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Foreword

 


Gentle Reader,

This is not a contemporary hotwife tale. It's not realistic. It's fantastical. Cinematic. 
 

Operatic.
 

You'll need to put on your suspension suspenders to enjoy this one. Romeo and Juliet meets The Legend of Sleepy Hollow. Except Juliet's got a thing for BBC and Romeo's played by Ichabod Crane. And instead of a headless horseman...well, you get the picture. Just a little Halloween fun.
 

If that sounds like it might be your thing, read on. 
 

I promise I've made it rough.
 







Chapter 1

 


I know the exact moment I fell in love with Anna Elizabeth. We had been seeing each other for several months. Our relationship up to that moment had been strictly platonic. She had explained early on of her devotion to chastity before marriage. That day, however, she bent her rectitude.
 

My uncle had passed. My last living relative. We had not been close but his death made me acutely aware of how alone I was in the world. Anna Elizabeth was kind enough to attend the funeral with me. She was kind enough to come for coffee afterwards. Then dinner. After I'd walked her home and was standing outside the door to her apartment I sensed her hesitation at letting me walk away, alone, into the night.
 

"Please don't...misread my intentions," she whispered, turning her gaze to the ground. When she looked back up at me with her round, blue eyes I felt the warmest shiver of lust course through me. "I would feel badly if you had to spend the night alone."
 

Of course I understood that she was doing it out of friendship but the maleness in my mind began to unwind a string of possibilities as to how I would end up in her arms. Pushing my own depravity aside I accepted her invitation with a humble smile. She led me up the stairs.
 

We sat in her living room and talked for a while. I sat on the edge of the couch and Anna Elizabeth sat across the room in a large, somewhat worn, brown armchair. She, too, sat on the edge of it with her back straight, as if any less formal posture might invite a more intimate attention.
 

In fact I was having quite a bit of trouble concentrating on our conversation. Anna Elizabeth was a stunning woman. She had a thick mane of wavy golden hair that cascaded down onto her shoulders when it was let out. She normally wore it in a tight bun but had taken it out when we'd stepped inside, explaining that a headache was bothering her. She had large breasts that swelled, then sank with each breath she took. Every swell would tug at my attention and it was quite a feat of will looking her in the eye. 
 

You can imagine the toll it took on my undersexed twenty year old self, sitting there with a beautiful woman who I already had strong feelings for, unable to do a thing about them.
 

After our chat she said it was probably time for bed and excused herself to go perform her toilet in the bathroom. I did my best to steal only the tiniest glance at her behind as it swayed past me. When she shut the door of the bathroom I let out an exhale and hoped she would go to bed soon so I could have some privacy and relieve myself of the pressure that had built between my legs.
 

That's when I saw the tiny sliver of light crack between the bathroom door and the frame. Obviously the latch hadn't caught. My maleness once again took over. Was it that? Was it an innocent mistake or an invitation? Could Anna Elizabeth, too shy to say it, have decided to invite me to her another way? As soon as I had the thought there was no going back.
 

Of course I tried to convince myself not to. I tried to talk myself out of getting up off that couch and creeping towards the door. I screamed at myself inside to do the right thing and sit back down and not be a lewd pervert voyeur. I felt possessed. As if a foreign spirit had invaded my body and was compelling me to act. I sucked in a breath as I neared the door, and held it.
 

My heart thundered as I laid eyes on her. She had changed out of her clothes already and into a thin negligee. The material was so sheer that I could see the color of her lily-white skin beneath. Wide-eyed I drank in the sight of her exposed bits of flesh.
 

Her breasts, unbound by a bra were still pert and ripe. The pillowy mounds were topped with two protruding, pink buttons. Nipples so stiff, aching to be twisted and suckled. The robe was held together by a thin strand of lace, tied at her waist in a knot. It made the material hug her shapely curves, dipping in to her waist then flaring again with her generous hips.
 

My palms began to sweat as my eyes settled on the downy patch of fur below her navel. A lighter blonde than the hair on her head, there was barely any of it there. And below it? Below it I laid eyes on the slender cleft of flesh, the soft guardian of her entrance. My vision tunnelled. I blinked, checking whether I was really seeing what I was seeing or if it was some hallucination. 
 

It wasn't. There, in the gap between her legs, clinging to one pursed lip of her cunt was a clear drop of her honeyed dew, evidence of her arousal. I couldn't help but breathe again, trying to smell her scent.
 

She stirred at the sound.
 

I froze. I looked up. Our eyes met in the mirror. A raw, red shame welled from inside me. What a pervert I'd been! What a monster! Leering at her perfect, innocent figure like some back-alley drunk, probably making her fear for her life in her own home! And now she had seen it. She had seen what a depraved character I really was and would probably never want to have anything to do with me ever again.
 

I spun around, my face burning with shame and embarrassment, hoping I could make it to the door. Too cowardly to face her even, and apologize for my behaviour.
 

"Matthew! Wait!" Her whispered words froze me in place. I didn't dare turn back around. I couldn't. I knew I deserved what was coming, whatever admonishment she'd have, I deserved it. I didn't want to hear it, all the same. I didn't want to hear how I'd trampled the delicate flower of her innocence with my leering ways. I didn't want to see the disappointment in her eyes.
 

I felt her step behind me. More shame coursed through me as I realized her barely covered body was now just inches from me. It took every ounce of self-control I had to not turn and gape at her shapely frame.
 

When she spoke, it was so softly that I could barely hear it. The damp warmth of her breath on my neck and cheek hardened the erection that had risen between my legs. "I...I left the door unlatched on purpose."
 

What?!? Was I dreaming?!? Was this a pervert's dream coming true?!? No you idiot! Apologize to her! Do the right thing! I started to turn. I opened my mouth, her name on my lips, "Anna Elizabeth, I'm sor..."
 

"Shh!" The plump pad of a single, slender finger pressed against my lips. "Let me finish."
 

I stood in place, my body torn between hope and terror at what was about to happen next. Would the dream come true? Or was I in for a nightmare?
 

"I know I've told you that I intend to remain...whole. To keep myself intact for the man I marry."
 

Breathing heavily, I nodded, not daring to say a word to interrupt her train of thought.
 

"But I know what a difficult time this must be for you." She paused and swallowed, pursing her cherry red lips. 
 

I glanced up at the delicate, undulating flesh on her throat. I nodded. Oh God. Please. Go. On.
 

She turned her eyes down towards the ground. "I know that there are certain...comforts men seek in times like this." She looked up. 
 

Our eyes met. Was this really happening?!? My cock throbbed. More shame welled up from my gut.
 

"Anna Elizabeth..."
 

She interrupted me again. This time with the side of her finger to her own, pouting lips. She shook her head ever so slightly from side to side. Another step closer.
 

It was now impossible to resist. It was impossible to resist looking down at her breasts that were just inches away. They heaved and fell. Heaved and fell. 
 

Then, a delicate hand reached up. White fingers, nails painted bright red dipped beneath the lace. They cupped the soft and generous mound of her breast and pulled it out.
 

I gasped at the exposed flesh, the pointy nipple even pinker than it had seemed behind the thin veneer. I looked up and into her eyes. She was...holding herself, as if she were offering herself to me. There could be no doubt. This was the comfort she meant to give.
 

I sank down onto my knees before her. I lifted a trembling hand and touched the soft flesh of her breast, still unable to believe what was happening. 
 

She closed her eyes at my touch. Her lips parted and I heard the exhale of a single, soft breath.
 

Then I was not myself again. Some other thing was driving me, compelling me to act. I felt myself lean forward. I took that tantalizing nipple in between my lips and stroked it roughly with my tongue. I licked and suckled at her teat and when she'd had enough and the skin was raw and sore from my attention she pulled out her other. I did the same to it. The whole time my cock was throbbing between my legs, aching to be taken out and pumped to release. I wondered how this evening was going to end. Would she weaken and renege on her vow? Would I feel the soft, wet succor of her cunt?
 

Emboldened by Anna Elizabeth's gentle moans I put my hand between her legs and began moving up her thigh.
 

She stepped back, her nipple popping out of my mouth with a noisy slop.
 

"I'm...I'm sorry," I stammered, thinking that I'd killed the whole thing with my greed. If I could only take it back! If I could have been satisfied with suckling her nipples instead of trying for more!
 

Another finger to her lips. Another slight shake of her head.
 

I knelt there, frozen in terror and wonder at what she was going to do next.
 

Leaving her breasts exposed, hanging outside of the negligee, Anna Elizabeth turned around. The light from the bathroom doorway bathed her in a glowing halo and I knew at that moment that she would forever be my angel. She lifted a hand. Her finger crooked, inviting me to follow.
 

I scrambled to my feet and shuffled into the bathroom behind her.
 

She stood, staring at me in the mirror. Her eyes had changed. Her demure gaze had grown more...confident, somehow. Commanding.
 

"Undo your belt." She said it just as softly as before but as an order, not a request. She glanced at the throbbing mound my member made in my pants. Her lips pursed into what might have been the beginning of a tight smile. But she looked away. As if watching me struggle with my buckle might somehow offend her modesty.
 

My cock flopped out, my body grateful to feel the cool air of the bathroom on my heated rod. I stared at her reflection in the mirror.
 

She looked at my cock. I don't know what I expected. Revulsion? Curiosity? Delight? Her face showed none of them. No emotion at all. As if this was just a thing that happened every now and again. That women comforted men this way, in times of need. That she had done this all before and would likely do it many times again.
 

But she hadn't! Or at least I thought then that she hadn't. I thought she'd never seen a man's cock in her life. I thought that was the first time and that she was simply too shocked to react any other way. It was the only logical explanation at the time.
 

She looked up. Our eyes met in the reflection of the mirror. She reached behind herself, to where my hand was hanging by my side. She picked it up, her fingers warming my clammy palm. She lifted my hand until it was beside her breast. Then, she pressed it to herself.
 

I groaned and closed my eyes at the feeling of touching her soft flesh again. When I opened my eyes, she was looking at me in the mirror again.
 

"Stroke yourself," came her stern, whispered command.
 

She had worked me up to such a fevered state by then that I'd already wrapped a fist around my shaft before the words had left her mouth. I could feel seed burning through my cock already, pulsing from my throbbing balls. I kneaded the doughy flesh of her breast with my hand. I watched my face turn red in the mirror at my own furious pumping. I could feel an orgasm about to shatter my mind.
 

The whole time Anna Elizabeth stood, staring at me in the mirror. The closer I got to my release, the more her lips seemed to tighten into a wicked smile. As if nothing were more enjoyable for her than having me completely under her command.
 

I whimpered as I felt the first hot pulse of my ejaculate come tearing through my cock. I looked up.
 

The corners of her mouth turned down.
 

"Oh fuck!" I cried as my body clenched into the climax.
 

Her mouth dropped open. She bent her knees and twisted her torso towards me. I saw her hand move. She cupped it and with that stern, reprimanding look, put it under the head of my cock. "Well don't waste it!" she snapped as I began to spew my seed.
 

Lash after lash of hot, white spunk slapped across her hand. Anna Elizabeth held herself there, collecting my gift as I reeled and roared beside her until I was spent. 
 

Suddenly there was nothing between us but my heavy breathing and the cold silence of the bathroom walls. I watched as Anna Elizabeth straightened again. She lifted her hand. She was staring, as if mesmerized, at the sloppy puddle of seed I'd excreted into her palm. She looked up and into my eyes.
 

She had me then. I was hers, completely hers. I would have done anything she asked. Anything for my Anna Elizabeth.
 

"It's life," she whispered, bringing her cupped hand up to my lips. "Never waste life."
 

I knew what my angel, my goddess, my master and commander, my future wife needed from me then. I bent forward. I pushed my pursed lips against her palm.
 

The sickly sweet smell of my own seed seared my nostrils.
 

"Drink," she ordered. "Drink."
 

I slurped and felt the still warm, wet oyster slither down my throat. I fell to my knees and wrapped my hands around her waist. I wanted her to know how much she meant to me and what a good husband I would be if she would have me. Her hand on my head meant everything to me in that moment. Our eyes met in the mirror again.
 

Her face had relaxed back into the shy and gentle expression I had come to know. The only one I'd known before that night. She held me next to herself and ran her fingers through my hair sending shivers down my spine. After some time, she spoke again.
 

"You must be tired. You should go to bed."
 

I nodded. I crawled from the bathroom as she resumed her toilet. I clambered up onto the couch and shut my eyes. I had never been so happy or so fulfilled. I had found my purpose in life. I was going to make Anna Elizabeth my wife.
 






Chapter 2

 


It was a week later that I met her for a walk in the park. Spring was in full bloom and the cherry blossoms filtered the sunlight into a soft, pink haze. We walked, as I had planned by the large pond where there were swans. I'd brought a picnic with cucumber sandwiches (her favorite), and water chestnuts and wine. She had only a sip.
 

I guzzled swigs when she wasn't looking, trying to steel my nerves for what I had decided to do. The ring I'd bought was burning a hole in my pocket through the lunch. When it was over and I'd packed our picnic back into the basket the perfect moment presented itself.
 

Anna Elizabeth stood, brushed the grass from the back of her long, white dress and looked down at me. The pink sunlight shinning from behind her once again made it seem like there was a halo around her golden locks.
 

I took her by the hand.
 

Her lips parted. Her blue eyes opened wide. She looked down at her hand and I felt her pull back.
 

A cold pulse of fear raced through me. Had I misread the situation? Was I about to make a fool of myself? She'd seemed much warmer since that night in her apartment. She walked closer to me. She smiled more often and laughed at my terrible puns. Had she only been trying to be friendly? Had she been trying to make me feel better after my loss?
 

I swallowed, pushing the tightness in my throat down into my gut. I had come this far. There was no turning back. "Anna Elizabeth," I said, my voice hoarse and my throat dry. "I've..."
 

I had rehearsed it so many times! Now that the moment had come I was drawing a blank! "Would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?" My whole body was shaking in anticipation of her reply.
 

Her lips made a thin, red line. Then the corners of her mouth turned up into a smile. "Oh, Matthew," she breathed. "Yes. Yes."
 

My jaw dropped, as if I didn't believe what she'd said. This elicited a giggle from her and she covered mouth, laughing into her hand. With shaking hands I fumbled with the box containing the ring. The ring fell out and dropped to the ground. I gasped and started digging in the long grass.
 

The shimmering diamond caught the light of the sun. I plucked it up and looked up at my angel. 
 

She was smiling, her head tilted to one side. She had her left hand out. Her fingers were spread, ready to take my ring.
 

Still shaking I slid the slim gold band along her finger, past her knuckle and nestled it close to her palm.
 

She pulled her hand up and brought it close to her face. She gazed at the ring. She seemed delighted at its sparkle.
 

I stood up. I put my hands on her arms. I leaned in. This was the moment I'd been waiting for! I was going to kiss my bride-to-be!
 

Except it wasn't. As I leaned close, lips puckered, she turned her cheek. She was still smiling. I saw her blush. "I...I'm sorry," I stammered. "I thought..." I leaned back.
 

"Matthew?" she asked, turning to look deep into my eyes. "Is that what this is about?"
 

"What?!? No! No, please don't think that!" I said, squeezing her arms.
 

She shrugged my hands away and took a step back. She brought the ring up and staring at it, smiled again. "I understand," she said, finally as she looked back at me. "I know you have needs."
 

The ugly ogre of my depraved desires rumbled inside my bowels. What was it that was so...fetching about her complacency about it? She was such a pure and innocent thing and yet she talked about my needs as if she were an old whore.
 

The thought made me shudder. Imagine! My unadulterated Anna Elizabeth, a whore! I don't know what wicked thing twisted that thought into a knot around my bowels. My mind began to retch images of Anna Elizabeth with other men. On her back with her legs spread. On all fours, her back arched, her breasts swaying back and forth as some dark deviant plowed his seeding muscle between her thighs.
 

"Matthew? What is it? Are you alright?"
 

Her voice shook me from my dark thoughts but they'd already taken root at the base of my cock. I shifted, hoping she wouldn't notice my rising rod.
 

"I'm...I'm fine. Just...I didn't want you to think that I was only...that the ring...that I only wanted you for that."
 

As I said it the tight smile, the one I remembered from standing behind her in the bathroom returned. She looked absolutely delighted by my apology. "But you do want that, don't you Matthew?"
 

"Uh..." I was at a loss. Did she want me to say it? Did she want me to admit to needing her so desperately? To thinking about her late at night? All day? All week? All the time? 
 

There was something alluring about it. There was something enticing about a woman who would want her man to admit to that. To admit that he desired her more than anything else. Especially a woman so innocent as Anna Elizabeth. "Yes," I whispered. It was a thrilling act.
 

For a moment I had no idea what her reaction would be. She just stood there, staring at me with that grin. Then she brought her hand up and admired the ring again. "I suppose," she began, lowering her eyes. "I suppose I could go back on what I've promised. If it means that much to you I could..."
 

"No!" My shout startled her and she jumped. "No, Anna Elizabeth don't. I'm sorry. You should stay true to yourself, to what you've promised. I'm sorry for being such a...lecherous man. I'm sorry for my dirty mind."
 

This caused her to smile again. "Is that what you are?"
 

"Only sometimes," I replied, then allowed myself to smile, too.
 

She straightened and pushed her strong chin a little higher. "Come to my apartment tonight."
 

"No, Anna Elizabeth we shouldn't," I said, though my cock was already flexing at the thought that we might.
 

"I should decide what we shouldn't and should, don't you agree?" she asked.
 

"Yes, Anna Elizabeth," I replied. "Yes. You should decide." I lowered my eyes. But my insides were dancing. What a thrill it was having a woman like Anna Elizabeth, the woman who was going to be my wife take the lead of me like that.
 

"Eight o'clock then."
 

"Yes," I answered. "Eight o'clock." I looked up just in time to see Anna Elizabeth turn and walk up the hill and out of the park. My body shuddered in anticipation of what might happen that night.
 

But I was weak. I knew I was. I suppose most men are. I knew that if I got to the apartment and Anna Elizabeth did not have in mind what I had, I would be disappointed. Tortured and racked with resentment. It had happened before. When other women, women I knew before Anna Elizabeth, had hinted at an intimate encounter then changed their minds. When that happened a rage reared its ugly head inside me that I could not control.
 

I vowed that nothing like that would ever happen with Anna Elizabeth. I would never allow myself to feel like that. I rushed home and into the bathroom. Yanking my trousers open I pulled out my cock.
 

I was already hard and the pleasure from touching myself came quickly. I thought I would be over and done with it soon when the thoughts came again. Dark and filthy thoughts.
 

There she was again in my minds eye. Anna Elizabeth on her back. I watched her lift her calves until her two legs together formed a single column of flesh. I gazed at the hot folds of her sweet pussy as she spread her legs apart. I saw the skin stretch, pulling against the surface tension of its own wetness. Then I saw the tender slit split open, revealing her cherry, pink cunt.
 

I didn't see myself between those legs, though. No. I was in a corner of the room. Instead my mind conjured another, darker figure. He was large and muscular. Nude and shiny black.
 

I shuddered at the sight of his already rigid member protruding up from in between his legs. He was there for her. He was there for Anna Elizabeth. To fuck her.
 

The thought almost made me orgasm but I squeezed my buttocks and held tight, keeping my seed at bay. I wanted to see more. I wanted to know what else would crawl out from the dark corners of my mind.
 

He was between her legs now, her creamy thighs supported by two dark palms. I watched as the head of his cock kissed the tender, dripping lips of her pussy.
 

Why was I thinking this?!? What was it about this dark fantasy that was making me so hard?
 

Then he was leaning over her and I watched her fingers glide up his arms. He flexed and his cock made a wet sound as it pierced the first layer of her cunt.
 

Anna Elizabeth moaned in my mind and the sound made my cock jump in my fist. My dark intruder didn't care. Adjusting himself, he thrust his mighty pelvis against her thighs, plucking the blossoms of her flower in one swift swipe.
 

The sound I imagined Anna Elizabeth would make as he did that proved too much. A long, moaning mewl echoed through my bathroom and I was coming all over the sink before I realized I was making the sound myself.
 

After it was over, I leaned against the counter my cock still in my hand staring at the shame I'd spewed. At least it would quell my rage if Anna Elizabeth's intentions were not aligned with mine.
 






Chapter 3

 


I rang the doorbell promptly at eight o'clock. Even though she'd already said yes to my proposal, I brought flowers. Just to be safe. The sight of them made her smile and I was glad I hadn't spared the expense.
 

As she closed the door behind me she whispered, "Go to the living room and sit on the couch. I'll put these in a vase."
 

I did as she asked and soon she was next to me, having drifted into the room. She always looked like she was not walking but gliding on clouds.
 

She sat with her hands folded in her lap beside me, her thumb already in the habit of playing with the band around her finger. "What did you come here for?" she asked.
 

I balked. What was this now? "I...you invited me. Remember?"
 

"Yes," she smiled, "but what did you think you were coming here for?"
 

I was confused but that same thrill, that same erotic thrill filled me at what she was doing. She wasn't just asking a question. She was trying to control me with a question. She was trying to make me feel uncomfortable by asking it. She was asking for my submission, in fact.
 

I went out on a limb. She'd already said yes, after all. "I came because..."
 

"Because what?" she urged.
 

"Because I have needs."
 

"And you want me to fulfill them, don't you? Like an obedient wife? Hmm-hmm," she coughed, "wife-to-be."
 

"Yes," I breathed, letting myself sink into the comfort of being under her command.
 

"Even though you know it's dirty? What you want?"
 

"It's filthy," I seethed, not daring to look her in the eye. I heard her smile. A slow, satisfied smile.
 

"Very well. Stand up." Again the pursed lips and the strict command.
 

I obeyed immediately, the blood rushing to both my heads.
 

"Take yourself out."
 

I did as she asked, undoing my belt and letting my pants and underwear fall to the floor. My cock bounced beneath my shirt, rigid and ready for her touch.
 

With a finger and a thumb she picked up the hem of my shirt and lifted it aside. She stared at the engorged purple head as she wrapped her fingers around my shaft.
 

I gasped and almost climaxed at her touch. I couldn't believe what was happening! I couldn't believe my virgin Anna Elizabeth was taking me into her hand!  
 

The feeling of her fist around my length was a thousand times softer than my own. I groaned. I went weak in the knees. I almost fell down.
 

She looked up and into my eyes. "Is this what you were hoping for?" she asked.
 

"Oh yes," I moaned.
 

With quick, firm jerks she began pumping me with her fist. Each pump of her hand would send me soaring to new heights of pleasure and I knew it wouldn't be long before I came. I wanted the moment to last longer. I wanted it to last forever but I knew it would soon be over.
 

As I started shaking from the coming climax, Anna Elizabeth did the same thing she'd done the first time. She brought her cupped hand to the head of my cock to collect my seed. As it began spurting out of me she looked on, seemingly in glee. But her satisfaction did not last. As my orgasm waned she looked up with disappointment in her eyes.
 

"Anna Elizabeth? What's wrong?" I panted between gasps.
 

"There's barely anything here," she said, staring back down at the creamy liquid. She looked back up. "Have you...relieved yourself today already?"
 

My shoulders sagged. I cast my eyes to the ground. "I'm sorry...yes."
 

Anna Elizabeth stood up. She walked out of the living room and into the kitchen. I heard the water being run. When she came back, she was wiping her hand. "You can put your clothes back on," she said casually.
 

I lifted my pants and zipped them up. "You're not...you're not mad?" I asked.
 

"Just disappointed. You have me. Why would you need to do that?"
 

"I'm sorry Anna Elizabeth! I won't do it again!" I lied.
 

She shrugged. "I will know if you do. I can tell by how much there is."
 

How she would know that, never having been with a man before, I had no idea. But she'd certainly guessed correctly then. I resolved to do my best not to pleasure myself from that moment on.
 

"Will you sit with me Matthew? For a while?"
 

"Of course!" I replied and took a seat next to her on the couch. Now that we were about to be married it didn't seem like an impropriety, sitting on the same piece of furniture.
 

"There's something I want to tell you."
 

I nodded. A warm hope sprouted in me. In the time I'd known her, Anna Elizabeth hadn't been very forthcoming about the details of her life. Of course I knew that she was just finishing school, as I was. I knew she hoped to be a florist but beyond that she had said little about herself. Our conversations were generally about the weather or what movies we'd like to see together. I was hoping that with our engagement she would open up to me a little more and it seemed that that was exactly what she was doing.
 

"Of course, Anna Elizabeth," I replied, "anything!"
 

"I have a question first."
 

"A question? What is it?"
 

"I wonder why you haven't cared to ask me more about myself? Where I come from? Who my family are?"
 

My heart sank a little. I began to feel bad. It was true, I hadn't asked her any of those things but there was good reason for that. "I'm sorry, Anna Elizabeth, it's just that..." I hesitated, a little embarrassed about my reasons.
 

"Go on," she said, putting a hand on mine. "You can tell me. I'll soon be your wife."
 

I nodded and steeled myself for my revelation. "You see it's that I don't have any family of my own. Because of that I...I don't like asking people about theirs. In case...you know, in case their situation might be the same."
 

A beautiful sadness took hold of Anna Elizabeth's eyes. She lifted her hand and put her palm on my cheek.
 

I closed my eyes and leaned into its warmth.
 

"Matthew, I'm so sorry. Of course I should have known that."
 

"No. How could you know?" I replied. "But it doesn't matter. I didn't say it for you to feel bad. I want to hear what you were going to tell me."
 

Anna Elizabeth took her hand away and sat up. "Well I was going to tell you about my family. Except now I don't want to make you feel bad." She turned down her eyes.
 

"You won't. I promise you won't. Please, I'd love to hear about them?"
 

She took a deep breath and looked at me with a smile. "Alright. If you're sure?"
 

"I'm sure. I want to know."
 

"Alright." She folded her hands in her lap. She looked like a kindergarten teacher about to tell the children a story. "I only bring it up because...well, my circumstances are a little strange."
 

I nodded and furrowed my brow. To show her how well I was listening. "Strange how?" I asked.
 

"You see, I was an orphan and I was adopted."
 

My heart swelled with love. "Anna Elizabeth, this is just another way in which we're perfect for each other! I don't have family, you an orphan, it was meant to be!"
 

"Yes," she smiled and patted my arm to calm me down. "What I wanted to mention, to explain, is that my adopted family is a little...different than most."
 

I nodded again, curious to hear what she was going to say.
 

"You see I was adopted by a family that has its roots in Virginia. They've been from there for a very long time."
 

"Oh Virginia!"
 

"Yes. In the foothills of the Appalachians, to be exact."
 

"Well that's wonderful! Maybe we can have our wedding there? So they don't have to travel to us?"
 

"Yes..." Anna Elizabeth said with a curious smile. "I'm glad you would be amenable to that. You see, it's not a family in the traditional sense of the word. In the sense that most people know it?"
 

Again, I furrowed my brow. "Oh?"
 

"It's...it's bigger than most families, to start. And my sisters aren't really my sisters, you see. We don't really think of Pater as our father either."
 

That was a little more confusing but I tried to follow along.
 

"You see, I wasn't really adopted by them until I was eighteen. Just a few years ago. It's more symbolic than anything."
 

"Symbolic?"
 

"Yes. Symbolic."
 

"I'm not really sure I understand," I said, very confused now.
 

"Hmm...yes, it's a little hard to explain," she said, nodding and looking at the ground. "But you said you would be willing to have the wedding there?"
 

"Of course! I have no one here, as you know. We could travel there together and..."
 

"Perhaps," she interrupted, "perhaps we should take a trip there first. So you can...meet them. And see if you like it?"
 

"Alright," I replied, nodding, "but why would I need to like it there?"
 

She took a breath and sighed. "Because, Matthew, I mean to make my life there. It's where my home is. I want to be sure you feel...comfortable there. Before we say our vows."
 

I cleared my throat. I hadn't expected that. I had a good job lined up here already, for after I graduated, and I hadn't entertained the possibility that Anna Elizabeth might want to move. My distress was fleeting. I put a hand on her chin and drew her eyes to mine. "Anna Elizabeth," I said with solemnity, "my mind is already made up. And if travelling back to your home and making a life there is what you want, well then consider my bags already packed!"
 

Her lips parted and a kindness filled her eyes. "Oh Matthew, that is so chivalrous, but you really should..."
 

"No I won't hear it!" I poked the air above my head with a finger. This was going to be my first decision as the male in this relationship. The first time I was going to put my foot down. "We will be taking the train tomorrow and then the bus after that! Pack your bags Anna Elizabeth and not another word of protest!"
 

I stood up, as if doing so might emphasize how serious I was.
 

She stood up next to me, as if the moment called for it. As if we were in some kind of ceremony. 
 

The-first-time-I-listened-to-my-husband, it might be called. Or something like that.
 

She looked up at me. 
 

I lowered my finger and let my hand fall to her shoulder.
 

"Matthew," she whispered. "You really are in love, aren't you?"
 

"Oh yes, Anna Elizabeth. Yes I am," I replied.
 

She smiled, a sweet little smile with just a tiny puckering of her lips. She leaned close.
 

My heart thumped. It was going to be our first kiss!
 

Our lips met. Boundless joy coursed through me. Our new life was beginning. I was the happiest man alive.
 






Chapter 4

 


The train ride wasn't arduous. Just long. By the time we pulled into Union Station in Washington, the light was beginning to wane. With our suitcases under my arms I began making my way to the Greyhound ticket counter to purchase our tickets. I felt a tap on my shoulder.
 

"Matthew?" 
 

I turned to her. "What is it my love?"
 

"There's a different bus that goes to Gentle. We'll have to take a taxi to the station first.
 

"No regular bus?" That was strange. The place must really be out of the way, I thought. A flicker of doubt shrouded my mind. If it really was that out of the way, would I even be able to find a job as an accountant there? Would there be any demand for someone like that? I pushed the thought aside. "Alright," I said. "To the taxi stand!" I turned and Anna Elizabeth followed me, already the dutiful wife.
 

Once we'd bundled into the car it was Anna Elizabeth that had to give the taxi driver directions. Even he'd never heard of the bus stop she was talking about. We trundled over train tracks and past deserted buildings. We splashed through puddles in potholes in the road. The sky darkened above us as some clouds blew in, looming, grey columns that threatened rain.
 

Finally, after what must have been an hour, "There it is!" Anna Elizabeth cried, pointing to a ramshackle hut.
 

"You want me to let you off here?" the driver asked.
 

"Yes. That's it. That's the bus stop!" A child-like excitement now filled each word and there was a glee in her eye.
 

"Lady, this ain't the best part of town. You know that, right?"
 

I looked around at the old abandoned warehouses that surrounded us. Most of the panes had been broken out of the windows, turning the frames into dark sockets without eyes.
 

"The bus will be along any minute," Anna Elizabeth said, nodding. She turned to me and smiled. A sliver of sunlight cut through the clouds, landing right across her eyes. "Would you pay him, Matthew?"
 

I cleared my throat. I took another look around. "Are you...are you sure this is the place dear?" I asked.
 

"Positive," she replied with a firm nod.
 

I opened my wallet and paid the man. Then we got out and waited for him to come and open the trunk and fetch our cases. "Oh no! I ain't gettin' out here. You get 'em yourself!" he cried.
 

I yanked the trunk open with a harumph. I had given him a big tip, too, for all the trouble of bringing us here. I hauled our suitcases out and slammed the trunk shut. Before I could jump to the curb, the tires of the taxi screeched as he turned the car back the way he'd come. He peeled away as if he were being chased by the four horsemen of the apocalypse themselves, leaving us standing in the last dim light of dusk.
 

I dragged the suitcases to the curb and glanced around. I have to admit the fading light was making me nervous, not to mention what the driver had said. "My dear," I began.
 

She put a finger to her lips. "Shh! Listen!"
 

A sound blossomed from the eerie silence. First a whisper. Then a noise. Then a rhythmic, chugging groan. It seemed to come from everywhere at once. I looked down the street one way, then the other. As the sound got closer, my insides began to twist. I glanced at Anna Elizabeth. I gasped.
 

Her eyes were closed. Her head was tilted towards the sky. Her lips were turned up in a smile. I'd never seen her happier than that moment.
 

At that moment, the bus leaned around the corner with a terrifying groan.
 

She opened her eyes. She turned towards the swaying jalopy as it neared. She looked back at me. "Isn't this exciting!" she cried, clapping her hands together like a little girl.
 

I managed a weak smile but the whole thing had me feeling a little queasy. A little...torn? Not that I was having any doubt at all about marrying Anna Elizabeth. I had just begun to wonder if maybe there might be some way that she could be convinced that Gentle was a little too out of the way for us.
 

I pushed the thought back. My one aim in life was to ensure Anna Elizabeth's happiness. There would be time for talk later. For now, it was time to visit this strange place and see what it was all about.
 

As night fell we chugged out of the city and into the suburbs. As the houses thinned the sounds of the countryside at night grew louder. Chirping crickets. Hooting owls. Every so often the solitary howl of a lone wolf.
 

The farther we got from civilization, the happier Anna Elizabeth seemed to get. Then there were no houses. Just forest and darkness, occasionally bathed in the light of the silver moon that cut through the quickly moving clouds. As the old bus swayed and stuttered it's way into the foothills I began to drift off.
 

I was jarred awake by the sudden lack of motion and sound.
 

"Matthew!" Anna Elizabeth hissed, shaking my arm. "Come on! We're here! Wake up!"
 

I opened my eyes and blinked a few times, peering out the window to see what I could see. Tiny spots of orange light dotted the softly rolling hills. Like lanterns in cottages, glowing at night. Other than that, everything around us was pitch black.
 

We got off the bus. Our suitcases were already waiting on the ground. I craned my neck, trying to see who the driver of this crazy old wreck was. But it was too dark to see inside. Suddenly the engine coughed to life. The harsh glare of the headlights had me holding an arm up against the blinding light. Out of the corner of my eye I watched the big beast lean into a turn, circle us and return down the hill we'd just climbed. Soon there was nothing but silence and we were cloaked in darkness.
 

"Anna Elizabeth," I said, trying to hide the shake in my voice.
 

"Shh!" she answered. I couldn't see it but I knew she was pressing a finger to her lips. "They'll find us. We just have to wait."
 

So I stood there, listening for any noise and squinting trying to make out any faint glimmer of light. The sound of heavy footsteps on the ground. I swallowed. My heart was beating fast. My palms were cold with sweat. What had we done?!? Why had we come here?!? This seemed like a good place to get killed and not the picturesque little town Anna Elizabeth had described!
 

The footsteps grew louder. I reached out a hand. She was gone! She had been right beside me and she was gone! Did I dare say her name? My breathing became ragged. I stooped down, hoping I could at least use the suitcase in my own defence, then...
 

A light. I screamed a womanly shriek. I shielded my eyes again. I staggered back, falling to the ground. I readied myself for my final moments. I took my hand away from my eyes so I could at least get one look at my attacker.
 

Anna Elizabeth was standing in the exact spot she'd been when she got off the bus. She was staring at me with worry and, maybe some irritation in her eyes. "Matthew? Are you alright?"
 

I looked towards the light. There were two. Two glowing, orange orbs of light that hung in the sky. They were torches, carried by two hooded men. A third man stood in front of them. The sight of him took my breath away.
 

He was a hulking bear of a man. He, too, wore a robe but the fabric was stretched taut by his meaty frame. Where his arms protruded from the garment they were all muscle and sinew and veins. Stretched over them was tight, black skin that seemed to glow in the orange light. Black? Her family was black?
 

"Anna Elizabeth," he boomed in a seemingly bottomless voice.
 

She turned to him. Her face softened. She smiled. "Pater Rex," she whispered. She breathed deeply, then dashed into his outstretched arms.
 

As her body hit his chest those muscled paws and black robe closed around Anna Elizabeth in her white summer dress in a welcoming hug. As they did, his whole shape seemed to swallow her in blackness as they became one. He caught my eye.
 

His eyes were dark, but the whites were white like the noonday sun. He acknowledged me by flashing a pearly grin. He held it a moment longer than I thought comfortable and I had to look away. Out of the corner of my eye I saw his massive arms sweep open again, revealing Anna Elizabeth's huddled shape. The perfect pearl inside the oyster's dark shell.
 

"Pater? This is Matthew," she said, stepping away from him and to one side.
 

He began to approach, towering higher over me with each step he took. It made me realize I was still lying down. I tried to scramble to my feet but lost my footing on some loose rock. Soon he was over me, reaching down, his outstretched hand helping me up.
 

"Matthew!" he rumbled as he hauled me too my feet.
 

"It's a pleasure to meet you, sir!" I said with a weak smile.
 

"Oh, I assure you! The pleasure is all mine!" It came with a hearty chuckle.
 

I glanced at Anna Elizabeth. She looked shy. The way a girl looks when her father meets her new boyfriend for the first time. I looked back at Pater Rex and smiled again. He was still holding my hand, his dark eyes boring into me as he smiled. I had to look away.
 

"Come!" he said finally, breaking the silence and letting go of my hand. "We've kept the pot on for you! You must be famished." He turned and walked towards Anna Elizabeth. He offered his arm. She hooked hers around. The two of them began walking up the hill. The two robed men turned to follow.
 

I was left standing in the growing darkness as the torches disappeared into the night. I grabbed our suitcases, one under each arm and began huffing up the hill after them.
 






Chapter 5

 


"Matthew, is it?" Pater's deep baritone echoed across the stone walls.
 

I was standing in the center of a large room with wooden tables and low stools along two walls. The third wall, opposite the door had a massive hearth with a roaring fire over which was suspended a black cauldron. Pater Rex was standing, his back towards me, stirring something in the pot.
 

As soon as we'd arrived Anna Elizabeth had been swept away by a syndicate of women clad in white. All blonde. Most with blue eyes. In fact they'd all looked very similar to her. Pater Rex and had put his weighty arm around my shoulder and led me down a long hallway with doors on either side to the room we were in now.
 

"Y-y-yes, sir. Matthew," I replied with a stammer. The whole thing was not exactly as I'd expected it. I expected something of a poor family living in the Appalachian foothills. Anna Elizabeth's parents, siblings, perhaps a cousin or aunt or two. This was verging on surreal. It had begun to make more sense, what Anna Elizabeth had said. That it was more symbolic, her family. It had to be. How could her father be black?
 

"It's a good name." Pater turned as he said it, a bright smile widening across his dark visage.
 

"Thank-you."
 

"Your parents chose well." He clasped his meaty paws together and rubbed them as he began to walk towards me. "Tell me, what do your parents do, Matthew?"
 

I lowered my eyes. It was a question I'd heard often though it didn't make it any easier to answer. "My...they've both passed, sir. A long time ago."
 

A frown clouded his expression, then concern. "I'm sorry to hear that."
 

"Thank-you," I replied.
 

He stepped forward and once again put a hand, a comforting one this time, on my shoulder. He squeezed me, no doubt to show his empathy, but he was the kind of man who obviously didn't know his own strength. I couldn't help but wince at the pressure.
 

"I think you'll find there is a kind and loving family waiting for you here, Matthew. I think you'll find that Anna Elizabeth has led you to the right place."
 

The mention of her sweet name passing his lips made me look up, hopeful that I would see her again soon. I felt a little lost without her guidance. "Will I see her again? Soon?" I asked.
 

"In good time, Matthew. In good time." He squeezed my shoulder again before releasing me from his grip and walking towards the pot bubbling on the hearth. "Stew? I made it fresh this afternoon." Before I could answer he was already ladling a healthy portion into a bowl. He turned and waved an arm toward one of the tables, indicating I should follow him to sit.
 

He set the stew down, thick plumes of steam rising from the bowl and beside it set a wooden spoon.
 

"Sit," he ordered. "Eat."
 

Not wanting to offend my host or start off on the wrong foot on this journey, I obeyed. I sat and set upon the stew with my wooden spoon.
 

Pater sat in the chair beside me and watched me eat.
 

"Berry dericious..." I offered, my discomfort growing under his unwavering gaze.
 

"Glad you like it," he cooed.
 

As I scraped the bottom of the bowl, making sure to scoop up all the tender morsels of meat, Pater turned and looked into my eyes. "More?" he asked.
 

"Thank-you. No."
 

He sighed and swung his legs towards me so that he was facing me now and with his finger motioned that I should do the same.
 

I did so that we were sitting face to face, only inches between us. It was a profoundly disconcerting position and I wished it would be over quickly.
 

"Now, Matthew, now that you've eaten we can talk."
 

I nodded, hoping the talk would be quick and not too involved.
 

"How much has our dear Anna Elizabeth told you about us, Matthew?"
 

"Not very much at all, sir. She said it best to wait until we arrived here. She said that was the custom."
 

"Yes," Pater said, one corner of his lip curling into a smile. "That's right. She was right. That is our custom. And do you know why that is, Matthew?"
 

"No. No, sir, I don't."
 

"It's because our ways are...a little different than the rest of the world."
 

His hesitation brought my eyebrows up. "Different, sir?"
 

"Different. Yes. We're all very close here, as you'll see. It takes a special kind of love to join our family here in Gentle. It takes a special kind of man."
 

The more he explained the more confusing everything seemed to become. A special kind of love? A special kind of man? What on earth could he mean? My confusion must have played out on my face.
 

I think it might be easiest if I show you what I mean. Come," he said, rising. "You will meet my wife. She is often better at explaining than I am." And with that he was already walking to the massive wooden doors at the far end of the room.
 

I scrambled up, eager to be introduced to another person, a woman at that. Women often had a kinder, gentler way of speaking and I appreciated that. Men, especially men of Pater's stature, I often found quite rough.
 

He led me through the corridor we had come and half-way down stopped at one of the doors. Turning the latch, he eased it open. It gave way with an eerie squeak into a quiet, pleasant room. Pater Rex stood to one side and waved me inside with a smile.
 

A chair. A small table. A large bed in one corner. Plush carpet on the floor and heavy drapes covered the windows. I was glad for them because the wind had started to pick up outside, whistling up the walls and sending chills down my spine. It seemed a strange place for introductions but it wasn't my place to judge.
 

The other, curious, feature was a long mirror that hung on the wall. It was almost the length of the room and seemed a gaudy and out of place accessory in such a sparsely furnished space. It was also slightly disconcerting, being able to see one's expression all the time. 
 

I turned. A shrill shriek shot up from my insides, dampened by the rug and heavy drapes.
 

Pater Rex was gone.
 

In his place stood a woman, tall and almost ghostly pale with long dark hair. The white dress she was wearing clung to her generous curves and her blood-red lips were pursed in a permanent pout. On second glance she was quite beautiful. It was just the shock of not expecting her there that had made me scream.
 

"Good eventide to you, Matthew," she said a gentle smile warming her stern expression.
 

"Good...good eventide as well," I stuttered. "I'm sorry. You surprised me. I had thought that Pater Rex was still..."
 

"He had a matter to attend." The smile widened, then faded.
 

The door behind her swung slowly shut.
 

A shiver raced through me. I peered above her shoulder wondering what ghostly force had closed the massive door. Outside, the wind began to howl.
 

"How was the stew?" she asked.
 

"Delicious," I said, then swallowed all too loudly. "Thank-you." I forced a smile but something about the situation had me on edge.
 

"Good. Take a seat." 
 

It was spoken in a way that I dared not resist or even ask a question about what was going on. Where was my beloved Anna Elizabeth? Surely she would have been able to explain all of this to me? I did what she said and took a seat in the small chair beside the table.
 

"I'm Anna Rebecca," the woman said. Her body swayed as she sashayed towards me across the room. Her movements were graceful in a way that seduced my eyes down from hers.
 

I felt a swell of shame rise through me as my eyes paused at her plump breasts, then grazed down over her body to where her hips flared then narrowed into plush thighs, then slender calves. When I finally tore my gaze away I could feel my face burning and hoped she hadn't noticed. I tried to ignore the ache between my legs that was stiffening my cock.
 

She stopped beside me. I could feel her gaze burning down onto me. Then the feeling of the backs of her slender fingers glance along my neck, towards my cheek. She brushed the corner of my mouth before the touch was over sending a wave of vitality into my already throbbing cock.
 

"You must be tired after your trip," she whispered.
 

Unable to bring myself to look up, I only nodded in reply. From the corner of my eye I saw her kneel beside me. Suddenly her hand was on my thigh, just above the knee but travelling towards my groin. I gasped. I pressed my legs together. Surely this was some mistake?!? Why would a stranger touch me in such an intimate place?
 

"My husband told you, didn't he, that things were different here?"
 

"I...I...I..."
 

...couldn't think of what to say.
 

As her long nails touched the inseam of my trousers the bulge between my legs pulsed and I knew there was no hiding my arousal. She had surely seen it! What a pig I must have seemed!
 

"Don't worry, Matthew. It's normal to feel shy at first. We are all very close here and you'll soon learn we have no secrets from each other." And with that her fingers moved so quickly towards my crotch that I could do nothing to stop them. The tips grazed the head of my stiffened beam causing it to lurch beneath the fabric.
 

This, this was something I could not ignore. What was this?!? Some perverse test?!? I would not let my loyalty to Anna Elizabeth be questioned in this way! I turned to her and glared. "What is the meaning of this?!?"
 

She smiled, her hand now resting on the upper part of my thigh.
 

My psyche seemed to tear in two, one half urging me to swat her hand away, to show her that I would not be seduced from my true love! The other, the dark and shameful part of me sat, cackling in the blackest corner of my mind at my predicament. That part wanted something unholy to happen. Something wrong. "Please," I whispered, "you mustn't."
 

The soft sound of her lips splitting into a smile made me turn my head again.
 

"I mustn't what, Matthew?" she asked.
 

"You mustn't touch me there." I felt riveted to the chair. I couldn't move. My breathing came in short and shallow gasps.
 

"It's only a touch, Matthew. Just a comforting touch, to soothe you after your long journey. What's the harm in that?"
 

It was not a question I expected. Of course there was harm in it! Why if Anna Elizabeth were to see me, see her with her hand in that illicit place...
 

"Don't worry about Anna Elizabeth. She would be happy to know that her husband was being treated to some relief after such a weary day." Her smile didn't falter as she gazed into my eyes with hers, her stare boring down towards my hardest muscle. "Won't you let me undo your buckle, Matthew? Won't you let me soothe what rages inside you? It will help you sleep."
 

I lifted my eyes to the ceiling. What witchery was this?!?  What demon had sent this woman to test my mettle against myself?
 

Strength, strength Matthew! I thought. I knew what I must do. I knew the thing to do was to push her hand away, stand up and tell her to leave me be! That was what a gentleman would do. A real man wouldn't let himself be swallowed by this devilish woman's game!
 

But that dark part of me, the one that was now rubbing clawed hands together in the corner of my mind began to whisper.
 

She's right, you know? It's been a hard day. You've been through a lot. Don't you deserve a rest?
 

No! I couldn't! I wouldn't! I shouldn't...
 

Once again she swept her hand towards my core, pressing the pads of her fingers a little more firmly against my iron hardness that refused to wane.
 

"Please, Matthew? Just a little touch. It won't hurt. I promise."
 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw her smile had faded. Now she was wearing a tender, pleading look as if any refusal of her offer would be a deep and hurtful thing.
 

"I...I shouldn't," I whispered. But her expression had softened my resolve.
 

"There is no shouldn't here, you'll come to know that soon. It's not like everywhere else, Matthew. We have no secrets to keep from each other. It's a gentle place. You'll see. Now come, let me loosen that buckle and see if I can't ease your tension?"
 

I was gripping the underside of the chair now, my knuckles surely turning white.
 

Stand up! Walk away! Resist!
 

What will it hurt, huh? Just a little touch?
 

I tried to slow my breathing and as if another entity had willed it, on exhaling I whispered, "yes..."
 






Chapter 6

 


As soon as the word had passed my lips her fingers danced across my pants. She wrapped them around the end of my belt and yanked forcing a gust of air from my lungs. With equal strength she yanked my trousers down so hard I nearly fell off the chair.
 

I gasped.
 

She sucked in a breath and our eyes sank to where my heated rod was still bouncing between my legs. "Oh Matthew..." she whispered.
 

Oh Matthew, I groaned inside. I knew this was wrong. I should not be here. I should stand and walk away and...and...and her hand was so close to me I could feel the heat from her palm on my throbbing flesh.
 

"We must teach you to relax."
 

I stared at the slender fingers as they curled into a fist. Her flesh pressed against mine, heating me even more. All thoughts but one left my mind. I stared into the tiny dark eye at the center of my swollen cock's head. A drop of creamy dew seeped out.
 

Anna Rebecca leaned closer, so close that now I could feel her hot breath on my cheek and neck. In one smooth motion she brought her fist up my shaft, squeezing more cum up until it was spilling down onto her thumb. Then she let her hand fall back to my root in a firm pump.
 

"Oh!" I groaned, wallowing in the depravity of it. What weakness! What betrayal! All just to feel the sick tickle in my middle grow.
 

"Yes, Matthew, yes!" she breathed, her strong hand starting to pump in a firm rhythm now. "Can you feel your seed crawling through you already? Release it, Matthew. Unleash it and let it spring forth!"
 

Her hand was strong but soft and I squirmed and writhed in the chair it warmed my flesh up and down, up and down. Fresh blood surged into my cock, hardening it and making me grip the chair even more tightly. A tiny spurt of pre-seed sprang up from the hole and landed on the edge of her finger. With her fist still pumping, Anna Rebecca lowered her lips to the place the liquid had landed. Flicking out her tongue she lapped it into her mouth then, turning to me, swallowed it with a wicked grin.
 

The sight of the lewd gesture made my body seize then start to spasm. Clutching the chair I felt my mind tear from myself, felt it drift off far away until all I could feel was the needing ache between my legs. Then the hot swell of semen through my cock. Then the sound of my own, fierce roar.
 

A light. The mirror. A light in the mirror. In the mirror? A single point of light formed in the mirror, behind a woman's shape. Golden tufts of hair. That halo. The light brightened and I realized, at the moment of my climax that it was not a mirror but a two-way pane. And the shape behind it was my very own Anna Elizabeth, standing in witness to my vile betrayal.
 

The pleasure that was pulsing through my body was suddenly poisoned. Laced with a bitter and razor-sharp regret. "No!" I cried even as thick plumes of spunk gushed from my hot column.
 

Beside me, Anna Rebecca grinned, her hand pumping and thumping against my pelvis as she coaxed the sticky delivery from my cock.
 

A moment later, my mind returned, reattached itself to my body and the full weight of what I'd agreed to sank into my chest. I looked up. Anna Elizabeth was...smiling? Could it be? Was that a smile? Impossible! How could she be smiling, seeing what I'd done?
 

A nod. The slightest nod, forward and to the left. An acknowledgement that she had seen it all. And then from behind her a dark shape emerged, loomed, swooped until it was right above her.
 

"Anna Elizabeth!" I screamed, trying to warn her of the danger.
 

"It's alright, Matthew," Anna Rebecca soothed beside me.
 

Then I realized who it was. That paw. That same dark, muscled paw that had squeezed my shoulder settled on hers. Pater Rex.
 

He tilted his head, lifted his nose and sniffed the air above her neck.
 

Then the light turned off.
 



***

 


I was wakened from the deepest sleep I'd ever slept by the sound of footsteps shuffling towards me from the door. I bolted upright, my hand shot towards where my bedside lamp should be. It wasn't. Where was I? Who was with me?
 

The fog of dreamless sleep began to lift.
 

Anna Elizabeth.
 

Gentle.
 

Pater Rex.
 

My own depravity the night before.
 

All the thoughts began to trickle in, running together, streams into the river of my mind that made me myself again.
 

A light. A match in the darkness. Then a candle and the smell of sulphur as the match blew out.
 

"Good morning, Matthew." It was Pater Rex, his dark baritone sounding still unused that day. "How did you sleep?"
 

The question shook me from my terror and my stupor and my shame. How had I slept? How had I fallen asleep? I remembered only Anna Rebecca backing out through the door, her lips twisted in a wicked grin. Then blackness. The deepest sleep.
 

"I...I slept well. Thank-you, sir."
 

Pater Rex smiled.
 

It was then I noticed the tiny gap between his two front teeth.
 

"We'll be family soon, Matthew. You can call me Pater, if you like?"
 

It sounded like a kind invitation but I'm the kind of man who takes some time to get used to things. "If it's all the same..."
 

"It's all the same," he replied. "When you're ready. When you're ready." His face seemed suspended in the darkness, the rest of his body part of the night under its black frock. He seemed to float toward the curtains. When he pushed them open, the light of day poured in, pooling on the floor.
 

I shielded my eyes against the light. He set the candle on the table and blew it out.
 

"Anna Elizabeth," I whispered. "Where..."
 

"Don't you mind, Matthew. Don't you mind," he said, chuckling at the question. "She's in good hands. You can be sure of that."
 

I swung my legs over the bed. My bare feet sank onto the cold, stone floor. "I...last night...I'm sorry," I stammered, lowering my eyes, cowering before him in my shame.
 

"Sorry? About what? You didn't like my wife's charms?"
 

What?!? I look up into the two dark orbs at the center of the white's of his eyes. "Ch-ch-charms?"
 

Pater Rex lowered himself and sat next to me on the bed. The frame creaked and groaned under his weight. "We are just the stories that we tell ourselves, Matthew. What story did you tell yourself last night?"
 

"Story?" I asked, completely confused.
 

"When my Anna Rebecca tended to your tension what story did you explain that with? Guilt? Shame? Were you the hero of the book? Or the villain? Or worse," he growled, "the bystander who couldn't look away?"
 

I shook my head. Why did this man speak in only riddles?
 

"What if none of those were right? What if you were just a weary traveller? Tired after a long day's ride? What if all you needed to sleep well was the tenderness of a woman's touch? You couldn't very well have your Anna Elizabeth now, could you? You're not married yet."
 

I lowered my eyes, trying to chew through what he'd said.
 

"We are men, Matthew. We have certain needs and out there," he said, sweeping his hand toward the window, "women just don't understand." He paused as if to give me time to weigh his words. "But here? Here things are different. We have different stories. Stories where we men don't have to hide our desires under veils of guilt and shame."
 

And suddenly his explanation, his story, made me feel a lightness in my chest. "So she's not..."
 

"...mad?" he asked, stealing the word from me. "No. Anna Elizabeth is one of us. She understands. Tell me, did she not comfort you once when you needed it?"
 

I gasped. How had he found out? Had I told him? Yesterday when my mind was reeling in confusion at this strange new place?
 

"It's alright," he purred. "She confessed. I've forgiven her. We are only human, after all and she was trying only to be kind. But you took her comfort, didn't you? The same way you took comfort in my wife's hand last night?"
 

It all felt so wrong and lewd and perverse. And yet...there was something so liberating about his candour. Perhaps the story would be different here. "I did. I'm ashamed to say it, but I did," I answered.
 

"Well here you can let go of that shame." He stood up and started walking towards the door. "Come, Matthew. There is much to show you. And then we must begin the preparations."
 

"Preparations?" I asked, breathless.
 

"For your wedding. How exciting it will be!" He rubbed his two paws together and his eyes went wide as his deep and hearty chuckle bounced along the walls.
 

The air outside was crisp and clear with just the first hint of winter's sting. The hills around us were painted in the deep red and orange of autumn and smoke curled from the chimney's of leaning shacks.
 

In the light of day I looked out over the compound. The stone building I'd stayed in was the largest of the compound. It was surrounded by a network of streets, or alleys, rather, mostly mud with a few paving stones here and there. All around us the residents of Gentle were going about their day.
 

It took a few moments for me to put a finger on the curious feeling that was gnawing at my mind. It seemed like a kind place, a gentle place, yet there was something slightly off. Staring at the inhabitants for a little while longer made me realize what felt odd.
 

All the women were white here. Blonde's and redheads and brunettes. They were all shapely though a fresh flush of shame coursed through me at the observation. They all wore white dresses, the kind Anna Rebecca had been wearing the night before. Their breasts were all ripe and pert and their legs looked supple beneath the folds of their gowns. This much was normal, though maybe not to be expected for this part of the world.
 

It was the juxtaposition of the way the men looked that had me confounded. All of them were black. All shades of black from chocolate to the blackest black of night. They were all strong, well-muscled men who moved through the streets, some with these white princesses on their arms.
 

Pater Rex took me by the arm. "That's the village, Matthew," he said, spreading his hand toward the tiny houses. "There's our church," he said, motioning to a wooden building in the center with a tall spire. Though it bore no marks of any religion. "And there," he said, pointing to a larger building in the distance, "that's the barn. That's where we're going now. Come."
 

And with that we began our walk. No one seemed to notice me at Pater's side. They all bid him good morning, bowing their heads as they passed us, but no one remarked at what seemed to be the only white man in the village. Me.
 

The barn was like any farm barn I'd seen. It had two large doors to the upstairs and earth had been piled beneath them in a makeshift ramp. There was a set of double alley doors beneath and on one side paddock doors that must have led to the stalls. But as we crossed the threshold to the downstairs, I realized this was no ordinary barn.
 

Imagine my surprise when my eyes adjusted to the light and I saw that the barn was inhabited not by cows or horses, but women in various states of pregnancy and undress. My eyes went wide and I stared up at Pater Rex in shock.
 

My gaze was greeted by his low chuckling, a laugh that danced along the walls.
 

As soon as the women heard it, they all began to cluck and clap their hands together and swarm towards us calling Pater Rex's name.
 

Until he raised a hand to quiet them. Then they all fell silent like obedient pets. "This is Matthew!" he cried out. "He is to be Anna Elizabeth's husband!" he explained.
 

Once again the women erupted into a loud din, clapping and shouting and laughing and stealing glances at me from across the room.
 

Pater Rex turned to look at me again. "This is our mothering barn," he said. "The women all live here."
 

My jaw dropped in shock and awe. "Live here?" I asked, my voice hushed. "In this barn?"
 

Another chuckle. "It seems strange, doesn't it? It would, coming from the outside as you have. But rest assured that they are well taken care of here. They are tended to day and night. All their needs are met and they can be together until the time comes to birth."
 

I stared along the rows of women staring back. All smiled contented smiles as if this were the most normal thing. Living in a barn. "I...I don't understand."
 

"You will, Matthew. You will. It's just another story. Just a different story than the one you've been told should be. Come. There's something I want to show you." He took me by the arm again and led me into the throng.
 

The place was damp with women's sweat and smelled as if...it smelled as if all of their pussies had been heated by desire. A sweet smell that made my mind skitter into the dark hole that held my most shameful thoughts.
 

I could feel their gazes on me as we walked. Pater paid almost no attention to them. He lead me past stalls and stalls until he came to one he seemed to like. Then he turned and looked me in the eye. "You remember when I told you we all have needs, Matthew?" Pater asked.
 

I nodded.
 

"This is where you come to relieve them."
 

"What?!?" I gasped.
 

"These little nymphs have all been seeded, you see. There is no danger of a pregnancy taking place. Not just that but they are all in here together all day long. They're not allowed to touch themselves, or each other." He gazed out over the sea of women and clucked, then turned back to me and raised an eye. "But sometimes they do." A slow chuckle rolled out of him again. "Know that you can come here anytime you please. You will be well taken care of."
 

"Me?" I asked. "I...no, I couldn't. I love Anna Elizabeth and..."
 

He poked a finger in the air to stop me. "And her time to move into the mothering barn will come. But until it does, all of this is yours."
 

I followed his hand that swept out over the crowd. A smile. A furtive glance. A thigh, a breast. The throng pressed closer as if the sight of a man was making them all hungry in their cunts.
 

"Now let me show you my favorites." Pater Rex unlatched a stall door and swung it open. Three nude and very pregnant women reclined in the soft straw. Their bellies were fully swollen and their breasts sagged low, heavy with a coming milk. 
 

Despite my best efforts to keep my thoughts chaste, my cock began to engorge with blood at the sight.
 

"Matthew, meet Anna Casala, Anna Tempera and Anna Karita," Pater Rex said.
 

Backs straightened as the women sat up gazing at me as if I were the first man they'd seen in months. As their chests pressed out and bottoms rounded, they all three bit their lips and their bodies began to sway. 
 

Pater Rex sucked in a sharp breath through his flared nostrils. The air was moist with their need.
 

"Anna's," he growled. "Present."
 

All three swayed up onto all fours, their bellies hanging low, breasts smacking together leaking with a little milk.
 

I swallowed, unable to believe the sight I was beholding.
 

Slowly, all three turned around.
 

I gasped.
 

Three hot, pink gashes, juice streaming from them moved slowly from side to side.
 

"Which one would you like to be your first?" Pater asked.
 






Chapter 7

 


"My first?" I gasped.
 

"Yes," Pater breathed. "They are all delicious. You can try them all."
 

The last night had been madness, what had happened with Anna Rebecca, Pater's wife. This seemed like some freakish nightmare. Some young man's wildest dream. "I...I can't..."
 

"You have to," Pater growled. "It's part of the Anointing."
 

"Anointing?"
 

"The way we welcome you into our fold. It's the way it's always been done. It would be rude to refuse."
 

My eyes eased back towards the three pregnant temptresses, licking their lips and swaying their hips. Their pussies gushed now, inviting me in.
 

My mouth was dry. My throat, tight. "I don't mean to be rude," I explained.
 

"Then don't be!" Pater snapped. "It's all just a different story," he said, his voice softer now. "Our story. Your story now, too."
 

My cock had hardened to rigid beam and it strained against the fabric of my pants. What was a man to do? What would any man do when presented with such an offer? Was there a man strong enough to decline? The story Pater Rex was telling was that there hadn't been.
 

I can't give in!
 

"It's not giving in, Matthew," his brooding voice came from beside me. "It's just accepting our hospitality. It's how we weave you into our little tale."
 

His hand touched my back. And then a shove. I staggered forward.
 

One of the women turned and began to crawl towards me on her hands and knees. "Let me help you, Matthew," she sang her siren's song.
 

I looked on helpless as she hooked her fingers at my belt and yanked my trousers down. My cock sprang out, greedy and searching for the wet succor of a willing mouth or cunt.
 

As she reared onto her knees I gazed at her big belly, the skin stretched taut. Milk had started leaking from her nipples in a tiny river of white. Before I knew it, the pale pink of her puckered lips was touching the raging, red head of my cock. She slipped me into her mouth.
 

"Oh!" I groaned as her tongue darted playfully along my shaft. She licked up from my root, towards the tip, teasing the cum to come out. Then, with her hands on my thighs she sank forward and impaled her face onto my cock. I felt the tight muscles of her throat closing around me as her tongue flicked out and licked my balls.
 

I shook with pleasure at her filthy kiss and felt a spurt of sperm shoot out.
 

She looked up with hungry eyes as she swallowed my offering and began coaxing me for more.
 

Now the other two were crawling towards us. Their hands crept up my calves and thighs, then cupped my balls and teased my tight back hole.
 

"I want some!" Anna Casala cried, her voice shrill.
 

Anna Tempera popped off of my cock with a noisy slop and let her sister take her place.
 

I groaned at the feeling of a different mouth wrapping me in its heat, muscles squeezing my iron rod.
 

Then the third Anna, Anna Karita, swung around, taunting me with the sight of her slit already leaking cream and the winking dark spot of her back hole.
 

"Take her," Pater growled.
 

As Anna Casala fell away I fell to my knees, no longer in control. My hard muscle bounced and jumped so that I had to take it with my hand and point it at her hot pink, gushing mess. As my cock's head touched her tender folds, she giggled filling me with a lusty rage. I thrust my hips forward and plunged my flesh into her hot sheath.
 

The feeling of sinking into a woman's willing cunt seared up my spine and made me swoon. Gripping her behind I began driving my cock over and over into her squeezing, pulsing snatch. My mind tore away from me again, floating somewhere distant and forgotten. Now there was only one imperative. Only one story. Delivering my seed.
 

I felt fingers in between my legs, tendrils of heat. They touched my sack and began to caress it, urging my gift from me and into the hungry womb. Faster and faster I fucked giving my whole self away to the chase of that final, soaring pleasure.
 

"Yes!" Pater Rex thundered. "Fuck, Matthew! Fuck!"
 

I looked up to see him leering at my cock disappearing into Anna Karita. I looked down, now mesmerized by the sight of it myself.
 

I felt the first surge, the first wave of an orgasm that I knew would carry me up and up and up. I roared. I threw my head back. I felt a swell of semen rush through my aching shaft. Time slowed, then melted away completely as I screamed and crested up to that sacred place inside my mind. The place where I was most myself. The place that me resided.
 

In front of me the paddock door swung open. Behind it, two women stood. Anna Rebecca and my own Anna Elizabeth.
 

"Ah!" the sound came out in a wobbly moan as I realized that, for the second time since we'd arrived, my beautiful Anna Elizabeth was watching me eject by the body of another woman. It shook me but the intensity of my orgasm did not falter. I shuddered as my cock retched hot seed into Anna Karita who had begun laughing as I spewed.
 

As I crashed down from my climax, I fell back my flagging cock sliding out of Anna Karita's leaking pussy with a slurp. "Anna Elizabeth, I'm sorry!" I called out as the paddock door swung shut. Then I felt the oppressive weight of Pater Rex's palm on my shoulder once again.
 

"Don't be sorry, Matthew. She knows this story. It's her story, too."
 

I craned my neck and behind me the women in the barn were clawing closer, each trying to catch a glimpse of the mess I'd left inside Anna Karita's occupied womb.
 

Anna Casala rose beside me, across from Pater Rex. She was holding her heavy breast up with one hand. She brought the pointy nipple of her teat to my lips.
 

"Drink," she whispered. "Drink."
 

I could not resist. Even if I'd wanted to, I couldn't. Pater's firm hand held me in place as Anna Casala pushed her bounty past my lips and squeezed herself. A spurt of thick cream hit the back of my throat. At the first taste of it, I began to suck.
 

I pulled and suckled on that swollen nipple, suddenly overcome with a new and strange desire. A warmth settled in the back of my mind as a memory that was just a feeling melted my spine. For what greater comfort is there but to suckle at a woman's breast. All my shame and disgust and revulsion with myself faded as I drank her precious, warm potion. Then the barn began to fade and the last thing I remembered was being lowered to the ground by Pater Rex's strong hands as I drifted off to sleep.
 



***

 


The sounds of large men chanting roused me from my slumber. They echoed somewhere in the dark halls of the stone building. I'd somehow been returned there from the barn, carried most likely. But it was not to the same room as the night before. This room was larger, had a hearth, a table and two wooden chairs. It also had two beds, one of which I was lying on, the other was occupied by a man. A man reading a book.
 

"You are awake," he offered as I stirred.
 

"I am," I answered.
 

He was a thin man with a sloping forehead and a hawkish nose. His joints seemed to large for his bones and when he stood it looked like he might tip over from the weight of his large head.
 

"Where...where am I?"
 

"You are still in Gentle," he explained.
 

"Where...where is Anna Elizabeth?"
 

He shot me a puzzled look and then seemed to understand. "She is to be your wife?"
 

"Yes."
 

"Taken to be cleaned, no doubt."
 

"Cleaned?" I asked.
 

"For the ceremony."
 

"What ceremony?" I asked, suppressing a groan. What next? What vile and filthy thing would happen next? And why couldn't I just see my Anna Elizabeth. Just hearing her speak would make everything better, I knew this to be true.
 

"You had best get up and get ready," he said, placing the book on the table. He moved to a credenza by the wall, leaned over and splashed his face with water.
 

"Ready? For what?"
 

"There is a wedding tonight. They are already chanting the hymns. It means it is close to time."
 

I sat up and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. The memory of what had happened that morning came flooding into my mind. The thought of how wet and hot Anna Karita's pussy had been around my girth made my cock lurch. I tried my best to push it aside. I sat up on the bed and watched the man finish his toilet. As soon as he was done I stood up with the intention to go and splash some of the cold water on my face. I was finding it difficult to come to.
 

The man turned to face me and extended his thin arms, offering me his bony hand. "I am Tobias."
 

"Matthew," I said taking his damp, limp hand and trying to shake it. It felt like touching a dead fish.
 

"We are to be brothers on this journey," he stated, then moved towards the table and took a seat.
 

"Brothers?"
 

"Brothers. I will be married in a few days time. You, a few days after that."
 

It seemed a reasonable enough explanation and I was glad to have someone talking about what was happening that was of sober mind. It seemed that Pater Rex spoke only in cryptic riddles. "What do you know of this place?" I asked. 
 

Tobias drummed his fingers on the table before he spoke. "It is a nice place, isn't it? Especially with the fall colors."
 

"I suppose," I answered, already doubting that he would be much help shining a light on what was going on. "How long have you been here?"
 

"A few weeks," Tobias replied.
 

"And...and your wife?"
 

"My fiancee? What about her?"
 

"Who is she?" I felt my cheeks warm at the thought that I may have already met her in that terrible barn.
 

"Anna Esther. She is with your woman right now, no doubt. The women all wash each other."
 

A tendril of jealous lust snaked up my spine at the notion. The women all washed each other? Did it mean that right then Anna Elizabeth was being bathed by some of the others? It seemed so intimate an act, especially for one so chaste as Anna Elizabeth. The thought led me to recall the barn again. A long silence settled between us.
 

After a time, Tobias broke the silence. "You have been Anointed?" he asked, sounding very casual.
 

I felt the heat rise to my cheeks again. What did I say? Was he really asking about what had happened? Had it happened to him? Had Pater Rex also taken him to the mothering barn? Had he, too, felt the tight, wet comfort of the three Anna's?
 

"You are embarrassed."
 

"I am not!" I snapped.
 

"You are. I can tell by how rosy your face is. There is no need for embarrassment." He spoke with an ominous calm. "All are Anointed, that will be welcomed into the Story."
 

I furrowed my brow. "Story?" I muttered.
 

Tobias pushed the book forward with a bony finger.
 

"What is this?" I asked, peering at the book.
 

The cover was a navy blue with gold lettering in a simple font.
 

The Brave Brother's Companion.
 

I looked up and eyed Tobias. "Scripture?" I asked.
 

He shrugged. "A story. This story. The story of Gentle and it's children."
 

With one finger I opened the cover to look inside. The pages were thin, brittle almost and the font was small.
 

"You can read it if you like but you will get your own."
 

I closed the book. The whole thing was becoming stranger and stranger with each passing minute. "Who are they?"
 

"Who?" Tobias asked in a quiet owl's hoot.
 

"The Brave Brother's?"
 

For the first time since I'd woken, Tobias mouth cracked into a crooked grin. "We are they."
 

I sighed. His answers were not much more satisfying than Pater Rex's had been. I had no interest in playing his cryptic game. I turned and walked towards the basin.
 

The door opened with a noisy groan. Two shadows, men in robes, possibly those from the night we'd first arrived, seemed to float into the room.
 

"Time to ready your brides."
 

My insides squeezed in anguish. I shot Tobias a glance. He was already standing, already moving towards the door. Then he was out, past the two robed figures and into the hallway. Something felt...off about it. But what choice did I have?
 

With a deep breath, to steady my shaking, I began to walk towards the door.
 






Chapter 8

 


It became obvious that the chanting was coming from the church. The streets were empty as Tobias and I were lead towards the tall building. As we approached, the chanting grew louder. Then I saw that the building was lit from the inside. By the way the light flickered in the windows I knew it to be candles casting it.
 

What was happening? Where was I going? Walking towards the steps and the entrance I suddenly yearned for Pater Rex. Perhaps he was cryptic but at least I felt him to be a steady figure in all of this. Though he hadn't shown it overtly, I felt like I could count on him for support.
 

The two men in dark robes stopped at the steps but waved the two of us inside. Tobias walked in, as if he had no fear of what would happen within those walls. As if, perhaps, he'd seen this all before. 
 

With a certain reluctance, I followed. Once inside, I felt the air leave my lungs.
 

The place was lit with a ring of large lanterns hang from the walls. It was a circular space with a podium in the middle and three rows of benches lining the walls. The benches were filled with people, the denizens of Gentle, no doubt. The women, all blonde and as supple and ripe as my Anna Elizabeth sat in one area. To one side of them were men. All the men that I had seen walking the streets of Gentle that day. Dark skin and fine, muscled forms. To the other side sat a different group of men. These were all wiry and lanky, as Tobias was. And all of them a pale, almost ghostly white.
 

That was not what drew the air from my chest and wouldn't let it return. It was what was at the center of the place, up on the three steps of the podium that held my attention and made my whole body seize in fright.
 

There, kneeling with two other women, was Anna Elizabeth in a thin, white robe. The three women had their backs to each other and were looking out onto the audience, their expressions serene.
 

The sight of my beloved glance at me shook me from my stupor. She looked even more beautiful than I remembered her and I wanted nothing more than to run past the throng, sink onto my knees before her and tell her she was my queen. I felt my body lean forward. I stretched out a hand. My mouth opened to call out her name.
 

The feeling of a large, heavy hand descending on my shoulder held me in place.
 

I drew a breath to cry out. I felt the warmth of someone else's breath on the back of my neck.
 

"No, Matthew. Not yet. The ceremony is about to begin. You will have the chance to see her later. Alone."
 

A strange calm came over me at the sound of Pater Rex's deep whisper. A part of me still wanted to resist, still wanted to go and tell my Anna Elizabeth I loved her and that I would do anything for her, but somehow his reassurance brought me comfort. I turned and looked into his eyes.
 

"I'm sorry, sir," I said, "it's just...I don't know what is happening and..." I couldn't bring myself to finish. A tightness gripped my throat and I felt that if I kept talking I might begin to cry. I bit my tongue and turned to stare at her again.
 

"All will become clear soon, Matthew," he explained. "Now. They will begin."
 

With that, the chanting grew louder. Out of the darkness at the edge of the circle shapes in black robes emerged.
 

My eyes widened at the sight of so many large men walking in unison. They passed down the aisles, through the crowds. All eyes turned to stare at them.  The lanky men fidgeted in their seats, stealing glances as they passed. Their black brothers looked on with an air of certainty. And the women? The women could not help but smile and giggle amongst themselves, like schoolgirls sharing secrets while the teachers back was turned.
 

As the men all met around the podium, thirteen of them I counted, a ring was formed around the three women in the center and the chanting stopped.
 

"Peace and goodness to you all!" one of the thirteen exclaimed.
 

The congregation stirred. "May peace and goodness fill our cups with light!" they murmured.
 

"And may that light flow through us with the gift of life!" came another chant.
 

"All that lives begins in seed," the crowd responded.
 

A silence descended on the place with only the odd shuffle of shoes or rustling of skirts to interrupt it.
 

I turned to glance at Pater Rex. He only nodded, indicating with his eyes that I should look back to the podium and wait for what would happen next.
 

The silence lasted for an uncomfortably long time. Minutes dragged on and just when I thought I would no longer be able to stand it, the dark figures circling the podium began to sway. One by one they brought their hands up to the drawstrings that held the robes around their neck. One by one they untied them. One by one they shrugged them off, revealing that they were nothing underneath.
 

I gasped. The noise was so audible in the cavernous space that it drew glares from some of the women and a few of the seated men. The circle continued swaying, oblivious to my outburst. Pater Rex's firm paw squeezed my shoulder once again.
 

"You must be quiet, Matthew," he growled.
 

I steadied myself against his hand. The squeeze was still painful but somehow comforting at the same time. I could not tear my eyes away from the sight of the thirteen naked men, muscles flexing and bulging as they swayed. They were all well-built specimens. They looked to have the strength of men who laboured all day, muscle and sinew and no fat that I could see. I didn't understand how this could be, since I had seen none of them working fields or building or mining. From what I'd seen they spent their days ambling about the town!
 

And then the realization came. I had completely forgotten that while I was staring at these men, my Anna Elizabeth was at the center of the circle with a much better view of them than I had! With a lump in my throat I let my eyes roam towards her. The thought of what I might see in them terrified me. Why if she had never seen a man exposed, she might faint from shock!
 

What I saw terrified me, made my insides twist and a cold icicle of jealousy prick through my chest. Anna Elizabeth's face no longer had the calm, complacent expression I had first seen. It had been replaced by a terrifying mix of wide-eyed wonder and awe. I followed the line of her sight and stifled another gasp.
 

Her gaze was resting on the throbbing, rising, flexing sight of one of their dark pricks!
 

I knew that I should be filled with anger and jealousy at what was happening! Some of it even rose up in me, burning up my throat and into my brain. I should, as any man would, shout out and put a stop to this bizarre ritual, this hedonistic heresy, this violation of the sacred vows of marriage that we were to exchange! I knew this. I knew this was what any good man would do!
 

But even with the weight of Pater Rex's hand removed, I could not bring myself to move. I could not bring myself to speak or shout or even tear my eyes away from the scene unfolding. I knew that to do so would make my a hypocrite. Because even as I stared at what was happening and as my objection to it raged violently inside myself, I could not ignore the fact that my own shaft had risen. I could not ignore that it was now pressing against my trousers so firmly that it threatened to split their seams and burst out.
 

I could not ignore that what I was looking at had awakened my arousal, a guilty, shameful arousal that would not relent.
 

I felt the nudge of Pater Rex's fingers touch my arm. "Come, Matthew," he whispered. "It is time to weave you into our story."
 

So I let myself be led, pushed through the crowed before me and thrust into the center of the room. There I felt that all eyes were now on me and the heat of all those gazes brought a fresh shame to my cheeks.
 

Pater led me past the pews of dark and staring men. He led me past the giggling gaggle of girls that pointed and laughed as I passed. He led me to the area where all the other lanky, white men sat. As we approached, they all began to shuffle making a small space for me on the bench.
 

I turned to see that Pater Rex was staring at me. I could feel that everyone else was, too. What was I to do? I wasn't the kind of man to interrupt what looked to be a sacred ceremony! If there were something to be done about what was happening it could just as well be done later as now. Lowering my eyes to avoid the stares, I took my place beside the others on the bench. My heart thundered in my chest.
 

"Let us welcome our newest Brave Brother!" Pater Rex shouted, raising his arms.
 

The audience erupted in applause and cheers and hoots!
 

I looked up in disbelief. All solemnity had lifted and now the crowd was cheering and waving and smiling! At me! They were smiling at me and welcoming me! And how much better that felt than the shameful walk I'd just made across the room. Maybe this was not going to be so bad at all?
 

As the noise subsided, Pater Rex lowered his hands. He turned to me and winked smiled and in that moment I was filled with a warmth. The kind of warmth I'd never felt, the warmth a young boy feels at a father's pride. My cheeks flushed again but this time it was joy that warmed them.
 

"My brother and sisters!" Pater Rex cried out. "I have a question for you all!"
 

"Ask us Pater, ask us all!" they cried.
 

"Have you the room in your hearts?"
 

"Ask us Pater, ask us all!" they shouted.
 

"Have you the love," he yelled, crushing his fist as if he were squeezing the juice out of a lemon, "in your hearts?"
 

"Ask us Pater, ask us all!" they bellowed.
 

"Have you the joy in your hearts to welcome this Brave Brother to our lives?!?"
 

"We will welcome him with love in our hearts and love in our minds!"
 

Again a joy welled in me and I felt the hot sting of tears burning behind my eyes. I fought to keep them from spilling over but the welcome I had just received proved too much. I slumped forward, burying my face in my hands. A sob spilled out, followed by a flood of hot, salty tears on my cheeks.
 

Another cheer rose from the crowd.
 

Perhaps this was the story I'd been waiting for. Perhaps I could learn to share this tale.
 






Chapter 9

 


"You should not be ashamed, Matthew." Pater Rex spoke quietly as we sat in what seemed to be his office. The spacious room had a large oak desk, a leather chair behind it, a smaller stool in front. Bookcases adorned the walls filled with tomes bound in leather. A warm fire crackled in the hearth. He moved to a cabinet and opened it. He drew out a crystal decanter filled with a red liquid. Wine, it seemed.
 

"Many react as you have," he went on, taking a glass from the cupboard and placing it on the desk. Unstopping the decanter he poured some of the liquid into the glass and handed it to me. "You have felt our Gentle love and what it means to share our story. And what do you think of it?"
 

My suspicions of him had, for the most part, faded. Now as I looked upon him he seemed kind and gentle and warm. He seemed to have my interests in his heart. And yet there was a discomfort in my soul at what I'd seen.
 

The ceremony had ended after my outburst. The thirteen had once again donned their robes and shuffled from the room in single file. Then, the rest of the townsfolk had trickled out of the space until only Pater, the three women and I were left.
 

The three women had risen and walked towards us. Two had placed a hand on my shoulders and Anna Elizabeth her hand on my head. Her touch had felt so warm and loving and when I looked up she was smiling and I felt whole again. Then, they too walked away without word and Pater had led me back to the stone building and into this room.
 

"Drink, Matthew. Drink," he whispered.
 

I took the offered goblet and cupped it in both hands. Putting it to my lips, the sweet smell of the liquid overwhelmed me with a sudden thirst. I tilted my head back and swallowed. It tasted of grapes and raspberries and oak.
 

"Good," he purred, taking the glass from me and replacing it on the shelf. "Now, I ask again, what do you think of all this?" he asked.
 

I looked up to see him looking down with inquisitive eyes. Of course I had many questions but there was something far more important to me than answers. I felt an incredible need to reach out to him, to tell this man that I'd never this kind of warmth and strength. But how to say that to someone who is practically a stranger?
 

"You have something to tell me, don't you Matthew?" he asked with a gentle smile.
 

"I do," I answered softly.
 

"Then say it."
 

"I...I can't."
 

He stooped low in front of me, meeting my lowered gaze with his. "You must know this," he began. "There is nothing you can't say here, Matthew. I will be your friend and keeper the same way that I am for all these folk." He swept his arm towards the window. "Each of you Brave Brothers can speak freely with me. No one must live in silence."
 

His quiet words filled me with a certain courage. "Sir, who are the Brave Brothers?" I whispered.
 

"Ah," he said, standing up. He walked to one of the bookshelves behind him and removed a book by its spine. Turning, he walked towards me and placed it on the desk.
 

The Brave Brother's Companion.
 

"Many answers to your questions lie in there," he said, pointing at the book. "But I will tell you what I can." He walked around the desk, sat in the large leather chair and touched the tips of his fingers together, leaning back.
 

"This is a special place. A place where men like you can come and live in peace."
 

"Men like me?" I whispered.
 

"Men just like you."
 

"What kind of men are they? What kind of man am I?"
 

Pater Rex smiled. He rose and walked towards a bookshelf. Pulling another book by its spine I heard a faint click somewhere in the wall.
 

To my surprise the bookshelf swung open revealing a dark room beyond. A few seconds later a pale foot, toenails painted cherry red, emerged. Followed by a calf. Then a thigh. Then the full, voluptuous figure of my own Anna Elizabeth stepped into the room. She was still wearing her pale white robe.
 

I stood. Somehow her entrance had inspired the reaction. A sign of respect and love.
 

Pater Rex took her by the hand, leaned down and kissed the back of it, then led her towards the center of the room. There, she stopped and stood and we stared into each other's eyes.
 

I expected him to return to the bookcase and swing it shut. Instead, he held it open a little while longer. Out of the corner of my eye I saw another, darker shape emerge.
 

He was one of the thirteen. Cloaked in his long, flowing robe he seemed to float into the room. He stood some feet away from us. Pater Rex swung the bookcase shut.
 

As my eyes danced back and forth between Anna Elizabeth and the large man I could feel a growing tension in my groin. I breathed heavily, trying to chase the feeling away. What would happen if she saw that I was aroused by this? What would she think of me if she saw my aching bulge? What kind of a man reacted like that?
 

"Sit, Matthew," Pater Rex ordered.
 

I sat.
 

He took his seat behind the desk and resumed his pose. "What did you feel, Matthew, when the thirteen stood in front of your wife?"
 

I turned, wide-eyed and looked into Pater Rex's eyes. "Sir?" I asked.
 

"Be honest. What did you feel?"
 

"I...I can't say," I said, my voice fading with each word.
 

"You can say anything here, remember? I will be your keeper and your friend."
 

It was not urgent, the way he said it. If it were just the two of us I might have found it easier to confess. But now, beneath Anna Elizabeth's gaze I found it hard to find my voice. "I was angry at first," I offered.
 

"Angry."
 

"Angry, yes."
 

"A natural reaction. Anna Elizabeth is a beautiful woman."
 

"Yes, she is," I added, glancing at her beauty. Her smile warmed my heart.
 

"Of course the sight of your beautiful woman, your soon to be wife staring at another man's cock might make you angry. It would do that to any man."
 

I nodded, fresh shame flaring in my cheeks.
 

"But that is not all you felt, was it?"
 

And then I knew what he was getting at. Maybe he'd seen it. Maybe he'd seen the tightness in my trousers. Maybe that was how he knew. Or maybe he just knew things in a way no one else did.
 

"Was it?" he asked again, his voice deepening.
 

I shook my head. I couldn't say the words aloud.
 

"What else did you feel?"
 

I looked between the stoic dark shape standing to one side. I looked at Anna Elizabeth's beatific smile. Then I looked down into my lap to see the small mound that had formed there to go with the ache between my legs. It was no use. Even if I wanted to lie, I couldn't. Everyone could see the answer to his question.
 

"Say it," he ordered.
 

"I...I...I...I felt...aroused."
 

I thought I heard him purr his approval. I couldn't be sure because my ears were ringing from my shame. After a few moments of silence I looked up at his approving gaze.
 

He looked to Anna Elizabeth. He nodded.
 

She touched the button above her chest. The fabric of her robe fell apart. Then it slipped off revealing tender, ripe breasts with stiff and pointy nipples.
 

This was the first full view I had of my Anna Elizabeth and took my breath away. The curve of her bountiful breasts narrowed into a trim waist, then flared again into abundant hips and pleasantly soft thighs. Her calves were nicely toned and I could see the defined lines of muscle in the one leg turned to one side.
 

And in the center of it all was a finely trimmed patch of peachy fuzz, a soft crown above her tight slit, the entrance to her soft insides.
 

"Oh Anna," I exhaled as my eyes roved up and down her perfect frame.
 

She stepped towards me. Her body floated forward making my hands rise from my sides. Oh how I needed to touch her, to feel the softness that would soon be mine!
 

"Ah!" Pater Rex held up a finger. Then it crooked. The motion brought the dark shape in my periphery floating forward, closer to her. Closer to us.
 

Anna Elizabeth sank to her knees in front of me. She was smiling through her blue eyes.
 

A robe fell away behind her. Again the veiny shape of a thick, black member invited my gaze. I stared at it. It was already half-risen. Soft muscle turning hard with dark blood.
 

"What...what is this?" I gasped.
 

"This," Pater Rex began, "is our story."
 

I turned to see him smiling. It wasn't a mean or cruel smile. It wasn't a tender smile, either. It was the kind of smile a master smiles at his pet when they've done something he likes.
 

"This," Pater Rex carried on, "is the story of Gentle. You see, Matthew, there are many ways of loving in this world. There are many ways a husband and a wife can live together. Here in Gentle we know only one. We know that all men may be created equal but that some have talents others might not possess. We know that some have bodies built for labor. Others might have minds built to think great thoughts. Others still," he said, his voice becoming hushed, "might have a stronger...potency, if you like."
 

"P-p-potency?" I stammered.
 

The cock in front of me had risen to a full mast now. It was long and thick and black and hard and it loomed behind Anna Elizabeth's light frame.
 

"Stand, Matthew!" Pater Rex suddenly commanded.
 

The very sound of his barking order made me jump from my chair. There was no hiding it now. The bulge in my trousers was clear for all to see. I lowered my eyes to the ground.
 

"Remove your clothes."
 

I looked at him. What treachery was this?!? What betrayal? The bonds of friendship I'd felt with him began to stretch, wearing thin between us. "Why?"
 

"Show us your true story," he growled.
 

By the tone of his voice I knew there was no resisting. I looked at Anna Elizabeth and I knew by her expression that she expected it of me too. Her loyalty, her love for Pater Rex was clear. I knew then that the only way to share a piece of that love was to do as I was told. I fumbled with the button of my pants and when I'd opened it, I lowered them to the ground. As I did my cock bounced out on display for all in the room to see.
 

Anna Elizabeth's expression stretched to awe as her eyes opened and her jaw lowered. She was staring at my cock and it lurched under her gaze.
 

"Brave Brother," Pater Rex said, "you have made the right choice. Now you will receive your reward!"
 

The man behind her stepped forward and around her, finding a place just to one side.
 

Anna Elizabeth turned so she could still look at me but so her mouth was just inches from his mighty cock.
 

I cringed as she lifted her hands and I realized what would happen next. 
 

Her pale fingers wrapped around his dark snake.
 

I groaned at the jealous pleasure that seared through me at the sight.
 

Anna Elizabeth opened her mouth and pushed out her tongue.
 






Chapter 10

 


My cock lurched as I watched the distance between Anna Elizabeth's mouth and the hard member close.
 

The man above her was standing still, staring down at her blue eyes looking back up. 
 

I felt a trembling start in my knees that threatened to make me fall over. I could barely believe what I was watching but at the same time couldn't tear my eyes away. My Anna Elizabeth, the woman I intended to marry was about to take the head of another man's cock into her mouth!
 

I glanced over to see Pater Rex staring at the scene, his lips curled at the corners in a slight smile. 
 

Fresh rage coursed through me as I looked back. Anna Elizabeth had brought the mighty head to her mouth. Just a second more and it would be resting on her tongue. My insides twisted. My cheeks burned. My heart thundered. My blood boiled and I felt my hands squeeze into tight fists.
 

Then the dark weapon landed, settling on the inviting moist flesh of Anna Elizabeth's soft, pink tongue.
 

Again my own cock betrayed my dark desire. As I watched her slide the hard shaft past her lips, I cringed but couldn't help the lust that pulsed through me. It was a horrifyingly invigorating feeling. This was my woman and she was betraying a vow we hadn't even yet made! She was taking another man into her mouth! How could we begin like this! How could she ever take it back?!? And still my cock flopped and bounced and raged between my legs.
 

Now I felt a hunger, too. I felt a hunger that could not be sated by any other way than by making Anna Elizabeth mine. I wanted to step up in front of her. I wanted to take her by the chin and lower her mouth onto me and feed her my vein. And then fuck her and fuck her and fuck her in the face until I could reclaim her as my own!
 

But I couldn't. Even if I could have found the way to somehow disobey Pater Rex and push this dark invader aside, I knew it would be useless. Because I was frozen in place by what I was seeing. The only part of me that moved were the involuntary spasms of my cock as it swayed helpless and impotent in the air.
 

Anna Elizabeth pushed the head of the cock into her mouth, then stopped. She held him there and after a moment I realized she was teasing the underside, just under the glans with her tongue. Her jaw moved slightly as she massaged that soft spot, licked it side to side then back to front, opening the veins and shaft inside the man for his seed to come spilling out.
 

My mind flashed forward. Would I see that too?!? Would I be there to witness the moment when his hot liquid spewed from him and into her mouth?
 

She popped off of him with a soft slurp.
 

He reached forward, put the hand on the other side of her around the back of her head and pulled her towards him once again.
 

She took him, her mouth open and eager and ready.
 

This time he looked more in control. This time he didn't stop when his head was inside. He kept going and I watched first a quarter, then a third, then half of his cock disappear into her mouth. 
 

My eyes bulged and the veins in my forehead throbbed. I felt my jaw hanging open but could do nothing to close it. As the black man eased more of himself inside my cock only flopped up and down more, betraying how aroused I was.
 

Anna Elizabeth made a noise. A deep and guttural noise that started in her belly and travelled up her throat and around the thick cock stuffed into her mouth. It was a throaty gag, the sound of a stifled heave. I saw that tears had begun to stream down her face.
 

I looked at Pater Rex. He was looking on in what looked to be satisfied amusement. I looked back. Her face had begun to turn red and still the tall stranger would not pull himself from her mouth. 
 

And there was I. Frozen on the spot. Though I was watching my bride-to-be being choked in front of me, I could do nothing but stare as pulse after pulse of jealousy-driven lust coursed through my veins.
 

Finally, he pulled himself out. A long, thick strand of clear-white bile followed the head of his massive member out of her mouth.
 

Anna Elizabeth gasped and collapsed forward onto her hands. Her heavy breasts swayed low beneath her chest.
 

Did I go to her aid? Did I cry out? Did I even ask if she needed help?
 

No! I just sat motionless, staring at what a whore she'd been made into by this dark stranger. What a filthy slut this woman was! To take a man that wasn't her husband inside her mouth!
 

Again, Anna Elizabeth. Please...again.
 

The voice came from the back of my mind. From the same dark place that was fuelling my arousal, that was making my cock dance at this wicked sight.
 

And right after I thought it, after the words had formed in my mind, Anna Elizabeth raised herself up from her hands, grabbed onto the still-stiff shaft and impaled her dainty little mouth upon it. It looked like she wanted nothing more than to swallow it whole.
 

"You know you can relieve yourself, Matthew?" The question, whispered right beside my ear made me jump and squeal with fright. Somehow Pater Rex had made his way from the chair and stood next to me without my noticing. Had I been so entranced by what was happening that I hadn't seen him move all that way?
 

I looked to the side. From what I could see of him in my peripheral vision he looked different. Changed somehow. Was it my imagination or the way the light fell on his eyes? Why did they have a reddish hue? Was the smile more wicked now? Was his gaze more insistent? More urgent? More demanding?
 

"I-I'm sorry, sir?"
 

"There's no shame in it!" he hissed. "Touch yourself, Matthew! Show Anna Elizabeth the kindness she showed you when you were deep inside those other women!"
 

What?!? "What...what kindness, sir?" I begged.
 

"Don't you remember? How do you think she felt when you were revealed being relieved by another woman's hand! Or with your little prick stuffed into that bred whore's sloppy cunt? Did she judge you then? No! She didn't! And now you wouldn't do her the favor of showing that you love her? Show her that your jealousy and judgment will not interfere with your love! Wrap your hand around your cock and pump, Matthew. Pump!"
 

He spoke with such conviction, such ferocity and with so much fire in his whispered orders that I feared my life was at stake if I didn't do what he asked! There was also the small matter of my own need which had by then swollen between my legs. Reluctantly at first, I took myself in hand, the warmth of my palm causing me to groan aloud.
 

Anna Elizabeth turned her eyes. The cock was still in her mouth and as she turned the head of it bulged in her cheek. Her eyes widened as she saw what I was doing. Suddenly a fresh hunger seemed to fill her and keeping her eyes on me she began to suck and bob upon the dark cock. It was as if she were enjoying seeing me enjoying her little performance.
 

I couldn't help a glance between her legs. Animal instinct, no doubt. There, illuminated by the flickering light of the fire, a single strand of grool seeped from the soaked lips of her tight pussy. It was weighed down by a thick droplet at its end.
 

My body quaked at the sight and at the thought of what it must taste like to be between those legs.
 

"You see it?" Pater Rex growled. "I know you do. I see your eyes resting on her tender slit. I can smell your hunger for that mess. Go now. Go to her. Lie down between her loins and lap up what she's offering you. It's because of you she drips like that!"
 

I began to tremble. I wanted nothing more than to do what he was commanding but how would I know if Anna Elizabeth would...
 

Even before I had thought the question, she answered it with her legs. Hanging off the fat cock with her mouth, she rocked first this way, then that, spreading her plump thighs and creating a perfect space underneath her for my head.
 

I looked to the side. Pater Rex urged me on with greedy eyes. As if he had some interest in this vile act, too. My whole body was crying out "Go!" and yet there was something...
 

What was it?
 

A doubt. The tiniest sliver of a doubt. Why did it feel like this was something I could not turn back from? Something I could not undo once done?
 

Silliness! Nonsense! Anything done could be undone. This was just a story like any other. A story of these people that I could make mine or not. It was just a pleasant coincidence that it made me raging hard. Piling all doubt into that darkest corner of my mind, I scuttled forward and dropped to my knees in front of Anna Elizabeth.
 

As our eyes met her mouth popped off the cock. "Oh Matthew!" she whispered, her breath smelling like the musk of another man's erection. "How I love you," she said even more softly, lowering her eyes and smiling as she watched me stroking myself in honor of her. She looked up with her bright blue eyes. "Would you...would you like to taste me?"
 

"Oh Anna Elizabeth!" I gasped. "Yes! Please yes!"
 

She looked around herself, her eyes guiding me towards the curve of her bottom. 
 

I shuffled around her, turned my back to her then lowered myself fully to the ground. The stone was cold on my back but I was so heated by the prospect of what was about to happen that I barely noticed. Using my shoulder blades and arms I worked myself between her legs.
 

My cock lurched and flexed as I passed the tight and tender hole of her backside. I turned my head to one side so that the drip of her excretion caught my cheek and as I worked myself further touched my tongue. Oh God how salty-sweet the now cooled fluid tasted! I hungered for more! Pushing my shaking tongue out of my mouth I touched the tip of it to her dampened lips.
 

My reward for this was a low groan from up above. From the sounds of it I knew she must have the cock once again in her mouth. That made a pang of jealousy shoot through me but what did I have to now be jealous about?!? 
 

I was the one who got the pleasure of pressing his face between her legs!
 

I was the one who could taste her juices and spread her lips and plunge into her!
 

I was the one that could make her shake and shiver with just my tongue.
 

I worked myself up, just a little further, just until my eyes poked out from under her. It was an astonishing view above. Anna Elizabeth's pert breasts heaving and swaying as she spread her viscous mucous all over that hardened shaft.
 

Just as I found the perfect spot beneath her I felt her sink lower and settle her generous bottom on my chest. It took some of the wind out of me but I was glad for it. Now I had unfettered access to her pristine cunt. Trembling, now from joy, I slipped my tongue between her untouched folds and let more sticky heat pour into my mouth.
 






Chapter 11

 


Who thought I would find heaven in a woman's cunt? That salty reward of spewing fluid from splitting the lips of her sex made my hand begin to pump. I had never tasted anything so holy or so pure! I plunged my tongue into her soft hole, begging for more.
 

Her answer, as she bobbed and licked and suckled overhead, was to settle on me even more.
 

I plunged my tongue into her fuck-hole, lapping up all the juice that I could find. And when there was no more to be found I swept it up and down her dew-stained lips. That led me to find a place, at the top of her slit, where touching her made her tremble and shake. I experimented a few times and then realized that this must be her clit. So I began to flick it and she began to moan onto the dick that she was sucking above me.
 

I flicked it and licked it and flicked it, each time relishing the reaction that it brought. When she started moaning I felt the hot swell of seed begin to squeeze from my balls.
 

Long, low moans turned into a series of shrill squeaks, all dampened by the rigid flesh she had in her mouth. The closer she came to her climax, the more hot juice poured from her throbbing cunt. I licked it and swallowed it all, cherishing each drop of my beautiful Anna Elizabeth's gift. Soon there was so much pouring from her that I could barely keep up and some of it began to spill down my chin onto my neck.
 

Anna Elizabeth began to writhe and shake above me, rocking her hips in time with my licks. Each thrust got harder until she was grinding her whole pelvis against me, smashing the back of my head into the ground.
 

I didn't care! I was in heaven! If I could I would have never left this place.
 

I felt the muscles in her pussy start to squeeze. I felt her gushing turn even hotter. I knew she was close to a release and the thought made me close too.
 

"Ungh!" came her tortured groan.
 

"Mmppff!" I screamed into her muff. The searing pleasure of an orgasm exploded both into and out of me. Rippling up my spine and retching out of the red head of my cock. I stared up at the sight of Anna Elizabeth stuffing that black muscle into her mouth over and over and over and over until...
 

His hands came up to hold her head and chin. He changed his stance, stepping a little wider.
 

She leaned forward. Giving her mouth to him.
 

He plundered that sweet hole, burying his rigid muscle deep into her throat. Until her neck was shaped like him. Then he began to seed.
 

I watched the outline of his pole pulsing in her throat.
 

With her mouth pried apart, she began to squeeze her neck muscles, swallowing his gift and coaxing more of it from him. I lost track of how long he held her that way but I could see his eyes staring at the angel he was desecrating.
 

When he finally stepped back, withdrawing himself and all the cum and spit and bile that came with him drooled out from her mouth some of it dripping onto my forehead.
 

With no ceremony at all, no loving look or kiss or touch, he wrapped himself into his robe, turned and disappeared into the wall behind the bookshelf once again.
 

As Anna Elizabeth gasped and coughed above me, strands of white-hot spunk still dripping from her lips, I began to realize that I needed air. I lifted my hands to her soft hips and pulled on them until she knew what I needed and shifted herself up my chest so I could breathe.
 

She gazed down. A loving smile formed on her lips. A glob of sperm, too heavy for its strand, loosed itself and fell into my mouth before I closed it. And even though this time it was another man's and that was filthy, I savoured the taste because it had once touched her sweet lips and mouth. Then I swallowed it. Then I opened my mouth, asking for more.
 

The act arched her eyebrows with affection and she put her palms on my cheeks. Pursing her lips she let a thin strand of what sticky mess she had left between her cheeks come oozing out. It dripped, slow and heavy until it touch my tongue. A single strand of another man's seed tying us together. This was no the story we shared. The story we would tell ourselves.
 

As the strand thinned at its end, Anna Elizabeth moved her hands so she could hold my mouth open with both thumbs and spat what little she had left into it. And I took it all because now I knew that I loved her and that my wife would be devoted to this angel and she could do with me what she pleased.
 

Then Pater Rex came. With a helping hand he lifted her from me.
 

As soon as she was gone I missed the taste and scent of her center and longed for it again. He robed her, kissed her forehead and patted her bottom as he sent her back into the dark space behind the bookshelf to disappear who knows to where? He walked around the room, sat down at his desk and I heard him lean back in his leather chair.
 

Somehow, I knew then that I must wait for his instruction.
 

"Now you may rise, Matthew." His voice was gentle but firm.
 

I did what he asked.
 

"Clothe yourself."
 

I did what he asked.
 

"Sit."
 

I did what he asked.
 

"Now you know the story that we tell here. Now you know that it's a different tale. Yet, you still love her, don't you Matthew?"
 

"Yes..."
 

He grinned. "Good, Matthew. Good." He leaned forward. "I've been waiting for Anna Elizabeth to find a man just like you."
 






Chapter 12

 


I had to bring myself to release again that night. Even with Tobias in the room, though he was sleeping. Even after what had happened and what I'd seen and the orgasm I'd had. The images just kept coming as I closed my eyes. Like a train rushing past they played over and over in my mind to the chorus of Pater's last words to me.
 

Then watch us as we fuck your whore to hell!
 

I pumped myself making the bed squeak and shift along the floor. And in my second moment of ecstasy I thought of what that cock had looked like, exploding inside Anna Elizabeth and sending seed spewing down her throat.
 

That led me to thinking that she was somewhere in the compound. She was lying with that seed inside of her. It was of course not dangerous that she would grow with child from it. But the question begged itself, what else would they do to her? What did Pater Rex and the thirteen men have in store for my angel?
 

I was not long in finding out.
 

The light of day brought the three Anna's from the mothering barn into our room. They giggled and snickered and attacked Tobias first. The three of them crawled up onto his bed, Anna Casala sinking onto his mouth in a deep kiss. Anna Tempera took his morning wood into her mouth and sheathed him completely into her throat. And Anna Karita worked herself between his thighs and I watched as she took first one nut into her mouth, then the other making Tobias jerk.
 

So I became hard as I watched the three of them sucking and slurping on him as his toes wiggled in ecstasy. Anna Casala soon began to tug on his nipples and this proved too much for the lanky Tobias as he erupted into Anna Tempera's mouth with a fevered groan. 
 

She kept him in her mouth until the end of his ejection while the other two Anna's took up positions on the edge of his bed. They spread their legs wide and let their bellies hang low towards their stretched cunts. Anna Tempera waited for his last fits to subside, then pulled her mouth off his cock and pressed it quickly to his lips. I knew she was feeding him his own semen and I grew harder at that fact and under the two Anna's stares.
 

Then Anna Tempera also sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs. Like an animal that had just been flogged, Tobias shrunk down off the bed and crawled on all fours to where the women were waiting. I watched as he serviced them one by one, licking their pussies until they each shot a hot gush of clear cum over him. By the time he was finished he looked exhausted and collapsed on the floor as the three women heaved themselves from the bed.
 

I shuddered as I watched all three sway and swerve around the room, their full breasts hanging heavy, their bellies low as they made their way now towards my bed.
 

"Oh," Anna Karita tittered, "this one's new. We should be gentle."
 

Over their shoulders I saw that Tobias was still lying prone on the bed, his body spasming in fits and jerks from his recent pleasure.
 

They swarmed up and two of them pulled away my covers leaving me naked with my rigid cock in full view.
 

"You're Matthew, right?" Anna Casala cooed as she crawled up onto the bed beside me.
 

"Yes," I whispered as she ran two fingers down my chest.
 

She leaned close and nibbled at my ear as I watched Anna Tempera spread my thighs apart and flick her tongue against my balls.
 

My cock jerked.
 

"Have you seen her yet?" Anna Casala teased.
 

"Seen her? Seen who?"
 

"Your fiancee! Have you seen her take another man?"
 

I grunted at the pleasant pain of one testicle getting sucked into Anna Tempera's mouth. Meanwhile, from the other side, Anna Karita settled on the bed and wrapped a fist around my rock-hard shaft.
 

"Yes," I breathed.
 

"And," she purred. "Did you like it?"
 

At that moment I felt my other testicle get slurped up, my whole sack now swallowed into Anna Tempera's mouth.
 

She looked up with wide blue eyes and her tongue coursed along my wrinkled bag. I shuddered and made to squeeze my thighs. I'd never yet felt at someone's mercy so intensely! Anna Karita settled me by stroking my cock. The pleasant tickle coloured the discomfort of my balls being prodded by a tongue.
 

"Yes," I whispered.
 

"Oh good," she cooed. She touched a finger to my chin and let it fall until it was at the center of my chest. Then she trailed it across until it was touching my nipple. With a wicked smile she pressed her thumb against it and then twisted my tender bud.
 

"Ah!" I shouted at the sudden surge of lusty pain.
 

Taking her cue, Anna Tempera began sucking even harder. As if she were trying to suck my balls down into her throat. Anna Karita's pumping stayed even but the effect of all three sensations was to draw the seed from out of my core and towards the tip of my throbbing rod.
 

"Today is very special," Anna Casala whispered. She trailed across my chest and touched my other nipple.
 

Twist!
 

"Ah!"
 

"Today you'll have to watch a fucking!" She seemed to delight in saying the word "fucking" and the sound of it made me cry out again. "Today you'll be allowed to kiss her!"
 

"Kiss her?!?" I couldn't believe what I was hearing! Was it really to be?!? Would I finally be able to press my lips against hers and feel the heat of her mouth?!?
 

"Yes!" Anna Casala said, smiling.
 

Twist!
 

Anna Tempera's practised tongue began to sweep around my balls now as she sucked them even deeper into her mouth.
 

Anna Karita's hand swept up and down my raging shaft. With each pump she twisted her fist, squeezing me and urging the seed from me.
 

"But," Anna Casala cooed, "you'll have to pay a price!"
 

Price? What price?!? What else could they ask of me, these nymphs and their overseer?
 

"She has a sweet little back hole, doesn't she?" Anna Casala leaned over me, lifted her breast and plopped it firmly into my mouth, feeding me her leaking nipple.
 

Pleasure surged through me as her fresh cream spilled onto my tongue. She pulled herself away and leaned over me, kissing me this time. Her tongue probed into me and I pushed back with mine. Her mouth was so hot and sweet and wet and I wondered what I had done to deserve such a fate? Two hands pressed against my chest until they found my nipples.
 

Twist! Twist!
 

"Ungh!" I groaned, the sound echoing in her cavity. I felt a spurt of hot seed come shooting through my cock.
 

Anna Karita pumped.
 

Anna Tempera sucked and licked my balls, her spit dripping from them now.
 

And Anna Casala thrust her tongue into my mouth twisting again as she felt my orgasm stiffen me. So I came and came, spewing cum all over myself surrounded by those three pregnant whores. When it was over they didn't stop. They kept tugging and sucking and kissing until I groaned in pain, begging them to stop.
 

They all came off. Wet mouths and filthy hands panting and smiling at their good work. They stared at me for a while, seeming to enjoy my shame-filled discomfort. Then they rose, all three holding their bellies with their hands.
 

"Come," they whispered. "We will take you to your Anna. There are stories to be told."
 



***

 


She was tied and waiting on a stool in front of the massive doors of the great stone building. She was nude and her skin shone a blinding white in the morning sun.
 

I gaped at the sight of her limbs tucked in close to her body and tied with thick twine. I'd been led out naked and thus, stood naked in front of the gazing throng.
 

"Our Brave Brother!" Pater Rex called out. Then, closing the distance between us, lowered his voice and asked, "Have you slept well?"
 

"Yes sir," I mumbled, spent from my recent release. Despite that I felt a fresh swell of lust at what I imagined was about to happen.
 

"Good. Remember, Matthew, you may call me Pater if you like."
 

I looked away. Somehow it seemed to familiar. I was not the kind to drop formality so quickly. It didn't feel right.
 

"When you're ready. When you're ready," he said, smiling.
 

"Peace and goodness to you all!" Pater Rex shouted.
 

The congregation stood. "May peace and goodness fill our cups with light!" they murmured.
 

"And may that light flow through us with the gift of life!" Pater said.
 

"All that lives begins in seed!" the crowd shouted back.
 

I looked at my beautiful Anna Elizabeth. The way she was bound to the wooden stool made her breasts sag low beneath her chest. Her bottom was raised, hands tied to ankles and already her slit glistened with a wetness coming in.
 

Pater took me by the arm and led me towards her. With a hand on my shoulder, he made me kneel.
 

I did and found myself staring at the tight bottom ring of muscle that led to her insides.
 

"Sweet, isn't it?" Pater growled.
 

I nodded.
 

"But look over there."
 

I followed his finger to where another man, another one of the thirteen was standing. His cock had been fluffed up to a rigid pole by a few of the blonde women that were now seated around him, touching themselves. They all stared at the member with desire in their eyes. The same desire I'd seen in Anna Elizabeth's the night before.
 

It was as if these dark oppressors held some sway over these beautiful women. As if they'd weaved them into their story with a spell. As if their dark staves held a power in them that the women were helpless against. The man began walking over, holding himself until he was just a few steps from us.
 

"Now," Pater said beside me. "Now you must help her. Look how tight she is. Will you help make her ready? Will you help her take him?"
 

I swung my head back until once again I was looking at her pretty puckered hole. I knew what I must do but would I have the courage? Could I do such a thing? In front of all of them? I knew I had to. I knew I had to help my Anna Elizabeth or she would not be able to do it herself. I leaned forward. I put my hands up on the soft cheeks of her ass. Her dank musk rose up to greet me as I spread her open. Pushing out my tongue, I pressed it to the ring.
 






Chapter 13

 


Anna Elizabeth moaned and arched her back under my affection. As I probed into her she shuddered and cried out. My own saliva began to drip off my tongue, coating her ass hole, slickening it for the large man's meat.
 

But as I ate a strange thing happened. The smell and taste of her overwhelmed me and made me want more, more, more! I plunged the tip of my tongue in and out of her. I spat on her then licked it up, then spat again.
 

Just below my chin, her soaked gash leaked and dripped onto the ground. I longed to taste it again but that was not my job now. My job now was to make her ready to take him.
 

"Enough!" Pater bellowed.
 

I would not relent. He had to pull me away. I sank back onto my haunches and stared at what I'd done. Her ass seemed to have spread like a flower. I'd done my job well.
 

The black man stepped forward holding his penetrator. He pressed the head of it against my handiwork. He circled around, collecting the moisture I'd left there. Then he stepped forward and began to push.
 

"Oh, oh!" Anna Elizabeth cried out. His meat began to sink into her and she bucked and strained against the ropes that held her fast. Her ass swallowed his bulbous head. She screamed. He began to force the rest of himself inside.
 

Each inch seemed to enter her more slowly. I saw her squeezing, tightening, her whole body shaking under the strain. She jerked her head around. "I...I can't!"
 

"Oh Anna," Pater rumbled. "But you can!"
 

With that the dark monster thrust himself forward. The rest of his cock slipped in. I watched as it spread her hole to twice its size. Deeper and deeper he went until there was nothing left. His sack landed against her with a wet slap!
 

The crowd cheered.
 

Pater grinned.
 

All I could do was stare, transfixed at my lovely Anna's white bottom filled with black flesh.
 

He placed his hands on her hips. He braced himself and leaned forward. Then he began to saw. He pulled himself out.
 

She moaned.
 

He thrust back inside.
 

She moaned again.
 

Out.
 

Moan!
 

In.
 

Moan!
 

On the third time her body appeared to relax. She was still breathing heavily, but now she looked as if she'd adjusted to accommodate him.
 

"Help her, Matthew!" Pater urged. "Help her find her pleasure!"
 

I looked up, bewildered. What did he mean?
 

He motioned that I should go forward. He put two fingers in the air.
 

Then I knew. I knew he meant for me to find the spot I'd found the night before with my tongue. I reached up. My fingers found her tender flesh. Then I felt her engorged clit beneath them and began to spin.
 

"Oh!" came the long, low groan of her excitement. Her ass raised, accepting him even more deeply than before. 
 

As his cock plunged and plunged I felt more wetness spill from her heated pussy.
 

She bucked. She cried out.
 

He was drilling into her now. Each thrust rocked her forward on the stool. Each time he slammed against her body she cried out.
 

My fingers were slick with her juice. I rubbed back and forth and rubbed and rubbed. Then I felt it. I felt her little bud go taut. I felt more liquid leaking out. Then I heard her scream.
 

"Agh!" she shouted as a violent climax tore through her. The ropes dug into her flesh as she strained against them. Her ass tightened around the cock pounding into it.
 

And I looked on in raging lust, tortured agony and some humiliation that my bride-to-be was being given such a treatment in front of the entire village.
 

I fell away as the large man's thrusts into Anna Elizabeth became more insistent. Once again I heard Pater's voice at my side.
 

"Go to her, Matthew. You may kiss her now. You've earned it," he said.
 

His words filled me with an elation that blinded all other emotions. Finally! After all this time and waiting and patience I was going to be allowed to kiss my Anna Elizabeth! I scurried over in front of the stool on my hands and knees and looked into her eyes. Though I knew the crowd behind me could see everything, I didn't care. I didn't care that they were watching as her hole was being stretched and tainted by this brute. I didn't care that there I was in front of her, watching her rock back and forth as she was defiled.
 

No! I was going to enjoy this moment and save it for the rest of my life and that was that! But the ugly snake of jealousy reared its head and threatened to fill me with venom as soon as I saw her face.
 

It was a face I'd never seen a woman make before. Anguished and desperate but somehow also conveying an unearthly pleasure. Her eyes had appeared to roll back into her head. Her jaw hung open and her head bobbed with each thrust as if she were in a trance.
 

"Anna Elizabeth!" I whispered. "Wake up! I can kiss you now!"
 

Her eyes lolled open and a smile flickered along her lips. "I'm awake silly," she said, giggling. Here again was another Anna Elizabeth I had not yet met. The one I knew didn't giggle. Where was the stern and upright woman I had fallen for? This was some lecherous hussy, some common slut who was actually taking pleasure in this barbaric ritual!
 

And yet...
 

And yet...
 

And yet she was so beautiful, still. No matter how thick the cock stuffed up her ass or how she was enjoying it, her lips were still so full and plush and welcoming. The thought of my tongue inside her mouth was enough to cause my cock to rise again. Without saying any more, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers.
 

How arousing! How incredible it was, the feeling of plunging my tongue into her hot mouth. Even though hers was somewhat limp, presumably from her exhaustion, I still revelled in the act of fishing around in her mouth for it. I poked and prodded at it, trying to make her kiss me back but after some time knew that my efforts were in vain. 
 

She was spent and exhausted from the climax that I'd given her and I would have to be happy with what I got. Touching a palm to her cheek I pulled away and looked into her eyes again. "I love you Anna Elizabeth!" I watched her very carefully for a reaction and I think she smiled after I said it. Thinking back, yes, I'm sure she did. I'm sure of it.
 

Then the dark giant came.
 

Anna Elizabeth's eyes opened wide as he roared behind her.
 

I looked back to see his whole body in a state of furious tension as he pumped his cock into her and filled her back cavity with his seed. I even caught her eye a few times as he did and I'm sure she smiled at me again when I did.
 

His climax finished quickly. As soon as he was done he pulled his flagging member from her, turned and walked back to put on his robe.
 

Then it was just me and her at the center of the onlookers for even Pater Rex had seemed to disappear into the crowd. I kept staring at her for some time, waiting for her to find her strength again. When she didn't I lifted her chin with a finger to look into her eyes.
 

"Anna Elizabeth," I whispered.
 

"Oh Matthew," she replied. "You are so darling."
 

Darling. Darling!
 

It was a momentous occasion. The first warm word I'd ever received from Anna Elizabeth and how happy and proud I was for it!
 

"I love you!" I said.
 

"Untie me?" she asked.
 

I looked around. Everyone was still watching but I didn't care. I was really looking for Pater Rex. I was really looking for some guidance about what to do. He would know. He would be able to tell me.
 

"Matthew, please! Untie me!"
 

"I..." Where was he? Where was he when I needed him? Was this right? Was this what I was supposed to do? What if untying her was the wrong thing? What if he got mad?
 

"Matthew, the ropes are hurting me!" she cried this time. "Please untie me!"
 

My heart was pounding and I was filled with a nervous energy. I had no idea what to do. I was torn. I wanted to help her. I wanted to untie Anna Elizabeth. But what I didn't want most of all, was to make Pater Rex angry with me!
 

My eyes darted from Anna Elizabeth's wiggling form on the stool, out through the crowd, desperately searching for Pater Rex's large frame. He was nowhere to be found.
 

"Matthew!" she cried now and it proved too much.
 

"Alright! Alright!" I shrieked and began to pick at the knots in the thick twine.
 

They'd been tied so expertly that they came apart easily even though she had not been able to free herself from them. As the ropes fell away, Anna Elizabeth began to stand. I jumped up to help her and she took my hand and soon we were both standing naked in front of the silent crowd.
 

"As you know my children!" Pater Rex's voice bellowed as his shape emerged from the crowd. "There is one final act of devotion that must be performed by our new Brave Brother! One more demonstration of loyalty and respect!"
 

I turned to look at him. How could I not have seen him there? I didn't understand how, short of crawling on the ground, he had hidden himself. Nevertheless, he did not seem mad and for that I was very grateful.
 

Anna Elizabeth turned to me. Her whorish look had been replaced with a supplicant smile and her cheeks blushed a little red as if this were the part of the ceremony that was going to embarrass her most.
 

"To show your love and your commitment to your new bride, Brave Brother," Pater Rex boomed as he stepped toward us and put a hand on my shoulder, "will you help the young maiden freshen herself?" He opened his eyes widely as he said it and turned his head to punctuate the question.
 

"F-f-freshen...herself?"
 

"She is filthy!" he hissed. "How can you marry someone like that?"
 

"But...what can I..."
 

Before I could finish, Pater was already helping me to my knees. Then his broad, black hands were turning my lovely Anna Elizabeth around so that she was facing away and so that her messy rear was nearly at my face.
 

I sucked in a breath at how much fresh spunk was leaking from inside her. The smell of the giant's potent load mingled with the musk I remembered her back hole to smell like. I swallowed. I gagged. Was this really to be? Would I really do this and in front of so many watching?
 

Again my cock betrayed me. As torn as I was in my mind, my cock let it be known to all that could see that my body was ready to receive her lover's cum. Not just ready. Hungry for it.
 

"Eat her, Matthew," Pater Rex purred. "Clean your filthy slut!"
 

Somehow I had known this was coming. My eyes swung down from Pater Rex to Anna Elizabeth's closing maw. It had been stretched so wide by her invader and now was closing as thick rivers of his spunk poured out of it. It was a vile sight but my cock flexed between me legs even as apprehension gripped my insides. But I knew what I must do.
 

I leaned closer. I placed my palms on the two soft, round orbs of her buttocks and pried them apart. With trepidation I leaned even closer and pushed my tongue past my lips. As I stretched her apart, a torrent of cum erupted from the chasm in a wet and sloppy fart. The hot liquid landed on my cheek as the crowd roared their approval.
 

Stifling the retch that bubbled up from my insides, I pressed my tongue against her ass and began to eat away at the sticky deposits. There was such a volume of it that I could barely keep up as I cleaned and licked around her tender ring. 
 

Anna Elizabeth once again began to moan and as I pulled away to eye my efforts, I saw that more wetness had come in between her legs. Her excitement filled me with fresh lust and I plunged back into her ass, scooping out wave after wave of cum with my tongue. I swallowed down the salty liquid that left a bitter trail where it touched my tongue. Soon I couldn't resist the urge to push my hand between her legs and swipe a finger along her soaked slit. Encouraged by her moans I kept rubbing her with my fingers even as I kept washing her back hole.
 

She shook and shivered above my hand. She groaned. She swayed. Her thighs began to shake. The sticky sounds of my fingers on her pussy drifted out over the crowd. Then her ass hole began to tighten around my tongue and I knew that I had brought her to the edge of pleasure once again. As she leaned back, burying my face between her cheeks, I felt the warm glow of satisfaction fill me. How good a lover I was being! How I knew what my Anna Elizabeth needed and craved.
 

Her climax came with a scream that echoed along the hills. Then it was over.
 

She was being led away by Pater Rex. The crowd began to thin. I knelt quietly in front of the stool and watched her disappear. Then there was no one in the little square but me. I sat on my haunches, a slight wind blowing autumn air through my hair. I hoped I had been good. I hoped this had been the final test of my devotion. I had no way of knowing.
 

"Come, Matthew." The unmistakable sound of Tobias' voice made me turn. He was standing behind me. "You should get some rest before tonight."
 






Chapter 14

 


I was exhausted. Tobias had led me back to the room. On the way he'd begun to explain that tonight would be his wedding and that it would be a late night. My head was a mess of emotions and thoughts and contradictions. I wished Pater Rex would come and talk to me and explain all this. In the meantime, I listened to Tobias talk.
 

"Do you like it here?" he asked.
 

For a while I didn't respond. What could I say? It was the last thing I was expecting when I agreed to come here for the wedding. How could a man expect his beautiful fiancee to lead him to a place like this without telling him what it was about?
 

And yet...each time I thought of what had happened fresh lust surged into my cock.
 

"I don't know what to make of it."
 

"You don't?" he asked, sitting on the edge of the bed.
 

"Do you?"
 

"It's all written there," he said, pointing to the Brave Brother's Companion. "You should read it. Sooner than later would be better. Then you'd understand."
 

I looked at the book. What secrets did it hold? What answers could it possibly give me about this absurd place? I looked away. I didn't have the energy for it now. "What will happen tonight? At your wedding?" I asked instead.
 

Tobias took a deep breath and closed his eyes before answering. "Tonight," he began quietly, "I will finally take my bride."
 

His words filled me with a faint hope. Surely he'd been through everything I had. If that was the case then come my wedding, I would be able to take my bride too! "Will it be like...like this morning? With everyone watching?" I ventured.
 

Tobias shook his head. "No. This morning was just the induction. To make sure of your commitment."
 

"Commitment to what?"
 

"To this place. To your wife. To Pater Rex."
 

Pater Rex.
 

Why did the mere mention of his name fill me with a kind of satisfaction? Why did I feel the need to see him again, to make sure he wasn't angry, to please him in some way? None of it made any sense in my mind but in my heart? I felt a love there. "So what will it be like? Your wedding? Who will be there?"
 

"Just me and my Anna Esther and Pater Rex," Tobias replied. "He will perform the vows."
 

"Will there be a celebration? A feast? A party? Dancing afterwards?"
 

Tobias scowled and shook his head again. "Don't even ask those questions. A wedding is much to solemn an event for that."
 

A wedding? A solemn event? I hadn't heard anything like it. "I thought weddings were supposed to be full of love and joy. A celebration of two lives being joined."
 

Tobias set his jaw. "You would do well to read your story, Matthew," he chided. "Pater Rex will not be pleased with you if you have not."
 

I looked at the book again but didn't answer him. What was there to say? Perhaps I should read the story. If it would make Pater Rex happy, I would. The two of us sat in silence for a spell. The sun slipped lower in the sky. Long shadows crawled across the floor. Then a knock at the door.
 

Tobias jumped up. "It is time," he said with terrified excitement. He looked at me. "It is time."
 

I didn't even know what to say. If this had been a friend from back home I would have shaken hands or offered my congratulations. A smile. A slap on the back. Why did he look so sombre? So dour? I watched him walk across the room. As he swung the door open I saw the two dark shapes. Hooded men in black robes again.
 

Tobias lowered his head, then stepped outside. The door swung shut.
 

The silence that descended had a sobering effect on me. The cool breeze drifting through the window made me sit up. Something stirred inside of me, something I hadn't felt since our arrival. As much as I wanted to please Anna Elizabeth and now Pater Rex, something was niggling in the back of my mind.
 

Why did I suddenly feel like this wasn't my wedding as much as it was Anna Elizabeth's? Why had I let myself be guided into these strange and taboo rituals so easily? What about my idea of what a wedding was supposed to be like? She hadn't even asked about it. Not once. I had been so blinded by my love for her that I simply accepted all of this as inevitable. I felt a doubt stirring inside of me. 
 

Did I really mean to live my life like this? What did all of these people do? No one seemed to be working here. And where were all the white men that I'd seen inside the church? Where did they spend their days? 
 

The questions began gnawing at me and wouldn't relent. I began to wonder if I would ever be given any real answers. Any answers that made sense.
 

All it took was a tiny spark of mischief to fan the flames of my doubt into a burn. Had I even tried the door? Who had said that I always needed to be chaperoned by someone when venturing out of my room? What was stopping me from exploring the compound on my own?
 

I thought the matter over to great length. I sensed that somehow Pater Rex would be disappointed and this I didn't like. I still couldn't put my finger on why, but I knew I felt a need for his approval. For a few moments, my curiosity outweighed that need. I bounced off the bed and tiptoed towards the door.
 

The hallway outside was empty. I'd even remembered to lift the door slightly on its hinges to keep it from groaning as it swung. I slipped outside and crept along the wall. A sound coming from the other end of the hall made me freeze in my tracks. I craned my neck and pricked my ears to listen.
 

"Oh yes, Pater! Yes!"
 

The pitch and timbre made it unmistakable. It was the sound of a woman's voice. The sound of Anna Esther's voice, no doubt. I listened again.
 

A long, low moan filled the hallway. A woman's moan. The kind of moan made at an indescribable pleasure.
 

Again my curiosity got the better of me. That and knowing that Pater Rex was preoccupied led me to change direction and sneak along the wall towards the noise. As I crept the moans became louder and louder until finally I was sure I was standing in front of the door they were coming from.
 

Surprisingly, it had been left ajar.
 

Closing one eye I peered inside. I moved my head right to left then left to right until my one eye settled on a dark blob. Squinting, I brought the image into focus.
 

Again, my breath was drawn from my lungs and would not return at what I saw.
 

There, on a cross between a bed and an altar, lay the beautiful Anna Esther. Her legs were splayed like a mantis revealing a deep pink slit whose petals were opened in a damp arousal. Above her stood Tobias, her husband to be, holding her legs apart by the knees, opening her.
 

But it was what was between those legs that made my heart thunder in my chest and my blood run cold. The dark shape of a naked Pater Rex knelt between her fine, soft thighs. His black hands were on the seat of her buttocks and his mouth was less than an inch from her wet cunt. I watched in horror as he honoured her with his mouth. This was what had been causing her to moan. After some minutes of this, he stood and I saw that his cock was engorged and ready to penetrate her soft flesh.
 

I nearly gasped in horror.
 

"Anna Esther," he began, "daughter of these gentle hills do you take this man to be your husband?"
 

Anna Esther's back was arching up, her breasts heaving with each breath. "I do," she said.
 

Pater Rex looked up at Tobias. "And Tobias, do you take this woman, Anna Esther, to be your wife? To hold in times of need? To comfort and to love no matter what may come?"
 

The vows were certainly a different version than I had heard.
 

Tobias took a deep breath. He swallowed and closed his eyes, as if he were trying to quell some lingering doubt he might have had about the whole thing. When he opened them, however, he seemed certain. "I do."
 

A smile flirted with the corners of Pater Rex's mouth at the answer. He glanced down at Anna Esther's messy slit that had started leaking white cream in her excitement. Her body was trembling and she was looking at him with wide eyes. She licked her lips.
 

"In exchange for our company," Pater Rex began, "will you give your bride to me?"
 

Now my own eyes went wide as I realized what Pater Rex was asking of poor Tobias.
 

Tobias swallowed. He looked down at Anna Elizabeth as tears formed at the corners of his eyes. Then he looked at Pater Rex and spoke. "I will."
 

"And will you let me break her?"
 

"I will."
 

"And do you agree to let me fill her first? To fill her with my seed? Will you let nature decide who was meant to breed?" There was a fire in his voice now as he spoke. His own words seemed to be working him into a raging lust.
 

"I..." Tobias hesitated. He bit his lip. "I do," the words came in a whisper.
 

I swear I heard Pater Rex growl in that moment. As he pointed the head of his fearsome prick at her slippery cunt, he snarled in anticipation of the feeling of sliding into her. With a firm thrust of his muscled thighs he began to push himself inside.
 

"Ah!" Anna Esther cried out as he drove the head of his cock past her tender lips. "Oh Pater!" she moaned.
 

He stopped, as if there were a barrier to her entrance. With another snarl, he thrust his hips forward, puncturing her and driving his cock into the depths of her tight pussy.
 

Slick, clear-white cream came gushing from her along with a tiny trickle of blood.
 

My jaw dropped at what I was seeing! Pater Rex drove the entire length of his shaft into her as Tobias cried, watching from above. As Pater Rex removed his meat, it came out coated in her juices. He thrust it in again making her writhe on the altar bed beneath the two men.
 

With long, slow strokes he began sloshing in and out, in and out of the woman. His cock had hardened to full stiffness and his hips thrust faster and faster in ever more fitful jerks.
 

Tobias looked back and forth between Pater Rex's eyes and his brides slick gash. Tears streamed down his cheeks.
 

It was as macabre a scene as I had ever seen and yet I couldn't look away. Anna Esther whimpered and mewled each time he filled her and soon her body began to shake. Her eyes closed. Her lips split in a silent moan.
 

Pater continued his fuck.
 

An icy chill blew through me. This, I realized, was the wedding ceremony. The same wedding ceremony I was meant to endure tomorrow. My insides tightened. My mind went numb. I had been through so much with Anna Elizabeth since we'd come here and yet somehow I'd never expected this! That I would be asked what Tobias had been asked. That I would be asked to offer my bride to Pater Rex so that he may have the first chance to inseminate her!
 

The slick sounds of his cock pulsing into her pussy drew my eye back to the room. His fucking was more furious now and she had spread her legs to take him as deeply as she could. As the two approached their climax, Tobias staggered back, seemingly unable to endure the sight. And yet, he looked on.
 

"Argh!" Pater Rex roared. His motion slowed. My eyes drifted to his cock. He held most of it inside her but I could still see the root. It began to bulge and grow, throbbing within her, no doubt spewing its potent load deep between her legs.
 

"Ah!" Anna Esther shouted as her own climax took her. Perhaps at the feeling of being filled with Pater Rex's hot cum. Perhaps at the feeling of his throbbing muscle stretching her. Or perhaps at the thought that he was the first to try and make her belly grow.
 

He held her pinned to the altar-bed as she writhed and cried beneath him. He moved in and out of her only slightly, determined to blast the deepest parts of her womb with his gift. When the peak of his orgasm had passed he began to fuck her with all his fury. This stretched out her anguished pleasure and she thrashed her head from side to side until it looked like she could not take any more. Until it looked like she might pass out from the pleasure he was giving her.
 

He slowed. Thick, sticky cream flowed from her, a mixture of both their juices. It drizzled down from her cunt, covering her ass hole and dripping down onto the altar-bed. Once the last spurts had erupted inside her, Pater Rex stepped back and I watched his formidable cock fall out. Even in its waning state it was larger than any I could have imagined.
 

"Now," Pater Rex said, "you may take her for yourself."
 

Wiping the tears from his eyes Tobias stepped around and took Pater Rex's place. He pushed his pants down from his hips and withdrew his own rod, a pale an sickly looking thing at least compared to Pater's mighty girth.
 

As Anna Esther lay limp on the table, Tobias stepped between her legs and pushed his crooked twig into her stretched and leaking slit. She did not respond. As if she hadn't even felt him enter her.
 

Tobias' body began shaking. His hips jerked in jagged thrusts, his pelvis slamming against her spent pussy. A few moments later he squawked a wretched sound. The sound of an ill bird dying. His body jerked once, twice, thrice and I realized this was his climax. His contribution to their wedding night. When he pulled himself out a few moments later I realized he didn't stand a chance.
 

I realized then that poor Tobias had been receiving regular, daily milkings from the three Anna's. As I had. Even if he'd been allowed to abstain and save himself for this moment, nothing that came out of that thin, white cock could match the volume of Pater's seed.
 

It became clear to me then what had just happened. Nature was being allowed to take its course. The stronger, more potent man would be the one to pass along his genes. This was where all this debauchery had been leading. To rob poor Tobias of any chance at progeny with Anna Esther.
 

The same thing had been done to me.
 

I had to free my lover. I had to find a way out!
 






Chapter 15

 


I had stumbled through the halls after slipping away from the door. I had no idea where I was headed or what plan I would concoct. My head was spinning. A million thoughts raced through my mind each of them less intelligible than the last. One thing was certain, I had to find Anna Elizabeth. I had to tell her about what I'd seen. And I had to convince her to leave this place no matter how impossible that seemed.
 

As I climbed the stairs from one floor to the next, I paused at each door listening intently in the hopes that that room might be hers. Room after room I heard nothing until the very faint sound of clacking from somewhere down the darkened hall drew me forth.
 

It grew louder as I approached. It was a frightening, furious sound like a thousand tiny spiders skittering along the floor. As I approached it, I found the door where it was coming from. Happily, it was ajar.
 

Seated in row after row of low-lit desks, there sat a seemingly endless sea of balding, white heads all capped with green eye shades. As I looked up and down the rows I came to realize that each of the men were those that I had seen in the church. Pale and thin, they say above their counting machines, fingers clacking on noisy keyboards as their eyes scanned endless receipts.
 

Accountants.
 

Just. Like. Me.
 

Unable to stop myself, I stepped into the room careful not to make noise with the door. Maybe they smelled a kindred spirit.
 

All clacking stopped.
 

All heads turned towards me.
 

They stared at me from beneath their clear, green visors, eyeing me with furrowed brows full of suspicion until one of them dared to speak.
 

"You are not allowed to be here," he croaked.
 

What brought me the courage to close the door and pull the bolt to this day I don't understand. When I looked back at them they all seemed scared. As if they knew a punishment was waiting for them because of my visit.
 

"Who are you?" I whispered.
 

Heads began to turn as the men reluctantly met eyes, deciding whether an answer was worth the risk.
 

"Who are you?" the one who'd spoken before asked.
 

"I am...I am Matthew. I am to be married tomorrow. To Anna Elizabeth. She brought me here. But..."
 

A pregnant silence hung in the air. They all seemed to lean forward in their seats, eager to her my condition.
 

"But what?" the calm one asked.
 

"But...I saw..."
 

He scowled and exhaled an evil-sounding breath. "But what? You saw what?"
 

He did not seem like the type that I should trust. And yet where else did I have to turn? "I saw Pater Rex. I saw him...marrying my roommate and his bride."
 

Gasps. Some of the green-hats turned back toward their keyboards though they did not begin to type. They just sat staring at the numbers, their faces burning with guilt and shame.
 

"You were not meant to see that," the calm one spoke.
 

Suddenly I felt the need to move to him. Maybe I felt a closer proximity would lend a more desperate air to my imploring. "Please!" I cried, grabbing his arm.
 

The accountants around him scattered in a chorus of shrill and womanly shrieks. Chairs fell and bounced off the hard, stone floor as the men cowered in the corners.
 

He did not try to break my grip or tear his arm away. "You will be in big trouble if you are found out," he explained.
 

"Please," I begged, "I don't want to go through with this. I want to leave this place. Where is my Anna Elizabeth? Where can I find her?"
 

He shook his head. "You will not find her in these walls. There are secret entrances and rooms where unwed brides are kept. You don't have a chance of seeing her before your wedding tomorrow."
 

A hopelessness filled me as I looked about the room. I began to wonder. Had all these men...
 

"Are you..." I began.
 

"We are the Brave Brothers, yes."
 

"Brave Brothers," I echoed. "Why? Why do they call you brave?"
 

He arched a brow. "Haven't you read the story?" he asked.
 

"The Brave Brother's Companion? No. No, I have not," I said, lowering my eyes, somehow ashamed at my admission.
 

He took a deep breath. "We were all led here. Just like you. By beautiful white wives, most too beautiful for the likes of us."
 

"Why then? Why did you come?!?" I asked, trying to mask the desperation in my voice.
 

"Why?" he asked. "Why did you?"
 

"I...because...Anna Elizabeth. She is so beautiful and good and pure. She is an angel and I hardly deserve her..." I trailed off.
 

"Now you know why. All of the Anna's are the same. All of the Brave Brother's felt the way you did at one time."
 

So this was it. This was the treachery. Lured here by these angel-nymphs, these mermaids of the open air. Then, once they had been welcomed into the fold, once they'd tasted acceptance and love these poor souls were cast away into this dungeon while their brides feasted on big, black cocks.
 

"You're...you're all accountants?"
 

"Yes," the calm man nodded. "Except for Jebediah in the corner. He runs IT."
 

I looked to where the man was pointing a thin, crooked finger. In the corner there sat a man at a computer, one that seemed even more ancient than all the rest. A single external hard-drive sat smoking beside him on the desk. "What's that?"
 

"He's running backups," the calm man explained. His voice took a note of sadness as he spoke.
 

It all seemed so pathetic, so unnecessary!
 

"Why? Why do you stay?"
 

The calm one smiled. "The same reason you will." He leaned closer and spoke in a whisper. "What better pleasure have you felt than thinking of your wife-to-be's sweet pussy being stuffed with a big, black cock?"
 

I gasped at his answer. So I was not the only one! There were others and they were all here in this room! It was a thrilling realization and yet it filled me with a sadness. "Do you ever get to see your wives? Do you get to...to be with them?"
 

He smiled a sympathetic smile. "Of course. We watch them almost every night."
 

"Watch them?" I asked.
 

"Watch them, yes. As they spread their legs and take their black lovers between them. We watch as their pussies are fucked and filled with seed. We hold their hands and kiss their mouths as they are defiled and then..."
 

"Yes?" I gasped. "Then?"
 

"And then we are led to our bedrooms to sleep." His shoulders sagged. "Where we can relieve ourselves, remembering what we've seen."
 

"But...don't you ever want to..."
 

"We've made our choice. Now go. I've already said too much!" he snapped. Then, turning to his brothers he barked, "Enough of this circus! Back to work!"
 

The men all seemed to snap out of their stupor at his command. The one's who'd been unseated picked up their chairs and sat down. As if on cue, the violent clacking began again. And not a single one of them looked back as I slipped out of the room.
 

I closed the door as quietly as I could. I turned around. As I did, I caught sight of an ankle disappearing around the corner at the other end of the hall. And I knew it was her ankle. My ankle. It was Anna Elizabeth! This was my chance! I broke into a run.
 






Chapter 16

 


By some miracle I caught her the moment she was about to disappear into another hidden door. "Anna Elizabeth!" I cried, catching her by the shoulder and spinning her around.
 

The look of terror on her face made me stagger back. 
 

"Matthew!" she hissed. "What are you doing here?!? You are not supposed to see me again before the wedding!"
 

My angel looked even more beautiful than she had the last time I'd seen her. Suddenly I felt the weight of the calm man's words descend onto my chest.
 

Most too beautiful for the likes of us.
 

It was true. Anna Elizabeth was too beautiful for me. Why she'd said yes to my proposal I didn't know. But I knew that I would not become like the others. I would not become another green-capped slave, toiling over my numbers while my wife spent her days wandering the streets with her lovers.
 

"Anna Elizabeth we have to leave this place!"
 

Her eyes went wide with shock. "What? How can you say that? How can you say that after everything that's happened? After everything I've endured?"
 

"You've endured?" I balked.
 

Anna Elizabeth lowered her eyes and I saw a single tear form at the corner of one of them. "After all those times I found you fornicating with those other women. After I let myself be used for your pleasure, Matthew. I did all of that for you and now you want to leave?"
 

What on earth was she talking about? "What do you mean? You did that for me?" I asked.
 

She looked up and her eyes grew kind. "Of course I did it for you Matthew!" she wailed. "Why else would I have done it? Are you telling me you didn't like it? Are you telling me you didn't like seeing me like that?"
 

Her question stopped me in my tracks. I couldn't deny that I'd enjoyed it but...was that really worth a lifetime in this place? "Anna Elizabeth, I love you. I love you but I..."
 

But I what? I couldn't lie to my Anna Elizabeth! The truth was undeniable. My body had betrayed me and she'd seen how intense my pleasure had been at seeing her pilfered by another man.
 

"Matthew," she cooed, "I think I know what's happening here."
 

"You do?" I asked.
 

"I think that you're just feeling nervous. It's normal. It happens all the time. The night before the wedding men begin to wonder if they're making the right decision."
 

"No! No!" I cried. "I'm sure about you, Anna Elizabeth! I don't doubt it for one second, I never have! I just...I just don't want to...I can't. I can't live here. I can't live like this."
 

Her smile waned. Soon it was gone completely and her expression turned serious. She lowered her chin and looked at me from under her brow. "But Matthew you can not have one without the other. This is my home. This is where I was meant to be. This is my story. The only question is, will it be yours too?"
 

Before I could answer, Anna Elizabeth spun around and disappeared into the dark space behind the secret door. And before I could reach her or call out, the door slammed shut.
 

No amount of pulling or tugging would loosen it from its invisible frame. It was as if some dark force were keeping it closed from within. Finally, I gave up. I stumbled back, my shoulders sagging, my face long. 
 

An agony gripped me and I wanted to cry out. But I did not want to be discovered. Dejected, I shuffled back to my room.
 

Tobias was not there and I didn't wonder long where he might be. Perhaps with his new bride. Perhaps he had been given the night with her, his last before he, too, would be taken to the counting room and a green visor set upon his head.
 

I sat, staring at the wall and wondering if that was the fate that would befall me. I thought my love for Anna Elizabeth knew no bounds but the prospect of a life inside these walls, inside this prison of heartbreak and pain was daunting. Would I really be able to live like that?
 

There was something else to consider. What did I have outside of these walls? The answer was simple. Without Anna Elizabeth I had nothing. I had no family, no friends. If I needed to I could find a job elsewhere but I would forever be racked with doubt about whether I could have had a happier, or at least a less miserable life, here.
 

I pondered the possibilities late into the night. I can't remember if I came up with an answer or not. The next thing I remember was being woken up the next morning. Not by Tobias. Not by Anna Elizabeth. Not by the three Anna's either. By the calm accountant that I'd spoken to the night before.
 

"Matthew," he whispered in a furtive voice. "Matthew!"
 

"What?" I said, rubbing my bleary eyes. "You. It's you. How do you know my name?"
 

"It's not important. Listen to me. I am Yasha. You must listen." He had a tempestuous look that made me sit up and pay attention.
 

"I'm listening."
 

"There is still hope for you. There is still a way out of this!"
 

"What? There is?"
 

"There is but you must listen well. Pater demands your submission because he needs it! It is what grants him his power!"
 

"It is?" I asked, my voice full of wonder.
 

"It is. If you do not give it to him, if you do not submit, his power over you will not be complete. It will wane and he will not be able to pull you back as he has the rest of us."
 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing! Was this a way out? Was this what I'd been looking for? "Tell me Yasha, please! How do I keep myself from falling into this life!"
 

Yasha set his jaw, as if what he was about to say would not come easily. "Pater Rex cannot make you submit to his will any more than you can make your Anna submit to yours. You cannot make a woman love you if she does not. She has fallen victim to the promise of the power of his loins. But that promise is empty. A cock is nothing without the man behind it."
 

I shook my head. How could it be so? How could a woman ever love someone like me after experiencing a man like that?
 

"No! Don't be fooled! The world is full of fearsome cocks, there is no shortage of that."
 

"Then what are you saying? What could I have that he doesn't?" I said, an anger brewing inside me at his naive rant.
 

"You may not have his thick, dark gift, Matthew. But you have something else to give her."
 

"What?!?" I shouted, losing my patience.
 

He paused and cocked his head. "Love, Matthew. Love."
 

The words melted me inside. How could I have been so blind! Of course this was my secret weapon! This was what I had to put my trust in! Did I dare? Did I dare to lose her if I tested this? "How will I convince her of this? I can't even see her before the wedding!" I cried.
 

"Then it is at the wedding that you will confront him and her together. When he pierces her and stuffs his muscle towards her womb and fills her with his potent spunk, he will then ask you to do the same."
 

"And?!? Then what?!?"
 

"Then...you will tell him 'no.'"
 

"No?" I asked.
 

"No."
 

"That is it? That is your big plan?" I growled, gritting my teeth and ready to rage against this crazy man.
 

"You will look into her eyes and you will say these words: 
 

I have loved you since we met and I will love you 'till we die,
But my heart will break in two if I am spurned!
 

Even love like mine will flounder in a wretched place like this,
The strongest love will fade if not returned!"
 

"What?!? That's it? That's your plan?"
 

"Wait!" he said. "I'm not finished. Then:
 

Meet me in the morning on the road towards the hill,
We can walk away together hand in hand!
 

I will know then that you've chosen me and love instead of lust,
And we'll spend our lives together 'till the end!"
 

Had there been crickets in that great stone palace their singing would have drowned out the silence between us. Instead, there was only silence.
 

"Are you mad?" I whispered.
 

Yasha shook his head. "I am not. I have saved one like you before. I can save you too."
 

"How will this work?"
 

He rubbed a hand across his chin. "It will only work if she truly loves you, Matthew."
 

The weight of his words sank heavily on my chest. They were heavy because I knew them to be true. I did not want to speak the next question but I knew it had to be spoken. "And what about...what about the ceremony?"
 

"The ceremony?"
 

"The wedding. Must I...must I see her with him? I don't think I can."
 

Yasha laid a hand on my arm. When he spoke, his voice was gentle. "You can, Matthew."
 

"I can't! It will stay with me forever!"
 

Slowly, he shook his head. "It will not. It will fade with time, like all untold stories do."
 

"But he will have had her! He will have been the one who took her first!"
 

A smile crept across his lips. "And that memory will fade into the past. And you will have her for the rest of your life."
 

And I knew then that Yasha was a good man and that the path he'd laid out for me was the only way to redemption.
 






Chapter 17

 


I paced so much that day that I must have worn a path into those stones. I walked back and forth across the room rubbing my palms together and steeling myself for what I knew I must do. I played the scene over and over again in my mind. I imagined myself standing over Anna Elizabeth as Tobias had stood over his wife. As Yasha had stood over his. As all the men had stood over all their wives as they were taken by Pater's mighty pole.
 

As hard as I tried, I couldn't ignore the twisting of my insides at the thought that she would carry the memory of Pater's massive cock inside her mind for the rest of our days. If she even chose me, that is.
 

And yet I knew what I must do.
 

When the knock came at the door I felt ready. When I walked into the hallway and began the long walk to the wedding chamber flanked by two dark guards, my feet felt leaden. My insides felt as if they'd been twisted into a thousand knots. But I felt calm. I knew what I must do.
 

As I was led into the room and my eyes fell upon Anna Elizabeth lying naked on the altar-bed, my resolve faltered. 
 

And yet I knew what I must do.
 

"Matthew!" Pater Rex bellowed from the corner as the door was shut.
 

I looked at him. I bowed my head. I closed my eyes. "Pater Rex," I whispered. I looked back up to see him smiling.
 

"I'm happy to hear you speak my name," he said.
 

"Peace and goodness to you," Pater said.
 

I looked him squarely in the eye. "May peace and goodness fill our cups with light." My voice was even and strong.
 

His smile faltered. Was that flicker of fear that skittered across his lips at how I'd said it? It only lasted a moment. "Have you read your Brave Brother's Companion, Matthew?" he asked. "Do you know what you must do in this ceremony?" It sounded like a challenge. As if he expected me to say no and was ready to reign his hell-fire upon me for my dissent.
 

"I have," I lied.
 

He paused, frozen momentarily by my unexpected answer. "You have?"
 

"I have. I know about the ceremony." Though I hadn't read the story, I had seen enough the night before to know what was going to happen.
 

A wicked grin spread across his mouth. Joy, no doubt, at my compliance. "Good," he purred. "Then you will know where to take your place."
 

I glanced at Anna Elizabeth. She looked scared. She tried to smile but it was a weak, empty thing. She looked away, as if unable to stare at me any longer.
 

A shiver trembled through me. But I knew what I must do. I walked slowly around to the head of the altar-bed and took up my place, prepared to meet my destiny.
 

Still grinning, Pater Rex shrugged off his robe. It slipped off his broad shoulders, forming a dark puddle of fabric on the cold, stone floor. He straightened his back and seemed to flex his arms, his broad chest growing broader as he began to walk towards my bride.
 

I felt the nerves shaking me now and I wondered if Anna Elizabeth would feel it too as I held her legs open for Pater Rex.
 

By the time he'd made it to the foot of the altar-bed, he'd stroked his cock into a full erection.
 

I gazed at the ebony shaft, covered with crawling, bulging veins. I glanced at Anna Elizabeth's core. Already the hair above her pussy was damp. The sight made me shudder. If she did love me, how could she be aroused by this? How could she be so ready to take another man?
 

My breathing became laboured and I looked down hoping that a glance from her would steady my nerves. But she, too, was looking between her legs at Pater Rex's dark and meaty pole.
 

"Now," Pater Rex growled, "part your bride for me so you can say your vows."
 

I leaned forward. I reached out with both hands. As I did, Anna Elizabeth brought up her knees so that I could tuck my fingers beneath them and spread her the rest of the way. I could not tear my eyes away from her slick pussy. As I parted her thighs to both sides, the folds of her sacred gash split open and clear evidence of her arousal spilled forth from inside her.
 

Pater Rex moved forward. He put the head of his cock above her tight, unbroken cunt. He looked up, grinned, then looked into Anna Elizabeth's eyes.
 

"Anna Elizabeth," he began. "How I have been waiting to say your name in this room." One corner of his mouth twisted even higher in a sinister smile. "How I have been waiting to wed you!"
 

My heart was pounding in my chest. The urge to call out and tell him to stop, to say what Yasha had told me to say instead of waiting was almost irresistible. But I knew I couldn't. I knew what I had to do.
 

"Anna Elizabeth, most loyal daughter of these gentle hills, do you take this man to be your husband?" His eyes roamed up to mine, his head still bent low so that he looked like a demon possessed, staring into the very furthest depths of my soul.
 

"I do," Anna Elizabeth responded, her voice trembling like the last leaf of autumn clinging to tree-limb in a storm.
 

Steady, Matthew. Steady.
 

Pater Rex lifted his head, his chin rising high in the air so that now he was staring down his nose at me. "And Matthew, do you take this woman, Anna Elizabeth, to be your wife? To hold in times of need? To comfort and to love no matter what may come?"
 

Though I was shaking and I knew Anna Elizabeth could feel it, my voice came strong. "I do."
 

Pater Rex smirked. "And in exchange for our gentle company, will you give your bride to me?"
 

"I will."
 

"And will you let me break her?" he snarled.
 

His eyes were boring in to me, the heat of his stare almost unbearable but I did not dare break it. I knew what I had to do. "I will."
 

Pater Rex drew a long breath, sniffing at the air that was now pungent with Anna Elizabeth's terrified arousal. "And do you agree to let me fill her first? To fill her with my seed? Will you let nature decide, who was meant to breed?"
 

The final answer. I spoke it softly. "I will."
 

And unlike with Tobias the night before, Pater did not wait. He did not place the head of his cock gently onto those soaked folds. He did not ease himself in, or pause to let her body accept him. No. Lowering his eyes to her sweaty snatch he put his hands on her supple thighs, rested his cock's head on her drooling puss and drilled himself inside.
 

"Aaagh!" Anna Elizabeth's shrill scream tore along the walls and racing out the window sent flocks of birds from their roosts, flapping up into the dark, cold night.
 

I watched in horror as Pater's throbbing member pierced her maidenhood and plunged into her tightest part, splitting it open with a with a sweaty slurp.
 

She screamed as he filled her, plunging faster, deeper, harder until he came to a part of her that seemed to be the deepest part. But instead of stopping and pulling out and pushing in again, he braced himself, black hands on white hips, and thrust into her even harder.
 

Her scream melted into a moaning mewl as her slick snatch swallowed the rest of his dark cock.
 

I felt the change in her legs, too. Tense muscles relaxed into undulating waves, her body opening to take him completely as he leaned over her.
 

I had imagined in my torment that day that this, this moment, would be the hardest part. It was and watching it brought a hardness to me that I could not ignore. My cock punched against my pants, the hard flesh aching to be brought free and buried in the same soft hole Pater Rex was filling now.
 

It was in that moment that I realized where my greatest challenge lay. My greatest challenge would not be watching as Pater Rex defiled my angel and pierced her with his shaft. My greatest challenge would be in resisting the urge to take her for myself and sealing his power over me when it was done. I took a deep breath and continued to watch.
 

Pater Rex looked up. His muscles were all flexed, his back curled like that of an animal in a rut. "Take her by the ankles!" he snarled.
 

I did as I was told, stretching her legs up until her knees were at her sides and her feet above her head.
 

Pater Rex began his ferocious fuck.
 

Anna Elizabeth's eyes rolled back into her head as his giant cock thundered into her now swollen, red cunt. Her head began to roll side to side as she moaned her pleasure, calling out "Oh! Oh! Oh!" at each of his thrusts.
 

Pater Rex's lips were curled in a snarl as his cock drove in and out, in and out of her, each time stickier with the juice from her greedy cunt. The altar-bed began to shake and move across the floor and I wondered if it would give under his violent affection.
 

Each time I looked away at some other corner of the room, or closed my eyes so as to quell my arousal, they were drawn back to the sight of that massive cock plundering my bride's filthy puss. I cringed. I knew the moment was approaching. I knew that soon would be the time to make my stand. The thought of watching his seed spilling from her belly made me hard and scared and hard again.
 

As their two bodies began to shiver in unison, approaching their collision with bliss, I stared at the profane image of Pater Rex impaling his dark root into my angel.
 

I saw his fingers tighten on her hips.
 

I felt her body buck. She let out a moan and then her hips began flailing as she begged him for more of his fat cock.
 

For a moment Pater looked up and smiled at me with his wicked grin. Then, his attention turned back to Anna Elizabeth. He grasped one of her bouncing breasts with his hand and squeezed it. His back arched. His head flailed back. He roared, an vicious animal sound and I knew the moment had come.
 

Gazing at his throbbing member I saw it pumping. Flex, release. Flex, release. Flex release. As it dumped hot seed into Elizabeth it looked like it was swelling to twice its size and I imagined how much spunk it was spewing into her virgin cunt.
 

I thought of all that seed swimming deep inside her already, plunging even further into her depths, searching for its goal. And what if it took? What if this first fucking made her belly grow, what then? Would I still love her? Would I raise another man's child? The thought was almost too much to bear. I pushed it away and focused on what was happening in front of me.
 

After a moment of stillness, as they both crested the wave of pleasure, their bodies began to move once more. Groins rubbed into and against each other. Sloppy wetness oozed and leaked. Pater bent low over Anna Elizabeth.
 

I dropped her ankles. I stumbled back.
 

She didn't seem to notice. Instead, her legs fell down, white calves gliding softly along Pater Rex's dark sides until they found his hips and wrapped around him, ankles locking behind his back. She pulled him closer with her legs.
 

He eagerly obliged, stuffing himself even deeper into her even thought the moment was over.
 

And then? Then, as I watched in horror, he leaned closer, closed his eyes and kissed her gently on the lips. Not a greedy, needy kiss. A deep, slow kiss. The kind that lovers share.
 

Whether she returned it or not, I couldn't say. Whether she wanted to kiss him back in this way, I still don't know. But just seeing him do that to her, to my Anna Elizabeth, was the sweetest torture I have ever felt.
 

Then he stood. His cock slopped out of her, dripping with her wetness but...but not so much with his.
 

I couldn't help but stare. The night before he had been covered in his own cum and now it seemed like there was barely anything there.
 

He looked down at himself too. It made Anna Elizabeth clamber up on her elbows so she could crane her neck and try to look between her thighs. "What's wrong?" she asked.
 

"Nothing," Pater mumbled, "everything's fine. Perhaps the weddings were too close. It doesn't matter. Lie down!" he snapped. Then he turned his eyes to me and pointed at my wife. The sneer returned to his lips as he spoke. "Now you can have a turn!" he jeered.
 

I took a deep breath and thought of Yasha's words. There was something I had to say first.
 

"No."
 






Chapter 18

 


The smirk fell from Pater's lips, replaced by first shock, then a scowl. "What?" he growled.
 

"No," I said and shook me head.
 

He paused for a moment, shaken by my response. "So you are not a Brave Brother but a coward?!?" he roared.
 

"No," I replied. Every time I said the word I felt as if I were drawing more and more of his power for myself.
 

"How dare you?!?" He slammed his fist against the wall. Some flecks of stone crumbled and fell to the floor.
 

I looked at Anna Elizabeth. She was staring at me with wide, panic-filled eyes. I'd never seen her look anything but in control. There was something wild and wonderful about the look she had on. So unpractised. So real. I knew this was the moment. I looked into her eyes and spoke Yasha's words.
 

I have loved you since we met and I will love you 'till we die,
But my heart will break in two if I am spurned!
 

Even love like mine will flounder in a wretched place like this,
The strongest love will fade if not returned!
 

Meet me in the morning on the road towards the hill,
We can walk away together hand in hand!
 

I will know then that you've chosen me and love instead of lust,
And we'll spend our lives together 'till the end!"
 

The two of them stood staring at me in silence for quite some time. Even Pater Rex, who I'd never seen surprised, had his mouth open and was shaking his head.
 

Anna Elizabeth's expression had taken on look of wonderment and curiosity and I loved her even more for that. It dawned on me in that moment that I'd never seen her acting this spontaneously. It was as if she were really feeling something she hadn't felt before and didn't have a mask ready for how she should look.
 

"Matthew," Pater Rex said, shattering the moment she and I were sharing. "You know not what you do!" The last words came out in a thunderous roar that seemed to shake the building itself and made me stagger back.
 

But there was nothing he could do to me anymore. Now that I'd said what I'd said there was only one thing to be done. Leave. And wait. "I know exactly what I do," I said calmly and began to walk towards the door.
 

Pater Rex roared behind me, an unholy sound that chilled me to the core. Then he burst into a fit of violent laughter that made me turn to see him doubled over. "You ignorant fool!" he jeered, pointing his finger at me. "She'll never come and meet you! Ha! How could she ever go to you if she has this?!?" He yanked his flaccid cock up with one hand and shook it at me.
 

I did lean back but only for fear of being sprayed by some of the residue on it. When he let it flop back between his legs, I turned to Anna Elizabeth. "I love you. If you feel that way about me, I'll be waiting. On the road down the hill." I opened the door and stepped out into the dark hall beyond.
 

It was a cold night and the wind was howling but I knew I couldn't return to my room. I was sure I was no longer welcome in that great stone house so I made my way to the heavy double doors and braced myself for a night outside.
 

"Matthew!"
 

The sound of someone calling my name from out of the darkness startled me but I didn't yell or scream this time. It felt like nothing could be worse than what I'd just been through. Some of the courage I'd gained had stayed with me even after I'd left the room. I turned and peered into the long hall. It was Yasha.
 

"And?!? What happened?!?" he spoke in hushed tones and pulled me into the shadows.
 

I pulled back. "What you said would happen," I replied. "I spoke the words you taught me."
 

"You did?" he asked, his eyes growing wide. "You actually did it?"
 

I was puzzled. "Of course I did. Why?"
 

"I...I just made that up. It's a terrible rhyme. I made it up because...because..." he lowered his eyes. "Oh Matthew, I'm ashamed to say it."
 

I took another step back. Something didn't feel right. "You made it up? You made it up?!? Why?!?" I roared. Had I really just done what I'd done on this man's whim?
 

"Matthew, I'm sorry I didn't think you'd do it! It was just a joke! I thought you would end up in the counting room with the rest of us and we would all laugh but..." He looked up and now I saw the same awe and wonder in his eyes that I'd seen in Anna Elizabeth's. He reached out with his fingers and touched my cheek, as if he were making sure that I was real. "You...did it," he whispered.
 

"You lied," I replied.
 

And then a madness seemed to fill his eyes as he cracked a crooked grin. "You did it. You did it! You did it!!!" he shouted. He jumped up, clapped his hands above his head and clicked his heels together. Then he spun around and ran down the hall, arms flailing in the air yelling "He! Did! It!"
 

I shook my head. I didn't care what he'd done or what I'd said to make him go mad like the hatter. What was done was done and couldn't be undone. And now, even if I'd wanted to march back into the wedding chamber and undo it there was something else stopping me. It was a feeling inside, a growing thing that made my chest swell and put a swagger in my step.
 

It was pride. I was proud of what I'd done and now that I'd felt it, I would never go back to the old Matthew. That story was over. This was not just going to be a chapter. I was going to start a whole new book.
 

I leaned against the heavy wooden door and pressed against the wind, out into the night.
 

I spent the night sitting on the road that led down the hill. The same road we'd come up on the bus. Every once in a while the thought that Anna Elizabeth might not show up in the morning would weaken my resolve but every time I worked through it. There was no going back. No matter how much I loved her, unless she loved me back, I would not be happy just following her where she wanted me to go. If she did not come, I would have to find my own way home. I would have to embark on my new story alone.
 

As the first beams of the rising sun broke over the horizon I felt that same calm return to me again. No matter what happened I was happy that all of this had happened.
 

Morning broke. The sun rose into the middle of the sky. I watched the shadows shrink then almost disappear as noon drew near. And with it came a heavy dread. As the minutes ticked by I began to accept the unthinkable. Anna Elizabeth was not coming. I had given her a choice and she had made it. She had chosen Pater Rex and Gentle over me.
 

I put a hand on my forehead and gave myself a moment to wallow in my grief. Not all stories had a happy ending. This was something I had yet to learn. I'd spent my life avoiding sadness, running from pain. I'd been so scared by it that I'd been ready to do anything for anyone who could keep it at bay.
 

The funny thing was, now that it was here, now that I was feeling the worst of it, it wasn't really all that bad. It was just another story and it, too, would end. I took a deep breath. It was time to get up. It was time to get moving. It was time to start the next story. My story.
 

A gust of wind swept down the hill and raced past me down into the valley. It brought with it a sound. A distant sound. A dull, rhythmic whisper. I cocked my head. It didn't sound like anything I'd heard in these parts. Not animals. Not the rustle of wind in the trees. What was it?
 

Voices. I turned. The sound grew louder. As I strained to hear it, I realized it was coming from up the hill. The sound grew louder still. The voices became clearer. I heard a word here or there. Shouting? No. Singing. The sound of men's voices singing up the hill.
 

As I stared up the gravelly road that led to Gentle heads began to bob where it crested. Then bodies. Then the full glory of a line of green-visored men came into view. They had their arms linked and their mouths were open in song.
 

I have loved you since we met and I will love you 'till we die.
 

The sound of the words ringing down into the valley sent a shiver down my spine. The column of men approached. The accountants. The accountants were marching toward me. But why were they singing? And who had let them out of the counting room?
 

But my heart will break in two if I am spurned!
 

My heart swelled at the sight of the once broken men swaying in time with their song as they marched towards me.
 

Even love like mine will flounder in a wretched place like this,
Had they, too, broken free of their oppressors? Had what I'd done inspired them to leave this place?!?
 

The strongest love will fade if not returned!
 

The wall of men parted. The steady crescendo of violins playing a phrase that rose to the heavens filled the air.
 

And there she was. My Anna Elizabeth. Wearing only the thin, white robe, her feet stepping gingerly along the gravel road. As her eyes rested upon me, her mouth softened. Her cheeks raised, her lips curled and soon she was smiling, arms outstretched.
 

I broke into a run. I ran like I'd never run before. Up the hill, my feet slipping on the loose gravel, heart pumping, lungs burning until I was in front of her. I crashed into her waiting arms and wrapped mine around her. I picked her up and held her tightly and inhaled the soft flowery fragrance of her hair as the men formed a circle around us and sang:
 

Meet me in the morning on the road towards the hill,
We can walk away together hand in hand!
 

I will know then that you've chosen me and love instead of lust,
And we'll spend our lives together 'till the end!"
 

As the last echoes of their voices raised in harmony faded in the hills, the circle parted to reveal a dark robed figure in a hood standing up the road. His shoulders were slouched, his breathing seemed laboured. He lifted his head and I looked into his bloodshot eyes.
 

Pater Rex.
 

"Bring her to me," he said in a deep growl. He extended a claw from beneath the robe, towards us. "Bring her to me!!!" he screamed.
 

Instead of fear, instead of that deep and unending fear I'd felt all my life, I felt elation and power and courage. I stepped in front of my beautiful angel and met his gaze. "No," I said. "This is what I must do."
 

A snarl tore along his lips again as he raised both hands up to the sky in a furious roar. "Noooooooo!" His body began to shake. His dark hands trembled as he screamed.
 

The men around me gasped and staggered back.
 

"Steady, boys. Steady," I said, rallying them. "It won't be long now."
 

This seemed to give them courage because they stood their ground. We all stared at Pater Rex who now seemed to be shrinking.
 

I shook my head in disbelief. Could it really be true? Yasha had said it was just a joke but my fortitude seemed to be sapping him of his power.
 

His broad shoulders and thick arms withered until he looked like an old man, hunched over and tired. With one final, gasping breath the robe fell to the ground, crumpling from the absence of a body inside it. A thin wisp of smoke snaked up through the air from where the robe had fallen.
 

And just like that, Pater Rex was gone.
 

We stood in silence, staring in disbelief at what had happened.
 

After a few minutes, one of the men spoke. "W-what now? What do we do now?"
 

I looked around at the group. There was a confusion and fear in their eyes. Fear at what the future held. I knew what I had to do.
 

"Gentlemen, go and get your wives."
 

They looked back and forth at one another. Some looked at me. Then, as if some spirit of courage inhabited them all at the same time, turned up the hill and with mighty warrior's cries began to run. To face their destiny.
 

I turned to Anna Elizabeth. She was shocked, but smiling. I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. "You came," I whispered. "I didn't think you would come."
 

"I'm here," she answered, staring into my eyes. "I'm here with you."
 

"What happened? Last night after I left, what happened?"
 

She shook her head and smiled. "It doesn't matter. We're here now. But Matthew?"
 

"Yes?"
 

"What do we do next?"
 

I returned her smile. "We seal our wedding vows."
 






Chapter 19

 


We walked into the forest and found a dell where the sun was beaming down onto the grass and heating it. I took her to the center of it and kissed her on the lips again. Then I pushed my tongue into her mouth, owning it until she pushed back with hers. As our tongues danced together I found the button at the center of her white robe and twisted it free so that her robe slipped away. I stepped back.
 

My cock rallied at the sight of her soft, white flesh looking almost golden in the noonday sun. I tore at my shirt and yanked my belt open and soon was standing naked and erect before her too. I leaned closer, so that I could kiss her again but she pushed me away with gentle fingers on my chest. I looked down at the two soft orbs of her breasts. I raised my hands and let them settle on her soft pillows, kneading their warmth then letting my fingers trail to her nipples I pinched them gently.
 

Anna Elizabeth smiled. She sank down onto her knees before me. She reached up and wrapped her slender fingers around cock. It throbbed at her touch. She looked up with a mischievous grin. Then she leaned forward and ever so gently let it sink between her lips.
 

The wet heat of her mouth seared through to the root of my cock and tore up my spine. My whole body tensed as I felt her lick the underside in a slow swipe. Then she swept her tongue around the head of my cock and began to suck.
 

Her cheeks hollowed. Her head began to bob back and forth. The wet, slurping noise of her affection filled the forest. She began to move her hand in time with her mouth, squeezing me and coaxing me to an even stiffer hardness.
 

I groaned my pleasure. Already I could feel my cum pooling at the base of my shaft. My body tensed again preparing for release.
 

She popped off leaving my head bouncing in the wind. A tiny droplet of precum formed at my hole. She eyed it, smiling. Then she stuck her tongue out again and licked it off. She swallowed with a satisfied gulp.
 

The act left me breathless. This was my beautiful Anna Elizabeth, my angel, taking me inside herself for the first time.
 

She licked her full lips, satisfied at my taste. The ultimate gesture of submission and acceptance.
 

My inner animal came uncaged. I knelt before her, kissed her on the lips then pushed her back. With a hand behind her back I lowered her onto the soft grass.
 

She opened her thighs and spread her arms in welcome.
 

I needed to taste her first. I leaned lower, pressing my head between her legs. My nostrils flared at her salty-sweet smell. I plunged lower and pressed my lips against her hot cunt.
 

She gasped and her back arched as her legs locked around me, drawing me closer. My tongue flicked at her soft, soaked folds running up and down and tasting her wetness. I worked them apart finding an even hotter part of her, then I swept up until I felt the tip of her engorged nub with my tongue.
 

"Oh Matthew," she breathed as I began to fondle her clit. I flicked it, then took it into my lips and sucked. It made her writhe beneath me. The sun was hot on my back. My cock was hard between my legs.
 

I didn't stop. As her hips began to buck and her grip tightened around me, I swam in slow circles around her, drooling down into her pussy and making her even wetter there. Soon she was bucking and her fingers found my hair. Her fist locked around a lock of it as she ground against me.
 

"Oh Matthew!" she cried, her voice calling to the hills. I felt her pleasure well. Her pussy leaked juices onto my chin. And still I sucked and flicked and swept tight circles around her. I looked up to see her twisting her own nipple between her fingers. She cried out. She began to come.
 

What a heaven it was to watch her flailing on the ground because of my mouth. A desperate need gripped me. A need to be inside of my sweet Anna Elizabeth. As her climax peaked, I slowed my sore tongue and let her coast down from the top of it. Then I scrambled up between her thighs.
 

She opened them, staring down at my cock between us. She grabbed it and pointed the head at her slick slit. This, this was the moment I had been waiting for. With a cringe and a moan, I drove myself inside my tight wife.
 

Her walls squeezed me as I slid in. Each inch inside of her brought fresh pleasure coursing through me. My body felt like it wasn't mine anymore. All I felt was the intoxicating pleasure that came from piercing her.
 

And from that deep, dark corner of my mind came the vision. The vision of holding her open. The vision of that dark cock filling her. The vision of that dark cock throbbing as it spewed.
 

"Matthew," she whispered against my thrusts. "There was barely any of him inside me last night. He was spent. I cleaned what little was left. I cleaned it so I could take your seed. So that we could be sure."
 

"Agh!" I grunted as I fucked her harder. Sure. Sure of what? That the baby would be mine? The aching need filled my entire being. I began to fuck her fast and hard. My cock pounded into her pussy as she lay splayed in the meadow, ready for my gift.
 

Her hand reached between us. I watched it snake down between my legs. Then I felt those warm fingers wrap around my sack and squeeze.
 

"Agh! Anna Elizabeth! You're going to make me..."
 

I opened my eyes to see her biting her lip and smiling. "I know. That's what I want. I want you to fill me with your cum."
 

The sun seemed to shine brighter, casting a halo around my angel's hair.
 

As I bucked against her body I realized how happy we would be. A thick shot of sperm raced through my shaft.
 

Her eyes opened wider. Had she felt it. She squeezed me again. "Yes, Matthew. Yes!"
 

I roared up towards the sky as one pulse followed another. She squeezed me each time I flexed inside her, pushing as much cum out of me and into herself as I had. My mind arched up and then I felt the explosive bliss of the peak of my climax. I closed my eyes and lingered there.
 

"Mmmm," Anna Elizabeth purred into my ear. "That's a good boy, Matthew," she whispered.
 

And my body started fucking her again. My cock stuffed all the seed it had pumped into her, deeper and deeper into her insides.
 

Her legs closed around me. I felt her hand on my buttock. Her hips rose to greet me, then fell in a filthy, animal dance. Naked and surrounded by the trees.
 

As I collapsed on top of her panting, she ran her fingers up my back, then back down. She let me lie there for a long time, my cock still inside of her. When I rolled off and looked at her she smiled and touched my cheek.
 

"Now what?" she asked.
 

I smiled. It didn't matter. What mattered was that we were together. We were together and we would find a way to stay that way.
 

As the sun dipped beneath the trees a cold wind blew across the meadow making Anna Elizabeth shiver. It was time to go. It was time to start our story.
 






Chapter 20

 


It had been so quiet in the sun room that I thought Anna Elizabeth had fallen asleep. I tiptoed my way in, trying not to wake her in case she had. She hadn't. She was sitting by the window, an empty mug of tea perched on her swollen belly. She turned to look at me and smiled as I walked into the room.
 

"I thought you were asleep," I said, taking a seat next to her, squinting against the glare of sunlight reflecting off the freshly fallen snow. "It's so bright in here. What are you thinking about?"
 

She shook her head and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "Just...you know. Stuff."
 

"What kind of stuff?"
 

"Oh, this and that. Us. The baby. How things are going to change. What things are going to stay the same. That kind of stuff."
 

I leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead. "Are you worried?" I asked.
 

She shook her head again.
 

"Are you sad?"
 

She shrugged. "Maybe a little."
 

"What about?"
 

"Oh, you know. We've talked about it all before."
 

I furrowed my brow. "You're thinking of him aren't you?" I asked quietly.
 

She didn't look at me this time. Just stared at the floor. After a few moments she nodded.
 

I felt an anger well inside me. I thought we'd left this all behind! I thought we'd already put this to rest! And now here she was, thinking about him again!
 

"Don't be mad," she whispered.
 

"I'm...I'm not...yes. I am. I just don't understand. He didn't love you the way I love you!" I said, almost shouting.
 

Anna Elizabeth cringed at my raised voice.
 

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry," I said, resting a hand on her arm. "It's just..."
 

"I keep telling you Matthew, it has nothing to do with us."
 

"What does it have to do with then?" I snapped.
 

She looked up and into my eyes. Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open. She inhaled, the words poised on the tip of her tongue.
 

"What?" I whispered. "What is it?"
 

"Oh, Matthew. It's his cock. It's his big, black cock."
 

In a way I knew that was what she was going to say. In a way I had been waiting for it. In a way I had been hoping it would be that. "You...you think about it?"
 

"Sometimes. Late at night."
 

"What do you think about it?"
 

She bit her lip. A certain excitement crept into her stare. Her eyes fluttered down to my lap, then back up.
 

I knew she'd seen it. There was no hiding my arousal. 
 

Her hand drifted across the front of my trousers and touched the head of my cock through the fabric. She leaned closer. I felt her warm breath on my cheek.
 

"I think of what it felt like as he stuffed it into my wet pussy, Matthew." She leaned back, eyeing me for my reaction. She leaned forward. Closer this time. "And then I wonder whether I'll feel anything like that ever again..."
 



THE END



 




 


The Sowing Song

Chapters 1 and 2




Chapter 1

 


One dainty, white foot peaked out from beneath the covers. Just enough of it that you could make out the ankle starting to sweep up into a calf. It was late but I was tipsy and horny and didn't care. I stripped my clothes and threw them on the floor.
 

Milena always slept naked. Her whole body would get extremely hot and she always said she couldn't stand pyjamas. I don't think I'd had a good night's sleep since she'd moved in four weeks ago. My cock was constantly hard and my dreams were exclusively about pushing myself into her hot, tight pussy. So far she hadn't relented, though she did all sorts of other things for me. Which is what I was hoping for tonight.
 

I felt her stir as I pulled myself towards her. The heat under the covers was almost unbearable. I put a hand on her soft, warm skin and ran my palm up and down her arm.
 

"Adamushka?" she purred, turning around. Her lips curled into a lazy, sleepy smile.
 

"Hey baby." I was hard as a rock. Maybe tonight would be the night? Maybe she'd be sleepy enough that she didn't care. Sleepy enough to let me in. I pressed my body up to hers, my rigid cock sinking into the soft flesh of her round ass.
 

She shook her head, her blonde locks sliding off her shoulder as she giggled. "What are you trying with me?"
 

I pulled back the covers, exposing her neck and shoulder. I leaned down and kissed her, her skin hot under my lips, her scent wafting up from beneath. "I'm sorry I'm so late, baby. Somebody changed some code on the production server and..."
 

She puckered her lips and frowned. "Production? What about read-only Friday?"
 

"I know. That's what I said, baby. Anyways, Carl wanted to take us out for drinks for staying late and I didn't want to be rude."
 

Her expression softened back into a smile. "But now you got drunk and horny and your fiancee is sleepy. Is that right?"
 

I kissed her again and smiled. She loved being a tease. "What do you say, baby? Maybe we can...you know, have some fun? What if we just have a practice run for our wedding night?"
 

"Practice run?" She scowled.
 

"No, I don't mean that. I know you want to wait. I just thought, you know...we could do something else?" I kissed her again, on the neck this time. I saw her skin pimple.
 

"Adamchyk, I have to talk to you." She opened her eyes and rolled over.
 

My erection flagged for a second. This didn't seem good. This seemed serious. 
 

She put her hand on my cheek. I leaned in and kissed her lips but she gently moved me away. "It's serious."
 

My heart sank. What could be serious that it couldn't wait?
 

"Papi and Mimi called today."
 

A wave of relief washed over me. "Did they get the card? Can they come?"
 

She bit her lower lip and took a breath. "They're not coming Adamik."
 

"What? Why not? Did you tell them we could help them with the tickets? Don't they want to see you married?"
 

"They do Adamushka." Her eyes wandered back and forth, avoiding mine.
 

"Then what?"
 

"They want a wedding in Lubnicka."
 

It took a lot not to let out a groan. I'd been worried this would happen since she'd first told them we were getting married. I sighed. "Baby...I can't...we can't afford two weddings. You know that."
 

Milena pushed herself up on one elbow. The comforter slipped off her body revealing her firm, round breast, the pink nipple stiffening against the cold in the room. "I know. They said they would pay."
 

"Pay? What? How do they have money for that?" Her father had a goat farm or, more accurately, the village she was from did. The men tended it together, sharing the profits.
 

She pushed her lips out in a pout. "Adamushka, they were so sad," Mimi cried. "They said they waited their whole lives to see me marry."
 

My heart melted as I watched the first dew of a tear form in her eye. I cursed inside because I knew then that we were going. We were getting on a plane and flying to tiny Zabarice to get married. If there was something that made me powerless to resist, it was seeing Milena cry. Nevertheless, a guy's got to try. 
 

"Baby...I want to make you happy but can we afford this? We can't afford this. Not while you're in school still. We're barely scraping by."
 

She sighed and I saw her lip start to quiver again.
 

"Oh baby, please don't cry."
 

"I'm sorry," she said, choking on the words. "They sounded so sad Adamchik. I thought Papi was going to cry. He never cried about anything. Never. They said because I'm their only child..."
 

I wasn't sure why I was trying. The decision had already been made. This was all just a formality. Something I felt I had to do so I didn't feel so bad about putting us another twenty five hundred dollars in debt for plane tickets.
 

"Okay baby," I sighed.
 

Her eyes went wide. "Okay? Are you serious?" she whispered.
 

"Okay," I answered. "I'm serious. I want you to be happy. I want them to be happy. I want them to know I love you and that I'd do anything for you."
 

The tears started flowing now as she lunged at me. She wrapped her arms around my neck, clinging to me and sniffling. 
 

I had already started trying to figure out which credit card I could make some room on in the back of my mind. The worry faded as she pressed her lips to mine. They were salty from the tears. And hot.
 

She pushed her tongue into my mouth searching for mine.
 

I kissed her back and started to feel my cock hardening again.
 

She pulled away and stared into my eyes with a lusty smile. "Adamchik, I love you," she cooed, her hand drifting down my thigh until she found my stiffness.
 

"Oh fuck baby," I whispered as she caressed my hardness with the tips of her fingers making me bounce. 
 

She lifted herself up higher, throwing one leg over me as she mounted my chest.
 

I glanced down. I could see just the top her pretty, shaved pussy glistening in the dim light.
 

She reached up and cupped her full breast. She leaned down, feeding me her nipple, pressing it against my lips. I took the stiff, hot nub into my mouth and rolled my tongue around it over and over. My cock hardened completely.
 

"Mmmm..." she purred, pulling herself away. Her nipple slipped out of my mouth with a wet pop. She touched her other breast and gave it to me the same way, letting me suckle on her tender nipple as she moaned above me.
 

I reached up to grab the fleshy mound but she pulled away again. I felt her start moving down my body, her sweaty pussy leaving a slick trail along my stomach. I felt the wetness of her slit slide along my cock. I was so close. I felt her hot opening hovering above my meat, tormenting me and making me ache inside. All I had to was push my hips up and I'd be inside her. I felt my ass tighten as my body tried.
 

She bit her lip, smiled and shook her head. "Soon Adamchik. Soon." Staring into my eyes she slid her pussy off of my member and leaned down. She lowered her face to the wet trail of her scent she'd left on my abs. She pushed out her tongue and swept it up my skin in a gentle lick, tasting herself. She licked her lips. My cock throbbed.
 

She moved farther down my body, her hot skin gliding along mine. She leaned forward and I felt her soft fingers wrap around my stiff cock. Her mouth hovered just above the head of my member. I could feel the heat of her breath on my aching pole.
 

"I love you baby," she repeated, then sank down onto my flesh, taking all of me into her tight little mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she started to suck on me.
 

I groaned. My ass flexed as my hips rose, pushing me deeper into her mouth.
 

Slowly, gently, she started moving up and down, up and down, her tight lips milking my now slick cock.
 

I felt the cum start to move from my balls. I wondered if agreeing to the trip would earn me a special surprise. She'd never let me come inside her mouth. Maybe tonight would be the night?
 

She started sucking me harder as her fingers slid down my shaft and cupped my balls.
 

I grunted as she started kneading them, squeezing more cum out of them and into my shaft.
 

"Oh fuck Mimi!" I grunted as I felt my orgasm well inside.
 

Her eyes opened even wider, hungry and eager for my release. Her head started bobbing up and down. She gripped the base of my shaft with her other hand. Her mouth popped off.
 

"Come, baby," she whispered. "Come!"
 

I put a hand on her head. My whole body was screaming to be back inside her mouth. A thrill rushed through me as she lowered her lips onto me again. 
 

My orgasm swelled. I was almost there. I could feel the cum pulsing through my cock. I groaned again under the heat of her pretty mouth. I felt the first pulse of seed shoot through my shaft. "Fuck yes!" I cried.
 

She pulled her mouth off just as the first spurt of my cum erupted from the head of my cock. It flew into the air to one side. She started pumping me with her hand sending me careening into the depths of a massive orgasm. I clutched the sheets as I watched spurt after spurt of my hot cum blast out of my cock and spray uselessly across my stomach and the sheets of the bed.
 

Her hand slowed, stretching out the end of my orgasm as she stared into my eyes.
 

My body went limp. A shadow of disappointment crept out from a dark part of my mind. It had still felt amazing but I longed to finish inside her.
 

Soon, Adamchik. Soon.
 






Chapter 2

 


I couldn't sleep that night. Milena fell back asleep almost right away as she always did. She was an expert sleeper.
 

I tried but numbers kept bouncing around in my head. Which credit card had the lowest interest rate again? And did it have any room? It wasn't that we were destitute but I was trying to put her through school to become a paralegal on a Level 2 IT administrator's salary and try to pay my own debts off at the same time. There was an end in sight, but it wasn't for a while.
 

After a few hours of trying to get to sleep I slipped out of bed, put on my bathrobe and went downstairs. I'd promised her we would go so there was no sense in second thoughts. I got on the computer and booked the flight.
 

Then, knowing I wasn't falling back asleep any time soon, I started wandering around the internet. There was no wiki article for the tiny village of Lubnicka where she was from. There was a small entry about Zabarice, her home country. I scanned down the page. It was the usual stuff. Population, three hundred thousand. Industry, almost none. Mostly an agricultural economy most of which had little access to the outside world. It talked about the tight-knit communities and close family ties. And...
 

My jaw dropped. What?!? Marriage rites. There was no formal religion in the country for the most part, only long held traditions that had been passed down for generations.
 

The wedding ceremony is a week-long event dating back centuries. Local custom has it that it must be performed in the spring to ensure a good harvest. The men of the village all participate in an ancient seeding dance, the details of which are not known but are purported to involve elaborate sexual rituals that involve the whole village.
 

What in the actual fuck?!? My heart was pounding in my chest. My palms started to sweat. I felt my pupils shrink as I read the line over and over again. Surely this was a myth or legend. There was no way that things like this still went on in the world? Was there?
 

When I stood up, I was shaking, barely able to make it back to bed. Elaborate sexual rituals? Like what? I stared at Milena, sleeping soundly on the other side of the mattress, my mind wandering back and forth over what I'd read. What could possibly happen that would involve the entire village? What the hell was a seeding dance?
 

I fell asleep not too long before the sun came up and the alarm rang. The second I was conscious, the memory of what I'd read flooded into my mind. I jerked my head to where Milena had been sleeping. She was gone.
 

I found her downstairs, munching on corn flakes and reading from her text book. She had on only a bathrobe that barely covered her ample breasts. My cock flexed as I tried not to stare.
 

When she saw me, she smiled. "Good morning!"
 

"I booked it."
 

She looked puzzled for a moment, then her eyes popped open wide. "You did?"
 

"I did. We're going in a week."
 

She let out a shriek, bounced up, her golden curls dancing around her shoulders. The bowl of corn flakes shook as she dashed up, almost crashing down onto the floor. She screamed as she ran over and hurled her arms around my neck, smothering me in kisses.
 

I wanted to revel in her joy, that I'd been able to make her this happy despite the cost. I could think of only one thing. Seeding dance. My stomach flipped and flopped as I poured myself a coffee and formed the sentence over and over in my mind. What would sound best? What would be the most casual way to bring it up?
 

She was still beaming at me when I sat down.
 

I couldn't help but smile. "I love you."
 

"Oh Adamchik, I love you too!" she said, kissing me again.
 

I started munching on my cereal, rolling the question over and over in my mind.
 

"So..."
 

"Hm?" she asked. She'd gone back to reading her text and didn't look up.
 

"So what's a wedding in Lubnicka look like anyway?" I asked, my mouth full of food to try to cover up the nervous edge in my tone.
 

She didn't look up. Not right away. Her eyes danced around the page.
 

My stomach flipped, then flopped. Why did she look so nervous? Why wasn't she answering me right away? Was there something that she needed to hide? Was it true? About the seeding dance?!?
 

She cleared her throat, pressed a finger against her lips, wiping away a little milk that had collected at the corner of her mouth. When she finally looked up she was biting her lip.
 

My insides tightened. Was this for real? Was she hiding this from me? Was she searching for an explanation?
 

She reached a hand across the table and touched my arm. "Adamchik..." she said with open, earnest eyes.
 

"Yes?"
 

She let out a sigh. "It's just...a little different than here..." she said, trailing off as her eyes drifted to the ground.
 

I swallowed loudly and tried to relax. A bolt of fear shot through me at what she was about to say. "Different how?" I managed to sputter.
 

She bit her lip and looked back up. More tears. Fat, salty ones were starting to form in her eyes.
 

"Milena, what's wrong?"
 

She swallowed, pushing back emotion.
 

"Milena...I couldn't sleep last night." I couldn't take this any longer. I had to tell her what I'd read. I had to know if it was true. "I read something."
 

Fear washed across her face. Her mouth opened slightly, as if to speak. No sound came out.
 

My heart was thundering inside my chest. This couldn't be real. This couldn't be right. "Milena...please," I whispered, barely able to get the words out.
 

A single tear rolled down her cheek, paused on her chin before dripping down onto her half-open bathrobe. 
 

I glanced down at her trim tummy that was peeking out. Despite everything, my cock started to get hard.
 

"Oh Adamchik, there's something...I...I just have to tell you."
 

"Tell me what, Milena? Please!"
 

She nodded then looked at me with what looked like pity. "I was worried about this since you proposed. I was thinking about it every day, hoping they would not ask. Hoping they would take our offer and come here to our wedding. I was thinking about what to say to them, how to make an excuse but when I heard Papi almost cry, I couldn't. I had to say yes."
 

My mind was reeling now. I couldn't think straight. My vision had narrowed. My mind had narrowed. The words had settled in my mind. Seeding dance.
 

"For fuck's sake, Mimi, tell me. Please." I said it in a whisper. I couldn't take it any longer.
 

"It was always this way. It was always how it was done. I didn't think it was strange until I moved to America. Then I realized how crazy everyone would think it was."
 

"Mimi! How crazy what was?!?"
 

She sighed and I realized she had finally resigned herself to telling me the truth.
 

"When a woman is married in Lubnicka there is a ceremony."
 

"Yes?"
 

"A, how do you call it? A rite?"
 

"Yes?"
 

"The whole village makes it. The woman has to...she has to...be anointed."
 

My throat tightened. A chill settled deep in my insides. "Anointed?" I growled.
 

"It's a very old ceremony. Many centuries old. The men...they...they cover her in seed."
 

The words seemed to echo in the silence of the kitchen. 
 

Cover her in seed.
 

Was she serious?!? Was I still dreaming? Was I going crazy? This couldn't be real.
 

"You mean..."
 

"Yes. It is what you think."
 

My head started spinning. I clung to the table. The world felt like it had started spinning the other way. It is what you think. It is what you think.
 

What did I think? I'd thought about it the night before. Dark and crazy things. About my fiancee being taken by other men in some kind of weird dance. I'd thought about it over and over. I couldn't stop thinking about it. Bolt after bolt of jealous rage tore through me. And then, from somewhere in the primal darkness of my mind, the first hot shot of lust blossomed in my core.
 

"What do you mean, it is what I think?" I growled again, surprising even myself with my tone.
 

Mimi put her hands up and waved them gently up and down, as if the motion would calm me and distract me from something so incredibly...hurtful? Was it that? Was it hurtful? It certainly hurt to think about. 
 

"Okay," she said with a sigh. She got a resigned look on her face. Like she knew it was time to come clean and there was nothing to be done about it. "It sounds crazy. It's going to sound crazy. But you have to understand, it comes from a long time ago. From a primitive people who didn't understand the forces of nature or the way the world worked. They're just ancient rituals that have stuck around."
 

The way she was explaining it, so matter of factly, the fact that she'd stopped crying and decided to get down to business, all of it filled me with an even greater rage, a cocked gun ready to explode. And yet...
 

Why the hell could I not stop imagining her surrounded by other men I had no idea what this was all about and already my mind was spinning up wild fantasies and my cock was getting hard. I looked away, ashamed at the excitement that bubbled just beneath the surface of my anger. I didn't want to reveal this to her. I didn't want her to know this perverse reaction I was having.
 

"I guess I just have to tell you."
 

"Tell me!" I snapped.
 

The resignation spread to her eyes. "What do you want to know?"
 

"Everything."
 

"Everything?"
 

"Everything."
 

"Are you going to end this? Are you going to break with me?"
 

The question crashed into me like a freight train smashing into a brick wall. It shattered my entire reality. All of my plans for us, desires for us, my hope for our marriage shattered in a million different directions and I felt like a bystander that had just seen the terrible accident but was powerless to do anything but watch.
 

"I..."
 

What was there to say? I hadn't thought that far. Would I break up with the love of my life, my beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed Milena who was always giggling and dancing on the tips of her toes? Would I throw away the last two years of my life because of something like this? The truth was, I didn't know. I needed to know more of what this was all about.
 

"Just tell me. Please."
 

"The whole wedding is a week long. It starts on Friday and finishes with the marriage on the next Thursday night. It has to be consummated before midnight of that day."
 

Consummated. 
 

The word made me shiver. With excitement as much as with dread. That Thursday, that would be the night I would finally be inside my wife. If...if I could get through all of this.
 

"Go on."
 

Her eyes danced side to side across the room. The corn flakes in her bowl had turned soggy, soaked with milk. "It starts with a dance."
 

"A dance?"
 

"Well, there are lots of dances, but this first one starts the whole thing."
 

"Okay..."
 

"It's the dance of passage. Where the woman becomes a woman for the first time. A real woman."
 

Ice cold terror flashed through me. "What does that mean? What happens in the dance?"
 

"It's...the men, the young men from the village gather and dance around the woman."
 

"That's it?" That didn't seem that bad. Maybe I was being crazy. Maybe I'd overreacted. Maybe I'd let my own imagination get the better of me and all of this wasn't going to be as bad as...
 

"That's it, except..."
 

That tightness in my throat again. That stifling, chocking tightness. "Except the bride to be is...you know. Nude."
 

Nude. My wife, or bride to be, rather. Nude in front of the village men. Just the young men, though. I clenched my fist. My jaw tightened as I stared at the table, unable to meet her gaze.
 

"Okay. Then what?"
 

She breathed. A breath of relief. Like she'd passed the first hurdle. Like there was still a chance.
 

"Then..." She paused. I looked up to see her smiling. It was a kind of crooked, awkward smile. Not one I'd seen on her before. She giggled. Her blonde curls bounced around her neck. She covered her mouth with a hand. "Then," she went on, "you get washed. Or at least, I think that's what happens next." She furrowed her brow, as if trying to remember the exact order of the ceremony.
 

"Washed?"
 

Another giggle. "Washed. Yes."
 

I felt some of the tension leave my face. "Washed how?"
 

A third giggle and a raised eyebrow. "The women that have all come of age but not yet married. They wash you for me. I think it's the women."
 

"Like, give you a bath?"
 

She laughed out loud this time. "Something like that!"
 

"What do you mean something like..."
 

"I don't know! I don't know because I only heard about it. I left for school before I had anything to do with that. My cousin told me about it once but I was young and it was a long time ago. I remember being very shy and I remember her laughing a lot."
 

Not that this had changed my mind about the whole thing but I had to admit there was some relief in knowing that I had to endure something like that, too. Maybe it was a good thing. Maybe it would bring us closer together? Going through something like this? Maybe I'd overreacted without knowing all the facts.
 

"And then?"
 

"And then...I don't know."
 

"Mimi..."
 

"I don't know! Really. I told you, I never did the ceremony and they take the children to a different village when it happens."
 

"Why?"
 

She shrugged. "Too young to see, I guess."
 

Too young to see? My mood darkened again. That couldn't be a good thing. What could be so lewd that they wouldn't let the children see?
 

"So?"
 

"So what?"
 

"So...are you going to..."
 

I knew what she wanted to ask. Was I going to go through with it or was I going to run? I had no idea what the answer would be. I looked at her. My beautiful Mimi, innocent and unbroken and pure. The engagement ring I'd bought her glistened on her finger. Her blue eyes sparkled in the morning light. I breathed a deep breath.
 

"Why didn't you tell me about this before?"
 

She turned her eyes down and her smile faded into a frown. "I thought you'd...I thought you'd never..." She looked back up. "I thought you'd run away. It's a crazy thing, I know. I guess I hoped that you could...I guess I hoped you loved me enough to...I don't know."
 

Loved her enough to endure it. Loved her enough to not let something like this get in the way. The conversation had cleared the jealousy and doubt out of my mind somewhat. At least she was being honest. At least she was coming clean. I leaned back in my chair and thought.
 

It wasn't her fault, really. Maybe she could have been more open, more honest about it in the first place. It stung to think she'd kept this a secret from me all along. When had she been planning on telling me, exactly? At the same time I understood why she hadn't. We were so in love. Of course she must have thought that news like this might destroy what we had. Maybe she was right in waiting. I was so in love with her, I would do anything to keep that love. Anything? Even this?
 

"Fuck it."
 

"What?" Her lip quivered. She hadn't understood my meaning.
 

"The good fuck it. Fuck it like I don't care about what we need to do. If we need to do this, if it's important to you so we can be together, I'll do it."
 

Once again I thought she was going to cry. "Adamchik, really?"
 

"Really. I mean it."
 

She pushed away from the table, knocking the cereal bowl onto the floor. Milk and soggy corn flakes splattered as the ceramic shattered across the tile. Her robe flowed open revealing her toned, alabaster skin.
 

My eyes widened slightly and slid down her body, along the curve of her gently swaying breasts, then settled on the top of the gentle cleft of her sex.
 

"I love you," she whispered, pushing me away from the table and straddling my lap. As her legs opened I caught the fresh scent of her soaked pussy drifting up between our bodies. She kissed me deeply and I felt her hand crawling down the front of my shirt and tugging at my belt buckle.
 

"I have to go to work," I whispered as she nibbled on my lip.
 

"Not yet. First I want to suck your cock."
 



Buy The Sowing Song on Amazon!

 










***
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