“No, My Lord, we can’t—“ she begged.

“I must,” the young king declared dropping to his knees at her feet on the cold, stone floor. Then he reached out, roughly shoving his muscular fingers between her knees and began to push her legs apart. As he did, the queen reached down and pushed on his shoulders, trying to stop him.

“Please—Mearh—Please—“ she pleaded, trying to hold her legs together and push him away at the same time, but feeling the king’s strength slowly overpowering her as her trembling legs began to inch apart.

“Please—please—please—My King—“ Adriana whimpered, still pushing on his shoulders as he leaned down a blew a soft, warm breath across the glistening folds of wet, pink flesh between her quivering legs.

Leaning lower, King Mearh dug his fingers down into the soft, giving flesh of her waist and pulled her toward him as he brushed his lips across her dew-covered pussy. As he did, the heady, pungent scent of her sex filled his nostrils enraging him with desire. Disregarding her protestations, Mearh flicked his tongue out and lashed it across the hard, fleshy nub protruding out above his mother’s pussy.

As he did, he felt the queen flinch away from his unrelenting tongue.

“No ” she softly wept, but the king thought he detected a slight lessening in the struggle against his shoulders.

“Don’t fight it, My Queen pretend I am Ella—“ he sneered, lashing his tongue back across the hard, jutting nub.

“Mearh, please ” she whispered, but the pressure against his shoulders lessened even more.

Easing his hands up under the backs of his mother’s knees, Mearh began to push, lifting her dainty feet off the stone floor and pushing her legs up into the air as he continued to tease and torment her clit. As he did, his mother’s hips tilted and further exposed the drooling gash between her uplifted legs.

Lashing his mother’s big, pink pearl with his fluttering, swirling tongue, Mearh finally felt her hands drop off his shoulders.

Then, she curled her hands around the edges of the bench and Mearh felt a concessionary admission of defeat as she gently ground herself back against his licking, lapping tongue.

“MY King—“ Queen Adriana groaned pulling on the edge of the bench for leverage as she ground herself against him. “If you must do this thing, there is something that you must know before you do,” Adriana murmured.

“No, I shall use my tongue as I wish, but you must keep your tongue to yourself until I have had my repast,” Mearh smirked.

Draping his mother’s legs over his shoulders, Mearh brought his hand up to the drooling wetness just below his chin. Probing the wet softness with his fingers, he found the slippery opening between the soft folds of flesh. Raping the jutting nub of her clit with his tongue, Mearh slowly pushed two fingers up into the clinging clutch of her sex.

“Mearheeeeee—“ Adriana whimpered as she began to roll her hips and thrust them against Mearh’s relentless, demanding mouth and tongue. At the same time she rubbed her clit against the king’s insistent tongue, she worked her cunt up and down on the King’s thick, probing fingers.

As Mearh pumped his fingers in and out of his mother’s wet, dripping softness, he could feel her hot juices gushing out of her cunt, spilling out onto his hand and running down his forearm. This was evidence of her obvious arousal and a denial of her earlier remonstrations, he sickly thought.

Mearh could feel his mother’s soft, round heels digging into his back as she frantically rubbed her clit against his juice-slathered tongue while he lapped it back and forth across her clit.

“My Lord—My King—“ Adriana groaned as her hips twitched up and down faster and faster. Then suddenly he felt his mother’s fingernails dig into his scalp as she pushed and pressed his head down while she lunged up and down, dragging her clit across the king’s lashing tongue.

Then all at once, Queen Adriana let out a soft, choking gasp as her butt began to jerk and twitch, pattering around all over the bench.

“Oh—by the gods—“ she gasped out as a gush of thick, hot juice spurted out of her pussy and splashed out onto Mearh’s chin and throat.

Head thrown back, eyes tightly clenched shut, the queen arched her back and thrust herself against the king’s demanding tongue as he continued to slurp and lick her clit. Moaning and groaning, Adriana groveled her way through her orgasm as Mearh feasted on her succulent cunt and frantically fucked his fingers in and out of the spewing hole between her legs.

At last, with a soft, whimpering murmur, the queen finished.

Sensing his chance, Mearh pushed up to his feet and jerked on the leather belt holding his britches up. As he did, the breeches went sliding down his thick, muscular thighs and his rock-hard peter sprang out into the open.

Leaning down, Mearh grasped hold of his monstrous cock with one hand and balanced himself by holding onto the edge of the bench with the other as he bent down over his prostrate mother.

“Wait—wait—please—“ Adriana sobbed, holding him at bay with her hands spread out on his chest. “I must tell you something then if you still want me, I will concede to the King’s wishes,” Adriana wept.

“What can be so important?” King Mearh scoffed, but relenting and taking a step back.

“I, I am not your real mother—“ Adriana murmured.

“What?” king Mearh gasped.

Mearh felt he had been struck between the eyes with a mace. She was not his mother? His real mother? What did she mean? How could that be? It was a lie? She was trying to trick him. Trick him and fool him into going away.

“How—how can that be?” Mearh groaned, feeling the energy flowing out of his rapidly-softening penis as it began to wilt in his hand.

“Your mother, Queen Fayre died giving birth to you,” Adriana said, reaching down and pulling the gown back over her drenched womanhood.

“But if you’re not my mother, why did you resist so?” he asked, stumbling back across the room and falling into a chair by the fireplace. “Do you find me unattractive?”

“No, no, My Lord, but it is a long, long story,” Adriana said, swinging her legs around and sitting up on the bench.

“If you are not my mother then who are you?” Mearh asked, trying to wrap his reeling brain around what the queen had just sprung on him.

“I am Fayre, your mother’s sister,” she said, pushing up to her feet and slowly walking over to where he sat looking at her. “I am your aunt. That is why I resisted. But if you still desire me, I will be your queen.”

“Who else knows about this?” Mearh wanted to know.

“No one,” Adriana said, stopping by the chair, reaching down and running her fingers through the hair at the young king’s temple. “Your father never explained it to me. But he had everyone that knew anything of it murdered.”

“Murdered?” Mearh gasped. “But why?”

“I’m afraid the answer to that secret died with your father,” Adriana told him. Mearh was stunned. Adriana wasn’t his mother? That somehow changed everything.

He wanted his mother, Adriana. And she had said he could have her if he wanted, but he didn’t want it that way. That made it all different. She wasn’t his mother! He was confused. Why did it matter? He had to have time to think.

“Do you not want me, My Lord?” Adriana asked, leaning down, letting her big breasts brush against the young king’s cheek.

“I must think. I have to go to Agasta, today,” Mearh grunted, staggering to his feet, pulling up his breeches, stuffing his wilted penis in them, wrapping the belt around his belly, and fastening it. “Did you know of Leopold and Liana?” he asked her.

“Yes, King Vilhelm told me of them. What of it?” she asked, stepping back.

“I promised Lorica that I would bring them back to her,” he frowned.

“Go then—if you do not wish to bed your queen—I do not care, good riddance ” she growled, turning to face away from him. “Do as your wet nurse slut wishes you to do—“

Mearh was stunned by it all. It was too much for the young king’s mind to fathom. He had pursued his mother with a passion few possessed and then, just when he had the prize in his hands, he had flung it aside. His mother, his aunt? Which was she? Was she lying to preserve her self-respect? And what of her sudden capitulation? It made no sense.

 

~~~

 

King Mearh and his company of men clattered across the drawbridge into the courtyard of King Garth’s castle. As they did, Mearh saw King Garth and a group of men standing on the steps of the castle in front of the great doors waiting for him. King Garth, his uncle was in his sixties or seventies, had aged appreciably since their last meeting, Mearh told himself as he reined Gallant to a stop.

Draping the reins across the silver-encrusted pommel of his saddle, King Mearh threw his leg over his charger’s lathered neck and leapt to the ground. Jerking his gloves off, he slapped them against his thigh to knock away the dust and then went striding across the bailey toward his uncle.

“Mearh, welcome to my humble abode,” King Garth smiled, thrusting his hand out to his nephew.

“King Garth—“ Mearh grinned, taking his uncle’s hand in his and giving it a squeeze.

“Come, wash away the dust of the road with some of my wine,” King Garth grinned, wrapping his arm around Mearh’s shoulders and guiding him into the castle.

Walking along beside his uncle, Mearh saw the King Garth had a small feast set out for him on one of the long, wooden tables running down the walls of the Great Room.

“I thought you might be hungry,” Garth explained, dismissing his court with a wave of his hand.

Mearh filled his plate and dropped down onto the bench across from his uncle.

“So, you have come to claim your brother and sister back from me,” King Garth said, smiling as he took a sip of wine from a jewel-encrusted goblet.

“Yes, My Lord. I promised their mother,” Mearh told him, tearing a big bite off the chicken leg he held in his hand.

“I will be sorry to see them go,” the king said. “Leopold is quite an accomplished swordsman and I will miss dueling with him. And your sister, Liana, has blossomed into a beautiful, young lass. All the ladies of the court are envious of her. Even Queen Wynflaeth. Truthfully, I can’t blame her. Why, if Liana weren’t my niece, I’d, uh, er, well enough of that.”

Wiping his greasy fingers on one of the fine, linen napkins by his plate, Mearh pushed his plate back and stood up.

“So, Uncle, when can I see them?” he asked, filling his goblet with wine as King Garth pushed up onto his feet.

“I’m afraid that will take some time, Mearh,” Garth told him, leading the way over to the two thrones sitting at the end of the Great Room.

“Have a seat, Queen Wynflaeth will not mind,” the king said, motioning toward the smaller of the ornate chairs as he plopped down in the larger one.

“Where is the Queen?” Mearh asked, recalling an earlier crush he had, had on his aunt, Queen Wynflaeth. If memory served him right, he recalled that aunt’s breasts were even larger and more impressive than his mother’s. Yes, his mother, the queen had told him that she was really his aunt, but in his mind, she would always be his mother. Oh it was all so confusing. Mearh wondered if seeing Queen Wynflaeth again might rekindle the same feelings he had felt for her as a young boy when he had last seen her. As luck, fate, or destiny, whichever you choose to call it, would have it, he had been told that his mother, Queen Adriana and Queen Wynflaeth were sisters and children of King Elbos of Phinea.

Mearh’s father, King Vilhelm and King Garth had been off on a warring campaign fighting a neighbor of King Elbos when King Elbos, being the cunning old man he was had had invited the brothers to visit his castle.

Wanting to form an alliance with the brothers and knowing that they would be unable to turn down the hands of his beautiful daughters, the King had offered a treaty sealed by the hands of two of his daughters, the princesses Adriana and Wynflaeth in matrimony. The young warrior kings Vilhelm and Garth had eagerly accepted, and the rest is history. But little was known of another daughter of the king, Princess Fayre. When it was learned that her sister, Adriana was with child, Fayre had gone to Eagle’s Nook to assist in the childbirth. But tragically, around the same time as Mearh had been born, Fayre had fallen ill and died.

“She has another of her headaches,” King Garth said, frowning. “She will not be joining us.”

“Sorry to hear that,” King Mearh remarked, feeling genuinely sorry for the old king.

“So, what of my brother and sister, Uncle?” Mearh asked, diverting from the topic of Queen Wynflaeth as he took a sip of his wine.

“I’m afraid that they were vacationing on the beaches of San Promina when I received your message. When I heard of your need for them, I sent a messenger to fetch them. But I’m afraid that it will take the man another three days to get to the beaches and another four days for them to return.” He explained.

“That’s too bad,” King Mearh complained, leaning back in the throne finding himself with a week’s wait on his hands before he could depart back to his castle to decide what to do about his mother, Queen Adriana, or whoever she was. It was so complicated.

“But there is good news,” King Garth smiled. “King Alfredo of Barona has invited me to join him on a boar hunt. You can come with me and join us. It should prove to be a festive event.”

It would be fun, Mearh thought, but being unused to riding, the three days in the saddle he had just endured had just about worn out his butt. It was so sore, it was all he could do to sit in the throne.

“I appreciate the offer, Uncle, but I’m afraid I must decline. The three days in the saddle it took to arrive here has left my poor butt craving the softness of a cushion, if you know what I mean,” Mearh chuckled.

“Of course, Nephew, I understand. I’m not looking forward to the three-day ride to Barona, either. But I did promise King Alfredo, I’m afraid,” Garth told him, seemingly in a way of apology for leaving Mearh alone and at his own devices during the week’s wait for Leopold and Liana.

“Don’t worry about me, Uncle. I’m sure that I can find something to occupy myself in your absence. Go. Go on your hunt and bring back a boar for the Lords and Ladies of your court,” he said, taking another sip of his wine.

“Is Queen Wynflaeth joining you for the hunt?” Mearh asked.

“Oh, my, no,” Garth laughed. “She is opposed to the taking of an animal’s life. So much so that the only foods she will eat must come from her garden, or from bushes and trees. She eats no meat. And she hates riding. Why the only way you could get that woman to ride is if you threw her across the beast’s back and bound her to the steed with ropes. No, Nephew, she’ll not be going on the hunt and she has even been browbeating me for accepting Alfredo’s invitation. She can be a real terror if she puts her mind to it.”

“Surely you jest, Uncle Leon. Aunt Wynflaeth couldn’t be the hellion you’re painting her to be,” Mearh laughed.

“You’ll see ” King Garth chuckled. “She rules this castle with an iron fist.”

“If you say so, Uncle, but I still find it hard to believe,” Mearh said, taking another sip of his wine, wondering if his aunt was really a hellion under the soft veneer she presented. But then it had been years since he had seen her. Maybe she had changed

King Garth and his band of Lords, and even a few Ladies, departed in a flurry of excitement and noise bright and early the next day. Standing at the loophole in his chambers looking out over the courtyard, Mearh watched the restive horses bucking and snorting as they made their way out over the drawbridge and into the countryside. It seemed to take forever for the last rider to make his way out of the bailey and move up to the rear of the procession, but finally they were all gone.

It seemed eerily quiet in the castle after the convoy of wagons, shouting people, barking dogs, and neighing horses were gone. Deciding to go down to the kitchen and have one of the kitchen maids prepare him some breakfast, Mearh turned from the loophole and padded across his chambers to the door. And maybe, he told himself, he could find a chambermaid, or a kitchen maid, or maybe even a wet nurse to invite up to his room for an afternoon of fucking. After all, it had been three whole days since he’d had any cunt.

Wandering down to the kitchen, the young king passed the Great Room and spotted the remains of the banquet breakfast the boar-hunt party had partaken of before their departure. Stepping over to the table, he poured himself a goblet of wine and sliced off a nice, succulent hunk of ham. Slapping the greasy slab of meat onto a plate, he tore off a chunk of bread and clomped over to his uncle’s throne.

Surely his uncle wouldn’t mind if he used it in his absence, he grinned to himself as he plopped down on the throne and began to eat. After all, I am a king, too.

“King Mearh ” he heard a melodic voice trill from across the room as he sat eating.

Looking up, the king saw a beautiful, red-headed woman strutting across the room toward him. As she did, he could hear the ping of her high heels on the stone floor.

“Aunt, uh, Queen Wynflaeth,” he mumbled, trying to balance his plate and goblet as he pushed up onto his slippered feet.

“Sit, My King, be comfortable,” she told him, smiling as she stepped up in front of him.

She was even more beautiful than he remembered, he told himself easing back down on the throne and running his eyes down his aunt’s buxom, well-rounded figure. The way Queen Wynflaeth filled out the lace-edged bodice of her kirtle, her breasts had to be every bit as large as Queen Adriana’s or larger, King Mearh giddily thought.

“They’re all gone?” she smiled, looking around the empty Great Room. “At last —“

“It seems so, My Queen,” Mearh said, feeling somewhat flustered in the presence of his beautiful aunt. He had been a boy the last time he had seen her, back when he had still been a prince while she was a queen. But now all had changed and it seemed so long ago. She couldn’t be much older than his mother, but still back then, she had seemed so much older, so much more mature, so much more intimidating.

“Why did you not join them?” Queen Wynflaeth asked him as she turned and swished over to the table where the food and wine sat.

“I’m afraid that I have had quite enough riding for a while, My Lady,” Mearh told her as he followed her with his eyes, watching the seductive sway of her hips under her floor-length dress. The dress was made of a shimmering, red satin and every alluring curve and swoop of the hour-glass figure underneath it was highlighted and emphasized by the clinging red material.

“So, the king left you alone with me to endure my boring company,” she said, standing with her back to him as she poured herself a goblet of red wine.

“Oh, I doubt that you could ever be boring, My Queen,” Mearh smiled, leaning down and setting his empty plate on the floor beside the throne.

“So, King Mearh, how long has it been?” she asked him, smiling as she turned back around to face him. “Five—six years?”

“Uh, yes, uh, Queen, uh, Aunt Wynflaeth,” Mearh answered her, feeling more and more intimidated by the moment. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but she had an air about her that commanded reverence.

“That would have made you let’s see,” she smiled, pausing to slowly run her warm, brown eyes down his body all the way to his boots and then back up, lingering on his lap for a second or two before moving back up to his face. “Around twelve, thirteen then?”

“Yes, My Queen,” Mearh self-consciously answered, watching her slowly stroll back toward him with the gold goblet in her jewel-encrusted fingers.

“I was sorry to hear of King Vilhelm’s death,” Queen Wynflaeth said as she melted down into her throne. “I was quite fond of your father ” she told him, smiling as she ran a long, slender finger around the rim of the shimmering gold goblet.

What did she mean by that, he asked himself? Quite fond? Quite fond of her husband’s brother? What did she mean by fond? Had there been more to his father’s relationship with Queen Wynflaeth than met the eye?

“I, uh, I miss him, too,” King Mearh lied, unable to keep his eyes from straying across the impressive swell of the queen’s striking bosom.

“Yes, he was a man who commanded respect,” she softly said, seeing the young king glance down at her bosom, “and reverence,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper as she ran the tips of her fingers across the neckline of her dress just above the tops of her breasts that were thrusting out against the red satin, straining for their freedom.

Feeling bizarrely self-conscious about the relationship between his father and the queen, Mearh decided to change the subject.

“Uh, the king, uh, King Garth tells me that you do not eat meat, My Lady. Is this true?” King Mearh muttered, knowing that the queen could obviously see the blush that was burning across his cheeks.

Queen Wynflaeth didn’t answer him for several long seconds as she sat smiling at him, making him feel even more unsure of himself.

“No, that is not entirely true, My Lord,” she said, making a slow, but obvious glance down at the young king’s lap. “I still occasionally partake of meat ” she smiled, slowly lifting her eyes back up to his crimson face. “But perhaps King Garth forgets. He is getting old and sometimes overlooks things.”

Just then, some Lords and Ladies came strolling into the Great Room. Seeing the king and queen, they all dutifully bowed and then went over to the banquet table.

As they did, Queen Wynflaeth pushed up onto her high-heeled boots and held out her hand to him.

“Come, My King, let us retire to my chambers where we can talk. There are no spying eyes and inquisitive ears there,” she told him.

What secrets did she wish to discuss that should be hidden from “spying eyes and inquisitive ears,”, he curiously wondered?

Pulling himself up, King Mearh deferentially offered his arm to the queen who slipped her arm through his as they stepped down off the dais and slowly strolled across the room toward the doors leading out of the Great Hall.

Lifting the heavy, iron bar out of its cradle, Mearh propped it against the stone wall beside the door to the queen’s chambers. Then with a grunt, he shoved the massive wood door open and stepped aside to let her enter.

Watching Queen Wynflaeth step through the doorway, Mearh followed her inside and pushed the door closed behind them.

“Lock it,” he heard the queen tell him as he started to turn and face her. Turning back, Mearh retrieved the heavy, iron bar and dropped it down into the slots to lock the door in place.

As he was locking the door, Queen Wynflaeth clacked over to the table running along one of the walls of her chamber.

“Now we don’t have to watch our tongues or worry that someone might misconstrue our words,” she softly laughed, picking up a pitcher and filling two, gold goblets with wine.

Smiling, King Mearh stepped over and took the goblet she was holding out to him.

“So, My Lord, tell me,” the queen said, stepping over to her cushioned chair that sat in front of the fireplace and easing down onto the padded seat. “I assume that you have not taken a queen or else we would have heard.” She told him, motioning for him to sit in the other chair sitting in front of the empty, black fireplace.

“Uh, no, My Lady, I have not taken a queen,” Mearh lied, deciding that discretion was the better part of valor in his situation.

“It is a shame that Lady Liana is your sister, My Lord, for she would make a fitting queen for such a handsome, young king as you,” Queen Wynflaeth told him as her fingers toyed with button on the sweeping neckline of her dress. “And a beautiful one.”

“King Garth told me of her beauty,” Mearh smiled back at her, “But would that I was so fortunate to find a queen as beautiful as lucky old King Garth,” Mearh smiled, letting his eyes wander across the queen’s bountiful breasts.

“You flatter me, King Mearh,” she smiled at him, playfully batting her soft, warm eyes at him. “But, I’m afraid that I have noticed the old king seems to have eyes for some of the younger ladies of the court. Not for his old queen as he once did. Why, I have even noticed him taking notice of your beautiful sister, Liana. I cannot blame him for Liana is certainly a beautiful, young girl,” Wynflaeth said. “And your brother, Leopold has grown into a handsome young man,” the queen added. “Almost as handsome as you, My Lord. And he is quite capable with his weapon, uh, his sword,” she added. “When the King is away, Leopold and I have spent many hours dueling the afternoon away.”

“Your words flatter me, My Lady,” King Mearh told her feeling another blush spread out over his cheeks.

“I wonder,” she smiled, setting her goblet on the arm of her chair and pushing up onto her high heels. “Is it hot in here, My Lord, or is it me?” she softly laughed, striding over to a door that led out onto a balcony running along the outside of her chambers. Reaching out, she threw open the door and Mearh felt a breeze waft across his sweaty brow.

“Yes, it is quite warm, My Lady,” Mearh told her watching her stand in the doorway with her arms spread out, hands clutching the doorframe.

“Then perhaps the King would not object if I changed into something cooler, more appropriate,” she purred, turning to face him again and smiling.

“No, no, My Lady, do as you wish,” he told her. “I am your guest.”

Then he watched as she stepped across the room toward him. The seductive roll of her hips seemed to be a bit exaggerated as she stepped up in front of him and slowly turned to face away from him.

“Would the King untie the knot in my lacings? I have dismissed my handmaiden for the day and it would be such a struggle to untie it myself,” Queen Wynflaeth told him.

“But, of course, My Lady,” King Mearh said, pushing up to his feet behind her. “Just the knot, My Queen or do you wish for me to unlace all of the laces?” he asked, reaching up to the knot at the top of the crisscrossed laces running down the back of the queen’s red, satin dress.

“Whichever you wish, My King,” she cooed, standing motionless while Mearh fumbled with the knot with his trembling fingers. Suddenly, the knot came unraveled and the opening stretched apart almost pulling the lacing out of the top two eyelets of her dress.

“On second thought, My King, it would be much more convenient if you unlaced them,” Queen Wynflaeth purred, standing with legs slightly spread and her hands on hips. “I am afraid that I am not used to undressing myself.”

“Yes, My Queen,” Mearh mumbled, feeling the sweat on his forehead begin to trickle down his cheek.

Plucking at the cotton cord, King Mearh slowly pulled it out through the rows of eyelets running down the sides of the opening. Lower and lower, his fingers crept until the lace came out of the last eyelet and was hanging from his fingers. Now there was nothing but smooth, bare flesh peeking out between the edges of the opening.

“Uh, I am done, My Lady ” the young king told her wishing he could run his fingers down over the swath of smooth, pink skin, but not having the courage to do so.

“Thank you, My Lord,” she softly said, slowly turning to face him. Smiling up at him, holding the bodice of her dress pressed against her bounteous breasts with one arm as she reached out and took the lace from his hand.

As she did, Mearh couldn’t keep from glancing down at the two quivering globes of white breast-flesh peeking up over the neckline of her dress. When he did, he could see the very top edges of her mauve areolas were just barely visible under the red, satin cloth. Then her arm dropped ever so slightly to expose even more of the quivering treasures for a brief moment.

“Oops,” Queen Wynflaeth softly giggled, making her voluminous breasts quiver and bob even more as she raised her arm back up to cover them.

“Do not go anywhere, My King, for I shall only be a few moments,” she told him, spinning on one of her high heels and clopping across the stone floor to the door of her bed chamber.

“I wouldn’t dream of leaving, My Lady,” Mearh called out after her.

This was something he had fantasized about as a teenager. But that didn’t make it unique for our horny, young king. He fantasized about fucking just about every wench or Lady he came in contact with. That included almost anything that had two legs, wore a dress and had a hole between its legs. But he had to admit that his Aunt Wynflaeth had been high on his wish list. Very high on the list, in fact number two behind his mother! Or was she his aunt, too?

King Garth had been in his fifties when he had taken Queen Wynflaeth for his wife and now, while the king was in his sixties, his young wife was only in her thirties and in the prime of her life. But now, in his sunset years, the old king was having difficulty keeping his lovely queen satisfied.

Suddenly, the door to the queen’s bedchamber came swinging open and Queen Wynflaeth stepped out through the door way.

The young king’s mouth dropped open and eyes flared wide as he gaped at his aunt.

Seeing his look of surprise, she smiled and batted her big, brown eyes at the stunned, young king.

“You don’t mind do you, My King, but I was so hot ” she softly cooed, brazenly standing in the doorway letting her young nephew pore over her scantily-clad body.

“No—No—My Lady, uh, uh, Aunt Wynflaeth, I don’t mind,” he croaked as he feasted his eyes on his aunt’s body. “I don’t mind—“

“Good ” she murmured, stepping over to the table where the pitcher of wine sat. Gone were her high-heeled boots and now she was barefooted.

Studying Queen Wynflaeth as she stepped over to the table, King Mearh saw that the bottom of her orange and tan ensemble was a long pair of sheer, silk pantaloons that were buttoned at her ankles and had slits running up the length of the queen’s long, statuesque legs all the way up to her waspish waist where another pair of jewel-encrusted clasps held the pantaloons together. The waistband of the pantaloons was a long, satin ribbon that wrapped around her narrow waist and looped into two fluffy, orange bows that rested on the points of her hips with two long, fluttering tails dangling down from each bow. As she walked, the slit trapped the air and made the transparent legs of the pantaloons billow out around her long, graceful legs making them seem even more striking.

As she poured herself another goblet of wine, Mearh could see that the blouse of her ensemble was made of the same thin, diaphanous silk as the bottom. He could easily make out the darkened circles tipping her breasts and saw that her mountainous breasts were freely heaving and rolling around under the thin transparency of the tan silk. The sleeves of the blouse, like the legs had a slit in it also. At the top of the slit, the blouse was held in place by another satin ribbon with orange bows resting in the crook between her long, slender neck and her shoulders. The slit then ran down her arm to her wrist where the cuff was secured with another orange button.

Just as it was with the pantaloons, every movement of her arms caused the sleeves to catch the breeze and pull the front of the blouse tight, molding it against the swell of her spectacular tits.

“So King Mearh what do you think?” she softly laughed as she stood watching him over the rim of her goblet as she took a sip of her wine.

The boldness of her daring costume had taken the young king by surprise and he was at a loss for words as he sat staring across the room at his beautiful aunt. She seemed to be taunting him to see just what he would do.

“Uh, what, My Queen, uh, what do I think of uh what?” he mumbled unable to stop his wandering eyes from meandering up and down her scantily-clad body.

“This?” Queen Wynflaeth said, holding out her arms and slowly pirouetting around in a circle.

“Uh, uh, stunning, My Lady,” Mearh was finally able to mutter. As he did, he could see the morning sunlight streaming in through the open door was gleaming off the burnished copper of his aunt’s long, shoulder-length hair. And her big, brown eyes were twinkling mischievously as she boldly stared back at him.

“King Garth is a blessed man,” he murmured, letting his eyes wander over the silhouette of his aunt’s willowy body as it was highlighted and outlined by the light streaming through the thin, gossamer silk.

“I’m afraid that my body no longer brings delight to the old king,” Queen Wynflaeth said with a touch of sadness in her voice. “The old man has difficulty attaining, uh, attaining an erection, my Young Lord.”

“Uh, uh, My Queen?” Mearh stammered, unable to believe what the queen had just admitted to him. “Uh, I, uh, I’m sorry ” he muttered, not knowing what else to say.

“There was no need for sorrow, My Lord until you arrived,” she said, holding her the jewel-encrusted goblet between her hands as she slowly swayed across the room toward him.

“What? What do you mean, My Lady? What did I do?” he mumbled, watching the seductive roll of her hips as she slowly padded over to where he sat gawking at her. As she did, he realized that he could make out the outline of the dark triangle covering the tip of her belly through the thin pantaloons.

“The gods had seen fit to provide me with a stand-in for the king,” she smiled, stopping directly in front of him and shamelessly staring down at him. “But now you have come to take that away from me,” she said, leaning down and setting her goblet on the arm of the chair by his hand.

“I don’t understand, My Lady—“ King Mearh muttered, unable to keep his eyes off the wondrous creations dangling down from her chest as they softly bumped and bobbled against one another under the thin silk.

“Your brother, My King. Leopold,” she smiled, leaning down and pulling the padded footstool that sat by the chair around in front of it.

“Leopold?” Mearh gasped, finally grasping the meat of his aunt’s insinuation.

“Yes, Leopold ” she softly laughed, easing down onto the stool in front of him. Then she reached out with her long, slender fingers and pushed the top button of his ruffled blouse through its buttonhole. “Now that you are taking him from me, I will have to find a replacement,” she said, her eyes twinkling playfully as she unbuttoned the second button.

“Uh, as, as you wish, My Lady,” Mearh told her as he looked down and watched her fingers push a third button through its hole.

“There will be time a plenty for that after the two of you depart,” she smiled dismissing a fourth button. “But in the meantime, would you like to stand in for your brother and King Garth? We have a whole week before the time of your departure,” she murmured, her fingers brushing across the solid lump jutting out against the bottom of his blouse as she unbuttoned the last button.

“Oh, My Lord,” she murmured as she expectantly peeled the blouse apart to expose the large, swollen head of the young king’s hard, erect penis that was jutting up out from under the waistband of his breeches.

“King Vilhelm was such a benevolent king,” she whispered, running the tip of her finger through the big, gooey drop of pre-fuck oozing out of the slit in the tip of the gigantic, purple knob. “He bequeathed each of his sons a weapon matching the size and length of his own mighty sword.”

Stunned by the sudden turn of events, Mearh’s reeling mind could only think of his father’s sword, the Devastator.

“The Devastator?” King Mearh inanely muttered, watching the queen slowly lift her finger up to her lips and lick the tip of her tongue across it.

“Oh, it too could be quite devastating the way he wielded it,” Queen Wynflaeth softly laughed, grasping the edges of his blouse and slowly spreading them apart. “But that wasn’t the weapon I was referring to,” she giggled as Mearh leaned forward to free his blouse from between the back of the chair and his own sweaty back while the queen continued to spread the blouse open and push it back over his broad shoulders. Then she let go of it and it went slinking down Mearh’s back and arms to land in a muddled heap on the seat of the chair.

Tickling a long henna-stained fingernail across one of his hard, little nipples, the queen brought her hands down to the leather belt he had wrapped around his waist and slipped it out through its silver buckle.

“King Garth would be so envious of his nephews’ mighty swords—both of them,” she said, crinkling her nose and laughing as she began to slowly unbutton Mearh’s tight, velvet breeches. Button by button, she made her way down the fly of the king’s breeches until they were completely unbuttoned.

Leaning back, Queen Wynflaeth roughly shoved the young king’s legs together. Then running her hands up to his hips, she dug her fingers down under the slack waistband of his velvet britches. As she began to slowly inch them down over his hips, Mearh grasped hold of the arms of the chair and pushed up off the cushioned seat to free his breeches from under his ass.

Staring down at the bulge in the king’s linen underpants, Queen Wynflaeth pushed his breeches all the way down around his ankles.

Leaning back up, she looked up at King Mearh and smiled as she slowly ran her hands up his hairy thighs to the knot in the drawstring that held his underpants secured around his thick waist.

“Why does the King even bother with wearing braies?” she softly laughed as she tugged on the bowknot. “They cannot even cover his grand weapon.”

“They did before the queen made her appearance,” Mearh smiled reaching out and running his fingers down the queen’s long, slender neck.

“The king should not wear braies. It does dishonor to a weapon of such grandeur to hide it,” she laughed, digging her fingers down under the waist band of his underpants and quickly tugging them down to his britches.

“I will consider that during the rest of my stay at the Queen’s castle,” Mearh told her, reaching out and plucking at the knots in the satin ribbons resting against her neck. “But the Lady must follow her own advice,” he laughed as he tugged on the knots and they came unraveled in his fingers.

As they did, the sheer, silk blouse went softly rustling down off the queen’s incredible breasts, exposing them to the young king’s leering eyes.

“My Queen, I have never seen breasts of such beauty and splendor,” Mearh murmured, gently cupping the dangling giants in the palms of his hands and rubbing his thumbs back and forth across the swollen, puffy knobs sticking out of their darkened tips.

“The king does flatter the queen,” Queen Wynflaeth softly laughed making her incredulous breasts jiggle and quiver in his clutching hands.

“Not flattery, My Queen, adulation ” he smiled, leaning in closer and placing a soft, lingering kiss on Wynflaeth’s soft, full lips.

Breaking the kiss, Queen Wynflaeth batted her big, brown eyes at him and leaned back pulling her pendulous breasts out of the king’s grasp.

“My king is such a mean monarch ” she softly said, leaning down and pinching hold of the cuffs of the young king’s breeches. “For he has made the queen’s pussy cry.

Pulling his britches off over his slippered feet, she tossed them aside and quickly did the same with his linen underpants.

Sitting in the chair naked and with an un-monarchical smile on his face, King Mearh could see that his hard, stiff cock was sticking up in the air slowly twitching in rhythm with his heartbeat.

Queen Wynflaeth’s blouse, now dangling down over her loins was still secured by the buttons on her wrists.

“Does the king’s soldier always stand at attention like that,” Queen Wynflaeth laughed, reaching down and plucking at the orange buttons on her wrists.

“He has been so instructed to do so, My Lady, when he is in the presence of a lady of such high rank and incomparable beauty, such as yourself,” Mearh smiled, reaching out and slowly working his fisted hand up and down his huge, jutting penis.

“He certainly is an obedient Foot soldier,” Wynflaeth giggled as her sheer, silk blouse went fluttering to the stone floor.

“I have trained him well,” Mearh laughed.

“Come, My Lord, I wish to show you something,” Queen Wynflaeth told him, reaching down and grasping hold of his free hand.

“What else? You’ve already shown me than I could ever have hoped to see, My Lady,” King Mearh said, pushing up and letting the queen pull him to his feet.

“It is my secret place,” she whispered, leaning into him, brushing his lips with a soft, fleeting kiss before turning and pulling him across the room to a purple, velvet curtain hanging down from the ceiling. Meekly following along behind her, King Mearh shuffled along with his stiff, jutting cock sticking out in front of him slashing from side to side like the prow on one of the Atherian warships battling a storm at sea.

“I have had many dreams of seeing your secret place,” Mearh smirked, reaching down and cupping one of her soft, firm ass-cheeks in the palm of his hand.

“No, this is not that secret place,” she giggled, sweeping back the curtain to reveal a heavy, wood door. “I had Leopold build this secret place for me.”

Thrusting her butt back against his hand, Wynflaeth reached down to the heavy, iron ring on the door and pulled as Mearh watched the door noiselessly swing open.

Looking over the queen’s shoulder, Mearh saw a stone stairway leading down into the darkness.

“Where does it lead?” the king asked as the queen grabbed a candle and started down the stairs.

“I told you, My Lord, my secret place,” she said pulling him along behind her.

Like strange, lost souls, bizarre, misshapen shadows and figures were cast onto the cold, stone walls by the candle while the king and queen slowly padded down the stairs.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs, Mearh found himself standing in a dark, dank hallway between two rows of iron bars. A tiny prick of uneasiness tickled up his spine as he realized that they must be in the castle’s dungeon.

“You’re not going to take me prisoner, are you, My Lady?” he asked as Wynflaeth stepped over to the door of one of the empty cells.

“A prisoner of love, My King,” she softly laughed, pulling down the ring of keys that hung on a peg beside the cell door. Listening to the jingle and clink of the keys as the queen stuck one of them into the door’s lock and twisted it, Mearh leerily watched as she slowly pulled the door open.

As the candlelight spilled into the cell, Mearh saw that to his amazement, the cell was not empty, but filled with all sorts of bizarre and evil-looking implements of torture and bondage. And there, sitting in the middle of the chamber was an ornate four-poster bed covered in furs and black and red satin pillows.

Looking back at the door, he saw that there was a painting of an empty cell attached to the back of the door to fool anyone who might wander by.

What do you think, My Lord?” Wynflaeth asked him as she used the candle she was holding to light the candles on the sconces sticking out of the stone walls.

“Interesting ” Mearh smiled, slowly looking around the room.

The ghostly shadows and apparitions seemed to have followed them into the cell and were now leaping about dancing and intertwining with the flickers of light and dark being cast there by the candles on the sconces.

Finished lighting the candles, Wynflaeth set the candelabra she was holding down on the table sitting by the big, four-poster bed.

Smiling, she turned to face her young nephew and reached down to the knotted ribbons perched atop the point of her svelte hips.

“Would the king mind if the queen slipped into something more appropriate for the occasion?” she asked him, her fingers poised on the bows on her rounded hips. “Like her birthday suit?”

“Please do, My Lady,” Mearh grinned, expectantly gazing down at the darkened triangle of her sex somewhat concealed by her thin, silk pantaloons.

With a soft giggle, Wynflaeth pinched the satin ribbon and abruptly jerked on both of them at the same time. As she did, the sheer silk silently dropped down her long, statuesque legs to puddle around her ankles.

“Could My Lord give My Lady a hand,” Wynflaeth mischievously grinned, easing down on the bed, leaning back on her stiffened arms, lifting a leg up and pointing her henna-tinted toes at him.

Smiling, Mearh stepped over to her and grabbed hold of her ankle. For a second, he fumbled with the little, orange button that held the cuff of her pantaloons on her ankle, but was finally able to push it through its opening.

Lowering her foot back to the stone floor of the cell, Wynflaeth lifted her other leg up to the boy king. This time, she arched her foot and rubbed her tiny toes against the king’s jutting prick as he fumbled with the button on the cuff of her pantaloons.

“Thank you, My Lord,” Wynflaeth softly cooed, lifting both legs back up into the air and rubbing the soles of both feet against Mearh’s iron-hard cock. “Take my pantaloons, My King?”

As she held her legs outstretched to him, Mearh pinched the cuffs of her silk pantaloons between his thumbs and fingers slowly backing away from her as he pulled the wispy silk cloth down her long, curvaceous legs.

With a final tug, the young king slipped the queen’s silky pantaloons off over her dainty feet and tossed them on the bed beside her hip. As he did, the queen slowly spread her legs apart and reached down between them to the wet, fleshy pink gash at the tip of her flat tummy.

“See how much the king made My Lady’s poor, little pussy cry,” she softly moaned, using a long, slender finger to spread open the sticky, goo-lathered lips bordering the seeping opening between them.

“Yes, My Lady, but perhaps I should take a closer look at the queen’s secret place,” he grinned, stepping forward and easing down onto his knees between her lovely legs.

“Perhaps you should, My Lord,” Wynflaeth crooned, pitching a black, satin pillow down on the stones beside his knees and then running her long, slender fingers through the boy king’s hair. “For the king’s knees,” she cooed. “The floor is cold, My Lord.”

“Thank you, My Lady,” Mearh whispered, shoving the pillow under his knees and then slowly running his hands up the silky smoothness of the queen’s inner thighs.

Reverently brushing his fingertips over the soft, dew-covered petals of pink flesh between the queen’s splayed-out legs, Mearh moved them higher and grazed the gleaming pearl jutting out above the queen’s fleshy cunt.

“Kiss me, My Lord, kiss it, kiss my secret place,” she whispered, curling her hips and thrusting herself against the king’s inquisitive fingers.

King Mearh could smell the heady pungence of the queen’s overripe sex as he leaned down over the furry muff of copper curls. Burying his face down into the swirl of silky-soft curls, Mearh inhaled deeply through his nostrils, breathing in and savoring the intoxicating scent of the queen’s sex.

Easing his long tongue out, Mearh probed the soft wetness of the queen’s femininity while Wynflaeth murmured out her appreciation.

As Mearh feasted on the succulent wetness between the queen’s splayed-out legs, the queen lifted her feet off the cold, stone floor. With her long legs bent at the knee, Wynflaeth settled her tiny feet down on the small of the young king’s muscular back.

 

“My Lord ” Wynflaeth groaned out, her hips squirming and rolling on the furry pelts as she chased the king’s swirling, fluttering tongue trying to find it with her achingly-sensitive clit.

Teasing her, taunting her to bring her to a fever pitch before he touched her there, Mearh coaxed his aunt along.

“Pleeeeassseee—“ Wynflaeth begged, curling her hips, rubbing and grinding herself against his juice-slathered lips.

Then he abruptly lashed his tongue across the exposed jut of hard, swollen flesh.

“Yesssssssss—“ Queen Wynflaeth hissed, “Thereeee—“ she gurgled, her slender fingers digging down into the young king’s long, flowing hair, pushing, pressing trying to keep his tongue on her clit.

Lashing the queen’s big, pink pearl with his twirling, probing tongue, Mearh looked up over the swath of coppery curls to the flattened mountains of flesh on her chest. The swollen nubs sticking up from them were softly flicking in cadence with the giants as they were heavily heaving with every tiny movement she made.

Mearh could feel the queen’s heels pattering against his back as the movement of her hips grew more and more frantic while she rubbed her clit against his juice-slathered tongue. Mearh could feel his aunt’s long, graceful back slowly inching up off the furry pelts as the muscles in her belly grew tighter and tighter.

“My Lord—My Lord—“ Wynflaeth groaned out as her hips jerked up and down faster and faster.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh—“ Wynflaeth suddenly gasped as Mearh felt a gush of hot, sticky cunt-juice spew out onto his chin.

Gasping and groaning, the queen held his face shoved down between her flailing legs as her hips lunged up and down, raking her clit up and down on the king’s lashing tongue.

Mearh’s chin and throat were soaked. The air around his head was rank with the ripe scent of his aunt’s overheated sex as the queen came and came. Eventually, even the furry skins under her butt were drenched with the juice of her sex.

Groaning, her head thrown back, eyes tightly clenched shut, the queen arched her back and thrust herself against the king’s insistent tongue as he savagely attacked her clit.

At last, with a soft, choking gasp, it was over for the queen. She was finished.

Giving her sodden, juice-lathered pussy a final soft kiss, Mearh lifted his face up out from between the queen’s outstretched legs.

“My King ” Wynflaeth whispered, her eyes fluttering open as she looked up at Mearh with a dazed, dreamy look in her big, brown eyes. “That was wonderful, My King ” she murmured, reaching up and running her fingers through the hairs at the king’s temple.

“My Lady ” Mearh said, leaning down and kissing the indentation of her belly button as he slowly pushed up to his feet beside the bed. As he did, the queen’s eyes immediately darted down to the huge, jutting malignancy sticking out of the boy king’s hairy groin.

“He still stands at attention, My Lord,” Wynflaeth softly laughed, pushing up onto her butt and reaching for it. “Doesn’t he ever tire?”

“Only after a battle, My Lady,” Mearh smirked. Then before he knew what was happening, the queen grasped hold of his hand and roughly jerked him forward sending him sprawling onto his back on the furs and pillows beside her.

“Perhaps he deserves a reward for being such an obedient soldier,” she purred, rolling over onto her side, supporting herself on her elbow as she reached over and tickled her fingernails up the underside of his stiff, hard cock.

“What did the Lady have in mind?” Mearh asked, cupping one of the mountainous globes of soft, jiggling tit-flesh sagging down from her chest.

“Perhaps a bath and then maybe a long, leisurely ride,” she smiled, flicking a long, reddish-orange fingernail back and forth across the cleft just below the flared rim of the crown of his reclining cock. As she did, the lolling giant twitched and jerked with each flick.

Smiling, the queen leaned down over the king’s penis. Flicking out her tongue, Mearh’s aunt slowly licked it up the thick, puffy barrel running along the underside of the giant slab of meat as Mearh folded his arms and slipped them under his head to watch. Watching the queen, Mearh saw her gently lift his bloated manhood up until it was perpendicular to his body. Then he saw the tip of her tongue find one of the thick, ropy blood vessels that crisscrossed the bloated shaft of his cock. Tracing it, she followed the path of the thick, blue blood vein from where it welled up out of his cock all the way to where it disappeared.

There was only one single thing that could make his fantasy-come-true better, he told himself as he watched Queen Wynflaeth’s soft, full lips slowly descend down over the head of his cock. It could only be better if Queen Wynflaeth were her sister, Queen Adriana, Mearh giddily thought. But that time would come, he berated himself. Don’t ruin this by tainting it with what-could-have been, or what-will-be done.

Feeling her soft fingers ease down under his balls, Mearh watched his aunt’s lips slowly crawl down the veined shaft of his cock as her warm, sucking mouth consumed more and more of the jutting giant.

“My Lady’s lips are so soft,” Mearh praised as he felt her soft, sinuous tongue twirling around the head and shaft of his cock.

“Mmmmmmmm—“ Wynflaeth murmured out in answer as her lips tightened around his cock and she sucked harder. As she did, Mearh’s prying fingers found one of the springy, hard berries protruding out of the center of her pendulous breast. Pinching the swollen nub, he roughly twisted it, teasing and tweaking it to hardness as the queen loudly slurped and sucked on his cock.

Then the queen’s head began to slowly bob up and down as the pressure on his balls increased while she pulled and plucked at the fleshy sac hanging down between his legs.

Lifting her head, letting the king’s hard, spit-drenched peter slip out from between her lips, she blew a breath across it.

Smiling, the queen slowly ran her tongue around her lips and let go of the king’s cock. As she did, the massive slab of royal meat wetly slapped down on the king’s belly.

“Did the king’s soldier enjoy his bath?” Wynflaeth murmured, rolling over and pushing up onto her knees.

“He loved it and is very much looking forward to his ride,” Mearh grinned admiring the way the queen’s enormous udders bobbled and bumped against one another when she dropped down onto her hands and knees beside him.

“Such a fiery steed,” Wynflaeth softly laughed, lifting a long, shapely leg over the king’s legs and dropping her knee onto the bed by his hip, “I can only hope that he won’t throw me off.”

“Oh, I’m sure that the queen is an excellent rider,” King Mearh smirked as the queen stood on her knees straddling him with her wet, drooling cunt poised directly above his cock. “Especially if she is so confident as to go riding bareback and not sidesaddle.”

“Sidesaddle is for the Ladies of the court,” she smiled, down at him. “I am the Queen, My Lord. I can ride as I choose. I always ride bareback, My Lord.”

Squatting above him, Wynflaeth lowered her juicy, drooling cunt down just above the king’s cock as it lay on his belly. Then reaching down between her legs, she fingered her pussy’s goo-smeared lips apart and lowered it down onto his cock. Then she slowly, sensuously began to rock back and forth dragging her juicy cunt up and down the bulge running along the underside of his penis, coating it with a liberal coating of her slippery juices.

Once she was satisfied that her nephew’s penis was sufficiently covered in her hot, sticky goo, Wynflaeth pushed up and pulled the jutting menace up into the air.

Holding up the giant slab of meat the queen flexed her legs and seated the rounded head of the massive cock into the opening of her cunt. Reaching down to her, Mearh curled his powerful hands around the queen’s tiny waist. Holding onto her, pushing her down on his jutting penis, the king saw a grimace crawl out across the queen’s lovely face as the barbed head of his cock began to spread her and ease inside.

“Oh, My Lord’s soldier is so big!” Wynflaeth gasped, the frown on her forehead deepening as the king’s giant prong stretched her pussy open and slowly forced its way inside the strangling tightness.

“The Queen’s cunt is so small,” Mearh groaned, curling his hips up and thrusting deeper inside the queen’s hot cunt.

Lower and lower the queen sank down on the thrusting cock as tears squeezed out of the corners of her clenched eyelids and trickled down her rouged cheeks. Shamelessly sacrificing her dignity and royal comportment, the queen arched her back and impaled herself on her nephew’s mammoth cock.

At last the tight ring of muscles encircling the opening of her cunt was wrapped around the hairy base of Mearh’s cock.

Holding her thrust down on his embedded cock, King Mearh curled his hip and thrust up into her clinging tightness.

“The Queen has proven King Garth wrong on two accounts,” Mearh smirked.

“Oh, My Lord, how is that?” she cooed, clutching her pussy down around his giant penis.

“He said that you no longer ate meat and that you hate riding,” he smiled.

“Well, my Young King, kings are not omnipotent! As much as they think they know, they do not know all,” she softly laughed making her beautiful breasts bob and bounce.

“Do queens know all?” Mearh asked, watching the muscles in her long, shapely legs bulge out as she lifted her pussy up his oversized penis.

“Yes, My Lord,” Wynflaeth whispered, relaxing the muscles in her legs and slowly sinking back down on him taking the entire length of the king’s cock back up inside the tight, clinging channel of her cunt. “We know all ”

King Mearh watched the queen’s oversized udders softly bobbling and bumping against one another as the muscles in her legs tightened and strained when she pushed up on up on his cock. As she did, she leaned forward, her hands resting on his hairy chest while King Mearh looked down under the dangling globes of tit flesh to watch the muscles in her legs relax and soften as she went plunging down on his long, thick penis. The queen’s face was still grimaced as her head was tilted back and her eyes closed while she slowly slid up and down her nephew’s cock. At the bottom of every plunging dive, Wynflaeth paused and ground her furry mound against his hairy crotch before pushing back up the king’s jutting fuck-pole. Mearh had never seen such a happy, blissful look on a woman’s face before. Not even Lorica or Ella Listening to the soft, panting grunts escaping from Queen Wynflaeth’s mouth as she shamelessly humped her tight, clinging pussy up and down his cock, Mearh could see a sheen of sweat beginning to form on her pale, pink skin. And above the soft grunts, he could hear a soft, wet splat every time his aunt’s soft, round buttocks spanked up against his groin.

Unfolding his arms, King Mearh reached out and slid his hand up his aunt’s shapely body, pausing to cup her tits as the bountiful treasures undulated up and down on her chest. Pinching his forefingers and thumbs around Wynflaeth’s large, meaty nipples, King Mearh rolled them, twisting and pulling on them as Wynflaeth huffed and pumped up and down. Easing her mountainous breasts back down onto her chest, he curled his large hands around the queen’s tiny waist. Then, adding to the force and impetus of her thrusts, he slowly jerked his aunt up and down on his jutting maleness.

Sweat began to run down her breasts, dripping down off her twitching nipples as they flicked up and down in rhythm with the quickening pace of the queen’s up and down movement. Faster and faster she pumped as the grimace on her face etched itself deeper and deeper.

“My King—my King—my King—“ she panted, her legs tensing and relaxing quicker and quicker as she frantically drove up and down on the king’s upthrust peter.

Digging his fingers down into her sweat-slickened skin, Mearh jerked her up and down, plunging his cock up into her clinging warmth all the way up to the hilt on every plunging thrust.

Suddenly, Wynflaeth’s whole body went stiff as a wet, choking gasp escaped out over her trembling lips. As she groaned out her orgasmic pleasure, her pelvis crashed down on the king’s groin as she hysterically ground herself against him while her spasming cunt locked down around the king’s deeply-embedded peter.

It took every last ounce of the king’s power to keep from losing it and spewing out his load into the queen’s frantically milking, sucking cunt, but he wanted to save it, prolong the defilement of his aunt’s cunt.

He could feel his aunt’s sharp fingernails digging down into his chest as she growled and groaned while she continued to hump and grind herself against him. Her long legs had stopped moving and were now clamped against his sweaty hips trapping the young king between them as her head hung down over his chest. Choking sobs were wracking her straining body as the tips of her long, copper hair brushed against his chest tickling his tiny, stiff nipples.

“Come, My Queen, come on my royal staff—“ Mearh snarled, curling his lips and thrusting deeper inside the clutching, spasming depths of her womb.

“Yesssss—My Lorddddd—“ Queen Wynflaeth groveled out, her body tightening into a ball atop him as she came and came and came around his deeply-rooted penis.

Finally, with a shuddering gasp, the queen collapsed atop him, her muscles softening, loosening up as she melted down around him.

Giving the queen time to recover, King Mearh slowly stroked the sweaty strands of copper that wetly clung to his hairy chest.

Finally, Queen Wynflaeth lifted her head and brushed her lips across his.

“Why did you not finish, My Lord? Does the queen displease thee?”

Reaching up with both hands, Mearh clasped his aunt’s head between them and pulled it down. Then he brushed his lips over hers as his tongue dove up between her parted lips before venturing inside only to be greeted by her long, sinuous tongue. As their tongues warred, Mearh let out an appreciative grunt as he felt his aunt’s cunt clutch and nip at his cock.

Then, with a soft grunt, King Mearh clutched her waist and slowly rolled her off him.

As he did, he saw the queen’s warm, brown eyes flutter open. The king could see that they had that unfocused, far-away look in them that always seemed to follow a woman’s orgasm. It was as if her body and mind had given their all and was now having difficulty coping with reality once again.

Sitting up, King Mearh rolled over onto his hands and knees. As he did, long, stringy strands of his aunt’s juice dripped down off his jutting cock and disappeared down into the hairy pelts under him.

Pushing up onto his knees, King Mearh reached over and grasped hold of the queen’s sweat-slickened waist. Then, with a grunt, he flipped her over onto her belly, face down in the furry pelts.

“My Lord,” Wynflaeth murmured as the king pushed her shoulders down onto the pile of pillows and furs while at the same time, he lifted her beautiful ass up into the air in front of him.

Staring down at the perfect, white globes of quivering ass-flesh, the young king appreciatively ran his fingers over the velvety-smooth skin.

Then Mearh saw his aunt turn and look over her shoulder. Seductively smiling at him, the queen wiggled her buttocks, shamelessly offering herself to him, waiting for him to mount her from behind. Mount her and fuck her like the bitch she was.

Smiling, crouching behind her, the young king grasped hold of his jutting, juice-slathered cock and lifted it up to the drooling, gaping wound peeking out below the cheeks of his aunt’s exquisite ass. Then as the king’s knobby cockhead brushed against the soft wetness, he let out a soft growl and plunged into her, driving himself into her clutching warmth all the way up to the hairy base of his oversized penis. Queen Wynflaeth’s whole body when rigid when she felt the King’s cock plunge deep inside her emptiness. Grinding his belly against the soft, giving cheeks of her ass, Mearh leaned over her and reached down under her. With one hand, he pushed against her belly tilting her pelvis while his other hand slid up her body to cup one of the huge, meaty breasts hanging down below her chest. Clutching and squeezing, he dug his fingers into the lush, forgiving flesh as Wynflaeth pushed back against him taking him even deeper into the tight clutch of her cunt.

Then the queen felt her nephew’s hands leave her breast and stomach as they crawled up over her hips to clutch hold of her waist just above the point where hip and waist joined. Tightly clutching her in his strong hands, the king slowly drew back pulling his cock back down the clinging softness of her cunt.

“Take this, My Queen—“ Mearh snarled, jerking his hips forward and driving his thick, hard penis deep into the juicy depths of her womb.

“Yes, My Lord—“ Queen Wynflaeth gasped, digging her hands down into the furry pelts and thrusting herself back at her nephew’s savage insult.

Aunt and nephew, they reveled in the adulterous mingling of their bodies as they grunted and groaned, thrusting against one another, one giving and one taking.

Digging his clawed fingers into the soft, giving flesh Mearh plunged into the queen’s wet cunt again and again with his long, thick penis as Wynflaeth struggled toward yet another calamitous release.

Rocking back and forth on her hands and knees, Wynflaeth eagerly took everything the young king threw at her and begged for more.

“Harder faster deeper, My Lord,” Queen Wynflaeth quavered, thrusting herself back at the king’s pounding attack on her helpless, defenseless pussy.

The lewd, vulgar sounds of their fucking echoed back off the cold, stone walls filling their ears and driving them on.

Wynflaeth’s efforts to get more of the king’s giant cock inside her pussy were rewarded as she felt its huge, hard head brush against her cringing cervix.

“My Kingggggg—“ Wynflaeth gasped as her body shuddered and another white-hot orgasm exploded down inside her cunt making it clutch and pull on the king’s cock with an almost inhuman strength.

As the queen’s cunt clutched down around his cock, threatening to slice it in two, Mearh grunted and strained against her pillowy ass, shoving forward, driving his primed cock deeper. As wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, Queen Wynflaeth could feel the massive head of nephew’s enormous cock swelling, filling with pre-eruptive power, spreading Wynflaeth’s cunt even wider. Then suddenly, the monster yielded to animal instincts and the young king’s hot, creamy seed began to spurt and pour out into her womb, spreading through the clinging channel like warm honey, bringing her to an orgasm unlike any she had ever known. Wynflaeth’s orgasm roared through her brain and body even as it seemed the king’s fiery meat would tear her apart.

Wynflaeth screamed while the king bellowed out his triumph, their voices harmonizing in an incestuous duet of carnal gratification and fulfillment.

As the king’s thick, creamy spunk spewed out into her cunt, it began to leak out around the swollen shaft and trickle down the insides of the queen’s thighs.

Then, just as the queen reached the peak of pleasure, Mearh jerked back and roughly flicked her over onto her back.

As he did, Mearh’s huge penis gave out one final spurt and sent a long, ropy strand of cum up across the queen’s heaving belly to splat on one of her heaving breasts as the king dipped his hips and sent his cock plunging back down into the convulsing depths of his aunt’s womb.

Breathing heavily, Mearh began to pump into his aunt again as his giant cock slowly stopped softening and began to swell again.

“I can see poor King Garth’s plight,” the king grinned, sliding his stiffening cock in and out of the insatiable hole between the queen’s outstretched legs.

“And what, My Lord, is that?” she asked, softly panting as she humped back up against the king’s tireless assault.

"I don’t think any one man could satisfy that hungry hole down between your legs, My Queen,” he softly laughed.

“Oh, really, My King? Leopold seems capable of doing just that,” she snickered, clutching her pussy down around Mearh’s pistoning cock.

“Perhaps Leopold is more of a man than I, My Queen,” Mearh muttered, pumping into her harder and faster.

“The queen thinks that perhaps the young king sells himself short,” she cooed, kicking her long, shapely legs up around his waist and locking her ankles above the king’s bounding ass. “I have no complaint with the king’s performance—yet ” she softly laughed, kicking her heels into his ass and spurring him on.

The look of amusement on her pretty face morphed into a look of lusty desire as the pace of their fucking quickened.

"Fuck me, my King! Fuck me with that wondrous, kingly cock of yours!" Wynflaeth moaned out as she curled her arms around the king’s neck and held on while the boy king fucked her with youthful energy and enthusiasm.

With his elbows buried down in the pile of furs and pillows, Mearh gripped his hands around the flattened peaks of flesh undulating up and down on the queen’s chest. Digging his fingers down into the soft, giving flesh, he mauled the giant udders while their bodies worked together in carnal harmony.

Pulling the boy king down, Wynflaeth crushed her lips against his, biting, nipping at his lower lip as the hot, sucking hole down between her legs pulled him into her.

As they frantically kissed, her tongue found his, licking and sucking on the sinuous appendage. Then Mearh returned his aunt’s kiss, biting and sucking at her tongue while he pumped into her with tireless determination. Queen Wynflaeth was squirming and writhing under her nephew, mewling out her appreciation as Mearh fucked her hard and deep.

Time seemed to crawl to a stop as aunt and nephew fucked and fucked and fucked. Oblivious to everything except each other, they did not see the sun reach its peak and begin to descend as morning slipped into afternoon.

Mearh’s clenched, sweat-lathered ass tirelessly jerked back and forth driving his maleness in and out of his aunt’s womanliness. They were both covered in sweat and other bodily secretions as they rocked back and forth in incestuous cadence mindless of everything but cock and cunt.

King Mearh could finally feel it, feel the burn down in his flopping balls that precursed the eruption gathering inside his loins.

“Come, My Queen, come soon—“ Mearh panted as his hips jerked back and forth faster and faster.

“Yes—Yes—Yes—My Lord, come—come in your queen’s cunt—“ the queen gushed, driving her heels into his bounding ass harder and harder.

Finally, Mearh grunted and drove into his aunt as deep as he could.

“By the gods—“ he gasped as his cock lurched down deep inside the depths of his aunt’s clutching, milking cunt. As it did, his heavy balls spasmed and sent a giant surge of blistering-hot semen spewing out into the queen’s gluttonous cunt. Feeling the king’s cum spurting out into her, Queen Wynflaeth flopped convulsively, her own orgasm rendering her mute, only able to manage a hoarse groan as her body and mind were consumed by the perverse pleasure welling up from her loins. Straining against one another, they let their orgasms run their courses until they lay emptied, exhausted and gasping for breath .
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Chapter Five – Liana and Leopold




King Mearh and Queen Wynflaeth spent most of the rest of the week in bed, pausing their lovemaking only to eat, sleep, bathe, and well, you know, the other things, to keep it tasteful. The queen seemed intent upon utilizing her nephew’s oversized weapon to its fullest before he departed and took it back to Eagle’s Nook with him.

After agonizing through her fourth orgasm of the morning, Queen Wynflaeth lay on her side, down amongst the furs and pillows playing with the king’s limp, drained cock.

“According to King Garth’s estimates, Leopold and Liana should be arriving today,” King Mearh said, lying on his back with his arms folded under his head watching his lovely aunt toying with his limp cock.

“I know,” Wynflaeth said, pouting out her lower lip. “I will be sad to see you go. I will miss this,” she added, roughly squeezing his cock. “What will I do for cock when the two of you are gone?”

“Any man in the kingdom would be overjoyed to perform that service for thee, My Queen,” Mearh chuckled, slipping one arm out from under his head and reaching across to one of her huge, saggy breasts.

“But where am I going to find a cock to compare with the grandeur of your mighty weapon or Leopold’s, My Lord?” she smiled, dipping the tip of a long, henna-tinted fingernail into the slit in the tip of the big, bloated head of his cock.

“Perhaps, I could talk Leopold’s mother into letting him return once she has seen him,” Mearh told her, pinching the big, swollen nipple sticking out of the cup of purplish flesh capping the tip of her oversized breast.

“You wouldn’t be jealous?” she asked, lifting her finger up to her lips and licking the tip of her tongue across it to lick away the sparkling drop of goo on it.

“Of course I would, but the queen’s needs must be fulfilled, too,” he grinned, slowly running his hand down over her belly to the coppery pelt covering the tapered tip of her belly, “and I have other challenges that I must face.”

“Such as?” she softly laughed as she felt the energy finally begin to flow back into her nephew’s slowly-hardening cock.

“Such as bedding your sister, Adriana,” Mearh said, smiling as he brushed the tip of his finger across the head of her clit.

“Adriana—“ Wynflaeth gasped as her fingers stopped plucking at his cock and she stared into Mearh’s eyes with a stunned, shocked look on her pretty face. “Your mother?”

“Yes, My Lady, my mother, Queen Adriana,” King Mearh conceitedly smiled, rubbing his finger back and forth across the swollen nub sticking out just above his aunt’s pussy.

“But, but, she’s your mother, My King,” she said, the look in her eyes spelling out her shock and surprise. “Your mother—“

“And you, My Lady, are my aunt. Don’t you think that if I lusted after one sister, I would lust after the other sister, too?” Mearh narcissistically laughed, pinching her swollen clit between his finger and thumb, twisting it and tweaking it.

“But tell me, My Lady, did you by chance have another sister? A sister named Fayre?” Mearh asked, lifting his hand away from her clit and pinching a big, plump nipple.

“Ouch, stop that—“ Queen Wynflaeth fussed, pushing his hand away from her breast. “Yes, I had a sister named, Fayre. She went to help when you were being born,” she said, frowning and brushing her fingers over the nipple Mearh had been toying with. “That hurt—“

“What happened to her?” Mearh wanted to know, pressing a kiss to the tips of his finger and pressing them against the offended nipple.

“It is said that her humors became misaligned,” Wynflaeth said. “Why all this sudden interest in your dear, departed aunt?”

“I don’t know, I was just wondering,” Mearh smiled, running his finger down his aunt’s cheek.

“She would be about the age of your mother, Adriana,” Wynflaeth offered. “If she had not died.”

“Speaking of my mother, My Queen. Do you not think she would willingly become my Queen?”

“I’m sorry, My Lord, but I just can’t see Adriana going along with such a scandalous accord,” Wynflaeth told him as her fingers began to once again pluck and pull on the king’s prodigious organ.

“She hasn’t not yet but she will, I vow it,” King Mearh said, determination etched across his face as he dipped his hand back down between her legs and found her clit once again.

“Easy, My Lord, do not take out your ire on me and the nub you’re playing with is no toy,” Wynflaeth smiled, brushing his hand away from her clit.

“Maybe my mother will be more willing to concede to my wishes when I tell her that her sister had no misgivings in doing so,” Mearh said, reaching over and gently pushing Wynflaeth down onto her back.

“You are a bastard, My King,” Queen Wynflaeth laughed up at him as she stretched her long legs out to the side. Then wrapping her hands around her ankles, she pointed her toes up at the ceiling and pulled her legs up until the fronts of her thighs were brushing against her flattened breasts.

“No, My Queen,” Mearh laughed, “Leopold is the bastard,” he said, rolling over on top of her. “I am the king—“

“Maybe so, My Lord, but his bastardry comes from an accident of birth. Yours comes from your heart,” she told him, hooking the backs of her ankles on his shoulders and reaching down between her uplifted legs to grasp hold of the king’s jutting member.

“And the queen’s heart is as pure as the driven snow,” Mearh scoffed as his aunt pushed his cock down, aiming its barbed tip down to the oozing hole between her legs.

“No, but I am not fucking my father,” she laughed back seating the tip of his bloated cockhead down into the slippery opening of her cunt.

“Well, fuck this then, My Lady—“ King Mearh snarled, jerking his hips forward and driving the entire length of his kingly cock into the queen’s seemingly-insatiable pit.

“Unhhhh—“ Queen Wynflaeth grunted, her breath being driven out of her lungs by the force of the blow.

The queen’s cunt seemed to melt, flowing down around the young king’s cock like liquid silk, enveloping him in her clinging warmth. Every muscle inside the velvet-lined channel clutched itself down around the invading giant, squeezing, as the queen embraced his hardness with her softness.

Then Mearh felt the queen’s toes dig into his cheeks as she clasped his head between the soft, warm soles of her tiny feet. Bent double at the waist, the queen’s hips were tilted up totally exposing the weeping wetness between her legs to the king’s menacing maleness.

“Enough of your scandalous gossip, My King, Fuck me, My Lord—“ Wynflaeth lustily whispered, curling her arms around her hips and digging her long, sharp fingernails into the clenched muscles of the king’s ass. “Fuck your Queen for she is need of a good fucking!”

“Yessssss—“ Mearh hissed, pulling back down the clutching silkiness of her pussy and then lunging forward, driving his peter balls deep into the soft, clinging warmth between his aunt’s legs.

“Yes, My King—“ Queen Wynflaeth growled thrusting back against the teeth-rattling blow taking her nephew deep inside the velvet-lined channel of her cunt.

With his hairy chest resting against the backs of his aunt’s legs, king Mearh began to fuck the queen with slow, deep thrusts, driving in up to the hilt on every lunging thrust.

“It gets better every time, My Queen—“ Mearh grunted as he drove back into the clutching warmth.

“Yes, My Lord—“ Wynflaeth growled out through clenched teeth, her fingers clawing at the king’s ass trying to pull him deeper inside her. It was as if she were trying to absorb him down inside the silky warmth between her uplifted legs.

King Mearh could feel his aunt’s liquid heat flowing out around his cock as he slowly, forcefully pumped in and out of her. As the sticky froth oozed out, it trickled down onto the soft, round cheeks of the queen’s uptilted ass where it was splattered all over by King Mearh’s big balls every time they slapped up against the quivering flesh.

The heavy, pungent scent of the queen’s sex filled the air around them as they fucked. Every sound in the queen’s chamber seemed magnified by the morning quiet. The soft, wet slap of flesh striking flesh; the queen’s soft moans; the king’s grunts; the protesting creak of the ropes holding up the down-filled mattress all joined in a cacophony of sick vulgarity as they fucked. Outside, only the distant crowing of a cock and the yapping of a dog broke the morning calm as the king and queen partook of their incestuous communion.

Time slipped by unnoticed by the copulating royalty as morning quietly morphed into afternoon.

Clasping his head between her ankles, Wynflaeth absorbed the fury of the blows as he thrust deep inside the tight, clutching walls of her cunt. As Mearh tirelessly pumped in and out of his aunt, he could feel the channel of her cunt hugging him like a silken glove, squeezing, milking, trying to draw out his creamy essence.

During their week’s repast, the queen had learned to move with Mearh’s thrusts, the two of them moving as one, him grunting and her moaning their way toward fulfillment as they fucked. The week had been more than Mearh had ever imagined it could be, better even than he had fantasized. She was WOMAN! Woman who had learned all the secrets of lovemaking and the way she was moving beneath him was incredulous. He could sense that she was near her release as her face was slowly contorting into a frowning grimace. Quickening the motion of his hips, he heard her moan out her approval as the sound of flesh striking flesh grew louder, more intense. Mearh could feel the pressure building down inside his balls as they swung back and forth under his pistoning cock, slapping up against his aunt’s juice smeared ass. Leaning down between the queen’s legs, he crushed his lips against her panting mouth. King Mearh came that way! His tongue deep inside his aunt’s mouth, his cock buried up to the hilt in the fiery oven between her legs.

He could feel his cock twitching, spasming, spurting out his potent seed into his aunt’s possessive cunt as the queen groveled underneath him, straining up against him, As she did, he felt her shudder as her cunt clamped down around the spewing, spurting giant filling her emptiness.

Letting off a short, shrill scream, the queen came, her abundant juices flowing out around her nephew’s creaming cock like water through a broken dike.

Just then, as they reached the pinnacles of their orgasms, they heard the clattering of horses and wagons coming from the drawbridge as an entourage entered courtyard below.

“They’re here—“ Mearh grunted, gasping as he lifted his mouth off hers and thrust into her one last time.

“Yes—“ Wynflaeth softly moaned, letting her ankles slip down off Mearh’s sweaty shoulders as she dropped her legs down onto the juice-dampened furs below.

Easing back, Mearh pulled out of the queen’s overflowing, cum-filled cunt and rolled over to the edge of the bed. Dropping his bare feet down on the fur rug beside the bed, Mearh pushed up and padded over to the loophole looking down on the courtyard below. As his did, his big, limp prick dangled down between his hairy legs, flopping and wriggling, slapping against his legs and flicking spent cum all over the cold, stone floor.

As the neighing horses, yelping people, and barking dogs milled about in the courtyard below, King Mearh saw a pretty young woman sitting on the seat of one of the wagons. It had to be his sister, Liana, he told himself as he watched a young man reach up to her to help her down off the wagon.

As he stood looking down, he felt the rounded softness of Queen Wynflaeth’s bounteous breasts brush against his back as she stepped up behind him. Pressing herself against his back, she rested her chin on his shoulder and looked down into the courtyard.

“Liana?” Mearh asked as he felt his aunt’s soft, warm fingers close down around his limp, dangling dick.

“Yes,” Wynflaeth whispered, nibbling on his ear as she gently fingered his lifeless penis.

“Don’t you ever get enough cock, My Lady?” Mearh laughed, turning around to face her.

“No—“ she emphatically declared leaning against him and giving him a probing, open-mouthed kiss.

“We should go meet them,” Mearh told her, breaking her lip-lock and stepping back away from her.

“As you wish, My Lord,” Wynflaeth smiled, reaching for the fur coat hanging on a peg beside the door.

As King Mearh pulled his britches up his muscular legs and stuffed his limp cock down inside them, he saw Queen Wynflaeth slip the coat on over her shoulders.

“Is that all you are going to wear, My Lady?” Mearh asked as the queen stood with the coat open and her huge, saggy tits jutting out through the opening.

“Yes, My Lord,” she said, buttoning the coat as she stepped over to the door. “Why bother putting a dress on? With two lusty lords like you and Leopold running around in the castle, I’m sure if I did put one on, it would shortly be disposed of.”

“You’re probably right, My Lady,” Mearh chuckled, buttoning up his ruffled blouse. “And we certainly wouldn’t want anything to interfere with the queen getting her royal cunt stuffed with cock now would we?”

“No, we wouldn’t, My Lord,” she huffed, haughtily tossing her long, coppery locks and then throwing open the door.

Striding into the Great Room beside his aunt, Mearh wasn’t prepared for the sight that greeted him.

From a distance, he had seen that his sister, Liana was pretty, but up close he saw that she wasn’t just pretty, she was strikingly beautiful.

As King Mearh stepped up and dropped down into King Garth’s throne, the two teenagers stepped up in front of him. Dropping down onto one knee, Leopold bowed at the waist and swung his arm out in a sweeping flourish.

“My King ” Leopold said, keeping his head deferentially bowed. As he did, Liana bent one knee, leaned toward him and gave him a curtsying bow that made the sweeping neckline of her dress billow out to reveal the two perfect, round treasures nestled down inside the bodice of her dress.

Gawking down at them, King Mearh didn’t think he’d ever seen a more beautiful pair of breasts. While Liana’s breasts didn’t have the massive size of her mother’s enormous udders, Liana’s tits were spectacular in their own right.

“My King,” Liana murmured, slowly looking up at Mearh, batting her big, brown eyes at him but making no move to cover her obviously-displayed bosom.

“Uh, Liana, Leopold, uh, welcome, uh, rise—“ Mearh muttered, unable to tear his eyes off his sister’s creamy white udders.

Leopold was the first to push back up onto his boots as Liana finally stood back up beside him, brushing the front of her dress back up to cover her breasts and letting Mearh know that she knew he had been ogling them.

“How were the beaches?” Mearh asked, studying his sister’s beautiful face. As he did, he saw that she unflinchingly stared back at him with her big, brown eyes.

“Fine, My Lord,” Liana murmured. “I’m sorry that we could not have come sooner and shortened The King’s wait.”

King Mearh was smitten. How could he love so many, he dizzily wondered? While his feelings toward Lorica and Ella could hardly be described as love, what he felt for his mother, Adriana, his aunt, Wynflaeth, and now this bewitching creature standing before him was definitely LOVE! Or was it lust, he sickly wondered?

“I didn’t mind the wait,” King Mearh smiled, looking over at Queen Wynflaeth who was sitting on her throne smiling back at him. “Queen Wynflaeth was an excellent hostess and made sure that my every need was fulfilled.”

“The pleasure was all mine, My Lord,” Wynflaeth purred, slowly crossing her legs and baring a flash of creamy white thigh before reaching down and pulling her coat back over it.

Turning back to his brother and sister, Mearh saw that Leopold was eyeing the queen with a happy, expectant look on his handsome face.

“I’m sure the two of you are anxious to see your mother, but I think a day’s rest is in order before we depart,” Mearh said, letting his eyes stray across Liana’s imposing bosom. “We will depart for Eagle’s Nook on the day after tomorrow.”

“That is good, My Lord, for it will take that long to wash away the dust of our trek, My Lord,” Liana smiled, batting her sultry, brown eyes at him again.

“Don’t let us keep you,” Queen Wynflaeth said, uncrossing her legs and flashing another quick glimpse of bare thigh. As she did, Mearh saw Leopold’s eyes dart down to it before Wynflaeth coyly covered it with the coat. “Go to your rooms and bathe. I will have food and drink sent so that you may recover from your journey.”

“Thank you, My Lady,” Leopold smiled, bowing from the waist before taking his sister’s hand in his and leading her out of the Great Room.

After the two departed, Queen Wynflaeth sent several servants scurrying to take food and drink to Leopold and Liana. Then she and King Mearh sat talking for the better part of an hour.

Finally pushing up out of her throne, Wynflaeth looked down at Mearh and smiled. “Shall we return to my chambers, My Lord?” she asked, winking and extending her hand out to him.

“If My Lady wishes,” King Mearh grinned, pushing up onto his slippered feet. Offering his arm to her, Mearh let her slip her arm inside his as they slowly made their way across the Great Room toward the hallway leading down to the queen’s chambers.

“So what did you think of your sister?” Wynflaeth asked as they walked down the dark hallway.

“She is beautiful,” Mearh told her, lifting the iron bar out of the slots and pushing the heavy, wood door open.

“Why don’t you go to her?” Queen Wynflaeth smiled, stepping around Mearh as she made her way into her chamber.

“What? What does My Lady mean?” Mearh asked, closing the door behind them.

“I saw the way the two of you were looking at each other, My Lord,” Queen Wynflaeth smiled, slowly unbuttoning her fur coat. “I know that look I’ve seen it many a time.”

“But she is my sister. Do you think ” Mearh said, stepping over to the table and pouring himself a goblet of wine.

“Oh, come, My King. Your false modesty is unbecoming. Incest certainly did not deter you from fucking your Aunt, now did it? And besides, it did not stop Liana from letting Leopold have his way with her,” Wynflaeth smiled, easing her coat back off her shoulders and hanging it back on its peg. “It seems that incest runs through this family like a snake slithering through the forest.”

“Leopold—Liana?” Mearh asked, feeling a tickle of jealousy prickle through his head.

“Yes. At least according to Leopold,” Wynflaeth smiled, stepping over to where Mearh stood watching her. “Go to her and find out,” she said, reaching over and rubbing her fingertips over the hardening lump thrusting out against the front of the king’s breeches.

“What about you, My Lady?” the king grinned, cupping one of her heavy, pink melons in his hand and giving it a gentle squeeze.

“Do not fret about me, My Lord,” she smiled thrusting her chest out and shoving her big, pendulous breast against his groping hand. “Perhaps I will have Leopold come to my chambers so I can give him a proper welcome home.”

Another sizzle of jealousy sparked through the young king’s mind as the thought of his brother, Leopold reclaiming the queen’s luscious cunt exploded in his head.

“Do you prefer Leopold’s cock over the king’s cock?” Mearh angrily snorted pinching hold of her big, puffy nipple and giving it a rough twist.

“Ouch,” Wynflaeth yelped, jerking back and pulling her breast out of the king’s grip. “No, My Lord,” she complained, pouting out her lower lip and fingering the offended nipple. “But what else is there for the queen to do while My Lord is off fucking his sister?”

Just then there was a loud, manly knock on the door of the queen’s chamber.

“I think he is here now,” Queen Wynflaeth said, smiling and walking over to the door.

“You invited him without even knowing what I would do?” Mearh angrily asked as Wynflaeth reached down to pull the door open.

“Yes,” Wynflaeth hissed as she slowly pulled the door open.

“My Queen—“ Mearh heard Leopold gush as he stepped in through the doorway and swept Wynflaeth into his arms.

Then the brother’s eyes met.

“Uh, uh, My King—“ Leopold muttered, letting go of Queen Wynflaeth and stepping back away from her. “I, I did not know you were here, My King—“ Leopold apologized as a look of near panic swept across his face.

“It is all right, My Vassal,” the queen softly laughed, reaching down, grasping hold of Leopold's hand and pulling him inside. “King Mearh was just leaving. Weren’t you, My Lord?”

“I, uh, uh, yes, I was just leaving,” King Mearh mumbled, stepping over to the door while Queen Wynflaeth held it open for him.

“I missed you, My Liege ” Mearh heard Wynflaeth say as the heavy, wooden door clunked shut behind him.
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“He, uh, the king won’t be angry will he?” Leopold fearfully asked as Queen Wynflaeth reached down and roughly groped Leopold's cock through his tight leggings.

“If he is, I have just the thing to mollify his highness,” Wynflaeth laughed, grabbing Leopold's hand and shoving it down to the gooey wetness between her legs. This—“ she hissed, spreading her legs and shamelessly rubbing herself against his hand.

“This would placate the monster in any man,” Leopold grinned, cupping her furry mound, sticking out his two middle fingers and pushing them up into her pussy.

“It has brought many a man to his knees,” Wynflaeth murmured, cupping a big, saggy tit and lifting up to Leopold's lips. Working his fingers in and out of the sticky hole between her legs, Leopold plucked at her big nipple with his lips as he raked his tongue back and forth across it.

After a few moments, Leopold spit her nipple out, reached down with one arm behind her knees and slipped his other behind her back. Then, with a soft grunt, he swept the queen up into his arms.

“Oh, My Lord, you are so strong,” the queen giggled, pinching his bulging biceps between her finger and thumb, “And impatient.”

“It has been much too long since my cock has tasted the queen’s sweet nectar,” Leopold murmured, stopping by the bed and rudely tossing her down amongst the furs and pillows.

Pushing up onto her butt, Wynflaeth draped her legs over the edge of the bed. Smiling expectantly, she slipped the boy’s leather belt through its buckle as Leopold unbuttoned his ruffled blouse.

“My cunt and tongue has longed for the taste of your sweet essence ” Wynflaeth whispered, her fingertips brushing against the solid lump of man-flesh hidden under the thin veneer of his breeches as she hastily unbuttoned them.

At last, his britches were unbuttoned and the queen slowly spread the boy’s fly open. As she did, Leopold's half-hard dick flopped out through the opening bobbing up and down right in front of the queen’s face.

“He looks so sad. Why is he crying?” Queen Wynflaeth pouted as a big, gooey drop of pre-fuck oozed out of the slit in the tip of his cock and slowly, in a long, glistening strand, dripped down onto the stones below.

“He missed, My Lady,” Leopold said, reaching out and grasping two handfuls of her soft, coppery hair. “Perhaps if the queen kissed him, he would know that she was happy to see him back.”

Flicking her little, pink tongue out as Leopold pulled her head toward his cock by her hair, she slowly twirled it around the huge, mauve knob, licking away the goo that was still leaking out of the slit. Swallowing, Wynflaeth pursed her lips around the tapered tip of the boy’s cock and gave it a long, lingering kiss.

Leopold didn’t stop with the kiss as he continued to pull on the queen’s hair and more and more of his long, thick fuck-pole eased down between the queen’s soft, full lips.

“Did the queen miss her creamy surprises while Leopold was gone?” the boy smirked as the queen’s lips crept farther and farther down the veined shaft of his enormous cock.

“Mmmmmmmm—“ Queen Wynflaeth murmured out around the thick slab of cock-meat as she curled her hands around the cheeks of his ass and pulled him to her.

Letting go of her hair, Leopold ran his hands down to the giants dangling down from her chest. Grasping hold of them, Leopold slowly rocked his hips back and forth fucking the queen’s hungry mouth as he groped and pawed her tits.

As the queen sucked and slurped on Leopold's oversized cock, spit was running down her chin and dripping off it in long, stringy strands. Then Queen Wynflaeth slowly backed her mouth off Leopold's fully-charged peter and looked up at him.

“Would My Lord like to fuck the queen’s tits?” she asked him and then slowly licked her tongue around her lips to lick away the spit.

Grinning, Leopold dipped his hips and eased his huge, spit-coated cock down in between the queen’s dangling giants. Still looking up at him, Wynflaeth grasped hold of her tits and shoved them together trapping the boy’s cock between them she did, there was so much tit-flesh surrounding his peter, only its big, purple head could be seen jutting up out of the cleavage below her chin.

Wrapping his hands around the queen’s hands, Leopold began to work his hips up and down driving his cock up and down the valley between her tits. Slickened by her spit, the long, thick shaft of meat easily slid up and down between the compressed pillows of flesh.

Feeling the hard, round head of his cock bumping up against the bottom of her chin, Wynflaeth tilted her head down and let purple knob slip into her mouth every time it reached the top of the thrust. Sucking, Wynflaeth could hear her mouth making a loud slurping, popping sounds every time he dropped back and jerked the head of his prick out of her mouth.

Then the queen felt Leopold's fingers dig down into her hair as he shoved her head down and the pace of his thrusts began to quicken. She could hear the boy panting, making soft grunting sounds as his hips moved faster and faster.

“Come—Going to—“ Leopold groaned as he jerked his ass back pulling his cock out from between her tits. Watching the boy grab hold of his cock, Wynflaeth opened her mouth as wide as she could while Leopold's hand began to jerk back and forth on his evil-looking penis.

“Fuck—“ she heard Leopold curse as she saw the head of his dick swell up. Then she saw his cock twitch in his hand as the hole in the tip of the head stretched open and a giant gob of creamy, white cum ejaculated out through it. But as the first creamy wad of cum shot out, it missed her mouth and splattered onto her cheek just below her eye.

“Unh—“ Leopold grunted, his hips instinctively jerking forward as he bent his cock over, aiming it at her mouth just as it lurched again and a second glob of thick, gooey cum spurted out into her mouth landing right on her tongue.

Flinching, the queen quickly swallowed only to have another wad of cum spurt out with half landing in her mouth and half on her lips. Reaching out, Wynflaeth jerked his hand off and quickly sucked the spewing cock into her mouth just as it twitched again and another creamy glob of cum gushed out onto her tongue.

“My Queennnnn—“ Leopold gasped, his fingers digging down into the queen’s long, red hair as he pulled her sucking, milking mouth onto his spewing, spurting giant of a cock.

“Ompfff—“ the queen groaned out as another gush of cum spewed out onto her tonsils when the boy’s cock nudged up against the opening of her throat. Holding the boy’s cock imprisoned inside her mouth, she continued to suck and milk him until at last he had no more to give her.

As the boy’s clawed fingers began to relax and release their hold on her hair, Queen Wynflaeth could feel his stiff cock slowly softening, melting inside her mouth as the gush of cum had diminished down to a trickle before finally stopping altogether.

“My Queen,” Leopold softly groaned as he leaned back and eased his wilting penis out from between her cum-covered lips.

“My Son,” Wynflaeth whispered, leaning back, taking one last swallow and making room for him on the bed beside her
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Stopping outside the door to his sister’s chambers, Mearh had a sudden feeling of uncertainty. What if Queen Wynflaeth was wrong and Liana wanted nothing to do with him? And even though she had let Leopold have his way with her, at least according to Wynflaeth, Mearh was more like a stranger than her brother. They had only met once and that was only for a few moments.

Taking a deep, cleansing breath, Mearh lifted his hand and sharply rapped on the door. Nothing happened for a few seconds and then finally, the door slowly swung open and he found himself standing face to face with his beautiful sister, Liana.

Strangely, she seemed to have grown even more beautiful in the short time they had been apart.

“My King—“ Liana smiled, curtsying.

A spasm of pure excitement leapt through Mearh’s cock when he saw what his sister was wearing, or rather what she wasn’t wearing. Her exquisite body was silhouetted under the silk wraps that swirled around her from head to toe. Mearh could smell her jasmine-scented perfume as he let his eyes appreciatively slide over her thinly-veiled body. The sheer silk did little to hide her bountiful breasts, almost-waspish waist, her svelte hips and long, shapely legs. While her body and one arm were covered by silk, one arm was bare and there was a satin ribbon tied into a bow with two long tails trailing down from it perched on the tip of her shoulder above the bare arm.

“Come, My Lord, I was expecting you,” Liana murmured, stepping aside to allow the king to step into her chambers.

“Huh? Uh, oh, yes ” Mearh muttered, finally able to tear his eyes away from her as he stumbled across the threshold and into her chambers. As he did, he looked around and saw that his sister’s bed was ringed by a circle of flickering candles and the light of the candles was shimmering off the black, satin spread that covered her bed. And there was a small fire in the fireplace with a big, tin tub sitting in front of it.

“You were expecting me?” Mearh questioned, watching his sister as she slowly pushed the door closed and dropped the latch back in place.

“Yes, My Lord, I was expecting you to come and give me a warm welcome,” she smiled, seductively fluttering her long eyelashes at him.

“Uh, oh, I see,” Mearh stuttered. “Uh, welcome, welcome home, My Lady.”

“Thank you, My Lord. Did My Lord just come from Queen Wynflaeth’s chambers?” Liana softly asked, smiling as her eyes wandered down to the lump jutting out against the front of Mearh’s tight breeches and then back up to his face.

“Uh, yes, yes, I came from the queen’s quarters,” Mearh told her as he saw her large, perfectly-sculpted breasts heave under the scant silk wrappings.

“Was Leopold there, too?” she smiled, slowly padding across over to the table where a jeweled flagon and two diamond-encrusted goblets sat.

“Yes,” Mearh told her as he let his eyes wander over the swell of her stupendous breasts. It was easy to see that her nipples were erect and swollen, jutting out against the filmy material.

“I am afraid that Leopold is quite taken by the queen,” Liana said, turning and stepping over to where he stood watching her.

“I saw—“ King Mearh chuckled, taking the goblet from his sister as she handed it to him. “And I think the queen is quite fond of him, too.”

“It appears so, but who could blame her,” Liana said, reaching down and taking hold of her brother’s hand. “It is said that good King Garth has difficulties in the manhood realm.” Liana softly laughed.

Then taking the jewel-encrusted chalice from him, she set both goblets on the small table sitting beside the chair behind him.

Then, turning back to face him, Liana reached up to the button on the collar of his ruffled blouse.

“What are you doing, Liana?” Mearh asked her, somewhat surprised by her open familiarity.

“What do you mean, My King,” she smiled, pushing the second button through its buttonhole. “Did you not come down to my chambers so that we could get to know each other better, My Lord?”

“Uh, yes, uh, but,” Mearh muttered, taken aback by his sister’s frank honesty.

“I have always wondered about you, My King,” she told him, unbuttoning the third button. “Wondered what you would look like, what you would be like. Leopold and I had no real family to turn to. No father, no mother, so we turned to each other. And now we have you, too,” she smiled, pushing the last button on his blouse through its hole.

“This is all just a little sudden, My Sister,” Mearh told her, letting her push his blouse back over his broad shoulders.

“If it is too sudden for My Lord, perhaps we should stop?” she asked with a puzzled look on her pretty face. “I saw the look in the king’s eyes and I thought,” she said, letting the words hang in the air as her voice trailed off into silence.

“Incest does not bother thee?” Mearh asked as they stood face to face looking into each other’s eyes.

“Fear of incest is for the peasants,” she laughed. “Royalty has practiced it for ages, My Lord. We are above it.”

“I see,” Mearh grinned as her saw reach down to his jewel-encrusted belt buckle. “Well, if it doesn’t trouble thee, Sister, then so be it.”

“It doesn’t worry me, My Lord,” she softly laughed, pulling his belt through its buckle and plucking at the button that had been hidden underneath it.

“I’m overjoyed ” King Mearh said, watching her wondrous breasts softly jiggle under the diaphanous silk as her nimble fingers quickly worked their way down the fly of his leggings.

At last, the leggings were unbuttoned as Liana leaned down and roughly shoved them down around the king’s knees.

“Did King Vilhelm bequeath My Lord with a weapon as notable as his mighty weapon?” Liana softly giggled, plucking at the knot in the drawstring that held his braies up, she untied it and then slowly eased them down off the huge slab of meat hanging down between the king’s muscular legs. “Oh, My Lord, he did—“ she gasped.

“How did you come to know of our father’s mighty weapon?” King Mearh suspiciously asked.

“Queen Wynflaeth told me of it, My Lord,” Liana smiled, reaching down and tickling the tips of her fingers down Mearh’s rapidly-firming cock.

“Sit, My Lord,” Liana told him, placing her hands on his chest and giving him a shove.

“Ompffff—“ Mearh snorted as his bare butt landed on the chair behind him.

As the king sat looking down at his sister, she eased his slippers off his feet and set them by the chair. Then pinching the bottoms of his leggings between her fingers and thumbs, she tugged them down off over his bare feet. Moments later, King Mearh sat in the chair naked except for the talisman bearing the royal seal hanging down from his neck and the jeweled rings on his fingers.

Reaching down, Liana eased her fingers under the medallion as she bent down and placed a soft, lingering kiss on the gold pendant. “Long live the King ” she whispered, putting it back down on Mearh’s hairy chest.

By now, Mearh’s mighty cock, its spine still curved and bowed was slowly lifting itself up out from between his legs as Liana lovingly ran her fingertips down its thick, veined shaft.

Taking hold of the king’s hands, Liana tugged and helped him struggle up to his feet.

“Come, My King, let your lowly servant anoint your body with oils,” she smiled.

Unable to resist the urge, King Mearh wrapped his arms around his sister and drew her to him. Finding her lips with his, Mearh marveled at the softness of his sister’s full, supple lips. Like the petals of a beautiful rose, they were silky soft and pliable as they slowly parted and he felt the tip of his sister’s tongue slip into his mouth. Gently biting, nipping on the probing interloper, he sucked it deeper inside his mouth as their bodies touched and ground together.

At last their lips parted.

“Come, My Lord—“ Liana breathlessly gasped, leading him toward the bed.

King Mearh now saw that in addition to the candles, there were several little urns sitting on the table by the bed. Following his sister, Mearh let himself be led over to the bed.

“Lie down, My Lord,” Liana whispered. “On your belly.”

Feeling somewhat sheepish, the young king slowly crawled up on the satin spread and dropped down onto his belly.

Lying on the bed, he turned his head and looked over at Liana as she stood by the bed looking down at him. Then he saw her reach up to the satin bow on her shoulder and pluck at it. As she did, the satin bow came unraveled and the silk wrappings suddenly went slithering down her stunning body.

Everything about her body was perfect. Perfect, smooth, pink skin without a single blemish to flaw it; beautiful, round, melon-sized breasts; tiny waist; svelte, rounded hips; long, statuesque legs and tiny feet. She was a goddess come to life right before his eyes.

Then he found his eyes drawn down to the tapered tip of her flat, smooth belly. There was no hair! Her pubis was as smooth and bare as a newborn’s butt.

Seeing Mearh staring down at her shorn mound, Liana smiled and slowly ran her fingertips across the hairless expanse of bald flesh surrounding her pussy.

“Does My Lord approve?” she asked him with a shy smile on her Cupid’s-bow lips.

“How?” Mearh asked, staring down at the pink folds of flesh that were wetly glistening in the flickering glow of the candles.

“It is my secret, My Lord,” she told him, leaning over and slowly crawling up on the bed. “I learned it from a Kratian from the town of Eros. She said all the women there did it to please their men.”

Reaching down, she pulled his legs together, kicked a leg over them and straddled him as she leaned down over him, reached over to the table and picked up one of the tiny urns. Then the fragrance of sandalwood wafted over him as he felt warm oil pour out onto his back.

As it did, Mearh could feel Liana rubbing her wet cunt against his ass when she set the little vase back down and began to knead and massage the muscles in his back. Her probing fingers dug down into his flesh, finding every muscle, prodding them, rubbing the slippery oil over his skin.

Working slowly, she made her way down his back. When her fingers made their way down to his butt, she ignored it and moved down onto his stout, muscular legs. Her magic fingers were digging, probing, finding muscles that he didn’t even know he had as they probed their way down to his feet.

When she finished with his feet, Mearh thought she was done. Then he felt a twinge of trepidation as her fingers dug down into the cheeks of his ass. Kneading and squeezing the fleshy cheeks, Liana’s fingers inched closer and closer to his puckered asshole as it cringed down between the fleshy globes.

Then Mearh felt an oily finger brush across the exposed, vulnerable ruck of flesh. What was she doing? Why was she touching him there, he nervously wondered? While on the one hand, Mearh felt awkwardly embarrassed that his sister was touching him there, and yet, on the other hand, it excited him, too.

As his sister fingered his cowering asshole with the tip of her finger, Mearh felt a dribble of warm oil trickle down the crack of his ass. What was she going to do, Mearh sheepishly wondered? Then he felt the tip of her finger press against the puckered center of his asshole. Was she, he frantically wondered?

As the finger pushed against the ribbed circle of flesh, Mearh felt it begin to stretch his asshole open. She was! She was sticking her finger in his asshole. Mearh didn’t know what to do. He was embarrassed and excited all at the same time.

The oiled finger easily slipped down into the tight clutch of his asshole and moments later, Liana had her whole finger thrust down into her brother’s tight, royal asshole.

Mearh didn’t know what to do. Then he felt Liana’s finger rub across something inside his ass. He didn’t what she had done, but it felt good. Very good! Then she began rubbing it harder and harder. Whatever it was and whatever she was doing was making his stiff, hard cock twitch with excitement every time she rubbed her finger across the bulbous knob inside his ass.

“What are you doing?” King Mearh groaned out into the bed sheet.

“Does My Lord like it?” Liana purred, rubbing the backs of her fisted hand against his ass as she dug her finger in deeper and rubbed harder.

“Yes—“ Mearh hissed, thrusting his hips back against her hand.

“So does Leopold,” she murmured, easing her finger out of the king’s puckered asshole.

“Why did you stop?” Mearh asked as Liana softly spanked one of the cheeks of his ass.

“Roll over,” she told him, pushing up and giving him room to roll over onto his back. “There are other muscles that need My Lady’s attention,” she softly laughed.

Struggling over onto his back, King Mearh saw that Liana was still straddling him with her juicy, wet cunt now poised directly above his hard, stiff cock as it lay on his belly.

As he lay watching her, Liana tipped up the little urn and poured out a trickle of the fragrant, warm oil down his chest and belly. Then, slowly working her hips, she rubbed her slippery cunt up and down the underside of his cock as she smeared the oil all over his chest and belly before she began to knead once again.

As she kneaded, Mearh saw that his sister’s heavy, full breasts were trapped between her arms, rubbing against each other, softly bobbling and jiggling with ever move she made. The globes of alabaster flesh were gorgeous. Perfectly round at the bottom, they both tapered out to the swollen, hard nipples jutting out of the medallion-sized cups of dark pink flesh capping them before sloping up into her shoulders.

“Liana, you have beautiful breasts,” Mearh whispered, reaching out and lovingly running his fingers over their velvet smoothness. “I have never seen ones more exquisite—“

“Thank you, My Lord ” Liana purred, batting her eyes and demurely lowering her chin. “Do you think they’re even prettier than the Queen’s?”

“There is no contest, My Sister,” he told her, gently cupping the dangling wonders in the palms of his hand and pinching their pointed tips between his fingers and thumbs. “Your mother’s breasts are large, too. But not nearly as spectacular as the ones she bequeathed to you.”

“You have known my mother in this way, My Lord?” Liana asked, her fingers slowly working their way down, kneading and probing the muscles of the King’s well-muscled belly.

“Yes, My Lady, I have known your mother in this way,” Mearh smiled, easing his hands out from under her breasts as she inched backwards, pulling her pussy off his juice-slathered cock.

“How did that come about, My Lord?” Liana asked, her fingers purposefully avoiding his cock as they plied the muscles all around the jutting behemoth.

“She came to me,” Mearh told her, squirming and trying to get her hands to touch him. “It is a long tale, My Lady.”

“What do you mean, My Lord? Tell me,” she told him with a confused look on her pretty face as her fingers shunned away from his cock and moved down onto his thickly-muscled leg.

Folding his arms and slipping them under his head, Mearh lay watching his beautiful sister slowly kneading down his leg as he prepared to tell her of how she and Leopold figured into the whole sordid affair.

“Our Father, came to your mother, who was a chambermaid at the time, and told her that he needed a wet nurse for me, although I hadn’t even been born at the time,” Mearh explained as Liana’s agile fingers worked their way down over his shin to his ankle.

“And then what?” Liana wanted to know, transferring her fingers over onto the king’s other leg.

“King Vilhelm, fucked your mother, by the way, whose name is Lorica and made her with child,” Mearh told her, watching her lithe fingers crawl up over his knee and onto his muscled thigh. “And your mother, Lorica had two children, you and Leopold. But King Vilhelm sent you away to live with King Garth and now here we are ”

“Yes, we are,” Liana smiled as Liana’s fingers kneaded their way up beside the stiff, hard organ lying on the king’s belly.

Squirming again, trying to get her to touch it, King Mearh was mildly surprised when she reached over and curled her hand around it.

“Is this the muscle the King wants his sister to massage, My Lord?” she giggled, slowly running her oil-slickened hand up its elongated length.

“Yes, My Lady that is the one,” he grinned.

“Oh, yes, My Lord, I can see why. It must have a cramp in it. It is so hard and swollen,” she crooned, slowly working her fisted hand up and down the jutting monster.

“Perhaps warmth might help, My Lady,” the king said, reaching down and gently running the backs of his fingers down her cheek.

“Perhaps, My Lord,” Liana smiled, lifting the urn of oil up over his cock as she held it up in the air.

A stream of the oily liquid poured out of the vase and splashed down on the big, mauve head of his prick.

“Is that better, My King?” Liana smiled, setting the oil on the table as she slowly worked her fisted hand up and down the stiff, slippery shaft of the king’s dick.

“Yes ” Mearh whispered, watching his sister’s beautiful tits bobbling and dancing as her clenched hand moved up and down, spreading the slippery oil all over his jutting cock.

Mearh couldn’t believe how fluidly the whole thing was going. Hours earlier he had never seen the beautiful creature that was now fawning over his cock as if it was some kind of phallic god.

Leaning over him, Liana reached over and clasped her other hand around the big, purple knob perched atop the king’s towering Goliath. Squeezing the hard, springy flesh, she twisted it as her other hand began to work up and down faster.

Mearh could feel his creamy load roiling down inside his balls as Liana’s tightly-clenched hand moved up and down with more passion.

“My Lady should be careful,” Mearh groaned out, trying to hold back the geyser that was trying to erupt from his primed cock.

“Why, My Lord?” Liana smiled, stroking even harder.

“The—the weapon she holds in her hand is, is about to discharge, My Lady—“ the king panted, straining to hold back.

“Oh, it is?” she murmured, moving her hand from around the head of his prick and easing her fingers down under his dangling balls.

“Did Queen Wynflaeth leave any treasure inside these,” she softly asked, gently squeezing and pulling on the fleshy sac.

“Yes—yes, she did—“ Mearh groaned, knowing that he was going to lose this battle if his sister didn’t stop soon.

“Let me see—“ Liana whispered, jerking her hand up and down faster.

With his arms thrown out to the side, his hands clawing at the satin sheets, Mearh felt his cock lurch in his sister’s hand as a spasm of pleasure exploded throughout his whole body.

The instant his cock bucked, he felt Liana’s fingers tightly clench down around his shaft, trapping the ejaculate inside his twitching, jerking cock.

“Unhhhh—unhhh—unhhh—“ Mearh grunted every time his cock shuddered, but Liana kept her hand tightly clenched around the jerking giant.

“It hurts—“ Mearh gasped as the trapped semen continued to pour up from his balls, stretching his urethra as it sought escape.

Then he felt Liana’s fingers slowly release the pressure around his cock as a tiny, creamy trickle of semen oozed out of the hole in the tip of his cockhead. As the pressure subsided, more and more of the white, gooey sap slowly trickled down the tapered head of his cock. Running down over the flared rim of his cockhead, the creamy exudate spilled down onto the veined shaft of his prick and then it seeped down over Liana’s clutching fingers coating them with its sticky warmth.

The pain was now gone as his freed penis continued to jerk and twitch as more and more creamy cum gushed out and ran down the shaft of his cock, over Liana’s clenched fingers and all the way down to his balls which she still held in her fingers.

“My Lord was right,” Liana softly murmured, slowly unclenching her fingers and letting his softening penis wetly drop down onto the king’s belly. “There was some left ”

Then Liana rolled over and dropped onto her feet by the bed.

“Come, My Lord, come join your sister in a bath,” Liana smiled down at him, picking up his hand and gently tugging on it.

Rolling over to the edge of the bed, Mearh dropped his feet to the cold, stone floor and pushed up onto them.

“There’s a bucket of water on the fire to warm, My Lord,” Liana smiled, indicating that it was his job to pour the water in the tub.

“Yes, My Lady,” Mearh grinned, stepping over to the fireplace. Picking off the fire cloths off the mantle, he wrapped it around the hot handle of the bucket and lifted the bucket off the bed of coals. As Liana stood watching him, Mearh tipped the bucket and sent the steaming water splashing down into the tub.

Setting the empty bucket down on the hearth, Mearh felt Liana’s hard, pointy nipples brush against his back as his sister stepped up behind him and wrapped her arms around him. Leaning back against her, he felt her arms snake around his hips as her hands found his limp, dangling cock. Reaching around behind him, he clutched his fingers down into the soft, giving cheeks of Liana’s ass and pulled her wet, bald cunt against his ass.

Then the king felt a nip of pain as Liana leaned down and bit him on the shoulder. He could feel the two warm dribbles of blood slowly trickling down his back as his sister thrust her big, soft tits against him as smeared the blood all over his back while she continued to hump her pussy against his ass.

“Sorry, My Lord,” Liana huskily whispered into his ear as she gently nibbled on it.

Reaching down, Mearh wrapped his hands around Liana’s wrists and pulled her clutching, pawing hands away from his cock.

Turning in her arms, he faced her as she dreamily gazed back into his eyes.

“Would thee let thine king feast on the succulent morsel that lies down between My Lady’s legs,” King Mearh asked her, cupping the cheeks of her ass in the palms of his hands and pulling her against him as he crushed his lips against hers.

They kissed, tongues warring, twisting, probing for several long moments before Mearh broke the kiss.

“Yes, My Lord,” Liana breathlessly murmured taking a tiny step backwards and looking into his eyes for direction.

Turning away from her, Mearh leaned down and grasped hold of the edge of the tub. Then supporting himself on the tub, he lifted one thick, muscular leg over the edge of the tub and then the other. Once in the tub, he slowly eased down into the warm water and leaned back against wooden tub.

“Come, My Lady, let thine king taste the sweet nectar that flows from the beautiful rose that grows between thine legs,” Mearh told her, extending his hands out to his sister as she stood by the tub waiting.

“Yes, My Lord,” Liana smiled, leaning down and grasping hold of the edge of the wooden tub. As she did, her heavy, pendulous breasts hung down below her, swinging and bobbling as they bumped against one another. The cherry-sized nipples jutting out of their darkened tips were hard and swollen evidencing her obvious arousal.

Lifting a long, shapely leg over the edge of the tub, she slowly eased her foot down in the water and down beside Mearh’s leg as it rested on the bottom of the tub. Then lifting her other leg, she swung it over the edge of the tub and eased her tiny foot down outside the king’s other leg. Standing, straddling her brother’s legs, she watched as Mearh stretched out his arms and curled his strong hands around the cheeks of her ass.

The warm water was gently lapping around her legs, just above her knees as he slowly pulled on her and she inched her way up toward him. As her luscious cunt moved closer and closer to his lips, Mearh could see that the meaty, pink folds of flesh were covered with the dew that was slowly seeping out of her sex.

As Liana moved closer, the pungent, heady scent of his sister’s overheated sex washed over him, filling his nostrils with her estrous. Leaning out, King Mearh placed a soft, lingering kiss on the lips of her sex.

Letting his fingers wander down his sister’s long, curving legs he nibbled and gently sucked on the silken folds of flesh. Softly probing with his tongue, he parted the lips of his sister’s cunt as they resisted, wetly clinging to each other. All the while he was licking and probing the weeping softness between her legs, he slowly stroked her body, his fingers delicately trailing up to the heavy, pendulous globes of alabaster flesh hanging down from her chest. As he did, he felt her shiver as a soft, mewing murmur rolled down from above him.

Mearh flicked his tongue, fluttering it to mimic a snake's tongue as it danced all around, but never touched his sister’s clit.

Liana softly moaned as she felt her brother’s fingers brush across the smooth, velvety mound, his fingers probing, spreading her slippery lips. Then she murmured again as she felt a single finger ease up into the tight clutch of her achingly-empty cunt.

Still feasting on the rich succulence of his sister’s pussy as he explored its clinging softness with his finger, Mearh curled it and found her spot. When he touched the spot, Mearh felt another shudder tremble through her as he brushed his finger over the sensitive spot. As he did, he added another finger, stirring them around inside the sticky warmth then trailed the fingers of his other hand down onto the swell of her buttocks. Digging his middle finger and thumb down into the soft, giving flesh, he slowly opened them out and spread apart the cheeks of her ass.

Hearing another murmur, Mearh softly probed the furrow between the cheeks with his forefinger until he found the pucker of her anus.

“Yesssss—“ Liana hissed, thrusting back against her brother’s finger as it spread the delicate opening and pushed inside her ass.

Curling his probing finger, Mearh explored the clenching tightness of his sister’s sweet ass as he continued to rub his finger over her spot and lap her pussy.

With his face level with Liana’s smooth, hairless mound, he saw her hand move down over as she extended a finger out and peeled back the hood of her clit.

“Here—lick me here—“ she breathlessly demanded. “Lick it—My King—“

Inhaling deeply through his nostrils, savoring the sweet tartness of his sister’s sex, Mearh decided that he had teased long enough.

Pressing his lips against Liana’s wet, juice-slathered cunt, he slowly kissed up the soft, slippery folds, up and up. Relishing the taste of her sex on his tongue, he lashed out and raked his tongue across Liana’s jutting clitoris.

“Unh—“ Liana winced, expecting the touch, but still flinching, taken by surprise by the intensity of the razor sharp spasm of pleasure that fired up from her clit when he finally touched it. Focusing all her senses on her brother’s busy tongue as it coaxed jolts of delicious pleasure from between her legs, Liana curled her hands around the back of the king’s head and pulled him against her. She had felt a fondness for the boy king before, but she now realized that she was falling in love with him.

As she let the warmth of her new-found love for her brother fill her heart, Liana could feel an orgasm building deep down inside her. As the throbbing pressure filled her womb, growing hotter and hotter with every pounding beat of her heart, Liana released control and let the waves of pleasure wash over her.

“My Kingggggg—“ Liana gasped out, her fingernails becoming claws as she shoved her brother’s face against her. She couldn’t control the twitching paroxysms that were shuddering through her body as her ass began to jerk and shudder while her molten essences began to pour out of her.

As Mearh attacked his sister’s clit with reckless abandon, he plunged his fingers in and out of the gushing, sticky hole between her legs and her tight, contracting asshole. Her body was shaking making her breasts and ass ripple and heave as she rode the waves of her orgasm toward the peak.

Suddenly, Mearh felt his sister’s whole body go slack as her knees wobbled and threatened to collapse. Jerking his fingers out of her, Mearh threw his arms around her hips and pulled her to him, hoping to keep her from falling.

“By the gods—“ Liana gasped as she clutched hold of the edge of tub to hold herself up and keep from falling.

Slowly releasing his hold on her, Mearh let his sister sluggishly slither down his body and slip down into the water.

As she sank down into the water, Liana leaned back against the end of the tub and lifted her foot up. Resting it against King Mearh’s hairy chest, she lay looking down at him with a happy, satiated look on her pretty face.

“I love you, My King,” she whispered, arching her foot, scrunching her toes and capturing his nipples between her toes and the sole of her feet.

“I love thee, too, My Sister,” Mearh murmured, gently wrapping his hand around her ankle and lifting it out of the water. Gently pulling, he pulled her foot up in front of his face as he felt the warm softness of her pussy brush against his quickly reviving cock.

Lifting her foot, Mearh eased out his tongue and slowly licked it up the soft sole of her foot.

“That tickles, My Lord,” Liana softly giggled, scrunching up her toes and brushing them back and forth across his nose.

“Even thy feet are lovely, My Lady,” Mearh smiled, then pursed his lips around the tiniest of her henna-tipped toes.

“Mmmmmmm…” Liana murmured as Mearh gently sucked and twirled his tongue around the tiny digit. Mearh toyed with her little toe for several long moments before he let it slither out and moved to the next toe. Slowly, he systematically worked his way up her toes all the way up to her big toe, which could only be classified big in the sense of anatomically distinguishing it from her other toes.

Finished lavaging the toes of one foot, the king eased it back down into the water and lifted her other foot up in front of his face. Repeating the act, he licked and lapped at each toe until they, too were drenched in his spit.

As Liana leaned back against the tub, her large, beautiful breasts floated just below the surface of the water. As they did, the two cherries tipping them were now soft and puffy as they jutted up out of the water.

Nibbling and softly sucking on her toes, Mearh could feel his sister slowly working her hips up and down, rubbing her soft, slippery cunt against his almost-fully-charged cock. As she did, the massive organ was firming up, lifting itself up until the great, mauve head finally broke the surface of the water.

“He lives again My Lord,” Liana smiled, reaching out running the tip of her forefinger round and round the swollen knob.

“Yes, My Lady, the warmth down between thy legs has resurrected him,” Mearh murmured easing her foot back down into the water.

As Mearh watched her, his sister grasped hold of the edges of the tub and slowly pulled herself up onto her feet. Water streamed down her body as she reached out over his shoulders and grasped hold of the edge of the tub behind him. Bending her knees, she slowly knelt down over him and eased back down into the water. Mearh felt her knees brush against his legs as she straddled them and eased down onto her knees.

Leaning over her brother, Liana brushed her lips across his before sucking his lower lip between her lips. Running her tongue over his lower lip, she gently nibbled and nipped at it while she rocked her shoulders back and forth making her now-swollen nipples scrape against his chest.

Mearh’s eyes closed as he felt the swollen head of his cock rub up against the softness of his sister’s pussy.

Breaking the kiss, Liana reached down between them and grasped hold of his jutting cock. Looking into her brother’s eyes with a timid, almost panicky looking in her big, brown eyes, she fumbled with the king’s cock, rubbing its tapered tip up and down between the fleshy lips of her cunt to coat it with her slippery juices.

As his sister readied herself to accept him inside her for the first time ever, Mearh gently cupped the precious treasures dangling down from her chest. Reverently fondling the beautiful globes of soft flesh, he fingered the swollen nubs sticking out of their darkened tips, softly pinching and plucking at them.

Then a soft quavering moan escaped out over his sister’s lips as Mearh felt the soft warmness slowly envelop the head of his penis. As the clinging warmness slowly sank down consuming him, Mearh impatiently thrust up with his hips to drive himself up into the molten heat of his sister’s gluttonous cunt.

“Take me, My King, My Brother, My Lord—“ Liana groaned out as her hips descended and she impaled herself on her brother’s thrusting maleness.

Willingly accepting her brother’s mighty weapon, Liana could feel it spreading her open, stretching the silken sheath between her legs as it slid in deeper and deeper. As she did, she felt Mearh’s strong hands slip off her breasts and down onto her waist.

Digging his fingers into the soft, giving flesh of her waist, just above the curve of her hips, he roughly shoved her down, spearing her on his mammoth cock. Liana’s eyes fluttered shut as their bodies crashed together and brother and sister ground against one another.

It amazed Mearh that such a tiny, dainty opening could so easily consume the evil ogre jutting out of his hairy crotch. But she had. She had taken every last bit of the thing inside her as her smooth, hairless mound rubbed against the kinky hairs encircling the fat base of Mearh’s cock.

Time seemed to stop as he felt his sister shudder and her pussy clamp down around his imprisoned penis trapping it inside the clutching, clasping warmth between her spread legs. Liana’s cunt was so tightly clasped down around her brother’s embedded peter, she could feel every throb of his heartbeat pulsing through the massive organ.

“My Brother,” Liana whispered, dropping her hands off the edge of the tub and down onto her brother’s broad shoulders. Digging her sharp fingernails down into his skin far enough to draw blood, she held on and pushed back up the behemoth thrusting up in the water below her drooling cunt.

The panicky look on her face had dissolved into a dreamy, far-away look as the tight clutch of her pussy slowly worked its way back up the heavily-veined shaft of her brother’s cock, stopping when only the massive, swollen head remained inside her.

Then with a soft, murmuring sigh, Liana relaxed the muscles in her beautifully-sculpted legs and let her hungry cunt consume Mearh’s jutting cock in one, all-consuming gulp.

Digging her nails in again, drawing more blood, Liana flexed the muscles in her legs and pushed back up the fleshy pole until once again, only the monster’s head was hidden from view by the fleshy lips surrounding it. Liana’s wet, stringy hair was now hanging down over her shoulders partially obscuring the bobbling, bouncing melons that were slapping against the water at the bottom of every downward stroke. But not to be hidden, wanting to show their arousal, her big, swollen nipples jutted out through the mahogany strands that wetly clung to the quivering flesh around them.

As Liana slowly worked up and down on her brother’s cock, she was generating waves that lapped up against the sides of the tub.

Again and again, she pushed up and down on the evil, thrusting ogre, the silken flesh of her cunt clasping it, molding itself around the pistoning giant. As she did, the waves grew higher and higher and began washing over the edges of the tub.

As she fucked her brother, their bodies seemed to melt and fuse together by the fiery passion swirling around them. They became one. Brother and sister, King and serf, man and woman blending, intertwining joined together at the loins by their incestuous union.

Gradually the pace quickened, the waves growing higher as water sloshed over the edges of the tub leaving leave puddles on the stone floor around the tub.

As her hips danced up and down, back and forth faster, Liana leaned down and sensually licked her way up her brother’s neck, then across his cheeks and finally brushed her lips over his parted lips, her tongue probing, touching before venturing inside where it was greeted by his tongue.

Breaking the kiss, Liana hunched against him, wriggling her hips clutching her cunt around his buried penis. The water was lapping higher and higher as her hips work faster and her fingernails dug deeper. Mearh could see that Liana had a crazed, lusty look in his sister’s fiery, brown eyes. That look that told him she was nearing release once again. Liana groaned out again, squeezing her cunt somehow tighter around her brother’s thrusting penis. More waves sloshed out over the edge of the tub as Mearh jerked his sister up and down on his cock, driving into her as deep as possible on every lunge.

Then with a soft, choking gasp, Liana slammed herself down on her brother, taking him deeper inside her than any man before him had ever ventured.

“By the fucking gods—“ she gasped as her cunt clasped down around her brother’s penis, causing it to erupt and spew out his hot seed into her womb. Arching his back, Mearh thrust up into her cunt, his cock spewing and spurting, filling her womb with his creamy essence as it joined and mixed with her own torrid juices.

Brother and sister, man and woman, they groveled together, grunting, moaning, their bodies grinding against one another as their fiery orgasms took them, consuming them, wiping from their minds all but the conflagration of pleasure burning in their loins.

Finally, the sweet afterglow of their lovemaking overtook the fiery pleasure of release as their bodies relaxed and melted back down into the warm water. Lying with their backs against the ends of the tub, the two looked deep into each other’s eyes as Mearh’s softening penis slowly slithered back down the cum-filled channel of his sister’s softly-contracting pussy.

“I love you, My Brother—My King,” Liana softly murmured, reaching out and taking hold of his hand.

“The feeling is mutual, My Sister, My Love,” Mearh whispered, intimately squeezing her hand.
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