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In Book One, Prince Mearh discovered that he had a wet nurse in his childhood and that wet nurse had given birth to a brother and sister by his father, King Vilhelm. Prince Mearh’s preoccupation with his mother had grown into an obsession and he was all the time trying to devise ways to catch his mother unclothed, and in doing so, he met her chambermaid, Ella. Shortly after this, it was reported that his father, King Vilhelm had been killed in battle with the Samarians. Prince Mearh had been crowned King Mearh and had set out to claim his mother as his queen. But his mother refused his advances, even telling him that she wasn’t his real mother, but his aunt.

King Mearh, after being shunned by his mother, Queen Adrianna sets out to retrieve Lorica’s son and daughter, so that she might see them. In the process, Queen Wynflaeth, Queen Adrianna’s sister and wife of King Garth seduces the young king. Later King Mearh finds that Queen Wynflaeth and his half-brother, Prince Leopold are more than aunt and nephew. Much more. And the king finds himself drawn to his half-sister Princess Liana and finds that she has similar feelings…




Chapter 1 – Lorica’s Children




Queen Adriana stood looking out through the loophole as dawn lazily crawled into the courtyard below. As it did, the sunlight slowly crept into the crevices and crannies chasing out the darkness that had inhabited them during the night.

Having just arisen from bed, she had only taken time to slip into her long, flowing nightgown to hold the morning coolness at bay. She was fearful that something dreadful would happen on this day. Mearh had returned from Deer Glen yesterday and although he had not come to her during the night, she knew that today he would come to remind her of his demand.

But she had already given in. Why didn’t he just come and claim what he had wanted all along?

Suddenly she heard the doors leading into her chambers give out a protesting creak as they were pushed open. It was him, her mind frantically railed. It was Mearh, the king. Her son. How could he do this to her, his own mother? She stood motionless, listening as she continued to stare down into the courtyard below.

As King Mearh quietly stole across the room toward her, he stopped for a moment to loosen the knot in the belt wrapped around his waist. With the knot untied, he pushed his short robe back over his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Then, naked, he once again started toward Adriana as she stood still as a statue gazing out through the loophole.

"Aunt Adrianna, I have come to ask you again," she heard him whisper as he stepped up behind her.

Why was he persisting in this charade, she wondered? He knew that she wasn’t his aunt. She was his mother. But why provoke him? Give him what he wanted.

"Yes My Son," Adriana murmured, her voice a moaning whisper. "Take what is rightfully yours."

Mearh was determined to have the satisfaction of bringing their game of wills to an end today as he snaked his arms around her and pulled her back against him. The battle had finally been won, he told himself as he cupped his hands around her big, heavy breasts through the thin, silk cloth. Hugging him to her, he felt a shiver tremble through her body, and she did nothing to oppose him while he roughly kneaded and cuddled her soft, malleable breasts with his fingers.

"Mother, my need for thee grows stronger with each passing second," Mearh groaned out, his hands leaving her quivering udders and lifting up to her shoulders. Easing his fingers down under the neckline of her long, silk gown, he pushed it out and down over the rounded slope of her shoulders. Once the gown slipped down off her shoulders, it went slithering down her arms and body to fall to the cold, stone floor at her feet. Now she stood before her son naked.

Another spasm of fright sparked through Adriana’s frantic brain as she felt the warmth of Mearh’s bare skin on hers. HE WAS NAKED, TOO! Just then, as if to prove her startling revelation, she felt her son’s huge, stiff penis nudge down between the soft, full cheeks of her ass.

It had been so long for her. So long since she had felt the touch of a man’s penis. She was afraid. It felt huge pressed up against her, burrowed down in the crack of her ass.

"Mearh..." she whispered as she felt Mearh thrust against her, slowly rubbing his giant cock against her. She could even feel the coolness of the air brushing across the film of prefuck left behind by the massive head of his cock as it slid up and down in the crack of her ass.

"Yessss—" Mearh hissed, digging his fingers down into the giving flesh of her breasts and pulling her back against his hairy chest.

"The godsssss—" Mearh heard his mother gasp as another trembling shudder quivered down her naked body. Then he felt Adriana’s hands clasp hold of his clutching, clawing hands. Tensing, expecting her to pull his hands off her breasts, Mearh was stunned when instead of pulling his hands away, she thrust his hands against her breasts and began to clutch and claw at her breasts, too.

Had she really given in, Mearh feverishly wondered? Then he felt Adriana’s shoulder-length hair brush down the back of his shoulder as she leaned back against him, tilted her head back and exposed the long, vulnerable slope of her neck.

Leaning down, Mearh opened his mouth and closed it down around the soft, perfumed cleft of her neck and throat. Softly biting, he gently sucked on her vulnerable neck as he felt the tic of her heartbeat just under the smooth, exposed softness of her skin.

Then to his stunned amazement, he felt his mother’s hips move. The movement was erratic and barely detectable at first as they both continued to grope and paw at her breasts. Then her hips began to move up and down, thrusting back, grinding her ass back against his cock.

Pulling back ever so slightly, Mearh slowly turned her in his powerful arms until they were standing face to face. They were both breathing hard, gasping for breath as Mearh pulled her against him again. Crushing his lips against her soft, quivering lips, Mearh felt her reach down between them and shove his hard, jutting cock down between her legs. Keeping his lips pressed against hers, Mearh began to roll his hips rubbing the top of his cock against the soft, juice-slathered lips of Adriana’s wet, drooling cunt.

Suddenly, the queen’s eyes flew open as she stared back at the king with panicky, fearful look on her grimaced face. Then Adriana slammed her hands against his chest, shoving and lunging back as she broke the kiss. Both of them stood gasping for breath as the queen’s eyes darted down to the huge, evil countenance jutting up out of her son’s hairy crotch.

"No—By the gods—No—" she gasped, planting her spread hands on his chest and shoving him backwards again.

"Mother—stop this madness—surrender—" Mearh growled staggering back toward her only to be met by a violent, open-handed slap to his cheek. The force of the blow was such that it made his ears ring and stars float before his eyes as he stumbled backwards and stood looking at Adriana in stunned surprise. They had been so close—

"GO—" Adriana shrieked, flinging out her arm and pointing to the door. "Leave me at once—" she growled, lifting her other arm to cover her dangling udders from Mearh’s leering eyes.

Defeated once again, Mearh reached down and angrily swept his robe up off the floor. Enraged by the woman’s defiance, Mearh jerked the robe around his shoulders and stormed across the room to the doors.

Standing at the door, he glared across the room watching Adriana reach down to the gown at her feet. As she grasped it and pulled it back up her body, her big breasts ponderously heaved and rolled while Mearh openly stared at them.

"Your sister did not express the same feelings as you, My Queen," Mearh coldly said. "In fact, she did not wish for me to leave."

"What?" Queen Adriana gasped, draping her arm across her breasts, holding the gown pressed against them. "Wynflaeth? You and Wynflaeth?"

"Yes, My Lady, Queen Wynflaeth and me! And she came to me without me even having to ask, My Lady," Mearh sneered.

"No, no, she wouldn’t," Adriana wheezed. "Not Wynflaeth—"

"Yes, Wynflaeth—" Mearh coldly snarled. "And the day will come, my aunt, my mother, whoever you are, when you, too are unable to fully control your feelings for me—that day will come, I swear—" Mearh spat out, pulling the door open and stepping out into the long, dark hallway without even bothering to close it behind him as the naked queen stood staring at him with a stunned look on her pretty face. Stepping down the hallway, Mearh heard a soft clunk behind him as his mother closed the door to her chambers.

Mearh’s brain was a tangled mess. Who was this woman that had driven him crazy with lust for her? Was she his mother? Was she his aunt? Maybe she was neither of them. Maybe she was a witch sent to punish him for his evil, vile thoughts! He couldn’t think straight. He had to talk to someone

 

~~~

 

Waking, Leopold almost felt a feeling of dread. Today was the day he had fantasized about for most of his nineteen years. The day he was finally going to get to meet his mother. Wondering if Liana felt the same way, he rolled over and pushed up onto the edge of the bed. Stretching his arms out, he yawned and finally stood up. Reaching down to the huge slab of meat dangling down between his muscular legs, he gave it a couple of quick whacks before scratching his big, dangling balls.

Speaking of Liana, I wonder if she’s up yet? An early-morning fuck with his beautiful twin sister would be a great way to start off his day, wouldn’t it? Grinning, he clomped over to the table and sloshed a splash of wine into the goblet that sat by the remains of his dinner from the night before. Picking up the chalice, Leopold walked over to the door leading out onto the balcony running alongside his chambers and stepped out into the early morning quiet. The castle was just coming alive so there was little going on down in the courtyard as he stood sipping on his wine and slowly stroking his firming cock.

Most of his thoughts were centered on the meeting King Mearh had set up for later that morning, but the idea of seeking out his sister first still flitted around the edges of his mind and was being fueled the growing erection he held in his hand.

What would his mother look like? What would she be like? He felt anger for his father, King Vilhelm for depriving him of the comfort and company of a mother and some of that ire had even crept over onto King Mearh. If King Mearh hadn’t been born and needed a wet nurse, none of it would have happened, he angrily thought. But it was so confusing. It was a two-edged sword, he dizzily told himself. If King Vilhelm hadn’t fucked his mother and made her with child, neither he nor Liana would have been born, would they? It was all just too befuddling. It made his head hurt to even think about it.

Who could say what would have happened. Maybe his mother would have met some other man and produced him and Liana. But if that had happened, he would not have royal blood flowing through his veins and had such a good life at Deer Glen. It was all enough to make a person dizzy, he told himself, turning and stepping back into his chambers.

Clomping back over to the table, he poured himself another goblet of wine and then plopped down in the chair sitting in front of the empty fireplace. Letting his mind wander, he found his thoughts straying back to Liana. At least he had her to comfort and console him during their childhood. And as time passed that childhood companionship had blossomed into something more. That closeness had slowly grown into something dark and sinister and they had finally given in to the seductive allure of their incestuous love. They had become lovers.

And now, after having to hide their affection for each other from the king for the past three days, he ached for her. He wanted to be with her and show his love for her again.

Looking down, he saw the aching evidence of that need was arcing up from his groin. His cock was jutting up into the air, slowly pulsing with the hunger throbbing through it. He would go to her, he told himself, grabbing hold of the arms of the chair and starting to push up onto his feet.

Just then he heard a soft tapping on his door.

Was it her? Had Liana come to him? Who else could it be? He giddily railed, jumping up onto his feet and dashing over to the door with his stiff, hard cock slashing the air in front of him. With trembling fingers, he flipped the latch on the door, grabbed hold of the heavy, iron ring and jerked.

The heavy, wooden door resisted for a moment, but then came slowly creaking open. When it did, poor Leopold found himself face to face with a woman he had never seen before.

Surprised that it wasn’t his sister, Liana, he stood staring at the woman in stunned shock. Then he came to the sudden realization that he was naked! As that insight fought its way to the front of his consciousness, he saw the woman’s gaping eyes drop down to the jutting, twitching erection sticking out in front of him.

"Uh, my, my lady—" Leopold gasped, lunging for the cape he kept hanging beside the door.

"Leopold?" Lorica croaked, unable to take her eyes off the enormous erection jutting up from the boy’s hairy crotch as she felt a rush of warmth spread out from her loins.

"Uh, yes, yes, I’m Leopold," Leopold muttered, wrapping the cape around him and stuffing his erection under it to hide it from the woman’s peering eyes. "And you are?"

With her son’s erection covered, Lorica was able to look up into his eyes.

So this was Leopold, she told herself. What was she to do now? King Vilhelm had certainly willed the lad an astonishing weapon, she giddily told herself. The thing even rivaled the size and girth of the King’s prodigious organ.

Something buried down deep inside her head snapped. She was tired of playing the game. This was her chance to have the son she had always wanted, but she was torn.

On the one hand, she wanted to take him in her arms and give him the nurturing she had given all the other children she had reared, cared for. But now this. Why did he have an erection? Why did he have to have that when she came to tell him that she was his mother?

"I’m Lorica, your mother," Lorica was finally somehow able to choke out, her voice quavering and cracking with emotion.

"Mother?" Leopold gasped, clutching his cape closed, staggering back a step as his face turned blood red.

"Yes," she said, not knowing what else to do, what to say. Should she leave? Should she stay?

At last, after several long moments, Leopold grasped hold of the door with his free hand and pulled it open wider. He was mortified. He felt like a boy who had been caught with his breeches down. But no, his breeches weren’t just down, they were non-existent!

"I’m sorry, Mother, uh, would, uh, would you like to come in?" he mumbled, stepping back another step wondering how he could repair the damage.

"If you don’t mind, My Lord," Lorica murmured, giving him a slight curtsy.

"Please do—" Leopold said, clutching his cape tighter as he waited.

Even though the cloak hid his erection from her view, its presence was still evidenced by the huge tent thrusting out against the front of the wrap.

Stumbling as she stepped over the threshold, Lorica caught herself, but not before Leopold reached out to catch her. As he did, the front of his wrap fell open and his hard, erect penis sprang out into the open once again.

"Damn the gods—" Leopold cursed letting go of Lorica, grasping hold of the door and shoving it closed before stuffing his cock back under the cape.

"My apologies, Mother—" Leopold muttered, his face somehow turning even darker. "If my lady will excuse me," he told her, "I’m going to change into something a little more appropriate and less revealing."

"Of course, My Lord," Lorica told him, curtsying again and making the sweeping neckline of her kirtle billow out to reveal the mountainous splendors resting down inside her overflowing bodice. When it did, she saw Leopold's eyes immediately dart down to her bosom as his eyebrows arched up in amazement.

"Uh, I, I’ll be back shortly, my lady," Leopold mumbled and then went hurrying across to his bed chamber.

This was crazy, Lorica told herself as she stepped over to the table. A glass of wine to calm herself and quiet her singing nerves, that was what she needed. Picking up the flagon, she poured herself a chalice of wine, tilted back her head and swigged it down in one long gulp. Refilling the goblet, she walked over to one of the chairs and sat down to wait for her son to return. Lorica’s head was in a muddled stew. She didn’t know why she had come to see Leopold when King Mearh had set it up for them to meet later in the morning. But she had waited nineteen years to see this boy, her son and she hadn’t been able to wait another minute so she had come down to his chambers to see him.

She didn’t know what she had expected to find. Some freckled, tow-headed boy? But instead, she had found a man! A man with very pronounced and manly features. She had found the man she called her son was now a man. She still wanted to take him in her arms, hold him to her breasts, tell him how much she loved him and missed him. But those sentiments didn’t account for the sudden rush of warmth and moisture down between her chubby legs. It was so confusing.

Something had gone wrong. All the years of frustration, and instead of a son, she found a man. So how could she have any feelings for him in that way? He was her SON! Yet, there was no denying the rush of arousal she had felt when she had seen his erection. What had caused his erection? Had he been pleasuring himself? Could he have been thinking of her? His mother? Was he like King Mearh who had secret desires for his mother? But how could that be? Unlike King Mearh, Leopold had never seen her. He hadn’t known what she looked like, so how could he have been thinking of her? For all he knew, she could have been a withered old hag.

What to do, what to do, what to do, she dizzily wondered? Then her mind carried her back to the image of Leopold's enormous penis jutting out at her when he had opened the door. It had seemed huge. Every bit as large and intimidating as King Vilhelm’s and even King Mearh’s mighty love-swords. Studying the image in her mind, she let her mind’s eye wander up the thing’s thick, veined shaft, up to the massive, purple head that had been glistening wetly in the early-morning sunlight.

But why had it been erect? And why had he opened the door naked? Was he expecting someone else? Who? As she pored over the vision of the imposing giant, she felt the warmth down between her stout legs grow warmer as the sticky heat oozed out to coat her inner thighs.

 

~~~

 

Wrapping a heavy, mid-thigh robe around his shoulders, Leopold reached down and lifted his hard, rigid penis up against his belly. Then with an angry jerk, he pulled the robe over the ill-mannered appendage, trapping it against his belly as he pulled the belt around his waist and quickly tied a knot in it. While it wasn’t tenting the front of his robe, it was easy to see that it was still stiff and hard if one looked.

Well there was nothing he could do about it, he irritably told himself. He couldn’t stand around all morning keeping his mother waiting.

"Sorry for the delay, my lady," Leopold said as he came strolling back into the chamber.

Lorica couldn’t stop herself. Glancing down, she saw that although the front of his robe wasn’t tented like the coat had been, it was evident that the penis hidden underneath it was still erect.

"I did not mind, My Son," Lorica murmured, blushing as she lifted her eyes back up to her son’s smoky-brown eyes.

What was happening, Leopold anxiously wondered? She had told him that she was his mother, but she was still checking him out. Looking to see if he was still hard? Why? It didn’t make any sense unless…

"I have looked forward to this day, every day for the past nineteen years," Lorica told him.

"Yes, My Lady, as have I," Leopold smiled, picking up his goblet and stepping over to the chair sitting across from where his mother sat. He didn’t know what to do. What to say. He wanted to hug her, tell her how much he had missed her. How much he wanted just to see her and tell her he didn’t blame her. Tell her that it wasn’t her fault. It was the kings’s fault. King Vilhelm and King Mearh. It was their fault! But he was afraid. Afraid that his mother might misinterpret his true feeling and think he was coming onto her.

"I’m sorry, My Lord, that I wasn’t there for you when you were a child," Lorica murmured, reaching up to wipe away the tear that had slowly trickled down her chubby cheek. "I wanted to be."

"I know, Mother," Leopold groaned, setting his goblet down on the arm of his chair and pushing up onto his slippered feet. But as he did, it seemed the prankish gods were intent on continuing their vulgar game as the moment he stood, his robe opened and his cock sprang out again.

Lorica’s eyes darted down to the jutting miscreant as Leopold ignored it and rushed toward her.

"Leopold—" Lorica gasped, struggling to her feet to meet her son’s onrushing charge. "My Child—"

Crashing together, their arms entangled as they hugged each other trying to make up for the years and years of emptiness and separation. But then, their lips touched. Sparks flew, igniting new and aberrant feelings for each other.

As their lips had initially touched, both of their eyes had flared open as they stared into the other’s panic-filled orbs. It was as if neither of them could believe what was happening. But then, as the passion and fury of the kiss grew, their eyes fluttered shut and they kissed with open-mouth fervor and infatuation.

The warmth down between Lorica’s legs suddenly burst into a wildfire as she felt the hardness of her son’s mighty weapon digging into her plump belly. Finally, after what seemed like hours to them, they broke apart, chests heaving as they gasped to catch their breath.

"My Child—" Lorica gushed, reaching up, digging her chunky hand down into the bodice of her dress and dragging out one of her huge, droopy breasts. Her breasts were achingly-full as she had not had the time to let any of the children in the nursery suckle them. And they could both see that the darkened tip of the mountainous udder was already covered with creamy-white milk.

"Suckle me, My Son—Suckle thy mother—" she groaned out, lifting the huge udder, and forcing its ripe, swollen nipple in between Leopold's lips. "Suckle me —" she whispered as her other hand curled around behind her son’s head and pulled him to her breast.

It only took one suck to get the flow started as the warm, sweet milk began to flood out onto Leopold's tongue. He didn’t think he had ever tasted anything sweeter in his whole life.

Lorica seemed to be in some kind of trance as she stood with her head thrown back, her eyes clenched shut while her son feasted upon the delicious liquor flowing from her milk-laden breast.

Leopold began to suck harder as the thickening sweetness of her milk began to gush into his mouth. While his mother had never been able to suckle him as a child, it just made this all seem that much more intimate.

Her baby, Lorica giddily thought, reverting back to the motherhood she had never been able to experience. Her sweet, loving Leopold—

Buried somewhere deep in his memory banks, Leopold recalled the delicate, sweet, sugary flavor of the milk. But those memories were not of his mother’s milk. They were memories of some other woman’s milk! But now, now he was feasting on his own mother’s milk. His mother’s! And it was justly his by his right of birth.

Even though his mind had partially reverted to infancy, an infancy he had never shared with his mother, another part of Leopold's fevered brain was responding to other emotions. Emotions and feelings that had nothing to do with being a boy or a son. This time his mature body was alive with the excitement sparking through his throbbing, rock-hard manhood. These feeling were those a man feels toward a woman!

Swallowing as fast as he could, he still couldn't keep up with the abundance spewing from his mother’s generous udder and frothy, white foam began to form in the corners of his sucking lips. Primitive instincts took over as his hands lifted to the breast and he began to knead and paw the gushing giant, causing even more of the delicious elixir to flood out into his gluttonous mouth. Soft, crooning moans were flowing out over Lorica’s lips as she reveled in the joy of having her own son finally nursing at her breast. This was a dream come true for her. One a long time coming and she was determined to savor every precious moment as she thrust her breast against his mouth and felt Leopold's busy lips pulling and sucking on her nipple.

As he sucked, Leopold could feel the heaviness of her breast thrusting back against his mouth. But even sucking as hard as he could, he couldn't seem to get enough of the sweet, precious cream as it poured from her breast like milk spilling out of an overflowing flagon.

"Oh, My Precious Child, take it all " Lorica murmured out, holding the back of his head cupped in one of her chubby hands as she dropped the other hand down and groped for the iron bar thrusting against her belly.

Leaning back, Leopold let the stiff, swollen pap slip out from between his cream-covered lips as he eased her sagging breast back down onto her chest.

Opening her eyes, Lorica saw that Leopold's full, masculine lips were covered with a filmy sheen of her milk.

"Mother," he softly murmured, leaning into her and crushing his lips against hers. Lorica could taste the sugary sweetness of her milk on his tongue as he thrust it into her mouth and they kissed with open-mouthed longing.

After a few seconds, she felt his lips leave hers when he stepped back a step and reached up to her shoulders. Then he pushed with one hand and pulled with the other, turning her. Shuffling her feet, Lorica let herself be turned until she stood in front of him facing away from him and facing the door.

Reaching up between her shoulder blades to the bow knot in the leather lace that crisscrossed down his mother’s back, Leopold pulled on it and felt it unravel in his fingers. Then, one eyelet at a time, he pushed the lace through the eyelets as he unlaced her dress.

As her son’s fingers worked their way down her back, Lorica could feel her dress going slack. Then as his fingers brushed against the small of her back, Lorica’s attention was drawn to the door as it slowly swung open. When it did, she saw a beautiful young woman standing in the doorway looking in at them.

Leopold's fingers stopped moving as the girl quickly slipped inside and closed the door behind her. As the girl turned back around to face them, Lorica let her eyes wander down the girl’s scantily-clad body. She was wearing a long, silk gown that did little to hide any of the stunning charms underneath the sheer fabric.

"Liana?" Lorica murmured as the girl slowly stepped across the room toward them.

"Mother?" Liana asked back as she stepped up in front of her mother.

"Yes I am your mother," Lorica softly whispered, reaching out and gently pulling Liana into her arms. Leopold seemed to disappear into the swirling mist of emotions swirling around inside Lorica’s reeling brain as Liana and Lorica hugged each other.

"Mother, I have missed you so much," Liana whispered, taking her mother’s head between her hands, pulling it to her as their lips met in a soft, loving kiss.

Marveling at the softness of her daughter’s lips, Lorica felt Leopold's fingers on her shoulders as he pushed the dress off over them. As the dress eased down off her shoulder, it was trapped between her and Liana preventing it from dropping to the floor.

With a soft murmur, Liana eased her lips off her mother’s and stepped back to let the dress flutter to the floor.

"Mother-" Liana whispered, easing down onto her knees in front of Lorica who stood staring down at her as if in a trance. Then Lorica felt her daughter’s fingers dig down under the waistband of her pantaloons and slowly begin to ease them down over the curves of her broad hips.

As Liana slowly pulled her mother’s pantaloons down her chubby legs, Lorica felt Leopold's arms snake around her sides. Then she felt him clutch hold of her dangling breasts in his strong hands. As his hands encircled her breasts, she felt him squeeze and she saw a shower of creamy, white milk spray out of the big, purple nipples tipping her massive tits.

The spray of white droplets misted down onto Liana who by now had her mother’s underpants wrapped around her mother’s ankles. As Lorica stepped out of her pantaloons, Liana looked up at her mother and Lorica saw that the girl’s beautiful face was stippled with tiny droplets of mother’s milk.

Smiling up at her mother, Liana pushed up higher leaned against Lorica and pursed her lips around one of the big, oozing knobs jutting out of the darkened tips of her mother’s massive udders.

As Liana gently suckled, Leopold squeezed again and Liana suddenly found her mouth full of her mother’s sweet, rich milk. Wrapping her arms around her mother’s plump hips, Liana pulled Lorica against her and rubbed her beautiful breasts against the furry pelt covering the tip of her mother’s belly as she drank from the bountiful fountains above.

As Liana’s arms encircled her mother’s thick waist, she could feel the hard, firm head of Leopold's penis bumping against her arm as her brother slowly worked his cock up and down in between the bountiful cheeks of their mother’s ass.

Sucking and pulling on the generous udder with her lips and mouth, Liana curled her hands around her brother’s thick, hard cock and fisted him with both hands while she drank. Leopold had moved both hands to the breast Liana was feasting on and was roughly kneading and milking the giant, feeding his sister with the udder’s liquid treasure.

Lorica had never been more joyous. It had been through her that they had been given the life they had. Their mother and her children were back. Basking in their attention, she leaned back against Leopold tilting her head back and resting it on his broad shoulders while Liana nursed on her. She had never felt more fulfilled, more rewarded, more motherly. And yet, as the same time so sensual.

Lifting her head off Leopold's shoulder, Lorica reached down to the clasp on the shoulder of Liana’s shoulder and pushed it through its eyelet. The thin silk gown seemed to pause for a moment, then began to slowly inch down off the slopes Liana’s shoulders. The clinging cloth seemed reluctant to loosen its embrace on the beauty beneath it until all at once, with a rush, it went fluttering down to reveal the hidden treasures it had once partially concealed.

Finally, with one last suckling pull on her mother’s bountiful nipple, Liana leaned back and let the milk-lathered nub slip out from between her lips. As she did, one last drop of mother’s milk oozed out of the big, puffy knob and dripped down onto Lorica’s plump belly. As it did, Liana leaned down and licked her tongue up her mother’s belly leaving a glistening trail of saliva behind it as she licked away the drop.

Easing his hands off his mother’s pendulous breast, Leopold wrapped his arms around his mother’s waist, letting her giant breasts drape themselves down over his forearms.

Pulling her against him, Leopold nibbled on her ear as he ground his rock-hard cock up and down against the crack of Lorica’s more-than-ample ass.

"I love you, Mother—" he whispered.

"I love you, too, Mother," Liana told her, pushing up to her feet in front of Lorica.

"Yes, My Children, I have loved you forever," Lorica crooned, reaching around behind her and grasping hold of Leopold's cock with one hand as she brushed her chubby fingers across Liana’s perfectly-sculpted breasts with her other hand. "Let me show my love for you. Take my body. Use it for your pleasure. Let us now share this new love. Share this love born of our hearts by expressing that love by the sharing of our bodies "

"Yes, Mother " Liana softly murmured. "Let us share," she whispered, running her hand down over her mother’s plump belly to the mat of dark curls covering its tip.

"Yes, My Mother," Leopold groaned, stepping around beside her and taking hold of her hand while Liana moved around to the other side of her mother. Taking her mother’s pudgy hand in hers, Liana gave it a gentle squeeze.

"Come, Mother, let us acquaint ourselves and come to know one another," Leopold whispered, leaning down and giving Lorica as soft kiss on the cheek. "Yes, My Son," Lorica purred, looking deep into Leopold's smoky, brown eyes for a moment and then turning to Liana and looking into her eyes, "and My Daughter."

"Yes, Mother—" both Leopold and Liana murmured, almost in the same voice as the three of them slowly padded across the room toward Leopold's bed chamber. As they walked, Leopold lifted his mother’s hand over to the stiff, hard penis arcing up out of his groin. Then, as her plump fingers curled around the jutting monster, Leopold cupped his hand around one of the corpulent, fleshy cheeks of her substantial ass and gave it an intimate squeeze.

"We have missed you so much, Mother," Leopold smiled, affectionately squeezing the cheek again as Liana’s arms crossed his and grasped hold of the other cheek of their mother’s ass.

"Yes, Mother, we have missed your presence greatly," Liana smiled, giving her mother’s jiggling, quivering ass a delicate fondle. "But that is a thing of the past and now we can become a family again. A close loving family " she softly said.

"Yes, My Children, a close, loving family " Lorica whispered, gripping hold of Leopold's manly cock and wrapping her arm around Liana’s tiny waist, pulling them against the rounded swell of her corpulent hips while they walked.

As they stepped across the bed chamber, both women’s large, heavy breasts were enchantingly jiggling and bobbling, much to the delight of Leopold's leering eyes.

"You both have such beautiful breasts," Leopold appreciatively praised as they stopped beside his fur-covered bed.

"Thank you," Liana and Lorica timidly murmured almost in unison as they both leaned down over the bed and crawled up on it.

Standing on her hands and knees, Lorica felt Leopold's fingers flutter across the voluminous cheeks of her ass as she watched Liana drop down into the furs and quickly roll over onto her back.

Then, as Liana slowly parted her legs to open herself to her mother, Lorica saw that there was no hair covering her daughter’s smooth, bald mound. Not a single kinky curl. Smiling, Lorica reached out and lovingly ran the tips of her fingers over the shorn expanse of skin, ending with a flick at the little, pink pearl sticking out of fleshy ridge running down out of the hairless mound.

As his mother leaned down over Liana, Leopold inched up behind her upthrust ass and reverently ran his fingertips over the soft, pillowy globes of ass flesh.

Feeling her son’s fingers on her ass, Lorica thrust herself back and wriggled it at him as she took in a deep breath through her nostrils to savor the pungent scent of her daughter’s sex.

"Kiss me, Mother " Liana softly purred as she reached down and ran her fingers through her mother’s dark, curly hair. "Kiss me there "

"Yes, My Love—" Lorica gurgled, pursing her soft, full lips around her daughter’s swollen clit and brushing the tip of her tongue across the hard little nub.

"Yesssssss..." Liana softly gurgled, easing her legs up off the furs and draping them across Lorica’s shoulders, trapping her mother’s head between her thighs. Resting the soles of her tiny feet on her mother’s back, Liana pushed up off them and gently ground her wet, slippery sex against her mother’s chin and lips.

Crawling up behind his mother’s upthrust butt, Leopold grasped hold of her hips and lifted her ass even higher. Then as his mother ravaged and tormented Liana’s clit, Leopold dug his thumbs down into the soft, pliant cheeks of Lorica’s ass and slowly spread them apart to reveal the fluted circle of darkened flesh between them. Leaning lower, he flicked out his long sinuous tongue and starting down at the drooling gash below the quivering cheeks of her ass, he slowly licked his way up the crack. As his tongue tickled across the puckered circle of her asshole, Leopold felt his mother momentarily flinch. He didn’t stop and continued to lick up the crack all the way to the rounded nub at the tip of her spine.

Listening to the soft slurping sounds wafting up from between Liana’s outstretched legs, Leopold slowly licked back down the cleft to the ring of fluted flesh. Stopping, he gently probed at the pucker of her asshole with the tip of his tongue as he felt his mother push back. Probing harder, he forced almost half of his tongue down into the clenching tightness before he backed it out and pushed back up onto his knees.

Looking down over the slope of his mother’s back, Leopold saw that Liana had her arms stretched out to the sides. Her head was tilted back, her chin thrust up into the air as a frown was digging down into her forehead and her eyes were clenched shut. Her hands were clawing at the furs and the muscles in her long legs were tightly tensed as she thrust herself back up at her mother.

Leopold knew that look well. He had seen it many times. Liana was going to come. And soon, he smiled to himself. Pausing to watch her, he saw that the big, puffy nipples sticking up out of the dark, pink circles capping her exquisite breasts were so hard and swollen, they looked like they were going to burst.

He could see that his sister’s back was bowing down into the furs as she ground herself against her mother’s unrelenting attack on Liana’s sex.

Straining up against Lorica, Liana gave out a soft, croaking gasp, her whole body suddenly stiffening, beginning to tremble.

"Motherrrrrrrr—" Liana moaned out as her legs began to flop back and forth slapping her inner thighs against Lorica’s cheeks while Lorica mother feasted on the succulence between her daughter’s flailing legs.

Having seen enough, Leopold reached down, grabbed hold of his stiff, jutting cock and lifted it up to the oozing, drooling wetness between his mother’s chubby legs. Fitting the round, tapered head of his penis up between the two folds of flesh that bordered the core of his mother’s cunt, Leopold slowly rubbed it up and down the goo-filled channel to coat it with her slipperiness.

Then, as Liana’s whimpering mews were slowly fading, Leopold seated the pointy tip of his cock into the goo-slathered opening of his mother’s cunt and pushed. Years of frustration and regret were washed away in one fateful thrust as he plunged his stiff maleness down into the liquid heat between his mother’s legs.

His mother was so wet and slippery, Leopold's huge cock easily penetrated the sheath of moist, clinging flesh and slipped into her all the way up to its thick, hairy hilt.

Thrusting forward, Leopold dug his fingers into the soft skin of her thick waist pulling her back onto his cock as he ground his groin against the soft, pillowy cheeks of his mother’s plump ass and twirled his cock around inside the clutching heat.

"Motherrrrrr—" Leopold groaned out, jerking her back and thrusting into her trying to get his thick, long cock even deeper inside her.

"My Sonnnnnn—" Lorica gushed, digging her hands down into the furs and lunging back against him, trying to absorb him back into her womb.

Jerking back, Leopold grunted and lunged against her a second time driving deep into the silken, clasping abyss.

The wet slurps that had been floating up from between Liana’s legs were quickly replaced by the wet slaps of Leopold's belly slapping against his mother’s upturned ass as he began to rock back and forth and drive his cock in and out of her.

First his aunt, then his sister, and now his mother, Leopold crazily thought. Each of the women had freely forfeited up themselves for his pleasure and he had eagerly accepted their generous gifts. He had never known other than incestuous love.

Lorica’s brain was reeling. Filled with the perversion of her immorality, her only end was to bring pleasure to these children. And this would, in some way, be her repayment for the years of loneliness and emptiness they had all suffered through.

Leopold couldn’t believe how naturally it had all happened as he looked down over his mother’s sweaty back and watched Liana slowly scooting backwards, extricating herself from Lorica’s possessive grasp. One moment he and his mother had been talking and the next thing he knew, he was nursing. Then almost magically, Liana had appeared and that had somehow led to all this.

It was a boy’s dream come true! Mother and daughter, brother and sister, mother and son, all reunited into a loving, sharing family.

Pumping into his mother’s silken wound, Leopold leaned down over her broad back and gave her a soft, loving kiss as Liana slowly crawled up beside them. Then he felt Liana’s hands clutch his head and turn it to face her. As she did, Liana crushed her soft, full lips against his, driving her tongue into his mouth.

Pausing the frenetic assault on his mother’s cunt, Leopold returned the kiss, probing the moist warmth of his sister’s mouth with his own tongue as they kissed with open-mouthed passion.

Wondering why Leopold had stopped, Lorica grunted and thrust herself back against her son. Rolling her hips, she ground herself against him and felt his long, thick cock slowly twirling through the hot, clutching tightness of her hungry cunt.

Leopold's unwavering attack on her cunt had been lifting her, leading her toward release. But now she felt herself slipping back, moving away from the pinnacle she had been climbing toward.

"Fuck me—My Son—Fuck thy mother—please—" she begged, hunching back against him and trying to make him resume.

Hearing her mother’s frantic appeal, Liana broke the kiss and let go of Leopold's head.

The moment their lips parted, Leopold drew back and slammed into his mother with such force, it knocked the breath from her lungs and she almost fell to the furs below.

"Yesssssssssssss—" Lorica hissed, arching her back and thrusting her ass back at him taking him deeper than any man before him had ventured.

"Mother—" Leopold grunted, his hips becoming a pink blur as he pounded into his mother slavering cunt with a fury he had never known before. The ferocity of the attack was so great, the big, wooden bed was slowly scraping across the cold stones below it toward the wall.

Suddenly, Lorica screamed and her whole body stiffened as her hands beat against the furs and pillows. At the same time, her cunt was furiously clutching and milking her son’s embedded penis.

Leopold couldn’t hold it back. His loins erupted in a conflagration of pleasure deeper and more intense than any he had ever experienced as his inflamed cock began to buck and spurt deep inside the convulsing core of his mother’s gluttonous cunt.

Both were locked in the orgasmic passion of their incestuous union as the storm raged through them. Groaning and groveling against his mother, Leopold emptied himself down into the voracious mouth between his mother’s legs as she offered no quarter and took every last drop of his potent seed down inside the depths of her womb.

At last the castle finally stopped quaking as Leopold and his mother gasped for breath while his softening peter slowly slipped out of her cum-drenched cunt.

Then Lorica felt Liana’s soft, warm hands on her sweaty back trying to get her to roll her over. Tiredly, Lorica conceded and heavily floundered over onto her back down amidst the damp furs.

Almost before Lorica’s back hit the furs, Liana had snuggled up to her and lifted one of her mother’s giant, milk-laden breasts up to her mouth. Then Lorica felt her daughter’s soft, warm lips purse down around the softening nub protruding out of the tip of the heavy udder.

"Mmmmmmm..." Liana murmured out around the big, puffy nipple as she began to suck and withdraw the breast’s creamy treasure.

"My Child," Lorica softy purred, running her pudgy fingers through Liana’s long, brown hair as her daughter contentedly nursed. "Come, Leopold, this one is for thee," she whispered, cupping the other flattened breast and lifting it up off her chest.

"Mother " Leopold sighed, easing down onto the furs beside her. "Mother, I swear that we will never be parted again—I swear!" he vowed, leaning down and snuggling up against her as he took the nipple between his lips and began to softly nurse.

...
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Chapter Two – The Whore Queen




A cool evening breeze wafted across the young king’s bed as he lay atop the sheets slowly stroking his hand up and down the shaft of his massive penis. Thinking back onto the events of the day, he recalled just how close he had come to realizing his dream. The streak of thousands of frustrated, sleepless nights he had spent fantasizing about Queen Adriana had almost ended.

This morning, they had kissed. A fiery, passionate kiss and she had seemed on the verge of acquiescing to his demands. Even going so far as to touch him and push his cock down between her legs. And he had felt her respond to his touch. If only, if only his fevered brain railed. If only it hadn’t been for whatever it was that changed her mind. They had been so close. He might have realized his dream, his vision, and his fantasy. But he hadn’t! And now here he was lying in his bed masturbating away the fantasy that would never end.

Just then, Mearh heard a noise. Or was it a noise? Maybe it had just been a figment of his imagination. Or the wind. His hand stopped moving up and down his cock as he concentrated and listened for the sound again. All he could hear was the pounding of his heart down in his chest and the trill of cicada and crickets outside.

Then he heard it again. It seemed to be coming from out in the main chamber.

Then he placed the noise. It was the creak of the great doors to his chamber being slowly opened or closed. Thrusting his hand under his pillow, he grasped hold of the hilt of the dagger he always kept there. Now that he was king, one could never be too careful.

Pretending to sleep, he breathlessly waited. He doubted that the intruder had harm on their minds, but one never knew.

Maybe it was Lorica, or Ella, or maybe even Liana, he giddily thought.

The darkness was like ink. The only light was a faint glow from a candle burning in his main chamber and a finger of light snaking across the floor from the moonlight that was shining in through the loophole looking out onto the courtyard below. Then like a wraith, a shadowy figure appeared in the doorway between the chambers. The only thing Mearh could make out was that the figure hidden by the darkness was enveloped in a diaphanous white shroud. It appeared to be a woman, but he couldn’t be sure.

Lorica, he asked himself? But even though he couldn’t make out any details of the body hidden under the translucent white gown, it seemed to be smaller than Lorica. Ella, his fevered mind wondered? But the figure under the gown seemed fuller, more rounded than Ella’s slender frame. Who then? Liana? But no, there was just something not right for it to be Liana. As big as Liana’s breasts were this woman’s breasts were larger.

The woman, whoever she was seemed hesitant as she continued to stand in the doorway looking into the darkness of his bedchamber. Just then Mearh detected a faint whiff of cinnamon and sandalwood on the slight breeze that was wafting through his chamber. Perfume! Perfume apparently being worn by the woman standing in the doorway.

A spasm of excitement raced through his achingly-hard cock as the fragrance triggered memories and sent goose bumps shooting up all over his body. Sandalwood and cinnamon! He would know that fragrance anywhere for it had haunted him on the sleepless nights he had spent dreaming of his mother. It was the fragrance of his mother’s perfume!

She had come to him? Mearh thought his pounding heart was going to leap from his chest. He couldn’t breathe and bales of cotton somehow made their way to his mouth as he tried to swallow and found he couldn’t.

But why had she stopped, he frantically asked himself? Had she changed her mind? What did she have on her mind? Had she come to kill him and end his persistent insistence to possess her? Had she come to concede and acquiesce to his demands?

Clutching the hilt of the knife tighter, he watched but still she didn’t move as she stood peering into the darkness.

Finally, after what seem like hours to the king, she took a small, tentative step toward his bed. Pushing the dagger down under the covers, he waited.

He was painfully aware of his cock. It had never been so hard, so primed as it lay resting on his belly, softly twitching in time with the beat of his pounding heart.

Then he saw the queen take another hesitant step. Moving at the rate she was moving, it would take weeks for her to reach his bed, Mearh irately thought.

Mearh didn’t know if it was the roaring of blood pouring through his reeling brain or the excitement crackling around the chamber, but he could no longer hear the trill of the cicada and crickets. Or maybe his mother, the queen was a sorceress and had sent them flying away so they wouldn’t witness the atrocity that was about to play out, he sickly thought.

Just then, his mother stepped into the band of moonlight streaming in through the loophole.

Another spasm of fiery excitement sizzled through his cock making it jerk and twitch as he saw the silhouette of her exquisite body outlined under the thin, diaphanous silk gown. She was wearing nothing under the frivolous gown. She was naked under the sham of a gown.

Then, to add to the sparking tension swirling around inside the king’s head, he saw her reach up to her throat and pinch hold of the ends of the satin ribbon wrapped around her long, slender neck. Holding his breath, Mearh watched as she pulled on the ribbon and the knot in it unraveled. As it did, Mearh watched the long, silk gown pause for a second hanging on the slope of her shoulders before it began to creep down off them. Then, as the gown slowly gathered speed, it dropped off her shoulders and plunged to the floor leaving the naked queen behind it. With a sharp intake of breath, Mearh stared at the queen’s naked body. With every sweep and curve of her stunning body now painted by the glow of the moonlight, she seemed even more beautiful than ever before.

She was a goddess! The dark swirl of ebony sweeping down her back, contrasting sharply with the pale, bluish-whiteness of her skin; her angelic face; the thrust of her perfect, round breasts; the slight roundness of her belly tipped with the dark triangle pointing the way down to her hidden sex; the long, curving sweep of her hips as they swept down into her curvaceous legs; they all combined to form a beauty so majestic, no mortal man had the right to gaze upon it.

Mearh’s throbbing, erect penis was so hard and swollen, it felt like it was going to burst as he lay gazing at the woman he had known as his mother for all of his life. He was in awe of her. Then her long, graceful legs moved again as she stepped toward him and out of the frame of moonlight.

Now she was only a few steps away, his fevered brain screamed. Were the years and years of frustration and fruitless fantasizing finally going to end?

She had come to him at last.

After the hours it had seemingly taken her to step across the room, at last she was standing beside his bed looking down at him.

Then Mearh heard the words he had begun to think he would never hear from her lips.

"My King I have come to you," she softly murmured, leaning down, supporting herself on her hands as she lifted her knee up on the bed. As she did, the young king’s eyes were drawn down to the wondrous treasures dangling down below her, swinging and swaying as they gently bumped and nudged against one another.

"Mother " Mearh groaned, his fevered mind no longer capable of distinguishing reality from fantasy. He was afraid to move, afraid he would frighten the beautiful creature away.

"My child," she whispered, melting down onto the bed as her arms curled around him and pulled him against her soft, warm body.

"I surrender, My Lord," she whispered into his ear, running her fingers through the young king’s long, unruly hair. "I will be whatever thee wish of me. I will be thy mother; thy aunt; thy wife; thy queen; thy whore; thy slut! Do with me what you will, My King—Take mine body for thy pleasure, My King—"

Filled to the point of bursting with love for the beautiful woman, Mearh felt like his heart was going to burst forth from his chest.

"I only wish thee to be my lover, Mother " King Mearh whispered.

"Yesssss, my Love I will be your lover and your mother," she softly hissed back.

Then their lips touched. The kiss began soft and gentle, but neither of them seemed able to control the passion welling up between them and within seconds the kiss had grown into an open-mouthed, tongue-thrusting inferno of emotion and pent-up passion.

The kiss lasted for several long, breathless moments before they broke gasping for air. Then, with her hands wrapped around the back of the king’s head, she brought his lips down to her heaving, quivering breasts. Finally for the first time in his life, Mearh touched the beauteous mountains with his lips as he rained down soft, fluttering kisses on every square inch of their smooth, flawless splendor.

At last, his lips found one of the stiff, swollen nubs jutting out of the pebbled circle of flesh tipping the mountainous peak thrusting out from her chest. Unlike Lorica’s bounteous udders, his mother’s breast was barren, but Mearh still softly nursed, sucking and gently nibbling on the springy nipple. With his arms wrapped around his mother, Mearh pulled the queen to him as he softly nuzzled her breast, his lips pulling and plucking at the swollen pap. While he nursed, Mearh felt his mother’s fingers find his own sensitive nipple. Pinching and pulling on the tiny nub, the queen teased it to hardness before her fingers left it and began to slowly crawl down his belly.

Then her fingers paused, slowly circling around the indentation of his navel. The intimate symbolism of the gesture wasn’t lost on the king as he continued to softly suckle and nuzzle her breast.

Feeling a oneness with her that he had never felt for any other woman, Mearh wanted to tell her how he felt. Tell her that he understood that she had once shared this closeness with him.

"Mother—I love you—" he mumbled out around her nipple. Then he felt a sparkle of excitement crackle through his cock as it lurched up into the air when her fingers brushed across its swollen, goo-smeared head.

"My Kinggggg," she softly whispered as her soft, warm fingers slowly curled around his maleness. Then as her fingers softly clutched and fondled his cock, he felt her other hand gently grasp hold of his hand. With gentle insistence, she pulled his hand off her breast and began to push it down over the slight roundness of her belly.

Mearh’s lips stopped sucking as he breathlessly waited. The young king could feel his fingertips brushing over the soft, fuzz-covered slope of her belly just before they encountered the tangle of soft curls below it. The curls were soft and fine as tiny strands of ebony silk as she gently guided his fingers down through them.

Then a spark raced up the king’s arm as his fingers brushed against the soft, slippery wetness between his mother’s slightly-parted legs. As he softly probed the moist warmth with his fingers, Mearh felt her legs spread wider apart as she opened her herself to his probing fingers.

"Myyyyy Kingggggg," Mearh heard the queen murmur as her fingers left his hand, curled back around his head and pulled him against the giving softness of her breast.

Gently probing the weeping softness, Mearh tenderly explored the soft fragility between his mother’s parted legs. He could feel the wetness covering the folds of flesh guarding the secrecy hidden down between them as he fingered the fleshy lips apart. Blindly probing, he quickly found the seeping opening of her sex as he continued to nibble and pull on her nipple. Slowly, Mearh pushed two fingers down into the clinging warmth of the queen’s cunt.

As his fingers pushed into the sticky snugness of her femininity, he felt the velvet sheath clutch down around the invaders. Then, as he tried to push in deeper, he felt his mother’s fingers on his hand stopping him and gently pulling them back out of the moist warmth.

Why didn’t she want him to touch her there, he disappointedly wondered? Then the queen slowly pulled his fingers up between the slippery lips to the hard, jutting pearl above them.

"There—touch me there—" she whispered as she rubbed his fingers back and forth across the hard, swollen nubbin.

Knowing how much the other women liked for him to touch them there, Mearh decided to divert his attention from her nipple down to the other tiny nipple sticking out above his mother’s pussy.

Slowly easing back, letting her spit-soaked pap slip out from between his lips, Mearh lifted his head.

"No—don’t stop—" he heard her whimper as her fingernails dug into the back of his head and tried to pull his lips back to her nipple.

Ignoring her, Mearh kissed down the rounded underside of her breast and off onto belly.

"Ohhhhhhhh," the queen softly murmured seeming to sense his intention as she stopped digging her fingernails into his scalp and began to push, gently guiding him down to the precious pearl hidden down between her legs.

Moving his fingers off her swollen clit, he ran them down between the fleshy, cream-covered lips of her cunt and back inside her. Pausing at her belly button, Mearh slowly swirled the tip of his tongue around it before continuing to kiss his way down over her belly, through the furry bush covering its tip and finally down onto her clit.

As his tongue brushed across the swollen jut of his mother’s clit, he felt her flinch as she softly murmured and ran her fingers through his hair. Pushing his mother’s legs out to the side, Mearh settled down between them and began to lap at the swollen kernel above her oozing cunt while he slowly worked his fingers in and out of its goo-covered opening.

While Mearh twirled his tongue, fluttering it round and round her clit, he felt her soft, smooth inner thighs brush against his cheeks as she lifted her legs up into the air. Then as she softly moaned and mewed, Mearh felt the warm, soft soles of her feet settle down on the small of his back.

Trapping the king’s head between her legs, she curled her tiny toes and dug them down into the muscles of Mearh’s back as she pushed up and thrust herself against his licking, lapping tongue.

As the queen squirmed and writhed under the king’s frenzied assault on her clit, she shoved her hands down between her uplifted legs and dug her nails into her son’s scalp. Pushing up off her tiny feet, the queen shamelessly thrust herself up against his mouth.

Worrying and teasing his mother’s love-pearl, Mearh snaked his arms out around her hips and clutched hold of her large, flattened breasts. Clawing and groping her breasts, the king feverishly raked his long, rough tongue back and forth across his mother’s swollen clit Mearh could feel the tendons in his mother’s thighs tightening, digging into his cheeks as she held him clasped between them. Mearh could sense her oncoming release as the muscles in her legs turned into bands of iron and her wet, juicy cunt clutched tighter and tighter around his pistoning fingers. Thrusting her head back against the down-filled mattress, Queen Adriana began to softly moan as her finger twisted down into his hair and her back began to arch up off the mattress. With his mother’s sweat-slickened thighs pressed against his ears, Mearh could barely hear her moans as they became louder and louder.

Suddenly, king Mearh felt his mother’s body jerk as a gasping breath rushed out between her quivering lips.

"By the gods " she groaned out as her whole body trembled and strained up against her son’s ravenous mouth and slashing tongue. Then her cunt began to clutch and squirt out gushes of hot, sticky cunt juice all over Mearh’s hand and arm.

Thrusting his probing fingers into her as deep as he could get them, the king held them there as he let his queen mother ride out the storm on them.

Within seconds the bed sheets and furs were drenched with the queen’s liquid gratification as her son continued to cruelly lash her spasming clit with his tongue.

Then Mearh felt his mother’s fingers curl down in his hair and pull his licking, lapping tongue away from her cringing clit.

"Too much, My King, too much—" she whimpered, pushing his goo-covered fingers out of her cunt as the river of cream pouring out of it slowed to a trickle.

Now it was time, King Mearh told himself as he slowly pushed up onto his hands and knees above her.

"Now, Mother, thee will be my whore—" Mearh scowled down at her. "Thee must pay for all the lonely, sleepless nights you have caused, My Whore."

"Yes—yes—make me Thy Whore, My King make Thy Mother Thy Whore Queen—" the queen blathered out as she thrust her hands down between them and grasped hold of his giant, jutting prick. "Put it me, My King. Make me Thy Whore and finish it—" she whimpered, pushing the great, barbed weapon down, aiming its tapered tip at the wet, oozing wound between her outstretched legs.

Almost frantic, the queen tilted her hips and quickly fitted the rounded tip of the monster down into the opening of her cunt.

"Put it in me—" she hissed, pulling on his cock with her fingers, trying to get it inside her drooling cunt.

"Yessssss—Motherrrrrr—" Mearh growled, jerking his hips forward and plunging the mammoth penis down into the sucking heat of her pussy. The force of the thrust was such that there was nothing that could stop it as his royal cock ripped down into her all the way up to its hairy hilt.

"Unhhhhhh—" Adriana grunted, her breath knocked out of her lungs by the force of the blow. But before she could catch her breath, Mearh jerked back and began to fuck her with deep, penetrating strokes viscously driving into her again and again.

Mearh was no longer King. He was no longer Mearh. He was a beast. A beast being held slave by the evil, one-eyed demon that dwelled down between his hairy legs. And now that cruel, mindless demon was shamelessly defiling the queen’s succulent cunt. His mother’s cunt. Mearh was doomed! He knew that he would never be able to satisfy the satanic sickness that festered deep inside the demon’s evil heart.

Suddenly, the king felt his mother’s body stiffen as her head flew back and she gave out a choking gasp. Then her arms dropped to the bed, her body quivered and twitched once, then again before it suddenly went limp. As it did, her outstretched out legs splayed out even wider and fell to the bed while her head lifelessly rolled to the side and her eyes rolled back in her head.

Had he killed her, he frantically wondered? Had it all been too much of a shock?

Pausing in his frantic assault on her cunt, the king watched a drivel of spittle seep out of the corner of her lips and slowly trickle down her cheek. Thinking her dead, he started to pull back out of her, but as he did, he saw her eyelids twitch.

Thrusting back into the clutching warmth of her cunt, he lifted his fingers up to her throat and felt for a pulse. As he did, his fingers found a strong, bounding pulsation just below the smooth, soft skin. Relief washed over the king as he realized that the passion of the moment must have caused his mother to swoon.

Easing his hands down under his mother’s back, Mearh pushed them up and coiled them around her shoulders. Then pulling her down on the insatiable fiend jutting up from between his legs, the king curled his hips, grunted and thrust deep inside her lifeless cunt.

The queen’s limp body shuddered from the force of the blow as the king looked for any sign of life on her pretty face. The only thing he could detect in the soft glow of the moonlight was another twitch of her closed eyelids.

Pausing again, Mearh pushed his hands higher and clasped his mother’s head between his hands. Rolling her head back over, he leaned down and crushed his lips against hers. Thrusting his tongue into her mouth, he could taste her spittle as he raped her mouth.

Still nothing, no response from her, he angrily fumed. Releasing her head, he watched it lifelessly roll to the side again as he pulled his hands back down and grasped hold of her shoulders again.

Drawing back, Mearh pulled his cream-covered cock back down the clinging tightness of her cunt until only the crowned tip of the giant remained inside her. Then with another grunt, he lunged again and buried himself all the way up to the hilt inside her again.

Still looking for any reaction, he saw none as he began to rock back and forth sending his hard, thrusting penis balls deep into her pussy on ever bone-jarring thrust. As he savagely pumped into his mother, her body lifelessly rippled and lurched each time their groins met and crashed together.

In and out, in and out, Mearh plunged his kingly staff into the sticky heat between his mother’s outstretched legs, but she still refused to react to his attempt to revive her.

Even though there was no response on her part, the clutching warmth of her cunt was working its magic on the king’s cock as it plunged in and out of her. Mearh could feel the seeds down inside his flopping balls begin to melt and liquefy as they prepared to expel themselves out into the depths of his mother’s gluttonous womb.

Suddenly, he felt his mother shudder as her eyes flew open and she stared up at him in panic-struck shock. Then, just as suddenly, the look of shock was washed away by a look of wonder as her face softened and she smiled up at him.

"My King " she softly whispered as her arms lifted and her hands curled around the back of his head. Pausing, Mearh leaned down and crushed his lips against her soft, full lips. Kissing with open-mouthed passion, they plunged their tongues into each other’s mouths. Then as their tongues probed, twisted and intertwined, Mearh began to slowly rock back and forth again.

As he did, his mother arched her back and met his thrusts with thrusts of her own, taking him to the limit on every lunging stroke.

As he tirelessly pumped into his now-willing, accepting mother, Mearh eased his hands out from under her shoulders and palmed her bountiful breasts, digging his strong fingers into her soft, meaty flesh.

Breaking the kiss, Mearh continued to fuck his mother, the pace building faster and faster with each deep, stabbing thrust of his love-sword.

"Come, My King—give Thy Queen your kingly seed—" Adriana panted, her hands wrapping around the king’s waist, pushing and pulling on him, urging him on.

Mearh could feel the sweaty, smooth skin of her thighs wetly rubbing against his driving hips as she clamped her legs against him and dug her soft, round heels into his bounding ass. Blood began to seep out from under her long, sharp fingernails as they dug down into his skin while she coaxed him along.

"Fuck me, My King—Fuck your Whore Mother—" the queen groaned.

Mearh could feel his warm blood trickling down under his belly adding to the slippery coalescence of sweat and other bodily fluids as their bellies wetly rubbed together.

With the culmination of years and years of frustration and grief gathering down in his loins, Mearh readied himself for the titanic eruption that was building down inside his flopping balls.

The queen could feel the head of Mearh’s monstrous cock swelling with pre-eruptive anticipation, spreading her, stretching the slippery channel even wider as it plunged in and out of her.

"Yes, My King, yes, fill my cunt with your royal seed—" she gushed out hammering her heels into Mearh’s wildly-rocking ass.

"Motherrrrrrrr—"Mearh snarled, his hips pitching forward driving his cock deeper inside her than she had ever been penetrated.

"Yessssssssssssssss—" Adriana hissed, flinging her head from side to side as her arms flew out and she grabbed two handfuls of bedding. Clawing at the sheets, the queen threw her head back and screamed.

At the same instant, the king lunged into her and his loins erupted as the earth lurched to a stop causing the castle to heave on its foundation. As the massive stones ground and scraped against one another, Mearh grunted again and drove deeper as a colossal spume of royal seed gushed out of his cock to fill his mother's gluttonous womb.

The years and years of frustration and disappointment ended in a glorious upheaval of passion and glory for the boy king as he found himself shrinking and the wet, clinging channel surrounding his manhood began grow larger, swelling and throbbing as it engulfed him with its clinging warmth. He became smaller and smaller but his shrinking cock continued to spew out its seed into the amniotic fluids surrounding him. Soon he was no larger than a fetus as he swam and splashed in the warm fluids enveloping him. He could feel the clutching, pulsing sheath enfolding itself around him as she eagerly accepted him back inside her womb.

They were one! Mother, legs spread to accept her son inside her once again, and son, inside her, filling her womb with his body and spirit.

Softly moaning, grinding herself against him, Queen Adriana lovingly welcomed his presence inside her cunt and womb.

Wallowing in self-gratification and indulgence, King Mearh continued to thrust and thrust into his mother as his manly cudgel twitched and kicked, spewing out more and more royal seed into the ravenous chasm between her outstretched legs.

As his mother rode out her orgasmic convulsion, Mearh could feel her fisted hands beating against his shoulders as her body shook and shuddered with each sobbing gasp of air she took. It was all he had dreamed, fantasized, hoped it would be as they rode on the fluttering wings of pleasure that beat and palpitated around them.

Would that it would never end, he futilely wished. Would that he and his mother would live on as one, eternally locked together in spiritual harmony as they ruled the kingdom from his bed, their bodies locked together in incestuous communion.

Clouds of pleasure wafted by them as they floated in the azure bliss of happiness and joy.

But at last it was over—

They had both given their all for each other and now lay intertwined, exhausted and totally drained.

It seemed like hours before Adriana’s cunt finally released its clutching hold on the king’s penis and let it go slithering out of her followed by a gush of royal cream.

"My King " she softly murmured, running her fingers through her son’s sweaty hair. "You are indeed thy father’s son, Sire," she whispered.

"My Queen " Mearh tiredly groaned, wearily pushing up and crawling out from between her widely-spread legs. Dropping to the bed beside her, Mearh reached over and pulled her against him as his lips found hers and they kissed. The kiss was soft and loving, just as their feelings for one another were. Gone was the earlier defiance. Gone was the fiery sharpness of their earlier passion. Now only the smoldering, warm afterglow of their lovemaking was left behind.

Mearh was a god! He had everything he could ever want for. He had his Mother! His Wife! His Queen! His Whore? But he could never think of his mother as his whore again. He loved her too much for that! She was his life—his soul—his reason for living!

~~~

 

The crowing cock woke them as they lay pressed against one another under the sheets and furs of the king’s bed. Opening his eyes, Mearh found himself staring into the smiling, blue eyes of his queen mother.

"Morning, My King " she whispered, leaning over and brushing her full, red lips across his.

"Morning, My Love " Mearh whispered back, slowly running his fingers down over her belly to the moist nest of curls covering her sex. "The god’s were kind last night," he smiled, softly probing the softness between his mother’s legs as she eased them apart for him.

"Perhaps they would be kind again this morning," she murmured, tilting her hips and pushing herself up against his inquisitive fingers.

"Shall we see?" he asked her, easing his fingers up inside the tight, sticky wetness of her womanhood.

"It would be my pleasure, Your Majesty," she purred, reaching down and finding out that the king’s prodigious member was already charged and ready for battle. "He is awake," she smiled, intimately squeezing the king’s cock.

"She, too and she must have already bathed, for she is still wet," he softly laughed.

"Perhaps the King would like to join her and let her bathe him with her rich juices," she cooed, spreading her legs wider apart for him.

Lazily rolling over her long, shapely leg, the king moved up over her as her hands found the hard, jutting impatience protruding out under his belly. Pushing it down, the queen guided the king’s mighty weapon down to the weeping wetness between her legs.

The second the king felt the soft, wet lips of his mother’s cunt brush against the tip of his cock, he leaned into her. As he did, his love-sword cleaved the slippery wound like a knife through butter.

"Nnnnnnnnnnn..." Adriana murmured, squeezing herself down around the king’s royal member as it slowly pushed in deeper.

Leaning down, Mearh placed a soft, fluttering kiss on her mother’s lips as he began to fuck her with slow, deep thrusts.

Their morning fuck was leisurely and unhurried as they fucked like old lovers while the castle awoke around them.

As King Mearh fucked his mother, he could hear the calls of the dairy maids as they gathered the royal cows to take them out to the fields; the clatter of a horse prancing across the bailey; the chirp of the birds; and the almost constant crowing of a cock.

Ignoring all this, he could feel the heat growing down inside his dangling, flopping balls as they slapped up against his mother’s uptilted ass.

"I’m going to come, Mother—" the king panted, the pace of their fucking quickening as he pumped in and out of her royal hole.

"Yes, My Lord, come—give me your royal seed so that I may nurture it and bring forth life from it—bring forth an heir for My King—" Adriana groaned out, her hands clawing at the king’s bounding buttocks.

"By the gods—" Mearh cursed as his mighty sword lurched and a creamy, bubbling gush of cum spurted out into the queen’s cunt and womb.

"Yesssssssss—" the queen gasped as she lifted her legs up into the air and vehemently drove her heels into her son’s ass to push his spewing, spurting member even deeper inside her convulsing womb.

King Mearh went blind, deafened by the roar that filled his head as he emptied his royal essence down into his mother’s hungry, guzzling cunt.

 

~~~

Queen Adriana lay looking at her son watching him dress.

"Why do you have to go, My King? Can’t you spend another hour with your Mother?" she smiled, flagrantly spreading her long, lovely legs and flaunting her sex at him.

"You know that I must hold court this morning, My Lady," Mearh smiled back at her as he stepped back over and lovingly ran his fingers across her swollen, white belly as it thrust itself up into the air above the drooling gash between her outstretched legs. "And beside, my heir needs some rest for I fear that we kept him up all night."

"And how does the king know that his heir is a he?" she asked, grasping his hand and shoving it down between her legs.

"I just know, My Lady," he laughed, fingering the slippery warmth and slowly easing a finger inside the clutching softness.

"There is nothing that I could offer the king to perhaps persuade him to stay?" Adriana softly murmured, pushing his hand away and struggling up onto her butt.

"What did My Lady have in mind?" King Mearh grinned, watching his mother, the queen slowly roll over onto her hands and knees.

Dropping her head and shoulders down onto the furs, Adriana thrust her beautiful ass up into the air in front of him as she reached back and slowly spread her ass cheeks apart to reveal the fluted pucker between them.

"Would this interest the king?" she softly laughed.

"Perhaps " Mearh smiled, his hands flying down to his breeches and quickly shoving them back down his legs.

Stepping out of his britches, Mearh kicked them aside and crawled back up on the bed behind his mother’s beautiful, white ass.

"The queen’s ass," Mearh murmured, lovingly fingering the puckered ring of fluted flesh peeking back out at him from between the perfect, white globes of ass-flesh. "I would give up my kingdom for such a prize."

"It is yours, My Lord," Adriana purred, wriggling her ass back and forth. "The queen’s virgin ass is thine—"

"Virgin?" king Mearh incredulously asked. "The queen’s ass is virgin?"

"Yes, My Lord. It has never felt the touch of another man’s steel," she softly laughed. "It is yours, My Lord. Take it—use it in any way thy wish "

"Such a beautiful ass, My Queen," Mearh said, placing the tip of his middle finger on the center of the puckered opening and slowly pushing it inside the tight clutch.

"Fuck me, My King! Fuck my ass with your kingly cock—" Adriana gurgled, clenching her asshole down around the king’s probing digit.

"I shall, My Queen. I shall fuck the queen’s royal behind with my kingly cock," Mearh crowed, twisting his finger around inside the tight confines of the queen’s ass.

"Yes, My King, fuck your Queen’s royal ass with thy kingly cock," Queen Adriana whimpered, thrusting herself back against his thrusting finger. "Not your finger, My Lord "

Easing his finger back out of his mother’s tightly clenched anus, Mearh kneeled behind her and gripped hold of the cheeks of her lovely ass with both hands. Digging his thumbs down into the soft, giving flesh, he spread her ass open. Leaning down, he gently placed a soft kiss on the ribbed pucker of her exposed anus.

"It seems such a shame to deface such a beautiful rosebud," Mearh reverently murmured as he leaned back up.

"It is my honor, My King " Adriana purred, wriggling her hips as Mearh gripped hold of her hip in one hand while his other hand lifted his erection up to the starred circle of darkened flesh peeking out from between the fleshy globes.

Centering the goo-smeared tip of his cockhead on the ring of puckered flesh, Mearh gently pushed and felt the ring of muscles begin to stretch open to accept him.

"So big, My King, so big —" Adriana whimpered as Mearh’s mammoth organ slowly spread her asshole wider and wider.

Then suddenly, a flash of pain blossomed from her widely-stretched asshole as the head of the king’s penis penetrated her and slipped inside the tight sphincter.

"Aieeeeee—" the queen squealed as she felt herself split asunder by the giant cock.

"Apologizes, My Lady " Mearh contritely muttered, continuing to push, worming his cock deeper into the clinging depths of her ass.

Slumping forward, her face pressed down into the furs, Adriana clawed at the bedding, instinctively trying to escape the fiery pain erupting from her asshole.

"What is wrong, My Queen?" Mearh asked, grabbing her by the hair, yanking on it and reining her in before she can escape while he continued to thrust deeper and deeper into her cringing asshole. "I thought you wanted your king to fuck your asshole."

"Too big, My Lord," Adriana whimpered, wincing as at last Mearh’s belly thudded up against her cushiony ass.

"How can it be too big, My Queen, for it is already buried up to its hilt inside thine hot ass?" Mearh mockingly asked, hunching forward and trying to drive even deeper into his mother’s bowels.

"It hurts, My Lord—" Queen Adriana wept, her body on fire from the cock now buried deep in her bowels.

"The pain will cleanse thy soul, My Queen," Mearh laughed as he leaned over her and grasped hold of her shoulders.

"Yes, My King," Adriana sobbed, wincing as Mearh pulled her up onto her knees in front of him.

Holding himself thrust deep inside the clutching tightness of her ass, Mearh reached around her and locked his hands around her droopy breasts that were dangling down, resting on the top of her swollen belly. Gently, but forcefully, Mearh squeezed and mauled her breasts as he leaned down and nuzzled the curve of her neck.

As her son’s fingers and thumbs pinched down around her throbbing nipples, Adriana felt the fiery spasms of pain filling her ass begin to mutate into pleasure. Turning her face to the side, Adriana found her son’s mouth with her own.

Thrusting her ass back against him, shamelessly rubbing her ass against him, Adriana tried to impale herself deeper onto her son’s mighty weapon as she sucked and bit his thrusting tongue.

Jerking back, the queen snaked her arms back around her hips and clawed her fingers into Mearh’s tightly clenched ass.

"Fuck me—fuck your Queen—fuck your mother, My King—Fuck your Whore Mother—" Adriana groaned, clenching her tight asshole down around Mearh’s embedded penis. "Fuck your Whore Mother’s assssssss—" she hissed.

"Yes, My Whore Queen—I’ll fuck thine whore ass until thee screams for mercy —" Mearh snarled, jerking his hips back and then driving back into her ass as hard as he could. "Like that My Queen Whore—"

The sound of their bodies crashing together reverberated through the queen’s fevered brain as her son’s giant penis slammed back inside her bowels.

"Yessssss—My King—Yeeesssss—" Adriana hissed, wiggling her ass and thrusting back against him.

Overcome by lust, Mearh began to rock back and forth as he furiously pumped in and out of his mother’s tight, clinging asshole. Mearh was dumbfounded. The way the queen was responding to his anal assault, it was obvious that she was no longer in pain. She liked it up the ass! No, no, the way she was groveling and thrusting herself back against his attack on her ass, she seemed to love it. "Does thee like it up thine royal ass, My Queen?" Mearh growled as he released his hold on her breasts and shoved her down onto the furs below.

"Yessss, My King, yes, your Whore Queen loves taking the king’s mighty cock up her royal ass—" Adriana blathered out as Mearh somehow struggled up onto his feet behind her, never missing a stroke as he continued to pound into her upthrust ass.

Curling his hands around her sweaty sides, Mearh held onto her as he crouched over her like a dog in heat and fucked her ass with almost inhuman strength.

Squirming and writhing amongst the furs below the king, Adriana could feel her release building down inside her battered bowels. She felt herself slipping closer and closer with every deep, thrusting plunge of the penis that was raping her ass.

"By the goddddssssss—" Adriana screamed out as her loins erupted in a conflagration of pleasure and joy. She had never felt anything like it. It was as if her ass, her cunt, and her whole lower body were on fire and the flames were licking at her throbbing, spasming clit.

Mearh felt his mother’s body lurch as it stiffened and began to shake. Ramming his giant penis down into her bowels as deep as it would go, he held it there letting her ride out her orgasm on the monster. As the queen came and came, Mearh could feel every contraction of her asshole when it clamped down around his cock so tightly it threatened to slice it in two.

"By the gods, by the gods, by the gods—" Adriana softly chanted as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her straining body. Then, as the spasms of pleasure began to soften and wane, the queen felt her son’s fingers dig into her sides again as he began to move inside her again.

Crouched over her, standing on the balls of his feet, Mearh began to fuck his mother with deep, bone-jarring thrusts, rippling the cheeks of her ass every time his groin slapped up against them.

Lying on her head and shoulders, her hands clawing at the bedding and her ass thrust up into the air, Adriana tried to look over her shoulder to see Mearh, but she couldn’t. She could hear him panting and grunting as he drove into her ass with almost fanatical resolve.

"Come, My Lord—Come—Come in your queen’s ass, My Lord—I beg of thee," Adriana whined, thrusting back, impaling herself on the evil ogre that filled her ass.

"Soon—Whore—soon—" Mearh gasped, working his hips back and forth faster and faster.

"Yessssss, My Lord—" Adriana groveled out as she felt the pistoning monster begin to swell and stretch the tight confines of her bowels.

"My Queeeeennnnnnnn—" Mearh roared as his hips ripped forward sending his massive cock deep inside his mother’s clinging ass and his heavy, cum-laden balls pumped out a gush of semen into her bowels.

"My Kinnnnnggggg—" Adriana screamed out as the first gush of the king’s molten-hot lava splashed out onto the sensitive lining of her bowels. Flopping convulsively, she felt herself being whisked away on the wings of another cataclysmic, heart-rending orgasm.

Grunting and moaning, Mearh pulled her back on his erupting manhood as he continued to hunch forward and thrust down inside her while his penis spewed out its gooey, creamy load of cum into the contracting channel of her bowels.

At last the defilement of the queen’s once-virgin ass was over. King Mearh had given his all and had no more to give his queen-mother. She had sucked out every last drop of the young king’s potent essence with her ass. But this time there would be no heir, for there was nowhere for his seed to take root and grow down inside the queen’s cum-filled, barren ass.

Leaning back, King Mearh leaned down over his mother’s sweaty back and placed a soft, lingering kiss on the nape of her neck.

"The Queen’s lovely ass is a captivating wonder," Mearh tiredly muttered, gripping hold of his mother’s buttocks and easing his hips back as he slowly pulled his thick, cum-covered cock free from his mother's widely-stretched asshole. As the head finally slithered out of her abused anus, it elicited a sharp cry of pain from Adriana.

Reaching around behind her, Adriana delicately ran her fingertips over the inflamed pucker of ridged flesh. As she did, creamy, white semen was still oozing out of the fluted circle and trickling down over the velvety whiteness of her ass cheek.

"I think the king may have bedridden the poor queen," she murmured, wincing.

"I’m sorry, My Lady, but did thee not ask for it?" King Mearh grinned, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed and pushing up onto his feet.

"Yes, My Lord, but that does not mitigate the damage," she smiled. "But I’ll forgive the king, if he’ll but spend the rest of the day in bed with the queen making up for it," she softly laughed, reaching for Mearh’s dangling cock.

"You are insatiable, My Queen—truly a whore," Mearh chuckled, brushing her hand away and returning to the task of dressing himself. "That I cannot do. And besides, I have to make sure that everything is in order for Queen Wynflaeth’s arrival."

"Have the midwives arrived?" Queen Adriana asked, dropping down and rolling over onto her back.

"Yes, they arrived yesterday. I don’t know what I’m going to do with all you women. It is trying enough to have one woman with child to badger and harass me, but four? It will be the death of me," he grinned, pulling his leggings up his muscular legs.

"Just a testament to the king’s vigor and strength, My King," Adriana laughed spreading her long legs and tickling her finger back and forth across her clit as she watched Mearh dress.

"It will be nice to have Leopold and Liana back," she smiled.

"Are you trying to make me jealous?" Mearh grinned, stopping for a second to watch Adrianna playing with herself.

"Maybe " she smiled, dipping her finger down in her pussy then lifting it up to her mouth and evocatively sucking on it.

"Well, I will be glad to see Queen Wynflaeth and Lorica again," Mearh snickered.

"Enough of that," Adriana scolded. "When you’ve finished attending to the matters of the kingdom, return to your queen for she too, has matters that must be attended to "

"Yes, My Lady. I will see if I can conjure up enough strength to satisfy the queen’s demands one more time," he grinned, slipping his dagger into its scabbard.

"You’d better " she warned.

"I shall return, My Mother," Mearh told her, leaning down and giving her a patronly kiss on the belly.

"I shall be waiting for thee, My King," Adriana smiled.
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Chapter Three – The Enchanted Forest

 

"Stop here. This is where we will set up camp for the day," Queen Wynflaeth ordered as the carriage creaked across a bubbling spring near a stand of trees.

"But, My Lady, the sun has not even made it to its zenith," the driver of the wagon told her, but dutifully reigned in the horses.

"I wish to bathe in the waters of the Argon pond," Wynflaeth declared. "They are said to have magical powers."

The remaining ten carriages and wagons in the caravan behind her carriage creaked to a stop behind the queen’s coach. As they did, servants came spilling out of them and went scurrying about to set up the camp for the day.

As everyone was milling around, Captain Bullis, commander of the queen’s guard, came clumping up to the queen’s wagon.

"Captain Bullis, we are going to spend the day here," she told him as he held the door open for her to disembark from the carriage.

"Yes, My Queen," the captain obediently murmured, bowing with a sweeping flourish of his arm.

Just then, Leopold came walking up to where the queen and her captain stood talking.

"Why are we stopping, My Lady?" Leopold asked, slapping his hat against his leggings to rid them of dust.

"I wish to bathe in the Argon Pond," she told him, running her hands down her dress to smooth out the wrinkles.

"But My Lady, the forest around the Argon Pond is said to be enchanted and inhabited by all sorts of strange and fearsome creatures," Leopold said, letting his eyes dart down to Wynflaeth’s mountainous bosom as it strained to escape the confines of her bodice.

"I have no fear and I am Queen. Nothing would have the impudence to confront me," she smiled, her eyes darting down to the bulge jutting out against the front of the boy’s tight breeches.

"Would My Queen wish for her loyal servant to accompany her? To stand guard while the queen bathes?" he smiled, discretely winking.

"No, My Lord, not this time. I wish to go alone," she smiled back at him. "Perhaps later, when I return from bathing you could visit the queen’s carriage and we could perhaps talk," she softly laughed.

Leopold's face fell with disappointment, thinking that the stop might have been a ruse so that the queen could spend some time with him in private.

"As My Queen wishes," Leopold muttered.

"But you may accompany me to the edge of the forest and stand guard there, if you wish," she told him.

"Yes, My Lady," Leopold skulked.

"Latia, my things," Queen Wynflaeth ordered the young maid who was dutifully standing beside the carriage waiting. The moment she spoke, the girl went dashing over to one of the wagons and disappeared inside it. Within moments she popped back out, carrying a towel and a small satchel and came running back over to where the queen stood waiting for her.

"Do you wish for me to accompany My Lady?" she asked, demurely curtsying.

"No, I wish to bathe alone, but you may accompany us to the edge of the woods," Queen Wynflaeth told her, taking hold of Leopold's arm and starting toward the stand of trees that stood waiting off in the distance. "Perhaps you may keep Leopold company while I bathe."

"Yes, My Lady," Latia grinned, looking over at Leopold and bashfully ducking her head.

Stopping at the edge of the woods, Wynflaeth took the towel and satchel from her maid.

"I shall return," she whispered, then leaned over and gave Leopold a motherly kiss on the cheek.

"Yes, My Queen," Leopold said watching her step down the path leading into the woods.

 

~~~

 

Moments later, Queen Wynflaeth came to a point in the path were it broke into four separate paths, each leading off in a different direction. Choosing to take the path that led off to the right, she followed it until she stepped out into a mist-shrouded clearing. The sun was shining, but the mist gave everything a surreal, hazy look. The air around her almost seemed to glow and shimmered with a strange sensation of excitement. She could hear the bubbling burble of the stream as it trickled over the mossy rocks and fed out into a still, quiet pond.

Stepping through the hazy mist, she made her way over to a large boulder sitting by the pebbled beach surrounding the pond. Unlacing the satin thong that crisscrossed down the front of her dress, Queen Wynflaeth was perturbed by the quietness of the pond. There were no birds, no insects, and no living thing to break the almost suffocating stillness. The only sound that could be heard was the quiet, bubbling stream at her feet.

Folding her dress and silk pantaloons, the queen laid them on the sun-warmed boulder and dipped her toes into the water. Expecting the water to be cool, she was surprised to find it soothingly warm. Holding onto the rock for balance, the queen carefully stepped out into the pond. Her breasts which had been oversized even before she was with child, were now huge as they hung down heavily jiggling and bobbling, tugging at her chest as they rested on the top of her swollen, bloated belly.

As she stepped out into the water it felt like thousands of tiny fingers clutching, caressing, fondling her tiny feet. Yes, indeed, there was something magical in the Argonian waters, Wynflaeth giddily thought, stepping out further and feeling the embracing warmth creep further up her calves. It was like having a soft, wet massage, she laughed to herself as she waded in up to her knees. It was like immersing one’s self in liquid silk, she blissfully thought as the surface of the water slowly crept up the curved perfection of her thighs when she waded deeper.

What would it feel like when it touched her down there, she dreamily wondered? When it touched her pussy? Touched her clit?

She couldn’t wait and impatiently sat down in the water sinking down into it until the clutching, fondling waves were lapping against the bottoms of her huge, floating breasts as they bobbled and floated on the surface of the pond.

Queen Wynflaeth had never felt anything like it. It was like thousands of lips, tongues, and fingers were touching her all over. The magic waters were rubbing her clit, thrusting inside her cunt and intimately tickling her asshole as she sat basking in the clutching warmth of the magic waters.

Then, all of a sudden, without a hint of warning, she felt her loins erupt in an inferno of hot, bubbling pleasure as an orgasm washed over her. Her spasming cunt and womb were filled with the searing heat of the gushing liquids. Then the waters solidified, taking on the shape of a huge, watery cock as it sloshed in and out of her.

It was overpowering as the hammering cock of water drove her to new heights of sensorial pleasure. Her whole body was now bathed in the warm, rippling fluids coaxing her, guiding her higher and higher. Then all of a sudden, she splashed back down into the pond and lay gasping for breath.

Then she heard the soft clatter of the stones running along the edge of the pond. Was it Leopold? Latia? Outraged that someone had the gall to sneak up on her and embarrassed that they had witnessed her swooning orgasm, she turned and angrily glared in the direction of the sound.

As she did, she saw a magnificent white horse standing on the shore smirking down at her. Then she saw an impressive set of feathered wings unfold from the horse’s back as they beat the air, lifting the wondrous creature off the ground. As she lifted her arm over her breasts to hide them from the beast’s leering eyes, she watched the wings flutter again as they slowly eased the beast back down onto the shore.

"That seemed quite intense, My Lady," the Pegasus softly neighed, its lips curling in what the queen suspected was a smile.

"Who are you and who gave you permission to watch me while I bathe?" Queen Wynflaeth irately asked, keeping her arms in front of her jiggling, wriggling breasts to hide them from the animal.

"I am Argon," the Pegasus haughtily declared, stomping the ground with his hoof, sending stones flying everywhere. "This is my pond and I do not need the permission of a mere mortal to gaze upon anyone who chooses to bathe in MY waters—"

"Oh, Really! I am Queen Wynflaeth of Deer Glen and I shall bathe wherever I please," Wynflaeth snorted.

"Perhaps in Deer Glen that is true, but not here, My Lady," the Pegasus laughed. "Here I set the rules."

"Oh, Really. What? What do you want?" Wynflaeth asked him, feeling a spasm of trepidation tickle up her spine. She had never met a Pegasus before and wasn’t sure exactly how she was supposed to act around one.

"What do I want?" the magnificent animal leered. "I want my payment, of course. My payment for allowing you to bathe in my magic waters " Argon snorted, rearing up onto his hindquarters and pawing the air with the hooves of his front legs. As the Pegasus’s hooves slashed the air, Wynflaeth’s eyes were immediately drawn down to the huge, jutting Pegasus-cock jutting out of the creature’s belly. She had never seen anything so evil, so foreboding in her whole life. The horrid thing was as big around as a man’s forearm and every big as long, if not longer. Then the Pegasus finally dropped back down on all four hooves.

"What is the payment?" Wynflaeth guardedly asked, thinking she probably already knew the answer.

"What does My Lady have to offer?" Argon snickered, impatiently twitching his long, flowing tail back and forth as if he were flicking at flies. But there were none.

"Coins? Gold? Silver. Jewels, perhaps?" The Pegasus smirked. —"

"I brought no coins with me," the queen timidly murmured holding out her arms to show him that she was naked and had no pockets.

"Perhaps we can find another manner of payment," the Pegasus neighed, leering at her breasts as it slowly stepped out into the pond. "One that would be satisfying to both of us."

"What? What do you mean?" Wynflaeth asked feeling a strange sense of arousal spread out from her loins. But how could she, she asked herself? The thing wasn’t human and its monstrous cock would tear her in two—

Splashing up beside her, Argon slowly knelt down in the water and presented his back to her.

"Climb on and I’ll take you to a special place," he told her in a deep, baritone voice filled with desire.

Torn, Wynflaeth didn’t know what to do. A part of her was curious to see where he would take her. To see what he would do to her. Yet another part of her was terrified of what he might do to her while another part of her told her that she really had no choice as she had nothing else to offer him.

"You won’t hurt me?" she timidly asked.

"Only if you wish it, My Lady," Argon leered.

Dropping her arms down, Wynflaeth reached out, grasped hold of the Pegasus’s long, flowing mane and pulled herself onto the stallion’s broad back, just behind its powerful wings.

"Hold on tight—" Argon warned her, flapping his mighty wings and lifting them out of the water. Then he turned and majestically beat his wings as they flew low over the tops of the trees below. As they flew along, Wynflaeth’s pussy was rubbing against the stallion’s hairy back and she felt the arousal down between her legs growing warmer and warmer. With her head thrown back, hair streaming out behind her as they flew along, Wynflaeth held onto the Pegasus’s mane with both hands as she dug her heels into his sides and rocked back and forth on the stallion’s broad back. Working in rhythm with the beat of his wings, she furiously rubbed her juice-smeared cunt and clit against the Pegasus's back as they soared through the sky.

Suddenly, Argon began to buck and kick, arching his back and thrusting up against Wynflaeth’s throbbing clit as he flailed across the sky. With her screams ringing out behind her as the Pegasus cavorted through the sky, Wynflaeth was consumed by the fiery convulsion of pleasure that erupted from her loins. Clutching Argon’s mane, digging her heels into his sides, she spurred him on as she furiously rubbed herself against him while she came and came and came.

It was the most bizarre and crazy orgasm she had ever experienced. She didn’t even know how it had happened. She didn’t even know if it was an orgasm. Maybe it was magic. Maybe it had something to do with the magic waters, she dizzily thought as the spasms of pleasure slowly subsided into tickles and finally stopped leaving her breathlessly clinging onto the stallion’s long mane to keep from falling.

Then she saw the ground rushing up at them as Argon flapped his wings and flared them out for a landing. One final flap of his mighty wings and they gently settled down onto a grassy knoll.

"Did My Lady enjoy her ride," Argon nickered, turning his head and looking at her over the point of his muscular shoulder.

"Yes. It was quite, uh, exhilarating," Wynflaeth smiled back at him as she lifted her leg over his folded wings and slid off his back. Dropping to the ground beside the great, white stallion, Wynflaeth saw that she had left a gooey, wet stain in the middle of Argon’s wide back.

Reaching up to the sticky splotch, the queen slowly ran the tips of her fingers through it to coat them with the warm fragrance of her sex.

Then reaching out, she gently ran her fingertips over the velvety softness of the Pegasus's muzzle just below the flared circles of its nostrils.

"I would wish to repay My Lord for his generosity," Wynflaeth softly murmured, reaching her hand under Argon’s belly and running her fingertips along the hard, throbbing shaft of the Pegasus's enormous penis, "but the size of thine, uh, thine penis is frightening, My Lord." Wynflaeth told him.

She could see the damp stain of her pussy juices was glistening wetly in the bright, morning sunlight as the Pegasus bent its head around, slowly eased out his long, pink tongue and licked the goo away.

"The waters of Argon contain much magic, My Queen," Argon coolly smiled, turning to face her, flicking out his tongue again and slowly twirling it around the queen’s thrusting breasts paying particular attention to the proud, swollen nipples tipping them.

There did seem to be magic in the air around them, Wynflaeth thought as she basked in the tingles of pleasure darting down from her nipples to her throbbing clit. Then she saw the Pegasus's soft, black eyes began to dilate as his long, sinuous tongue continued to lick and lash her pulsating nipples.

Then Argon lifted his snout and blew a soft, hay-scented breath into Wynflaeth’s nose. As he did, Wynflaeth felt her nipples harden and her labia begin to swell and throb while a sexual flush spread out over her body.

Although the lustful fog that filled her brain had quieted most of her fear, she was still anxiously disbelieving that her tiny cunt could take the stallion’s gigantic phallus.

Reaching down between her legs, Wynflaeth slid her fingers up inside her wet, juice-slickened sheath and then lifted her soaked, glistening fingers up for the Pegasus to see.

"See, My Pegasus! See how wet and slippery thou hast made me—" she whispered, thrusting her fingers under the stallion’s flared nostrils a second time.

With a loud, impatient bray, the steed reared up on its hind legs and flailed the air above her head with his hooves. Wynflaeth saw that his mammoth appendage was still sticking out of its fleshy sheath, hard and stiff as a man’s arm with a fisted hand perched atop it. As the hard, stiff slab of meat muscle slashed the air below the stallion’s belly, it was slinging long, stringy strands of Pegasus-cream everywhere. And the two pink melons dangling down below the gigantic penis in their fleshy sac were heavily swinging from side to side.

Dropping down onto the grass, Wynflaeth quickly struggled up onto her hands and knees in front of the beast as its front hooves thudded down onto the grass beside her knees.

Thrusting her ass up into the air, the queen spread her long legs apart to bare the wet, drooling pit to the snorting, pawing stallion. Wynflaeth shuddered as the mythical beast’s soft, furry pelt brushed against the smooth, vulnerable skin of her upthrust ass.

Keeping her ass thrust up into the air, Wynflaeth dropped her head and shoulders down on the grass. As she did, she could feel the blades of grass tickling her hard, swollen nipples as she fretfully waited for the touch of the Pegasus's immense cock.

Then she felt the stallion’s front legs rub against her sides as the beast clamped them against her to trap her between them. Cringing in fear, she waited as the Pegasus paused, almost seeming to bask in the depravity of the moment.

Terrified on the one hand, she impatiently wriggled her buttocks, offering herself up to the Pegasus. Finally, she felt the knobby, goo-slathered head of the thing’s gargantuan cockhead brush up against the wet, spread labia of her mound. It was huge as it began to slowly spread her, stretching the juice-slickened opening of her cunt wider than it had ever been stretched before. She was terrified. It wouldn’t fit, she fearfully cringed as the monstrous head spread her wider and wider. He had lied! He was going to rip her apart with the monster, she railed. Then, as the stallion crouched over her, she felt his haunches lurch as he lunged forward and plunged his enormous peter into her with a loud snort.

Queen Wynflaeth’s body went rigid as she felt the Pegasus's giant penis plunge deep inside her, filling her emptiness as it had never been filled before. Expecting pain, she was unprepared for the rush of white-hot pleasure that swelled up from her loins. Then, the stallion’s furry belly crashed against her quivering ass with such ferocity, it almost knocked her to the grass below.

Throwing her head back, Wynflaeth let out a soul-rending scream that echoed through the glades and knolls for the longest time. Her mind was reeling, in part from the revelation that she hadn’t been torn asunder by the Pegasus's huge cock and in part from the realization that there is a deep feeling of passion for the mighty, white stallion that was mounting her!

She was no longer Queen. She was Animal! Her whole being was now the hot, sucking hole between her legs. She was Cunt! She felt her whole body responding to the carnal assault, clinging, clutching, clasping hold of the stallion’s penis as the beast plunged into her again and again. As her mind plummeted through the chaos swirling through it, she thrust herself back as the winged-horse screamed out his conquest and speared her again and again. Then she felt gobs of hot slobber dripping down on her back as the animal lunged into her, straining, grunting trying to bury its maleness even deeper inside the tight clutch of her cunt. Pushing back against the savage assault, she could feel the stallion’s hot breath on the nape of her neck just before she felt the sting as it bit down on her shoulder. Screaming again from the pain and pleasure coursing through her body, Wynflaeth was filled with a passion she had never felt before.

The air around them was being churned into a whirlwind as the Pegasus's mighty wings beat the air, flailing to balance itself and keep from crushing the queen under its weight. As they did, Wynflaeth could feel the feathery tips of the wings gently brushing her cheeks and shoulders.

Wynflaeth’s efforts to get more of the giant equine-cock inside the channel of her widely-stretched vagina were rewarded when the head of the giant penis penetrated her cervix. Once again, expecting pain, she was delighted to find only a gush of pleasure tickle up her spine and burst inside her reeling brain. Sobbing with pleasure as the huge cock filled her womb with its hardness, she melted down around the winged-horse’s maleness, enfolding herself and enveloping the probing penis with her moist warmth.

As the Pegasus plunged into her deeper and deeper, she felt the beast shift its hind legs to gain more leverage and unbelievably thrust even deeper. The beast’s evil cock pushed deeper, slicing through flesh that had never felt the touch of a cock before, filling her in a way she never imagined possible as Wynflaeth fought to keep from screaming again.

Suddenly, Wynflaeth felt a cataclysmic orgasm burst forth from her overstuffed cunt, welling up through her body even though it felt like the stallion’s cock would tear her in two. Releasing its bite-hold on her shoulder, the Pegasus's jerked its haunches back to gain momentum as the beast plunged back into her deep and hard. The savage thrust sent Wynflaeth diving down into the waves of reds, yellows, and oranges as they crashed into her staggering brain. She could feel blood running down her shoulder, down onto her heaving breasts where it dripped off her swollen, throbbing nipple onto the grass below. At the same time, she could feel tears of joy coursing down her cheeks and off her chin to join and mix with the blood below.

As the pace of the mighty beast’s assault on her battered cunt quickened, the strength of her orgasm grew inside her, swelling and pulsating to new heights as she came and came and came. Suddenly, the Pegasus's haunches lurched forward driving its massive cock in even deeper than before. Then, the stallion threw its head back and screamed a primal scream of conquest and triumph. As the last of the scream echoed back to fill her ears, Wynflaeth felt her cunt muscles spasm, clamping down around the stallion’s cock as it swelled and ballooned up inside her, spreading her cunt even wider.

Then another scream burst forth from Wynflaeth’s lungs as she felt the beast’s hot seed pour out into her clutching, clasping womb. As it gushed out into her, it spread through the delicate lining of her cunt, spreading out like molten lava and bringing her orgasm to a level unknown to womankind before.

Writhing in the pure bestiality of it all, Wynflaeth felt the hot rush of the rut flowing through her veins as she was mounted and possessed in a way never before possessed. Surrendering to the selfish gluttony of carnal delight, Wynflaeth worked the muscles in her cunt, pulling, sucking, milking the stallion’s mighty cock as it bucked and pumped down inside the semen-filled depths of her battered womb. Primal instincts guided her as the wild animal that had been trapped down inside her broke free and possessed her. Screaming, Wynflaeth beat her fists on the ground and lunged back against the stallion as its wings furiously beat the air above her head into a tornado. Her cunt was filled to the point of bursting by the essence of the Pegasus as it continued to gush out into her like water gushing out through a broken dike.

At last Wynflaeth was somehow able to regain control over the feral creature that had escaped as she felt herself slowly swimming through the warm, happy afterglow of her orgasm.

The flailing wings above her slowly fluttered to a stop as the Pegasus gave a final snort and folded them down against his broad back. As the mythical creature eased back, Wynflaeth could feel the muscles in her cunt relaxing their grip on the rapidly softening column of meat that was slowly slithering back down her cum-filled channel. Feeling the Pegasus's hairy legs brushing against her sides as it inched back, the queen finally felt the great, swollen head of the stallion’s cock pop out of her battered cunt.

As it did, Wynflaeth felt several quick, angry kicks down inside her bloated belly. The baby must be angry, she smiled to herself. But who could blame it, she softly laughed to herself. Having its repose disturbed by a huge, rude cock would make any fetus a little irate.

Rolling over onto her butt, Wynflaeth watched the big, white Stallion shake itself as if it had just risen from a dust bath. As it did, she could see that it’s huge, cum-lathered penis was still slowly softening as it lifelessly flopped around under the beast’s belly sending Pegasus-cum flying everywhere while the penis retreated back into its fleshy sheath.

"Was the payment sufficient for My Lord?" Wynflaeth asked, smiling at him with her warm, brown eyes.

"Worth a king’s ransom," the Pegasus softly chuckled, flicking his long, white tail. "I think that perhaps My Lady overpaid your humble servant."

"Then perhaps I shall have to return to your enchanted pond someday and reclaim that which is owed to me," she said, pushing up to stand by the winged-beast.

"As thee wish, My Queen," Argon smiled, flicking his long, pink tongue out and slowly licking it around one of the queen’s swollen, jutting nipples. "The queen is welcome anytime."

"Now, if My Lord could be so kind as to return me to thy pond so I can finish my bathing, it would be greatly appreciated," she murmured.

"As My Lady wishes," the Pegasus said, lifting his leg and slamming his hoof down onto the ground.

Suddenly there was a brilliant flash of light. Clenching her eyes shut to keep out the brightness of the light, Wynflaeth felt a gust of wind sweep over her just before she splashed down into water.

As her eyes flew open, Wynflaeth realized that she was exactly at the same place she had been earlier when the Pegasus had sneaked up on her. But it could hardly be called sneaking up on one if he was the owner of the pond, now could it, she asked herself?

Quickly bathing, the queen toweled off, dressed and headed back up the path leading out of the Enchanted Forest. Well, that had been quite an event, she smiled, turning and fondly looking back at the pond one last time. Yes, she would have to return someday and reclaim her overpayment, she laughed with a toss of her long, red hair as she stepped back out into the sunlight.

"My Queen, you have returned," Leopold happily bubbled stepping up to her, bowing and then giving her a soft kiss on cheek. "You were gone so long, we feared some mystical creature must have abducted you, carried you off into the forest and had his way with you " Leopold chuckled.

"No, I went of my own free will," Wynflaeth giggled, reaching down and groping the boy’s seemingly always-present erection through his pants.

Leopold's eyes flared open as he suspiciously watched the queen roughly pawing his cock.

"You mean?" he incredulously asked.

"Yes, but come, let us have our talk and I’ll tell you of it," she laughed, tossing her hair again as she grabbed hold of his hand and started tugging him toward her carriage.
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Chapter Four – Pot




"Where do you think you are going?" Lorica asked as Liana hopped down off the wagon and started down the path toward the Enchanted Forest.

"I am going to bathe in the Argon Pond. The queen has returned and is with Leopold, so I’m sure she won’t mind. Besides, the day is still young and I’m bored," Liana huffed, stopping and looking back at Lorica.

"I suppose that it is all right," Lorica said, reaching up and scratching her fingernails across one of her big, swollen nipples that had suddenly become strangely sensitive. Perhaps it was something in the air or the thought of perhaps sneaking off into the forest with her daughter for an afternoon of feminine frivolity. "Wait, I’ll come with you."

"I thought you said Captain Bullis had invited you to his wagon," Liana smiled back.

"Oh, yes, I forgot," Lorica grinned, jumping down off the wagon and looking over at the Captain of the Guard’s wagon. "But perhaps I shall join you, later, after I have paid my regards to the captain."

"As you wish, Mother," Liana giggled, turning and hurrying down the path toward the forest.

Stopping at the edge of the forest, Liana had a sudden, giddy feeling of euphoria. What was happening, she excitedly wondered? Then, from far off in the distance she heard the faint, haunting sounds of a flute. Wondering where the music was coming from, she stepped into the forest. The feeling of euphoria was suddenly replaced by a curious feeling of arousal as a rush of warmth spread out from her loins. As she slowly crept along the path, it suddenly diverged into four separate paths. Following the evocative strains of the music that were growing louder as was the arousal humming through her body, she chose the path to the left and started down it.

Slowly, almost if by magic, her hands slowly lifted up the bodice of her kirtle. Pausing for a moment, Liana looked down at her hands and watched her fingers slowly unlace the leather cord that crisscrossed down over the front of the bodice. She didn’t know what had come over her, but her fingers were working on their own with no conscious direction by her. Strangely, it was as if the music had enchanted her fingers and was making them act on their own.

Then, almost in answer to her question, her long, supple legs began to move by their own volition as her tiny feet carried her down the path toward the music.

As she walked, Liana could feel her inner thighs wetly rubbing together as they had become drenched by the wetness pouring out of her inflamed cunt. Then suddenly, her hands grasped hold of the edges on her unlaced kirtle and spread it open. As her majestic breasts thrust themselves out through the opening of the dress, her hands shoved the kirtle back off her shoulders where it went fluttering onto the path behind her.

Now naked, Liana felt the pace of her footsteps increase, hurrying her down the path toward the haunting sounds of the flute. Having no control over her body as she hurried along, she looked down at her floundering, bobbling breasts as they were banging and bumping together slapping down on the giant, white globe sticking out below them. She could see that her dusky-pink nipples were swollen and hard, the size of two ripe berries as they proudly jutted out from the darkened tips of her exquisite breasts. And they were so sensitive that just the friction of the air brushing across them was sending sizzles of excitement down to her juice-lathered loins.

Suddenly, she found herself in a clearing in the forest. Looking around, she saw several strange-looking creatures dashing around a long, wooden table sitting in the center of the meadow. As the men scurried about, each of them was in pursuit of one of a number of naked, giggling girls. Girls or small women? She couldn’t tell.

As she stood gawking at the bacchanal swirling around the meadow, she saw that the men chasing the girls had the upper torso of a man and the legs of a goat. She could also see why the girls were trying to evade the odd goat-men as each of the goat-like creatures had an erection any horse would have been proud to claim as its own.

Bringing her attention back to the source of the music, she saw another goat-man playing on a wooden flute. He was sitting in the middle of the table amongst a smattering of flagons and overturned goblets and just like the other bizarre creatures, he had an enormous, erect penis jutting up out of his furry crotch.

The lilting music coming from the flute filled Liana’s head and body with a rush of lust and longing. The song was more sensual and beautiful than anything she had ever heard as she suddenly found herself standing beside the table staring at the flute player.

The man had furry, black hair covering his scalp, and Liana couldn’t help but notice the two short, sharp horns jutting up out of the bushy fur. As the man returned her stare, she could see that his thick, furry eyebrows were arched up over a pair of the most mischievous black eyes she had ever seen. The sardonic smile on the creature’s lips was framed by a perfectly-shaped goatee as he unflinchingly stared back at her with his twinkling, black eyes. Letting her eyes travel down toward the monstrous cock sticking up out of its furry crotch, she saw that the beast’s chest was covered by bristly, black fur, but not anywhere near as thick as the fur covering the thing’s big balls and legs. And the erection thrusting itself up out of its hairy groin seemed even larger than those of the other goat-men.

Suddenly, the goat-man stopped playing the flute and Liana was able to regain some of her composure as she lifted her arm to cover her quivering breasts and shoved a hand down to hide her oozing, juice-drenched cunt.

"Welcome, My Lady " the creature murmured, slowly laying his flute on the table and picking up one of the jewel-encrusted chalices. "Welcome to our forest —"

"Who are you?" Liana asked, finding herself unable to tear her eyes away from the enormous penis jutting out at her. "And what are you?"

"Drink first, Beautiful Creature " he said, extending the goblet out to her.

Liana couldn’t stop herself as she felt her arm swing away from her pendulous breasts to reach for the cup. What if it was poison, her reeling brain screamed at her? But why would he want to poison her? She had done nothing to him—

Lifting the gold goblet up to her lips, Liana tipped it up and let the liquid flow out into her mouth. It had a taste similar to wine, but it also had a strange, sweetness that was more of an aphrodisiacal sensation than a taste as she felt a renewed rush of lust wash over her body. As it did, she looked down and saw that her nipples had swollen to the size of her thumbs as they jutted out of her breasts. But wait, she deliriously thought. Where was her belly? It was now as flat and taut as it had been before she had been blessed with child.

But that miraculous revelation was inconsequential now as she found her attention drawn back to the drooling cock jutting up in front of her.

Just as the man was half-goat and half-man, the penis seemed to be a mutation of man and beast cock. It was long and thick like a man’s penis, but the head of the monstrosity had a strange worm-like appendage sticking out of its tip. The shaft of the thing was as big around as her wrist, at least half the length of her arm and covered with thick, ropy blood vessels.

"I am Pot and I am Satyr," he smiled back at her, clenching the muscles around the base of his enormous cock to make it twitch and jump. "And the women are Dryads, tree nymphs," he smiled. "And now that you know who I am, who are you, Beautiful Creature?" he asked her jumping down off the table and landing on the grass beside her. When his hooves hit the ground, his giant penis dipped down and then swung back up against his furry belly. As it did, it slung a long, stringy strand of satyr prefuck across one of Liana’s long, supple legs.

Before she could answer, Liana heard a loud, squealing giggle from behind her. Turning, she saw that one of the Satyrs had caught one of the nymphs and was in the process of trying to get his huge satyr-cock in the dryad’s tiny, pink cunt.

Turning back to Pot, Liana murmured, "I, I am Liana. Liana of Deer Glen," she said, only to hear the embracing strains of another bewitching song as Pot had picked up his flute and resumed playing it.

As the notes of the music wormed their way into her head, Liana felt her hand lift out from between her legs and reach out toward Pot’s big, stiff penis. Having no control of her hand, she watched it slowly curl itself around the monstrosity jutting out of the beast’s furry groin. The song continued to swirl around inside Liana’s fevered brain making her other hand drop the goblet and lift up to wrap itself around the veined shaft of Pot’s cock just below her other hand. Then, with both hands wrapped around the enormous appendage, she tightly gripped it and began to slowly pump her fists up and down the massive pillar of meat.

As Liana jacked her hands up and down the hard, throbbing shaft of muscle, she felt the Satyr’s hand on the top of her head pushing. Then slowly, but forcefully, the Satyr began to push down on her head as Liana felt herself being forced down onto her knees in front of the goat-man. When her knees sank down into the grass, she found herself staring directly at the grotesque penis sticking out at her face only a hair’s breadth from her lips. She could also see that the swollen head was glistening wetly as a long, stringy strand of Satyr prefuck was dangling down from it.

Then, to her amazement, she saw the little worm-like appendage sticking out of the tip of the thing wriggle and tickle across her lips. And then, before she knew what was happening, the thing wormed its way inside her mouth.

The song inside her head grew louder and louder as she opened her mouth and slowly sucked the bloated head of the satyr’s cock inside her mouth. As she sucked and licked on the big, spongy head of the cock, she could feel the sinuous appendage twirling and twisting around inside her mouth.

Dropping one of her hands off the shaft of his cock as her lips crept lower, Liana cupped the Satyr’s big, heavy balls, gently squeezing and caressing them with her fingers.

The music was pulsing through her brain driving Liana wild with lust as she licked and sucked on the cock’s bulbous head. While she had barely been able to get it into her mouth, she no longer cared and plunged her head forward driving the cock down into her throat. As she drove down onto the massive penis, it was so hard she could feel the Satyr’s heart beating in the bulging veins crisscrossing the thick shaft. Her lust-filled brain couldn’t seem to get enough of the gigantic throbbing cock.

Running her fingers through the soft fur covering the Satyr’s muscular legs, Liana ran her hands around behind the beast and dug her long, sharp fingernails down into the muscles of the thing’s straining haunches. Pulling on him, Liana shoved her mouth and throat down onto his jutting cock, taking all of it until her lips were encircling the cock’s thick, hairy base.

Swallowing, Liana worked the muscles of her throat on the embedded giant as she felt the goat-man’s cock began to swell and expand down inside her clutching, clasping throat.

The seductive song had stopped, replaced by a dirge of goat-grunts and snorts as the flute fell to the grass by her knees and both of Pot’s hands curled around behind her head. Tightly holding onto his hairy haunches, Liana could feel Pot’s short, hairy tail frantically twitching from side to side. Then all of a sudden, she felt the satyr begin to shake and quiver as the monster inside her throat lurched and giant gush of hot, thick, satyr-cum spewed out into her throat.

Disappointed that thing’s cock-head was buried so deep down inside her throat she couldn’t taste the cum, Liana continued to swallow and clutch her throat muscles around the spewing, spurting cock. On and on it went while the Satyr’s furry belly thudded against her face as it tried to get its gushing penis even deeper inside her throat. But it couldn’t as the head of its cock was already in so deep down inside her, it was emptying its creamy load almost directly into her belly.

Finally, with one last snort, the satyr released his hold on Liana’s head and slowly backed his prick back out of her throat. As the bloated head popped out of the opening of her throat, it brushed across Liana’s tongue, leaving a creamy trail of Satyr-cum behind it. At last Liana was able to get her first taste of goat-cream. It was so sweet, it tasted more like honey than any cum she had tasted before. Frantically twirling her tongue round and round the long, spit-covered peter as it slowly backed out of her mouth, Liana tried to capture every last sweet, creamy drop of satyr-cum.

When the goat-man’s penis finally did slip out from between her lips, Liana was surprised to see that it was still just as hard and stiff as it was when he had shoved it down her throat.

Feeling a sudden thirst for more of the charmed wine, Liana thrust herself up onto her feet in front of the smiling Satyr. Reaching out to the table, she grasped hold of one of the pitchers by both handles. Holding it between her hands, she lifted the pitcher up to her lips, tilted it and started to drink from it. As she did, only a part of the red wine flowed into her mouth while most of the wet, red wine ran down her chin and splashed onto her heaving breasts. The sticky red wine coursed down and between her exquisite breasts staining them red on its way down to her flat belly. There the wine trickled down over her hairless mons and onto her pussy before running down her long, statuesque legs leaving long, red streaks behind.

Then tossing the flagon to the ground, Liana slammed her hands into the Satyr’s hair chest and knocked him backwards sprawling onto his back on the table. Then before the creature could react, Liana scrabbled up onto the table and straddled him. Reaching back down between her splayed-out legs, she snatched his penis up off of his furry belly. Then holding it up in the air, she plunged down on the cock, taking the entire length inside her aching, throbbing cunt in one quick gulp. Sitting atop the stunned Satyr, Liana grinned and slowly ground herself against him, rolling her hips and making the creature’s long cock twirl around inside the clutching tightness of her cunt.

Then as Liana began to slowly rock back and forth on the giant organ, she suddenly found Pot and herself surrounded by a giggling, snickering bevy of satyrs and dryads. Climbing up on the table, the throng was all around them as Liana jerked her head from side to side to see what they were going to do.

Then she felt the cheeks of her ass being spread apart. Waiting for the pain, she was surprised when one of the worm-like appendages tickled across the pucker of her asshole. For a while, the thing wriggled round and round her hole before it slowly wormed its way inside the tight opening.

Suddenly, Liana’s ass was lit up with a spasm of pain as a Satyr drove his cock into her asshole, stretching it, spreading it to its limit.

Throwing back her head to scream out her pain, Liana felt a pair of Satyr hands grasp hold of her long hair and jerk her face forward as the third Satyr cock drove into her mouth and muffled the gathering scream.

Now, with her every orifice filled with thick, throbbing satyr-meat, Liana was trapped as the cocks began to pump in and out of her. She had never been so full of cock in her whole life. Every last fiber of her body seemed to be filled with thrusting, pumping, driving satyr-cocks.

Swinging back and forth like a pendulum, sucking a cock on one end of the stroke and fucking the other two cocks at the end of the backswing, Liana wallowed in the depravity of it all as the pain in her ass slowly mutated into pleasure.

Soft fur caressed her belly, her thighs, her face, and her ass as fingers, lips, cunts, and cocks roamed over her body, touching her, caressing her, probing her. Fingers and lips were all over her pendulous breasts as they hung down below her swinging back and forth in rhythm with the savage fucking her cunt, ass and mouth were receiving from the grunting, snorting satyrs. Fingers were pinching, plucking at her over-sensitive nipples sending sizzle after sizzle of excitement down to her slavering, cock-filled cunt.

Then as she felt the pinching, plucking fingers find her clit, she felt her loins erupt in an orgasm the likes of which she had never felt before. Every fiber of her being was atingle with the tickles of pleasure coursing through them. There wasn’t an inch of her body that wasn’t being touched, caressed or fondled in some way as she shook and shuddered like a leaf in a storm.

Then suddenly the orgasm swelled to unimaginable heights as the Satyr-cocks embedded in her cunt, ass and throat began to jerk and twitch spewing out gush after gush of thick, creamy satyr-semen into all of her channels. Within seconds she was awash with the thick, gooey cum as it overflowed, running down the insides of her thighs and dripping down her chin to land in thick puddles on the table below.

Liana was deafened by the roar inside her skull and blinded by the flashes of reds and yellows and whites flashing before her blind eyes as the orgasm possessed her, enslaving her and making her a slave to her own depraved cravings.

Liana was plunged to the depths of depravity while at the same time lifted to heights of pleasure and joy never experienced before by mortal woman as her orgasm blossomed and grew inside her.

As the writhing mass of humanity and animal groveled and thrashed about atop the table, there was a blinding flash of light so dazzling it blocked out everything. Then there was a roaring crash of sound that deafened them all.

Then there was nothing but darkness.

Her mind reeling from the shock of it all, Liana found herself enveloped in a moist warmth. Slowly opening her eyes, she found herself floating in a pond. Looking down at her body, she saw that her big tits were heavily bobbing on the surface of the water while her big, round belly was sticking up out of the water below them.
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Chapter 5 – King Jothar




Lorica had been expecting more out of the Captain of the Guard, but she left his carriage frustrated, disappointed, and more than a little disenchanted after her talk with the captain. Sadly, her encounters with Leopold and King Mearh had spoiled her and the captain’s weapon had come up woefully lacking in comparison.

Where is Liana, she wondered? Looking about she saw that her daughter was nowhere to be seen. And where was Leopold? And Queen Wynflaeth?

Glancing over at the queen’s carriage, she found the answer to two of the questions as she saw that the carriage was softly rocking and bobbing up and down in the afternoon sunlight.

Down deep inside, Lorica felt a touch of jealousy of the queen, but her love and desire for Leopold's happiness tempered that as she felt a warm rush of arousal spread out from the unfulfilled emptiness down between her legs.

Liana is probably still in the Enchanted Forest, Lorica told herself as she started off down the path leading into the forest. I’ll go find her and perhaps I, uh, we can find a satisfactory conclusion to a thus-far unfulfilling day, she smiled to herself.

Stepping into the misty haze of the forest, Lorica felt a strange sense of uneasiness and restlessness as she looked about. The thick, foggy mist was so dense she couldn’t see more than a few feet in front of her as she slowly crept down the pathway. Then the path broke into four separate paths. Looking around, she couldn’t tell one from the other so she chose to take the path that veered off partially to the left.

Creeping along the path, all she could make out were the murky outlines of the trees bordering the path as she inched along.

Then up ahead she saw two strangely-distorted trees, one on each side of the path. The mist softened the outlines of the trees, but Lorica could vaguely make out that the trunk of the trees were contorted, bent over with a pair of limbs reaching down the ground while the thick trunks then twisted upward ending with a knot at the top.

Then the trees moved!

What was happening, Lorica railed, her mind in a panicky retreat? Then the misshapen trees came stomping up the path toward her. Suddenly they were beside her and she found herself in the grasp of two bizarre-looking creatures the likes she had never seen before. She had heard stories of creatures that had the bodies and legs of a horse, but in place of the horse’s head there was the upper torso of a man, but she had never seen such a creature before. Until now! As her unnerved mind went pondering for the names of the creatures, it suddenly came to her. Centaur! They were centaurs.

But what did they want with her?

"What?" she gasped, straining back trying to break their holds on her arms. "What do you want of me?" she wailed trying to escape. But the centaurs held her fast.

"You are trespassing—" one of the horse-men snarled, turning and pulling Lorica along behind it as it ventured deeper into the forest.

"I saw no warning," Lorica wept, still struggling as she was unceremoniously dragged along the path behind the two centaurs.

"That is no excuse—" the bigger of the two centaurs told her holding onto her wrist, pulling her along and eyeing her huge tits as they heaved and floundered down inside the bodice of her kirtle. "You were trespassing in the land of our father, King Jothar and now you must pay for that transgression. So stop fighting and come along willingly it will be much easier on you—"

"Who is Jothar?" Lorica asked.

The moment the words were out of her mouth she realized that she had made a big mistake as one of the centaurs swung his arm and slapped her across her cheek with the back of his hairy hand.

"That is KING JOTHAR to you, human," the centaur bellowed pulling on her arm so hard he almost pulled it out of its socket.

"Please do not hurt me—" she begged, ceasing to struggle so much.

"Then do not blaspheme the name of our father," the centaur told her. It was then Lorica realized that the centaurs were young ones. It was impossible to tell their actual age, but by the sound of their voices she discerned that they were teenagers, if that was what one called young centaurs.

Not wishing to be the recipient of any further abuse at the hands of the young centaurs, Lorica stopped struggling and let herself be led deeper and deeper into the forest.

Finally the mist cleared and they stepped out into the hazy brightness of a clearing. As they did, Lorica saw another centaur standing by a strange-looking wooden device that stood in the center of the meadow. This centaur was much older than the other two and appeared to be working on the wooden apparatus.

Upon hearing Lorica and the other two centaurs, the older horse-man turned toward them and smiled.

"Jason, Kinade, what have you there?" he asked as Lorica felt his eyes travel up and down her body.

"A human, father. We found her trespassing over at the Plething Path," the older of the two centaurs smugly said as they tugged Lorica across the clearing.

"Trespassing was she?" the older centaur leered. "That is a serious offence."

"Yes, Father, we know," the younger centaur smiled. "That is why we brought her to you. It is up to the King to decide the punishment for such a grave crime."

"Aye, that it is," the king said, eyeing Lorica as he slowly circled around her.

"What do you wish us to do, My King?" Jason asked as the centaur-king stepped back around in front of Lorica.

"Hold her so that I may remove her clothing and decide her penalty," Jothar leered stepping up in front of Lorica and reaching for the satin ribbon that crisscrossed down the front of her bodice and held it closed.

Deciding not to tempt fate, Lorica didn’t struggle as the centaur-king slowly unlaced her kirtle while the two young centaurs held onto her arms. At last, when the dress was unlaced, the king grasped hold of the edges of her bodice and slowly spread it open.

Lorica saw the king’s bushy eyebrows arc up and his eyes flare open as he gawked down at her mountainous breasts when they came spilling out into the open.

"By the hammer of Thor—" Jothar gasped. "I have never seen such magnificent udders. Why they are even more bountiful than the queen’s munificent wonders."

" Never in all my eighteen years have I seen such magnificent ones," Kinade muttered.

"They are larger than mine?" Lorica heard a feminine voice ask from behind her. And then, to her amazement, she saw a female centaur step out around Jason and up beside the king. "By the gods, so they are," the queen centaur gasped, reaching out and slowly running her soft fingers over Lorica’s oversized mammaries.

As she did, Lorica saw that although the queen’s bare breasts were not quite as big as her own breasts, they would have made many a woman proud to possess ones of such size and splendor.

"But My Queen, the grandeur of thy breasts is unsurpassed," Lorica gushed, not wishing to risk offending the queen.

"Do you really think so, human?" the queen snarled, stepping up in front of Lorica and reaching around behind her head. Then before Lorica could move, the queen grasped hold of a handful of hair and jerked Lorica’s head forward. Then, thrusting her quivering giants against Lorica’s oversized udders, the centaur queen crushed her lips against Lorica’s lips in a fiery, passionate kiss.

The kiss only lasted for a few seconds, but left Lorica gasping for breath when their lips did finally part.

"My Queen—" Lorica gasped as the centaur-queen pranced back a step and stood looking at her with her big, blue eyes.

"What? Do not some human women lust for other women as well as men?" the queen asked.

"Well, yes, My Queen, but I " Lorica mumbled looking around at the ring of centaurs.

"Where is it written that women must lust only after cock?" the queen laughed. "Can’t cunt lust after cunt, too."

"Yes, I suppose, but " Lorica said.

"Enough chatter—" the king snorted, stomping over to the wooden scaffolding. "I have decided the human’s punishment. Remove the human’s clothing."

"Yes, Father—" the two young centaurs said, almost in unison as each of them grasped hold of one edge of Lorica’s kirtle and roughly jerked it back off over her shoulders.

Naked, Lorica had never felt more exposed and vulnerable in her life as she felt the young centaurs grab hold of her wrists again and spread her arms out. Standing with her arms spread out to the side by the young horse-men, Lorica watched as the centaur king approached her.

"A nice stout one," the king snickered, running his powerful, hairy hands over Lorica’s huge breasts, slowly lifting them one by one, joggling them in his hands as if he were weighing them. "But we must do something about this," he muttered, dropping her breasts back down on her chest and running his hand over Lorica’s massive, swollen abdomen.

"No, My Lord, please, not that—" Lorica whimpered. What were they going to do to her baby, Lorica frantically wondered? She couldn’t let them take her child!

Just then, the king’s hand slipped lower down the jutting protuberance of her belly and cupped itself around her fur-covered mound.

"Have no fear, human, it will not hurt," the centaur coldly smiled, easing his chubby fingers up inside Lorica’s sticky, oozing cunt and slowly working them in and out of the slavering wound. "Ah, a nice, wet one," the king chuckled as he lifted his juice-covered fingers up to his nose and sniffed them. "And fragrant, too," he laughed, sticking his fingers into his mouth and sucking them clean. "She should take her punishment well. "

Then the king slowly stepped around behind Lorica and grasped hold of the fleshy cheeks of her more-than-ample ass.

"A nice rump, too," the king snickered, roughly squeezing the cheeks and spreading them apart to expose the pucker of Lorica’s anus. "Perhaps the human’s transgression was such that she must be doubly punished," he cackled, running a chubby finger up the crack of her ass and tickling its tip across Lorica’s cringing asshole.

"Please, My Lord," Lorica sniveled.

"Take her to the stocks—" Jothar snorted, stomping the ground with his hoof.

"Yes, Sire," Jason giggled as he started to pull Lorica in the direction of the wooden contraption sitting in the center of the field.

As she felt herself being dragged toward the stocks, Lorica saw the king walk over to the table sitting by them. Struggling to free herself, she watched as the centaur king lifted up a golden goblet and filled it with something out of one of the flagons sitting beside the scaffolds.

"First she must drink the potion to ready her for her punishment," the king declared. "Hold her—"

As the two horse-boys held Lorica between them, the king pranced up to her, grasped her by the hair and roughly jerked her head back.

"Drink, human—" he snarled, lifting the golden cup up to Lorica’s lips and tipping it.

Lorica had no choice but to drink as the sugary-sweet liquor splashed out onto her lips. Opening her mouth, she was able to drink down most of the elixir while the rest of it ran down her chin, onto her neck and down onto her massive, heaving breasts before dripping down onto her swollen belly.

The moment the warm, sweet liquid splashed down into her belly, Lorica felt a warm, soothing sensation spread out over her whole body before centering itself down inside the aching emptiness between her legs. Then suddenly she felt her swollen belly shrinking, contracting back to normal.

Feeling the sudden rush of arousal, Lorica wanted to fuck and she didn’t care who or what. She just wanted to fuck!

Using all the strength she could muster, she was finally able to jerk one hand free of one of the boy-centaur’s grasp. Unable to see down below the centaur-king’s belly, she blindly thrust her hand down under it to see if he was ready to mount her. He was! Her reeling brain shouted out to her as her hand bumped up against the rock-hard appendage jutting out under the centaur’s belly.

"My Lord—" Lorica gasped as her inquisitive fingers explored the length and girth of the mammoth cock. It was even larger than King Mearh’s mighty weapon, she giddily thought.

But it would never fit inside her cunt. It was far too large. Then, almost magically, she felt a strange, stretching sensation down inside her pussy. It felt like her cunt was unfolding, widening itself.

"It appears that the human wants her punishment," the king sneered, reaching over to the stocks and lifting the top half up.

"I need no restraint, My Lord," Lorica purred. "I will submit to my punishment willingly

"I am sorry, human but it must be this way. Tis unfortunate, but a human’s puny back, unlike a centaur’s," he snickered, pausing to look over at the queen centaur and wink, "is unable to hold up the weight of a centaur during the mating process," he continued on, grinning at his consort who batted her big, blue eyes and smiled back at him.

"Oh," Lorica purred, leaning down and resting her throat against the center cutout of the three cutouts in the bottom of the stocks. Then she felt her arms being lifted up to the cutouts on either side of her head. As soon as her arms were in the notches, the centaur-king quickly lowered the upper stock down trapping her neck and wrists.

Then she heard him slam the catch on the side of the stocks shut. Now she was ensnared in the stocks and unable to escape whatever her fate held for her.

"Father, Father, can I punish the human, too?" Jason snickered, stepping up behind Lorica’s fat, upturned ass.

"You know that it is the King’s right to mete out this special kind of punishment," Jothar grunted, roughly pushing the boy centaur aside and stepping up behind Lorica. "Lena, take care of your children. I do not want them pestering me while I carry out the punishment," Jothar told the female centaur. Then with a loud snort, the king-centaur reared up on its hind legs and dropped his front legs down on the padded top of the stocks.

The stocks let out a loud, protesting creak as the massive weight of the centaur settled down onto them.

Then Lorica felt something hard, wet, and round thud against her ass.

"Jason, come, let your father commence the punishment," Lorica heard the queen say as the half/woman-half/horse stepped around the stocks.

Just then Lorica felt the head of the king’s mighty cock brush against her pussy lips.

Wriggling her hips, Lorica squirmed around trying to get the giant penis inside her hungry emptiness. She could feel the blunt end of the massive horse-penis nudging against her softness, probing, searching for the entrance to her cunt. Then finally, it found her and she felt the big, hard cylinder of meat slip inside her.

"Yesssssss—My King," she hissed, thrusting back and sucking the giant cock into the emptiness between her legs. As she did, she felt the stocks lurch when the centaur-stallion lunged forward and drove his equine-peter into her as deep as it would go.

Lorica had never been so full of hard, throbbing cock-meat. It felt like it was in so deep it was going to pop out of her mouth any second.

With his front legs draped over the top of the stock, fetlocks hooked down over it for leverage, the centaur king strained against Lorica, grinding his furry belly against her, crushing the cushy cheeks of her ass, trying to push even deeper into the hot clutch of her widely-stretched cunt.

Then suddenly Jothar’s hairy haunches began to jerk and spring as he bucked and lurched back and forth driving his centaur-cock into Lorica’s slavering pussy balls deep on every ass-rippling thrust.

The sudden battering attack on poor Lorica’s pussy from the centaur-king was having a sudden and telling effect upon her as she felt an orgasm already swelling to fruition down inside her loins. As the centaur pumped his massive cock in and out of her, Lorica could hear the tortured screech of wood scraping against wood over the weird, grunting, groaning sounds the king was making. It sounded like the stocks were going to give way and crash to the ground any second.

Suddenly Lorica went deaf! Her head was spinning as a surge of pleasure swelled up from her loins and exploded in her brain. A scream burst forth from her lips as the sudden flood of sweet pleasure crashed down on her. Oblivious to everything around her but the monstrous penis thrusting in and out of her spasming cunt, Lorica felt her orgasm pound through her writhing, thrashing body. Clawing at air with her clutching fingers, she lunged backwards at the king’s thrusting penis as her whole body began to lurch and jerk. Only the stocks prevented her from falling to the ground.

Then Lorica heard a loud, primal bellow from behind her as the king’s belly crashed into her ass with such force she felt the stocks lurch. Suddenly, the giant penis buried down inside her quavering cunt bucked and she felt a hot, gooey wash of centaur-cum spew out into her pussy. The clinging warmth flooded out into her pussy coating its lining with the hot, sticky goo as it spread out through her filling her womb with its adhering heat.

King Jothar’s haunches were jiggling and jerking as he continued to snort and puff while he hunched into Lorica’s ravenous cunt over and over again.

Thankfully, Lorica giddily thought as at last the thrusts began to weaken while the flood of cum diminished to a gush, then to a trickle and finally stopped.

"By the hammer of Thor—" the king groaned, slowly backing and easing his huge, cum-slathered penis out from between Lorica’s lathered cunt-lips. At last, with a soft, wet gurgle, the monstrous cock slithered back out of Lorica’s pussy and flopped back down between the centaur’s hairy legs. But as it did, a giant gush of expended centaur-semen spewed out of Lorica’s overflowing pussy to splash down on the grass between the king’s hooves.

Still reeling from the consuming heat of her orgasm, Lorica suddenly felt a void she had never felt before. Where once the giant penis had filled her and brought her pleasure there was now only emptiness and craving. She wanted more cock —she needed to be fucked again—

"Kinade, she is yours—finish the punishment—" the king snickered, nuzzling Lorica’s ass with his muzzle. "But treat the cunt with dignity. It is indeed a splendid one –for a human—" he added with a snickering whinny.

Then she heard a scuffing sound behind her followed by a loud grunt just before Kinade’s front legs thudded down onto the top of the padded stocks above her head. As they did, she felt the wet, blunt end of the boy-centaur’s cock thud up against her quivering ass. Kinade must have been the youngest of the centaurs as his penis, while still impressive when compared to the size of most humans was somewhat smaller than King Jothar’s enormous cock and his brother, Jason’s prodigious organ.

Wriggling her hips, trying to help and find the probing cock with her pussy, Lorica fearfully felt the slippery, blunted head of the boy’s penis slide up into the crack of her ass. Then suddenly it nudged up against the cringing pucker of her asshole.

"No—" Lorica gasped, but was too late when an explosion of pain lit up her ass as Kinade’s cock spread her asshole open and drove down into the tight, restricting sphincter.

"Aieeeeeeee—" Lorica screamed out, lunging forward to try and escape the burning knot of pain wrapped around the thrusting cock buried deep inside her ass. But even as she did, the stocks held fast, keeping her from moving away from the pain.

"Kinade, I fear that ye have found the wrong hole," Jothar cackled, reaching down under Lorica and running his fingers up between the goo-lathered lips of her empty cunt.

"Aye, Father, but it too is a splendid hole for I have never felt a tighter one, My king, neither human, nor centaur—" Kinade snickered, jerking his hips back and ramming his penis back into the clutching tightness of Lorica clenched asshole.

"Enjoy it, My Son, it is my gift to thee," Jothar laughed, stepping over to the table and picking up the goblet he had made Lorica drink from earlier. Then he tilted the cup over a silver platter and filled it with the red liquor. Stepping around in front of the stocks, the king bent over and held the platter under Lorica’s face.

"Drink—" he ordered.

Remembering the soothing sensation from earlier, Lorica stuck her tongue out and began to lap at the sweet, sugary liquid. Swallowing the first mouthful, Lorica felt the warm, calming elixir rush down her throat and into her belly. As it splashed down into her stomach, the pain in her ass immediately subsided.

Continuing to lick and lap at the mysterious potion, she felt pleasure where there had once been only pain as her ass was filled with the singing spasms of delight filling it.

"Yesssssssssssssss—" she hissed, thrusting back at the boy-centaur’s pistoning cock as it pounded in and out of her ass.

Pawing at the stock for leverage, the young centaur pummeled Lorica’s ass with wild abandon while his father stood proudly looking on.

Lorica could feel the boy-centaur’s lust as his grunts grew louder and his thrusts became harder and deeper.

Then suddenly, she found herself face to face with the King’s giant, limp penis as it dangled down in front of her face. Then he reared up and hooked his legs over the top of the stocks. Looking up over the centaur’s hairy belly, she saw that he was smiling down at her as he reached down under his belly and lifted his lifeless, limp prick up to her lips.

"Suck it, human—suck on my centaur-cock and make it hard again so I can fill your mouth with its creamy treasure," Jothar leered down at her grabbing hold of a handful of hair with one hand as he forced the blunt head of his penis in between Lorica’s lips.

Lorica had no choice as she began to suck and pull on the giant cock. But she wouldn’t have objected anyway for the potion he had given her had filled her with lust and driven away all objections she might have had.

Now filled at both ends with centaur-cock, Lorica wallowed in the sheer perversion of it all. The young centaur’s staying power was incredible as he pumped into her ass with the tireless energy of youthfulness while the king’s mighty scepter grew and swelled inside her mouth. Orgasms came and went for Lorica as the trio of centaurs and human sucked, slurped, fucked and humped away the afternoon.

At last, Lorica felt the boy-centaur’s belly crash against her ass as his cock exploded down inside her bowels, filling them with a flood of rich, creamy centaur-cum while he screamed out his triumph. Seeing his son’s orgasm must have triggered something inside the king’s loins because his hips shot forward and drove his massive penis into Lorica’s throat as it began to twitch and spurt.

Suddenly, the clearing was filled with a brilliant flash of light so bright, it blinded all of them

Lorica awoke to a feeling of warmth enveloping her body. Groggily opening her eyes, she looked around and found herself floating in a warm, soothing pond as the waters softly lapped at her flattened breasts.

"Mother," Liana happily called out as she floated and bobbed on the surface of the water only a few feet away.
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Chapter 6 - Queen Hippolyta

 

Crawling out of the queen’s carriage, Leopold closed the door behind him and checked his clothing to make sure that he had gotten everything back into its proper place.

Looking around, he didn’t see his mother, Lorica or his sister, Liana.

"Captain Bullis, have you seen my mother and sister?" he asked the Captain of the Guard who was standing by his wagon polishing his sword.

"They went into the Enchanted Forest, My Lord," the captain told him, pointing to the opening in the trees where the path disappeared into the forest. "Over there —"

"Why didn’t you go with them to guard them?" Leopold asked.

"The queen ventured there and nothing happened to her, so I did not think anything would happen to them, My Lord," he said, running a soft cloth over the shimmering blade of his sword.

"I hope that you are right, Captain, because if anything has happened to them, I shall have your head," Leopold barked, stomping off up the trail leading into the forest.

"Do you wish for me to accompany thee, My Lord," the captain quaked.

"No. I do not wish to have a sniveling coward to have to look after in addition to searching for my mother and sister—" Leopold angrily snorted over his shoulder.

Stepping into the hushed quiet of the forest, Leopold stopped. He had a strange sense that he was being watched as he slowly eased his sword out of its scabbard. Flicking his eyes from side to side as he crept down the darkened path, he searched for whomever or whatever it was that was spying on him, but saw nothing.

Slinking through the eerie quietness, Leopold came to the point in the path where it branched out into four new directions. Veering to the right slightly, he continued to move deeper into the dark, foreboding forest. Then he heard a bubbling brook as he stepped out into a quiet, sleepy meadow. He could smell the fragrance of the wildflowers gently wafting in the soft breeze as he stepped over to the happy, little stream and knelt down beside it. Cupping his hand, he dipped it in the water and brought a handful up to his lips. Sipping from his hand, Leopold drank several handfuls before pushing back up to his feet and heading back for the path.

Suddenly, Leopold felt an overpowering need for sleep as he dropped to his knees and then rolled over onto his back amidst the slowly swaying flowers. Within seconds, he was asleep.

With dreams of Queen Wynflaeth, his mother, Lorica, and his sister, Liana dancing through his head, Leopold slept.

Then, suddenly he was jarred from his sleep by a spark of pain as something pricked his neck.

As his eyes flew open, he found himself looking up the glistening, silver blade of a sword. As his eyes flew up the blade to see who was wielding it, he was stunned to see that it was a woman towering over him, straddling him and holding the tip of her sword pressed against his neck.

Leopold had never gazed upon such beauty as he gawked up at the statuesque woman. Then he saw a diamond-encrusted tiara nestled down in her shimmering ebony hair suggesting that she might be some sort of royalty.

"Who are you?" the woman haughtily asked, pushing the tip of the sword into his skin and bringing blood as Leopold felt a warm trickle creep down his neck. "And what are you doing in my meadow?"

"I, I’m Leopold. Prince Leopold of Deer Glen," Leopold fearfully mumbled, letting his fingers slowly creep toward the handle of his sword that had fallen to the ground beside him when he fell asleep. "I was sleepy—"

But before he could reach his sword, the tip of her sword that had been nicking his neck was resting against the back of his hand, pinning it to the ground.

"I would not do that, my lord. It would not be a wise thing to do," the woman coldly smiled, pricking the back of his hand and bringing more blood.

Fearing for his life, Leopold still couldn’t stop from appreciably studying the beautiful creature that seemingly held his life in her hands.

Long, glistening black hair hung down around her classically-beautiful face. Big, jade-green eyes defiantly returned his stare as his eyes crept down over the upturned pinch of her nose to her perfectly-sculpted, Cupid’s bow lips.

"Does my lord find me pleasant to the eye?" Leopold heard her boldly ask as his eyes slowly crept down her long, slender neck to the slopes of her exquisite breasts.

"Yes, My Lady " Leopold whispered as he let his eyes wander over the unexcelled beauty of her proud, uplifted breasts. Each of the wondrous udders was softly jiggling and jutting up out of the darkened circles capping the treasures there were two sharp, pointy nipples obviously hard and swollen.

Dropping his eyes lower, he admired the flat tautness of her abdomen. Around her waist, there was a golden girdle holding an empty, jewel-encrusted scabbard that hung down beside her left leg. The gold girdle swooped down from her waist, cupping the mound on her sex and hiding her svelte hips under a mesh of gold mail. Her long, curving legs were sculpted out of the finest bronze alabaster as they swooped down to a pair of leather belts wrapped around her thighs to match the sets of leather thongs curled around her long, muscular arms. Her tiny feet were encased in a pair of sandals that were crisscrossed with straps of red leather.

Slowly lifting his eyes back up her statuesque body, he found her coolly smiling back down at him.

"Who? Who are you?" Leopold asked.

"I am Queen Hippolyta of the Amazons," she said, lifting the tip of the sword off the back of his hand. Then, grasping hold of the handle of the sword in both hands, she lifted it up into the air above her head. Then suddenly, the queen gave out a soft grunt, her arms flashing down as a spasm of panic lit up Leopold's brain. Suddenly a rush of relief swept over his body as the queen plunged the sword into the ground inches above his head.

"What?" the queen softly laughed, straddling him with her fists on her hips as she smiled down at him. "Did you think I was going to slay thee?"

"I, I didn’t know," Leopold muttered, watching her long fingers caressing the oblong buckle in the front of the golden girdle wrapped around her willowy hips.

"I could not do that," she laughed, her fingers working underneath the golden buckle. "I could not slay the father of my daughter to be."

"What? I, I do not understand. I, I have never " he started to say but was interrupted by the queen.

"It is the law of the Amazons that each of us must venture forth once in a year to copulate, to become with child, and proliferate our race," she said. "It is my time to perform that task and I have chosen you—you will perform this task with me —Yes?" she asked, the hint more of a declaration than a question as she unbuckled the buckle and slowly unwrapped the sparkling, gold girdle from around the swell of her round, supple hips.

"Uhhhhh..." Leopold stammered, at a loss for words.

"I will not have my command disobeyed. Is that understood," she softly laughed, reaching out and letting the girdle drop down onto the grass amidst the swaying flowers.

"Yes, My Queen," Leopold grinned staring down at the forest of ebony curls covering the tip of the queen’s flat belly. As he did, he saw that the nest of dark curls was split down the middle by a rift of ruffled pink.

"What would the queen wish for her humble servant to do for her?" Leopold asked ogling her beautiful, bobbling breasts.

"First," she said with a sly smile on her pretty lips, "I wish my cunt eaten. Can my lord execute that service for the queen?" she asked, reaching down and rubbing the tip of a long, slender finger back and forth across the glistening, pink pearl jutting out of the fleshy sheath just above the wet, dew-covered lips of her pussy.

"But of course, My Queen. It would be my honor to perform that service for the queen. What lord wouldn’t gladly forfeit one of his testicles to be allowed to dine on such a succulent morsel," Leopold grinned up at her.

"That is not necessary, my lord," the queen softly laughed. "And besides, the queen has use of my lord’s testicles—both of them so that he might produce a daughter for her."

Watching the warrior-queen slowly lean over him, Leopold saw her big, pendulous breasts hanging down, softly swaying, bumping against one another as she eased down onto her knees above him. Still straddling him with her knees brushing against his shoulders, Leopold watched the juicy, wet wound between her long legs slowly descend down toward his lips.

Lifting his arms, Leopold reverently cupped the soft, firm cheeks of the queen’s lovely ass in his hands and guided her dew-covered rose down to his lips. Then as his lips brushed across the weeping softness and his tongue found the hard jut of her clit, he heard the queen give out a soft hiss.

"Yesssssss—" she hissed, her hips twitching as she thrust herself against him.

Flicking his tongue, Leopold slowly twirled its probing tip round and round the jutting convergence of the queen’s sex.

As Leopold fluttered his tongue over her clit, Hippolyta clutched his shoulders between her strong, shapely legs as she leaned back over his belly and legs. Dropping her arms down behind her, she grasped hold of his legs in her hands as her long, ebony hair hung down between her arms, the curled tips tickling across the underside of his stiff cock.

The hot juices seeping out of her cunt were sweeter than any Andarian honey Leopold had ever tasted as the sticky goo covered his lips, chin and throat. He could feel the queen’s delectable ass squirming and wriggling while she ground her clit against his twisting, lapping tongue.

As Leopold ravaged the queen’s vulnerable sex, her moans grew louder and her legs clamped tighter against his shoulders.

Then the queen gave out a long, choking gasp as her ass began to twitch and jerk, pattering around all over his chest and neck. Her strong legs were gripping his shoulders so tightly, Leopold felt as if he had been caught in a vice as more and more thick, creamy cunt-juice spewed out of her spasming cunt.

Leopold was drowning in the pungence pouring out of the queen’s cunt as she came and came on his face. He had never seen so much cunt-cream, but what did one expect when the queen only gave into her urges once a year, he laughed to himself?

On and on went the wailing, flailing orgasm as it consumed the queen in its fiery heat until at last, Leopold felt the tension in the queen’s muscles begin to melt away as she lifted back up onto her knees then dropped down onto her all fours over him. As she did, he found himself staring up at the most perfect pair of breasts his eyes had ever had the pleasure of gazing upon. They were flawless in every way. They were the perfect size and shape without a single blemish to mar the smooth, pink skin covering them as they softly jiggled and shook above his face.

As the warrior-queen crouched over him trying to catch her breath, Leopold could see that her brow was speckled with big, glistening drops of sweat as he reached up and reverently ran his fingers over the damp smoothness of her bobbling tits.

"One almost forgets the ecstasy of an orgasm when there is such a lengthy span of time between them," she softly murmured, gently thrusting her quivering breast against his fondling fingers.

"I do not have the forbearance to test that theorem, My Queen," Leopold chuckled, pinching the soft, mushy nub sticking out of the tip of her dangling teat. "And I do not wish to attempt it."

"Neither do I, but it is the law," she told him. "And banishment is the punishment for breaking it—I do not wish to be banished from the tribe."

"I would be banished daily," Leopold smiled up at her slowly twisting the big rosebud between his finger and thumb. As he did, he was mildly surprised to find the fleshy nub was oozing out drops of warm, sticky milk.

"That does not surprise me for I can still smell the scent of another woman on you," she softly laughed, making her oozing breasts bobble.

"Milk?" Leopold murmured, dropping his fingers down to his mouth and licking the sugary sweetness off them.

"Does that surprise thee? Is not the forest enchanted? One’s every wish can be granted here and I wish to be with milk for my lord," she murmured.

"Oh—" Leopold grinned.

"But enough idle chatter," she smiled, pushing back up onto her knees and scooting back until her pussy was resting atop the huge bulge jutting out against the front of his tight breeches. Reaching down to the row of buttons that ran down the front of his rumpled, juice-soaked shirt, she began to unbutton them as she ground her cunt against his hidden cock. "Now tis time for us to copulate and give me the daughter I want "

"Yes," Leopold agreed watching her marvelous breasts bob and bump against one another as her fingers flew down the front of his blouse.

Seconds later, the blouse was unbuttoned as Queen Hippolyta pushed up onto her sandals and extended her arms down to him.

"Stand," she brusquely ordered, clasping his hands in hers and pulling.

Struggling up onto his butt, Leopold let himself be pulled up onto his feet in front of her. As he did, he could see that the queen’s puffy nipples were still oozing milk that formed two tiny white streams curling down the underside of her breasts and running down onto her belly.

Surprised by her height, Leopold found that his eyes were level with the queen’s chin.

Leaning against him, thrusting her leaking breasts against his hairy chest, the warrior-queen roughly shoved his blouse back off his shoulders and let it drop to the ground behind him.

Then with a sultry smile on her pouty lips, Hippolyta slowly eased down onto her knees in the grass in front of Leopold. Reaching up to the silver buckle on the belt wrapped around his waist, she quickly flicked it open. Then her nimble fingers began to slowly, teasingly work their way down the fly of his breeches as Leopold stood with his arms hanging down at his sides while he watched her.

Finally, his britches were unbuttoned and the queen impatiently spread them open.

"Braies—" she irately snorted, seemingly angered by the fact that Leopold was wearing braies. They should be outlawed. All they do is hinder copulation—"

Then the queen shoved her long fingers down under the waistline of his underpants and roughly jerked them down around his knees.

As she did, Leopold's giant cock flopped out into the open sticking straight out at the Amazon Queen.

"My Lord " Hippolyta murmured, appreciatively running her fingers down the stiff, swollen shaft of the Leopold's oversized penis. "I have seen few weapons of the size and grandeur of your mighty sword," she smiled, fingering the big, purple head of the monster and capturing a drop of the creamy goo that was seeping out of the slit in its tip. The drop of prefuck glistened in the hazy sunlight as she lifted her finger up to her mouth and sensually licked it off with her tongue.

"Mmmmmmm " she murmured as she curled her hands around Leopold's hips and cupped the hairy cheeks of his ass. Leaning forward, she pursed her full, red lips around the rounded tip of his cockhead. Then, gently pulling, she slowly let her lips crawl down the tapered head of his dick enveloping it in the moist warmth of her mouth as she softly sucked.

Leopold's hips instinctively pushed forward as the queen’s lips collapsed down around the shaft of his cock just below the crowned rim of the glans. Then she looked up at him with her big, jade-green eyes as her lips slowly sank lower and lower down the veined shaft of his jutting penis.

It felt like he was sticking his cock into a vat of warm, clinging honey as she lapped at the underside of his peter while she sucked more and more inside her mouth. Then Leopold felt the head of his cock nudge up against the opening of her throat. Expecting her to back her mouth back off his penis, Leopold was surprised when instead, she dug her fingernails into his ass and pulled him against the tight opening.

Then he heard a gagging gurgle as he felt the head of his penis slither through the opening and down into her throat. Gawking down in elated exuberance, he watched her lips sink lower and lower down the shaft. He could feel the muscles in her throat clutching, squeezing down around his cock as it sank deeper and deeper. Finally, the queen’s full, red lips were buried down in the forest of curls encircling the base of his giant peter.

Fighting to contain the eruptive force building down inside his loins, Leopold could feel the tip of the queen’s upturned nose digging into his belly at the same time her chin was brushing against the fleshy sac holding his seed-filled balls.

Finally, with another soft gurgle, the queen slowly eased her lips back down the slobber-coated shaft of his penis. The clasping tightness of her throat formed a suction on his cock so strong, she had to bring her hands around in front of him to push him back. Then Leopold felt the stricture of the opening of her throat release its hold on him as the head of his cock slithered back out into her mouth.

Letting Leopold's cock flop out from between her lips, the queen took a deep breath that made her mountainous udders shudder and heave. As his stiff cock jutted out only inches from the queen’s lips, Leopold saw that there were long, stringy strands of spit hanging down from it.

Then, before he knew what was happening, the queen wrapped her hands around behind his knees and jerked at the same time she butted the top of her head against his belly knocking him backward. Losing his balance, Leopold toppled and went sprawling backwards to land on his ass in the grass.

Landing with a soft "Ompffff", Leopold sat watching as the queen grasped hold of his leggings and with an impatient jerk, pulled them down his legs and off over his feet.

As she did, Leopold's steel-hard penis slashed up and down wetly slapping against his belly.

Slinging his britches to the ground, Hippolyta impatiently grasped hold of Leopold by the shoulders and shoved him down onto his back.

Lying on the ground looking up at the Amazon warrior, Leopold watched as she straddled his legs. Looking down at the furry nest of curls covering the tip of her taut belly, he could see that the fleshy, pink lips splitting the dark pelt were glistening wetly in the hazy sunlight.

Then the queen leaned down and with the grace and elegance of a jungle cat stalking its prey crouched over him. Slowly easing down, she let her knees settle down into the grass beside Leopold's hips as her wet, oozing cunt hung in the air above his prone cock. Dropping lower over him, she sank her teeth into the crook of his neck where it met his shoulder. Leopold felt a stitch of pain as her sharp fangs dug down into his skin, but he didn’t complain as he reached down and dug his fingers down into the soft, giving firmness of her ass. Then he felt her soft, warm fingers on his rock-hard penis.

Opening her mouth, she pulled it off his shoulder and crushed her bloody lips down against his. Leopold could taste the coppery taste of his blood on the queen’s tongue as it wormed its way inside his mouth and found his tongue.

Finally, the fiery kiss ended and Hippolyta pushed back up to balance herself on her knees and one hand while she lifted Leopold's cock up under her drooling cunt with her other hand. A wild, crazed look flashed across her jade-green eyes for as second before they fluttered shut and Leopold felt the head of his penis brush against the slippery softness between her legs.

Clutching her soft ass in his hands, Leopold could feel her slowly rubbing the pointy head of his penis up and down between her fleshy cunt lips to coat it with her slippery juices. Finally, seemingly satisfied that it was sufficiently lubricated, she seated the tapered tip into the opening of her hot, moist vagina. As the clutching warmth settled down around the head of his penis, Leopold pushed down on her hips as she slowly slid down onto his jutting cock.

As the queen slowly sank down on his penis, Leopold saw a soft grimace wrinkle across her forehead. Lower and lower she sank until at last the kinky, black curls covering the tip of her belly were tangled with the curly, brown curls encircling the thick base of Leopold's manhood. She had taken the entire length of Leopold's oversized organ up inside the clinging softness of her cunt.

Cunt, Leopold woozily thought. It was the most wonderful thing in the whole, wide world. While each one was different, they were all the same and Queen Hippolyta’s tight, hot cunt was certainly no exception to the rule except that it was maybe tighter and hotter than most cunts he had had the pleasure of partaking of.

"My Lord " the queen softly gurgled and began to slowly move up and down on his jutting penis. "Do not come until I give you permission. Can you do that for me, My Lord?" she softly panted as her round, svelte hips continued to slowly push up and down.

"Yes, My Queen " Leopold whispered, curling his hips up and thrusting up into her on every downward lunge she made. Reveling in the feel of the queen’s hot sex on his penis, Leopold dug his fingers down into the quivering, rippling cheeks of her delightful ass and slammed her down on his thrusting cock every time he drove up into her. He could feel firm muscles underneath the layer of soft flesh tightening and relaxing as the queen tirelessly pushed up and down on his cock. It was an exquisite sensation, the combination of wetness, warmth and velvety smoothness clinging to his cock.

"Touch my breasts " Queen Hippolyta cooed as the dangling treasures flicked up and down above his chest. "Touch them—"

Letting go of the queen’s ass, Leopold lifted his hand up to her full, heavy breasts and gently cupped them. As he did, he could see that the big, puffy nipples were covered with creamy, white milk as it continued to leak out and dribble down the undersides of her breasts.

Softly squeezing, Leopold massaged the big udders and was surprised when tiny streams of milk began to spray out of the knobby nipples capping her exquisite breasts. The mist of milk seemed to hang in the air for the longest time before it finally floated down to speckle his face and chest with tiny, white droplets.

Breathing deeply, the queen stopped moving and bent down over Leopold again.

Leaning down, supporting herself on one arm, she lifted her other hand up and softly kissed the tips of her fingers. Then, she gently pressed them against Leopold's lips before she slowly sat back up.

Again, she began a slow gentle rocking motion with her hips, back and forth, back and forth as she fucked the boy’s cock. Slowly easing his hands out from under her oozing breasts, Leopold slid them along the tops of the queen’s smooth, creamy thighs. As he did, the warrior-queen grasped hold of one of his hands and pulled it up until it was resting against the furry nest of curls just above where his cock was sliding in and out of her juice-smeared cunt. Then, pulling Leopold's stubby middle finger out away from the rest of the fingers, she pushed it down until it was rubbing against the tip of her clit.

Sensing her intention, Leopold began to slowly rub his finger back and forth across the swollen nub while the queen worked her hot, slick cunt up and down on his juice-slickened prick. As she continued the slow, methodical undulation of her hips, Leopold saw that her green eyes had a distant, unfocused look in them. Still rocking back and forth, her pussy kept a slow, rhythmic sucking, squeezing, clutching suction on Leopold's thrusting penis

Raising his ass off the ground below, Leopold drove deeper into the clutching softness as she pushed herself down trying to get him deeper inside her. The queen’s hips were in constant motion working back and forth, her cunt grasping and releasing his cock while his fingers teased and tormented her hard, swollen clit.

Leopold could feel his juices begin to bubble down inside his balls as he saw the queen’s bright eyes begin to glaze over. Then her hips came to a shuddering stop as she looked down at him and panted, "Not yet—My Lord—not yet—"

With the movement of her hips stopped, Leopold could feel the suction of her cunt gripping on his cock increase. As she sat motionless atop him, Leopold's eyes were drawn back to the queen’s heavy, milk-laden breasts. The slightest movement caused the udders to ripple and wobble before his eyes. Then the queen leaned down and slipped her hand around behind his head. Pulling his head up off the ground, she thrust her breasts against him, trapping his face between the pendulous treasures. After a few seconds, seemingly sensing that he had regained a modicum of control, she gently pulled away and pushed back up onto her knees. Smiling down at him, she ever so slowly began the rhythmic rocking of her hips again, raising herself up on his cock and then sliding back down it pushing it deeper and deeper on every effort.

Within moments, Leopold could feel the pressure building down inside his balls once again. The pace of their fucking was growing faster and faster as the queen’s breathing was growing more frantic and her eyes were starting to get that glazed, unfocused look that accompanied a woman’s orgasm.

"No, not yet—not yet," she moaned out as her hips lurched to a stop once again.

The queen seemed to want to prolong the copulation, drag it out, make it last longer as she sat atop Leopold impaled on his long, thick dick. But who could blame her? It had been a year since her last fucking and it would be another year before her next fucking, Leopold giddily thought. As the queen’s breathing began to slow Leopold scrunched the muscles around the base of his cock and made it twitch inside her. As it did, Queen Hippolyta softly moaned and began to gently rock her hips back and forth. As her hips rolled and moved back and forth like well-oiled machines, her big, puffy nipples were still leaking. The two streams of white milk ran down under her bobbling breasts, onto her taut belly, through the tangle of curls covering its tip and onto Leopold's thrusting penis as it slid in and out of her pussy.

Leopold could feel the tension in his loins building again as the queen fucked him with agonizing slowness, building up the tension inside both of them.

Frowning, the queen seemed concentrated on not letting the copulation end until she had extracted every last iota of pleasure from their union. Leopold could feel his balls slowly scrunching up against the bottom of his cock as they gathered themselves to unleash the boiling, roiling lake of semen down inside them. But the queen seemed to somehow sense the impending eruption as her hips jerked to a stop once again.

"Why do you stop, My Queen? I ache with the need to give thee what you desire. Why will you not let me?" Leopold whimpered, thrusting up into her, trying to make her start again.

Seeing that the queen seemed to be hovering on the line, Leopold curled his hips and thrust up into her as deep as he could. Suddenly, it was as if the animal trapped inside her broke free and possessed her as her hips began to slash back and forth in a raging fury.

"Yessssss—Yessssss—Yessssss—Give my your seed, My Lord—" she gasped

Leopold let go and released control as his cock lurched deep inside the queen’s hot, tight cunt. The instant Leopold's hot cream began to spew out inside the warrior-queen’s cunt, the fleshy sheath clamped down around his cock so tight he thought she was going to squeeze the life out of it. The queen’s thighs gripped against Leopold's jerking hips like a vice as her hips began to jerk and lurch back and forth wildly.

Throwing her head back, the queen screamed as thick, gooey surges of bodily fluids gushed out around Leopold's twitching, spurting cock while it pumped more and more cum into the hungry hole.

The queen’s fingers became talons as she dug them down into Leopold's shoulders, screaming and letting her orgasm consume her. As she came and came, her nipples became fountains spraying out streams of hot milk to coat Leopold's face and chest with its sticky warmth. There was so much of the creamy milk, Leopold felt like he was drowning in the sweet elixir.

At last, Leopold's giant peter gave one last twitch, sending out the last of his sperm into the queen’s gluttonous cunt. At the same instant, there was a sudden flash of light and a peal of sound so loud, it deafened him and he suddenly felt himself flailing around in water, splashing and spluttering to keep from drowning. Then all of a sudden, his foot brushed against the rocky bottom below him. The water wasn’t deep, he thankfully thought dropping his feet down onto the stones and standing up.

Wiping the water out of his eyes, Leopold heard two voices squeal out his name, "Leo—"-"Leo—" Turning in the direction of the voices, Leopold saw Liana and Lorica splashing toward him with big, happy smiles plastered on their lips.

"Mother—Liana—" Leopold joyfully shouted watching the women’s bare breasts heaving and floundering around on their chests as they flailed their way toward him.

Suddenly Leopold found himself enveloped in warm, soft flesh as both women grabbed him in their arms and crushed their spongy, slippery breasts against him. There seemed to be arms and hands everywhere as the three of them splashed around in the water. Touching him, groping him, the hands quickly found his cock that hadn’t even had time to deflate after its epic battle with the warrior queen.

Then somehow, he found Liana’s long, lissome legs wrapped around his waist as she locked her arms around behind his neck and sank down on his jutting spear…




Epilogue

 

Alas, we must pause in our tale of days gone by. We will depart for a while to let the children of the kings and queens of Deer Glen and Eagle’s Nook grow and mature into young women and men. Then perhaps, one day, we will return to the lands of kings, queens, princesses, and princes to see where fate has led our heroes and heroines




The End
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